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Race Reviews 

Great North Run - Sunday 18th September 2011 

In 1981 Less than 5000 runners were expected to take part in the inaugural race ï held on 

Sunday June 28 and so organisers were astounded when over 12,500 applied and over 10,000 

of them completed the first Great North Run. 

  

In 2011 four plucky Swinton Running Club members decided to brave Emma Flynnôs driving 

and see what all the fuss was about.  It started as these things oft do with me being shouted at 

a day earlier for being late for Dinner, with such an early start on the Sunday to drive to New-

castle Emma had kindly offered to put, Rebecca, Steve and myself up for the night and 

providing said dinner that I was late for, being the professional runners that we are Emma 

cooked a lovely Spag Boll for us all and if you donôt know; watching Emma eat is an educa-

tion in its self, never can one girl get so much sauce around her face but I digress.   

 

After a lovely meal we settled in to watch to telly and have a pre race glass of wine, Mike 

Horton came to join us for some company and got weed on by a Guinea Pig for his trouble.  

Being only a three bed house I volunteered for sofa duty, it was either that or get spooned by 

Steve and I was pretty happy to leave that to Carol! 

 

5 am Sunday morning arrived rather quickly it has to be said and our 4 plucky runners all 

looking rather pale and bleary eyed  stuffed kit into Emmaôs car, armed themselves with Pea-

nut Butter Butties hit the road to Newcastle. 

 

The drive up was plain sailing pretty much, we sang to the radio, had a couple of service sta-

tion stops for the looôs and one where the queue in the gents was massively longer than the 

woman, something unheard of since the great toilet roll famine of 1812 and we arrived near 

our destination, seeking the car park Rebecca knew of we appeared to get crossed wires with 

a Chinese delivery services oddly enough trying to deliver a Washing Machine to SharEn, 

poor man couldnôt seem to find out ñWHERE SHE LIVEò for love nor money!  I do wonder 

if she ever got that super spin washer that dry clothes very good!? 

 

Finding Rebeccaôs secret bingo car park we paid our pound and headed to the tram station, 

choosing as most people appeared to have done to park at the end of the race in South Shields 

and get the tram into Gateshead, another quick stop for the loo and to watch a rather heavy 

and very ironic First Aid flagpole fall over and crown a girl on the back of the head. 

 

Once we arrived into Gateshead it was a simple job to follow the crowd walking down to the 

start lines, whole range of people appeared to be up and active and the Telly Heli hovering 

above, we tried waving to see if SharEn would see us but we doubted it.  One more quick trip 

to the loos for us all and we chucked Emmaôs bag in the storage hold and we split up, heading 

to our starting points, I was running as my alter ego Patricia Hunt whoôd got a place in the  
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orange wave so I was pretty much on my own with the other guys being about 15 minutes 

ahead of me in another wave, with about 20 minutes to spare I made some friends and chatted 

the time away, quick warm up with that bloke who does the Manchester 10k and a flyby by 

the Red Arrows we were off..... Slowly, so many runners mean that the starts to these big 

events are always congested, even pushing to the front of my wave it was a good walk/jog till 

we cleared the grid, running past the legendary Mo Farah and Dr Emma Egging, Wife of the 

Red Arrows pilot tragically killed in an accident earlier this year who was also running for 

her husbandôs charity.   

 

The run picked up pace pretty quickly, the crowds on both sides of the road were brilliant and 

encouraging, 1.7 miles in and cruising at 7.5 minute mile pace which in hindsight was a little 

too quick for that early on we crossed the Iconic Tyne Bridge and were treated to a second 

flyover by the Red Arrows, flying now in a Diamond six formation missing one plane as a 

mark of respect for their fallen colleague.   

 

A couple of miles in and the sun really came out in force, Iôm not a hot weather runner pre-

ferring cooler temps but when I saw the sign that said temp 11 degrees I knew that was 

wrong, and if I was suffering a little in the heat I could imagine that up ahead Rebecca who 

hates warm running more than me was probably having a small princess moment (I was right 

too) lacking any real shade I just had to push on and make the best of the situation.  The 

course itself is not too bad for the most part, its heavily congested in places meaning there 

was a lot of being overtaken and overtaking going on in my part of the field, a couple of 

times I had to clatter my way through people whoôd strayed off centre and into my path when 

I had literally no where I could move too! 

 

One of the great aspects of the course is the crowds for this one, it really does appear that 

there are people lining the route all the way along the full course, people cheering and giving 

out sweets/ice pops/oranges plus a couple of guys offering a quick shower from the top of a 

strategic bus stop.  Lots of well manned water stations appeared every three or so miles plus a 

couple of Powerade zones with loud music and clapping PR girlies, most of this was slightly 

lost on me in as Iôd just hit the queen selection on my Pod.   

