
 

Note from Sandra 

Next newsletter planned for 

September,  so contributions 

welcome at any time. 

E-mail–  

sandra7thorpe@hotmail.com 

Or hard copies at club runs 

. 
 

Well I’m still thinking, which must be a good sign, and at the moment PBs 

(personal bests) are at the forefront of my mind. In part that’s because I have 

recently set two PBs myself, one in Malaga (my first half marathon in the 

heat was 2.01.38, thanks Gerry) and one in Barbados.  

 

But many of you have also had some PB successes including Judy & Steve 

Davey,  Mickie Dicks, Bruce & Tracey Strawbridge, Claire Pomeroy, Sarah 

Warren, Fran Bond, Guy Paddon and Kev Hawker amongst others. This is a 

remarkable demonstration of commitment to training and not only reflects the 

effort and ability of individual athletes but is also a key indicator of increas-

ing standards within the club. Congratulations to all of you that have enjoyed 

improvements in your running ability and remember us mere mortals that are 

still trying to get there! 

 

I get the impression that the newsletter will be bursting at the seams, so my 

contribution this time is somewhat curtailed (HOORAH!) but there will be 

more next time (BOOO!). 

 

I almost forgot my second PB, in Barbados. Well for many years I have bat-

tled an unseen foe and always lost to the deadly mosquito.   

 

During the course of my recent visit to the 

Island I encountered the old enemy again 

and can proudly announce, after 20+ 

years of attempts, that the final score was; 

Mossies, confirmed bites 11 – Humans (me), confirmed Mossie kills 14.   

 I’m not sure I have the courage to return to attempt another PB but the cele-

brations continue.  

Good luck with your training. 

òMore thoughts of Chairman PLowéó 
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Thanks to everyone who supported Bruce and Tracey and sponsored them for the clubôs chosen charity 
this year.  Hospiscare is a local charity; they are not part of the NHSðall money raised goes towards 
running the hospice and providing community nursing care for over 1,800 local people with various 
terminal illnesses each year. 

Brucce and Tracey are very pleased to have raised over £2,000    - thanks to everyone for their 
generosity. 

(Entries for London 2009 are now only available online atðwww.london-marathon.co.ukðclosing date 

will either be 5th Sept. or when entries exceed 120,000ðso donôt leave it too long!) 

Claire Pomeroy  Time—3.47.12    Place 10512 out of 28844 finishers   Category position 195 of 1799 

Simon Hall  Time— 4.20.05    Place 18605  

 

After forecasts of 4º and snow for race day in Paris earlier 

in the week it was a relief instead to find it cool, dry with 

very little wind.  The only problem at the start was actually 

getting into the pen area for our predicted time .  We 

resolved this by clambering through a rather precariously 

sharp gap in the wired fence.   

It’s impossible not to be taken aback standing near the top 

of the Champs Elysée with a view right to its end, and with 

30,000 others around you, waiting to start.  Because of the 

great width of the road we crossed the actual start line only 

just over 4 minutes after the gun, and were able to start 

running straight away.  Traffic problems were minimal and 

we were able to run together fairly easily.   

I began to feel discouraged when the 3 hour 30 min 

‘hare’ (an official runner who has a flag to pace other 

runners through to a certain finish time) ran past.  I was 

wearing a dual sided pace band which optimistically had 3 

hr 30 split times on one side, and it was soon clear that we 

were already behind that pace.   

Claire commented a few times at the beginning that she felt 

our pace was slow.  I wasn’t trying to discourage her but I 

also wasn’t looking to go faster.  Soon after 10k I 

deliberately drifted over to a different side of the road to 

see if Claire would move away forward, which she did.  

Just as I bade her farewell and good luck there was a sickening noise as a runner failed to spot a lamp post by a 

parked car and crumpled in a heap.  There were others around him to attend so there seemed no choice but to press 

on.  But one of the things you noticed immediately was that other than at the drinks stations there were no officials 

around. 

 

London Marathon ðBruce and Tracey Strawbridge  

We really want to both thank the club for giving us the opportunity to run the London, particularly 

together. The whole weekend was an amazing experience for us. It was a very long way!  

I beat the Masai warriors across the line (just).  We have both entered for next year's London!  

Paris Marathon 6th April ðClaire Pomeroy and Simon Hall  



Andy and Ali Guest Move to Spain 
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Claire disappeared quite quickly.  I don’t know if I immediately slowed a lot or just eased to what I felt comfortable.  

We had been out on the course the day before and hidden some energy drinks near half way because they weren’t 

being given out during the run.  I got a bit confused trying to find them, but had confirmation that Claire was still in 

front as she had taken hers.  Halfway in 1 53 felt ok, although it had got a lot warmer—I really wished now I had 

worn sleeveless rather than a T shirt.  However it was quite soon after the halfway that I had a real low moment, and 

in hindsight probably one I never recovered from.  I was suddenly aware of being engulfed by a large group of 

runners and sure enough it was the 3.45 hare and all its followers.  I had gone into the run hoping to get close to that 

time having in my mind recovered from various pre race training problems.  It was frustrating that they seemed to be 

going much quicker than I could cope with, and they had appeared much earlier than I expected.  After making one 

adjustment to my finish hopes I was now in the process of making another.  I was also failing to find anyone or a 

group to stick with, which was unusual, but perhaps symptomatic of getting slower.   

 

The remainder of the run isn’t one I’m thrilled to write about.  Water stops got longer and felt like a relief, pace got 

slower, long loo stop helped a little, finish line produced relief, but no particular sense of achievement or joy.  

Subsequent calculations revealed I did the last 12k at just over 11 minute miling.   

Question marks about doing such a distance in anything close to the near future have not gone away.   I was hoping  

that Claire was still going to be waiting for me at the finish.  In fact it took very little time to find her.  I was thrilled 

to hear of her  time but it wasn’t all joy.  She was clearly unwell with stomach cramps.  In the half hour or so while 

she was waiting for me she had managed to get some attention but she was clearly going to struggle to get to the 

metro station to get home.   

We got as far as a fast food restaurant where Claire waited while I went off to try and find an open pharmacy.  

Unsuccessful, I returned to find her asleep at the table !  We made it back eventually.  Plans to try and use the 

afternoon for some siteseeing evaporated as she slept but recovered sufficiently to feel up to going out that evening.  

