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Highworth Running Club Newsletter
Entries shower in for April’s Highworth 5

Already we have received hundreds of entries for our annual five-mile race. And as biggest race of the year is less than two weeks away, we need one final push from you all to pledge your commitment to the cause.
The buzz we’re picking up from the local community suggests we’re on for yet another successful year. And this is where you come in, because only our continued help and efforts will cement Highworth’s reputation as one of the friendliest and best-organised races in the area.

That’s why we need all the help we can get. There will always be jobs to do: whether giving out medals and drinks to finishers; marshalling and encouraging every runner out on the course; or baking home-made cakes for that vital post-race sustenance.
So this Wednesday, before your thoughts move to the Winter Loop GP, please put your names on the noticeboard in the Vorda to confirm you’ll marshal. Or speak to any committee member to tell us you can help out at our 5 Mile Race. Your support, as ever, is warmly appreciated.
Fancy an early Christmas present from Santa?

By Wendy Smith

 

If there are enough people interested, I’m arranging a trip to La Santa, in Lanzarote, for the week beginning 22 Nov for club members as well as partners and friends.  Please let me know by Sunday 15 April if you are interested.
Please also let me know if you’d be interested in going to London to watch the start of the Tour de France? And possibly staying somewhere overnight to watch the first stage through Kent?

 

Now the clocks have moved forward, one-hour bike rides will be starting on Tuesday 17 April.  Meet at 7pm at Vorda for a gentle cycle ride.

HRC heroes click into best form for Bath

By Susan Marr
Last Sunday I ran the Bath Half Marathon in aid of CLIC Sargent, a charity that helps children suffering from cancer.

Alice had just turned 12 when she was diagnosed with Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma last year while her family were stationed in Celle, northern Germany, with the battalion that my husband, Simon, was commanding. On hearing the diagnosis her parents were relieved: this is the curable form of the disease.

I have been friends with Alice’s family since our eldest daughters were born more than 15 years ago. Her father was also Simon’s second-in-command when the battalion went to Iraq last year, so to say that Bea and I have been through a lot together would be a fair statement.

Alice has been very brave throughout her treatment and didn’t even moan when her shoulder length brown locks fell out and her head resembled that of a new-born. She modelled her wigs with panache and style. She continued be cheery and an inspiration to all around her. Thankfully she was given the all-clear in November and returned to school in January this year.

During her time her in Shrivenham, the family were supported by a CLIC Sargent worker. I have witnessed first-hand how dedicated these people are, so when I opened my Bath Half Marathon pack and read about the charity, I decided to raise some money and run for Nationwide.

The Half Marathon was very well-organised from the Park and Ride to the changing facilities. Nothing had been left to chance.

First stop in the Runners’ Village was the CLIC Sargent tent, where we were all given some goodies and lots of encouraging words. The volunteers said they had 450 runners taking part in the race and hoped to raise around £90,000. I really felt proud to be able to add my small contribution.

Jason, my trusty map reader, and I decided to run together and hoped we could repeat our Highworth Half Marathon times from earlier this year. To ensure a good start, we clambered over the railings and were fortunate enough to get very close to the starting line, tucking in behind the elite runners.
Greetings were exchanged among fellow runners around us. Someone even wagged a free glucose gel at me, as I’d forgotten mine (now that is good-spirited). No sooner had I safely tucked it under my shorts than the gun heralded the start.

The race is renowned for being flat and fast and it certainly lives up to that description, because at the first mile marker we had clocked 5:48. Jason and I instantly looked at each other and said those immortal words: “Sh*t, we’re going too fast.” Better slow down. Advice duly noted, we went through the second mile in 11:37 (thanks to a more sedate 5:49 mile). Still too fast, better slow down. And so it continued for another mile.
Thankfully common sense did prevail as the only slope on the course appeared around a bend and I had to slow down. This marked the start of the two laps which loop out towards Bristol on the A4 then back into the centre of town. It’s fair to say the slope is nothing like the horrors of Highworth’s undulations. 

After mile six Jason started to edge ahead and that is where he stayed. Even though I tried, I could not close the gap that was getting bigger as each mile passed. I would like to think it was because the gel started to creep down my legs and out of the bottom of my shorts, but that would be lying (it did though!). 

