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Well done Arthur 

Arthur Raffle became the fourth, and the youngest, member of Altrincham & District Athletic Club to  
complete the Bob Graham Round on Wednesday July 1st when he arrived at Moot Hall in Keswick, 
having covered 66 miles and climbed 27,000 feet, traversing the 42 peaks in 23 hours 46 minutes. 
 

See pages 3  - 6 
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Club website www.altrincham-athletics.co.uk  

 

September Pawprints 
 

Please send material for next month’s Pawprints 
to Colin Davies: colinxxdavies@gmail.com   
by Sat 29th August. Articles, reports, results, 
news, and photos gratefully accepted. 

 

ADAC Committee 2019 - 2020 

    Chairman      Mansel Pope  

     Secretary      Helen Simpson  

    Membership Secretary      Richard Pavey  

    Treasurer      Carole Harrison  

    Welfare Officer      Mel McGuiness  

 
    

   Social Secretaries 
     Gordon Nicoll 

     Richard Johnson 

 

    Coaching coordinator      John Snape  

    Road Running      Mike Berks  

 
    

   Cross Country 
     Graham Harrison 

     Fiona Cosgrove 

 

    Fell Running      Tim Raffle  

    Track & Field      Justin Thompson  

    

Happy Birthday to our chairman Mansel Pope 
who will turn 70 on Wednesday 26th August.  
 

Mansel joined the club in December 1989 
and took over as chairman from Phil Nichol  
three years ago in April 2017. 
 

 

Mansel Pope 

http://www.altrincham-athletics.co.uk/
mailto:colinxxdavies@gmail.com
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Arthur Raffle’s Bob Graham Round 

When various races started being cancelled from 
mid-March onwards, it seemed like 2020 might 
finally be the year to do the Bob Graham Round, 
the classic 66 mile fell run over 42 Lakeland fells 
with 27,000ft of ascent. It had been a long-term 
objective ever since I first got into the sport five 
years ago, inspired by Neil Walker’s legendary 
round, and having spent a lot of time working at 
Borrowdale youth hostel over the past three years I 
knew a number of people who would be able to 
offer support at short notice. I got in touch with my 
good friend Ben Simmonds from the hostel and we 
provisionally agreed to give it a go together at 
some point over the summer. We did not anticipate 
things taking such a drastic turn for the worse with 
the virus situation and within a week it had gone 
from a few events being cancelled to a nationwide 
lockdown.  

Based in Durham, any trips to the lakes would have been rather impracticable, and so for training I 
resorted to some particularly savage hill reps on the steps up Durham’s Houghall Hill during April. 
When things started to improve in May we decided on the last week in June as a provisional time 
window and decided to keep it very low key and tell as few people as possible. The Bob Graham 
club had stopped accepting attempts so we would miss out on the certificate and the dinner, but we 
did have a little more flexibility. I was struggling with various foot niggles throughout the lockdown so 
certainly didn’t get as much training in as I would’ve liked, only managing a few long walk/runs. In 
the end it was this lack of time on feet that proved my biggest obstacle to getting round in 24 hours. 
The last week in June was essentially spent with me lying on my sofa all day, trying to rest as much 
as possible, watching Karl Pilkington’s ‘An Idiot Abroad’ and the High School Musical films among 
other things, and adjusting my sleep schedule to roughly Pacific time, as we planned a midnight 
start. The weather fluctuated from a 29-degree heatwave to heavy downpours, but Tuesday 30 June 
looked vaguely ok, so we confirmed this date on the day before and I drove to Borrowdale on the 
Monday afternoon, not wanting to wait any longer.  

My parents Tim and Jenny would be 
providing the bulk of the road support 
along with friends Rebecca, Alex and a 
few others from the hostel.  
Even just hours before the start, Tim 
was suggesting postponing it another 
couple of days. He was probably right 
in hindsight, but we had both been sat 
waiting around for too long so set off 
from the Moot Hall at midnight on the 
first of the five legs.  
 