 

At nine miles I was feeling rather good, rain had arrived to a deluge to cool my face and had 

1 hour 22 on the clock, 4 miles to cover give or take in 38 minutes to break my 2 hour barrier, 

I was happy indeed, Iôd eaten my last gel without covering my face in it too!  Unfortunately 

at ten miles something happened that really ruined my mood.  Emma had hinted at the climb 

but I really wasnôt ready, itôs not steep in any measure it just goes on forever and ever (two 

miles) I actually like hill work but this really took it out of me, I slowed quite a lot and alt-

hough I didnôt walk I lost allot of time, a couple of points I was down to 11 minute miles 

which showed I was having a bit of an issue.  Finally at twelve miles we crested the top and 

came down into the South Shields bay, I was a little weary by now but pushed on cheered by 

the sheer number of supporters cheering us on, I took a look at my watch, at twelve miles I 

was at 1 hour 52, I could break that barrier today I thought, I pushed as hard as my very tired 

legs could carry me but it just wasnôt going to be, the crowd of runners really hemmed in 

meaning at one point I had to jump round a runner who had fallen.  At best effort at I finished 

my first Great North run in 2 hours 1 minute and some seconds, little gutted at missing my 

target but happy to have finished such a great race. 

 

Finding Steve wandering around the charity village we quickly located the girls, both 

wrapped in space blankets with tea to discuss stories from the day.  Grabbing our own brews 

we headed back to the car park slowly watching the red arrows perform over the sea, ending 

with a rather nice heart and arrow in the sky.   
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Fifteen minute walk back through town to the car and we all did our best impressions of up-

per class hoboôs getting changed in the car park, while cars full of chunky locals piled into 

the bingo hall, slightly bemused at a group of semi naked runners staggering round a Mer-

cedes trying to stick plasters on things and spray sore legs. 

 

The journey out was none too stressful, traffic seemed well catered for and the roads already 

back open again meant we made the motorway pretty fast, at a quick pit stop for another loo 

break and Burger King I picked up a couple of papers for me and Steve to catch up on our 

gossip column news, Rebecca at this point confessed she was feeling a little sun touched so 

we headed off eager to be home for showers and rest.  Couple more miles down the road and 

we had to make an emergency stop, Rebecca had gone a very odd shade of white and green, 

concerned weôd have a car full of sick Emma found an exit and we made Rebecca stand in 

the fresh air for a bit.  Back on the road again Rebecca insisted on having a window fully 

open, considering she was still looking green Steve and myself attempted to read our papers 

in gale force winds without complaint, I didnôt want to get covered in sick after all!   

 

All in all, the Great North Run was a great weekend, thanks to Steve and Rebecca for the bril-

liant company, SharEn for being a willing victim to prank calls, Emma for being a great host 

and also driving us. 

 

Shier x 

Full Results available here 

http://www.greatrun.org/Results/NameSearch.aspx?r=222
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Race Reviews 

Ironman 70.3 - Pays DõAix - Sunday 25h September 2011 

The alarm was set for 4.00am but of course the night 

before a race you never sleep. When you know you've 

got to get up early you sleep even less and when itᾷs 

been raining all night 

well itᾷs even worse. Of course you do sleep, although it 

felt like everytime I was about to fall asleep I woke up, 

sure we'd missed the alarm and then heard the rain get-

ting harder and harder, thinking how can we race in this? 

It was the South of France not Manchester so at least the 

rain was warm - problem was the rain was absolutely torrential - did I really want to ride 

down the mountains through a river? I was nervous enough about the descents before the 

rain, now I was convinced we'd be insane to do this but at the same time I had my fingers 

crossed that the organisers didn't cancel............. 

 

One of the good things about these events is that come the morning of the race you don't have 

much to think about. Registration is on Friday - when you get your race pack with your event 

rucksack, race numbers for your bike, helmet and number belt - the bike number is actually 

chipped and when you drop it off in the bike park, apart from checking that the brakes are in 

good order they photograph you so no-one else can leave the bike park with your bike, so 

really good security. You also get your athlete wrist band - so you can get in all the places 

you need to, your timing chip, details of the post race party and the transport details to get to 

and from the start. 

 

Walking back to our apartment with my rucksack and wristband I felt my shoulders go back 

and thought hey I'm an athlete, so celebrated by stopping for a beer and watch the world go 

by for a while. Finally back to our apartment and got the bikes ready and all the numbers at-

tached and everything lined up on the floor ready to go. 

 

Saturday - main job to get to the bike park. The race finishes slap bang in the middle of town 

and starts about 20 miles away in a small place called Peyrolles, where thereᾷs a huge man 

made lake - perfect for swimming. Today though it was about getting the bike into the park 

and everything in the bike bag ready for the morning. Then back into town to leave the run 

bag there. The ride out was great almost felt like we were getting started and having ridden 

some of the climbs the day before felt quite excited. Bike park was well organised easy to 

find your numbered spot - and do a bit of bike envy, everyone looking at the Pro Racers bikes 

and dreaming. A walk down to the Lake and my anxiety started to hit again - the path was 

quite long and very rutted, with my softy feet I was never going to be able to walk on this and 

then the Lake appeared - huge and I couldn't even see the furthest swim buoy !! That's it, I 

thought, this is my  last big race, itᾷs just too stressful. Just at that point we see the legendary 

Yves Cordier, the race director  but also one of the best know faces in Triathlon, also known 

as the Sun God - I felt inspired again! 

