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EDI TORMARCHOZ

Wel come to the March i ssue of our club magazine. As
Whitlock and Debra Bourne c-ommpéeetacehecWiatengDmwne
than many Striders do in a mont h. Both Ally and Deb

We have had quite a wedneaei nSa&rahbAlt]l mott at savevlyl ed
sear cslomef snow to run in, and gives us her account ¢
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club memHer $ headlburth London Marat hon.

The Surr€pyu@Gtoys lLeague season ended in February, wi
women. Obadman excellent turnout of 26 runners for
finished second,giah mDri omahidoarkD iThr eeon Two where we ha
the | ast 20 years. Bad caondirsaspgp o iomtnilmagnm esgeeads otno afnide | d
runners for their fTmey vDarvea srielne giamoe dnattac hDi vi si on

The Surrey Road Leagqueg Apason whedi ndhre Sutton 10K, w
than Weuall come St ankaurPeneawv®urr ey Road League tea
Graeme Drysdale who has stood dowen hafpteert hae v enaaly ypé

will support Stanka by competing in some of the Sur
The track and fi el di s eMashoans twiylelarb eo usrt ammetni ndgi d very \
clubs in our division of tharSwomeer exYetedranal Le &
placing fourth in the Eastern Dowéegséeon wé dbhen®eden
volunteers to help of fmadicéhte®e at upo ue pa Fgaucaklaiafaide dh i oefl fdi
they have agefasver ageirf 7We &Sme t o conotutrrvine atk eaoathpét
|l eagwedkso need some younger comebtfomehmblepds( and ul ti mat e
of OAMes realistsei $shatten difficult to combine compet:i
ideally a volunteer should be someone who enjoys wa
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I hope that all/l Striders continue to enjoy their ru
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https://www.englandathletics.org/coaches-and-officials/officiating-journey/
https://www.englandathletics.org/coaches-and-officials/officiating-journey/

THBVI NTER DOWNS 200 (by Ally Whit
THE FI NI SH

At the bottom of Box Hill, I pause and | ook wup.
There is just one -fmodte @lnidmmnset dndiang 3Ot ween me an
Thi s

This is what | have trained for.

This i s afhaBox eliisl | in all weathers was for.

This is what running up and down my | ocal hilol at 5
This is what c¢climbing Botley Hill again, and again,
Thi s

I have visualised this moment so many times over th
step | take a deep breath and | et go.

l gnoring the 199+ miles already in my | egs, Il think
I fly.

With music pounding | oudly in my ears, Il storm up t
I . Do. Not. Stop. unt il I reach the top.

I pause, breathe deeplaynd oceararlym amy. racing heart

Tip, tap, tip, tap. I n the silence of the night, my
I n t hdeawnmr egl oom, somet hing catches in the I|Iight of |
gat hered on the path. I am not hallucinating now. T
foll ow my movement al onmng Ntohédipagt h.s Istiopmo mag tmee now.
The view from Salomonés Memori al is hiding under a
me sl eeps. Ahead, | spot a pink ribbon fluttering i
One mile to go. One.

The trees sway in the wind. Moving backwards and fo
branches cast shadowy shapes on the ground. Their |
the show whil st the eartllyy nmaorronuinndg cmmiesatt icnrge eapns eseirlieen,
A pink ribbon in amongst the mist. FIl apping |ike a
arrow points me on my way but still, I glance at th

My mind wanders back to when my feet ran excitedly
journey. As Broadwoododés Tower |l ooms back into view,
cascade down on me.

I stop. I |l ook.

Below my feet, Juniper Hall is ablaze in a golden g
arms in the wind. I see peopl e Tiny silhouettes st
as the adrenalinefpumgsfi hhes hallimree grabs me and pul
descent. My feet struggle to keep up.

I wind my way along the woodland trail, the sounds
on the path is coming to an end.

ltds been a constant rollercoaster of a ride with m
path under my feet. From the highest of highs to th



My f eet hit the tarmac and after 200+ mil es, I di

| run for t hat finish | ine.

Theidpofl i gpomt hlror i zsmpheadt comhadgwnhfei hmdlERacHealndl ey
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Th&i nter Downs-ml0G& icondi2@®dus trail race forming a
Engl and.

Starting at Juniper Hall, sitting in the shadow of
( NDW), Vanguard Way (VGW), South Downs Way (SDW), W
(SSW) before rejoining trhae |Neceratdh iDho wnasr nWWaaym aatn dt hree atr
Hal |

2023 was t he r acandsmply pugthigwas aardce madeafar me.
| HAD to be there.

An experienced ultra runner, | had never gone beyond 100 miles / 30 hours but having run the entire length
of the NDW and SDW and being one of the few people who not only knew of the Vanguard Way but had
run it in its entirety, this was MY race.

As soon as it opened, | put in my application.

This wasnodét si mpl y ampayiagsene mbneyhWet haditonagply avithta eunning CV to
prove our capabilities to cover not only the distance but to deal with the terrain, the weather and the
conditions. From the onset, it was clear that this was not a race for the novice,

In May 2023, my application was accepted, the registration fee was paid, entry was confirmed and there
was no turning back.

I had six months to prepare for the adventure of my lifetime.

Centurion Running, the race organisers, say:

i Ru n nlkeawvesup to 96 hours to complete the course and are permitted to have a crew to support
them. They also have access to a drop bag at the three major aid stations where hot food and
sleeping facilities will be on hand. But the clock d o0 e s stdpfthis is a single-stage race. With 16
hours of darkness each day, long stretches between aid stations and the undulating terrain, the
race is designed to be an incredible winter running adventure on aphenomenalc our se. 0

THE START, THE BEGNENI NG, DAY

7:50 Wednesday morning we gather in the shadow of Juniper Hall. The day has broken with little fanfare or
ceremony, thick clouds fill the sky. The gloominess of the world around us does little to dampen our
collective mood. Spirits are high.




| take a moment. Breathe in and look around me. This race has been my sole focus and obsession for the
past three months. Everything, absolutely everything has been geared towards this moment and finally, it is
here. | was expecting to feel nervous but all | feel is a sense of calmness and belonging.

Thi s, sur r ooutnhdeerd gbayl |@3nad cwHeules ,| iasn meant to be.

The chatter subsides assdamed, wahei R, Binwak g@go80 w
with 94 fingers poised over watch start buttons, a
Ten. I candét believe this is happening. Ni ne. Breat
Fi ve, f ocus. Four, t hree, t wo . Deep breathe. One, a

« B

ACCeSsS

the
Inaccessible’

EPi ePa pz‘e t
We surge as one across the start line to the shouts and cheers of the watching crowd; Centurion staff,
volunteers, crew, familyandf r i end s . I canodt hel gnddno the veindinglweodlan®f f t

path. Pink Centurion ribbons flutter in the morning breeze guiding us out of Juniper Hall grounds and onto
the main path. The first and last miles are the only marked section of the whole race.

No word other than excited can aptly describe how | am feeling. | wonder at this. | wonder at my calm
confidence and lack of nerves.

Doing something *this* bigandfsdaufl dindtl d mbreotsc alr eldno
hard, trained smart and trained well. | have done everything | can to prepare for this race and | could not be
any more ready for the challenge ahead of me.



HOW DI D | PREPARE TO RUN 200 MILES?

lamself-c oached. I dondét have someone | can turn to for
someone who plans my training for me. | do it myself. (As a caveat, | am an England Athletics qualified

coach (CiRF) so | have the coaching background and knowledge, however, it is very different

coaching yourself from coaching someone else).

Over the years | have grown to learn what worksandwh at doesndédt wor k for me. B
completely new and different, and in all honesty,| di dnét know where to start.

| ran the Summer Spine Sprint in June and Wendover Woods 100 in July and then had a month or two of
jogging 6fundéd with no structured training.

| think downtime is important (and often overlooked) as it is impossible to maintain peak training all the
time. But it does mean that sometimes it feels like | am starting at the beginning again. This is what it felt
like in mid-Augustd the beginning.

The first four weeks of training were all about consistency, easy effort and low heart-rate running to
(re)build a solid foundation. | then started to bring in training specificity and speed work.

| focused on long, slow runs. When possible, on the WD route. | ran these wearing the kit | planned to race
in and carrying the kit | would need to carry. | covered all 200 miles in training and going into the race was
confident that | knew the route. | knew where | was going and more importantly, | knew what to expect.

I did some speed wor k, rarely faster than threshol d
great for improving endurance. | built this up over time. In August, | started with ten two-minute reps at
threshold effort. By November | was running for over an hour at threshold effort.

In preparation for the 20,000ft of elevation, | did endless hill reps. Sometimes | ran them hard. Sometimes
easy. Sometimes | hiked them carrying the full mandatory kit. | ran them on my local hill. | did them up and
down Box Hill, on Colley Hill, Botley Hill and any hill I could find. With poles, without poles. | worked hard to
build my hill strength (notice | say strength and not speed).

I ran at night. | ran at night in the wind and rain. | ran at night on the Winter Downs route. | ran at night, by
myself, on the Winter Downs route.

And | ran many, many slow and easy miles with the only focus being on keeping my effort easy and my
heart rate super low; and | always, always, made sure | had one complete rest day every week.

| also focused on consistent strength training, lifting heavier than | have ever lifted. Standing on that start
line, my body was the strongest it had ever been.

David Goggins claims that when you are done, you are only 40% there. | teased my body by doing
marathon-paced sessions the day after back-to-back long runs. Trying to mimic that 190-mile feeling. |
didnét think | could do it, but every single time,

I am asked why | did speed sessions for a 200 miler
am, the stronger | am. The stronger | am, the faster | am. | knew | needed to be at my strongest if | wanted
to perform at Winter Downs.

| worked HARD. Everything that | could prepare for and control, | controlled. There were two uncontrollable
t hat | coul @& théweathperampskeepeepfivation.

I had no control over what the weather would do. I
know how | would cope with running through two, three or more nights. As dedicated as | am to my training,
I wasnb6t going t o dnegeassanygustioyseeavhat happdneds | eep u



I had no nerves because | knew that | was ready.

I had no nerves because | knew that | was in good shape.

I had no nerves because | knew that | had put everything | had into preparing for this race.
I had no nerves because | knew that | was in control.

To some, that might sound cocky, arrogant even. To me, that was confidence. | went into this race 100%
confident that | was going to finish.

And that is a bloody good feeling.

MY PLAYGROUND, AKA THE NORTH DOWNS WAY,

Anyway, back to the raceé
The North Downs Way from Dorking to Botley Hill is my playground.
My stomping ground.

I know the path like the back of my hand with memories marking every mile. Every twist, every turn. Every
hill and every descent. Every low-hanging branch and every fallen log. | know when to run, when to walk
and when to simply let gravity take control. | do not need to look at the watch on my wrist to guide me, | just
run. My watch is set to show only the route map, nothing else. No data, no time, no pace, no distance. Just
navigation. As with previous races, | choose to run Winter Downs blind to data.

ol 'M“: &

Théircdi (narsdjbsequtemfetilnyaeleon‘tth)reacl:"eF?i ePapet

The early miles fly by. I run with Sophie. Our paths first crossed at Wendover Woods 100 last summer and
then again volunteering at Autumn 100 in October. A solitary runner at heart, | revel in the company
knowing that as the race progresses the miles will become longer and lonelier.



With fresh legs and boundless energy, these early miles are joyful. My smile is wide, my mood is as high as

the Colley Hill climb six miles in. The winter weather is mild and conditions on the NDW are excellent for
December. With an unseasonable amount of rain in November, the trails a month ago were a muddy

guagmire. A few weeks of warmer weather has dried all but the worst of it. | repeatedly find myself uttering

the wbrdhdavéd seen this path in much worse condition?o
me, but knowing how bad the NDW can get, | am thankful for every dry and mud-less step.

Juniper through to Reigate is possibly the toughest section of the whole race. | am glad it is at the start.
Undulating and often uneven single track with a couple of lung-busting climbs. | run the flats and the downs
and walk the hills, conserving energy for the latter miles.

]

W

WINTER S
DOWNS " =2

B o — s
SopharetdonRei

lditamIRt herfod

Through Reigate Hill, the first crew | ocation. At o
early in the race. | 6d reasoned t hatandiseeingtheindowe asi | vy
would simply slow my rhythm. My goal is to make the most of the daylight hours, without exerting too much

effort and to cover as much ground as | can during this fresh-faced first day.

Through the second crew location at Merstham and a slight diversion around a newly installed electric
fence that cut across the path on the climb up from Rockshaw Road. | berate the farmer as it adds an
unnecessary couple of hundred metres.

Looking back, these early miles are some of my favourite of the race. Not simply for the ease of freshness
but for the company and conversation. Sophie and | do not stop talking. In the shared experience of those
miles, | have made a friend for life.

Just past Caterham, we run through HangingWoodandas | é m tel ling Sophie al/l
wild garlic in the spring, it starts to rain. Proper wet rain. More than the mizzle and drizzle that had

accompanied us for the last couple of miles. Off comes the pack and out comes the waterproof. In the mild
temperature we are running in, I woul dndt wusually b
milestocomeandl dondt wa,raswetusually entls upvbeihg cold and cold would not be good.

Control the controllable.

19 miles in and we celebrate leaving the NDW and joining the VGW. Section one is done!



Comi dgwnhet ejpgptasGtangedris it hEDWEJ amRet her f or d

AM | THE ONLY PERSON WHO LI KES THE VANGL

The Vanguard Way is a path that holds a special place in my heart and is one of the reasons that | had to
run the WD200. Starting in Croydon, my hometown, it is the place where | discovered trail running. Before
the Vanguard, | was a road runner pounding the streets of Croydon day after day.