 

continued on next page 
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Arthur Raffle’s Bob Graham Round 

continued from previous page 
 

Most BG stories seem to start with a similar narrative  -  Leg one felt really easy, went by like a 
dream etc. This was not the case for us. Leg one was horrific. Starting in the dark was particularly 
depressing and about halfway up Skiddaw it started raining and as we approached the summit, we  
disappeared into the thick bank of cloud and visibility dropped to about one metre, with high winds 
buffeting from all corners. There was a near miss with the navigation coming off Skiddaw but we just 
about found the right line to Great Calva and on to Blencathra. Coming out of the cloud and the wind 
brought on a real wave of euphoria and we tackled the major river Caldew crossing with no major 
issues although I did sort of fall in.  

Blencathra was quite a slog and as we 
climbed higher, we were in  bad weather 
again. The descent from treacherous 
Hall’s Fell to finish the leg was absolute 
carnage in the conditions with several 
falls and wrong lines taken on what 
should be an obvious ridge route.  
Nevertheless, we just about made  
it down to Threlkeld in one piece,  
about ten minutes down on the 23-hour 
schedule - an epic in itself.  

Tim was waiting with Aaron Jones the Borrowdale 
hostel manager, who very kindly got up at 2 am to 
pace us on leg two. We had some hot food and 
began the long grind up Clough Head with the 
morning light starting to come through but the cloud 
still down on the fells. Unfortunately, the food was 
not sitting well and as we approached the summit,  
I threw it all back up again, just like a classic  
Peter Crouch-esque diving header. Apparently,  
this was particularly unpleasant for the spectators. 
From then on, the mood improved with some great 
banter going over Helvellyn and the cloud even 
cleared for the last few summits. I was horrifically 
sick again going up Fairfield, this time with a vile 
cocktail of wine gums, jellybeans and stomach  
acid. Fortunately, my stomach behaved itself after 
this, and I managed to keep down all subsequent 
food and drink. We reached the road crossing at 
Dunmail back on schedule after recovering all the 
lost time in the last hour of the leg. 

Things were looking up as the weather seemed to be improving and we both felt pretty good after 
being battered by the elements overnight. Josh Perry from the hostel was our next pacer and we 
moved well over the first few summits of this, the toughest leg. Bowfell and the Scafell range soon 
came into view, or rather the thick cover of cloud and rain that was shrouding them. It was a pretty 
desperate few hours from Bowfell onwards as we entered the abyss. I was very fortunate that Josh 
had some spare clothes because I hadn’t brought enough and was getting borderline hypothermic.  
It was slow progress over what is essentially a boulder field for the last six miles of the leg and we 
just wanted to get down to Wasdale to some hot food and dry clothes. We got separated coming  
off Scafell – Josh charged down ridiculously quickly to tell the road support we were on the way,  
I staggered down shortly afterwards but took a different line off and Ben appeared about 15 minutes 
later with bad knee pain and decided to call it a day.  

continued on next page 
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Arthur Raffle’s Bob Graham Round 

continued from previous page 
 

By this point, about 44 miles in with 22 miles to go, I was still feeling remarkably strong on the climbs, 
but various niggles were setting in every joint and muscle of my body. We were about 30 minutes 
down on schedule now so only had 30 minutes to spare, but absolutely tanked it up Yewbarrow and 
Red Pike, picking up 15 minutes or so in the process. Tim was pacing me on this leg, for which he is 
a self-described ‘expert’, but we still took a few dodgy lines with the visibility so bad. As we moved 
over the next mile or so I felt strong but started to struggle from really bad pain just above the ankle 
in both shins. Every step was like being pierced with a dagger with the waves of shooting pain worst 
on the downhill sections. I walked all the way down the long descent from Pillar feeling  very sorry for 
myself and despite pushing the climb up Kirk Fell I lost the 15 minutes gained earlier on the leg. 
From feeling really good just an hour before it became really touch and go at this point whether I’d 
get round in 24 hours. The only option was to grit the teeth and struggle down the descents while 
really pushing on the climbs which caused somewhat less misery. You certainly learn something 
about yourself during these extended periods of pain and every time Tim offered encouragement, I 
was filled with an irrational desire to push him off a cliff. What is usually a classic fast descent from 
Grey Knotts to Honister was certainly the low point of the round and fortunately Tim ran on ahead to 
notify the road support so was out of earshot for my swearing but apologies to the sheep who were 
not.  

