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Walks 
 

 

Dartmoor 100 - 1994 
 

Over the Whitsun Bank Holiday weekend I participated in the Dartmoor 100, a 100 mile walk around 

Dartmoor. I completed the event in 48hrs 19mins and was the last person to finish, although that did not 

matter as the event was non-competitive. The challenge was just to complete it. The event started and 

finished at Ivybridge, near Plymouth and went via Moretonhampstead, Okehampton and Tavistock. The 

actual distance was 101.25 miles but with the extra miles in the places where I got lost, I must have done 

about 107. The route was varied, some of it on roads, some on paths and some requiring navigation across 

open moorland on a compass bearing. It was virtually non-stop walking with short breaks at about 14 

refreshment stops along the route. I did manage about 3 half-hour naps. I would have liked more, but didn't 

have the time. 

 

We left Ivybridge at 10.00am on a bright Saturday morning. After half a mile, we reached the moor and 

followed the course of the old Redlake tramway for the next 8 miles. One memory I have of joining the 

tramway is of looking across the valley and seeing other walkers already nearly a mile ahead of me, running 

along the track. Although it was gradually ascending all the way, it was reasonably easy going. After leaving 

the tramway, we headed across the moors towards checkpoint one at Chalk Ford. 

 

Checkpoint one was just a drink stop.  One person had retired here. Unfortunate for him, but it cheered me 

up as I knew I wouldn’t be the last name on the result sheet. A couple of cups of squash and I was on my 

way again. It was starting to get hot. Morgan the Post was not far in front, but he seemed to wearing about 3 

jumpers and a thick anorak. I don’t know how he coped. 

 

We eventually reached checkpoint two at Leusdon, a pretty village in the middle of nowhere. We seemed to 

be doing our best to avoid going to Widecombe. Passed a lot of signs pointing to it, but never headed 

towards it. Uncle Tom Cobley and all were safe from the massed throng of the LDWA. After Leusdon I was 

on my own, but not last yet. Dropped down through the woods into the valley and then climbed back up onto 

the moors. Had a little disaster going through the woods. I managed to split my trousers crossing a stile. It 

could have been embarrassing. I plodded across Rippon Tor and dropped down to the road. All the time on 

the moor I could see Morgan and his companion about half a mile in front, but couldn’t catch up with them. 

Then it was about one and a half miles along the road to the next checkpoint. 

 

Checkpoint three was the Boys Brigade camp site at Broadleas. This was being run by the Staffordshire 

group of the LDWA, so I received a good welcome from several acquaintances within the group. Made some 

repairs to my trousers, so that I looked semi-respectable and then onwards once more. Across country to 

Lustleigh, not quite leaving the National Park. A short stretch on the old Moretonhampstead railway line and 

then to the next checkpoint. I hadn’t seen any other walkers from one checkpoint to the next. 

 

Checkpoint four was at Manaton. Supper was had here. Beefburgers and bananas and custard. Not all at once 

I hasten to add. Also Pip was here with spare clothing, so I could put on a decent pair of trousers. Also my 

thermal undies etc as he was retiring for the night. 

 

After leaving Manaton, I got lost and arrived back there half-an-hour later. I followed the markers around the 

rocks and across the fields to a farm. Apparently I took the wrong gate out of the field. My excuse was that it 

had just gone dark and I didn't see the correct way. Eventually I found the road through North Bovey and 

across the fields to Moretonhampstead.  

 

I was stood in the middle of the town (sat on a wall actually) trying to work out which way to go when a 

policeman walked up to me and said "They all went that way". We then chatted for a couple of minutes, he 
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enquiring what was going on, before I set off up the road towards Mardon Down. On reaching the Down, I 

quickly lost the route through the heather. It had been marked with tape to start with, but I must have taken 

the wrong rabbit path at some point. I then saw some lights in the distance which I assumed to be the 

checkpoint and headed towards them. It turned out to be the checkpoint and I arrived at it at the same time as 

two other walkers. We all arrived from different directions! 