One evening in the summer of 2016, the Wednesday night club run took us off the roads and onto the trails
around Croydon. | stumbled on a magical new world. | found a part of Croydon i and a kind of running 1
that | never knew existed: woods, forests, fields, tracks and trails.

One week, we followed the little blue VGW signs dotted around the woodsd the Vanguard Way. Interest
piqued, | asked the run leader what this was and a few weeks later, wearing an old pair of road shoes and
armed with a map printed off the internet (I knew nothing of gpx files, apps or watches that told you where
to go), | set off on my first solo trail adventure.

Unsurprisingly | got horrendously lost, ran 23 miles rather than the planned 18 and ended up 10-odd miles
from where | wanted to be, soaking wet after being caught in a torrential rainstorm (no taped seams é ! ) a n ¢
covered in mud because, well road shoes were not suitable footwear for muddy trails!

But something happened during those 20+ miles.
| fell in love with the trails.

Undeterred. it took me another two attempts to make it to Edenbridge, my intended destination. | felt an
enormous sense of pride. It had taken me over a year to get there but | had done it. | had navigated myself
to somewhere | didnét know. Il n t he NorthDowmsWay 50p.er i od,

Then, in the summer of 2021, five years after | first stumbled upon it, | ran the entire length of the Vanguard
Wayinonego,andi n doing so claimed the womends Fastest Kn

Whilst for many of the Winter Downs runners, the VGW was a new-to-them trail, in a weird and almost
possessive way, | think of the Vanguard Way as MY trail, filled with memories and good times. | will defend
it to the hilt, no matter what it throws at me duri



And with that, back to the VGWé

We turn off of the North Downs Way and down the steep and rutted Pitchfont Lane. Sophie and | are still
chattering away as we c¢cr oss t heandsaturated. Rorfningisssadgenly i e | d
hard work as our feet catch in the wet and claggy mud.

A sign of things to come.

Up and over the M25 and before long we are heading into Limpsfield Chart, 22 miles and the third crew
stop. Afriendi Laurai who i s crewing another runner kindly off
that my crew were not available during the lunchtime period.

She has my bag of snacks and drinks waiting for me. | stop for a couple of minutes whilst filling my flasks.
I n the simplest of | anguages, when she asks how | a
moving and within a minute or so, | am on my way again. Sophie a few steps behind me.

Through woodland and across more fields, the mud is getting deeper. Choice words are said as feet slip
one way and then another, arms flailing to try to balance. The edge of Kent and Surrey golf course is like a
swamp, the saturated ground churned up by many passing feet. Running is impossible. Simply staying
upright is hard enough.

Passing the airstrip at Haxted and looking across over the Kent countryside, | make a throwaway comment
about there not wuswually being water fAdown thereoé

Ten minutes later | am reminded of those words as | am wading knee-deep in icy cold water. The River
Eden has burst its banks and flooded the surrounding farmland.

As | approach the Al akeo, anhdwiphalddep boeath, cantipuslysbep iatasthe unf o
water. Lapping just below my knees, it is cold and surprisingly fast-flowing. | place my poles ahead of me,
one at a time, firstly for stability and secondly to check how deep the water is before | step into it.

A

ltés slow going as | err on the side of caution. Th
reckless abandonment. The sensible adult in me knows that this would not be a wise move.

Emerging from the water, | see a couple of guys ahead of me sitting on a fallen tree, shoes and socks off
attempting to dry their feet. | say a quiet word of thanks for the waterproof socks and whilst they feel cold, |
marvel at how dry they have kept my feet. As a new convert to waterproof socks, they truly were a game
changer during this race.







| am just going to pause for a moment to give a quick shout-out for the socks | wore. A fairly new brand that
| stumbled on called Geckowear. They popped up on my Facebook feed and withe v e r y ¢awoarifes
brand T Dexshell i out of stock in the UK, | took a gamble. | bought two knee-high pairs which | changed
mid-race and they both performed superbly. With the amount of mud and water | waded through, | could
not believe how good a condition my feet were in, both when | changed socks mid-race and at the finish. |
am used to peeling off a pair of socks to find half the trail stuck to my feet, mud ingrained between my toes
and under my toenails (those that | have). My feet were as clean and dry at the finish as they were at the
start. | cannot recommend these socks highly enough. An absolute game-changer and | am now most
definitely a waterproof sock convert! (This is not a sponsored paragraph but credit, where credit is due!).

Anyway, back to the trail@é
Or should | say tarmac?

After paddling across farmland, the tarmac country lanes leading towards Forest Row are a welcome
respite. Knowing that this is a temporary hiatus from the energy-sapping mud, it feels good to be able to
move with some consistency again.

Pleased at how good | feel, | keep reminding myself how early in the race it is. This is the simplest word
that needs no embellishment.

Good.

The good-ness is boosted by a hug from my friend Hannah in Forest Row and continues through the town,

across the soggy golf course and into Ashdown Forest. Sophie and | have drifted away from each other,
engrossedinourownracesandl am now running with a smal.l group
little chat. The group stays in close proximity for several milesandwhi | st it 6s quiet, | &
others nearby.

The daylight is beginning to fade as we approach Newbridge Mill on the outskirts of the Forest. | take the
opportunity of having some firm ground beneath my feet to take my pack off, get my head torch out and set
myself wup for nighttime running. (I say night, i tos
the middle of the afternooné)

Whilst doing this, | pick up a message from Brian, my first crew, saying he is stuck in traffic on the M25 and

as | am ahead of target (am |1 é?) he may not make it
away.
Whi | st | 6d not |l ooked at the ti me, | 6d guessed | w a

dark before | reached Forest Row, some three or four miles back.

I am so calm at t hi s p ofazame. ltmessdge dadk askimgdis 0 aget medaiothees n 6 t
next crew location in High Hurstwood instead, five miles further on. As my fuelling is based on time not

distance, | know | have enough food and water to see me through, and whilst | am still feeling good | am

quite happy to keep the momentum going, keep moving and push on a little further.

Climbing up towards Gills Lap, | draw out every last lumen of daylight before darkness descends
concealing the surrounding countryside from view (the views across the High Weald from Gills Lap in
daylight are stunning). | reluctantly turn my head torch on.

Darkness.

With tonight being a new moon, this will be my only light for the next 16 hours.



Somewheneh¥GWEPi ePapet

CREW LI FE

| see Brian at High Hurstwood. Hebés parked up alongside St u, Spence
moments, topping up my bottles, refilling my pockets with snacks and snaffling a couple of cold roast
pot at oes. I dondét need much aandthefinstiofficlal cleeekpointRCP) i n  a g a

only a few miles away.

My crew are a huge part of this story. | bow down to the 30 runners who started this race without one,
reliant only on the four checkpoints for sustenance. | wonder if | could have done it. | know it would have
been a very different race experience and result had | not had Brian, Nikki and Rel looking after my every
whim.

They are here to look after me. They can meet me at up to 32 pre-designated locations throughout the race
to supply me with food, drink, a change of clothes, extra kit, a place to sleep and perhaps most importantly
support and encouragement.

The gaps between the checkpoints are big (at 49 miles, 92 miles, 137 miles and 184 miles). With a 96-hour
final cut-off, this could easily translate into close to 24 hours between stops. For some, running crew-less is
seen as adding to the challenge of the race, or even running it in its purity. For me, | want the security of
support.



| guess it also means that the playing field is not level. Having someone cater to your every need every
three to four hours does undeniably give you an advantage over someone who has to carry enough food,
water and kit to last them for up to 24 hours between checkpoints.

Going into the race, my goal was to be competitveandl knew t hat to do so, crew
compete with the front runners if | wasnodét running

Brian was my first crew. He met me at High Hurstwood, somewhere late afternoon/early evening on day
one and then crewed overnight and into Thursday morning when he handed over to Nikki. Nikki flew solo
during day two before being joined on Thursday evening by Rel. The two of them saw me through to the
finish. As an aside, Brian went on to crew another runner and mutual friend, Helen, on day three!

My crew are the unsung heroes of the race and | cannot thank the three of them enough for what they did
for me.

Without them, the story would have had an entirely different ending.

After seeing Brian, the next ten miles pass by without event. | stop briefly at Check Point one at Blackboys,
primarily to use the toilet and wash my hands, but as | am heading back out | am tempted by the smell of
the vegetable soup on offer and eat two bowls of it whilst wandering around the village hall. | am too hyped
to sit down for more than a few seconds!

There are perhaps eight to ten other runners in the CP. Some just briefly popping in like me and others look
like they are camped out for a while. Kit bags spread out and full meals in front of them. We all have
different race strategies.

When | leave, | am to all intents and purposes running alone. | cross paths with another runner every now
andagain but itdéds an all too brief flirtation. | qui

It must be early evening and | am starting to feel tired. With tiredness, comes the first flicker of uncertainty. |
quietly celebrated reaching 50 miles as | left CP1, but in the same vein, | am *only* a quarter of the way
through. When flipped on its head the task in front of me begins to feel unsurmountable.

| see Brian briefly at the Church in Chiddingley. More for support than supplies. The uncertainty in my mind
flickers brighter because | know the path that is to come. | just want someone to tell me that | will be okay.

As | cross the churchyard | remember sheltering with Rel in the Church porch during a wet and windy

nighttime run a few weeks back. | look up at the Church and say a quiet prayer of thanks that, although the
ground is wet, ito6és not raining t orandagttimes,luitedkye it was
miserable.

| traipse across the first of many fields between Chiddingley and Berwick, the next crew stop. It leads into a
little copse of trees surrounding one of the small streams that crisscross the land. As it was six weeks ago,
the stream has burst its banks and flooded almost the whole coppice. The path is submerged underwater
and | need to paddle again. TF for waterproof socks!

(As an aside, when | ran the VGW FKT in the summer of 2021, this section was a boggy quagmire
then, so | am not sure if it is ever dry!).

The swamp opens up into a large field, still overgrown with the remnants of the summer crop. The path,

thick with mud, runs straight through the middle of the field. My poles, used for stability wading through the
water,ar e now used to beat my way through the jungl e.
family, I should probably know what the crop ands ( wa
slows me down.



| lose count of the number of fields | cross, stiles | climb over and puddles | splash through. It is a long slog
to Berwick. | run any piece of ground that is firm enough and flat enough to do so, but these runnable
patches feel few and far between.

When | hear the distant sound of a train | know | am close to Berwick Station. | smile for the first time in
several miles. | am already so, so tired and now | can rest.

a ready for me. I te

Brian has a bowl of tomato past
snét expecting to feel g

another 16 miles. | also wa
I candt keep my eyes open.

Brian tells me | can have ten minutes as | wrap myself in my coat, pull my sleeping bag over my head and
snuggle down in the back of hi s v a-too-briéfsledmguickly even t
descends.

THE WRONG WAY ALONG THE SOUTH DOWNS WA

EPi ePapet

Three miles further on, in an unusually silent Alfriston, | leave the VGW behind and turn right onto the
South Downs Way.

Running eastwards, | know the second half of the SDW as well as | know the NDW. Running westward, it
feels like a completely different trail. Downhills become uphills and uphills become downhills. Landmarks
change their order and trees that are usually on my left are on my right.



The usual joyful scamper down into Alfriston becomes a leisurely climb out of town. My poles, now ever-
present in my hands, tip-tap their way up the rocky hill. Despite running in this direction several times over
the past few months, it still feels so very, very wrong!

Along the ridge at the top, | pause and look around me. | am high up and | can see for miles. Gazing
upward, the sky is dark and the night is clear. Hundreds and thousands of stars sparkle above my head. |
turn around in a circle taking it all in whilst marvelling at the peaceful tranquillity. There is not another soul
in sight.

At this moment in time, it really is just me, myself and | in this big, wide world. | find this strangely alluring. |

know ités not for everyone, but | quite enjoy the s

Bo-Peep wasndt or i gi,buBriknysaidohe woulg padk upahere in casetl need anything as
| pass. As | approach, he hands me a strong, blackandper f ect l 'y ti med coffee. I
caffeine hit until | started drinking!

| see him a few miles later at Firle Beacon for another caffeine fix. Neither stop is long, just brief interludes,
as | am keen to push on to Housedean Farm in ten miles for a proper rest and hopefully some sleep.

The coffee has given me a boost and | feel quite spritely! | run past the iconic radio masts standing high on
the hilltop, on my leftandnot my r i ght , before starting the descer
down into Southease than the usual easterly climb out!

The next seven or so miles pass by quietly and in the dead of night, | remember very little bar the starry
beauty of the nighttime sky.

Navigation is simple (even if it is backward!) with
where | am going, I dondét even |l ook at my watch. I
occasionally glancing at the signs for affirmation that | am on the right path.

The wind picks up some speed as | run along the ridge between Southease and Housedean. The trees
growing on the hillside lean to the east after years of fighting with easterly winds. | am heading west and
straight into the strong gusts.

Ités hard wor k. I h anda obwenesn (rt throrsien g htah e afrleantds s u b me
covered in mud that isé) whilst walking the hills.
far more often. | reason that my walk is not much slower than my run but uses a lot less energy for a similar

gain.

As my progress falters, my mind dips in correlation with my slowing pace. After the high of reaching the
South Downs Way and the anticipation of a good stretch of uninterrupted running, struggling against the
wind | eaves me feeling frustrated because | candt m
odd mil es. | seriously hope twhaléewawedr e not grapplin

With the wind and the slowing pace also comes a drop in temperature. | had the foresight to put on a pair of
leggings over my shorts at Berwick, then added a lightweight fleece between my base layer and waterproof
at Firle Beacon. Despite this, l ©m now col d.

