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A Word From The Chair – Harriet Eisner
Well, if I thought the South Yorkshire Cross
Country relay series was just like
Glastonbury, with all the Club tents and
flags, chocolate brownies and mud, think
again! Last year Totley match-funded what
individual members had generously donated
as start-up funds for a dedicated Junior Park
Run at Graves on Sundays. Totlies recently
went along to support the first year
anniversary in November. It was a rave!
Seriously! The successor running generation
of kids (some as young as five) with heaps
of energy jumping up and down to music,
warming up before their race; they really
put us to shame!It's been a busy year for us
all and Totlies have been running on and off road, in the UK and abroad
and some have been spotted cycling and swimming, too. One of the great
things about running with a club is the camaraderie at races, spotting green
vests although I have been known to walk up to complete strangers from
Middleton Harriers in
Manchester with their
green
vests
and
diagonal stripe. The
team relay events have
been brilliant and such
a great atmosphere with
all the clubs mixing in.
If you have never
signed up to the 5 mile
road or cross country
races for Totley, please
look out for the call ups
next year.
So if you are injured or ill or have been off running for a while it's time for
New Year's resolutions. Pick a nice race or a target and if you are not sure
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ask another Totley on a training night or on facebook. There will be no
shortage of suggestions. Whatever you are planning for next year...
Happy Running!
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Move More - Totley AC Update
Ollie Hart

M

ove More is a city wide longterm culture change project to help Sheffield

become the most active city in the UK by 2020. It is a really dynamic and ongoing
approach to developing a city where is easy to enjoy being active.
I'm a GP at the Sloan Medical Centre. I've been one of the steering team for Move
More since it all started in 2011. I'm a huge believer in the role of physical activity
in producing and maintaining best health and wellbeing... that's both a personal
and professional view!
I've been a member with Totley AC for 5 years or so. Sorry I don't get to join in
much due to work and family commitments. I am inspired by the community and
comradary of the club… it's what helps any exercise become so much more
fulfilling... great work folks! looking forward to my next outing in green.
To give you some background… this might be a little dull, you can skip to the
next section if you don’t like the detail
Background
Move More has been going for 7 years. It developed out of collaboration in
response to Department of Health wanting a health legacy from London 2012
games. They wanted to set up a National Centre for Sport and Exercise Medicine.
Sheffield was successful in it’s bid to be one of the 3 founding partners. The other
2 Loughborough and London UCL focused on Elite athletes and Research
respectively. Sheffield’s aspirations where focused on whole population
engagement.
As NCSEM is a bit of mouthful Move More was developed as the public facing
brand for NCSEM. There has been wide stake holder and public consultation
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about what Move More should be for Sheffield. This was drawn into a Move
More Plan, which can be found on www.movemoresheffield.com
There are 7 main funding stakeholder organisations, NHS Sheffield (the Clinical
Commissioning Group) Sheffield Teaching Hospitals, Sheffield City Council,
Sheffield Health and Social Care Trust, Sheffield Children’s Hospital, Sheffield
University, Sheffield Hallam University. Sir Andrew Cash, the CEO of Sheffield
teaching Hospitals chairs the Move More Board, which also has strong
representation from the Chamber of Commerce, Voluntary Action Sheffield,
Sheffield International Venues and People 4 Places (the last 2 being the providers
of the public exercise facilities in Sheffield)
So there is really wide and high level ownership of Move More. However perhaps
much more important has been a strong focus on grass roots involvement of the
people and communities of Sheffield. Much work has been done to work with
community groups, schools, and colleges in the city.
Move More has sponsored events and programs, and aims to be the connector for
all the range of activities in the city. It is very much about something for
everyone. Us fanatics in running and cycling clubs are one thing. Fab as we are, it
doesn’t appeal to all. Move More is very much about helping to make it easy to
get physical activity into everyday life- walking to school, chairobics in old
peoples homes, cycling to work.
Move More works with Town planning to influence environments that support
movement. It works with schools and workplaces, and the health system.
Some of the very obvious successes so far:
–Funding and building 3 Move More centres (Graves, Thorncliff and Concord)
• The idea behind these centres is to Co- location of Physical activity and
health clinics on the same site, to demonstrate the value of activity as
medicine.
• These are proving very successful – 30,000+ annual appointments now
happening on these sites- eg Physio, Chronic pain, Diabetes, psychology,
rheumatology, podiatry- they all use the facilities as part of clinics
• People for Places that run Graves and Thorncliffe have appointed a F/T
physical activity co-ordinator to engage people coming to clinics with
using the centres (utilising 900 free 12 week passes/ year)
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Move More Month – Every June
This is a focal month that aims to stimulate engagement and measurement of
activity in the city
• Focused this year on workplace challenge and schools.
• Workplace – 100+ workplaces took part – 7.6 million minutes of
movement recorded (using move more app, or other linked technology)
• Schools- we planned for 20 schools – but 40 schools signed up! – so a
second month ran in September, 5000+ kids engaged in June –
maintained a whole month engagement – huge success
Steel City Derby
Competition between our 2 football clubs as part of move more month –
engagement was slow this year- We hope to build this. SWFC current champions!
Towards a Move More city
Move More is also very active in Research around physical activity, contributing
and hosting a range of projects, events and conferences. Move More is closely
linked with other local initiatives like the Outdoor city, and Olympic legacy park
at Don Valley site. It is also developing international partnerships as other cities
become interesting in what we are doing
At the end of the day, as a GP I know that what people do themselves to look after
their mental and physical health is far more important than anything the health or
care systems can do. Being active is key. It boosts health and wellbeing, as well as
the cities economy. Move More is a longterm co-ordinated effort to develop and
maintain this culture as core to our city. You guys are all great champions, please
keep spreading the word, but be gentle on the beginners……..they are easily
overwhelmed. Nurturing, supporting and applauding those first small steps to
being active is so important.
Web www.movemoresheffield.com
Twitter @movemoresheff
Contact olliehart@yahoo.co.uk if you’d like to join in, or get more info.
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A Tale of the Meandering Ultra Runner
Lakeland 50 - 29th July 2017
Tasha Blackburn

I

've always classed myself as the tortoise rather than the hare in running. Slowly

slowly finishes the race!
I've been running since 2010 when my sister-in-law harassed, I meant encouraged
me to do a triathlon. From this I found my love of running.
I knew from the start I wanted to hit the long miles and went straight into
marathon distances but I could sense that I would be the meandering type. When
talking to people I'm always ready with my phrase “I'm not a fast runner but I
can do long distances!”
After the marathons I found myself eyeing up the longer distance races and
completed the Ennerdale 50KM Trail run, the Dukeries 40 miler and then Race to
the Stones, a 100KM run on Britain's oldest path. I was hooked but what would be
the next challenge?
With 3100m of ascent, the Lakeland 50 is described as 'a huge challenge, which
requires commitment, drive and the ability to 'just keep going' when most folk
would 'just rather not'. That was me! The meandering ultra runner that can just
keep going. Now all I needed to do was get a place (it sells out within 2mins!)
Recceing the Lakeland 50
Being affectionately described as someone who is 'directionally challenged' even I
thought it was a good idea to get the route nailed. 50 miles out on the Lake
District fells potentially on my own at points couldn't be left down to chance!
My partner and I leisurely walked (so I could pay more attention!) the sections of
the route over 6 days and had such glorious weather during most of it.
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The L50 starts with a 4 mile loop of the Dalmain Estate and finishes in Coniston
with 6 manned checkpoints at Howtown, Mardale Head, Kentmere, Ambleside,
Chapel Stile and Tilberthwaite. The route was certainly tough with a lot of
climbing and as a treat there was a high climb out of every checkpoint!
The trickiest section was from
Ambleside to Coniston as this
would be in the dark so I had to
pay special attention here. After
all, the little scramble after
Tilberthwaite might be a bit
trickier in the dark and potentially
with bad weather.
By mid June I felt very confident I
knew where I was going, now just
to run it!
Race Weekend
Joe Farnell travelled with us and
of course I was in awe of him
doing the Lakeland 100! Hearing
about Joe's BG attempt, his Spine
race and all his other ultra races
was the perfect inspiration and
motivation I needed. Maybe I
could do more than just meander
at the L50?
As I stood on the start line at Dalmain at 11.30am on Saturday I thought of Joe
and the others out there since 6pm on Friday in the typical Lakeland wet and
misty weather. I also thought of the 16hrs cut off time to complete the L50 to
qualify for the 100 in 2018. I was ready, I was going for it!
As the meandering type I've never had to worry about that issue of setting off too
fast, I always thought that was for faster runners to think about? How wrong was
I...I got caught up in the excitement and pace of the crowd and 5 miles into the
race I had to actually slow down. What a new experience that was!
The 16hrs cut off time kept coming back into my mind as I hurtled along
Ullswater to CP1 at Howtown and with 9.4 miles done in 2.19hrs, I thought I
might actually be able to do this.
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Howton to Mardale Head had a lovely surprise in
store....Fusedale Beck; a climb that stopped many a
runner in their tracks! This was where I started to see
some of the L100 guys and with clear emotion in my
voice I told each of them how amazing they were! It
felt like being in the shadows of the great.
One guy, Lee, was really struggling and was almost
in tears. He couldn't go on any further and told me he
was DNF'ing at Mardale Head. All I could say was
keep moving and decide when you get to Mardale,
I'd hoped he might get a burst of energy. I checked
the results and he did stop at Mardale. He was still
amazing...
The route out of Mardale was tough going up the
Gatesgarth Pass, my plan for this probably wasn't at
all technical but rather one of head down, don't look
up and just keep moving until you get to the top! A
woman was matching me stride for stride and being
told I got her to the top was truly humbling.
Reaching Kentmere I'd covered 27.1 miles in
8.04hrs. It was going to get dark fairly soon so I
passed quickly through what can only be described
as a hive of activity! Outstanding volunteers and
marshals interweaving tired and weary runners
attending to their every need.
Another lovely 'little' climb out of Kentmere, the
Garburn Pass. I was used to these climbs now and
whilst starting to tire I kept that smooth continuous motion to get to the top.
Kentmere to Ambleside had a lot of rocky paths to contend with which started to
hurt a little, time to grin and bear it. The recces paid off though as I confidently
directed a runner from going off course. This was to be one of a few confident
'this way' gestures to fellow runners!