 

After a couple of cups of tea, I was off again. The route dropped down the hill from Mardon Down into the 

valley. It then followed the valley for a couple of miles to the clipper point, then climbed up and followed 

the top (below Castle Drogo) for a while. It was getting quite chilly at this time, but there was a full moon 

shining to give some light. When I dropped down to the valley, I caught with another walker, who was just 

about to go the wrong way. This was Reg from East Lancs, who was to stay with me for the next 40 or so 

miles. Apparently he had already gone wrong on this section and was doing his second lap. We walked on to 

Chagford checkpoint together. It was bitterly cold by now. 

 

I told Reg that I had surveyed the next section, so he was quite welcome to stay with me if he wanted. We set 

off together from Chagford. It seemed to be even colder. It took me a mile or so to stop my teeth chattering. 

The temperature probably didn't quite reach freezing point, but it felt as if it had. It wasn't too long before 

dawn began to break and it was quite light by the time we reached the clipper point that signified halfway. 

 

After leaving Wonson checkpoint, we plunged into a lane of thick, gooey, oozing mud. In retrospect, I think 

this section is the one that gives me the least pleasure in remembering. Apart from the lane of glutinous mud, 

there was a part where we reached a sign that said Okehampton 3.5 miles and we promptly turned in the 

opposite direction. After that, we came to a section beside the river where we were scrambling over rocks. It 

was bad enough for us in the middle of the day, but it must have been hell for those who did this section in 

the dark. Reg and I finally arrived at the breakfast stop at Okehampton at about midday. 

 

When we had fed and rested for a bit, we were off again. Almost immediately we walked past the hospital. 

Very appropriate I thought to myself. Perhaps I should be inside rather than outside. Then it was through the 

woods and across a golf course heading towards Meldon. We walked under the impressive railway viaduct 

and then climbed back up on to the moor. After a couple of miles, we joined another old tramway to head 

towards the next checkpoint at the Fox Inn. Reg and I left the tramway a little bit early and had to do a bit of 

our own route-finding to get back on course. The Fox checkpoint was organised by the Marches group of the 

LDWA, who were organising the following years 100. One of the walkers who was there at the same time as 

Reg and myself was trying to question them to find out details about it, but they were giving nothing away. 

Me, I was past caring. I had enough problems with this 100 without worrying about the next one. 

 

I had another half-hour break at Fox checkpoint. I was knackered. Reg was feeling OK, so he went on with 

another walker, Ben from Buxton whom I had met earlier at the Mardon Down checkpoint. I set off, back up 

to the moor. I had an interesting time trying to get across a stream tumbling down the side of a hill. After 

managing to get across, but soaking myself in the process, I saw another couple of walkers who said it had 

been a lot easier further up the hill. We walked together for a while, trying to find a leat which led to a 

reservoir. We did find one, but it appeared to be going in the wrong direction. After some discussion, we 

headed for a group of huts, which we could identify on the map, then worked our way across to the reservoir. 

Then we had to follow a compass bearing to find a wall and then a gate. My two companions set off on a 

slightly different heading to me and we were about 100 yards apart when we found the wall. Consequently, 

we found different gates. Fortunately, mine was the correct one. Then it was along a track, across a couple of 

fields and through the village to Mary Tavy checkpoint. 

 

When I got there, Reg was also there. He had only arrived five minutes before I did. He and his companion 

had got even more lost than I had. Both Reg and his companion were going to retire, having become 

somewhat depressed on this section. I talked Reg out of it, saying he could come along and keep me 

company again. Also there was Steve Clarke, the editor of Strider, who promised to publish my photo in the 
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magazine if I finished. If I had realised how I must have looked at that point, he might have done better by 

promising to publish it if I didn't finish. 