By the time | arrive at the Housedean Faandhamcr ew poi
weatherbeaten, frozen and practically asleep on my feet. | barely say a word to Brian as he helps me take

my shoes and socks off and clamber into my sleeping bag. He sets an alarm for 30 minutes and settles into

the front seat as | sprawl out across the bed in the back of the van and fall into a restless slumber.

3, 2, 1é Beeeeeeepé.. The sl eep is all too short.



It takes me a long time to come to. | wake up in a daze. | have no idea where | am or what | am doing. | feel
light-headed and slightly faint. | sit back down to try and calm the dizziness spinning around inside my
head. | do not feel good. | lie down for another ten minutes.

Brian hands me some orange juice, coffee, a bowl of porridge and a banana. | have no idea of the time,
other than it i's stild]l dar k outsi de, but [ asked fo

Eating is the last thing | want to do but | know | must. Bite by tiny bite | make my way through the porridge.
However, the sweet orange juice goes down well and | wonder if the dizziness is down to low blood sugar.

After hours of battling the wind high up on the ridge, there is now a battle deep in my mind as | am aware
that | am sitting for a lot longer than | had planned. Every minute | sit in the van is a minute | am not on the
trail and | start getting anxious about wasted time. Brian reasons with me that | need to make sure that my

body is okay before | head back outand!l 61 I admit, the dizzy spel] scar e

Al ong with Abreakfast ¢ | andpusiha frash pafr af coatact landes dust likelly t e e
would when | get up in the morning! | also put on a clean pair of socks, banishing the stink of the Vanguard
Way mud to a plastic bag.

I n the end, I di dndét t-aker mbceakohgkekadt hahethleedwbo
dark as | leave, but as | climb the first hill, | see the smallest sliver of deep orange on the horizon behind
me.

Daytime is imminent.

EMe!



DAYBREAK, A NEW BEGI NNI NG, AKA DAY TV

The anticipation of seeing the sunrise from the top of the next hill is all the incentive | need to get moving.

As | chase daylight up the hill | feel my mood rising in tandem with the sun. Every few steps | glance over
my shoulder at the riot of colours in the sky behind me. Oranges into pinks into purples. There is something
quite magical about seeing colour come back into the world after so many hours of darkness.

|l stop for a rare couple of photos, only the third
photographer, | get overly excited by beautiful lightandt hi s mor ni ngés sunrise i s |
with every step | take and have to be very restrained. | could quite easily get distracted, lose several hours

andend up way off course by chasing the perfect phot

EMe

With a fortunate stroke of luck, as | approach the crew point at Ditchling Beacon, | spot Pierre, one of the

official photographers in the distance. Looking around, | know the shot he is looking for i a runner coming
up the hill, silhouetted by the sunrise.

| oblige, pose, he shoots, he scores!

EPi ePapet



After my lightheadedness at Housedean, Brian has thrown in an extra crew stop in at Ditchling Beacon to
make sure | am okay. When he sees me, | think he agrees that am a different person from the one he
waved goodbye to an hour or so ago.

ltdés now |l ight enough to turn the head torch off. I
front of me again. My mood is |ighter, my movement
hours. The magic of daylight!

A little further on is the iconic pond at Ditchling. | get my shot!

DitchBdacgatSunr o sdeay wi Me !

I t 6 s a andd am nibging well. Ditchling along to Clayton Windmills is pretty flat before descending
through the golf club at Pyecombe. The groundisdryandf i r m. Il run most of the w
A road at the bottom and annoyingly | have to wait several minutes for a gap in the traffic to cross!

As | start the next climb | strip off several layers, stuffing them into my pack as | go. After the coolness of
the slow-moving night, the increased movement of the morning raises my temperature. And alongside it my
mood.

Although an experienced nighttime runner, | still marvel at how much of a difference daylight and simply

being able to see where | am going makes to my frame of mind. | also have the upcoming incentive of
seeing Nikki for her first crew stop at Summer Down
of behind-the-scenes crew action and manoeuvring has been taking place to transfer my kit from Brian at
Ditchling to Nikki at Devil és Dyke.

Summer Down wasno6t opointdst Inthe lighy of day, | praynedda get wy head down
and run from Housedean to Boltophs without stopping. But as he did at Ditchling, Brian asked Nikki to drop
in one stop early to check | was okay after my Housedean dizziness. This is one of the many, many
reasons why having a crew is invaluable, their ability to change and flex plans around YOU the runner.



As | start the climb up to Devilés Dyke from Saddl e
side of the path (An excellent clothing choice as it made her very easy to spot!). She hands me my flask of
coffee. I have so much to tell heré But now is not

From the quietness of the nighttime miles, the Downs are now alive with people. Mostly dog walkers, with a
few cyclists and a couple of runners. Smiling, | say a cheery good morning to everyone | pass as | run
towards Truleigh Hill, aka checkpoint two.

Having had a couple of bonus crew stops over the past few miles, | decide not to stop. | am wide awake,
feeling pretty good, and want to make the most of the daylight hours. And Nikki is only a mile further along
the trail at BoltophséLayby. Stopping at Truleigh feels superfluous.

Running DOWN Beeding Hill is joyful in comparison to the up of SDW50 and 100. As | run, | look out over

the countryside in front of me, my eyes follow the path ahead to Chanctonbury Ring. | glance down and

spot Nikkiés distinctive red coat by the sandlney of t h
target at every crew stop.

3.5 X g
5 $ 0% 4,

Thgl ammodar o adscirdesst capB o | o)ﬁbsaeehtel
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re di‘nrmysesy es.

Whi |l st | am with NikKki, Sophie runs past me. I have
share a few quick words but she is keen to keep moving and | still have half a cup of coffee to drink.

I haveno6ét been payi ng armpasitioa butlaeawtkrow that sheis in fromhef me whicka ¢ e
means | have dropped down a place in the | adiesd ra
where any of the other ladies in the race are or where | am compared to them so | question what relevance

this has. And would it make a difference if | knew?



| wave goodbye to Nikki and trot on. The next time | see her will be at mile 101 in Washington. | run over
the River Adur crossing paths with the Downlink and round into Boltophs, the tiniest of tiny villages. If you
cancallitthat;r eal 'y it és just a small cluster of houses m

I smell the iconic South Downs pigs before | see them, their unique stomach-churning whiff tumbles down
the hill to greet me. On either side of the path, pigs are snuffling around in the dirt, mama pigs to the left,
baby pigs to the right, all digging for scraps of food. With the piggy stench ingrained in the air, the climb
drags on.

ltds gentl e enough to feel as i f | should be runnin
run. I just candét r un. &d@grindyto athaltnh grunmble silently into thg airine gs s a
annoyance, frustrated that my body is not doing what | want it to.

My frustration grows as | watch the silhouettes of two tiny people run with grace and ease along the ridge at
the top. Spencer and Sophie, | think. | am desperate to catch up with one or both of them, for the company
as much as anything. But | just candt. No matter wh
across my mind, if | candt kagepgothis? with them now, h

Comparison is the thief of joy.

| lose sight of the tiny people who were unknowingly pulling me along and although my feet are slowly
climbing towards the top of Chanctonbury, my mood is spiralling in a ring downwards.

Chanctonbury Ring, an icon of the South Downs, is a ring of trees planted on the remains of a prehistoric
hill fort. Legend has it that if you run around the clump of trees seven times anti-clockwise, you can
summon up the devil.

| am pretty sure that one of the front runners did this.

As i f my mood wasndét already | ow enough, it starts
themaroundandb | ows t hem straight into my face. ltoés bitt
the glorious far-reaching views across the countryside and with them, gone is my earlier good mood.

As the hellish* (*|l exaggerateé) conditions deterio

Washington. The path is steep, rocky and uneven. The kind of slightly technical terrain | love and usually fly
down with reckless abandonment.

But | dondét dare to run as | cand6t get any grip on
theflatandn ow | canbét run the downhil/l
Fuming.

Washington. | see Nikki and burst into tears. The tears mingle with the raindrops. | sniffle, wallowing in my
misery as Nikki siis meinthecharandhands me food | amldndbhkwaht dbondeatw:

| am halfway. | should be celebrating but | am deep in a little pity party for one and barely even
acknowledge what | have already achieved, let alone celebrate. The enormity of what still lies ahead came
crashing down that hill alongside me, hitting me at full force. All | can focus on is how far | have to go and
how utterly miserable | feel right now.

I might be tired and miserable. | might be crying, but at no point do | think of doing anything other than
getting up out of that chair and carrying on.

There is *no* other option.



Ten, fifteen, twenty T | have no concept of time i minutes later Nikki bundles me back up and sends me on
my way with words of encouragement from my Mum.

i K e e@asitive Ally. You CAN do it. Around halfway, now, and through your happy place. Listen to
your crew (and your heart!) X x x 0
Perfectly timed words.

SUNSET

Several hours later and heading towards Amberley, the rain eases and the thick misty cloud begins to
dissipate. The landscape so long hidden from view, comes back into focus.

FENTURION

)

WINTER
DOWNS

£

AmberERiyePapéhwas heatehsamei meslwas)

I'tds | i ke the st ageandthegtage cunanss béing puied tpiaheadeotia performance.
The sundés rays peep through the thinning cloud as i
snaking its way along the valley floor, shimmers in the light and, like on the Vanguard Way, there are vast

swaths of water on the valley floor where there is usually no water.

As | gaze around at the stage in front of me, the cloud above my head starts to melt away, rising upwards
to meet with the disappearing rain clouds. | feel lighter and fresher. | take a few deep breaths and run down
the hill into Amberley.

| cross the River Arun and skirt around the edge of flooded fields. By some miracle and with some
ingenious groundwork by the farmers, the path itself is not flooded.



Lookibmgtkowamfisoodmder a4t hree mnamfs s nsaetthendfday wi Me

My | egs have a second (third, fourth, fifthé?) wind
climb the hill on the other side of Amberley with renewed vigour. | feel GREAT!

Is it simply the ebb and flow of the race?
After the lowest of lows comes the highest of highs. Mirroring the hills | am running over.

The grey clouds Iifted just in time for sunset. As
hill. This time | am not quite quick enough and the golden orb slips silently below the horizon just before |
reach the top.

I n comparison to the vivid hues of this mmuwmotednAgbds s
wash of pale pink and soft shades of purple lingers in the sky long after the sun has kissed the day
goodbye.

Sunset moves into the blue of twilight and onto dusk. With rapidly fading light, | *just* make it to the Bignor
Hill crew point before night falls and darkness smothers the South Downs. Nikki greets a different person to
the one she waved off from Chantry Post several hours ago.

Bignor Hill to Cocking, my next crew stop, pasaades b
moving well. Running when | can, walking when | <can
woodsandf or est s. It 6s a s hapenppaccvan the eartier sedtians drolrel Firkei d e

Beacon, Ditchling Beacon and up to Chanctonbury Ring.

| see Nikki again at Cocking. | close my eyes for ten minutes in the car. Whether | sleep or not is debatable,

but |1 hope the simple art of rest wild.l be enough to
seeing Nikki again until Queen Elizabeth Country Park, around 11 miles away. No distance at all in the light

of the day, but in the dark of night t wo é ?



A HERD OF HKHORSERBACK OF DOGSé AKA NI GHT TwWO O

As nighttime deepens, times, distances and locations roll into one messy indistinguishable tangle. | have no
recollection of what is where or in which order places come. The path that is usually so familiar to my feet
starts to feel like a stranger beneath my toes.

As | move along the path (am | running or wal king?
standing to the side of the trail, partially hidden by a tree and wonder what anyone is doing out at this time
of night. Il 6m by myself but it doesnétdppingontegroumdy mi n

As | get closer, he disappears, his shape melting into the darkness of the surrounding trees. | realise it was
simply the flickering shadows cast by my head torch playing tricks on me.

| shake my head and carry on. Up ahead there is a herd of horses. | marvel at this not even questioning

why there are horses on the South Downs Way in the middle of the night. There are hundreds of them all

standing in an organised group to the side of the path. Big horses at the back, small horses at the front.
Theyobébre nodding their heandrseadlni seg mmeatr yi.t ds gjeuds tcltols
fluttering in the wind.

| shake my head again.

| see a building loomingup aheadandt ry t o wor k out where | mi ght be.
this section of the trail. |l td6s huge with walls tow
derelict, abandoned. I 6 m aahdvabapdenedvoriidingd $oas | passs Iswingany e d

head torch to the left to get a better look.
Therebs nothing there, just trees swaying in the wi

Before long the woods are teeming with animals. Herds of horses, packs of dogs. Cats, some so small they
could sit in the palm of my hand. An elephant swings its trunk across the path in front of me as a mouse
narrowly misses my feet.

My eyes are heavy. | stare widely ahead struggling to keep them open. Tip, tap, tip, tap. My poles are on
autopilot, left, right, left, right, their tips scraping across the gravel path as they go.

| realise that none of this is real, my mind playing tricks on me. After 125 miles and however many hours,

Il 6m hallucinating. My mind knows this but my eyes Kk
tree, every branch, every leaf, every stone comes to life in front of my eyes. | feel like | am running through

a parallel universe.

Beneath my feet, the rocky path becomes a canvas of exquisitely intricate artwork. Fine pencil drawings of
beautifully expressive faces. Hundreds of them swirling and merging into one. | marvel at their beauty and
wish | could capture them for prosperity. | close my eyes now, several weeks later, and | still see these
pictures.