 

We headed back to town dropped off the run bags and looked for food - lots of 

great little Pizza Restaurants - but at 3.00pm all closing. Itᾷs one of the things I 

don't get about France - opening hours, why close a restaurant in the middle of a 

lovely sunny Saturday afternoon in the centre of a busy tourist town!!!!! Pizza 

chain was still operating and packed out - and not bad at all. Back home and final 

arrangements - and a pointless early night! ..........  



As we walked down for the bus it was just rain, rain and rain; 

some people actually arrived for the bus in their wetsuits! 

Big mistake as although it was raining it was boiling - I 

thought I might pass out on the bus at one point - so a huge 

relief to get off and to find that it had stopped raining. First 

stop portaloos - sadly unisex, so I guess no more need to be 

said about that! I had another last minute panic - my wheels. 

I had the deep rimmed, go faster wheels - but theyᾷd punc-

tured on me in a couple of races and with all the rain and the gravel it was bound to happen 

again - so we swapped wheels - well Barry swapped wheels - I went back to the portaloos! 

Loudspeakers were blaring out music, the announcers counting the time down, bikes ready, 

wetsuits are on, pulse rate is through the roof - thank god thereᾷs a mat down on the walk to 

and from the swim - where did all these people come from? 

 

Ten minutes to go and the Pros get their head start and then suddenly everyone is racing into 

the water, no warning we're off so no time even to say good luck to each other. He's off and 

chasing near the front, I'm a breaststroker and happier near the back, where I've got clear 

water and can see where I'm going and strangely once in the water and focused on the far 

buoy, which I can actually see, I'm loving it. I feel strong, I'm passing lots of people. Round-

ing the buoy thereᾷs a bit of barging and biffs on the head and body but I probably give as 

good as I get and I can see the swim exit - job done! One of the benefits of being at this end 

of the swim is that someone has the time to hand you your bike bag with all your gear in it 

and once you've got out of the wetsuit & had a quick gel you can easily see your bike so no 

stress there. Although not raining it was overcast but you wouldn't have known it had rained 

- it was dry on the road and my bike was running so well - going past people all the time - oh 

yes it was going to be a good day!  

 

As the first major climb approached I knew I'd already ridden this so had a drink and 

changed gears and concentrated on a good rhythm. I knew it was a fast descent and the roads 

were closed to traffic so no excuses. I still looked anxiously as at most corners someone had 

come off and I had a quick look to make sure it wasn't Barry. My confidence was growing 

and I knew on the climbs I was stronger than the people around me - just not as brave on 

the descents. The 90km seemed to pass really quickly and we were soon on the last climb - 

only a couple of  hairpins and after this a long descent back into Aix and the run! 

 

Coming into town there were loads of people out and about and as I came into transition one 

of the helpers grabbed my bike as I ran on to collect my run bag. On with the running shoes 

and off round the roundabout on Lap 1 of 3. Feed stations were every couple of kilometres 

and that was my reward to get to each and have a walk as I downed water at one, coke at the 

next and an orange after that. There was only one hill and I was determined to run, or should 

that be shuffle, it every time. Going round the roundabout back in town you collect a differ-

ent coloured scrunchy until you get the final red one and then its off up the finishing shoot 

past the pom pom girls, get your medal, finishers T Shirt - in a size that fits rather than the 

traditional XL for everyone.  

 

Then its on to a banquet of food with more drinks and finally the massage tables - loads of 

them and well worth waiting a few minutes. Found Barry lying there and after my legs were 
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nursed back to life we wandered back down the main avenue to collect all our bags and 

bikes. Laden down head it was back for a shower and get ready for the after race party - all 

in the entry fee. The local casino was packed with all the athletes, families, helpers and we 

enjoyed a full 3 course meal, served at table, with a help yourself chilled beer container off 

to one side. All suitably stuffed we headed into the auditorium for the awards presentation - 

fantastic awards to the first 3 in each age group - guess who was 4th?? I'm always 4th, so I 

guess I'll just have to try harder - more focus on the pre race preparation rather than the post 

race party! A fantastic event, incredibly well organised in a wonderful part of the world and 

definitely not my last long course Triathlon after all. Maybe a good night's sleep first though. 

 

Maggie 

 

Full results available here 
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http://ironmanpaysdaix.com/2011/09/results-20111/
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I just thought I would mention that this report is being compiled on the side of my sun 

lounger in Tenerife and in places may contain alcohol! So grammar and spelling can not be 

guaranteed although dedication can be!  

 

I had enjoyed this race the previous year so was really looking forward to it again and en-

joyed the longer distance, well 10 miles is long enough for me!  

 

For those that don't know the course, it could be described as "slightly undulating". The race 

is a 2 lap course and starts on Barton lane, goes down hill towards and under the East Lancs, 

down folly lane towards Monton, left towards Salford, left onto Lancaster Road, up the 

slight incline and left onto the East Lancs to commence the 2nd lap. 

 

Ian Thomas introduced the race and the club to all runners at the start on Barton Road and 

proudly said a few words about the club which was well received by all. 