Coming into Ambleside felt like the finish! It was just before 10.30pm and people
were outside the pubs cheering on these crazy people running through the streets.
8
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The reception at the checkpoint also felt like a finish
line cheer. I felt alright but I knew I had to leave
quickly, hot soup, cake and I headed off back out
there.
I was still hopeful of getting < 16hrs as I headed out
of Chapel Stile with a spring in my step, I had just
10 miles to go with 3hrs 35 left on the clock. The
weather had been changeable all day with some
sunny spells and rain but as I reached Tilberthwaite
the downpour hit, the mist closed in and I was
desperately trying to keep up with a group ahead. It
took 1.36hrs to do the last 3.5 miles.
With pure elation I crossed the finish line 16.5hrs
after I started, covering 50 miles and climbing the
height of 3 Mt. Snowdon's. I knew I had given it
everything.
Proudly I have now upgraded my status from... A
meandering ultra runner to a participating ultra runner and who knows, maybe
one day I'll become a competing ultra runner!
Footnote: I'm excited to say I have a place in the Lakeland 100 for July 2018 and
the Hardmoors 110 (miles) in May 2018. I will get that elusive 100 miler!

Born to Run by Christopher McDougall
A Book Review by Stephen Sproson
Running is bad for you. It damages your knees. Many people have offered this
advice to me when the subject of running has come up. For a long time I thought
this didn't apply to me because I have been running since I was thirteen and for a
long time I never really suffered any injury. I only ever ran three or four miles
twice a week so it wasn't that intense.
Then in 2005 aged 44 I joined Totley AC and half marathons and exterminators
became goals. In a few weeks I was suffering pain from running that took me by
surprise. That's the main theme of this book. Over-use injury caused by running.
For me that would be a short read but the author is good at extrapolating this
theme with two big ideas about running. Firstly in the title that humans were born
Winter 2017
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to run and secondly that shoes are the problem because we were born to run
barefoot. For a long time humans have been hunting and eating other animals and
we all imagine that our ancestors ran around throwing rocks and spears at them
and later firing arrows from a bow but what happened before that. One theory is
that we simply ran them to the point of exhaustion and then killed them whilst
defenceless. It seems a bit unlikely at first but, albeit subjective, the book brings
some good evidence to support the idea. He even manages to find a community
that still use the technique.
On the other theme of barefoot running he brings in another community. The
Tarahumara in Mexico live in a mountainous wilderness that has virtually no
infrastructure so the only way to get around is by running. They have kept their
way of life because on the few occasions an invasion is mounted they simply run
away from the aggressors, which I found a charming thought, victory by fleeing.
Running the sort of mileage we would consider an ultra-marathon is normal and
it's all done barefoot or with sandals. Heel strike is the problem. Having a layer of
sponge and rubber on the sole of your feet allows an exaggerated walking gait
whereby the heels strike the ground before the ball of the foot. Which takes us
back to the opening statement but adds a little extra, running wearing training
shoes is bad for you.
I didn't expect a book about running to entertain me to the end so it was a pleasant
surprise that I finished it and now if you want to read it but don't want to purchase
a copy that's good news for you too because I've brought my copy down to the
club. Finally, I like the ideas in this book and I think it's all plausible but I haven't
thrown my Asics away and l intend to pound the streets of Sheffield this winter
with them attached to my feet.
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Tiree Ultramarathon 2017
Jaimie Buckley

L

ate 2016 some amazing pictures popped up on my Facebook that belonged to a

good running friend of mine who had done the Tiree Ultra Marathon. The pictures
were just breath taking, beautiful white sandy beaches, blue skies and happy
looking runners. A quick look at the website sealed the deal for me and on the
opening date, Al and I secured our entries.
For those of you who don’t know, Tiree is the Westerly most island of the Inner
Hebrides with a teensy population of around 650 and a conveniently “Ultra-like”
perimeter distance of around 35 miles. It is relatively flat (didn’t feel that way by
mile 34) and is accessible only by
teeny tiny aeroplanes or the good old
Cal-Mac ferry. The Ultra marathon
starts at the beach in Crossapol and
does a clockwise loop of the island
with beaches, trails, boggy bits, road
and fell. You are always next to the
sea so navigation is easy and the
course is well marked.
Not being able to secure one of the 12
seats on the flying smartie tube we
booked onto a Cal Mac ferry and
drove up to Oban on the Friday for the first night of our mini adventure. The ferry
left early on Saturday morning and within minutes the canteen was rammed full of
nervous looking runner type people, checking each other out and working out if
they were doing the race. The four hour ferry journey was an adventure in itself
and left Oban at sunrise enjoying the journey down the Sound of Mull, past
Tobermory (Balamory) on the way to the first stop at Coll.
After arriving on Tiree we spent the first day sorting kit, trying not to be too
nervous and collecting our numbers and goody bags. The race is in its fourth year
and organised by a top guy call Will, who owns “Tiree Fitness”. The briefing truly
made nerves kick in and the weather forecast of gales and rain did not help!
I would have said that race day “dawned” but in reality there was no “dawn “ per
se as it was dark, gloomy, blowing a gale and absolutely p*ssing it down with
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rain. This is NOT what I had been promised for an island with some of the highest
sunshine hours in the UK! At the 8am we had a mass “warm up” in the village
hall, before all heading to the beach where Scottish music was blasting out of a
large amp. Unfortunately the torrential rain and 30mph winds made it rather
difficult to hear and at 8:30, already soaked through and ridiculously nervous we
set off.
Over the course of the year I had done some good long runs and a 30 mile ultra so
had thought I should be ready, however the Dukeries Ultra had been in warm
weather, fast trails and a gentle start. Here I was blasting down a beach, into the
howling wind and I seriously began to wonder what on earth I was doing and
whether I would even be able to finish. I soon realised that there were a good
number of competitors doing the four person relay so told myself to get a grip, do
my own thing and stop doubting myself. I got into a steady (all day) pace and
started to ease into the first part of the run which was probably the toughest
terrain, several soft beaches and a wet, marshy, rocky fell that really felt like a fell
race. There was still a good old train of people and I really had to keep a check on
my speed and force myself to eat regularly and keep drinking. I was pleased to see
some speedier women stop at checkpoint one-they had been on the relay, I felt a
bit calmer and gave myself another talking to.
I found the next section really tough, it was still raining torrentially and blowing a
gale with a longish road section that felt energy sapping and sore. Whilst only 7 or
8 miles long I hated it. My bum hurt, my legs hurt and my shoulders hurt, and I’d
“only” ran 17 miles-almost the same to go again! I took some paracetamol and
reminded myself that an ultra is 90% mind and 10% body and that I hadn’t come
all this way to quit! Which obviously I’d never do being the most stubborn person
I know…
The third quarter was much better, beautiful rocky, marshy terrain which
reminded me of orienteering in Sweden and Norway. The rain eased and I made
the most of enjoying this terrain, pushing (well, going less slowly) on from three
women that I had been running with. As I was running along a beach I heard a
shout from behind and a women pointing at the sea to where two seals were
bobbing around. Wow! Just shortly after, I ran past a small house where a lovely
elderly resident had come out to cheer and told me that the rainbow had come out
for me! Things were looking up!
I had known that the final checkpoint at 26 miles would feel a real turning point,
by then we would be on the final straight (just a 9 mile run!) and mentally felt
really good. My legs KILLED, my bum hurt but I was overtaking men every so
12