On the map and in my mind, it is no distance at all between when | saw Nikki last at Cocking and when |
see her next at Queen Elizabeth Country Park. In reality, it is hours. | keep moving. Right foot, left foot, right

foot, |l eft foot. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10é We
l 6m tired, so tired.
My eyes droop, my eyelids flutter. | lean heavierandh eavi er on my pol es. 1, 2, G

Tip,



Tap,

Ti pe

Ti pé.

Ti pé.

Tipppppe

| stumbleandmy eyes fly open. | 6 éndimantehtaily losh coriceneagon.Amicrmy f e €

not even a second in length, sleep. | feel a tiny whisper of fear creeping in. My mind, previously so strong,

starts to waiver. | am walking along a secluded dirt track on the approach to QECP, completely alone, in

the middle of the night (I RL mnfaling aseeplorymydeetand seging8 p m) .
things that are not there.

|l &m scar ed.

But | have no choice. | have to keep going. If | stop, | will sleep. With every step, the fear grabs hold of me
a little tighter its arms encircling me and squeezing me like an unwanted hug. | am falling into a deeper and
darker place and | am not sure | have ever been this scared. | am willing myself to the upcoming crew
point. Knowing that Nikki and Rel are waiting for me is the only thing that keeps me moving.

i, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10e

The path through QECP is far longer than | remember it to be. Made up of 1,400 acres of open-access
woodland and downland, QECP forms part of the East Hampshire Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty. And
it is beautiful. Tall beach and coniferous trees interspersed with an enticing network of woodland trails
reach high into the sky. On a different day, | would pause to take it all in.

Up ahead | see the twinkle of coloured fairy lights. This time, | am not hallucinating. Rel wears a garland of
fairy lights around her neck. Worn, she tells me, so that | will always be able to find her. | have never been
so glad to see a fairy. Real or otherwise.

| made it.

| barely say a word as | am wrapped in my coat and sleepingbagandus hered i nto the bac
car. Finally, | can sleep.

My eyes have only just closed when | am wokenupandt ol d | 6ve had my 30 amdnut e
emerge from my cocoon, not wunlike a grumpy teenager

As | clamber out of the warm car and into the cold nighttime air, | feel light-headed and dizzy. Again. Just
like at Housedean Farm, however many hours/days/weeks ago that was. | slump back against the car to try
and calm my spinning head. It takes me several attempts and many minutes to stand up properly.

I have fallen well and truly into the deepest and darkest of holes and | remember very little about my time
here. Whilst Ni kKki has been with me since Deandll s Dy
dread to think how | come across.

| am *not* at my best.



Aswellaslight-h e ad e d, my st onedclamdoldanddc am@tp pyt op shivering.
layers, | swap my lightweight fleece for the heavier-weight one in my mandatory kit (and thus lightening the
weight of my pack a little) and add my windproof jacket between the Primaloft and waterproof. All three

hoods go up.

| am wearing more clothes than | have ever run in before.

| am handed a strong, sugary coffee and some oatmeal and encouraged to eat whilst Rel goes to battle
with my socks. After however many miles, | want a fresh pair. Waterproof socks, whilst great at keeping
feet dry, are an absolute pain to get off!

I know | have taken far longer at this crew point than | planned to, a bit like at Housedean. But, like back
then, | needed the extra rest time. With the world spinning before my eyes, | could not have safely gone
back out into the darkness of the night any sooner.

Eventually, my pack is put back on my back, | am handed my poles and ushered back onto the South
Downs Way. I slowly walk 20 metres or so. Again, t
before spotting Spencer emerging from Studs vand af
immediately my mood is lifted.

h
t

| &m not al one!

Spencer may not have known this at the time, but his company leaving QECP pulled me out of my deep
hole. By the time we reach the top of Butter Hill T the highest point on the South Downs, | am a different
person in a different race.

After nearly 100 miles solo, just the simple act of conversation with someone who understands helps
change my head space. Spencer, | am sorry | then left you at the top of Butser Hill, but by the time we
reached its summit, my god, | felt GOOD!

Spenaanl eavQmE@ME.Ihavneoi devhett dprhotamier om!



BACK I N THE GAME!

| leave Spencer just past the summit of Butter Hillandpus h on with a s miahdeam | 6 m f
moving purposely and with intent again.

| ran this part of the trail only a few short weeks ago and so the route is fresh in my mind. | visualise the
path ahead, mentally ticking off the key points as | pass them.

Sustainability Centre, aka CP3. | stop briefly, eat a small bowl of vegan lasagna, drink a cup of hot
squash and lie on a bunk for 30 minutes trying to sleep. | promised Nikki as | left QECP that | would sleep
at the CP. After the state | was in when | arrived at QE, | think she was more than a little worried about me.
But she didndét see t he andiamealiyéamanewia toahymnid skeepr| speind RO
minutes lying 1 fully dressed 1 in silence, drifting in that nether region between wakefulness and sleep. | am
sure that the simple act of rest, even without sleep, is beneficial, but | am eager to get going again. | rise
before my alarm call, pop in a fresh pair of contact lenses and ready myself for venturing out into the dark
of the night again.

This brief stop was my only real experience of the
my race panned out, the CPs didndét come at the ti me
honesty, Il didndét need t hem.

However, the volunteers were on point. From the moment | walked in, anything | needed, they did. They

helped me take my shoes off (no muddy shoes in CPs), brought me food, drink and anything | asked for.

When it came to my non-nap, my bag was carried into a room for me and | was asked when | wanted a

wake-up call. When | left, they helped me put my shoes back on (no easy task) and guided me back to the
trail (itbés surprising how disorientated an hour in

We ran for hours, the volunteers volunteered for hours, and it is them who made our races possible. Thank
you.

SnappbeyBi ewhe leas CPEPi ePapet



Buoyed by food, rest and the brief company of like-mi nded soul s, Il 6m happy. It
upcoming places again. Each becomes a goal, a target, something to aim for. | get there, I tick it off.
Another mile, two, three. Another place, another landmark, another step closer to the finish.

Meon Springs with its artisan coffee van, sadly not open in the middle of the night.

Old Winchester Hill. One of the bigger c|fazadbPolesof@t. t hi s secti on
1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10é | feel as if I am flying upwa
the crest of the hill to take in the full 360 views of the surrounding countryside.

Across the Meon Valley where a tiny stream leading into the main river has burst its banks. In September, |
ran along the dry riverbed as it was less obstructed than the path by its side. By November, the river and
path had become one.

It is still one.

More knee-deep paddling. By now | am a pro at this and shining my head torch down, | simply wade
straight into the fast-flowing water. Thank you waterproof socks.

Through the small village of Exton as dawn is breaking before crossing several fields to climb Beacon Hill.
Just like yesterday at Ditchling Beacon, | chase sunrise up a hill. Unlike yesterday, it is not a spectacular
riot of colour lighting up the morning sky. | still turn to watch and smile at the joy of seeing a new day begin.

- ——
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SunrfseBeracommday hrieMe

8 am. | have now been running* (*hiking/walking/crawling) for 48 hours.



And finally, Beaconhill Beeches, Ni kki, Rel (and St uandreakdast! wai t i ng

I think Nikki and Rel are somewhat surprised at i) how quickly | have arrived at the crew point; and ii) the

change in me since they waved me off at QECP a few hours ago. | run towards them smiling and bouncing

with energy (well, as much as it is possible to bounce after 48 hoursand1 45 mi |l esé) . | turn

heated car seat, instead opting to sit in the camping chair outside the car. | tell them | am on a roll and |
want to be quick!

I inhale a pot of porridge, drink some coffee, eat some chocolate, put in my lunch order for the next crew

stop and am quickly off running down the road and towards the end of the SDW and the start of the
Wayfarers Walk.

| run all the way.




WAYFARERI NG TO ST SWI THUN, AKA DAY TH

The next 32 miles to Farnham and the start of the NDW is the section | know least well. It is the only part

t hat | di dnot know before entering the raaeSt Howeve
Swithuns Way (SSW) twice over the last few months in preparation, most recently in November.

Deliberately close to race day to keep them fresh in my mind.

The Wayfarers Walk in its entirety is a 70-mile long-distance walking path that winds through Berkshire and
Hampshire. We are running just 15 or so of its middle miles. Although a minor trail compared to the NDW
and SDW, i tntarkedane buper easy to navigate. | barely need to glance at the map on my wrist.

The path crosses several fields, following a small trodden groove in the mud. A messy muddle of footprints
showing me the way. I think about those runnend ahe
wonder how many pairs of feet have traversed this field in the past 12 hours.

|l 6d Il ove to describe the next few hours in detail,
many of my memories are from the race, or when | ran it in September or November. | suspect the latter.
All my energy is going on keeping moving and staying awake.

In the light of the day, | am generally happy, content and moving well. Whilst submerged in a menagerie of
animals in the dead of last night, | genuinely thought | was done with running and mentally prepared myself

for a long, slow walk to the finish. My body surprises me with its strength and capabilities as | run most of

this section. And | feel comfortable doing so. Dono

My one frustration is my constant need to pee. Every 20-30 minutes without fail. The stop-start nature of

this disrupts the flow and rhythm of my run. Am | that hydrated? Have | drunk too much? Or is this some

weird reaction my body is having after being awake and moving for 48+ hours?* (*as a side note, Ilwa s n 6t
the only person who complained about constantly needing to pee on day three so maybe it was

some sort of bodily reaction?)

| run through the National Trust property at Hinton Ampner, passing several dog walkers and young

families. One gentleman stops me to curiously ask m
simply say | d&dm running a raceé He wishes me well as
loneliness of the nighttime miles, it s | o v e ang intéraxt witheo#her people.

Leaving the National Trust grounds | strip off several layers. The morning is warm. | realise we have been
very lucky with the weather. Bitter cold rain coming into Washington aside, the mild conditions have been
excellent for Dec e ldbawebeen sotvérysdiffeventnliayens stowedtin my pack, | then
need to stop for another peeé

Through the small village of Cheritonanda | ong t he Ri v er ,andradng, butthankiubystillf ul |
fully contained within its banks! Up and around several more bare and barren winter fields and through a
tiny woodland before | find myself standing in the middle of a golf course.

The path on the ground seemingly does not match the path on my watch. | turn in a circle, going backwards

and forwards over the same 20 metres againanda gai n. &nélm gt meglgl e t o orient
sure where | came from and for a brief few moments | certainly have no idea where | am going. A dog

walker seeing me staring aimlessly into thin air points me to a signpostands ay s @At her e 0.

Somewhere around the outskirts of New Alresford, the WW becomes the St Swithun& Way.

St Swithun& Way is a 34-mile long-distance walk from Winchester to Farnham named after Swithun, a 9th-
century Bishop of Winchester. Made up of a combination of field paths and bridleways it roughly follows the

Wi nchester to Farnham stretch of the Pilgrimsdéd Way
lies under the adjacent A31).



The early road section of SSW is a welcome respite from the mud of the WW fields. | know | am close to
the next crew stop. | am tired and | am ready for a break.

I run into the village hall car par k at Brndshapagpeds Su
ready and waiting for me. My pack is taken off my back and my coat is draped over my shoulders as | slide
gratefully into the chair.

Ni k ki hands me a Mc &dmyagbddldhave newrstdstedoanythivwgnso good! Potato is one
of my top jogging foods. Correction. Potato is one of my top foods, full stop. The greasy, salty potato-y
goodness is absolutely delicious.

I follow the hash browns with a noodle chaser. As |
for lunch and have been thinking about them for the past ten miles. The noodles are topped off with coffee
and some dark chocolate whilst my pack is refilled with a range of snacks for the next part of the journey.

| regularly struggle to eat in races. | get nauseous followed by an upset stomach. And once my stomach
has O6gonebd, psychol ogically, Il just dondét want to e

This was the cause of my DNF at WW100 in 2021, and coming into the Winter Downs, food and fuelling
had been one of my biggest concerns. | can just about blag the second half of a hundred on gels and coke,
but I knew from the onset that | would need more than that for this race.

Whether it was the cooler temps (most of my issues have been during warm summer races) or the lower
intensity, | had ZERO stomach issues.

And | ate SO much!

200 MI LES OF SNACKS
| ate:

fEi ght peaamngamuwrteps. These were all eaten in th
fThree Hot Cross Buns.

fMany (many) bananas.