The streets were packed with supporters searching for their loved ones or friends encouraging the runners with every stride they made. It created an excellent atmosphere and most importantly it helped to distract me from searching out the mile markers. Just as I started to flag, there was a huge cheer from some CLIC Sargent supports chanting: “GO CLIC, GO!” It was just what I needed to spur me on to the finish line.

Jason was waiting with a huge smile and words of congratulations. We had both beaten our PBs. Jason ran a very impressive 1:19:58 and I ran 1:20:32. I think our times are still sinking in for both of us. Well done also to the handful of Highworth runners who were there too.

Well, the donation money is still coming in and I have collected nearly £350 so far. There’s just time for one last tip: if you offer a bottle of Champagne to the person who guesses the closest time to how fast you run, don’t do the following:
· Laugh when they predict a time four minutes faster than your official PB
· Say: “I will give you a whole case of Champagne if I do that.”
Why? Because you may well have to!
You mixed running and beer? Oh dear!

By Mike Rendall

Before we moved to Highworth 18 months ago, I was an occasional jogger, had never entered in a race and never run more than 4 or 5 miles at a time.

So when we invited the neighbours for an introductory BBQ over a few beers, Carol Wilkes suggested I ought to come along to the next HRC Wednesday evening run. It was a GP evening from the Freke Arms and it all seemed very friendly and a bit of fun.

Over the following weeks, the distances got a bit longer and it was suggested that I try a 10K, so I entered Cirencester, then a Half Marathon – Swindon – and so on. Many other “delights” followed, such as Slaughterford and The Terminator.

Again over a beer, this time at Christmas (is there a theme emerging here?), a colleague at work talked me into doing this year's Flora London Marathon on behalf of a charity he’s closely involved in (www.steps-charity.org.uk).

Steps provides support for children with lower limb disorders, so it seemed a very apt cause to run for – these children will probably never have the pleasure of a marathon training schedule. So, the day after Boxing Day, I ambitiously downloaded the sub-4:00 schedule from the Runners World website and started to plot the weeks ahead: training 5 days a week, a mixture of long and short runs, intervals and hills building up to the big day itself. 


I’m now writing this the day after the Bath Half with less than four weeks to go and I have to say it hasn’t been that bad so far. I’ve had fabulous support on longer runs, especially from Karen and her dog Bertie, who often keep me company on Fridays, and also from Kirsten, Gary, Hannah, Carol and others, who do the same on Sundays. 
Support has been the single biggest motivator for me. I did one 15-mile session on my own a few weeks back and it does get a bit lonely after the first 10. I’ve hit the dreaded Wall once so far: Bambi legs got me at the end of my first 19-miler and I was left to shuffle my way slowly up the last hill into Highworth from the Freke Arms.
As a result, I’ve learned loads about glycogen stores, gels and energy drinks (which I really detest). Now I’ve got my 22-miler out of the way, the training thankfully begins to tail off. With most of the hard work done, hopefully I’ll be fit and raring to go!

However, it’s not just about getting in your miles. There are the inevitable injuries: my knees have been grumbling a lot, but a few sessions of physio and acupuncture seem to have helped. But more importantly, there is the small matter of raising £1,500 for Steps. I don’t like asking people for money, whatever the cause, so for me, this was the hardest bit of the whole project.
So I’ve used Justgiving as the main way to raise funds; it’s easy to set-up and quite a non-intrusive way to hassle people for cash - and we get Gift Aid on donations! My site is at www.justgiving.com/mikerendall – please feel free to pay it a visit.

I’ve got a target list of suppliers, colleagues and friends whom I spam every few weeks for further donations, but the most memorable bit of fundraising so far has to be the Mexican Pink Quiz that Karen kindly offered to host.

A bargain at £10 a head, there was some excellent food, plenty to drink, some fine music from the 60s, 70s and 80s - AND the infamous Chocolate Fountain.

Now it’s fair to say that our host for the evening had been showing everyone a fine example of how to get in the party spirit. I also suspect that she hadn’t read the instruction manual recently, which might explain why a key component of the fountain was inserted the wrong way up!

What followed wasn’t pretty: streams of molten chocolate spewed forth from the machine, decorating our host and half of her dining room. In one of those “in for a penny, in for a pound” moments, chocolate splattered on to clothes, walls, furniture, hair and any bystander who couldn’t run away quickly enough.