    

I set off with Reg and fairly soon we were climbing back up onto the moor. It was now hard work to climb 

the hills, but once we were up, it became easier for a while. We followed a couple of broad tracks, eventually 

arriving at a car park. The light was now starting to go as we set off again. We passed a young lady at this 

point who seemed to be really struggling. It later transpired that this was Kathy, who I met up with again 

later, when she was doing better than I was.  

 

The route instructions now said follow a compass bearing for 800 yards to find a stone cross, then another 

compass bearing to find some trees and then another compass bearing to find a wall corner. We did 

accidentally find the stone cross, but didn't find the trees. As for the wall corner, we didn't even find a wall. 

After wandering around lost for about 15 minutes, we saw some car headlights in the distance. A brief 

discussion and we agreed the best thing we could do was to head for where we saw the lights and get on to 

the road. Once there, we followed the road until we found some point we could recognise on the map and 

then worked out the best way to get to the next checkpoint. 

 

Eventually we reached the Walkhampton checkpoint. Henry Bridge was there welcoming everybody. He had 

decided not to do this one having had a bad time in Cleveland the previous year. There was also a young lady 

there who offered to sort my feet out. When she managed to peel my socks off, she must have thought they 

were a lost cause. To me they looked beyond repair. But the young lady carried on and bathed them and 

plastered the blisters. She did a marvellous job, which wasn't fully appreciated at the time. Reg and I were 

told there was somebody else coming in with a sweeper in a few minutes, so we decided to wait and carry on 

with them. 

 

When we left Walkhampton at about midnight, we had been joined by the young lady and a sweeper. We 

plodded on to the clipper point on Yelverton Down. It was going cold again. After the clipper point we had 

to drop down, across the old Princetown railway line and then cross the valley below Dousland Reservoir. 

We went slightly astray again just after the clipper point and were caught up by another group of walkers 

with a couple of sweepers. There was a steep climb up the road towards Gutter Tor, up which I plodded at a 

speed that must have been all of one mile per hour. Reg left me on the climb up to Gutter Tor. I was now 

walking with a sweeper named Dave. I had finally reached last position. Once we left the road, we followed 

a wire fence for about a mile, so I am told. To me, this fence just seemed to go on and on and on. I felt as if I 

had done a hundred miles just following this fence. 

 

At Gutter Tor checkpoint, there was only time for a quick half cup of tea before the checkpoint closed. We 

were advised that there were problems with the route and we had to take an alternative route along the road 

to the next checkpoint at Cadover Bridge. It was starting to get light again by the time I got there, being 

shepherded by a young lady called Anne. I was now in my rightful position - last. Cadover Bridge 

checkpoint was just a tent in a lay-by, but the cups of tea tasted just as nice. There were several other walkers 

here when I arrived. Reg was still there as well. All the sweepers were going to go through to the finish and 

were allocated groups of walkers to look after. 

 

Once we had left Cadover Bridge we skirted around the China Clay workings at Lee Mills. I was now 

walking with a young lady called Kathy. We were being guided by Rod, from Okehampton and another 

young man whose name I don't know. At one point, walking alongside a leat (drainage channel), we found a 

young lamb in it. Rod managed to pull it out, but we were unable to find its mother. Eventually, the young 

man put it in his rucksack and carried it to the next farm a mile or so further on. From there it was only a 

short haul to the Cornwood checkpoint. I had a strange feeling on this section. There was a stretch were I 

was absolutely convinced that I had been there before. I have never been able to explain it, but there was a 

section were I knew the path and the scenery. How I knew it, I don't know. It is just one of life's little 

mysteries. 
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Almost at the end, we were walking down a lane beside a large stream and the finish was just on the other 

side of the stream. But we had to walk further down the lane, cross a bridge and then back up the lane to the 

finish. I can still recall coming in to the finish. There seemed to be hundreds of people there applauding 

Kathy and myself in. A friend later told me that we received a bigger ovation than the first finishers had. 

Perhaps it was because they all wanted to go home, and now they could. 