Whether the stomach cramps were a key factor I am unsure, but Claire also did not have a huge feeling of elation at 

the end of the run and has doubts about rushing to do something similar again.  I and others have tried to remind her 

how great her achievement has been in getting the time she did on a first marathon and against the time she has been 

running overall.  My recovery has been quicker than Claire’s,  probably due to the lower level of effort, and I ran the 

Yeovilton 5K three days later in a respectable time for me.   

We made all the usual mistakes on not getting massages, doing stretches and not resting properly after the race with 

the result that just walking has been very hard.  Our time in Paris was great.  It happened to include some running 

about which we both learnt a lot, but overall the trip was great. 

 

 

 



  

Welcome to new Honiton Running Club Members  

 

  

  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Lyme Disease ð Ian Jeeves 

 

We’re very pleased to welcome all the following who have joined the Club since January and look for-

ward to seeing you at club runs and races: 

Nikki Campbell, Louise Saunders, Kate Jarman, Benjamin Matthews, Samantha Cray, Brent Dicks, 

Stephen Carnall, Jean Cadman, Steve Nicholas, Caroline Matthews, and John Caswell.  
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It is often said that nothing that humans do is without risk, but one would expect the British countryside to be 

pretty safe. Of course, by normal standards it is, but there have been reports that an increasing number of people 

are contracting Lyme Disease in this country. West Dorset and East Devon have been identified as areas of con-

cern in the last few years.  This will be especially so if future summers become warmer and wetter. As a prelude, 

despite the name of the disease, there is no link at all with Lyme Regis. Although it is not a new disease, the term 

was first used in 1975 to identify a large number of cases found in Old Lyme, Connecticut, U.S.A.  

 

Please don’t feel you should avoid enjoying the wonderful countryside close to Honiton (we can manage running 

past Tesco only so many times in a year).  Symptoms caused by this disease are varied and often difficult to diag-

nose and the illnesses caused by infected ticks can be unpleasant, complicated and long-lasting if not treated early. 

However, this is just a basic outline of what can be done to minimize the risk of catching the disease—a number of 

websites are given at the end of this article which will give much more detailed information.  

 

Lyme Disease is transmitted to humans by ticks with the bacterium Borrelia burgdorferi which mainly live on deer, 

but not exclusively. Sheep, cattle and small animals such as squirrels are possible hosts. After the tick has fed and 

become bloated with blood it can fall off the animal and reside in damp areas on the ground for a while before 

moving to another host, which may be a human. If a tick does land on the body it will try and settle in places which 

are warm and dark like the armpits, groin and navel. Needless to say not all ticks carry the stated bacterium, but we 

should try to avoid contact with any of these insects because other tick-borne diseases are equally unappealing.  

 

Preventative Measures: 

1. Take care in the months of May, June and July when ticks are most active. 

2. Wear suitable clothing—long(ish) socks, preferably white in colour help to identify ticks. 

3. Spray on insect repellant to the legs, at least. This repellant should contain DEET (proprietary name) also 

known as N,N’-Diethyl-3-methylbenzamide (old name is N,N’-Diethyl-m-toluamide). 

4. Try to avoid running through long grass, wet leaves, bracken, bushes and damp areas of woodlands.  

5. Have a shower straight after running (or walking) and check yourself carefully as ticks are very small. 

6. If a tick is spotted then remove it vertically using tweezers or a special tool. It is important not to leave any 

part of its body in the skin. 

7. If unusual symptoms are encountered such as a rash or summer influenza (but there could be many others) then 

see your G.P. immediately. 

 

There are some runners and walkers who may have been bitten by ticks many times and stayed healthy. Perhaps 

they are just lucky and the media are scare-mongering. There are some, like me, who have never knowingly been 

bitten. I have been an instructor and assessor for the Duke of Edinburgh award (Outdoor Activities section) for 

over 25 years, walking in all types of areas in Great Britain and Europe and I certainly would have been exposed to 

ticks and other biting insects. Maybe I, too, have been lucky. However, as Sgt Esterhaus from the TV series ‘Hill 

Street Blues’ used to say before the police went out on their duties: óLetôs be careful out there!ô 

Useful websites:  

www.lymediseaseassociation.org, www.lymeinfo.net, www.lymediseaseaction.org, www.wadhurst.demon.co.uk 

 

http://www.lymediseaseassociation.org/
http://www.lymeinfo.net/
http://www.lymediseaseaction.org/
http://www.wadhurst.demon.co.uk/
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Ian Jeevesõ Quiz Corner 

   

As 100 was a major milestone (or kilometremark) for Honiton Running Club this year, here is a quiz for the normal prize  that 

involves important numbers. 

Solve the statements below relating to athletic events of all kinds. 

For example: JO set 5 WR in 35 M in 1935  =  Jesse Owens set 5 world records in 35 minutes in 1935. 

 

 1. The H comprises 7 E. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 2. There are 10 H in a 110 M R. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 3. The 4 MM was B by RB in 1954. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 4. The SOG were held in LA in 1932 and 1984. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 5. The D or H is T from a C of 2500 C in D. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 6. The GNR is a D of 13.1 M. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 7. 10.49 S is the WR for 100 M for W. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 8. P was the F R of a M in 480 B.C. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 9. There are 25 L of a T in 10 K. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 10. MJ has won 9 WC GM between 1991 and 1999. 

 

  ………………………………………………………………………………………………………... 

 

 

Please return to me by  Friday 30th May.   Copies of the quiz will be e-mailed to members and sheets 

for answers will also be posted on the H.R.C. noticeboard. 
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Has he passed out or just asleep? ð A weekend in Spain Nick Thorpe  

Cardiff airport early on a Friday morning, a long queue snaked its way around the departures area. Now I 

know you will agree that men are brilliant at most things, but let me assure you that flight check-in isn’t one 

of them. The slowest check in ever. 

At last it was our turn, Sandra obviously hadn’t realised that they now had shops in Spain; we took milk, ce-

real, butter, biscuits coffee, tea and a bloody great cake. I heaved our case onto the check-in counter. ‘7 kgs 

overweight sir’ said the man, ‘that will be £44 please’. I was so pleased Sandra hadn’t forgotten anything. My 

dark mood was lifted a little when I heard that Rod was charged £60.  Sarah really did need all 8 pairs of those 

shoes. 