 

The race got underway and my plan was to take the first lap easy and see what I had in the 

tank for the second but as always this went out of the window when I saw Dan Bird and 

Mark Birchall shoot off into the distance. 

 

The first 3 miles up to the beginning of Lancaster road seemed easy as it all seemed down-

hill. However the incline on Lancaster road definitely has an adverse affect on the old pins!  

 

I managed to get the first lap out of the way relatively untroubled and by this point had 

managed to catch Mark but Dan was still way in the distance. On arriving at Lancaster road 

for the second time I was definitely tiring and was just happy to get to the finish without 

stopping, which is what I did in 1:03:13, over 2 minutes quicker than last year.  

 

178 runners finished and James Kevan of Horwich won the race in an unbelievable time of 

54:02, a new course record. 

 

First back for Swinton was Dan Bird in an excellent time of 1:02:14, over 8 minutes quicker 

than last year, an awesome achievement and a credit to Dan who has ran brilliant in every 

race this year. If continues to improve at the same rate, he could be challenging the leader 

next year!  

 

First lady back for Swinton was Louise Mcgloughlin in a fantastic time of 1:20:01. 

 

After the race, we all congregated in the race headquarters just off Barton Lane for the 

presentation. It was nice to be able to get a coffee and a bacon barm and of course a well 

earned beer!  

 

The finalisation of the results was a little delayed as a certain docile person who shall re-

main nameless for the fear of embarrassment forgot to hand in one of the results pages and 

later found it in his pocket after the panic had set in.  

 

The presentation eventually got underway, organised by Ian Thomas, who again did a ster-

ling job.  

 

Race Reviews 

Swinton 10 Mile Road Race - Sunday 25th September 2011 
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All in all the race, was a huge success with great organisation from Swinton and I must take 

this opportunity to thank all involved, including the great turnout from the supporters and 

marshals, of which there were too many to mention.             

 

In summary, this was a well organised and enjoyable race and a great advertisement for the 

club. A must do again next year! 

 

Darren Russell 

 

Full results available here 

Race Reviews 

Swinton 10 Mile Road Race - Sunday 25th September 2011 

http://www.ukresults.net/2011/swinton.html
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Having not raced for 7 weeks and spending September being sensi-

ble and building up mileage gradually, I thought Iôd choose this 

pleasant little race as my comeback Ha Ha! 

 

This was my third consecutive year for the Rivington Half.  The last 2 years have been 

bright, but crisp and autumnal ï perfect running weather.  The week leading up to this 

yearôs race saw temperatures soar to a ridiculous 28 degrees and the forecast for race day 

was even hotter. I had been looking forward to this ï one of my favourite races ï for weeks, 

but as race day arrived, I was in a complete strop. Iôm not a huge fan of the sun at the best 

of times, but for racing I find it disastrous. 

 

Regardless of my dreadful mood, Adam and I set off and met fellow Swintoners Rick, Re-

becca and Steve H at Rivington and Blackrod School where the race was to begin. Rick was 

given suitable grief for not only failing to wear Swinton colours, but actually daring to sport 

a vest in A&T blue! Plenty of pre-race jovial banter was shared, including lots of, óWhat 

excuse can we think of for not actually competing?ô No excuse was acceptable, so we 

rocked up to the start line with approximately 300 other hardy souls who had decided to 

brave the weather.   

 

The first 1.25 miles is a challenging uphill climb, but after that the scenery en route is fabu-

lous.  Given my terrible sense of direction, I couldnôt really start to tell you where we were, 

except that I did recognise sections of the Horwich 5 race twice.  The undulating race is a 

mixture of trails, wooded areas, fields, road, cobbled paths etc.  There are gates and stiles to 

contend with and some muddy parts, although not as much as previous years due to the dry 

weather.  It is never going to be a PB course, but it is stunning. 

 

The temperature rose to 29 degrees and was relentless. In fact, I later found out that it was 

the hottest October day on record. We were grateful for the shade in the wooded areas, but 

most of the race was conducted with full exposure to the sun. It made it tough going, how-

ever it did not spoil the race.  I managed to cross the line in 1 hour 54 minutes and all things 

considered, was pleased with that. It was about 3 minutes slower than I achieved last year, 

but returning from injury and the heat were good enough excuses for that, I reckon.   

 

Well done to my team mates who had superb races, especially hubby Ads who actually 

managed to race 5 minutes faster than last year.  Mark Russell of Salford Harriers ran an 

amazing race to finish second ï I guess heôll be a strong Manchester Area XC contender 

again this season.  Also out in force were our local friends from Burnden, and Anne Fergu-

son ran superbly to win her category prize.  It was great to see Paul Robinson and his family 

at the finish ï big thanks to them for their support. 

 

Rivington Half will be one of the first races on my calendar for next year; I just hope for 

more typical October temperature.  Who else is joining me? 

 

Loz 

 
Full results available here 

Race Reviews 

Rivington Half Marathon - Saturday 1st October 2011 

http://www.racetimingsystems.com/franchised/results.aspx?raceid=1987&emanagerid=21
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AFTER falling in love with trail running over the summer, I decided it was time to enter my 

first official trail race. The Gin Pit 5 was part of the Central Lancashire Grand Prix and not 

too far from home, so it seemed like the perfect option. 