 

As President, Founder Member and Sole Member of the Long Distance Plodders Association, I would like to 

thank all those people who helped me complete the Dartmoor 100 (in the true Plodders position). 

 

The staff at all the checkpoints were as helpful as they could be and deserve a lot more praise then they will 

probably get. They were magnificent and have my heartfelt thanks (especially the young lady at 

Walkhampton who tried to sort my feet out at midnight on Sunday). 

 

Also thanks to my walking companions. There was Reg, who kept me company for 40 miles through 

frostbite and sunburn. Also thanks to Rod, who swept my fellow struggler and myself to the finish. He was a 

great help. 

 

 
Myself and Kathy arriving at the finish. 

 

 

 

Wheeldale Tandem 1996 
 

I had agreed to do the Wheeldale Tandem with Steve Clark. This was a 28 mile event over the North 

Yorkshire Moors. It started at Goathland, made famous as Aidensfield in the TV series Heartbeat. Both 
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walkers went different routes for the first 20 miles and then joined up at Stape to do the last 8 miles together. 

We had to be at Stape by 4pm (after 8 hours walking), so our aim was to be there by 3.30. 

 

I left home at 4 o'clock in the morning and as I was driving over the Pennines on the M62 with the wind 

gusting across the motorway and the rain lashing down, I thought to myself "What am I doing here". 

Fortunately the rain soon stopped, although the wind did not abate much during the day. 

 

We started out at 8am and walked together for the first quarter of a mile. Then the routes split. Steve was 

doing the East route and I was doing the West. My first stage was about 3 miles along an old railway line to 

Grosmont. Almost as soon as the routes split, I was relegated to last position as the other participants passed 

me and left me behind. As it turned out, I wasn't last, yet. After about 20 minutes, 2 runners jogged past me. 

Obviously they had started late and I was now last. This was a pleasant stretch to walk, nice and flat, 

meandering through woods, crossing and re-crossing the river. 

 

The route passed the engine shed of the North York Moors railway with several engines on show outside. A 

small hill took me over the railway tunnel and I then dropped down to the first checkpoint. This was on the 

level crossing at Grosmont station. Then it was along the road for half a mile. A walker passed me along 

here. He had made a call of nature and I had sneaked past him. Just after crossing the River Esk, the route 

turned left onto a track. This was were it joined the route of the Cleveland 100, which it was to follow for the 

next few miles. 

 

After a mile and a quarter on the track, I reached the road at Egton Bridge. As I hadn't done this part of the 

100, I decided to follow the 100 route, crossing the river by a couple of sets of stepping stones. There did 

appear to be an easier and drier way (although slightly longer) along the road. Having crossed the stepping 

stones, it was then along the road for half a mile, then up a 1 in 3 hill to the supposed self-clip point at 

Delves. This turned out not to be a self-clip point any more as there was a marshal there. 

 

Then it was through the woods, high above the river, heading towards Glaisdale. Just as I reached the end of 

the woods, the sweep team caught up with me. Then there was a climb up past the Cleveland 100 checkpoint 

to our own checkpoint. Not as well appointed this one. The 100 checkpoint was in the village hall, whereas 

ours was a tent at the side of the road. There are occasionally compensations for doing the 100. One of the 

marshals at the checkpoint told us a story about a couple of participants who had come through earlier. A 

young lady had stormed up to the checkpoint and gave the marshal a pair of gloves and a pound coin. She 

told him “When number xyz comes through, these are his gloves and give him a pound for his bus fare 

home.”  When the young gentleman in question arrived ten minutes later, he promptly withdrew from the 

event.  After a cup of tea, he told the marshals he had changed his mind and would like to carry on. He 

wanted to catch up with the young lady and tell her what she could do with her pound. I never did find out 

what happened to them, but I didn’t see any bodies lying at the side of the route. 

 

Then it was on across Glaisdale Rigg. The sweep team were quite pleasant company. The route was 

undulating across the moor, but was quite easy going.  Quite a pleasant day all in all. One of the sweepers 

told me this was part of the coast to coast route. Eventually, we reached the checkpoint. This was a car 

parked at the side of the road where the track reached the road. No refreshments here, so time for a quick 

swig from the water bottle. 