We made it round leg four bang on schedule in the end, so I had 3½ hours to get round the final leg. 
I had really lost hope by this point because the shin pain had reached an unsustainable level of 
torment. To the horror of the resident physio at Honister we decided as a last resort to tightly strap 
the base of both shins with zinc oxide tape to try and reduce the swelling and quickly move onto leg 
five, Tim supporting again. This certainly eased things a bit and I had renewed hope, remarkably 
running the top section of Dale Head and all the way up Hindscarth. By the last summit Robinson, 
the pain was returning with a vengeance, and I feared both feet would fall off if I restricted the blood 
supply any further. The tape came off and the agony was embraced  -  it felt like Satan was alive 
inside my legs.  
 
 

concluded on next page 
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Arthur Raffle’s Bob Graham Round 

from previous page 
 

The sun properly came out for the first time in the 
24 hours and in the evening light I was blessed with 
a perfect full panorama of all the fells climbed over 
the past day. It was not the glorious final descent 
and road section I had imagined but we did what 
was necessary in order to get through it, resorting 
to a one-minute run, one-minute walk along the 
lanes through the Newlands valley. It was a great 
final boost for me to see about ten people had 
stayed up to see the finish just before midnight  
and the champagne even came out on Keswick 
High Street.  

Big thanks to Aaron and Josh for their excellent 
support in the tough middle sections and to all 
the Borrowdale lot for the road support, Tim  
and Jenny for all their help, and of course Ben 
without whom I would not have made it round 
and will no doubt complete his BG in the near 
future. I’m writing this from a balcony in Austria 
about 10 days on, surrounded by a panorama  
of high mountains which I am still too crippled to 
run up. The night afterwards both shins swelled 
up really badly and I was on crutches for a few 
days. Was it worth it?  
Probably. Only time will tell.  

Thoughts on the day from Tim Raffle 
 
3.30am in the cricket club carpark at Threlkeld. Wet,windy and dark. Eventually Arthur and Ben 
emerged beneath the clag looking windswept but in good spirits. On to Dunmail, now in daylight and 
the weather was improving. The team had caught up the time lost on the first leg and seemed in 
good shape. Then the long drive round to Wasdale and a long wait in the rain. The forecast said it 
would clear up in the afternoon but in fact it was wet, very wet.  
Eventually they arrived. Ben looked broken and called it a day, but Arthur was good to continue.  
We set off on the long climb up Yewbarrow thirty minutes down on schedule. Arthur was climbing 
strongly and by Pillar we had picked up twenty minutes. Then it all seemed to unravel.  
On the long descent to Black Sail Pass Arthur got slower and slower until he was walking.  
We powered up the climb to Kirk Fell but had lost all of the twenty minutes gained and more.  
A brief blunt conversation on the summit established that Arthur would try and run the descent.  
It’s a horrible descent to Beck Head but somehow Arthur managed a shuffling run down it before 
powering up Great Gable. I was struggling to keep up on the climb.  
Somehow, he made it to Honister without losing any more time with strong climbing compensating 
for painfully slow descending. Just three more summits and then a long run in to Keswick.  
Arthur powered up Dale Head and the weather finally cleared up.  
On Robinson we could see everywhere Arthur had been.  
Now a long descent into the Newlands Valley in the gathering dusk.  
At the church Josh took over from me for the final five miles on the road into Keswick.  
I was quite happy to stop. 
 