As we went through security a strange buzzing sound was heard, coming from Maggie’s bag. A red faced 

Maggie was quick to point out that it was their electric toothbrush. Funny that, we shared a house with Gerry 

and Maggie and I never did see that ‘toothbrush’. 

At Malaga airport, Julian and I set off immediately to obtain our hire cars. As we sorted out the details a long 

queue developed behind us.  Not put off by this, Jackie and Gerry took their rightful places, by pushing 

straight to the front of the queue. The English know how to behave when abroad.  Jackie then tried to shoe-

horn Steve to the front as well, surprisingly the people in the lengthening queue objected. Some people are so 

unreasonable. 

On our way to Saleres we stopped for a few groceries at a local supermarket. At this point I noticed just how 

religious Tony and Jon are. They are obviously very devout Catholics; they seemed to cross themselves every 

time they got into and out of John’s car. 

In Saleres we were met by Alison who had been working hard—sorting out our accommodation and had also 

managed to unravel the complexities of entering the Malaga Half Marathon.  Also in the village were Pat and 

Kevin who had arrived in Spain a few days earlier. As Sandra, Gerry, Maggie and I settled into our house, 

Gerry said ‘’I’ve got a treat for us later’’. Now I know Gerry likes his spirits so I was confident he had bought 

a bottle of brandy. At the late night drinks that night Gerry proudly bought out his ‘treat’, a huge great jar of 

olives. Now I quite like olives, but I wouldn’t put them in the ‘treat’ category. 

The following morning I was woken by my mobile phone with Julian enquiring as to our whereabouts. We 

had overslept and there was already a group of runners outside our window awaiting our pre-arranged run. 

Gerry and Maggie had also overslept, although in their case it was understandable. Their bedroom was in fact 

a windowless cell, and with the door closed it was pitch black, even at midday. Maggie’s now severe claustro-

phobia should be cured within 12 months with counselling.  Our run along the river was lovely. It was a run 

Sandra and I had done when we were last there in September. The area bore all the signs of last year’s flash 

floods, great boulders, logs and trees littered the riverbank. At the end of the trail is a little uninhabited cot-

tage.  A beautiful spot with oranges, lemons and satsumas growing in the garden. Yes, of course we picked 

some. 

Breakfast was next, ours on our rooftop balcony. After the chill of early morning it was now glorious with 

lovely views over the orange groves. The only problem was that our kitchen was on the ground floor, 44 steps 

below. By the time we finished breakfast we had climbed to the top of St Paul’s cathedral and back. 

After breakfast we met at the church square where Kevin was to lead us through the countryside to the next 

village for lunch. Kevin looked for all the world like a big game hunter straight off the South African velt. As 

we walked through the campo, the smell of orange blossom was intoxicating – as well as the oranges we saw 

lemons, olives, figs and pomegranates. Paul has a fascination with cacti and was keen to add to his collection 

at home. I’m not sure what sort of cacti Paul has at home, but he seemed puzzled when he got a handful of 

spines when he tried to pick one.  Jo said that Paul also had a large prickly pear, but that’s another story. 

When we arrived in Albunuelas Kevin seemed a little disappointed not to have bagged a couple of wildebeest 

en route for lunch. As with most of the villages we were welcomed by a large contingency of dogs.  None of 

these dogs seem to belong to anybody, probably because they are all so bloody ugly. The pooper scoopers are 

obviously not available in Spain. Had Sandra realised this before she would probably have bought one in our 

suitcase. We found a nice bar in the village square, rearranged their seating and proceeded to enjoy beer and 

tapas in the warm sunshine -- perfect. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Page  7 
NEWSLETTER 

NOVEMBER 2006  

NEWSLETTER MAY 2008 

Dinner that night was at a restaurant in another village just a short drive away. As we arrived we could 

clearly hear Denis congratulating Jackie on her driving technique. To be fair to Jackie some of those kerbs 

were in really tricky places, especially when you drove on the left of the road. 

Before our trip I had warned everyone that we were heading for the real Spain and that you would be very 

fortunate to find anyone who spoke English. Even allowing for  this, our two waitresses that night had re-

gional accents that were almost impossible to understand. Even the Spanish speakers amongst us struggled. 

After much questioning we were just able to decipher that they both came from Liverpool. With an English 

menu Jo was keen to see if there was anything to suit her requirements. I’m not sure that they understand 

vegetarians in this part of Spain. At lunch her order of tomato salad was, well, a plate of tomatoes. Here we 

are, this is better ‘Pan fried vegetables’. What turned up was a plate of boiled carrots and green beans. We 

are still not sure where the ‘pan fried’ bit came in. 

In the morning we set off for Malaga and with the aid of Rod’s sat nav we found the stadium fairly easily. 

Up to this point Denis had been very conservative in his choice of shirts. But not today, for the race he had 

on the Honiton race vest over a white T shirt that had bright red half sleeves. Oh no, sorry, it was just his 

race vest, he had simply forgotten his sun cream the previous day. As the competitors started to arrive we 

were struck by how young and fit they all looked, well all apart from our party. At this point we looked 

around to see Steve fast asleep next to a fence, ‘’ If he looks like this now, just wait to see how he looks at 

the end of the race’’ said John prophetically. 

Soon we were off, down through the outskirts of Malaga towards the coast.  As we went through an under-

pass the noise from both runners and spectators was nerve tingling. As we hit the coast road we were 

greeted by some of our group cheering us on. The support of Alison, Nikki, Jo and Maggie was fantastic 

and very welcome. 

 

Here I was caught by Rod and we stayed together for most of the race. This part of the route took us up and 

down the same stretch of road four times. Boring but at least you got to see the other Honiton runners both 

in front and behind you. ‘’ Look at Denis’’ said Rod, ‘’he must be trying really hard, his face is bright 

red’’. ‘’Don’t worry’’ I replied, ‘’his face was that colour before we started’’.  After about 13k we saw a 

mad screaming woman ahead of us, oh no, it was just Jackie Hall cheering us on. She was easily the noisi-

est spectator on the course. 