Beer, Tequila and chocolate flowed into the small hours until we all departed to leave Karen to clear up the mess. It was a great night, so thanks to Karen for organising it and everyone for coming. Best of all, we raised more than £250 for Steps.

Finally, thanks to those who have helped me through the long miles or who have supported my fundraising efforts. Don’t forget that it’s easy to sponsor me – you’re already logged on to the Internet if you’re reading this – so why not go to http://www.justgiving.com/mikerendall and help me to make a difference to the life of a child who may never experience the fun and friendship we all get through Highworth Running Club.
And remember: don’t get involved in talking about running if you’ve had one or two ales too many.
Wind mars race, but Susan adds gloss to 20-miler 
By Susan Marr

On a very blustery Sunday in early March I awoke, opened the curtains and thought, “Oh God.” The weather forecast was right after all; there was a gale blowing outside and I had signed up to run the Gloucester 20-mile race. What was I thinking?
At that moment two thoughts crossed my mind, even at the ungodly hour of 6:30am: do I crawl back into bed (very tempting); or grin and bare it (try to think of it as a training run with friends you’ve not yet met).

Well, I opted for the latter and in some ways I’m glad I did. So, porridge consumed, gel packed and the all-important wardrobe of running kit selected (it is still a girl’s dilemma: what to wear - or not to wear?), it was time to do battle with the elements.
If my first thoughts about the weather were not overcast enough, they darkened even further the closer Gloucester loomed. For the heavens opened fully and the power of the wind climbed ever higher on the Beaufort scale.
At least Frampton-on-Severn is a pretty village, nestled on the mouth of the Bristol estuary. Its community centre/race HQ was packed with 500-plus runners, and some familiar faces were there as a warm-up for the Marathon.
Two premier Bourton Roadrunners, Dennis Walmsley and Mike Smith, were up for the challenge, so I asked them what the course was like. They smiled, said it wasn’t flat and to keep some in reserve for the second lap - and enjoy the wind that would blast in from the mouth of the estuary. Thanks guys, just what I needed to hear.

The course was described as a scenic route run on country roads with two anti- clockwise laps consisting of two small hills. This description wasn’t untrue, but the hills seemed not so very small as the wind blew at us ferociously - why hadn’t we run the course clockwise? Still, the villages along the two-lap section very extremely pretty, from what I saw of them, so it was definitely worth running it just to see them.
While the crowds may have been sparse on the route, the supporters certainly did their best to cheer on the runners. At one point I even got some running tips: “Keep your form… looking good… you have a five minute lead on the next lady…” Now that’s great to hear, but when you feel you’re going backwards faster than forwards, the fear of being overtaken is huge. So thanks to the person who said that!
Well, the end could not have come soon enough and I was relieved to be back in the community centre with the other steamy runners, drinking some hot tea and enjoying a well-earned slice of cake.

The winner was a Neil Renault, who broke the course record in an impressive time of 1:49:43. The Bourton duo, Mike and Dennis, were hard on his heels in 1:53:45 and 1:55:47 respectively. So my time of 2:12:12 seems quite snail-like in comparison. That said, I did hold on to my place and I received a goody bag for my efforts. 
So if anyone needs a training run before a marathon I can certainly recommend it, but with this word of caution: don’t expect your legs to feel anything like normal for at least 10 days afterwards.

(Ed’s note: while it may have felt like it towards the end of the race, there’s nothing remotely snail-like in running 20 miles at a shade over 6:30-pace!)
Hogweed Hilly Half casts a wizard spell

By Jason Daniels
For those of us whose running diaries go back more years than we care to recall, it’s notable just how many new races are springing up all over the place.
Years ago, when the world was black and white, you’d be hard pushed to find races like the “Rough ’n’ Tumble” or - a new one for this July - the “Lumpy Bumpy”!
So it was with slight trepidation that Jason Campbell and I decided to try the third running of the Hogweed Hilly Half. Yes, it does sound like something from a Harry Potter book, and in reality it wasn’t a million miles away either.

The Hogweed Trotters, native to the Chipping Sodbury area (difficult to pinpoint exactly where - probably a secret world reached only by magical steam train), hosted this event from a tiny village called Horton, and a more scenic place you’d be hard pushed to find. They even had a vintage bus, the self-proclaimed “Hogweed Shuttle”, bringing in runners, presumably from platform 9½, to the Horton Village Hall.

