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Hardmoors 110

3rd – 5th June 2011
After the flat races of Athens 6 days and De Zestig van Texel 120 kilometres in April, the next big race on the horizon now was The High – La Ultra.  This was left over from last year that I had been unable to compete in due to the cyst in my ankle bone, so I rapidly needed to get used to hill running.  I had a month of shorter races and did my first fell race in over a year, the Fox and Hounds 9 miles and passed my milestone of 1000 races.  I had little time to prepare for the next one; a local one that had only been running for three years, the Hardmoors 110.  This followed the Cleveland Way and this year it was the full Cleveland Way that went to the White Horse and back and a section up the hills after Osmotherley that had been omitted in previous years, along with extra self clips on Carlton Bank and Lord Stones that would prevent runners taking the lower path.  The distance appeared to range between 112 and 117 miles, but my Garmin watch had only just held out the battery life at Texel (that was 75 miles) and had died on me minutes after finishing the race, so it would never hold out for this one.  
With two weeks to go I had still not gone over the course and although much of it I knew extremely well I knew this would be a long lonely run on my own and wanted to familiarise myself with the course.  The longest race that month had been the Windermere Marathon, mainly to get used to hill running.  I had run five races in the previous eight days leading up to this marathon and was content with the 3 hours and 38 minutes achieved here.  That race was on the Sunday; on the Tuesday Bill dropped me off at Helmsley at 6am before going to work and I ran 55 miles home to Guisborough along the Clevelend Way, omitting the extra bit to the White Horse and Roseberry Topping as I really couldn’t go wrong on these sections.  The next day I ran from home to Port Mulgrave and picked up a bus at Hinderwell to take me home, that was 22 miles as I had to work in the afternoon and on the Thursday I ran from Hinderwell to Filey, around 33 miles.  After a parkrun on the Saturday and a 10 kilometre race the Sunday that made for around 150 miles for the week and I only then had four days left to taper for the race so I took it easy.
Both Thursday and Friday (race day) were still very busy and I wouldn’t go to bed on Thursday until I had packed all the essentials.  I had to wait in as I had ordered a new super torch as I was sick of running with head torches, my eye sight is worsening and struggle to see in the darkness and things flicker in my eyes with a head torch so I wanted a hand held torch and settled for the Fenix TK35.  I knew much of the darkness section was on a tough section of the Cleveland hills with many steep steps that would be dangerous if I took a tumble.  That done it was Bill who already knew he would probably be late home from work and would not be able to get me to Helmsley for the 5pm start.  So I recruited my wonderful friends Alan and Linda Guy to take me to the start, their duties now had to be extended as it looked like the nearest Bill would make it would be Osmotherley at around 8pm.  Lastly I had to write my schedule so that the crew would know approximate times and where to meet me.  I had wanted to run this in 24 hours to say I have run the Cleveland Way in a day, but realistically in writing the schedule it had me finishing in 24 hours and 30 minutes, but I hoped I may make up 30 minutes somewhere still.  It was 11pm by the time I got to bed.
On Friday 3rd June it was race day.  First up was the shopping for the final supplies, food for the rest of the week and snacks for Bill, then it was off to work for a small job and finally home at 12:30pm.  A quick bite to eat and Linda and Alan arrived at 2pm to load the car and drive via the checkpoints I was requesting them to support me at and arrived at Helmsley for 4pm.  It had been a hot day and was pretty warm as the briefing took place at 4:30pm.

At 5pm we lined up for the start, 26 runners, around 112 miles and a 36 hour time limit.  I was wearing my dazzling orange shirt from the De Zestig van Texel 120 kilometres so that my support crew could easily pick me out and cycle style shorts.  I had a bum bag with all the compulsory kit that needed carrying.  This didn’t amount to too much and was really a bare minimum that I probably would have carried anyway.  Waterproof jacket, survival bag, emergency rations (I had a small bar of chocolate and jelly beans), hat and gloves, map, torch and spare batteries and drinks.  In addition to this I had tissues and my asthma pump and that was it!  Neil Ridsdale, the course record holder was immediately off into the lead and soon after Shelli Gordon and Martin Dietrich followed.  These were all runners I knew well, there were a few other runners ahead but I tried to settle down.  I didn’t want to run the first few hours too slowly as the darkness would slow me down anyway to recover a bit and the more done in daylight hours the better.  I noticed many of the runners were not even carrying a pack of any sort, and guessed that some would have support runners running with them the entire way in relay so they didn’t have to carry too much.  I actually like running on my own and so it was not an issue for me and is the way I prefer it.  I soon settled down in my own little world and wondered how this one would pan out.  The female course record was 28 hours and 35 minutes and always assumed this would be broken, by both myself and Shelli, the men’s course record of 21 hours looked out of reach to me and with the longer course doubted anyone would get close to that this year.  
Linda and Alan were armed and ready for me at the Hambleton Inn, approximately 7 miles into the race and the first point at which I could estimate my pace.  Considering it was probably a half a mile or so to the start of the Cleveland Way this was more like 7.5 miles and exactly on my target time of 70 minutes.  It felt quite fast and was certainly still very warm for gone 6pm in the evening.  I swapped bottles and continued on, there were runners ahead but none that I recognised.  Shelli and Martin were out of sight.  Along the cliff edge and the views were magnificent to the White Horse at Kilburn.  As I dropped down the steps to the car park I was puzzled as to why I had not seen any runners returning along this out and back bit until I got to the checkpoint and was directed along a different path.  I now felt annoyed as I didn’t have a clue where I was going, this was not the Cleveland Way and it was into trees which are a favourite of mine for losing my way!  I was reassured the path was obvious and promptly put my foot down to catch the runner ahead.  The path was obvious and there was no need for concern, it climbed back up to the cliff edge and continued to Sutton Bank.  Alan and Linda were eager and waiting with drinks again and had their stopwatch on to tell me Shelli was 4 minutes ahead.  No problem; the race hasn’t started yet!