 

Then it was down into the valley and back up on to the moors on the other side. We reached a clipper point 

on a track in the middle of the moors.  I would have followed the track to reach the road, but one of the 

sweepers said he knew a shortcut. Judging by the footprints on this section, everybody else (except me) 

knew about this shortcut. Then it was along the road for a mile or two to reach the next checkpoint. 

 

Onward across the moors once more and into a forest. I was informed that a point near here had the highest 

ozone level of anywhere in Cleveland. As ozone is caused by cars and cleared by trees (loosely speaking), 
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how this situation occurred in the middle of a forest with no roads for miles is beyond me. But I wasn’t in an 

inquisitive frame of mind any more, so I didn’t follow it up. 

 

I reached the meeting point at Stape at 3pm. There were quite a few walkers there still waiting for their 

partners to arrive. Steve wasn’t there so I got a cup of soup and went to warm myself up by the fire. The 

consensus of opinion was the East route must have been tougher than the West route, and as I had got there 

ahead of Steve, I would have to concur with that view. 

 

We returned to Goathland by basically following the route of the Cleveland 100 a couple of years before. On 

that you could look up the valley and see the golfballs of Fylingdales early warning station, but they had 

been demolished in the meantime, to be replaced by what looked like a concrete pyramid in the deepening 

gloom. Chatting with Steve in the pub afterwards, I was conned into writing an article for Strider, which 

became the first of the Backmarker articles. Steve’s idea, not mine. I only agreed to do one. Unless I was 

more drunk than I thought I was. 

 

 

 

Wellington Boot 
 

16/17 September 1995 

 

100k in wildest Somerset organised by George and Annie Foot. This was a new event and I am a sucker for 

wanting to try something different. What also appealed to me was the fact that you could start any time you 

wanted to between 8.30am and 10.30am. I reasoned that if I started at 8.30, then I might survive a bit longer 

before the sweepers caught up with me. Being something of a plodder, I had decided many years before that 

the only way I was going to complete some of the longer walks was to do it at my own pace. This in itself 

led to problems on some walks as I failed to make the intermediate time controls, and there were other times 

when I still get carried away by the enthusiasm at the start and blow up. 

 

So I arrived at the start at Wellington to find about 55 other people also starting at 8.30. One of these was 

Richard Bennison, who finished last in this years Shropshire 100. As I had finished last in the Dartmoor 100 

the previous year, I thought that maybe here was somebody I could keep up with. Wrong! He eventually 

finished about 2 hours in front of me having been about 4 hours in front at one stage. 

 

The weather was almost perfect. Warm and bright with a gentle breeze. George Foot sent us on our way and 

I followed the others. After one mile, we had to walk along a very muddy cart track. A lady walking her dog 

told us we should have come the previous week as it had been dry then. 

 

By the time I had completed the first couple of miles, I was on my own. Other walkers who had started later 

passed me by with a cheery "Good Morning" every now and then. This could have been very demoralising 

for a normal person, but nobody has ever accused me of being normal. We headed for Taunton across the 

fields. At one point I met a demonstration by the Cattle Union as a load of cows appeared to be picketing a 

stile. I managed to force my way across the picket line and stile to carry on. We then went through the 

middle of the Taunton Cider factory. I am not sure if all the walkers emerged on the other side, at least not 

sober. 

 

Checkpoint 1 at 15k duly arrived. George was here dispensing goodies. Well, orange squash and fruit cake. 

Whilst I was taking my well earned rest here, young Kathy (who had the honour of finishing last equal with 

me on the Dartmoor 100) went past. Soon after the checkpoint, the route started climbing. Then it carried on 

climbing. 3 kilometres of solid uphill plodding to reach a clipper point where George duly clipped my tally. 