After a steady, if unspectacular run I was just looking forward to the last 2k when I spotted a horizontal 

runner on the roadside. From his colour (alabaster) he didn’t look Spanish and a second look at his shirt 

confirmed he was a Honiton runner. ‘Bloody hell’ I thought it’s Steve and well, he didn’t look good.  Of 

course I had to stop and help out.  I had never done ‘mouth to mouth’ before, but what the hell. Now I have 

never told Steve this before, so keep this next bit quiet. He’s actually quite a good kisser; well when he’s 

unconscious anyway. Of course my Good Samaritan act had saved his life but added 15 minutes 

(minimum) to my race time. I left Steve in the capable hands of the medical team who took him off to the 

local hospital. 

The last 2k was mainly uphill back to the stadium, as I entered the stadium there were most of our non-

running contingent cheering us on. At one point, as John went past, some of our party were wondering 

where Steve was, they were expecting him to be through before now. ‘’Oh don’t worry about Steve’’ said 

Jo ‘’He would die before giving up’’! 

The stadium was packed with spectators with much cheering and shouting, all in Spanish of course. As we 

went round the track I could see Denis just in front so I tried to catch him. I overtook just as we went round 

the last bend only to see a red and white version of Linford Christie (minus his lunchbox) hurtle past me on 

the final straight. Bugger 

We gathered on the in-field to cheer on our remaining runners while Judy and John went off to find Steve. 

There were some notable performances especially given the heat. Judy was 2nd lady home in her category 

and I’m sure Brenda and Vanessa would have been very well placed in theirs if there was one. Sarah 

knocked 5 minutes off her PB and Rod, Vanessa and Dennis and Jackie completed a half marathon for the 

first time. Finally, special mention to our esteemed chairman who completed his second-only road race. It 

was great to see him complete it and I think he even quite enjoyed it. 

Has he passed out or just asleep? ð A weekend in Spain Nick Thorpe  
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After the race we headed off  to a beach-side café for some much needed refreshment. Judy was 

understandably very upset but managed to console herself with a couple of  San Miguels, a large salad and 

a plate of prawns. In the hospital, husband Steve was enjoying a litre or two of saline. Paul particularly 

enjoyed his plate of squid and baby octopus. Julian seemed doomed on the food front, as for the second day 

running his food failed to show up.  

Steve was due to be released from hospital at 5.00, so by 6.00 we thought we ought to get going to collect 

him. Judy wasn’t so sure, surely a third bottle of San Miguel wouldn’t hurt.   I was sure I knew the way so 

we set off in convoy. Well ok I didn’t know the way, Malaga is big town. Finally we found the hospital and 

pulled up outside, with nowhere to stop we headed off to find somewhere to park. As we pulled over we 

saw John attempting a few manoeuvres that I have never seen in the highway code and judging from the 

reaction of the local drivers not in the Spanish version either. Tony reaffirmed his faith once again as he 

rolled out of the car. 

At this point we realised that we had a problem. Steve was the only driver registered to drive his car back 

and we didn’t think he would be in a fit state. Rather reluctantly Alan agreed to drive if Steve was not up to 

it. He then went off with Judy to see how Steve was progressing. A few minutes later Alan appeared, one 

look at his face and we knew it was bad news. ‘’Steve must be dead’’ offered Gerry. I don’t know why but 

we all burst out laughing, sorry Steve. No it was worse than this, Steve was ok but unfit to drive. Alan 

would have to drive. 

On the last day we all headed off in different directions, some to the Alhambra Palace, some to Granada 

and some to the Alpujarra mountains for a walk. Over a cup of coffee Rod revealed that during the race he 

had experienced a little problem ‘down below’ Apparently his undergarment had formed what is believe is 

known as a ‘wedgie’. When he got back to his villa, he was applying some much needed lubrication to the 

affected area when in walked Sarah. Not a pretty sight, I bet. For some reason she forbade Rod from re-

dunking his finger into the Vaseline. Just as well she didn’t see what he did with her lip balm. 

After coffee Ruhi treated Andy to a stupid hat from the local leather shop. I know it is stupid as it was the 

same type I bought last year. 

On our final evening we decided to do a ‘round robin’ and eat at our various villas. 

The starter was to be in Jo, Paul, Vanessa and Brenda’s, the main course at Pat, Kevin’s etc and the puds at 

ours. We all set off to prepare our offerings, all apart from Denis who helped Jackie by keeping out of her 

way. 

We were soon tucking into some lovely grub, that is until Rod bit into one of the girl’s starters and chipped 

his tooth on an olive stone. He was now in severe discomfort at both ends of his body. Starters over, it was 

time for the main course, a barbeque. In typical English barbeque weather, raining. As the evening wore 

on, Ruhi and Andy were keen to show off their bridal suite. Theirs was the only 1 bedroomed house and 

was very sweet’ perfect for the honeymoon couple. Sandra helped complete the atmosphere by walking in 

with Dog’s c**p on her shoe. Although she had managed to walk it through most of the apartment, Ruhi 

was pleased that she had decided not to jump on the bed. 

As the evening wore on a few of the more ‘oiled’ amongst us headed back to our house for a few nightcaps. 

Now, many people have hidden talents and it was after 7 bottles of wine that Rod discovered that he has the 

ability to do sign language. Rod seemed to understand perfectly although both Jon and Tony seemed a little 

puzzled. 

Unfortunately the next day was our last and by mid morning we headed off to the airport. John was keen 

that Steve shouldn’t have all the attention of the weekend and decided that now was a good time to lose his 

passport. At one time it looked as if they wouldn’t let him travel, but some persuasive talking allowed him 

on board. 

To complete the weekend Brenda managed to position herself next to the ‘Perfect Hunk’ on the plane. He 

apparently won his ticket in a ‘talent’ competition. As I watched him mince his way to arrivals, I was 

wondering who had voted for him. 

 

Next year?  We will have to wait and see – how about the Marathon des Sables, Steve? 

NEWSLETTER  MAY 2008 
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There comes a time when even the most chaste amongst us has a burning 

desire to join the chase; if only to find out if what we have been missing, 

has indeed been worth the wait.  I fervently hoped that after a lifetime’s 

frustration as a cross-country Virgo, the experience of being deflowered 

by a Grizzly would be bearable, if not actually pleasurable—and so it was 

with me. 