Winter 2017

often so knew I must be going ok. I really enjoyed the beauty of the island on this
section and the sun briefly made an appearance turning the sand transiently white
and the sea blue. Shortly after the final
checkpoint we had to do a compulsory climb
up a 30m hill (mountain). A marshal was
waiting at the top and we were obliged to
shout “I love hills” whilst touching the cairn!
From here on in it was just a case of putting
one foot in front of one another. I hit the
dreaded “Gotts Bay” with around 5 miles to
go. Gotts bay is about 3 miles long with hard
packed sand that has those little ripples in. By
this point it began to rain again, then hale, and
the northerly wind (30mph with 60mph gusts)
was directly in our faces. I had heard horror
stories of how you feel on Gotts Bay and they
really weren’t an exaggeration. I could hardly
move forward for the wind, my windproof was flapping round my ears and I
literally felt like I was being blown backwards. After yet another talking to I came
up with the initial plan of running 50 steps and then walking 10. I just wanted to
finish though so pushed on to the mantra of S.P.W, S.P.W, S.P.W (strong
powerful woman-ha ha!) to get me through. The village hall came into sight and I
found enough for a final “burst”. My super speedy friend and winner Jo (ex GB
mountain runner so a piece of cake for her) cheered me in shouting “you actually
look like a runner”! Not sure if that was a compliment or not! I’d done it! I’d
actually survived 35 miles, in awful weather! Yippee! I could officially wear my
Tiree Ultra hoody now with pride.
I was greeted by the husband (Alastair) who had had an awesome race to come
second, he told me that he had only seen two women come in and was pretty sure
I was third-YIKES!
That evening we dragged ourselves to the prize giving and Ceilidh, we received
some beautiful Tiree recycled Glassware and waddled our way through the very
complicated Scottish dances. Everyone was relaxed and chatting by this point and
we all shared the same opinion what an amazing adventure it had been. The
following day we all limped onto the ferry, by now all well acquainted and
enjoyed a very relaxing (but rough) journey back past Coll and down the Sound of
Mull to Oban. A huge plate of Cal-Mac fresh caught fish pie and chips in part
sorted out the calorie deficit and I began to ponder entering again next year………
Winter 2017
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Al and I have entered next year, it sells out fast, but to anyone who fancies not just
a race but a true adventure needs to do it. The Isle of Tiree is simply stunning and
the organisation and community feel fabulous. Highly, highly recommended! I
have yet to explain (beg) to my dad though that he’ll be on babysitting duty
again………

Sierre-Zinal
The Most Beautiful Race in Europe?
Roz Massey

A

couple of years ago someone mentioned that Sierre-Zinal was a race I needed

to do. It immediately appealed because there is significantly more up than down!
Sierre-Zinal is a 31k point-to-point
trail race which takes place in the
Valais region of Switzerland. It
attracts a huge field of international
competitors, including many of the
world’s top trail runners (such as the
delightful Killian Jornet) and is rightly
considered one of Europe’s best races.
Entry is straightforward; there’s no
crazy ballot, you don’t have to get into
Roz enjoying some unexpected snow
an online queue as the clock strikes
two days before the race
midnight and no medical certificate is
required. Just enter online in early April. All you have to do before signing up is
decide which category you want to run in, ‘Tourist’ or ‘Elite’. Bizarrely there is
no entry requirement for sharing a starting line with the fast and famous:
Tourist Category
Pros: No time cut-off; cooler temperatures; you’ll finish in time to watch the elite
runners arrive.
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Cons: 5:00am start so a headtorch required; more entrants so less chance of
running the congested sections; you only get a time not a position.
Elite Category
Pros: Sharing a start line with Killian Jornet (or equivalent); it starts at a more
civilised 9:45am; you get the word ‘Elite’ after your name in the results! Totley
runners should enter this category.
Cons: Time cut-offs (although they’re not rigorous); you’ll run in the hottest part
of the day (unless you win!).
The next consideration is where to stay, up at Zinal or down in the main valley
near Sierre. The race is point-to-point but there are good transport links to get you
to the start or back to Sierre after the race (if you stay in Zinal the bus to the start
is 7FR, but can mean a very early start!). Zinal is a quaint mountain village at the
head of a side-valley (Val D’Anniviers) with an overriding feel of ‘outdoor’
people. Loads of runners were staying in vans on the road above the village. The
campsite is basic but nice (we camped), with a restaurant on-site where you can
get an evening meal (if you like cheese!) and there are several hotels. Each night
you stay (camp, hotel B&B etc) in Val D’Anniviers you get a day-pass which
gives free access to some cable cars, a swimming pool and various other offers.
There is more accommodation available in
the other villages along the Val
D’Anniviers (St. Luc also has a campsite)
or you can stay down in Sierre, which is
much larger than Zinal and has better
weather (because of its lower altitude).
There is a lovely outdoor swimming pool
next to the lake and plenty of shops &
restaurants.
The campsite at Zinal

We were pleased we’d decided to camp in
Zinal as there was a great atmosphere before and after the race, but don’t forget to
pack a warm coat as it gets pretty cold up there.
The Race
The race is tough! The first 10k is all uphill and the total ascent is around 2300m.
Winter 2017
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I was nervous at the start and having serious doubts about the wisdom of entering
the elite race, especially as many of the runners looked like they spent their lives
running up mountains. However, like most races, as soon as it started everything
fell into place and I found my position in the field. After a few hundred metres of
tarmac to split the field, there is a sharp left turn onto a narrow rocky path. This is
the start of an epic hill which seems to go on forever as you climb through Alpine
forests on steep single-track and wide forest roads. Eventually trees give way to
Alpine meadows with breathtaking views of the surrounding mountains and there
is an opportunity for some actual running. For most runners this is where the real
racing starts, although the rest of route is by no means flat. A very cruel glimpse
of the Hotel Weisshorn shimmering in the distance at 2400m, just below the race
high-point, concentrates the mind. The route rises and falls along broad tracks and
narrower paths, and from the hotel
onwards the views are even more
impressive as the ‘Cirque of The Five
4000m Peaks’ comes fully into view
with the Matterhorn at its apex,
shimmering in the sunshine.
As the path starts to head downhill at
24k, Zinal finally comes into sight!
However, it’s no time to relax as the
ground becomes more technical and
rocky, and I take a tumble. The 7k
Runners enjoying views towards the
descent seems never-ending and at
five ‘4000m’ mountains
one point I was convinced the music
at the finish line was just being turned up rather than getting any closer.
Eventually, and almost unexpectedly, I popped-out onto a final stretch of road and
into Zinal, to be greeted by crowds of supporters, loudspeakers, music and the
finishing funnel. Each finisher is given a well-deserved medal as they cross the
line, with the outline of one of the five ‘4000m’ mountains engraved on it. I
completed the race which was my aim, but I need to go back now, to get the other
4 medals!
I would definitely recommend Sierre-Zinal. The race organisation is fantastic,
with well-stocked aid stations (don’t accidentally pick up a cup of warm soup
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expecting it to be cold orange juice!), trucks to carry your baggage to the finish,
live music, hundreds of spectators and a great prize-giving ceremony.
Next Sierre-Zinal race: 12th August 2018
Race website:
www.sierre-zinal.com
Campsite in Zinal:
www.tzoucdana.ch

Bellagio Sky Race
An Italian Adventure in Elevation
Tom Beaumont
Saturday 21st October
36,000ft (approx), 9.00pm – Airborne. On our way to Milan.
I don’t think I’ve ever left travelling to a race so late before, especially one
abroad. I had managed to fit in my usually Saturday morning routine of Endcliffe
Parkrun then coffee with friends before packing my running shoes and kit for an
early evening flight to Milan. Myself, Steve Franklin, James Gray and Chris
Arthur (both from Bowland Fell Running Club) decided it would be fun to have a
short break on Lake Como in Italy and test our legs with the ‘Bellagio Sky Race’ a mere 16 miles with 6,500 ft plus of climb. The flight landed at 10pm and after a
longish car journey we managed to arrive at our Airbnb just before midnight. Our
surroundings kept a mystery by the darkness.
Sunday 22nd October
975ft, 6.00am – New surroundings. Same old pre race routine.
After a fitful night sleep and an early alarm call it was straight into my usually pre
race routine. A quick venture out onto the apartment's balcony failed to reveal the
mountains that were surely all around. A thick layer of cloud and mist was
hugging the landscape. Our first venture out was a quick warm up from our
apartment down towards the start line on the waterfront of Lake Como. The streets
were just as you’d imagine any Italian village to be like. Narrow cobbled
alleyways, tightly winding streets and picturesque buildings in pastel shades with
Winter 2017
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terracotta roof tiles were all set against the edge of Lake Como. After dropping off
our bags we ventured to the start line at the heart of Bellagio.
680ft, 9.00am – The start. So much compression and still not a lot of space.
To say the start was a little ill conceived is probably an understatement. We
thought by arriving 10 minutes early we would have plenty of time to wiggle to
the front of the pack for a fast start. Instead the entire field appeared to be there,
all seemingly dressed head to toe in compression gear. Four English blokes in
short shorts and fell running vests certainly stood out against the crowd. We
eventually did manage to squeeze into the middle of the pack. The decision had
been made to start the race a stone's throw from a 3 metre wide passageway
between two buildings that was then followed by a 90 degree turn up cobbled
steps. 500 plus people into that small space doesn’t quite work, with or without
compression gear. After 5 seconds of running a walking scrummage ensued as
people battled to get around the each other and the tight corners.
1,000ft. Out of the town and into the trees
Anyone who knows Steve will figure out that he shot of like a bullet and was
never in my sight again. The squash at the start meant the first 20 minutes of the
race was spent trying to squeeze past other runners when the chance arose. We
slowly climbed up the town's roads and pathways, passing shops, houses, small
orchards and farms before finally emerging out the top and on into the chestnut
woodland above. The cloud had remained low and the heavy mist within the trees
was fresh and welcoming.
2,000ft. Knees, say hello to hands, you’ll be seeing a lot of each other.
The steepness of the race was not really a surprise but once into the woods the
relentless nature of the climb was. This was not an undulating race but a simple
straight up the mountain job. Caught in the middle of the pack I was witness to
what looked like a conga line of runners, all marching with their hands on knees. I
tried to resist and my own bravado wanted me to run all the way up however
slowly, but soon I gave in to the inevitable bursts of power walking when things
got tough. It also meant there was plenty of time to look around and check out the
beautiful autumn colour.
3,000ft. Wasp!
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At about an hour into the race I had worked myself past a group runners into clear