We were blessed with a typical English spring day, with bright skies and even brighter daffodils, which guaranteed to put you in a positive mood. If you needed any further convincing, you could visit the free massage tent or visit the catering stand that may, just may, have rivalled our own.
In fact, I have to think very hard to find anything negative to say about the organisation of the race, but I do think it would have helped if the guy who gave the pre-race brief and started the race had actually turned on his microphone.

So as we drank in a wonderfully tranquil start to the day, it seemed appropriate that they reduce the race distance to only 3.1 miles and just send us around the village, finishing on the green where tea and scones would welcome you home. Obviously they hadn’t read my script.

To say the course was hilly would be an understatement of criminal proportions. In fact, I can’t remember any flat sections: only ups and downs. The pre-race literature gave you an elevation profile to study and it looked like a print-out of a cardiogram, offering a cruel foretaste of how hard our hearts would soon have to work. 
With more runners than ever before, the race served up plenty of company, even during the points where I had to walk, but this allowed me to take in some of the spectacular views. I just want to add that even some of the guys who finished in the top five walked the steepest of hills!

Through ever more ups and downs, I was developing rollercoaster sickness to go with my increasing confusion and fatigue. At least the race boasted quite a generous downhill finish and I have to be honest when I say I was extremely glad when it was all over. Mere minutes later the race organiser (who’d now switched on his microphone and was welcoming everyone home by name) called out Jason Campbell as he powered through the finish to record a time only a second off of his best, finishing in 53rd position.

Once we’d both got our breath back we made full use of the catering stand and sat munching on our fruit cocktails (I told you the catering team were good) as they presented their prizes to the first 8 men and first 8 ladies home.

With glycogen levels partially restored we found our way out of Harry Potter country and back onto the M4, both utterly exhausted but content that we had given our all. So would I recommend it? Absolutely: 13.1 miles of savage hills was a small price to pay for such a well organised and friendly event and I would be disappointed if next years results didn’t mention a few HRC runners.

A spectral sight in the dead of night…
By Peter O’Brien

It was 5am on a dark Saturday morning when I had the dubious pleasure of taking our son to Heathrow three weeks ago.
As we drove towards the traffic lights on Lechlade Road, I caught sight of a lone runner. Strange, I thought, at this time of a Saturday morning. Drawing level with the runner, I saw the figure was a very senior female with long white hair and hunched shoulders, jogging at little more than walking pace uphill opposite Reg Skull’s garage.
While I’m happy to say “hello - come and join HRC” to anyone running around Highworth, I thought it was pushing my luck at this hour in the dark to accost someone of this age, just in case my first aid abilities learned in the Wolf Cubs was not now up to scratch!
I continued my journey to Heathrow and back to Highworth again, still thinking about this early morning runner. On returning home, our regular postman, who also runs, was just delivering letters to our house, so I asked if he had ever seen this lady of advanced years running around Highworth.
Imagine my surprise when he confirmed that once, when on a very early parcel delivery, he had also seen her running - in exactly the same place I had seen her!
I have been tempted to get up very early on a Saturday morning to see if she does exist and regularly runs around Highworth. I’ve never seen her running before and I didn’t recognise her at all. Has anyone else come across this person at all, or should we welcome “ghost” beginners to HRC?

                 

A missive from Minnesota
By Pamela Sheen

Just a brief runner's hi from Minnesota. I have so enjoyed the occasional posts from HRC: full of the humour and camaraderie that I remember. So even if I can't join you in the hedgerows, I join you in cyberspace.

My running has been uneventful, mostly plodding in heavy winter boots to be on time for a new nursing position in a largely Latino surgery (Ashley, where are you when I need you?) or running after the antics of 15-year-old Maddy.
Some zealots run indoor marathons (150 laps or 282 meters on indoor running tracks), but I prefer the adventure of scaling snow banks with layers of clothing.
All will be forgiven soon as the aromatherapy of St Paul’s lilac bushes permeate the boulevards. So stay on your feet, everybody: it’s the place to be!