 

A justifiably guilt-ridden Nick Thorpe (more of  that later), knew that I 

had lost my Grizzly virginity in 2008 and, as sweet and long-suffering 

Sandra  was desperately short of journalistic copy, and thus amenable to 

any contribution, regardless of its literary worth, he asked me if I would 

write a few words for the newsletter on the day’s events.  However, as many of you will be painfully 

aware, I don’t do ’a few words’, in fact at its briefest, I have been known to talk at length about the topic of 

loquaciousness for hours and hours and hours. 

 

I allowed myself to be talked into entering the Grizzly for three main reasons— 

1. Guilt:  with so many other club members having already survived it, I was feeling even more of a 

wimpish pariah than usual. 

2. To put an end to Jerry Boulton (who wears a worn-out Grizzly T-shirt on every conceivable occasion: 

barring bar mitzvahs) continually teasing me with the following sneer, ’Haven’t you done the Grizzly 

yet!’ 

3. My Chinese horoscope, which foretold that 2008 would be my lucky year, particularly as, 2008 was 

confidentially predicted by one of Confucias’s less talented offspring, to fall exactly midway between 

2007 and 2009.  Little did I know that it would turn out to be more of a horrorscope than a horoscope 

as the Chinese year of the Rat turned into the Devonian year of the Mudlark. 

Having entered this notoriously demanding event, advice came to me from every direction.  One of these 

was that, in order to attain a peak performance at the Grizzly, one should abstain from sex (particularly 

during the race: which in truth was good advice as the tree cover was lamentably insufficient in that 

respect).  The things Rod Warren knows! 

 

I lined up for the group photograph and was immensely proud to be associated with such a large and 

splendid group of well-honed and finely boned people.  (Nick Thorpe doesn’t appear in this particular 

shot).  Without doubt, Honiton Running Club, on attendance alone, truly put on a great show. 

 

It seemed that no sooner had the shutter clicked on our highly esteemed chairman’s camera than, all hell 

broke loose, for we were off and running, or in my case, I was off and being dragged along by a spring tide 

of highly competitive humanity.  At times I ran in a haze, at times I ran in a daze, indeed, my memories of 

the actual race are fractured and fragmentary; in fact they are rather hallucinogenic, as upon reflection, it is 

as though I’d been on a drug induced trip.  I remember bits, I remember bobs, but most of all, I remember 

bogs. 

 

To my complete surprise, along the challenging way; namely the torturous route which had been planned 

by the evil and cunning mind of a straight-jacketed member of Axe Valley Runners (a particularly 

depraved psychopath who goes by the name of Dave ‘Fu Manchu’ Mutter), there were innumerable happy 

clappy happenings: like oases of insanity dotted along the road to Bedlam.  As I stumbled past this loosely 

strung string of strung-out phenomena, I asked myself the following question: what irresponsible person 

released these people from the warmth and safety of their padded cells? 

 

Confessions of a Grizzly Virgin ð Denis Costello  
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There were people in a barn beating sticks and pretending they were some sort of band; 

there were various forms of farmyard mayhem; there was a flag festooned Buddhist 

shrine on an uphill bend, whose joss stick waftings almost drove me round the bend; there was music cour-

tesy of the highly talented (and outwardly sane) Ben Lowman; there was a sturdy rope dangling down an 

almost perpendicular hillside, presumably there for those who wished to indulge in a spot of outdoor kinki-

ness (it was pleasing to see that at least one of John ‘Bondage’ Burgess’s alfresco ideas had been taken up: 

what next for the Honiton Roping Club, ascending Church Hill all bound together like a deranged daisy-

chain?); there were welcoming drinks stations; there were jelly-bean pit-stops; there was the lonely, the for-

lorn and, the casually abandoned figure of Andy ‘Cupid’ Bowman marshalling three miles directly north of 

the middle of nowhere (Andy has gained his nickname because, luckily for him, he had once, many years 

ago, pierced poor Ruhi’s vulnerable heart with a sneaky arrow; but then isn’t that what real bowmen do 

best?); there was uplifting cheering; there was heartfelt clapping; there were patches of riotous raucousness 

sprinkled hither and thither across undulating countryside; but most unsettling of all there were the series of 

ghostly apparitions, each of which was a diaphanous clone of Paul Lowman (alias, Paparazzi Paul).  For 

every hill I climbed, upon muddied hands and even muddier knees, there he was; for every dale I de-

scended courtesy of my grazed posterior, there he was; he lurked behind trees; he clung to branches like a 

Japanese sniper; he peered out of bushes like the ghost of Peeping Tom; he hung around toilets at Beer; 

every time I flagged (and those times were numerous), and no matter where I flagged (and those places 

were innumerable), there he was; clean, tidy, carefully coiffured, serenely smiling and, no doubt, sniffing 

of expensive after-shave, yet at the same time, viciously poised with his obligatory camera glued to his 

beady eye in order to snap at my parlous state.  In fact, Paparazzi Paul was a flagging voyeur! 

 

Such was the display of variety along the route that the only form of entertainment that was missing was a 

firing squad at around the 15 mile mark: whose services I would have gladly volunteered for.   

 

Thankfully, I avoided serious injury, although I nearly succumbed to an unexpected attack of dry rot when 

a branch I was clinging to in order to cross an extensive patch of quicksand, snapped and I fell flat onto my 

back and into a sucking mixture of manure and mud, at which point, Nick Thorpe, who was immediately 

behind me, used my chest as a stepping stone—which of course explains how the unprincipled rotter man-

aged to finish a few paces ahead of me.  So you see, when I claim I had a worm’s eye view of the Grizzly, I 

really mean it, for due to dry rot I did in fact briefly see things from a worm’s perspective; and it wasn’t a 

pretty sight—especially the sight of Nick Thorpe vanishing into the distance at my scarred chest’s expense. 

 

Climbing out of an early grave, I stumbled onwards like a zombie.  Eventually I reached the expansive peb-

ble bed that passes for Branscombe beach, upon which, to my great surprise I managed to overtake a 

hunched and panting Warren Oak: who, by this time was even more of a wreck than the Napoli. 