space. I had started to get lost in the scenery and my own thoughts as i took it all
in, all the while small breaks in the cloud were beginning to reveal patches of blue
sky. A wasp saw that I didn’t stay in that blissful state for long. I had just caught
up with a small group of runners ahead when I was stung on my right knee. I let
out a yelp which comically made the guy in front think he had stabbed me with his
trekking pole on his back swing. After quickly pointing to the insect that was still
attached by its stinger to my knee I learned that it was called “Una Vespa” in
Italian and not “A dirty little f*cker” as I had just shouted.
4,000ft. The Wall. When a steep climb gets steep
When the course finally emerged from the woodland the top of the mountain was
partially visible and still looked a long way up. That's when I realized that the
climbing was about to get serious and it was enough to take my mind off my
throbbing knee. After the race Steve had revealed that another runner had told him
that this section of route was called ‘The Wall’. I’m amazed he had the breath to
chat at that point as I was working at maximum effort just to be power walking up
and not falling backwards. Steep rocky paths gave way to tight winding dirt
channels that left me grabbing branches and roots of shrubs to give myself a boost
up.
5,422ft, 10.51am The Top. It’s all downhill from here.
Emerging at the top of ‘The Wall’ the course then followed the ridge line for brief
stint before one more short climb. It had taken me 1hr 52’ to run just over seven
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miles. Steve on the other hand had eased up in 1hr 39’. It certainly was a brutal
climb but a satisfying one. The cloud had briefly broken and I was rewarded with
views over the golden coloured foliage in the valley below. After a hi-five with
the marshal at the top control point I turned to plummet down hill and quickly lose
all that hard earned elevation. Well that was plan.
Cramp and the slow trundle down to 680ft.
As much as I had been training for
steep hills in the month or so
leading up to the race my legs
weren’t quite ready for the
duration of the climb. I foolishly
thought that I would zoom down
tracks, using all my fell running
experience to guide me back to the
finish. I somehow managed to get
cramp in my legs in places that I
didn’t even know could cramp. I also found the terrain more difficult going down.
The tracks had a covering of leaves that hid a mixture of large and small stones
that were just ripe for twisting an ankle. I eventually made it back to the finish line
in one piece in 3hrs 17’ and 53rd overall. Steve had done amazingly well for
someone who was treating the race as a training run and managed to finish 13th in
2hrs 53’.
All in all it was a tough but a fun experience. I would definitely recommend it to
anyone who fancies the challenge of a continental mountain race. If that still
doesn’t sell it for you the goody bag had a huge block of an amazing local cheese,
it was worth the entry fee alone!
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Transgrancanaria Marathon
Gran Canaria - February 2017
Claire Howard
Things I don’t like: descending, rough terrain, narrow paths, sprained ankles.
Transgrancanaria marathon: 3000m of descent, rough terrain, narrow paths,
sprained ankle 2 weeks into training. But there’s more to life than following a
recovery plan. So, in February, I find myself on a bus at 5am heading for the start,
somewhere up a mountain. I prise open a Tupperware box and survey the
congealed, mass inside. I’m not going to forego my pre-race porridge - even if it
was made hours ago and has the consistency of concrete. I’ve forgotten to bring a
spoon. I eat it with a plastic
cup. The guy next to me
shifts as far away as he can.
Transgrancanaria is a huge
trail
running
event,
comprising seven races of
varying distances.
The
main event is a 125km race
attracting the world’s best
ultra runners. This year
there is also a monster
265km, with 17,000m of ascent and a kit list to rival War and Peace.
At the start of the marathon serious looking runners sporting compression socks
and 1,000 yard stares mill around. Instagram poses are compulsory, showing off
ripped arms and abs that shout “hey, I do 100 pull ups every day”. Totally
intimidated, I comfort myself thinking “I do pull ups too”. Shorthand for getting
caught short in Ecclesall Woods when a group of ramblers appear - a swift pull
up, followed by an unplanned speed session ensues.
My preferred starting position near the back of a race confers serious
disadvantages here. En route to the highest point of the island, Pico Nieves, I’m
wedged behind a bloke, the width of a camper van. With a rock face on one side
and a vertiginous drop on the other, there’s no way past. The temperature is 6
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degrees and heavy mist obscures the view apart from a pair of lycra clad buttocks,
perilously close to my face. I wistfully recall the promotional videos with soaring
music, blue skies and runners skipping through wooded glades.
While I was laid up with my injured ankle I watched loads of tough trail races on
You Tube. This helped me to feel like I’d actually done some training. Runners
were all using poles, so I purchased a £12.99 pair from Amazon. Thankfully I
didn’t spend more. The poles tangle round my legs, bringing back the trauma of
the last time I tried to put a tent up during a storm in Wales. Runners stream past
me as I grapple with the darned things. I throw a tantrum and halfway round I
throw them away.
Finally clouds part and the path opens up. My spirits rise along with the
temperature. I pass through a lunar landscape, devoid of vegetation. An incredible
mountain vista - jagged peaks, forests and villages nestled in the valley - lies
before me. I shuffle down steeply descending cobbled switchbacks clinging to the
side of cliffs. My quads don’t forgive me for a long time.
The feed station is a revelation. Instead of a trestle table staffed by the Rotary
Club, I’m confronted with a marquee where I’m expected to navigate between
barrels of sports drink and vast trays of food - ham, bread, cheese. I’m tempted to
do a weekly shop. Everyone is super-efficient; carrying portable cups on the
outside of their race vests. Filling up in seconds then leaving.
My cup is in my bag, under enough supplies to
survive a nuclear winter. I crouch down to rifle
through gloves, torches, survival blanket,
batteries…. Why isn’t anyone else so
disorganised and carrying this much kit?
Descending and the mercury rises to 25
degrees. I’m obsessed with having a sachet of
Mountain Fuel. I tear it open, covering myself
in white powder that leaves lines all over my
face. I pray there’s no drugs police at the finish.
Otherwise I’ll have some explaining to do.
4 miles from home and my ankle throws a
strop, depositing me face down in a dry river
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bed. There’s enough blood to impress spectators, but not enough to get my
money’s worth from the helicopter rescue insurance I’d shelled out for.
I toil along a drainage channel and beneath an underpass towards the coastal resort
of Maspalomas. Crazy golf, car parks and incredulous tourists - the mountains feel
like another life. It’s a rather ignominious end to the whole experience.
At the finish crowds are treated to a close up view of dishevelled, wild eyed me. I
have to climb a ramp to cross the finish - one final punishment for my tortured
quads. I dive into a paddling pool, scaring some children. Never has cold water
felt so good.
I’m doing the race again because the race coincides with half term holidays and I
get 8 hours off childcare. This time I’m going to be a little less overwhelmed, a
little more prepared and find a different view.

Barcelona Marathon
Your Guide to a Hassle Free Trip
Stephen Pope
We flew with Ryanair from Stansted to Barcelona on the day before the race
(Saturday) returning Tuesday and taking carry on luggage only. The bus from
Barcelona airport to the city centre is easy and only 6 Euros. We stayed at the
hotel Soho which was very nice and in a perfect location, being a 15 minute walk
to the Expo to pick up race numbers (can collect up to 8pm). Strangely, you also
receive your Finisher's tee shirt and we spotted lots of people wearing them that
evening before the race!
Sunday morning- a nice 20 minute leg stretch to the start and a huge queue at the
bag drop, so I just tied my priceless Decathlon fleece around a lamppost, from
where it promptly disappeared. Best advice is just take an old top to throw away if
it's chilly (which it wasn't). There are several start pens, depending on your
estimated time. In the front one you are packed in like a sardine, as every male
firmly believes he can run 2:10 but the pens further back are fine. It's all chip
timed anyway.
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The start was absolutely brilliant, with each pen setting off at 5 minute intervals
accompanied by a loud rendition of 'Barcelona' and a shower of petals from an
overhead gantry! It brought a tear to my eye (although that could have been due to
the loss of my fleece.)
The course is fast, not pancake flat but no steep hills. An 08.30 start ensures that
the weather doesn't get too hot and there is often shade from buildings. The route
takes in all the sights of the city and even goes out to the beach. Lots of spectators
shouting encouragement (although with my Spanish, I suppose they could have
been saying anything). Penny thought that as a female runner, you feel pretty
special as not many take part and the crowd get really enthusiastic. There were
plenty of water stations, many with energy drink, pieces of fruit and three where
they gave out gels.
Finally at the Finish, they give you a stylish poncho and a bottle of toxic looking
blue drink. There were trays of nuts and fruit too.
Barcelona is great for post race festivities. Loads of nice bars and restaurants. The
city is notorious for pickpockets but it seemed safe and friendly to us. Daytime
max temperature is usually about 20 degrees- take a jumper for the evenings. We
took the open top bus tour on Monday which was great. It stops off at all the
attractions but due to post race fatigue, we only got off once (at the cake shop.)
Summary: highly recommended. Next year's is on Sunday 11th March 2018.