 
The three previous members who have completed the Bob Graham Round are Tim Birch in 1979  
(the 111th person to complete), Bruce Owen in 2014 (1895th) and Neil Walker in 2015 (1969th). 
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Following on from the Virtual National Road Relay Championships which took place in April and the 
British Masters’ Virtual Road Relay Championships in June the England Athletics Virtual 5K Road 
Running Championships took place on the weekend of the 11th – 13th July.  
Having had 33 runners in the National Relays and 35 in the Masters’ it was a bit disappointing  
that only five took part this time. 
Nick Burke recorded the fastest time with a sub 20 minute run using  a course which included 
Marshfield Road, Longfield Avenue and the Shaftesbury Avenue cycle path and Alice Welch was 
the fastest of the Altrincham women, less than 20 seconds slower despite having run 10 laps of 
Timperley Green! 
It was good to see Damian Utton having a go, and recording a very creditable 23:51. 
Jeff Norman and Colin Davies were both suffering with bad knees but while Jeff managed a rapid 
22:34 on the fast flat tarmac in Alexandra Park, Colin had to be content with 27:58 on the grass at 
Spud Wood in Lymm. 

 

England Athletics Virtual 5K Road Running Championships 
 

11th - 13th July 

      

  Nick Burke  

 
 

19:54 

      

  Alice Welch  

 
 

20:12 

       

  Jeff Norman 

 
 

22:34 

      

  Damian Utton 

 
 

23:51 

      

  Colin Davies  

 
 

27:58 

 

Alice Welch at Timperley Green 

Nick Burke’s course 
 

Alice Welch’s course 
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Junior Training 

With the loosening of lockdown restrictions Alice Welch has been organising training sessions for the 
juniors at Timperley Track on Tuesday nights with appropriate social distancing. They started with 
four coaches on a Tuesday night doing one to one sessions and parents watching and then went to 
four groups of five juniors, each group with its own coach. So, a total of 20 athletes each Tuesday 
night – the youngsters are not in school at the moment so it has been a wonderful chance for them 
to see friends and keep fit too! 

William Spencer on a one to one session Strength training on the hill 

The photo on the right is of Rose Finney. 

She is only 9 years old but she threw the 

howler javelin an incredible 15 metres in 

training  - about 10 metres further than 

any of her peers! 
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from Dave Entwistle 
 

Before starting my own ramblings, a MASSIVE congratulations to Arthur Raffle on his epic achieve-
ment. Completing a full, four pages of this month’s Pawprints is an awesome effort, even if running 
the Bob Graham Round might be considered a slightly radical reason for doing it.  
I think I speak for the majority; we would have been quite happy with one page of backstage gossip 
from the University Challenge set…. 
Ok, back to July 1983, ADAC registration complete and a mixed sense of fear and excitement as I 
wonder what I have done. My new cotton Club Vest got its first outing a month later doing four laps 
of Wythenshawe Park on a hot Saturday afternoon; such were the joys of running the Sale 15 miler. 
And a month later I did manage to prove I wasn’t too far off my objective of being a sub-one hour 
ten miler as I snook under 30 minutes in the Linotype 5. 
That first winter with the Club, I continued to run with Alan Blinston most weekends and I supple-
mented these torture sessions with Manchester, East Lancashire and Cheshire Cross Country 
Leagues. Whilst it never felt any easier, I was getting a little faster but it was clear, despite continu-
ing to run seventy-plus miles a week, Alan was getting slower…..until the unthinkable but maybe 
inevitable happened; I beat Alan in a race. 
I take full credit for being the last straw in this ever-worsening situation and Alan finally decided to 
go and try to get some answers to his catastrophic loss of form. A week or so later, I went round to 
see how he was getting on; this story Alan told me always brings a smile to my face.  
Alan being Alan didn’t go in search of the latest, sports medicine expertise, he went to his local GP. 
The conversation went something like this apparently: 
 

GP: Hello, we don’t see you in here very often, how can I help you? 
 

AB: My running is becoming harder and harder. 
 

GP: How often do you run? 
 

AB: Every day, probably running around 70 miles a week. 
 

GP: I just have one more question; WHY!? 
 

AB: Because I used to be quite good at it! 
 