56 Graze kinpelemunry butter fl apjacks.

45 Nakd Berry Bars

12-3 Sen malt | oafs

8fr uantdat biscuits

fSeveral sachet sf ooofd b(atnhainsa ibsabnyy f all back when |

fA handf ul of gel s ( usretdh eo nv eyr yi nl cewreesrtg eonfc i mosme nt s

1Sever al mi ni dark chocol ate bars.

fA handf ul of vegan jelly sweets.

f6pi mpeg porridge potsé The further into the race
had jam; jam with sugar; peanut butter; and t he

fTwo t omaatsm umpwp with bread.

fThree insttame IJpiasd ayou add boiling water to in a

fTwo packetsi el Blomadbored couscous.

fTwo packets of instant noodl es ( tahnedseer et oao kB In@ hbia

fTwo (three?) vegan sausage roll s.

fMany Hashamhdwmants pot atoes (Brian had precooked a
friamgekeheated them when | want ed! Ni kKki, with n

morningél!).

fTwo bowls of soup at Bl ackboys CP1.

fHal f a portionao#d bPaganal asa®uoatainability Centr

fA bakedapdbdeans at Far nham.

flnitially,andq@uwasnkk. wlatwanted to stay off of caff
to a coffee in t henfimioddItéehenf omi dhtwasne n a caf f



1l carried onenéfihaskl as kwat esquash. M@o kseg udausrhi nfg a

second night. | found slowly sipping Coke hel pe
INiI k ki di dnot t el |l me until a few weeks | ater t ha
sugar in my coffees. Il 6m not sure i f she was se
each cup towards the endé Sha aslugarcewmnaed myp Ctod
struggling with sleep demons. My poor teeth!
Ml also drank several smal/l car taeoma codu polrea nogfe h auti
chocol at es.
Everything | ate and drank was vegan. | ate proper food at the crew points and then snacked every 40
mi nutes or so while running. Thanks to Garmin alert
me!
Anyway, all this talk of food is making me hungry!
Bishops Sutton to Alton.
Eleven uneventful miles.
Run. Walk. Tip-Tap. Pee. Music. Mud. Eat. Repeat.
StSwi t hwajausut shldeBERi ePapet
Fields, woods, tracks and trails. | bump into Pierre, the photographer, as | am wading through a foot of mud
on the outskirts of Chawton. ltds nice to chat for
My feet are hurting. The pain radiates up into my lower shins. First the right, then the left, then both. Every
step hurts. |l worry that |1 6ve done something bad bu
usually happen to one leg, not both at the same time.
Looking back, | blame the mud on the Vanguard Way. We had to work so hard to stay upright, engaging
every little muscle around the foot and ankle to stay stable, and now, two days later they are letting me
know that they are not happy about it. I wasnodt t he



As the pain increases, my rollercoaster mood lowers. The crew point at Alton cannot come soon enough. |
need a rest. And a painkiller.

Nikki and Rel are parked in a small car park outside the job centre. The glamorous life of an ultrarunner®
crew! Rel has her camping stove out -dgdtamdiandthemeen my r
road is busy. We giggle about what a sight the three of us must be to passing commuters!

| leave Alton with a new playlist playing in my ears and a smile on my face.
Fast forward several hourseé

THE F*CKI NG HORSES CAN GET I N THE F®CRKNANG Bl

| tip-tap my way through the arts university in the foulest of moods unable to even notice, let alone
appreciate, the sculptures lining the path. | turn away from the uni and onto the road towards Farnham town
centre. I n the Waitrose car par kandPeslc@su seo lwewrr feu lc | fa

| tip-tap towards the crew point spewing a torrent of explicits at anyone within earshot about how the f**king
horse riders can get in the f**king bin.

The last 5 miles (felt like 50) have been horrendous. As the sky darkened mid-way between Alton and
Farnham, the trail conditions deteriorated and so did my mood. And it had all started so brightly. | left Alton
with Kisstory Classics in my ears, feeling refreshed, revitalised and ready to go.

The first few miles pass without incident. | watch the sun setting behind me and leave it as long as possible
before turning on my head torch, enjoying the I|inge
few weeks since | was last here. Then, in a blaze of autumn colours, it was a joy to run along.

Down country lanes and past village churches. Through farms, across and around fields. With names like
Upper Froyle, therebds a quintessentially British co

The further along the trail | traipse, the deeper the mud becomes and the deeper | sink back into my hole.
Those quintessentially British farmers have had some fun churning up the fields, leaving small lakes* in the
imprints of their tyres (*big puddles). The mud is draining, energy-sapping and never-ending.

The path merges with a shared bridal way and this is where | leave my patience behind. Horses have had a
galloping party on the St Swithun& Way. Dancing along the path, leaving a cacophony of deep shoe
imprints in the already treacherously deep mud. It makes the claggy ground even more rutted, rough,
uneven and impossible to run on.

Partly impossible because of the foot, ankle andl ower | eg pain |1 6d first been
Both sides, left and right. Pain radiates from the top of my foot up into my lower shins. Putting my feet up

for ten minutes in Alton and taking a couple of paracetamol had masked the pain for a couple of hours. But

as | get closer to Farnham and the ground becomes more perilous, the mask slips alongside my mood.

Every. Single. Step. Hurts.

Every lump, bump and uneven patch of ground exasperates the pain. | curse the horses that had churned
up the path. | curse the riders of the horses for riding them along the path. | curse the path. For me, this is
far worse than anything the Vanguard Way threw at us.

A sign telling me | am four miles from Farnham brings me to tears. How am | only eight miles from Alton?
|l 6ve been on this path for HOURS. Altonbds joyous da
nighttime miles. Four miles. Four more miles of THIS.



Fuming. Absolutely fuming.

Al ready in a stupor, a sharp pain shoots throang h my
mud, there is little | can do about it. It fuels my anger further.

But itdéds that anger that keeps me moving. I 6m stubb
We go again.

And again.

And again.

Tip, slip, tap, sl apé

And then I d&m in Farnham, wal king towards Fairy Rel b
| want a sit-down.

| want a sleep.

| want to cry.

| just want to be done.

The explicit words falloutof my mout h | i ke a waterfall. | dondt c:
can get in the f**king bin.

As |1 d&m ranting, Ni kki tells me they have a surprise
Helen!
Now | cry.
Helen is one of my best friends, her parents I|ive i
work and jumped on atraintocomeands ee me. I dondét think at the ti me

this meant to me.

Not only that, shedés brought me a homegrown &by her
vegan butter. My own personal Deliveroo! Baked potato and beans is one of my favourite meals and, oh my
god, it tastes SO good!

Pretty quickly | forget about the horse riders and the bin.

| &m bundl ed into the waandchahwitloHelen. James @arren (mét at&/@/100ipot at
2021 and a Farnham local) sticks his head inthe cardoorandt el | s me t hat | 6ve done
about the mud. He tells me that the North Downs Way that | am heading towards is in a much better

condition.

Nikki strips off my socks, cleans my feet and tapes my toes. The blisters have already burst.



| ask for ten minutes of quiet. | sit in the front seat, close my eyes and let my mind rest. | know that | need

to pulll myself out of this funk if | am to have any
Farnham for an hour or so. Again, a | ot Il onger than
what your body and mind needs.

Heading into my third night, | am deep in the unknown, pushing my body further than it has ever been
pushed before. With all my careful pre-race planning, | could not plan for this.

Still somewhat disorientatedanda | i tt 1l e reluctant to | eave the crew
goodbye and with a tip tap of my poles head off towards the NDW. Having sat down for a prolonged period,
it takes me a few minutes to get al/l my | i mbs wor ki

want to work with my arms and my head is somewhere else altogether.

Somehow t hough, | 6m c omp o s e drig-lefoofitgerwinding alleyevay écadmg r  t h e
from Waitrose onto Castle Street. | emerge into the
weeks before Christmas. ltés busy.

| wonder what I look like tip-tapping my way along the road in three-day-old clothes, mud-splattered legs,

three hoods, a buff pulled up over my face and a newly added beanie hat. | peep somewhat longingly

through the windows of the fancy bars and restaurants gazing at the smiling people inside.

| draw my eyesawayandback to the road. A few minutes | ater,

the NDW.

Next stop, Juniper Hall.

EPi ePapet



| T6S NOT AN AXE MURDERERé AKA NORTH DOWNS WAY

If only it was that easy.

James W (too many Jamesod) was right. This early sec
is the mud. Gone is the rutted path and with the help of some paracetamol, gone is the pain.

And gone is my mood.

The NDW with all its memories is pulling me out of my hole. | feel lighter and more buoyed than | have
done for many hours.

If the VGW is where | discovered trail running, the NDW is where | came of age. My ultra-running journey

started here at the NDWH5O0. | think back to that May day in 2017, as | innocently stood on the start line with

no idea about how profoundly those 50 miles would impact my life.

With music in my ear s, | 6m now moving along at spee

walking with intentandp ur pos e . I trained to walk knowing that |
walk fast and at this point in the race, | am walking as fast as | can run.

These first few miles of the NDW are easy going. Looking back, perhaps | should have run them but at the
time | was quite content to still be moving. And more importantly, to be moving happy.

Il &m trundling through t he wo-tagpmkgon the l@afy caget.rSuddanly ltatne wo
aware of a barking dog ahead of me. Loud and angry. Woof, woof WOOF! A bright light sweeps across me
momentarily blindngmeandl hear someone shout AWho are you, wha

ARunni ng, I &m runningéo

The person holding the light shines it on themselves illuminating their police uniform, the large, and slightly
fierce-looking dog, still barking, strains at its lead in front of him.

Why am | running in the woods?
l &m i n a race. There are | ots of us.

Have | seen anything? They are on the trail of a burglar. They found the stolen goods discarded nearby and

the dog is on his scent. Heds not gone faré

No, nothing.

I ask if am | safe to carry on. The police officer
Not hel pful Mr Pol i ceman, not helpful. And no, defi

| continue, with my music off and all senses on high alert. If anything, the potential of an axe murderer in
the woods makes me move even faster. Soon | am on the road leading to Farnham Golf Club.

The tip-tap of my poles on the tarmac is now the only sound in an otherwise quiet night. | round a corner to
see two shadowy figures and another dog walking towards me. | hold my breath as one of the shapes
speaksé | tadd#fnndbalfaadsBailey the dog) from Striders of Croydon, my running club!



Theydd been tr ac kanhdrdecidad boespemdaheireFridaynnight huating down me and Debra

(another Strider running) to cheer us on! | am dazed, somewhat confused, on the lookout for an axe
murdererandpr obably dondét make a | ot amlbriefscennessationtlgives me hi s s
such a boost.

Il &m bl own away by the support | receive during the
either popped out to cheer me on or sent messages via Brian, Nikki and Rel. AlImost every time | see them,

they send me on my way with words of encouragement from friends and family. Knowing people had my

back was one of the motivations for keeping me going.

Still smiling, | turn off the road and back onto the trail.
And here we go again.

|l 6ve become somewhat b laadshe tingebdespite my tirednesd lgust splaaht stnaght
through. This is by far the worst of the | ot. It 6s
the water was clear and fast-flowing. | could see where | was going. Here it is murky, muddy, full of debris

and stagnant.

TF, once again, for waterproof socks!

I n my mind, Puttenham i snot far from Far nham. An ho
run in Farnham, Puttenham may only be an hour or so away. My legs are not fresh. | did not start my run in
Farnham. It is dark and | am tired. It starts to feel like | will never make it to Puttenham. Every time | think

the trail is about to pop out onto The Street (fantastic road name!) it disappoints me and turns instead onto
another woodland path | had forgotten about.

When | *finally* make it, Nikki is curled wup iand t he
Rel are crewing me throughout another night. |l 6m no
because they are looking after me.

Rel ushers me into the passenger seat with a coffee and as she makes me a pasta pot, she reminds me to

do my Spanish Duolingo lesson. | have a 690-day learning streak and | am determined not to lose it. My

crew are under strict instructions to remind me eve
Somehow, even with impaired cognitive ability | manage to complete the five-minute lesson!

| stop briefly at the Puttenham checkpoint. | donot

bushandt he opportunity to wash my hands is strong. | 6r
to freshen up and have a quick chat with the volunteers before | head back onto the trail.

WE WENT TO THE BAR FOR A SAMBUCA

My eyes, heavy with fatigue, flicker and my vision narrows. Tiredness engulfs me wrapping me in a
comforting blanket. | 6 m amcdedapeérstgpordr agged i nto a deep

| shake my head trying to rouse myself from the slumber. In a half-awake, half-asleep state | stumble
haphazardly along the path. It keeps narrowing and disappearing into a mesmerising kaleidoscopic tunnel
of patternsands hapes. I candét work out where | am or where

| turn the volume of my music up in an attempt to drown out the noise of the hallucinations and start singing
at the top of my voice to try and force myself awake. Apologies to anyone who may have heard my out-of-
tune tones somewhere between Puttenham and Guildford.

(As an aside, | am listening to Kiss Garage Classics. Sambuca is now forever ingrained in my mind.
Hearing it recently, I was tr ansipWhdewyob gidfkomt o t hi s



across theroom, You had your eyes on me, | had my eyes on you, We went to the bar for a
sambuca, You gave me your number and you took mynu mber 0)

The menagerie of animals, last seen in QECP, swarm in to join the NDW dance party. They close in on me.

Shaking and nodding their leaf-shaped heads in time to the music. Cats, dogs, horsesandani mal s | d
recognise.
| |l ook back now with humour, but in reality, [ donod

during those miles. | remember so little of the path that | have absolutely no idea how | made it to Newlands
Corner.

But somehow | did.
And there are Nikki and Rel. Ready and waiting.

Nikki peels off my pack to replenish drinks and snacks whilst bundling me into the car with a bowl of
couscous and the now standard hot sugary coffee.

| am so tired the hole has once again ensnared me.

| fall deeper down when | am told that the fourth lady has been gaining on me. From a few hours advantage
earlier in the day, Nikki estimates that the gap is now down to 40 minutes. She tells me in her sternest
mother voice that | have to get up, get back out there and keep moving.

| cry.
Again.

There have been more tears in this one race than | think | have shed all year.

I need sl eep. I'toés all I can think of.

I know that there are | ess than 15 miles to go. I k
come close to how exhausted | am. I worry that with
| plead.

Nikki and Rel relentandl 6 m t ol d | can have a few minutes. The ¢
on the warmth of the heated seat, pull my coat around me and close my eyes.

Two minutes, five minutes, t en mi nantdosdea hawnlondpldnave é |
been asleep when the car dooropensandl am t ol d itdés time to move.

But something happened during those fleeting minutes of sleep.
Something changed.
| feel refreshed.

| got into the car feeling despondent. | climb back out with hope.



My one big unknown going into the race was sleep. How would | manage sleep and could | cope with
limited rest?