The next section continued high up above Gormire lake with superb views all around.  It was my favourite section when I had been over the route the previous week and was easy running, nice soft grass underfoot, only minor undulations and the sun was shining.  All too soon and we were dropping to Sneck Yate and there was my crew waiting, bread pudding and drinks was order of the day and a little hill to High Paradise to give me the excuse to walk and eat it.  I was given a quick reassurance that Bill had rung and was on his way.  The Clevelend Way then continued along another dry path along the Hambleton Road to drop down to Oakdale prior to Osmotherley.  It was here that Bill was to take over the crew duties and relieve Linda and Alan.  There had been three men in my view ahead and now they were whittled down to two and I overtook them, one of them was David Kamis who had done this race previously.  I hit Oakdale a fraction ahead of the men and said farewell to my friends Linda and Alan, who had volunteering duties at parkrun the next day.  I descended to Osmotherley and then climbed up to Arncliffe Woods; it was here that I got glimpses of people walking ahead.  I was walking too but on emerging from the woods I took one of them who was taking part in the race and in the distance I was closing in on another couple.  On reaching the road by a cattle grid Bill greeted me again, Shelli and Martin were the two runners I was catching and they were refuelling here as I went ahead.

The light was fading as I climbed Carlton Bank to the trig point.  The self clip was obvious and I negotiated the steps down carefully to meet Bill yet again.  The temperature was dropping now and put on some arm sleeves.  The next section was tough as the light faded, there were many steps climbing and descending a succession of three hills, self clips on the first two and the third was Wainstones that was a manned point.  I could see two lights behind me, I estimated a good 10 minutes behind and was informed that Neil was around 30 minutes ahead and Scott Bradley about an hour.  I was now in third place overall.  There was yet another steep descent to Clay Bank and another meeting with Bill.  The bread pudding was going down well at every point we met and continued to drink Perpetuem that I had since the start.  It was now the big climb to the highest point in the North York Moors at Round Hill.  This felt easy compared to the climbs just encountered and was soon flying along with the beam of my super Fenix torch.  Bloworth Crossing came and went and could now see several lights behind chasing.  It was a long descent to Kildale village hall, but no hanging around, bread pudding, more drinks and on my way. Next up was Captain Cooks Monument and then on to Roseberry Topping.  It was 2am as I neared the top and could see all of Teesside lit up by lights.  It was fantastic!  Not a normal sight.  The marshal sat propped up by the trig point.  He wasn’t going to let me away without reaching the precise top and even kindly offered me food!  A very nice gesture but I declined and continued on my way, retracing my steps back down and up to the moor.  I timed myself here and that out and back bit had taken 24 minutes and could see no torch lights coming along the path ahead as I veered off to Highcliffe Nab.  This meant I now had at least a 30 minute lead over those behind and could relax and enjoy the run.  This was now my training ground that I frequent nearly every day.  I reached Highcliffe Nab about 2:45am and glanced down on Guisborough, my home town, it looked peaceful.  I knew the route well now as slowly the darkness was lifting.  Down to Slapewath and there was Bill again and with him was Linda.  It was 3:15am!  What was she doing out?  Obviously she couldn’t sleep and wanted to see how I was getting on and this was the closest point to home.  How kind!  It was nice to see her and she dropped off an item that had fallen from my kit bag – the holster for my torch, but it wasn’t needed as it was firmly fixed in my hand.  I did ponder whether to continue with the torch as dawn was beginning to break but with a few trees ahead thought it best to play safe, after all I hadn’t so much as fallen once yet!
More steps around the quarry and then a gentle descending path to Skelton and then Saltburn.  For the first time I faltered on the bread pudding and had a cup of pasta soup here and so the coast path began.  It was around 4am now as the continuous steps began, up and down to Skinningrove, up to Boulby Cliffs and down to Staithes, up to Port Mulgrave and down to Runswick Bay.  Finally up and over to Sandsend where the plan was to stop for the first time to wash the sand from my feet from the beach sections at Skinningrove and Runswick Bay and put on clean socks and shoes.  I had been wearing Asics Kayano road shoes, the footpaths were dry and firm and these were more than good enough for the job.  It was somewhere along here that David Aspin was out with his family taking photographs before 8am in the morning.  Obviously early birds themselves wanting to watch the race, David frequently takes photographs at many of the local races and kindly sends them on and even gets chance to run the odd race too!  I guess we were very well spaced out runners now, the runner’s ahead were well over an hour in front, and had heard at Saltburn that Neil had regained the lead, and that Shelli was possibly around an hour behind. 