Edinburgh Marathon
Louise Goodhill
I’d been eagerly persuaded by a work colleague to enter the Edinburgh Marathon
combining a girly weekend in Scotland. I started reading the reviews which were
highly positive with good organisation of this friendly Scottish event. However, a
few warnings about the ‘sea breeze’ being cold and strong when the route reaches
the coast (I must remember this).
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The entire weekend is consumed by the Edinburgh Marathon Festival which
consists of numerous races of differing lengths; 5K, 10K, half, relay and full.
Subsequently throughout the weekend runners are parading the streets in their
blue EMF t shirts. The proud look on their faces of ‘been there, done that, got the
T shirt’!
Although this was a May marathon it was Scotland so I was prepared for the cold,
having packed gloves, hat, waterproof, fleece etc. How wrong I was; this was the
hottest weekend Scotland had encountered in 176 years and it was BOILING!!
Day before the race, my 3 conflicting weather apps nearly crashed due to over
usage and still ended up incorrect. They forecast sunny intervals. They were
wrong. Blazing hot sunshine with zero intervals. No shade whatsoever!
We stayed in a swanky apartment on Princes St directly next to the start line,
therefore could view the apprehensive runners lining up from our window which
heightened to our nerves. However, the beauty about this location was not having
to spend hours in toilet queues.
So, a quick warm-up jog out the door on to the start line with the usual
agglomeration of marathon apprehensions, will I really be able to run all those
miles? don’t start too fast; don’t gulp water take little sips; I haven’t done enough
training; am I wearing enough gadgets? How many strava trophies will I clock
up? Has my Garmin located? Does it have enough battery? Will my gels fall out
of this piece of elastic they call a bum bag? And do I really need yet another wee?
The first 5 miles felt good and the route engulfed some of Edinburgh’s highlights
with Arthurs Seat as a dramatic backdrop before heading out to the coast. I started
to slow down as the heat was thoroughly draining and I was already losing half
my body weight in sweat. Not to mention the loss of inches due to chaffing. But
remembering the reviews, ‘when you hit the coast the wind is challenging, cold
and strong’. I couldn’t wait for this bit. When I turned the corner, and witnessed
the sea I was elated and waited for that ‘sea breeze’ to hit me. But no. There was
no sea breeze. No wind. No cooling down just serene stillness. A rarity for the
Scottish coastline. The blogs were all wrong, my weather apps were wrong and I
was beginning to feel all wrong. I so wished I’d been doing the relay and could
just peel off and someone else take over. I did contemplate bribing a supporter.
The sun was so intense that by mile 14 I was walking (on flat tarmac) by mile 18 I
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was crying and by mile 22 I was swaying and losing the will to live (and still
crying). If my pace was any slower I’d be running backwards.
Water stations were apparently every 3 miles but they seemed like forever. Was I
really in Edinburgh or Marathon Des Sables? It certainly felt like a desert. When I
finally reached water, I did everything you shouldn’t do, I gulped and gulped and
gulped plus chucked bottles all over my head, body, arms, legs etc. suffice to say I
was soaked.
Many hours later I wobbled past the finish line (still crying) and swore never to do
another 26.2 miles not ever never ever never again. Never again!
The highlight of the day was the celebratory champagne, steak and chips from
Howies which appeared to dull the senses and induce temporary amnesia……It
wasn’t really that bad….in fact it was great…. yeah I loved it (I think)…..and it
made me realise this is un finished marathon business! When’s the next?

Rome Marathon

Your Guide to a Hassle Free Trip
Stephen Pope
We flew with Ryanair from Stansted to Rome on the day before the race
(Saturday) returning the following Tuesday and taking carry on luggage only.
Getting the bus from the airport into Rome was cheap and easy. As always you
have to go to the Expo to pick up your number and look at all the vastly
overpriced things that you don't need. We stayed at the Domus Alberti Bed and
Breakfast which was very nice and in a perfect location, being a 15 minute walk to
the Start which is by the Colliseum.
Italian law states that foreign athletes entering a sporting event require a medical
form with an ECG. On the race website it explains that runners who are a member
of their National Body do not require this. (Don't ask me why joining England
Athletics makes you immune to heart problems). Therefore I sent off a picture of
my EA card and Penny sent a picture of something that looked like one. (I
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probably shouldn't have admitted that). We both received a email with a code to
pick up our numbers in Rome.
Sunday morning was overcast and threatening rain. As usual I just brought an old
top to wear and throw away before the race. Within half an hour of the start it was
absolutely pouring with rain and the flat stone cobbles (sets) which seem to be a
feature of Rome can feel a little slippy but not a major problem. The course is an
architectural tour featuring an endless succession of buildings that would be the
main attraction in many other cities. It's reasonably quick especially when dry, I
imagine. The crowd are loud and boisterous, cheering on locals and foreigners
with gusto.
We spent the rest of our time gawping at the sights, eating and drinking. You can't
go far wrong in Rome, but do watch out for pickpockets.
In 2018 It's on the same day as the Sheffield Half unfortunately, but it's often the
week before.

NYC Marathon 2017
Dave Milns
So this is the second time Sam has asked me to write in the Totley Magazine, I
suppose that makes me a regular... well not quite. I hope I don't bore you all too
much and I hope my grammar doesn't offend anyone. Here goes.
I am going to write about a truly memorable and once in a life time experience
that I went through only 3 weeks ago, The TCS New York City Marathon.
New York is a place I truly hold close to my heart. After my first visit in 2008 I
simply fell in love with the place. I even got married in Central Park in 2014.
After I started to take more running seriously in 2010 (and by taking it more
seriously I mean joining the brilliant Totley AC!) it became an aim and a goal to
run the NYC Marathon. In fact it went straight to the top of my bucket list. I often
used to say I would run London and New York before I was 30. Well I missed that
cut off as I fast approach 33 but nevertheless I made it happen... NYC was epic.
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After a brilliant race in London in 2016 I realised I had a Qualifying Time for
direct entry for NYC. However I was also made aware that not even a Qualifying
Time doesn't guarantee. I wasn't sure if that meant only the fastest Qualifying
times were in? Was it first come, first served? Either way I remember sitting in a
coffee shop after work in January when I got the email saying I was in! I suppose
that was when the journey started.
My plan was to keep ticking over with my running for the first half of the year and
then hit the training hard in the summer to ensure I would be ready for the big day.
A serious Achilles injury side-lining me for 2 months was never the plan. Maybe
that made race day even more special as it could've quite easily gone so wrong.
Training was tough. As a school teacher I am obviously very lucky to get a long
summer holiday but this year it was dominated by training, training and more
training. I also had to manage my injury and listen to my body. Having said all
that I suppose I knew I was in good shape as I ran a warm up race (I always like a
race 3 weeks out from the biggie) in Manchester. I PB's at the Manchester Half
Marathon so I thought maybe, just maybe I could run well in the 'big city'.
I suppose I best start writing about the actual
trip now. However I can't ignore what
happened the night before I was due to fly. I
was sat watching TV at home, suitcases all
packed late at night before my wife and I
were due to fly out when the news of the
terror attack in lower Manhattan struck. My
mind went into panic. As I look back now,
there was no way I was not going to go but I
can't lie and say I wasn't frightened. After a
night's sleep and a final run in Sheffield, I
composed myself. My mind was now clear
and I was again thinking clearly. Good will
always win. Get me on that plane.
We landed late on Wednesday and were crying out for our hotel but Thursday was
a good day. A trip to the National History Museum and more importantly a recce
of the finish line really got me excited. It was Friday though that started fill me
with butterflies. Friday was Expo Day.
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The NYC Marathon Expo was quite simply amazing! For a running addict like
me, it was a true playground. Hundreds of stalls selling anything and everything a
marathon runner wants. But the running shop – Oh My! I spent a small fortune but
I thought 'I'm only here once'. After I collected my number and surprised my wife
with Grand Stand finish line tickets I was just about to head out. Then I realised a
talk about the course was due to start so we stay and listened to a presentation that
talked us through each and every mile. I'd heard from so many people to expect
hills and a tough course so it was good to give it all some context. I knew to
expect a hill and a slower split at mile 1, 16 and 23. Friday finished with the NYC
Marathon Opening Ceremony. We went along not really knowing what to expect.
Other marathons don't do such a thing but it was amazing! Truly Inspiring. We
saw a runner representing every nation parade their flag through Central Park
followed by a breath taking firework display. I was ready to run there and then.
Saturday was a nice day but was mostly spent sitting down and conserving energy.
All attention was now on race day.
Race Day
Race day started ridiculously early. I left my hotel near Grand Central at 4:50 am
knowing the race didn't go off until 9:50am. After forcing breakfast number 1
down my neck I made my way to the start.
A subway, a ferry (which sailed past the Statue of Liberty), a bus, several security
checks and a short walk I was at on Staten Island at the start. I was there with
some time to kill.
I found somewhere to sit, breakfast number 2 and before I knew it I was dumping
my bag on the trucks. Still layered up (I'd been advised to wear lots of layers to
keep warm) I did a short warm up. I always like the looks I get when I warm up as
I sort of have a routine of dynamic stretches. Even the Americans found a guy
wearing a poncho do 'high knees' amusing. Before I knew it was time to head to
our pen. This was the first of 3 times where genuine emotion hit me.
It is NYC Marathon tradition for the National Anthem to be sung and a canon to
start the race. However to accompany this as a tribute to the first responders to the
terror attack only days earlier, 3 NYPD helicopters flew over us. It was truly
moving and there were a few misty eyes around me. The canons fired and we set
off across the Verrazano Narrows Bridge.
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Mile 1 took us straight out of the first of the 5 boroughs and we left Staten Island.
If I've not sent you to sleep already, don't worry I won't talk you through all 26
miles but I must make reference to that first mile. It was up hill and incredibly
windy but I was so motivated and eager to go I didn't slow at all. As if the sight of
51,000 runners wasn't enough to inspire me, I looked to my right and saw the
leading elite men. They were on a separate section of the bridge but Wilson
Kipsang who was at that point leading was a matter of meters away from me. Not
for long, they shot past and became dots in the distance.
Like I said I won't talk though every mile, I'll pick key points to write about. So
we had left the bridge and left Staten Island, we were now in Brooklyn, borough
number 2. Brooklyn was incredible. For much of my time here, the support was
like a giant party. The brown stone buildings were 'typical New York' and people
were so supportive. Having my name taped to my vest meant so many of the
crowd cheered for me. The atmosphere remained string as at Mile 9 we left 4th
Avenue and hit Lafayette Street. The party got louder but I was about to face a
stark contrast. At Mile 11 we took another turn, still in Brooklyn onto Bedford
Street. Where was everyone? The crowd was non existent. We had hit a very
traditional Jewish Community that historically didn't support the marathon. No
support, just people just going about their business. Thank goodness for
Williamsburg. The party was back.
Mile 14 took us into the next borough, we hit Queens. We weren't in Queens for
long but they were loud! But again, contrast awaited. At Mile 16 we crossed the
Queensbrough Bridge. I was aware that not only this mile would be uphill but no
support was allowed on the bridge. All we could hear were footsteps and heavy
breathing and I found this tough. My GPS was all over the place too so I had no
idea of what my pace was doing. One thing I will always remember about this
mile though is I ran past a guy in a red vest, from nowhere I heard a voice behind
me say 'Go on Totley!' he was a runner from Hallamshire Harriers, Sheffield.
What were the chances?
I couldn't wait to get off that bridge as I knew Manhattan (borough 4) was next
and we had been promised the 1st Avenue 'Wall of Noise'. I wasn't disappointed
as I hit the 10 miles to go point. It was at this point I thought the sub 2:45 may be
on. The genuine truth is that barrier was never my aim, I had a sub 2:50 pace band
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on as I thought if I can get close to that I'll be close to a PB. However by mile 16 I
realised I could be on for something even better.
As we headed uptown in Manhattan the sky scrapers were bigger than before Mile
20 took us briefly into the Bronx (borough 5). We weren't in the Bronx for long
but it was an experience in itself. Hard core Hip Hop music blared out and the
crowds matched anything I'd experienced so far. By Mile 22 though I was back in
Manhattan and I was on 5th Avenue heading to Central Park.
I'd previously mentioned that there were 3 hills to look out for on the course. Well
the first 2 didn't really slow me down but the hill that was mile 23 literally sucked
every ounce of energy out of me. I was I genuine pain here and I felt again quite
emotional. I wanted to embrace the fact I was running the NYC Marathon yet at
the same time I was ready for the end.
We left 5th avenue with less that 2 miles to go and at Columbus Circle, we headed
into the finish straight. The noise was incredible. At 800m to go I looked at the
watch and I had just than 3 minutes if I was to crack sub 2:45. Easy on a normal
day but my legs were screaming at me. I remember clearly thinking 'just give it
everything'.
I missed my wife who was screaming me over the line, I guess I must have been
in the zone. I crossed the line in 2:44.55.
I was very emotional and truly elated.
The walk through the finishers funnel took over 40 minutes but eventually I was
reunited with my wife. She couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe it. I had honestly
achieved something I didn't know was possible. That moment made 4 months of
training and sacrifice worth it. Furthermore it made
the weeks in the pool and gym rehabbing in
February and March worth it.
A little bit for the stattos –
Position – 237th.
Time – 2:44.55.
Pace – 6:16 min/mile.
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Sunday night was spent eating sushi, having a few beers and we headed to
Madison Square Garden to watch the New York Knicks.
We were due to go home on Monday afternoon but not before being part of
another NYC Marathon Tradition – Marathon Monday. You are encouraged to
wear your medal all day and head back to finish line. We thought why not?
Thinking only a minority would be there, we were shocked to see thousands and
thousands embrace Marathon Monday.
I don't know how my legs managed it but we went ice skating at the famous
Rockafeller Centre and took the NYC Skyline in one more time as we walked the
Brooklyn Bridge. Then sadly, it was home time and back to the real world.
The NYC Marathon was everything I wanted it to be. Something I hope I haven't
bored you too much with. It is something I will always remember. An incredible
experience.
Thank you NYC.