Right at the end of the race, a learning. | felt better after this spontaneous and brief, sitting-up, nap than |
did after either of my planned and proper lying-down sleeps (at Housedean and QECP). A 10-minute power

nap refreshed meas muchasa30-mi nut e sl eep. And more i mportand | vy,
dizzy.
Igetupandwi t h a renewed vigour, the pack goes straight

handed my poles. | switch up my playlist and the earbuds go back in.
Volume up.
Letds go!

| tip-tap my way across the road. Razor focus. Keep moving. Do not get caught. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10,
11, 12¢é ¢é95, 96, 97, 98, 99, 100. We go again. 1, 2

And again.
And again.
I glance down at the map on my wri st. [ never reald@
even need to think, just mov e . 1, 2, 3, 4 5, 6, 7,

My feet and ankles are in agony with every step sending pain shooting up my legs. Despite this, | move
with a determination that | didnét know | processed
move slow, so | might s mymdsitagam butehisftimesathjoy.l 6 m si ngi

Mist rolls down the slope towards me, silently creeping between the trees. It swirls around, encircling me in
its haze. In the glare of my head torch visibility is reduced to mere metres. Shadowy trees looming large in
the distance suddenly come into focus as | move towards them.

The surreal atmosphere is heightened by the mess of ongoing forestry work around Ranmore Common.
Trees have been felled, logs piled up and branches left scattered on the ground. The removal of so many of
the native beech and oak trees is changing the topography and landscape of the area.

(@)

In the dark, the path is hard to find in amongst the disarray. Signs are fewandf ar bet ween. It
they have been cut down alongside the trees. | question every twist and every turn. Despite running this
section only a few weeks ago, | recognise none of it. Nothing.

| see the flicker of light between the trees 20, 30 metres to my left. A head torch. | crossed paths with two
other runners just after Newlands Corner. | thought they were in front of me, why is there a light over there?

Have | gone wrong?

Have they gone wrong?

Where is the path? | peer at the map on my watch, i
| turn around and retrace my footsteps 200m back to the last sign | saw.

It points down the path | was on.



| retrace my steps, again, climbing over a fallen tree blocking the path for the third time. | need to trust my
instinct, it has not let me down yet.

I power on knowing | am not far from the last crew stop. Emerging onto misty Denbies Hillside | can hardly
see the path in front of me, let alone the view over Dorking to my right or my crew to my left.

But there they are. One final time, ready and waiting.

THE FI NAL FI VE

| am handed a coffeeandam t ol d | dondét need to worry. Fourth |
Marthaés, the crew stop | skipped just before Newla

| take a deep breath in and slowly let it out, calming my mind. There are five miles to go. All | need to do
now is keep moving.

A crew who understands you and knows whattosayandwhen i s i nvaluabl e. My cr e
want race information whilst | was running.

| race blind. I hide the data screens on my watch. Anything to do with time, distance or pace is gone. The
only information | look at is the map for navigation and my heart rate. My only indication of time during the
race came from sunrise, sunset and the occasional glance at a Church clock as | ran past.

| wanted to be competitive, but | find that it is all too easy to become a slave to numbers; pace, distance
and position or to obsess over how fast or slow | am going,andt hi s i snét al ways a pos
becomes the opposite and can negatively impact my race.

I also dondét want to be told how | am doing, what p
only control my race. I candét control what anyone e
The caveat 1is, thatchlanwgamtgot d nfeortnaltd ofmrracddeow do yol

Chasing a cut-off is race-changing. Fourth lady gaining on me with 15 miles to go is race-changing!

Brian could have told me at Housedean Farm that Sophie overtook me whilst | was sleeping (I then
overtook her whilst she was sl eeping before she ove
because at that point in the race, not even halfway, it had little to no relevance.

Whereas this did and | could do something about it.

To be told that | was at risk of losing a podium finish put a fire in my belly and got me moving quicker than |
thought | was capable of 190+ miles into the race. Even with a minor detour in the woods, | made it six
miles to Denbies Hillside in less than two hours, faster than | had moved for many hours! | literally flew
through those woods.

In what must be my quickest crew stop since the Vanguard Way | gulp down a coffee laced with sugar
whil st standing outside Nikkids car. | have no ti me

Within minutes | am back out on the trail. | no longer need to glance at the map on my wrist, | know exactly
where | am going.

Adrenaline pumping, | feel my heart beat faster as | tip-tap my way through DenbiesdVineyard. Whilst the
surrounding woodland is no longer alive with a host of braying animals, my mind plays other games with
me as the path feels far longer than | remember. Along the superfluous and never-ending A24, over the
River Mole and then, there | am, standing at the foot of Box Hill.



| pause and look up.

There is just one 300-foot climb between me and the finish line.

EPi ePapet
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204 mil es
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Iltés now more than two mont &éndthishantaken me fardongerstesweitd thanh e f
expected. I n some ways, it f eednddisbrgakised avaladcke obwordield up
mean, how do you condense something like running 200 miles into a tangible read?

200 freaking miles!

My buckle sits on the shelf by my desk where | can see it every day. | still sometimes have to look at it to
remind myself that | did that. | look back in awe at how strong my body was to carry me such a distance,
and perhaps more importantly, how strong my mind was too.

EPi ePapet

| said at the beginning of my story that | went into the race 100% confident that | was going to finish. Even
through the lowest of moments, that confidence never wavered.

There were some incredibly low moments, but a bit like the hills, after the lowest of the lows came the
highest of highs. | *always* came out the other side.

After crashing at Housedean, | saw the most amazing of sunrises on the South Downs. This was my
favourite moment of the whole race.

After the tears at Washington, | saw the mist lift (physically and metaphorically) and the sunset at
Amberley.

After night twobés hallucinations | eading into QECP,
After the horsesandt he bin on the St Swiandhhe NojttsDowa Way. ¢c a me Hel €
After arriving at Newlands Corner feeling defeated, | left with a fire in my belly.

For me, this race was as much a test of mental strength as physical. | knew that my body could cope with
the distance. | didnét know if my mind could. As so



would | cope with the lack of sleep? How would | deal with the hour upon hour of darkness? Loneliness,
solitude, the col de?

It was tough being out there for so long. 72 hours. 48 of them in darkness. 60+ of them alone. In the dead
of night, there is no escapi ng vy andhavetgbals forghe tase, thogen d w
thoughts 1 both the good and the bad i can become all-consuming.

As always, pre-race | kept my cards close to my chest. Very few people knew my goal.

Firstly, as always, | wanted to run my best and to finish. That goes without saying. But | also wanted to be
competitive, | knew | could be. | wanted to podium, | knew | was capable. | wanted to finish on Friday night

in60-64 hour s. Il 6m di sappointed | di dhilies, but o)l ansnotitrying t hi
again!).
These O6wantsé were not frivolous oO6wantsé. These Owa

When | realised that | was going to have to run through a third night and miss my time goal, | cried. After
the sleep demons of night two, | was very, very scared about what might happen during night three.

| cried more tears over those 200 miles than | had done for the previous 200 days. As someone who
struggles to express their emotions, put me on a trail and suddenly they all come flooding out. | put
everything, and | mean EVERYTHING into this race. The tears show just how much completing it meant to
me.

In the cool light of day, some of my disappointment with my finish time dissipated. Right from the first
finishers through the field, times were slower than expected. The conditions on the Vanguard Way did it.
The mud was draining and energy zappingandl don6ét think anyone ever qui't

Can | just blame the Vanguard Way though? | wonder
run blind. If | had looked at the time during the race?

| had three times as much elapsed time as Laura and Sophie, the first and second ladies (ie | spent three
times as long *not* running as they did).

Would | have had less elapsed time had | been checking my watch?
Or, if was obsessing over time, would | have rushed my rests to a detrimental effect?
Maybe.

Whilst | know that at a couple of crew stops | took slightly longer than | needed, overall | chose a more
holistic approach. | listened to my body. When it needed a rest, | gave it a rest. When it was feeling good 1
at Beaconhill Beaches for example i | rested less.

| planned to stop for an hour at QECP. After feeling dizzy and faint, | stopped for over two. Had | realised
this at the time, would I have pushed myself to get

Would this have impacted the next section though to Beaconhill Beaches when | felt strong and moved
well?

Could less rest have made my overall race time longer?



Sleep was the big unknown and | had to learn what workedandd i d ndé6t wor k-tiheoduaringtlee i n r
race. Big sleeps didnodt anddizky. HoWdves, yLO-nhireite powenmapsfingdhe | i n g
front of the car did work. Another time, maybe more frequent shorter naps might keep me feeling refreshed

for longer.

Whil st a small part of me is slightly disappointed
cannot be disappointed with my overall race.

My training and hard work paid off. | ran/hiked strongly throughout and was still moving well at the end.
Except for swollenfeetandankl es (1 é6m bl aming the VGW againé¢),
Glutes, quads, hamstrings, all fine. Surely a testament to my increased focus on strength training. My body
was the strongest it had ever been, and it showed.

200 miles. OMG. What else can | say?

There is stildl so much | st i | and Iseevhingsprémemberithingsehear a b o u
things and am transported back to that trail. | wish | could capture every essence of the race so that | never
forget any of it. | mainly write for my own memories. If anyone reading made it this far, then thank you.

| freaking ran 200 miles. Even my mind is blown at the absolute absurdity of it!

Loo&kt hai r edinmgfsackeRi ePapet



THANK YOU

To Centurion for dreaming the dream and turning it into reality. You made this race for me and, as always,
it was superb. Forever grateful that | had the opportunity to run the inaugural event.

To the volunteers who gave up their time so that we could do this crazy thing and jog 200 miles around the

South East of England in the middl e of aldeildirgmebsdaor € f o
support.

To Brian, Nikki and Rel. Simply put, | could not have done this without you and a simple thank you is not a
strong enough gratitude. Ultra running really is a team sport.

Jusgri ssBng avin tNii kakri ®Redt hfei ni sBEPi ePapet

AN ADDENDUM (BECAUSE | DI DN6T KNOW WHERE ELS&EndirO PU
WORE

The WD200 mandatory kit list was extensive, as it needed to be for a winter race of this magnitude. My fully
loaded pack weighed in at around 5kg, just under 10% of my body weight.

|l 6m al ways f asci nat amudeinrasek antl manyeobnpy lpwechases have been
influenced by the recommendations of others.

I have been running for many years but in all honestly, | have never given much thought to winter kit. Living
in the South East, conditions are rarely bad i even on the trails. | throw on an extra layer, wear two pairs of
gloves and deal with it.



But after a couple of horrible runs during Surreyods
and feet got so cold | could barely move them, | knew | needed to carefully consider my kit for Winter
Downs. | worried that if conditions were bad, my current kit could scupper my race.

Control the controllable.

After years of making dowithlow-c o st al ternatives (1 6m a jogger on a
guality gear that would i) see me through the Winter Downs and ii) last me. | admit it, as a result, | have

become a bit of a Montane w*nker. | like their kit. It does the job, it fits, it looks good and it is super

comfortable.

So, my standout pieces of kit that | wused during th

FEET | HOKA SPEEDGOAT 5

With mixed terrain, this was one of those races where there was no one perfect shoe for all 200 miles. With
the Hoka Speedgoat, | opted for comfort and sacrificed a little on the grip. They performed way above my
expectations in the mud and were comfortable throughout. 100% happy with my shoe choice.

FEET | GECKOWHARGHK NEAET ERPROOF SOCKS

|l 6ve already sung their praises!

PACK | MONTANE GECKO 20 LI TRE

I |l ov e, | ov e, LOVE this pack. ltds been my pack of
perfectly, is super comfortable and carries everything | need for day-long adventures. | love the easily
accessible pockets (which means my snacks are always on hand!).

| opted to use the 20-litre bag for WD200 when | thought | might need to be carrying more spare clothing, in
hi ndsight, as much as | l ove this bag, | wish |1 6d u
litres. 15, or even 12, would have been plenty.

BODY | MONTANE SPI NE WATERPROOF JACKET

| upgraded from the lite version and this jacket is superb. Although it only rained for a short while during the
race, | have used it in hours and hours of torrential rain and have stayed bone dry. After putting it on 14 or
so miles in, I didndét take it off again. I kept it

I also had Montane waterproof trousers asanddardti donfétm

BODY | MONTANE FI REBALL LI TE PRI MALOFT I NSULATED JA

This was a treat to myself and | am in love with it. So much prefer it to a down jacket for warmth and
versatility. | wore it during the nights and it kept me lovely and toasty!

BODY | MONTANE WOMENOGS PROTI UM HG@OMON TRAINEE QMO MEANGKE T
PROTI UM LI TE HOODEBLPEBECE

The Protium hooded fleece jacket was part of my mandatory kit. Unlike the emergency base layers, we
could use and wear this. | wore the Protium Lite fleece during night one and then switched to the heavier
fleece for nights two and three.

By night three | was wearing a Merino base, the Protium hooded fleece jacket, the Montane Fireball
Primaloft, a cheap DHB windproof layer AND the Montane Spine Waterproof.

I had all three hoods up plus a buff and a beanie hat!



HANDS | MONTANE PRI SM DRY LI NE WATERPROOF MITTS

How many times can | say game-changer? Like waterproof socks, proper winter, waterproof mitts were an
absolute game changer. As someone who suffers from poor circulation and has finished many a winter run

with no feeling in her fingers and toes, hands and feet were one of my big worries. If my hands get cold, |

lose dexterityandl candét do things. I f 1 ¢ an 0 tandidsinkingrbgcontea nd s |,
harder because | candt open a packet or grip a bott

Montane Prism Mitts are NOT cheap but they are worth every single penny. My hands were the warmest
they have ever been. With a pair of liner gloves underneath, at times my hands were so hot | had to take
the mitts off!