Bill had a bowl waiting for me and dunked my feet and cleaned them up.  There were three big blisters, all on the inside of my left foot, the toe, the forefoot and inside the heel; none on the other foot.  There must have been a big camber of some kind on this coast to create these.  Bill found a pin, these were burst and it was a chug up the road to Whitby.  The path turned off and went along by the golf course and right on the sea front.  Luckily it was quite early as I hit Whitby, around 9:30am and I dare not begin to think what this would be like mid-afternoon and the smell of fish and chips.  I crossed over the bridge and up the 199 steps to the Abbey.  These steps were easy to climb as they were so tiny compared to the monstrous ones on the footpath and was on my way to Robin Hoods Bay in no time.  Up and over to Boggle Hole and then the long haul up to Ravenscar as the mist descended.
Luckily Bill had anticipated wearing the arm sleeves again with the change in the weather, these had been removed at Skinningrove as the sun had come out, but the wind was picking up too now and the temperature had dropped considerably.  The steps seemed never ending at Hayburn Wyke, then Cloughton Wyke and finally rounded the corner to yet more steps down to Scalby Mills.  

It was mid afternoon as I pounded the pavement along the promenade from North Bay to South Bay in Scarborough, trying to avoid collisions with the many pedestrians, impossible to avoid them all and gave in completely on one section and walked as it was so congested.  Why couldn’t they understand that I had run over a hundred miles and I just wanted a path through?  It was a relief to reach the spa and climb the path to the checkpoint at South Cliff.  It was here I heard that only Neil had gone through and no one had seen Scott.  I assumed he had been missed and wasn’t really bothered what order they came home in, I just knew they were way ahead and out of reach for me to catch and was content to finish in the same manner as I was continuing.  Even more steps to Cayton Bay where Bill was waiting with pasta soup.  On stopping to walk and eat, Dave Kamis came from nowhere behind and overtook me.  Bill had seen me up and down the coast for a while and not even glimpsed anyone on my tail.  He was looking strong and determined and I was content with simply proceeding so didn’t even try to chase.  The wind was quite strong and I was getting quite damp with the weather now, but it was nearly done, I could see Filey Brigg but it always seemed “around the next corner”, and when I did finally reach it I was right on top of it and never saw it coming!  One last self clip, Bill was there with a celebration mars bar and then it was off to the Masonic Hall, Bill just making it in time to flag me off the Beach Road up the final steps to the finish.
As per usual it was no great fanfare; I think there were three people in the hall and Bill.  It was nice to sit down and have a cup of tea and make the decision to camp and sleep in Filey or go home.  Home was around 90 minutes away; a hot shower and my own bed were too inviting and as it was only around 5:30pm there was plenty of time so home we went.

We arrived back for the presentation the next day for 10:30am.  Neil Ridsdale was first home and had broken his own course record by 2 minutes finishing in 20 hours 58 minutes.  Not bad considering the stories he had to tell of his own run, despite some intense training things did not go to plan but he battled ahead to achieve his goal.  Dave Kamis has come home second in 24 hours and 04 minutes, then me, then the organiser Jonathan Steele, 25 hours and 36 minutes.  Not bad considering it must have been a pressurised week being the organiser and still had his duties to perform alongside his director Julien.  Of the 26 starters there were 12 finishers; Shelli had also made it home inside the old record time with 27 hours and 05 minutes. Although I had heard Scott had withdrawn at Scarborough it was Tuesday before news reached me that he was still very poorly in hospital.  It was the same day that I heard we had suddenly lost one of our international ultra runners that had seen some of his best performances that year, George Dayantis.  This was great loss to all that knew him.
For me this had only really been a long training run.  I had no big taper and no specific training towards this.  So yes, if I trained more specifically, had taken an easier few weeks and done a little more homework on the event then maybe I could have gone faster.  But I was more than content with my performance and it paves the way for the next one.  This event did involve 6,000 metres of climbing and was a solid performance to build me up for the world highest race that was next on my list.
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