A Tale of Two OMMs
Tale 1: Sally Nevitt and Mark Yates
The OMM (Original Mountain Marathon ) is a 2 day race, originally designed by
Gerry Charnley in 1968 to test navigation and fitness skills in the mountains. This
year was the 50th Anniversary and on Friday the 27th of October, 2000
competitors (including myself, Mark Yates, Becky Boston and Sarah Brooks)
arrived in Great Langdale in Cumbria.
We signed up in July, enthused by having completed the Saunders Lakeland
Mountain Marathon earlier in the year. October also seemed a long way away; lots
of time for training before then.
The week before there was lots of chat about what / what not to take, weather
watching and generally getting excited and nervous. I made a last minute panic
buy of a light weight thermorest, the bags were packed, I raced back from work
and we were off!
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We looked at the weather forecast on the way up. It didn’t look good for Saturday.
Rain, low lying cloud and 40mph winds with gusts up to 65mph!
The course we chose was the B Class (the easiest linear course). This was 45Km
over 2 days with 2000m height gain. However they added a (very sneaky!) 1000m
height gain making the total over 2 days 3000m!
We got up the next morning to
find that indeed the weather
forecast
was
correct.
Nevertheless we donned our
full waterproofs and headed to
the start line.
We saw a pair of the elite
runners set off sprinting up
the hillside. The elite course
was a crazy 85K with 4000m
of ascent! Nicky Spinks and
Steve Birkinshaw were both
in this category. Pretty cool that we were competing in the same event!
Navigation was difficult in the conditions and running almost impossible over the
terrain. We were getting to checkpoints but it was taking us ages. Between
checkpoint 5 and 6 we got a bit disorientated in the mist but managed to get back
on track. By this time it was already 330pm and we were nearly getting blown
over on the tops. We looked at our map and realised that it would definitely get
dark before we finished and we were almost certainly going to be arriving into
mid-camp after 8pm, meaning instant disqualification. We made the difficult
decision to head down the mountain and back to the start. Along our descent we
met several other pairs doing the same thing and consoled ourselves that we were
not alone in retiring early.
We handed our dibber in and were pleasantly surprised to find that the bar was
open and they were serving hot food!
Unfortunately the weekend had not gone entirely to plan and we were
disappointed but made the right decision. We were safe, not injured and still
talking to each other!
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Out of our class (B), only 55 out of 156 pairs finished. Becky and Sarah deserve
huge Kudos for making it to mid-camp in 11 hr 30mins (with at least 2 hours
spent in the dark) and for completing most checkpoints on day 2.
All in all it was a good experience. Perhaps the short score next time. OMM we
are not finished with you yet!
Tale 2: Sarah Brooks and Becky Boston
Our journey to the OMM was arranged fairly last minute (maybe a good thing in
hindsight because had we known what we were letting ourselves in for, I’m not
sure we would have been looking forward to it quite so much). We got a last
minute reservation three weeks before the event. It was all very exciting. Buying
new kit, working out what to put in our backpack, weighing our food and deciding
if a toothbrush was a necessity or a luxury.
The weather forecast for day one was for low cloud
at 300m, 40-65mph wind and light drizzle. Yuk.
Undeterred, we set off at 8am full of smiles for the
photographer and looking forward to the challenge
ahead. [see photo]. We found the first few
checkpoints fairly easily. Our navigation skills
couldn’t be that bad after all!
Not so fast girls….We got lost trying to find
checkpoint 6, ending up in thick fog on a boulder
field. Whilst desperately trying to work out where
we were, a couple emerged from the fog so we
tagged along with them until we found a bigger
group of others. Checkpoints 7, 8, 9 and 10 ticked
off. Only one checkpoint left. Nearly there. By this time it was going dark,
headtorches on. The route to checkpoint 11 was a steep climb which took us about
90 minutes. By the time we got to the top, thoroughly exhausted, it was very
windy, pitch black and foggy. The checkpoint miraculously appeared out of the
fog, so after a quick high five, we headed back down to base camp, arriving back
about 8pm. After almost 12 hours, we quickly pitched our tent, changed out of our
soggy clothes and got into our sleeping bags to eat our tea.
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The next day we set off at 7.15am. After a long day one, we were fairly tired and
desperately hoping that the second day wouldn’t be so long. At least the weather
was much nicer, with sunshine and good visibility. We set off full of hope of
completing the course before the cut-off time of 4pm. Alas, the climbs were steep,
our tired legs making our progress slow and we decided to head back to base
camp about 2pm to make sure we got back in time for the cut off of 4pm.
On arriving back at base camp, slightly disappointed that we hadn’t managed to
finish all the checkpoints, we found out that many teams had pulled out on day
one because of the poor weather conditions. Delighted that we had carried on into
day two, and as far as we could in the time available, the fact that we didn’t finish
the course became unimportant knowing that we had tried our best. Of course,
OMM 2018 is not going to beat us so we will be signed up and raring to go.