I will never again skimp on gloves. And hopefully, now | have these, | will never again suffer from cold
hands when jogging!

LEDLENSER MH10 HEADTORCH

Worn for 48 of the 71 hours this is a brilliant head torch. Super bright with a long battery life. | carried two
torches (thanks Brian for the loan of the second!) with a battery charger in the crew car. Whenever | saw

my crew at night, they would pop a new battery in. | put it on at sunset and took it off at sunriseandd i d n 0 t
have to think about it between the two.

I think this really is the end nowé

Sunr osldeaywati t ¢ hBe acgdyf. av o umoinieem tit hrea clEePi ePapet



THBVNI NTER DOWNS 200 (by Debra Bou

| 6ve bemeinl er20c0uri ousd for a |ittle while, so when C
200, much of it on familiar trails, I found myself

for training and isestcag. abSt dumniperamaéldinDorking, t
|l oop: east on the North Downs Way (NDW), south on t
Way (SDW), then northeast on the Wayfarer ds aWal kvi (W
the | ast 25 miles back on the NDW.

My initial aim was to cover 70 miles a day each of
the summer and autumn passed, | found that wor k was
fitness 16d | ost dul22 owas btoauki ng [1COVJeDr itnhan expecH
great with no sleep. Somehow, weekend days avail abl
commit ment s, and in the end | managed to remind mys
sttarof the SDW t wice, and cover the |l ast bit of the
going to do the remaining 60 miles on the SDW | des

di dndét happen.

My revised plan was to cover 60 miles a day on each
morning with 25 familiar miles to go, and finish wi
mi dnight; plan C, as always, was to finish

My wonderfully supportive husband, Aidan, took me t
stayedindtper Hall over amignhutt et ot raavvoei ld parnodb |l eansst. Race
runners gathering outside the hall, | found the bot

and sorted out the | eakingiwgtéehebobd6tinheé, cdoameésdowas
watch to selieictt waerse <toiulrlsel oadi ng when he reached A

Day 1: NDW & VGW

It was mild for the time of year and although it ra
stopping and donning coats worthwhil e, it was never

[ Coll ey Hill-EBPhePhrle NDW
I ran for much of the day with Al an, who lived in t
so | enjofyemg!| ayibmg native guide. Up and down the hi
rugged sl opes.
The NDW got pretty muddy in places, but | stayed on
forward, emerging with muddy thighs and forearms bu
VGW run together, past gt hder &Sceesnavd chl Meu é dnm@ami,nt he



brief pause at Limpsfield Chart (an official crew s
and sip some hot tea.

I normally | ove running
recces had prepared me f
treacherous that running
muddy fields, periodic s

n the Vanguard Way, but 1|6
r the mud, in al|l varietie
Wgs hiempessiwhlt &; bay apalee s Mu
tretches of road.

Then the unexpected: where on my recces there had b
them, instead -whee esnwawIing friiewled with a bridge in th
l eft and right ther g wasunmdg psos smeb islhirtuyg gefd gdiin os oy
towards the bridge, Alan first, wusing his poles to
high socks. The water got deeper, reachi negpero satnidl It
before the bridge, where | was very glad for Al anoés
rivferld, very glad we had reached this stildl in day
conditions wheltd emo®tnlcye lwe FTexchptd thhe &SDM ream sec
forestry trail before Altonéitidcdhecededghot ot wotell a

[ Looking back iotvheer btrhied grei viesr t o the | eft of tfF

Where the route was runnabl e, part of me wanted to
good idea in ultras so | held myself back. Was it t
sore feet, rather thanetriréedm eagd, sulrewed me

I't gradually became evident that Alan wanted to sl o
we parted company.itlhterwa swearag kl @ yhowrws dar kness eac!
|l joined a group of runners for a while and we chat
first aid station, at 49 miles. Finally there, we w
drinks, clothing changeBFhenolppdc hgowtp. sTipel hardest p
shoes back on.

Outside, the sky had cleared, the stars were out an
of f and just | ooked up at them, spending a few minu
of those times |  hsaedeitrhge o wnbhavtae drewas daloéne for this
ilédm happy with company but also enjoy peaceful sol
I nto the woods after Chiddiindglaywkdud |y éde@op hetrr € amnte
bridge and after a bri ef ciosnufrufsaicoen u(nwheart wbartiedrg,e ?b)u tl
wadi ng-deapagh



At Berwick Station | met Nicky, my friend who had o

Aidan. As planned, I stopped for a longer break. Fo
inside), warm socks on.td diheragmhtNilc kwo uMads nveavkd rn gg arte
l onger totally dark outside. One day and 61 miles d

Day 2: VGW & SDW

[ Leaving Ber WPhkt 8t abupoh&Niycly Kiadd]

| |l eft the station soon after dawn, and | ookinigg bac
great -Imdader. Soon | was descending into Alfriston,
|l ives, then up triben dthee priidH aggecemtowf on t he South Dc

[ Sunrise day 2, shortly after | eaving Be



I passed a couple of other rudeprsvednesbobkohfepad
tablet (he | ooked a | ot better when | saw him | ater
but thankfully was$habbke tfoudd #osael Sou

It was another grey day, with a fair amount ofmidrei z
stretch that | hadndét managed to recce. Some bits w
enough to give mera bowdsf ekl képt whpecting to see

wasndét far to Truleigh YHA, yet each hill or corner
By the early afternoon, my apparefit hadkhopedr bgr ma
time on the drier trails and now | felt sure | was

enough to stumbl e acrgeslss:t wdbe xa neanzd nQt eevrea.i Il awmas abl
come to terms with the bad news of how far | still

dose of sympathy that enabled me to set off again f

Visibilidgrnyowagls tlloawt | could only partially see the
approach, but about 10 minutes |l ater the c¢clouds par
to an amazing combination ofs Ibiegfhotr ea nTdr untiesitg. h wlehree |
and dusk making navigation, even with the GPX, har d
done.
Il
il
‘v/-
($f7
4 ¢

[ Cl osest approachihkar @lhye wiisnidbrid lisn t he mi
Leaving the aid stamioontafstkeeppotd Aodnd ©®Bat the m

clear, dry night. This hugely improved my mood and

decent track, onl y tamdglramade sat |y watssed a turning

and found the missed turning. Down, over the main r

through here on numerous occasions AND kel pathker whi

hiding in shadows behind a crew car. Onward up the

with grunts and occasional squeals on either side,
I

pretty wel



[ Day 2 shortly ibfefionrge odfustkhe mi st and my m

Somewhere along here Sonny, who |1 dd met on previous
t here, caught wup with me. We continued together for
movi ng, until the Cockidagn caredv gwti na wehrey ewd| omeme Ah |
Day 3: SDW, WW & SSW
It was getting light, and | didnét want to waste da
so | decided to try only amibmutd nlapepatAemi sthalke a
ages t etgoectk erde antdhebacrkaidn and then moved at a snai
I eventually had the sense to take a caffeine table

It was difficult to work out the distances to crew
useless, since it kept adding miles while I was sl e
key points in Omiles somgbbdbmebutueveni haatuwat e.

However, finally | reached Queen Elizabeth Country
fill my water bottles. The GPX said 72 miles to go,
confidence and my moodheMyBusext natbop i wgulCe& nbhe et ai d
a | ong hill, past t he -fgadizrn g gl ipgonti .e sl ti nwd h ed arl k esadm
aid station, whemienudt éh asdn amodd .her 90

After |1 woke | saw a message from NBe&ogo rshiyliln gBeédaeh
pointOopéd forgotten to tell her |1 was stopping!
Having recced, | wasndét surprised when | had to wad

the footpath in addition to its wusual channkilgh alth
waterproof socks. Ev e notnu ayl Inyu dodryt o apt ahtelr tthhaatn waosv e r e ¢
Onwar d.

Somewhere along here, two peopilleanmeasl kainndg Aan ndaobge Ic,a |wl
Ally and wished her well, then continued to find me
before I went on.

At Beaconshill Beeches it was | ovely to see -uNo c(kaynd
to apologise to Nicky!). Through Cheriton, with fal

wher e | had anot here swroeosztel.i nilg coofufl dmyb twefta,c muddy wa't



warming them with a handwar mer would be enoiwgnhd. 11 sw

didnét change the socks. Big mistake.

It was 11 muddy miles to Alton. The worst stretch w
wide track had been well chewed up by machinery. I n
I was able to buy a hot wseeg anf stahuesiarg et aiolldt sa.n dl nwaaknre
although -ni hade asi®oze, I stupidly still didndit cha
the time I had expected to be | eaving Farnhamny, 5and

miles in the past day?

Day 4. SSW & NWD

My feet were feeling tender on the soles, which slo
the way felt at |l east partially familiar from my re
to stop anditchheeyc kiwetehpbednu nt i | Far nham.

[ On the St Swithunds Way between Alton a

I finallgtmaBaernham about noon, to bétmey,weéoeatt gc
runners they had met over the past days. Aidan was
a focaccia, and a seat in their van, where | snooze
Aidan finally arrived and | moved to our car. Ginge
socks revealed white, swoll en, wialt ewd s gagre dt Ise i wa yo nt |
spent the next 20tordB9® mhemtesttuging hand sanitiz
suck out the water, then wipe it off withilpatpheaughtw

remembered that most of the NDW was pretty reasonab

With Aidan expecting to meet me at every crew stop,
supplies and set off with -antightepapaek &adnaami gb
road and was confrontekdnedegemudoyewangrtheaphyh as f
somehow never run it when flooded |ike this, and it
and started wading. I't was col d. [ rapi dloyjm denadl dphe
waterproof socks had given me on the previous flood



[ Flooded pat hi Pmottc ec NDIW EGlyl ioef Daanvds o n ]

I thought | knew this section of the NDW quite wel/l
Neverthel ess, I finally reached Puttenhaangaiwh.erle po
into Puttenham Aid Statiyomo( L84 mihleespiVvVety almdi eva s

there were only a fiadwri nmgd@0HOb&di gat mesed t o being
mi dpack and this was a reminder that | hBadinndt2 2e2g.ail
to firmly remind myself t haoffl awads dsitdndt 7nte ehdo utros pa

Onward towards St Marthaés where | was due to meet
expectin St Mart haods o, and thatoés what Aidan sai d
sign sai AHal f Penny LamaehCat hPark8y t ad usmeowmi s
and wasn goiirwge toult dr mekeacl couple of miles furth
Wh ally got there, after a |ittle dssengibn
di i se as Bex and Steve were there, waiting for

[ i ctions to Denbies Hillside for the final
ar kZoeohor rham,asisrejdur ed but gamely inching
nwar ds.
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't | ike 15. Nor mal
e a nightmare in w
[tohsee rGPtXo Imywoul d he

ive miles to Denbies. |t f
med to go on forever, |

e
k
ees but never ggoeatlt.i N tahnoyu tc
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Trees and trail, trees and trail. Then suddenly a ¢

Anot her brief-dbbwin wel oame cairt and | gathered myself
remainder of the route from here to the top of Box
This gave my | egsnd bimamagedenermygvea a |ittle bit
on the downhill stretches, even though | was defini
Above Denbies vineyard, down through the estate, th
dual carriageway to the Stepping Stones car park be
subway. | remember ederomet elfl itrhee md htelratr ufnnom t her e
hundred yards if we didndét have to go back and up a
t haitl |l ogi cal because nobody-wds® frarceiilng me to do th



That i1 1 oigiincarletarnogseprect really frustratiggaveatme ed mar

t hat pushed me forward: up the road, plunging into
steps a | ot fast eorugthhtanp ols swiobulled ahfatveer t2h0O0O+ mi | es . I
Sonny. The |l ast step climbed, |l T3ames edatd on&i dgt hat
t he NDW back to Juniper Hall would be daoktdt o Mypme wa
mi ssed the turning. o We retraced our steps and fin
pat h.

I jogged and ran as best | could, first with Sonny
for the next marker, scanning the ground so | didno
the direction. Theretwashet teopstoodne hteower azi ly steep
descended stawtyopusexbvnatired | egs, but my anger gayv
along the |l ast Dbit of woodl and pat h bhed ofrienipsl huinngg nag

| felidradded, happy to have earned my buckI|l®N&nd co
record (122 wultras), but al 58&8:d2 &:a2®,0i mitedi wg trhy mB

Coul d 1 have done bedadlelriznd fddy d3 ,s| e&mpd metf olret tmy f
probably. Being bett edOMIrDaifnietdn e shsa cwko utlod nhya vper ec on s i ¢
Still, reduced fitness, sleep and footcamg miwnt & ves
feet .

Woul d | do it again? Well, there are other 200s out

2006uri ous.

[ Fini 8Redt o cour tENiyc koyf Kainddd ]




TROMSMORKETI DSMI LA 10K (by Sarah A

As with most of my running adventures it started wi
years ago when he suggested as his first half marat
Norwegian Lapland in tkae shrotfifer@idr &1 «&.m Bma dWe ktm r
expanded to include marathon distance. I was new t
so | opted for the 5Kk. [ remember crossing tthheatf iinti’
Fast forwa@02ad3tandi 8tephen suggested a repeat trip;

he was curious to seenhowgwéi wo @l d stdhoahtia éwfe anadnel bhaacd
try for the 10 km.