 

Through tears I blurred onwards, through sweat I blurred upwards, until with aching limbs and a brutalized 

breast I traversed the furrowed brow of Beer Head and in the distance and through the driving sleet that 

was defying gravity by blasting horizontally, I spotted over the couplet of hills the promised land that bears 

the name of Seaton; never has a place that looks that bad looked that good, if only fleetingly. 

 

I joined the beach at Seaton after having descended a long flight of damp steps and rounded a Soviet styled 

toilet block.  Then blissfully the best part of the day, as I was loudly cheered in by a vocal band of veritable 

angels; namely a shapely group of the Honiton Running Club’s prettiest belles, to wit Mickie Dicks, Pat 

Croucher, Venessa Glyn Jones and my very own Jacqueline.  Indeed, such was the girls uplifting effect 

upon  me that I amazed myself by sprinting across the finishing line. 

 

Would I do it again?   

Have I fallen in love with ‘near-death-experiences’? 

Possibly—maybe! 
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Some information can be considered as invaluable, in my opinion, the following certainly falls into that cate-

gory, and it only takes a few minutes to read it        

A world-renowned neurologist says that if he can get to a stroke victim within three hours he can totally reverse 

the effects of a stroke. 

Yes, totally! 

He said that the trick was getting a stroke recognized, diagnosed, and then getting the patient medically cared 

for within three hours, which is tough. 

Sometimes symptoms of a stroke are difficult to identify.  Unfortunately, the lack of awareness spells disaster.  

The stroke victim may suffer brain damage when people nearby fail to recognize the symptoms of a stroke. 

However, doctors say a bystander can recognize a stroke as follows: 

 

1. Ask the individual to SMILE. 

2. Ask the person to TALK and SPEAK A SIMPLE SENTENCE (coherently), i.e. It is sunny today. 

3. Ask them to STICK THEIR TONGUE OUT.  If the tongue is ‘crooked’, goes to one side or the other, 

this is an indication of a stroke. 

4. Ask them to RAISE BOTH ARMS. 

 

If the individual has trouble with any of these tasks, call 999 immediately and describe the symptoms to the dis-

patcher. 

A cardiologist says if everyone who reads this can pass on this information to ten people; you can bet that at 

least one life can be saved. 

And remember, that life could be yours, so spread the news. 

 

 

 

 

Denis’s story in the last newsletter about a greengrocer’s nuts reminded me of another incident a while ago.  

 

A young woman who I was stepping out with at the time used to work for the Times Newspaper in London. 

Now this girl was, how shall I put it, quite well endowed in the upper  body department. 

 

One lunchtime she found herself in the Leather Lane market with a small amount of money but needing to buy 

four apples for a recipe..  

She approached the stallholder and enquired ‘’How many of those do you get to the pound’’.  

The stallholder looked her up and down and replied ‘’Not many, by the looks of it’’ . 

Cue much hilarity from his fellow workers. 
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Stroke Identification ð Denis Costello  

Applesð Nick Thorpe  



 

1. Nigellaõs Way 

Stuff a miniature marshmallow in the bottom of a sugar cone to prevent ice-cream drips. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Just suck the ice cream out of the bottom of the cone, for goodness sake.  You are probably 

lying on the couch with your feet up eating it anyway. 

2. Nigellaõs Way 

To keep potatoes from budding, place an apple in the bag with the potatoes. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Buy Smash and keep it in the cupboard for up to a year. 

3. Nigellaõs Way 

When a cake recipe calls for flouring the baking tin, use a bit of the dry cake mix instead and 

there wonõt be any white mess on the outside of the cake. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Tescoõs sell cakes.  They even do decorated versions. 

4. Nigellaõs Way 

If you accidentally over-salt a dish while itõs still cooking, drop in a potato slice. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

If you over-salt a dish while you are cooking, thatõs tough!  Please recite with me the Real 

Womanõs motto: òI made it and you will eat it and I donõt care how bad it tastes.ó 

5. Nigellaõs Way 

Wrap celery in aluminium foil when putting in the refrigerator and it will keep for weeks. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

It could keep forever.  Who eats it? 

6. Nigellaõs Way 

Cure for headaches: Take a lime, cut it in half and rub it on your forehead.  The throbbing will go away. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Cure for headaches: Take a lime, cut it in half and drop it in 8 ounces of vodka.  Drink the 

vodka.  You might still have the headache, but you wonõt care! 

7. Nigellaõs Way 

If you have a problem opening jars, try using latex dishwashing gloves.  They give a non-slip 

grip that makes opening jars easy. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Why do I have a man? 

8. Nigellaõs Way 

Freeze leftover wine into ice cubes for future use in casseroles. 

The Real Womanõs Way 

Left over wine????   Hellllooooo 
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Page 13 Race Resultsñ Nick Thorpe 

Haslebury Trail 

1st Aug 

Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Yeovilton 5k 

8th Aug 

Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Tim Legg 42.13 9      

Geoff Foster 43.11 16  Tim Legg 17.06 10  

Heather F-H 43.45 20  Geoff Foster 17.58 23  

Roger Saunders 48.59 50  Heather F-H 18.25 33  

Steve Davey 49.01 52  Fran Bond 20.51 75  

Fran Bond 49.18 55  Pete Ruhen 21.37 82  

Judy Davey 52.57 77  John Burgess 22.22 93  

Bruce Strawbridge 53.25 83  Jon Bartholo- 22.22 94  

John Burgess 54.06 89  Claire Pomeroy 23.03 102  

Malcolm Hall 55.14 93  Alan Nicholls 23.07 104  

Nick Thorpe 57.16 108  Tony Whiteley 23.41 107  

Michael Davies 60.24 123  Sarah Warren 23.52 110  

Sarah Warren 61.23 131  Rod Warren 23.56 112  

Sue Jones 62.38 137  Kirsty Sherwood 24.56 121  

Bill Garvey 63.32 140    150 Ran  

Kirsty Sherwood 63.35 141  Sidmouth 10k 

12th Aug 

   