The route description said that this was a compulsory 1 minute stop to admire the view. I decided it was a 

compulsory 1 minute stop to get my breath back and George took great delight in showing me the view, 
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pointing out all the hills that still had to be climbed in the next 24 hours. He also told me there were only 3 

people behind me. Then it was off downhill to the drinks station at Lydeard Hill after 25k. Another runner 

passed me here. Only 2 to go. 

 

Then there was a ridge walk with marvellous views, especially of Hinkley Point! Whilst meandering along 

the track, I was "charged" by 6 horses. Obviously they had been talking to the cows about my crossing the 

picket line. I stood there petrified as they galloped past. At the end of the ridge, there was a long descent. 

The last 2 runners passed me within a couple of minutes of each other on this section. One of them 

commented what a lonely walk this was as he had gone 30k by himself. I replied that it was normal practice 

for me as I was almost always on my own. Only the sweep team behind now. Then Holford checkpoint 

arrived after 35k and there was George dispensing his "goodies". I was beginning to wish I was going around 

with him. He was handing out badges to the helpers. I suggested that if he gave me mine now, it would save 

me the effort of walking the last 65k to the finish to collect it. Needless to say, he declined my suggestion. 

 

There was so much food left that the helpers said that if I didn't eat it all, they would send it on to the next 

checkpoint and make me eat it there as well. The sweep team came in as well, so I thought I had better 

escape. I needed a bit of a start on them if I was to keep ahead of them. 

 

How does the old saying go, what comes down must go up. Well it was certainly true in this case. Having 

descended all the way off the moors to the checkpoint, the next thing we had to do was to climb all the way 

back up again. Across the moors and then the route description said descend a valley by "various" paths. 

Being faced with a choice of two valleys, I couldn't work out which was the correct one, but did manage to 

choose the right one. They both arrived at the same spot eventually anyway. At the bottom, I had yet another 

close encounter of the animal kind, being chased by a large black ram. Being a self-confessed coward, I 

made it to the next stile at a faster pace than any I had so far achieved that day.  

 

Then it was on across the fields to pass under the West Somerset Railway at Stogumber and see the old 

Somerset & Dorset 7F steam past. Being a steam railway fanatic, that lifted my spirits and helped me along 

the way. Then on to the checkpoint at Monksilver with the sweepers hot on my heels. A bit of sadistic route 

planning here as you pass within 10 metres of the checkpoint (with a hedge in between) and carry on down 

hill for 200m before climbing back up to it on the other side of the hedge. I made it to the checkpoint about 

50 metres ahead of the sweepers. To my surprise, George was not here to greet me. 

 

The sweep team turned out to be Dave and Anne from Truro, who had swept me from Gutter Tor on the 

Dartmoor 100. There were 2 other walkers at Monksilver, but they left soon after I arrived. Suitably 

refreshed, I carried on. It was beginning to get dark now. Dave and Anne soon caught me up. Then there was 

another long drag which I plodded up, passing the halfway mark. As it went dark, we caught the other 2 

walkers on the descent to Clatworthy Reservoir. This was the point where you had to take an alternative 

route if it was after 7.30pm. Just before we arrived at the diversion, there was a cloudburst. It rained and it 

rained and it rained....... Nobody had warned me about what the alternative was like. For those who had done 

the Shropshire 100, it was like doing Offa's Dyke in a cloudburst, then dropping down and doing it again. 

Even the downhill bits weren't very easy and I managed to slip several times. We finished off with a short 

road stretch to Huish Champflower checkpoint at 58k. Here there was hot vegetable stew available, but I 

passed on that and had a double helping of bananas and custard instead. 