Despite this fairly typical GP response, the doctor did good. Blood tests showed Alan to be suffering 
from chronic anaemia and, after an intensive programme of iron supplements, he came back to form 
just as he turned forty. 
I went to watch his first iron-fuelled event, a Cheshire League CC at Ashton-on-Mersey. A young 
Bashir Hussein set off like a scalded cat and won by some distance. Jeff Norman worked his way 
through to second and Alan, having been habitually in the early hundreds for the last few years, 
came home in around 20th place and, over the coming twelve months or so, would work his way 
back to regular first V40 and top 10 finishes. 

 

Running with Champions (continued) 

continued on next page 

Alan Blinston in 1968 at the age of 24 
when he competed in the 5000m at the 
Olympic Games held in Mexico City. 
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Running with Champions (continued) 

continued from previous page 
 

Jeff Norman: 
 

I am pretty sure just about any Club Member of the last near 60 years could write this piece.  
Trying not to embarrass him too much, Jeff, in his totally unassuming way, has inspired us all at 
some point in our ADAC lives. Like most of you too, I can probably write whatever I want here as, 
anything I may have considered a big deal, would have just been a normal day at the office for Jeff, 
so here goes.. 
The Jeff Norman that I knew before joining the Club was an Olympic and Commonwealth Marathon 
runner. Early days at the Club, Jeff was just one of many I would set off from BTH School with on a 
Thursday evening, chat with until Dunham Park and then not see again until the following Thursday 
as he would have showered, changed and left before I got back.  
Accepting athletic ability wasn’t one of them, over time I discovered he and I did have some things in 
common. Completely off my own back, the first Easter Saturday afternoon in my Club career, found 
me at the bottom of Rivington Pike along with a couple of hundred others ready to run the 3 miles 
there and back to the tower. A few weeks later, it would be Pendle Hill and not long afterwards, I 
became Member N°. 3179 of the Fell Running Association. My memory is not what it once was, but I 
have no recollection of there being much Club organisation for the fells; I just used to turn up and 
race. Then one day it was announced there would be a Club-organised fell run the following Thurs-
day night for anyone interested. Now, this run around the Macclesfield Forest was undoubtedly my 
inaugural Thursday night Club Fell Run but, I would be interested to know if this was actually THE 
inaugural Thursday night Club Fell Run? 
Meet at the agreed spot, run for an hour or so, then food and drink at the Pub afterwards. If my FRA 
Calendar had opened my eyes to all the fell running possibilities, an hour with Jeff Norman after a 
fell run and you realised he had actually run the majority of races in there and more besides. I was 
young and impressionable but I still remember one Thursday night, the subject was Snowdon and 
Jeff announcing “Everyone should run the Snowdon Race” so, I banged in an entry along with those 
other around me; Jeff, Steve Longdon, Jay Wilkie, Neil Walton are just the names I remember and 
off we went to Llanberis. Four lasting memories; sprinting to the bottom of Snowdon only to see this 
near vertical wall to climb just to get on the fell; 5 miles uphill is a really long way; halfway up, what I 
thought was the leader in a Junior race flew past me on his way down, followed by Kenny Stuart 
what seemed minutes later and finally; falling on stony ground really hurts. Despite this, I learned 
something about myself that day which we will come to later. 
Anyway moving on, Jeff turns vet and he and Alan Blinston start a clean sweep of wins and second 
places in the V1 category for any events they run. The World Veterans’ Road Race Championships 
arrive and ADAC enter a team. Alan (8th) and Jeff (9th) do their stuff but it is 3 to a team. The third 
runner home, I have known and run with many times. A man who divides opinion; a man from the 
“Alan Hardman School of Motivational Speaking”; a man you could never believe a word he said 
when you asked him how he was running. But all this said ….. a man you want in your team when 
the chips are down; a man you know who will give everything and a man I have always had the 
greatest respect. Take a bow Dave Attwell (33rd), World Veteran Team Champion! 
Over the next few years, I would mix road and fell running in roughly equal doses until mid - 1986 
where I would take a couple of years to shift a knee injury. As the knee would swell every time I ran, 
I accepted to run 2 or 3 times a week and it was all fell running.  
The photos I have previously posted in Facebook (reproduced on the next page) were all taken in 
this period. It is also the only time in my athletic career I tried to beat Jeff, even if it was unbeknown 
to me at the time. 

