Horsforth ABC

Précis:

Three Harriers completed this well organised and pleasant, scenic, largely traffic-free 10k trail
 come obstacle race, with lots of goodies for finishers, based at Woodhouse Grove School.  Won by Josh Whitehead, Leeds City, in 35’06”.  I ran 42’46” for 27th place; Pange ran 48’55” for 101st, and around 9th in her category; and Andrew Jackson - “warming up for the trail race” - ran 52’17” for 154th, all out of a total field of 345.

The unexpurgated version:

Flushed from the previous evening’s “where did you pluck that one from” 5k PB, coincidentally delivered less than a couple of miles upstream, I foolishly
 agreed to “girlfriend at the moment’s” (GATM) suggestion that we have a go at what is essentially her local race through the woods in Rawdon.

Anyway, I last ran this with Woody on its inauguration four years ago (on fresher legs, mind), and little had changed, save for more slickness in the general organisation and a commendable bazaar of sorts at the finish line, the absence of young Fisher and his economical fourteen yard running stride (this at least meant that turning the second bend, after I’d run 400m or so, the leader was still in sight in the next 400m), and a quirky addition to what was already a quirky route that arguably defied any increase in the quirk quotient.    
This is never going to be PB territory for a 10k, though it nearly was back in ’05 if for the rather dubious fact that in those days the race was the non-Olympic standard of “about 10k”
.
So to the race. Comedy moment of the night was the “follow-me” walk to the start line, two hundred and fifty or so adults who each day negotiate such perils as crossing the road, medicine cabinets, the 8:10 to Leeds, and bringing up children – all usually without incident, being walked en-mass to the start line behind a placard carrying guide.  To passing motorists it might have seemed like a scantily clad protest against the shenanigans going down at present at the Palace of Westminster   To be fair the A658 is a busy main road, and the start in Woodlands Drive is tightly bounded whilst traffic comes and goes, so perhaps the fact that the modern obsession with H&S judged the 400m walk up a main road to the start line too perilous ought not to be mocked, however lightly.  If nothing else it did give the school kids emerging from drama something to laugh at, though a fifteen year-old squeezed into a too small tutu, made up like a fluorescent dervish – the Lord only knows what play they’re working on – clearly missed the enormous irony of suggesting to us that we all looked silly.
And before you could say, “narrow road for a start particularly with a big fact Volvo coming the other way”, we were off.  Another modern innovation since ’05 has been the addition of km markers
. The first half of K4 is a flying drop down what used to be Knott Lane, and is now very much a Not a Lane (but a ravine), before the new addition around K4-5 – around two hundred metres down a narrow and boggy ginnel passing at stingingly close proximity through the West Yorkshire Nettle Nursery, followed by about 1.5km along the River Aire, all substituting what was previously about 1K of fast tarmac
.  The K4 marker was perilously suspended from a bough that seemed to be three yards out over the very much in spate River - and they thought the walk to the start was hazardous!  I spent most of this ‘variation’ distractedly following a youngish filly in front - it was too narrow to do much passing, and in any case she had a delightfully attractive and athletic back-end from which were suspended eager legs and comedy feet.  In her defence it was, as the starter had understatedly put it, ‘damp’ underfoot, but at one or two points I had the mental accompaniment of the Benny Hill theme tune playing in my head as she slithered around in front of me.  If there’s a gene for picking the wrong line then she seems to have been borne out of lineage that has this in spades.
And so to the canal and 4K or so of fast-ish running. Having started easily – I told myself to treat this as a fast training run – I managed to restrain myself for about 20 metres, coincidentally the point at which I passed the Volvo (keep up reader!) and I had spent the intervening 5980 metres, or so, steadily moving up the field by around fifty places.  My eventual prize was my own version of the Peter Principle, a 100 metre “bubble” along the puddles and barriers of the canal towpath, though this was all the better for espying another novelty addition, the meandering drunk at around 8k – or more properly, group of drunks
.  Picture the Turneresque scene if you will: a fine, English spring evening; a metallic sky swagged with distant shower clouds; a gold, polished, tuppenny sun low in the sky dipping the verdant foliage in early evening honey; glassy, rippling canal;…narrowish towpath, promenading ‘sway’ of drunks arranged phalanx like across the full width.  I’ve done hill reps, intervals, track work: I’ve even run leg one of the BMW with Gibbo
 (when I say “with” what I mean is in the generally and increasingly trailing vicinity of), but nowhere does the training manual prepare you for this – not even the mean street of the Wild West of Hayes ever had anything like this. As it was momentum was on my side, and the “sway” miraculously swayed out of my way – though this may very well have been purely coincidental and serendipitous movement
 – proffering a hefty bottle of budget vodka and a few words of hearty encouragement, or at least I think that’s what they were, and with no harm done.  
I was now free to concentrate on my last realistic target, a Baildon runner
 now only about thirty metres distant, who I fancied I could easily take if only I could be bothered: such is some of the measure of race-sharpness, as opposed to raw fitness, that defined my progress through the past two weeks of racing.
The final sting in the tail on this race is the run up the drive towards the finish which – pre the insertion of the 9k marker to pass a strong hint to the contrary – led the careless runner to suppose that the finish line was a mere fifty metres or so distant: it is, but only in an “as the crow flies” manner.  A long lap around the outside of the sports pitches – more narrow and bounded path – follows, and by the time we emerged through the stile and back onto open grass to turn for home I was on the shoulder of Baildon of Baildon - presumably descended from Guy of Gisburn or some such – with about 250m to the finish.  Weeks of training on the track with the Hon. Chairman and Wiggans the Whippet prepared me for this moment and it was a delightful feeling to move up, almost effortlessly, about four gears to tear past the responseless figure ahead with about 100m to run.  A good crowd on the embankment at the finish gives the run-in a stadium feel, only adding to the adrenalin surge as the line approaches.

It’s funny how soon the memory of speed bumps, long climbs, barriers, puddles, ravines, nettles, glutinous mud, sways of drunks and false dawn finishes fades once you get the finisher’s mug thrust into your hand.  It will take an awful lot more than that to expunge the memory of BMW leg one though!
� “come CS fell race” – see note 3.





� Not the most foolish thing I’d done in the last 24 hours, such was my immediate post-PB euphoria, as I also agreed to run leg one of the BMW next month. Believe me, the scar of my previous jelly-legged ‘experience’ following Gibbons the mountain goat gleefully running up and down - actually make that up, up, up a bit further, then for good measure let’s run up there too – dale cuts like some angry Grand Canyon through all my otherwise (mainly) fond memories of running





� Very rough rounding methinks because my time on this occasion was 4’ down and I’m going pretty well just now, certainly on a par with when I ran this in 2005, and my finishing position being about the same in a larger field (comparison of Fisher’s time back then - 31’00” - with last night’s winner Josh Whitehead’s – 35’06”) suggests that around three and a half minutes has been added. Not just any three and a half minutes mind, oh no sir…(see also note 5)


� That said I didn’t notice any (nor did GATM) until 3km, though oxygen deprivation on the climb through the rain forest of Cragg Wood might have been a factor here, as might the need for incessant eyes-down vigilance along some of the track (I tell you I wouldn’t argue if this were given a CS fell grading).





� That will be where the missing three-and-a-half minutes have gone then?





� Or maybe the collective is a “sway” of drunks?


� See note 2


� It might also just have been that by this point my shoes, socks and feet were so water and mud laden that I was in the early stages of trench foot and effectively ‘anchored’ by an extra couple of kilos at the lower periphery. 





� The results list him as Paul Baildon, and though I suspect an administrative error, if this actually were his name then here is a man who, truly, has found his home