 

I had been looking forward to the race for a few weeks, but that was spoiled by the boiling 

sunshine that everyone else seemed to love at the end of September. Fortunately for me, I 

woke up on the morning of the race to find the sun had disappeared behind the clouds. 

 

There were 17 Swinton runners taking part, plus more there as supporters. After the fun run, 

we all lined up at the start ready to go. I started running with Rebecca, Lauren, Emma and 

Steve, but even their bimbling pace after the Rivington Half Marathon was too fast for me 

and I soon dropped behind.  

 

I wasnôt running alone for long though, as I was joined by an A+T runner called Claire. She 

told me sheôd done the race about eight times before and usually came last, so I was deter-

mined to cross the line in front of her. We ran together for most of the first three miles at a 

steady pace and chatting as we went. A few of the front runners went past us and it was 

amazing to see how fast they were going. Claire lost touch with me as we went up a hill, so 

I kept on going alone. 

 

She finally caught me again in the last mile and although she was considering walking, I 

encouraged her to keep going. As we went up the hill towards the finish, I could hear the 

A+T marshals cheering her on and her catching up. Luckily I managed a final surge - 

cheered on by all the Swinton runners - and crossed the line in 52:51, just four seconds 

ahead of Claire. 

 

There arenôt many opportunities to race at my end of the field, so it was great to push my-

self to keep going and beat someone else. Claire thanked me afterwards for pushing her on 

too and said she ran faster than usual. Iôll be looking out for her at future races to spur me 

on. 

 

The race was won in an impressive 25:56 by James Kevan, from Horwich, who had won the 

Swinton 10 the week before. First Swinton runner was Steve Doxey in 29:52, with Louise 

McLoughlin as first Swinton woman in 37:32. 

 

There was a great turnout from the club and I really enjoyed the race. It was a good course 

and well supported, so Iôll definitely go back there ï and hopefully beat more A+Ters. 

 

Gaynor 
 

Full results available here 

Race Reviews 

Git Pit 5 Mile Trail Race - Sunday 2nd October 2011 

http://www.ukresults.net/2011/ginpit10.html
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I ran the fun run at Gin Pit on Sunday 2nd October. There were lots of children and adults 

from Swinton at the race and they all did very well.  

 

My mummy told me not to go too fast but I ignored her. I ran really fast and my mummy 

could not catch up with me.  I was a minute faster then last year and I got a medal.  

 

The best things were seeing my friends at the race and beating my mummy. 

 

Patrick Marsden ( Age 6 ) 
 

Full results available here 

Race Reviews 

Git Pit 2 Mile Fun Run - Sunday 2nd October 2011 

http://www.ukresults.net/2011/ginfun10.html
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BUPA Great Edinburgh Run 10K  - Sunday 2nd October 2011 

There was a wee bit of self sabotage for this race! Due to a friendôs birthday I had a couple 

of drinks the night before and it was with a bit of trepidation I got up in the morning in case 

I felt unwell. Fortunately I was fine but my heart sank when I saw the Scottish weather at 

itôs rainy best.  

 

I entered this because it was one of the first few races I did last year and I remember loving 

the course. The start  was a bit rushed as the toilet queues were slow moving but when I got 

into my pen I started to relax. As with all Bupa Great Runs the warm up guy got the crowd 

going and I enthusiastically got involved (if only to keep warm!).  

 

Once we started I didnôt feel quite as overwhelmed by the crowd as I did last year and I felt 

confident as we ran under Arthurôs Seat (love that volcanic plug!). This confidence didnôt 

last long as I remembered how blooming hilly the course is.  

 

The first km and a half are all uphill and that sets the tone for the rest of the race. The route 

follows areas of Edinburgh which are filled with memories for me (mainly bars and restau-

rants I loved to frequent) as well as just being attractive so I enjoyed the run but I didnôt 

bother looking at my watch because it felt so tough.  

 

My favourite part is going down from the Castle to Princes Gardens and then past Waverley 

before climbing back to the Royal Mile. The crowds here are packed along the road and 

thereôs a real buzz. Then the final 800m is down the Royal Mile to Holyrood Palace and the 

finish where the atmosphere gives you that lift you need for a sprint finish.  

 

When I saw my time I was quicker than last year so I was pleased but also a bit annoyed I 

hadnôt take it more seriously! Maybe next yearé 

 

 

Cara 

 
Full results available here 

 

http://www.greatrun.org/Results/NameSearch.aspx?r=205
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Race Reviews 

Len Mullen Memorial XC - Sunday 9th October 2011 

October traditionally marks the start of cross country season.  A whole winter of mud, 

snow, hills, rain and more mud to look forward to!  With the first proper race at Heaton 

Park not until 22 October, Lauren decided she was just too excited to wait that long and 

found a special bonus event in the Len Mullen Memorial Races at Woodbank Park.  She 

then persuaded me that it would be the ideal practice run before Heaton Park - a chance to 

rediscover the joys of cross country without having to worry about affecting the team scores 

if I came last.  Plus at only 3 miles it was considerably easier than the Liverpool and Ches-

ter marathons taking place on the same day!  