Upcoming events

Sunday, 17 June: Ridgeway Relay

If any runners are interested in doing this year’s Ridgeway Relay, then please contact our cross country captain, Mervyn Scarlett.
Outdoor Athletics Events:
Norwich Union British Grand Prix, Sheffield:
Sun 15 July
World Trials & Championships, Manchester:
Fri 27, Sat 28 and Sun 29 July
Norwich Union London Grand Prix, London:
Fri 3 August 

The initial website to log on to is http://www.tvathletics.co.uk/, with further links to http://www.seetickets.com/ukathletics/. However, I cannot connect to these links. Perhaps someone can let me know if they have any more success.
Ticket prices for these events are available now, but first we thought we’d gauge the level of interest from our members. If you are interested, then please let any member of the Committee know.
Oxford Mail XC League reports: 2006-7
Race 5, Drayton School, Banbury: Sunday, 4 March 

Season finale proves a damp squib
Perhaps it was the weather and course conditions: fierce winds and torrential rain battered the boggy Banbury fields and bridleways all morning. Martin’s mettle should be lauded here, since he was our sole representative at the final cross country meet, with other runners either racing elsewhere, training for spring marathons, or injured. 

On the plus side, Jason stood out in the gales, handing out Highworth 5 mile race entry forms to every male and female finisher. Quite a few said they’d already entered, and most took away the forms with thanks, which is impressive given that many were on the verge of collapse.
Highworth Ladies finished 15th in Division 2, while the men came 7th in Division 3.

Pat finished 8th out of 29 runners in her age category, while Martin posted 51st in his group and Mervyn came 15th in his bracket.

Senior ladies: 105 finishers. Course distance: 3.1 miles

Overall winner: Wendy Jones (Cirencester AC) in 19:57
No HRC ladies ran
Senior men: 205 finishers. Course distance: 5.7 miles

Overall Winner: Steve Kimber (Headington RR) in 34:07
152
Martin Percival

48:56
Race results for HRC members:

Bath Half Marathon: Sunday, 25 March

Overall winner: Shiferaw Tewodros in 1:02:09
Ladies’ winner: Liz Yelling (Bedford & Country AC) in 1:09:28
HRC runners out of 8,165 finishers:

119
Jason Daniels

1:19:58
131
Susan Marr

1:20:32
397
Tom Fish

1:28:33
2813
Mike Rendall

1:48:52
4439
Gary Laken

1:57:58
4539
Kirsten Buckle
1:58:46
4569
Hannah Maundrell
2:00:22

5180
Karen Miller

2:05:14

Finishing positions are in the order the runners crossed the line, whereas the times are recorded by chip, so it’s possible to have a faster competitor finish behind another. Susan was the 2nd overall FV40, only 10 seconds behind the category winner. Kirsten reports that she even wore her HRC vest for the occasion and enjoyed a glass of wine to soothe her aching limbs!
Reading Half Marathon: Sunday, 25 March

Overall winner: Simon Kasimili (Kenya) in 1:03:35
Ladies’ winner: Louise Damen (Team Asics) in 1:10:46
HRC runners out of 9877 finishers:

693
Jason Campbell
1:31:12
3432
Steve Rhodes

1:49:26

Congratulations to Jason for a colossal PB – by more than eight minutes – which finally does justice to his improving fitness. Notable times for local runners included a narrow second place for Stroud’s Dan Robinson (1:03:42) and yet another PB for Cirencester’s Wendy Jones (1:12:48).

Hogweed Hilly Half: Sunday, 11 March

Overall winner: Lee Rankin (Stroud & District AC) in 1:18:54

Ladies’ winner: Lisa Newing (Bristol & West AC) in 1:27:27

HRC runners out of 259 finishers:

25
Jason Daniels

1:32:56

53
Jason Campbell
1:39:49
Gloucester 20 mile: Sunday, 4 March
Overall winner: Neil Renault (Long Eaton RC) in 1:49:42
Ladies’ winner: Susan Marr (Highworth RC) in 2:12:17
HRC runners out of 511 finishers:

45
Susan Marr


2:12:17
And finally…
I’d like to thank all contributors to this newsletter, which is published at the beginning every month. Any input you can offer would be gratefully received. You can talk to me at any time – grab me at the running club on a Wednesday evening, or e-mail me at buglessuk@yahoo.co.uk.