 

The next section was rather tricky from the navigational point of view. I was thankful to be with Dave and 

Anne, who knew where they were going. We hadn't been going very long when we saw a couple of torches 

higher up the hill as we were dropping down to a farm. The torches started heading towards us. We guessed 

that it might be a couple of walkers who had got lost. After a short discussion, Dave stayed behind to wait 

for them to arrive. Anne carried on with the other three of us. We covered about 2k before Dave and two 

walkers caught up with us. Our guess had been correct. Now that they knew where they were, the two 

"newcomers" stormed past us and soon left us behind. Dave rejoined our party. At about midnight, we 
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passed a village hall (Waterrow I think) with a function of some sort still going on. The record being played 

was Nilsson's "Without You" which has a special meaning for me. It was number 1 in the hit parade on the 

day I got married. This inspired me to speed up for a short while. Dave the Sweep had been warned that we 

might have trouble with a certain farmer, but we managed to scuttle through his farmyard before he knew we 

were there, to the accompaniment of floodlights coming on and dogs barking. Finally, there was a short road 

section (all uphill) to the checkpoint at Ashbrittle at 69k. 

 

Onward and onward we went. It was dark, it was wet, it was miserable. But onward we went. Cross fields, 

through woods, along roads, across a dual carriageway that was still busy at 4.30 am on a Sunday morning. I 

don't know where we went, but we got there in the end. We lost Anne towards the end of the stage. She had 

gone off in front and Dave didn't know if she had gone the right way. Fortunately, when we arrived at 

Sampford Peverill checkpoint at 80k, she was there waiting for us. I sat down with a well-deserved cup of 

tea and was contemplating having a rest when a voice boomed out "This checkpoint closes in 5 minutes. 

Everybody out". Bang went my rest.  

 

I talked one of the other walkers out of retiring as there was only 20k to go. I think she could have killed me 

for that at the finish. Fortunately the next 3k where along the canal and it was beginning to get light as well. 

That cheered everybody up a bit. Just after we got onto the canal towpath, we passed a couple of anglers. I 

don't know if they had been there all night or had just had a very early start that morning. Whichever it was, I 

reckoned that they must have been almost as daft as we were. 

 

After leaving the canal, we followed a lane for a bit to cross the M5. It was now 6 o'clock on a Sunday 

morning and it also looked busy. Then it was back to the fields. We came a field with an enormous bull in it. 

The bull ignored us, but I still breathed a sigh of relief when we got out of the field. Then it was into a field 

of pigs, but they ignored us as well. My luck with animals must have changed. We plodded onwards, 

following the river and the old Hemyock railway line to Culmstock. We passed through the village and 

headed for the last checkpoint, below Culmstock Beacon at 93k. Just after crossing the river on a footbridge 

(this was a clipper point), we had to cross a fast flowing stream with no bridge or stepping stones. What a 

time to get your feet wet. The checkpoint was a caravan parked beside the lane, but the cup of tea tasted just 

as nice as at the other checkpoints. 

 

Then it was off up the last (almost) climb of the day to the Beacon. It was murder, but we got there 

eventually. Then a pleasant stroll over the moor and along the top to the last gentle incline to Wellington 

Monument, built in honour of the Duke of Wellington whose family came from the area in about 1300 or 

something. Then it was a sharp descent, across the motorway and several fields to reach a road. At the point 

we reached the road there was a "Disabled Persons" warning sign. It seemed very appropriate for the way I 

felt. 

 

Then it was through a maze of alleyways to the finish in just over 27 hours (last equal again). Christine was 

still with me and was probably wondering why she didn't retire at Sampford Peverill. I found out afterwards 

her name was Edwards as well. A bit of a coincidence. 

 

I was told that 84 people started and 74 finished. If it is run again, I can recommend it to anybody. Good 

views, friendly helpers, the odd challenge here and there. For those who took the easy route via the reservoir, 

I would suggest that they ought to come back and try the alternative. 

 

My thanks to George and Annie Foot for the organisation, to all the checkpoint staff for the cheerful way 

they helped us throughout, and especially to Dave and Anne, the sweeps, for the way that they put up with 

me for so long. 
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Roger at the first checkpoint on the Wellington Boot. Note the Plymouth Argyle hat. 

  

 