Saturday 8 October therefore saw me frantically searching through the mystical land I call 

the cupboard under my stairs (I swear it has Tardis like properties - no matter how much 

stuff I throw in there it is never full!) trying to locate my spikes.  Amazingly, given that the 

last time I had worn these had been in the mud fields of Alton Towers and I'm pretty sure I 

didn't wash them afterwards, they eventually turned up looking lovely and clean.  I can only 

assume there must be some shoe cleaning fairies living in Cupboard Under Stairs Land.  

Shoes located I then had the exciting decision of which length spikes to opt for - a girl likes 

to have lots of choices when it comes to footwear and I can now select between 7, 9, 12 and 

15mm spikes - I decided on the 9mms only to change my mind on race day and switch to 

the 12mms on the basis that this was what Lauren had done and maybe copying her shoe 

choices would make me as quick as her (it didn't).  

One of the joys (or downsides depending on what else you have planned for that day) of 

cross country is that it is anything but an early start.  This means you have plenty of time to 

go out Saturday, drink lots of wine, have a lie in on Sunday and still do the race.  Arriving 

nice and early for our 1.15pm start time I was struck by how warm it was.  I then realised 

that this was because I'm used to be being at Woodbank Park cross country in January in the 

snow!  In any event, the pleasant weather soon came to an end as the heavens opened and 

we were treated to a downpour of biblical proportions.  The guy on the tannoy at this point 

got very excited about the prospect of ladies in the mud!  

Soon enough, with the Chariots of Fire music ringing in our ears (Len Mullen apparently 

appeared in the film as did several people there on the day - I felt a bit left out not being 

film star!) it was time to walk over to the start.  After some photographs, a quick course de-

scription (I never listen to these, there's always someone in front I can follow) and a short 

speech from the Mayor we were off.  The ladies field was small but diverse.  At the fast end 

there were two blonde gazelles with legs up to their armpits and very tiny shorts on; at the 

more leisurely end of the field I did hear one lady say she'd never run 3 miles before.  We 

spread out pretty quickly and after passing one or two runners who'd clearly set off way too 

quickly I settled into a nice steady rhythm running alongside a lady from Longwood Harri-

ers (which I now know from Google is in Huddersfield) who had never run cross country 

before.  She was in road shoes which I suspect is the only reason I was able to keep up with 

her!  

The course took in some sections which were familiar to me from the Manchester area 

league cross country event (in some cases going the other way to normal) as well as some 

new parts of the park.  It turns out there's a river down at the bottom of that giant hill which 

came as something of a surprise to me!  There were marshals out on most of the main turn-

ings and some ribbons/ markers to follow but on a couple of occasions we were guessing 

which way to go, helpfully for me there was a lady behind me who ran for Stockport and 
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Race Reviews 

Len Mullen Memorial XC - Sunday 9th October 2011 

was able to stop us from getting too lost.  As ever at Woodbank Park they managed to in-

clude at least one big hill climb - for anyone who's run the usual cross country event there 

we ran up what we normally run down.  It's actually a much gentler ascent than the one they 

send us up in January and I was able to run the whole thing (albeit exceptionally slowly!)    

From the top of the hill it was just a short run round the back of the track to the finish (a 

race ending which will be familiar to all the cross country runners) with the added excite-

ment of the path being overgrown with nettles (delightful when you're in shorts and a vest) 

at least these will all be dead come January!  I had a go at catching my friend from Long-

wood at the finish (she'd got ahead of me on the hill) but I'd left a bit too much to do and 

ended up a good few seconds behind her.  

Catching up with Lauren at the end we both agreed it had been a great race.  Lauren had run 

a stormer finishing in 5th place and under 24 minutes (and we later discovered winning her 

age category).  I was happy with my 28.08 minutes and a deceptively flattering (and poten-

tially unlucky) 13th place (there were only 31 finishers which goes some way to explain 

this!)  We also both got spot prizes - Lauren won chocolates and I, true to form, got a bag of 

random items including emery boards, face cream samples, a photo of Roger Bannister and 

an energy gel.  With no Swinton boys to cheer on we didn't stay to watch men's race alt-

hough having had a quick look at the results I can report that there are some seriously quick 

Stockport guys out there to look out for in the league this year!  Suitably muddy and tired I 

set off home knowing that in less than 2 weeks time I got to do it all again at Heaton Park in 

the company of the ever fabulous team Swinton. 

Rebecca 

Full results available here 

 

 

http://www.ukroadraces.info/results/2011/lml.htm
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Race Reviews 

Liverpool Marathon - Sunday 9th October 2011 

What can I say about the Liverpool Marathon 2011? Well it was my first marathon since 

Cardiff in 2004.... I chose Liverpool for the same reasons I chose Cardiff  ï I heard it was 

an easy course and flat! I also I liked the idea of participating in their first marathon in 18 

years. It also coincided with John Lennonôs birthday (he would have been 71) and Paul 

McCartneyôs wedding day....I also love the city and studied there for some years so it was 

for me also a  bit of a sentimental journey... 