Tracey Strawbridge 72.37 163  Richard Harvey 51.35 52  

  171 Ran  Guy Paddon 51.44 54  

6k Fun Run    Steve Davey 51.45 55  

Rod Warren 34.43 3  Judy Davey 55.19 97  

  13 Ran  Dan Brown 61.40 146  

Totnes 10k    Claire Pomeroy 61.40 147  

Heather F-H 42.09 23  Alan Rowe 62.28 156  

Dan Brown 55.32 194  Tracey Straw- 76.52 218  

Petra Brown 71.37 395    224 Ran  

  468 Ran  Bideford 10m    

    Paul Davey 68.39 30  

      134 Ran  

        

        

If you enter any races that I may not know about or cannot get the results please let me know. 
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Page 14 Race Results  

Grizzly Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Yeovilton 5k 

12th Sept 

Time Position Percent-

age 

Kevin Hawker 2.45.21 17  Tim Legg 16.46 14  

Geoff Foster 2.52.18 30  Geoff Foster 17.54 28  

Vernon Gillard 3.12.56 135  Claire Pomeroy 22.01 98  

Julian Gigg 3.24.30 233  Tony Whiteley 22.52 111  

Roger Saunders 3.25.40 226  Rod Warren 23.22 117  

Grant Boyd 3.30.26 282    Ran  

Steve Boyes 3.31.02 295  Musbury Castle    

Judy Davey 3.31.34 297  Geoff Foster 58.12 12  

Fran Bond 3.31.35 298  Vernon Gillard 62.04 21  

Richard Harvey 3.39.59 374  Richard Har- 62.55 25  

Steve Strawbridge 3.41.44 394  Ceri Oak 67.27 39  

Steve Davey 3.47.16 450  Steve Davey 68.24 44  

Bruce Strawbridge 3.49.19 467  Bruce Straw- 68.27 45  

Leisa Lavender 3.56.57 531  John Burgess 73.12 59  

John Burgess 4.03.54 588  Nick Thorpe 77.14 65  

Wayne Spiller 4.05.18 596  Pete Lyus 81.04 70  

Warren Oak 4.27.07 768  Tony Whiteley 82.34 72  

Pete Lyus 4.29.18 780  Jon Bartolomew 82.35 73  

Bill Garvey 4.37.45 821  Sandra Thorpe 90.24 89  

Klara Bodfish 4.39.09 833  Tracey Straw- 98.40 99  

Jo Lowman 4.57.08 914    102 Ran  

Alan Nicholls 4.58.52 924  Autumn Trail    

Tracey Strawbridge 5.04.44 941  Tony Whiteley 1.18.13 370  

  996 Ran    516 Ran  

Cub    Teign Valley    

Claire Pomeroy 1.33.47 15  Vernon Gillard 1.10.21 13  

Sarah Warren 1.45.18 36  John Burgess 1.26.58 53  

Wendy Graham 2.14.12 114    91 Ran  

Tracey Dingle 2.14.14 116      

  137 Ran      

Epsom Perch Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Hestercombe 

17th Feb 
Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

27th Jan    Richard Harvey 1.08.09 25  

Sandra Thorpe 57.30 375 61.26% Fran Bond 1.08.11 26  

Nick Thorpe 57.31 376 57.31% Steve Davey 1.11.40 47  

  561 Ran  Bruce Straw- 1.12.48 56  

Tough Guy    Judy Davey 1.13.21 60  

27th Jan    Ceri Oak 1.13.53 64  

Jon Batholomew 2.44.04 2507  Jennie Sleeman 1.26.14 64  

Tony Whiteley 2.44.04 2507  Warren Oak 1.26.30 156  

  2885 Ran  Vanessa G-Jones 1.38.13 216  

Fulfords 5    Tracey Straw- 1.38.18 217  

3rd Feb      252 Ran  

Mickie Dicks 48.51 237  Dalwood    

  300 Ran  23rd Feb    

Torrington Tor-    Geoff Foster 1.22.51 21 59.70% 

10th Feb    Fran Bond 1.26.33 26 66.60% 

Steve Boyes 1.40.58 16  Paul Davey 1.27.54 31 57.90% 

Claire Pomeroy 1.58.11 45  Richard Harvey 1.29.10 35 56.60% 

Simon Hall 2.00.24 48  Ceri Oak 1.31.36 43 60.00% 

  84 Ran  Guy Paddon 1.31.58 45 54.50% 

    Steve Davey 1.36.29 46 57.60% 

    Leisa Lavender 1.36 63 59.80% 

    Louise Saunders 2.00.30 123 48.20% 

    Nikki Campbell 2.00.36 124 45.30% 

    Anne Ephraums 2.00.38 125 48.60% 

    Emily Matthews 2.07.21 134 42.90% 

      146 Ran  
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North Devon 

10k 

Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

 Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Paul Davey 40.42 23  Gary Endicott 50.10 136  

Bruce Strawbridge 48.03 95  Rod Warren 50.30 140  

Nick Thorpe 51.08 122  Sarah Warren 51.13 149  

Sandra Thorpe 59.32 194  Alan Rowe 52.10 157  

Tracey Strawbridge 63.43 230  Jennie Sleeman 53.04 164  

  255 Ran    291 Ran  

Dartmoor Vale    Castle Drogo 10    

Judy Davey 1.39.37 76  Steve Boyes 1.22.49 76  

John Burgess 1.48.49 125  Steve Davey 1.26.52 107  

Tony Whiteley 1.59.54 182  Bruce Straw- 1.28.09 120  

  255 Ran  Judy Davey 1.34.17 165  

Dartmoor Vale 10k    John Burgess 1.35.17 173  

Steve Davey 43.25 45  Tony Whiteley 1.54.12 280  

Wendy Graham 63.02 236    314 Ran  

  303 Ran  Tavy 7    

Exmoor Stagger 

21st October 

   Paul Davey 46.11 44  

Paul Davey 2.31.26 62  Tracy Davey 65.56 456  

  241 Ran  Anne Ephraums 65.57 457  

Snowdonia Mara-      637 Ran  

Paul Davey 3.43.10 220  Colyton 5.08m    

  1203 Ran  Kevin Hawker 29.13 3  

The Stickler    Geoff Foster 30.40 9  

Nick Thorpe 1.35.56 215  Julian Gigg 33.49 34  

Sandra Thorpe 1.55.15 363  Guy Paddon 35.34 52  

  408 Ran  Steve Davey 35.48 58  

Ilminster 10k    Fran Bond 35.49 59  

Vernon Gillard 41.10 36  Roger Saunders 36.07 61  

        