So, o]
headi
| ayov
onwar
room
but i

Thhasedayy4we flew out of Gatwick with Norweg
for Denmark, as it is no | onger possible to
in Copenhagen, with justneaem®mughbun ianfe tflog tcro

flight into Tromso, and the regular shuttle
t he Scandic | shaven Hotel, whi ch iog tmbe t o fsfi

footthaentsityart/ finish area.

(e}

settled in we headed across the road to a p
see what had changed. We spent Friday expl
s arothmeériwisehtpiemenanent dar kness. Although
able number of museums and other attraction
e Oue sCatthedralCat hedral a Spaniard spodrted
with steel coils that sit on the underside
or tomorrow, he was thinking about trail sh
, we suggested hélseeehowgmiclssmewwbel d have t
i ng. We otnhetno wahlek ecdkabl e car, whose Fiogmbsr wéecol
wm yFl oya. The viewing complex gives an amazing

ar out of town | would be running.
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The view of Tromso from the cable car a

Nextheaded to the race pasta party, which also incl
(both also available on Saturday morning).-shveny ome
mer chandi se you need to buy it at number coll ecti on
avail able plus salad and bread) it was an early nig

Overnight there was considerable snowfall, for whicec
been very icy and | had been having doubts about my
pace. My r acepnmnwharcthedaldtowle.dl 5 or a reasonabl e breal
both trail shoes and roadsshobesweienhl| Yakbhraxsdgd toaefr
ready. Given our reasons for coming back ady,walsatd th
devel oped a knee issue before Christmas which preve
my support crew. Prior to the warmup I ran in my ¢tr
been very icy the dayabeéblel #Havidgdnboi ssagswith



Whil st | was getting ready, the marathon runners we

Sjotun on Kval oya | slpamadc rtoos ss tKavratl otyhae iarn dr vorv eat tlhe ¢
(Sandnes Strait Bridge) to enter Tromso by the airp
start in thé@®tdhwn fcenatrrgpgmh amdl df tarati vdd at the star!/
finished. Wi thin seconds they were off and then it

needed as i 2A®gaNoasoamer hawr weatrhriaumi swlee dvewestal abonf
main street Storgata and out into the suburbs. The

either on snow in the centre of the road or in the

optionkmThenher s nsithaurtteesd affitveer us and we all foll ow
hal f maanatfhuon hrer al ong the coastU-ttuo nt haen da irreparuatei bnegf
back. I't was not | ong beforekmeroeanehed thAegeucaoanpo
burners, and | washgtbadd(aptedaftostabe)l onger route
|l eaders of the marathon came hurtling towards us as
peninsula at Sydts@pifsslelnowet tawrmmealst north and as th
been predicted all day began. A kilometre before my
ear, but | reasoned after the turn eiqguawoluyl dn usnobo nr itght
was not aBdOWe before the turn the wind chawhbedhdonea
downhi | | hel ped me speed up, but my wor stkni ecaornse waenr
turned for hamesnbBwriamdnwind straight in my face, i
uphil | Here there was a drinks station, but it was
available on the half and mar atnheoend riadut enso)r amd lld de
I briefly sl owed to a wagd«k, tama vaeastelsesre dwansy mipd d roats
colah,bd had taken some Cliff Shotbloks with me as a g
could see the lights of the NorwegianaRdda€robemptCiang
was for a few seconhdBrd Wwasew dugvoluy danbégar krun | eft

would | essen once back between buildings, so,hleamgul I

down against the sncewawdyhef romttehdackadturqnooner and
were back amongst the houses heading along the main

was praying that the Mack Brewery siogunt dweoru | e a relayp
méi nadpdpedarnedd not | ong after there was Stephen yel

o]
or the finish.

20fMhet rtes go

I would normadviyngpmamagbdtt o stay upright for this
the crowds and as it happened Stephen was filming m
km but not bad f or wlhkae hcoan doiltaicokncsu.r rNeenterdrhiank and a
Stephen appeared with warmer clothing, and we made



ever and a coffee | began to feel human. Stephen co
and thatseleen Haom my | ive track (Garmin feed from my
the blizzard had hit me as my pace had sl owed consi

The priz
some ver

ceremony and after race party were both h
hungry runners where the topic of convers

e
y
Sunday there was time for a celebratory cinnamon bu
n
o
n
i

whi |l st i the terminal it began to snow heavily, an
an hour n the planeiweé dwventcwalnlexcttiommk inf fCopenhage
l anded i Copenhagen 30 minutes before our flight w
i mmi gration to | eave Denmark. We were not t hevisrmlew
I had running shoes (mmntd rhya dwian theurs bbaonadt sw hoorsTeh ekyn enee rwec
the cas®e howld which | hoped was also being moved r a

precautions of flying out with my entire running Kki
we neednwor rhiaevde, t hey were holding the plane for us

same connection and our |l uggage also made it.

Kiwi se | wore Trail shoes, water repellent |1 eggings,
hat and buff. If it had been icier, | 6d have worn r
top.

Sgwoul d | r e?2ddensnenldt its great i f you are |l ooking f o
and there is plenty to dor mmmamdgd. tlhfe trlrae ed ark fegs aa

they offer the same distances i,whdmuemetlie®orradhnes M3tdar
so that everyone gessettongumidmdghtasueaheaThe henlmar d
startsainflot boews t he half marathon r oak et troou dghe tadwrm
over Tromso bridgkeitfeolBltdwnsdabenh west bef-oresd utrme n

bridge and finish in town. Or for something compl et
t hect Ac snowshoe race. Norway is expensi vesanbduti nTrsoun
a small town all are handy for the race, so you don

in Engéaralhl atshe communications$hel paiss$ ar a@d | pd et@iseg s t ¢
al so providbdoaklitmlk @orpoet bus tickets. Whilst we
activities around the race such as reindeer feeding



HI GHNTENSI TY | NTERVAL TRAI NI NG (by

On®buwomernec eas K mdf cardviabewah Higtht ens i étygrvaailmhin @b o rorh

t raiwhineght e rmert i@ddisoirntt eannsaee reoxbé rcwi s B orretcoperywowssal |y
i nvol wiggagmagl KThges suowmd laldftogamo rteh 8mi nufTapri nwapl e
origidralell wmp eteh iy e aag@andassebdySebasCioammemevabei ngached
bwifsathetr@aé h hle970s.

Thprinobpterpat iooldasmr di nnwinge r icollasg yo g gwansgs ebdt hFei nni s h
coatcauPiik ha mtl leeet h IPataeNo r mh hle9 2 Nu.r mo b hleO O h@ t raebso tt h e
1920n#9 2CG8 y mpda rcasl svo h hle5 OnPe t raendd h50 Onbe t ri ehsh2e9 201 y mpi c s .
Howe Wair nd ssisomet | mes gd wioouss ,hatt ho hgerad oromnt er va
trainmhegunadielescradeidogph enSsiiminiéda.rh owe saed o pb ¢ dhEwe di s h
coaGbosHal menrfdyt hGer maoawWbl deGarscwhoecadier ecfitoysi c al
educaatroemi bor ge6Gei $ gvhd sepp ar & hfeillrys & dcionagc &6 o caurs hleengf h
t hreecobet weepet ihtsivogngses h @ ith t h Isétoletdr avii mhe arraababoli 80
beapgemi nuaned,h o bbledyd mot rheew eyph emihse arrahaedr oppé@@8Dbeapgesr

mi nuTtheat hl et ec®sBedaugkeydogui chkihsg arraadeoppé@@0.b heear | y
195Gser s chhd geap a c tGiom glRinriSeo ult & n dibenr r Pé ndoaul datv@ér many
oncoet wiacyee droprhy si ot e gtacne@be,r s cvd wvelrid esreat r a isnci hnegbwlse d

t hree s uGetrss.cshdRe nt ir easceks s isomads2 X3 0O et rwa salbhr i1s0khe t jr @gsa
recovliehreys.e s s iwemceo p ibgnda noyt hdeirst a oo acefrtsper iadd ,h oogdnyf

t hecno uk edeuppwvi Phr pad(sampdart i tursalrd thiaselcyyegy ) .

ABri tostwhepopul arhiese®8 horetcoveprir edaltiegmt ese s sfiyddrd 0 0
metrennweasr aM&kr wihldla $ hfeo u nadtelir i Mi § BF sfbr.o b a hieg s t
succeegbhatth|l whemr aon&kacheer svar8 i Bhut c hiwh ¢ svjfcien i sécalnnd
t hWor Cdo-€sun€Chmampi onHsowiepseg.rainfxr o b &le kyn o Wiome nt oR @ tnE e

i bhhearsltya@dse basCoeadsnndargeSeerh.abdegunaiwiithbgl | a ntsahrirrieer s,
buhtifsath®or mar t y g Iwiasti)s s atwii ¢ fhiad dd@dph acsn ewlg st anoneatng
ast epdykedecitdeedgd mac thiissghi mswed ifinlgey pds e s s iwhhm Ethank
Hor wielclommehkdesacl| ndgdcklessrsiodrma0hetreps bhiB¥seconds
recobvet weepet AsSeollicgr eow demehitsough e gisleasrs i wa®$s800
met rwda bhB¥s econdsoVvierityy. od& r aihne Ingge dnevi thhle5 OnPe t radoschtt h e
1980n#H983 ympi cs.

It hitrhkma n§t r i deuldsaln dfrird o psiomigororhi gmt ehns i eyrvaailRii mige 6 s
30fMhetrepsualolappod’5s5 s ecomhderfeol | bwmé @ Metjre@gl 83beconds.
Thiisi mitl bdhgeui ded ebntelser e sceanfime r iacnadna p a nperscep o roeéhritgsmt ens i
traiapgomuseassii®®d ecoothsamrdinnalntgerwiat Bds ecoof ® ggoirng
wal KAslgi ghatslt ye esceks sii oot v e sh anrigablr3 et rfeod b ya& Omet rj oy .

( Oamar kterdascukcalsCr oy Ao e dcki st Andelei mar ktt megn dfa4x100me |l avy
zoneb hlei mar ki msgt art three ¥k1 0 Ome |zaoynies x a c7tOhegt reemsd hdki st ance
frambitine hlei ma&r ki megn dt hree k1 0 Ome lzaoynies x a clt3lGye t r es ) .

(This article origeptaé BPHRcal pupbe ammaegda ziinnet,hebutiiins ar epul
slightly ikeofrsedefbemefit of newer Striders)



COMPETI TI VE HI GHEMBHRG2IF EBRUARXLZ

I n the British Masters 5K road championships at Bat
pl ace fourth-girno utph e 1M6 0 4a8ge Andrew AitkenoppatCced: 128y
Val enica Marathon on Kbensémekdagt €&oonbsubl W50 recor

On 16 December, Al

l'y Whitlock was e thir-thi iwemanacte
completing the cours

t h
e in 71 hours 07 minutes 43. De

The South of t RGo uTnhtarnye sChCGarmopsisons hi ps took place at |

Consuel o Kennefick was the 20th woman to finish. =
55th and Angel a Seesurrun 59tamn.d Ssmerried esresvéd rsteho riéna o ehde
event . Tatsuya Okamoto was 74t h, Matthew Stone 91st

I n the Su€Coengt Cyo€Bampionships, at Dorking on 7 Jan
am event. They were |l ed by Phil Coales who placed
134th, Andy Perks 138t h, Lukei 6Bucadmml €tdedd ht, h ea ngdc arroim

—
D

The penul ti mat@ousnutrrrye yL eCrgouises mat ches of the season
Stridersdé men placed third in thdiawtDinvipdiacredTHridd I
t he -niiilvee course in 28 méauwas BOnt Bamad8: Rhpdwith Anc
Luke Burden 32nd (30:39), Martin Filer 36thBgdB0edt)
46th (31:17), Andy Perks 47th (31:18), Tom Gill espi
Stridersé women placed 12th in their Division Two m
30th (35:04). ElI'lyw Evans was 44th (36:36), Cindy S
Lutman 119th (43:42), Lni dn dRau t Jho nPeesa r1s3olns t1 4(54t5h: 4(24)7 :a4 7 )

I n the Sout h oQGoWEMtgrlyan@hEmmissenshi ps, at Beckenham o

women placed 30th in the team event. They were agai
362 finishers. Consuelo Kena2a@6tlt kamwdhsLillbd®da h o rBed eda
men placed 34th in the team event. They were |l ed by

James Rhodes was 266th, Andy Perks 349th, Tatsuya O
Barr®24th4 Steve Harris 510th and Rob Zietz 632nd.

The tenth annual &émob matché between Striders and C
conjunction with the South Norwood parkrun. Strider
Ni ck Andrews was f{girrosutp,i mglhtahkthe rod4edr iaalgle ( 18: 39) . Lee |
M50 @ge®up, placing ninth overal/l (18: 5@noumMatplhaavi It
overall (19:35). Stridersd6 women were | ed by ,Consue
placing firstgrioupt hmendWsAMBtehgeoverall (22:04). 1 n tote
had 47 finishers. However , Harriers won the match b

e finalloBotrgyLEBRgEese matches of the season, at
id very well to win the Division Three match a
ng promotion back 2t6o fDinvisshieams , T w4 aTalyeoyd almahdp bl ¢
th of the 172 finishers. Andrew Aitken was 11t
Rhodes 18t h, Lee Flanagan 21st, Luke Burden 27t h an
t hM60 @wge®up and 37th overall, while Marc Burrows <co

For the first time since February 2012, Striders we
Jenni fer Gutteridge placed 18th of the 131 finisher
Seesurrun 97th. The teaimsiwemeTuBtthalbhine tdored fwerae Delv

I n the British Masters Indoor Championships at Lee
800 metres in 2 minutes 21.3, which would have plac