More than nine thousand of us chose Liverpool over the Chester marathon which was on the 

same day. There were seven of us from Swindon RC there ï all ladies (Liver birds!) and 

five Swinton RC  guys chose Chester. Cara mentioned that we would be in trouble with 

Sharen ï not being in full uniform -  although I think Cara did more than the rest of us ï not 

sure if any of us had red nail varnish though....:( 

 

With it being a first marathon I did wonder if there would be any óhiccupsô and the 45 mi-

nute delay did not augur well ï giving the unoriginal óhealth and safetyô excuse.  However it 

was the only glitch I noticed...and after that it was exceptionally well organized.  

 

I first saw the details of the marathon online.  It seemed like fun and I felt it was about time 

I moved out of my comfort zone so on a whim I  entered, put it in my diary and  then  just 

as abruptly forgot about it. Besides it was months and months away. I told Sheila, my sister 

who had never run a marathon about it and she deliberated for ages so I entered her any-

way!  

 

It was her first marathon, so like everyone doing their first ï the main concern is to com-

plete the thing ï no PBs, just to complete it ...  Actually that is always my fear too ï not sure 

it I shall ever grow out of it.... Well the date went in my diary and I got busy. I bought some 

books on marathon running but didnôt have time to read them so I posted one through Shei-

laôs door about 16 days before the event with a note asking her to tell me if I should know 

anything important. She called the next day to say we should now  be ótapering our train-

ingô...!! neither of us had run for more than an hour ï apart from the Morecambe Bay half 

and the Swinton Ten!... so we set off with  two weeks to go to try and run for three hours. I 

gave up after two and Sheila managed a little more ...  

 

....I think this beginning to become an article about what not to do when entering a mara-

thon. My mum always said I liked learning the hard way! 

 

I ordered gels to try out but never managed to try them on run - and neither did Sheila... I 

tried then once before the Cardiff and found I felt nauseous and have not tried them since. 

However everyone else seems to tolerate them well so Sheila and I took them with us for 

the marathon. Another golden  rule about to be broken: ónever do anything new on the day 

of the marathonô...... 

 

The journey to get there went extraordinarily well, I accidentally found the car park by driv-

ing down the wrong road and we stumbled upon it!  We were even in good time!... Cara 

noticed me in the car park and called out after me. It was good to see a friendly face and  



 

P A G E  2 1  

S W I N T O N  R U N N I N G  C L U B  

Cara seemed to know the place really well and  confidently steered us to the shuttle bus and 

in no time we were in Birkenhead Park queuing for the loos in our bin liners ï Sheila hadnôt 

seen people in bin liners before and found them hilarious! I must admit I found Caraôs full 

length one funny yet quite graceful (on her) so I now carry full length bin liners in my boot 

to don whenever the need arises! Cara cheered us up  and was very positive and she was 

even doing another marathon the week after! We never saw Carol or any of the others. 

 

We hung around in the park until we had to go to our ópensô at the start depending on the 

colour on our race number which was dependant on our estimated finishing time.. the 

weather was dry and relatively mild for October.  Sheila had a gel and I had brought a few 

small bottles of  óbooster vitaminsô which were bulky. I decided to drink one to get rid of at 

least one of them. Cara looked  at them suspiciously and then said in óBut itôs only 4 calo-

ries!?ô I replied with an air of pseudo-knowledge that they were vitamin boosters and sup-

posed to be really good for you. I bought them in Tesco's! They both looked underwhelmed 

but I opened the bottle undaunted.  Sheila told me not to drink the stuff as I hadnôt had it 

before. However I had brought it with me so I was taking it...  It tasted of chemical poison ï 

I canôt tell you how bad it tasted! Yes.... this is definitely sounding about what not to do 

when entering a marathon....sorry Steve .... 

 

A short time later the Loudspeaker announced it was time to find our ópensô at the start 

which were colour coded. Caraôs time was better than our anticipated time so she was in 

another pen and that was the last time I saw her as she was way ahead of me throughout. 

Sheila and I were about three minutes away from the start but none of the pens  were large 

enough and in fact our ópenô was full of people with different colours ï nobody minded 

though. We were cramped like sardines ï  which at least kept us warm from body heat - and 

then there was the 45 minute delay... which brought some colourful phrases from  two Liv-

erpulians behind us. They actually entertained us for the rest of our wait and although they  

seemed to have a physique more in line with doing no more exercise than  lifting a beer 

glass or three, these two brothers had been everywhere and done everything ï ultra mara-

thons the lot ï so I had a lot of respect for them!...The people of Liverpool are naturally fun-

ny people, I love them. Just when we had all started to get to know each other and forgotten 

about the run  the start was announced. Suddenly that unceremonious, unholy  óhonkingô 

heralded the start and we all shuffled slowly off. 

 

It was good to move again and  I must say the weather was lovely for a marathon  ï we ran 

out of Birkenhead park towards the coast where there was sunshine and a coastal breeze ï 

so it was ideal and the public were just wonderful. They had comical posters for their 

friends/ food in their hands/ loud voices and many of the kids just wanted high fives.... And 

so the first half was really very enjoyable showing all the best of the city in dry and sunny 

conditions. I drank a little water and avoided the gels I had brought.  There were loos en 

route and loads of drink stations with water or sports drinks ï or both and several stations 

later on with gels and always a warm encouraging crowd. 