        

        

Bideford Half Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

 Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

2 Mar    Grizzly    

Kevin Hawker 1.16.50 11  Geoff Foster 2.59.49 125  

Paul Davey 1.29.55 95  Fran Bond 3.06.27 180  

Richard Harvey 1.33.21 152  Ceri Oak 3.08.44 197  

Roger Saunders 1.34.25 162  Paul Davey 3.09.03 201  

Guy Paddon 1.35.00 170  Steve Boyes 3.10.46 214  

Steve Davey 1.35.32 184  Julian Gigg 3.15.41 260  

Bruce Straw. 1.35.41 183  Bruce Straw. 3.18.45 292  

Judy Davey 1.39.56 247  Steve Davey 3.19.17 295  

Alan Rowe 1.55.07 541  Guy Paddon 3.20.58 318  

Tracey Straw. 2.13.54 757  Judy Davey 3.22.48 333  

  831 Ran  Roger Saunders 3.23.11 342  

Grizzly Cub 

9 Mar 

   Richard Harvey 3.36.15 500  

Claire Pomeroy 1.33.27 34  Grant Boyd 3.37.21 515  

Pippa Westall 1.42.10 59  Leisa Lavender 3.41.57 570  

Brent Dicks 1.49.31 82  Sarah Lowman 3.55.57 736  

Nikki Campbell 1.49.41 86  John Burgess 3.56.12 742  

Anne Ephraums 1.50.23 88  Nick Thorpe 4.01.04 793  

Louise Saunders 1.50.46 90  Denis Costello 4.04.47 837  

Sandra Thorpe 1.52.34 97  Warren Oak 4.13.35 952  

Vanessa G-J 1.57.31 116  Bill Garvey 4.37.08 1130  

Jackie Costello 2.05.38 148  Pete Lyus 4.37.10 1133  

Mickie Dicks 2.06.15 152    1379 Ran  

Pat Croucher 2.07.03 160      

Tracey Dingle 2.13.58 185      

Wendy Graham 2.14.03 186      

  247 Ran      
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Easter Bunny 10k 

24 Mar 
Time Position Percent-

age 

Paris M.thon 6 

Apr 
Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Steve Davey 43.16 130 68.70 Claire Pomeroy 3.47.12 10512  

Judy Davey 44.48 165 73.10 Simon Hall 4.20.05 18605  

Simon Hall 46.22 191 65.20   34411 Ran  

Claire Pomeroy 46.38 194 68.90 Taunton . thon    

Gary Endticat 46.39 195 57.80 6 Apr    

Jo Davey 51.20 276 61.10 Steve Boyes 3.24.10 48  

  411 Ran    172 Ran  

Malaga Half    Taunton Half    

6 Apr    Tim Legg 1.23.27 28  

Julian Gigg 1.40.13 871  Roger Saunders- 1.32.19 97  

Judy Davey 1.42.30 994  Guy Paddon 1.33.31 105  

John Burgess 1.46.16 1187  Richard Harvey 1.36.53 143  

Sarah Warren 1.46.38 1208  Grant Boyd 1.39.13 187  

Malcolm Hall 1,48.03 1280  Nikki Campbell 1.53.00 112  

Denis Costello 1.52.59 1521  Louise Saunders 1.55.03 127  

Nick Thorpe 1.53.03 1525  Tracey Dingle 2.23.04 341  

Rod Warren 1.54.48 1595  Wendy Graham 2.25.40 349  

Alan Nichols 1.58.41 1766  Mickie Dicks 2.28.09 355  

Jon Bartholomew 2.01.17 1842    1091 Ran  

Paul Lowman 2.01.35 1850  Yeovilton 5k    

Sandra Thorpe 2.07.50 1956  9  Apr    

Brenda King 2.07.51 1957  Gary Enticot 21.20 63 59.50 

Vanessa G-J 2.08.37 1969  Judy Davey 22.13 77 70.70 

Gerry Evens 2.10.16 1991  Jo Davey 23.19 91 63.90 

Jackie Costello 2.15.48 2052      

Tony Whiteley 2.21.39 2085      

  2114 Ran      
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London M.thon 

13 Apr 
Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

 Time Position Percentage 

Grading 

Kevin Hawker 2.41.39 216  Umborne Ug    

Vernon Gillard 3.28.46 4040  11 May    

Guy Paddon 3.35.47 5050  Ceri Oak 55.54 14  

Bruce Straw. 3.54.03 8295  Bruce Straw. 56.42 15  

Stuart Bramley 4.21.59 13806  Steve Davey 57.25 16  

Sarah Evans 4.42.16 5344  Judy Davey 58.05 18  

Janet Leach 5.07.29 7351  John Burgess 59.11 24  

Maggie Richards 5.09.53 7525  Simon Hall 60.21 25  

Tracet Straw. 5.12.47 7706  Greg Axell 60.39 26  

  A lot ran!  Malcolm Hall 61.04 27  

Great West    Warren Oak 62.58 29  

4 May    Claire Pomeroy 64.06 32  

Gary Enticot 1.41.54 282  Nick Thorpe 64.17 33  

Jennie Read 1.53.56 817  Marion Broom 71.06 40  

Stuart Bramley 2.03.03 1117  Pete Lyus 72.05 41  

Tracey Dingle 2.25.03 1807  Vanessa G-J 77.40 46  

  2048 Ran  Tracey Straw. 112.16 54  

Ivybridge 10k      57 Ran  

!0 May        

Paul Davey 42.54 109  Yeovilton Cont    

Nikki Campbell 52.55 317  Sarah Warren 22.52 99 66.70 

  552 Ran  Nick Thorpe 23.01 100 64.70 

Yeovilton 5k    Nikki Gigg 23.35 109 65.20 

14 May    Sandra Thorpe 25.02 120 69.20 

Gary Enticot 20.47 64 61.20 Marion Broom 25.13 121 60.50 

Steve Davey 21.14 71 66.30 Vanessa G-J 26.43 129 71.70 

John Burgess 21.22 74 75.40     

Judy Davey 22.11 87 70.80     

Rod Warren 22.25 91 61.90     

Alan Nicholls 22.51 98 66.90     
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