Down South
Jeremy Brayshaw
Each year Pat and I try to run/walk a long
distance path. This year it was the South
Downs Way. We used our usual format of
B and B and a bag carrying company. The
S D W is 100 miles long so we decided
that it was possible in 4 days. Optimistic.
We started at the western end in
Winchester, wealthy, historic and very
pretty (the city, not us).
We left the car at the B and B and off we
went. Undulating, good underfoot and
with a helpful following wind. We got a
good soaking in the last hour before
arriving in our overnight stop at Buriston.
No TV, no kettle, not much food. An
early night. Day two similar to day one
but five miles further. Day three and still
that helpful wind was there. It is a run full
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of history and beautiful views. Lots of horses and lots of money. By now we were
close to Lewes. Our final day was the spectacular climax to Eastbourne. The last
ten miles or so are over the Seven Sisters hills and chalk cliffs. Burling Gap and
Beachy Head, wonderful scenery. Then a long walk along the prom in Eastbourne.
Not many places where I am considered a young thing these days. Eastbourne is
where we will all end up one day.
So what do you do after 100 miles? Go to a
running festival. We got the train to pick up
the car to catch the boat to the Isle of Wight.
Starting on the Saturday in Ventnor you do a
3 mile classic fell race straight up and down.
Then in the afternoon it is a 6 miler which
included rain and hail and the same down
hill finish. Finally on the Sunday it is a half
marathon with, you guessed it, the same
finish. Great prize giving ceremony with lots
of London running clubs represented. Pat got
three category prizes in all, £45. I was
second in category overall but only a prize
for first in the over 70s. Age discrimination
again. A lovely, friendly, well organised
event.
We managed 125 miles in 8 days, we did a parkrun on the way down. Feet were
fine, joints a bit achy, tired. Lots of early nights, simple food and not much
alcohol. A really good break.

Northumberland Coastal Run
23rd July 2017
Mad Mand Moore
This was an annual event for a group of us a few years back & we used to venture
north and stay in a caravan for the weekend. For various reasons, we had not run it
It for 6 years since until late one Saturday night, Navy Dave persuaded us that it
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would be a good idea to do it again
and I awoke the next morning to him
phoning me to say , “wake up, entries
have opened and are selling out”!
Within the next few hours, 5 of us
had entered, Claire had ungraded us
from a caravan to a cottage with a sea
view & Andrew was persuaded that
since he could no longer run, he could
be the cycling support team &
photographer. Great, we were all set
& it was months away so no need to worry yet.
The months ticked by & then the day arrived and some of us had done very little
training. The two newbies, Claire & Emma had taken it seriously and had trained
but never that mileage or on the sort of terrain that they were going to encounter.
Navy & I had listened to our bodies too much so hadn’t put the necessary training
in:I hadn’t done this sort of mileage for 3 years. Mad Doc Waddington is a
machine and no matter what has happened will be able to pull out a good
performance & amazingly ran
faster than 6 years ago!.
The course is about 13.5 miles give
or take, depending if the tide is in
or out. We were lucky at it was
lowish tide, which means you can
take a more direct route across the
first beach but you will always get
wet feet . The weather was cold,
windy, rainy. The course wetter &
muddier than ever before. So a lot
of fun.
The race started on Beadnell Bay,
Wind and rain blew runners back the wrong way.
The first Totley across the beach was Clive
Mandy waded through sea & hoped to survive
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On to Dunstanbugh over slippy rocks,
Half way at Craster, against the clock
Andrew cycled round the course
He popped up again with an energy source
Pushed on to Howick through the mud,
With trail shoes, we might have run good.
Emma’s new to running & never on trail,
Stretched her long legs determined not to fail.
Claire’s longest run ever she wanted to enjoy,
Finding runners to chat with, was her ploy.
At the finish we sought shelter from the rain,
And waited fro Navy, who finished in pain.
Back to our cottage in Amble
And for the shower we did scramble.
Since we last ran, it was 6 years
So after lunch we went for beers.
Good route and support were part of the draw,
The author of this poem, ask no Moore
1
29
145
714
791
872
972
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Ian Harding
Jane Hodgson
Clive Waddington
Mandy Moore
Emma Mottram
Claire Campbell
Dave Keyworth

Morpeth
Morpeth
Totley
Totley
unatt
Totley
Totley

1:12:58
1:25:59
1:39:44
2:14:27
2:20:01
2:27:46
2:56:08
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Walkington 10k
14th July 2017
Mandy Moore
Any excuse to have a night away I had entered this Friday night race months ago,
then got injured & hadn’t run for 8 weeks! However, I had done a couple of gentle
jogs that week and decided not to waste my entry fee or the Airbnb booking so
went along anyway & took it easy. My main aim was to get round uninjured so
that I might complete my commitment to Navy Dave that I would run the Coastal
Run the following weekend.
After finding the village of Walkington just outside Beverley, Andrew decided to
park in the nearest pub & have a pint while I sat and sipped a J2O (boring),
however, the advantage was that there was no queue at the toilets. The walk to
race hq was about 10 minutes & as I arrived on the field was an announcement
told us to start making your way to the start which was a further 10minutes away
so I was well warmed up at the start. It is a lollypop shaped course on quiet
country roads, through one village where there was lots of support and on a
beautiful summers evening a fantastic run. I didn’t push it until the last 100 metres
when I couldn’t help myself having a sprint round the field where Andrew was
waiting to whisk me back to Beverley for a shower & night out.
A tour of the 1000 year old Minster, some shopping at the Saturday market & a
walk on Beverley race course completed a very enjoyable trip.
1
James Kraft
15
Emma Ballantyne
388
Mandy Moore
623 finished

1st F

Scarborough
City of York
Totley

32:45
38:24
55:20

Colin’s Revenge Handicap (Coupling)
Tuesday 12th September 2017
Colin White
It was slightly disappointing that only 24 runners decided to attempt the Revenge
Handicap run but it actually turned out to be a blessing since the new extended
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Totley Moor course proved to be unsuitable for this run in September with most
runners finishing in the dark. Also, despite the fact that the course was signed
some runners either took short cuts or decided to extend the run to Owler Bar!
Despite these difficulties, Sam Mellor and Harriet Eisner had an impressive run to
win the Handicap Shields; the full results are shown in the table. The fact that
most people did not beat their average handicap is because the handicapper had
little data for the runners over this course, especially for running in the dark.
Thanks to all who took part; the help of my stalwart assistants Ian Cooper, Don
Longley and Mark White was much appreciated, as was the meal afterwards in the
Cricket organised by Roz.
Couples

Estimated
Run Time

Mean
Estimated
Run Time

Actual
Run time

Actual less
Estimated
Run time

Finishing
Position

Harriet Eisner
Sam Mellor

84 min 0s
48 min 0s

66 min 0s

64 min 38ss

- 1 min 22s

1

Lindsay Evans
Matthew Sedgewick

80 min 0s
49 min 15s

64 min 38s

65 min 38s

+ 1 min 0s

2

Louise Goodhill
Matt Ridge

69 min 30s
67 min 31s

68 min 31s

69 min 57s

+ 1 min 26s

3

Helen Young
Tamara Mitchell

68 min 30s
68 min 26s

68 min 28s

70 min 53s

+2 min 25s

4

Jane Hughes
Aidan Linskill

87 min 18s
46 min 0s

66 min 39s

70 min 51s

+ 4 min 12s

5

Louise Truelove
Piers Miller

75 min 30s
60 min 45s

68 min 8s

+ 6 min 12s

6

Bert Simmons
Pippa Weir

71 min 30s
62 min 0s

66 min 45s

73 min 36s

+ 6 min 51s

7

Roz Massey
Peter Brock

70 min 3s
66 min 15s

68 min 9s

75 min 27s

+ 7 min 18s

8

Steve Terry
Marcus Adams

79 min 44s
59 min 0s

69 min 22s

76 min 52s

+ 7 min 30s

9=

Corin Leach
Fraser Davies

86 min 0s
47 min 40s

66 min 50s

74 min 20s

+ 7 min 30s

9=

Kylie McAteer
Deborah Lodge

70 min 51s
64 min 0s

67 min 26s

77 min 46s

+ 10 min 20ss

11

Diane Clewes
Matt Burden

81 min 0s
49 min 0s

65 min 0s

79 min 25s

+ 14 min 25s

12

40

74 min 20s
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Scarborough 10k
22nd October 2017
Mandy Moore
This is one of those events that you have to enter months beforehand as it sells out
2000 places within a day. Having enjoyed this race once before and missed out
last year, I was quick to enter and advertised it to a few friends; Navy and Claire
entered, as did, Rachael, our son Louie’s girlfriend. Great, we were all in and the
accommodation booked, we just needed to make sure we had done the training.
All initially went well but Rachael got injured doing the Great North Run and we
other three had various injuries and excuses that meant come race day we had not
been running. Rachael was advised not to run and so Louie, who doesn’t run
regularly, got her entry transferred to his name with less than two weeks to go and
started training. So not the best prepared Totley team ever but we were all
determined to give it a go and do our best.
Race day was beautiful and clear but very windy as the tale end of hurricaine Nate
was passing over Britain. The race is an out and back from the Spa in the South
Bay along the promenade, round the very windy Marine Drive to the North Bay,
through Northstead Manor Gardens and up to the Sea Life Centre where you turn
and meet runners coming back the other way. I liked this part as I saw Louie,
Claire and Navy and was spurred on, which I needed as the painkillers were not
working.
With very little training and windy conditions, Louie's time was fabulous. In
Claire’s second ever 10k she improved on her time, Navy was pleased to make
some progress back to fitness and I managed to finish so all round good results.
An afternoon of amusements, fortune telling from Zoltar and some refreshments
followed to finish off a great weekend
1
19
240
884
1131
1431