 

Liverpool like all coastal cities has this lovely light which the coastal site brings... I loved 

the novelty of running through Queensway Tunnel and the middle of this was the halfway 

mark of the marathon which many greeted with loud whoops and they echoed and reverber-

ated way back. It was in the tunnel I saw my first casualty ï a runnerôs ankle just folded on 

him ï but someone was there helping him.  It came as a surprise that the final mile in the 

tunnel was a definite incline ï and this was the first challenge I came across ï me and hills 

have never made friends...back into the light came the noise of the crowds and they helped 

me up the continuing inclines....it was around then that I would have liked some sustenance 

but that chemicals cocktail  I drank at the beginning seemed to stop me from wanting any 

drinks or gels, I felt quite queezie...Sheila and I met up at the half-way mark in the tunnel... 

she seemed really relaxed and happy and she was running with a guy who was running just  
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at her pace and like her had never run a marathon before.  As it turned out they both fin-

ished together too and kept each other going. They were just ahead of me for a few 

miles...then we came to a long hill and this is where I really flagged. I crashed at the 16 mile 

sign (didnôt even reach eighteen miles). I never saw Cara or Carol at all ï and never saw 

Sheila again.  The drinks water or sports drinks were in abundance but I worried I would 

feel worse... there was lots of people offering food and we spent a long time in Sefton Park 

(this must have been the long and winding road bit). There was music playing in the park 

and drumming at a few sites ....the weather became more humid and then there was light 

rain which was refreshing...I was running more or less alongside Scooby ï a really tall guy 

ï for the last leg of the marathon... how he managed to run in that outfit I shall never 

know...the crowds were relentlessly dedicated to roaring and shouting and cheering every-

one on which I was grateful for as the last ten miles were difficult for me. Sefton Park 

though was pretty and it was a pleasant place to run. At that stage I found myself managing 

to eat jelly babies which were a-plenty in the crowds and which helped me get round. At 

about mile 20 when I was amazed that there were still people behind me  and I bumped into 

one of the brothers who had entertained us in our pen at the start ï he ran past me as fresh as 

a daisy and I wondered how he had managed to look so fresh and fast and yet be as slow as 

me! I bet he went off to some pub for a couple of drinks and then proceeded onwards...The 

last few miles involved convoluted pathways in Sefton Park  and here we were all much 

more spread out... there were people talking to themselves and some jogging and chatting as 

though they had just set out... and also many in my league who were running a bit and walk-

ing a bit.... I passed one man flat out with his eyes closed (I knew just how he felt)! I 

thought that Cara and Sheila would be óhomeô by now. I then decided to have a gel and I 

perked up a bit and managed the final leg towards the city centre and the Liver Buildings 

and the finishing line at the Three Graces ... Apparently Carol and I  were so close in time I 

have no idea how we didnôt meet up! I never saw Cara again either but she also was way 

ahead of me. 

 

Fortunately Sheila saw me staggering in...she spotted me she said because I was looking 

green!! Immediately she asked me my time ï I said I didnôt know  and she laughed. Not 

only did I not see the time at the end but I also (not having a Garmin) insist on wearing this 

enormous embarrassingly big stopwatch on my wrist which I forgot to stop when I went 

over the finishing line.  There were photos and food and all sorts at the end and the medals 

are really lovely.... Sheila looked well rested when she met me ï having had to wait more 

than half an hour for me! 
 

The Liver birds results were: 

Sheila Duckworth 04:01:12  

Cara Anderson 04:17:28  

Shirley Duckworth -Oates 04:35:00 

Carol Hart 04:36:33  

Lisa Ottiwell 04:45:29  

Dawn Green 04:49:07  

Kathryn Roberts 05:17:38  

 

I can honestly say I thoroughly enjoyed the first 16 miles - the weather was great ï the par-

ticipants infectiously funny and jovial  and the crowd wonderfully supportive.  The facilities 

were good too, Lots of loos,  loads of  water and sports drinks stations and there was enough 

food to feed the 5,000 (I mean 9,000) from the crowd alone. I think Liverpool is a beautiful 

city and unique in atmosphere and the people are warm and witty.  
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After sitting in the car and having a recovery drink I felt so much better and really pleased 

that we had managed it. I was so happy that Sheila did so well on her first marathon and 

although I do not seem to be made for this level of endurance ï I do really love the chal-

lenge and the feeling of achieving something difficult is a pleasure hard to describe. I guess 

most of you would understand that.... 

I would recommend this marathon for newbies and seasoned runners alike. It is close 

enough to be able to sleep in your own bed and keep to your usual routine ï itôs a good wel-

coming city and an interesting one. ....would I do it again ï yes definitely ï would I prepare 

better ï yes definitely!! Would I listen to the most important instructions i.e., never to do 

anything new on a race or a marathon? Without a doubt....  

 

So...See you all next year then .....;) x 

 

Best wishes, 

Shirley J 
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