continued on next page 
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Running with Champions (continued) 

continued from previous page 
 

Some photos of me in fell races: 

continued on next page 

It was Lantern Pike, which was the last in a series of Hayfield races. Mainly due to the fact I’d been 
one of only a handful of Club Members to do all the races, I was in with a shout of winning some-
thing but I had an adversary and, whoever finished first between us would take the prize. At the gun, 
I set off at such a pace and did not look back. Then after a mile, I see an ADAC vest in front of me. 
“No, this can’t be!” So I run even faster to catch them up; I pull alongside, take a look and exclaim, 
not too politely, “Oh, it’s you!” and then went past. Jeff took this insult pretty well and let me be until 
the climb before easing past along with the majority of the field and the usual order was restored. 
Jeff wrote the race report for Pawprints and I still remember it started with something like this, 
“Lantern Pike was an unusual affair with Dave Entwistle leading ADAC out for the first mile …..” 
It is now mid-1988 and me knee has shown no sign of improvement so in my usual style, with more 
Jeff Norman inspiration, I send off an entry for the Snowdonia Marathon and head back to my physio 
for one last attempt to get my knee fixed. This time, we sort it, mainly due to the fact we have been 
treating the wrong area for 2 years. My training is still mostly fell runs but I’m now able to supple-
ment them with some road runs and, by the time we park up on Llanberis Pass on a frosty October 
morning, I’ve actually got a few months of 40 miles a week in my legs. 
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continued from previous page 
 

To do a Jeff; everybody should run the Snowdonia Marathon! The climb up the pass at the start is 
awe-inspiring and before you know it, you have 8 miles of descent to Beddgelert. A small bump and 
then a long downhill, false-flat to the foot of the last climb. ADAC were 4 runners in 1988 but with 3 
to a team, as usual, I was able to leave the others to it. That was until the foot of the said last climb. 
Up until then I had been running well but as we approached the right turn and up, a yellow and red 
vest had come into view and was coming back to me extremely quickly. In a couple of minutes, I 
recognised the stature and gait of Paul Brownson. This was somewhat of a surprise as 3 out of 4 of 
us were expecting him to win. The two of us passed a few words and then the hard, cold fact hit, oh 
dear, I am now third counter! 
Legs that had felt solid and still full of running suddenly went to jelly; I struggled up the climb at snail
-like pace and I realised my sub-3 hour performance had disappeared out of the window but then, 
could it be?  Is it a mirage?  No!  As anyone who has run the Snowdon Marathon knows, the last 
section of the final climb and subsequent descent, is pure fell. For many this must be heart-breaking 
but for me it was a miracle. All fatigue left my legs, I came down the other side like an idiot. I could 
see the finish away to my right. Only by my near stumbling a few times would I be reminded I have 
already run 25 miles. There it was, the finish, over to the right, closer and closer. I get to the road, I 
see the marshal, I get ready to sprint right …… and the marshal sends me left!  
It’s only a slight deviation and this would be one of the few days in my athletic career when I was 
feeling as good at the finish as I did at the start. I drive it home and as I approach the finish, there is 
a small army of ADAC members shouting me in. The marathon had coincided with Pete Doherty’s 
Welsh Training Weekend and they had all come across from Harlech to cheer us on. 
The Snowdon Marathon would be added to my list of favourite road-races; Hyde 7, Horwich 10, 
Clitheroe 10 and my favourite of favourites, the Harold Wood 7 and three-quarters. Answers on a 
postcard (or Facebook page) as to why. 
I would like to say my efforts gained us a team prize but alas no, however, I still consider that run to 
be my second best-ever performance. The view was shared by Pete Doherty and although I did not 
know it at the time, my athletic career was just about to take a considerable turn from the path I had 
trodden up until then and, a whole new world of pain was awaiting me. 

 

Running with Champions (continued) 

Dave Entwistle 

Jeff Norman with the trophy after 
one of his Snowdonia Marathon 
wins - a race in which he still holds 
the course record of 2:28:02.. 