Jay Fearns
Carla Stansfield.
Louie Moore
Mandy Moore
Claire Campbell
Dave ‘Navy’ Keyworth

Winter 2017

Trafford
City of Hull
Totley
Totley
Totley
Totley

32:15
36:46
45:19
56:17
59:17
1:04:52
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Hathersage Hilly
Early Mistakes
Kieran Hickey
I have been a member of Totley AC for many years, during that time I have had
the benefit of advice and guidance initially from the older more experienced
members but latterly from any club member who takes pity on me. I thought I
would give a bit back and offer some advice for Totley members. However,
instead of offering advice on what you should do I thought I would, based on my
experience, concentrate on what you should not do.
I am a proud member of the 'backpack' fraternity whose aim in life is to make
most other runners look good. Five years ago I developed Plantar Fasciitis which,
despite the efforts of various physios, remains. The outcome of having PF is that I
can run and race but I am unable to train in any consistent way. In view of this it
was suggested [I think by Harriet and Yvonne] that I should have a go at triathlons
as this would put less pressure on my gammy foot. In 2016 I entered and
completed the very informal Matlock triathlon which, to my surprise, I did not
come last and thoroughly enjoyed. This prompted my mentors to suggest I enter
the 2017 Hathersage Hilly which they described as a more demanding technical
event and added 'I am sure you will be fine!' This was not the case!
Preparation and Training
The Hathersage Hilly took place on 16th July 2017. It is a popular event so you
need to apply as soon as entries open, some time in February/March. Not wishing
to peak too soon I did not embark on a rigorous training regime straight away, I
did however buy a second hand bicycle from Will Alves, a fabulous1984 Carlton
Corsair. Having learnt to swim when I retired from work at the age of 61 my wife
and I became regular swimmers at Heeley swimming baths. By the middle of May
I had not got a place in the race when all other members of Totley had I therefore
assumed my entry had been rejected. As a result my training, which had not
started, ended. As we packed the car to head off on our holiday at the end of June
I received I received a late acceptance into the event so I hurriedly attached a bike
to the roof rack and set off on my holiday/training camp in Cornwall. As you can
imagine training opportunities were few and far between on holiday as
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traditionally I make sure I try every type of beer that Cornwall has to offer. Whilst
on holiday I did swim in the sea, cycle a bit and did some running. Given the lack
of training time I decided to concentrate on the 'tapering' element which I did very
well.
When I got back from hols Yvonne, Geoff, Harriet and Helen gave me a crash
course so we cycled the route and ran the course.
Yvonne and Geoff introduced me to some of the Trialthon language Before our
cycle they asked, "are we bricking it." I assumed this to mean one of two
things firstly I thought they were asking was I nervous or they were suggesting we
are going to go all out during the session. I lamely agreed to either not realising
that in fact refers to cycling and running in the same session.
We did not swim but I assumed all swimming bathes are the same!!
As always on the day of the event I turned up bright and early. In the car park I
quickly became a bit of a celebrity as racers gathered around my 1984 cycle. They
loved it and waxed lyrical about the times they had one. I was then asked 'but
what bike are you competing on?'. This one I said puffing my chest out. Really
they said I think you have missed The Eroica. I ignored their comments and
continued to the pool.
How not to do the swim
As I was new to swimming and whilst I still need to rest evry 3/4 lengths I thought
I could manage the 14 required for leg one of the Hathersage Hilly. This was not
the case, having only swam in the 25 yard Heeley pool I found the 25 metre
Hathersage pool very baffling. There were no markings on the pool bottom to you
alert me to pool end. So for fear of banging my head at the pool end I stopped
each length 2 or 3 yards short. I was much slower than my fellow competitors so
by length 8 I had a queue of 5 swimmers behind me. Their expressions told me
they could not understand why this man seemed to be stopping short each length. I
was also surprised that the marshal did not keep a tally of the lengths swam. I
order for me to make sure I completed the required 14 lengths I would shout out
loudly after each completed length. I must have been quite a spectacle.
The next time I do a triathlon I will make sure I try the pool out beforehand.
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How not to do transition
My transition time between the swim and the cycle was a record 4 minutes and 3
seconds. People marvelled at this. I did not quite realise I didn't have to do all of
the following: smile and have a chat with everyone around whilst drying myself
from head to foot, putting on dry socks and trainers, having chat to the new
arrivals, taking a drink, a banana and a bit of an energy bar, having another chat to
the latest arrivals, putting on cycling gloves and helmet, chatting to the next
arrival, one last drink and then go looking for the start.
How not to cycle the event
I knew the course so felt pretty confident as I blazed off only to stop to put my
chain back on for the first time. Remarkably I found the climbing OK I passed
about 15 people going up the long slog. However 25 people passed me on the way
down which I found very scary. Seeing all my fellow competitors all tucked up
and peddling hard going down terrified me. I think I needed new brake blocks
after the event.The second time my chain came off my repair did not go well. In
my haste and frustration I managed to trap the chain in the cogs. Immediately
prior to throwing the bike over a wall, two very nice cyclists, not involved in the
event, stopped and sorted it for me. I cycled tentatively on and completed with a
little flourish. Next time I will ensure I know how to put a chain on in a hurry!
How not to run the event
Anyone who has done a triathlon knows that the transition between cycling and
running is very difficult. My legs did not want to play despite some strong words
of encouragement.The run is pretty difficult more like a short fell race I huffed
and puffed and eventually got round with only one minor detour. I was thrilled to
complete the Hathersage Hilly in a time of 1:58:43. Next time with proper
training, a pre race pool visit, less chatting in the transitions and using a bike
where the chain stays on I would hope to do a time of 1:58:42
Post race bragging
I hit top form in the last 50 metres of the event, I got up a fair lick of speed and
threw my chest at the finishing line. My mentors greeted me and were very
supportive. In my local pub afterwards no one was in any doubt that I had just
completed a triathlon. Very few runners use my local so when I said I had just
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completed a triathlon they thought Brownlee. I did not put them right and said it
was a long hard morning.

Whose Knees are these?
Match the person (letters) with the knees (numbered). Send your answers to
magazine@totleyac.org.uk before the next edition.

**Congratulations to the Brozky crossword winners….Kim Russon & Kate
Turner**
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The Totley Championship Series 2018
Short Fell Race:
Chicken Run 9.4k - Saturday 14th April 11:00am
Cracken Edge 7m – Date TBC
Barrel Inn Fell Race 10.4k – Tuesday 28th August 6:30pm
Leg it Round Lathkil 11.5k – Sunday 11th November 11:30am
Long Fell Race:
Holme Moss 28.5k - Sunday 22nd July 11:00
Half Tour of Bradwell - Saturday 11th August 9:30
GoBigMoor - Saturday 13th October 10:30
10km:
Dronfield 10k - Sunday 18th March 10:00
Holymoorside 10k - Sunday 13th May 10:30
Bolsover 10k - Sunday 9th December -TBC
Half Marathon:
Sheffield Half - Sunday 8th April 9:30
Buxton Half - Sunday 27th May - TBC
Chesterfield Half - Sunday 21st October - TBC
5k Parkruns – club vests to be worn
Graves Park - 4th Feb and 18th November
Poolsbrook Chesterfield - 16th June
Trail Runs:
Carsington Water Half Marathon - Saturday 24th February 9:30
Bawtry Forest Trail Race – Sunday 9th September - TBC
Ten10Ten – Sunday 7th October - TBC
Elsecar Half Marathon – Saturday 15th December - TBC

This is a provisional list and is subject to change. Note Sheffield Half, Carsington
Water Half and Dronfield 10K are already open for entry
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The Totley Race Series 2018
Tigger Tor: Sunday 28th January – NB £10 pre-entry only
Blackamoor: Tuesday 27th March (TBC) – £4 pre-entry, £5.00 on day
Tiger’s Todger: Wednesday 2nd May – £4 pre-entry, £5.00 on day
Totley Moor: Tuesday 22nd May – £4 pre-entry, £5.00 on day
Exterminator: Sunday 2nd September – £8 pre-entry, £10 on day
For full details, see the Totley AC website

Steve Franklin recovers from a sprint finish win at Totley Moor 2017.
Photo: Sam Mellor
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Kate Turner and Jo Brown set off on the paired navigation leg
of the FRA relays for the ladies team. Photo: Mark Buskwood

Susan Hird and Sally Nevitt set off on the paired 2nd leg of the
FRA relays for the mixed team. Photo: Sam Mellor
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Issue credits
The editors would like to thank all contributors, both the volunteers and the
volunteered!
Photos:

Front cover: Running through a corn field new Easingwold Sam Mellor
Sierre-Zinal: Mark Buskwood
Whose knees are these: Susan Hird and Roz Massey (photos and
idea!)
Back cover: Hazel and Des cool down after the Long Tour of
Bradwell - Joe Farnell

Jake Lane and Helen Young at Leg it Round Lathkil.
Photo: Helen Longdon

Keep on running!

