Yorkshire Three Peaks: Thoughts from the top:

Just thought as the logistics manager behind the challenge, I should write a brief obituary of our weekend. For those unaware the reason for PWAC aiming at the Yorkshire Three Peaks Challenge was two fold: 

Firstly, to raise awareness for the Paddock Wood Athletics Track Appeal. We want an athletics track, and need money and support to get it built, hence a little publicity, even if just word of mouth is great. 

Secondly, two years ago I organised the Traditional Three Peaks Challenge of Scafell Pike, Ben Nevis and Snowdon. Back then 17 of the club took part to raise awareness for the above. Feedback from the 2007 trip was almost unanimous “Never again”. Having organised that trip I saw it as a challenge to see how much people’s memories fade, of the sleep deprivation, flooding, sore muscles and extreme fatigue etc.

So, on Friday 12th June , 19 of us took various modes of transport, minibus, cars and even a train (our Chairman, who doesn’t do slumming it) to arrive in Yorkshire at the picturesque village of Horton-In-Ribblesdale. The challenge being one circular route of about 25 miles from near the foot of Pen-y-ghent (694 metres - 2,276 feet), then on to Whernside (736 metres - 2,415 feet) and finally Ingleborough (723 metres  2,372 feet).

First indications, that things weren’t right, were when the 15 people staying in the “Three Peaks Bunkhouse” looked at their accommodation on Friday evening and all said how great it was. To me it looked like a prison with 20 beds all in one room. I was grateful that myself and Rif (her indoors) were sleeping in our new tent outside. Also, in tents were Andy Fletcher and Neil Turner.

After a good nights’ sleep, we awoke on Saturday morning ready to attack the hills. Weather was overcast. Rif and Tony Richards, wisely decided they would opt for a bigger breakfast and set off later to walk half the route and let the train take the strain for getting home. So this left 17 of us setting off at 7 a.m. for Pen-y-ghent.


Still the mood was good and we raced up the first climb passing many other people on the way. Enthusiasm was high even from the Buckingham’s, White’s and Elliott’s. It didn’t feel right, where was the usual moaning at the organiser, surely that would come later... 


The group of seventeen soon became smaller groups of varying speeds. Even managing for Sally, one of our two Sevenoaks A/C crowd, to get separated from everyone with the help of Neil and Andy Fletchers directions. When Sally’s partner Ian caught up and asked where she was I nonchalantly said “lost” presumed “held to ransom by a Yorkshire Ripper type”. At which point still no moaning.   

Eventually after a long walk we arrived at Whernside and started the most pleasant of the three accents. Also, the only one with good mobile reception at the top, meaning we found Sally had pushed on ahead and would join us at the bottom. First major casualty of Whernside was Mike Walter who’s ankle made him look like the lead character from the film “usual suspects”. Surely Mike would soon be complaining...

As we descended Whernside Mike started running (said it was less pain), we met Sally who was smiling even after being lost. Caroline had pushed on to complete the last peak quickly and the overall challenge in a time of circa 6 hours. Sure she should try long distance races at some point... As we climbed the last (Ingleborough) fatigue and tiredness were setting in. However, even James Ridger , Fiona and Pete all had smiles on their faces at the top. Caroline and Tony’s son Josh who had only intended wandering along for part of the day, also managed to look fresh at the top. Perhaps the University diet of beer and late nights is something we should prescribe to all our club members.

Finally, it was a long decent back into Horton-In-Ribblesdale and the Pen-Y-ghent cafe to officially clock off. In my mind, I won the battle of our group and outsprinted James, Anna, Pete, Fiona, Neil, Mike and Josh to the cafe (my first ever sprint victory at the club). Although officially some of them clocked off before me! The aim of the challenge was to complete it in under 12 hours, and our group was just under nine. 


Des, Alison, Jeanette, Richard and “the driver “(Alan Croucher) all made it comfortably in a time of around eleven hours. Ice creams and beer all round, followed by showers and a carvery finished off by an out of tune pianist (Pete) made for a special Saturday night. It seemed everyone had had a great day out and a real sense of achievement was felt by all. Some people thought I was blushing as I stepped up to say a few words of thanks in a brilliantly delivered, off the cuff speech (I also do weddings and Bar Mitzvah’s) , unfortunately it was sunburn making my face red.

Anyway, I’ve “rambled”, quite literally, for long enough. All I can add, is despite a long journey home for many of us on the Sunday, I can honestly say that I didn’t hear a bad word said about the trip. As such I think I must be getting older and wiser at organising these things. Perhaps I should be put in charge of Round Norfolk and the half marathon! Alternatively, perhaps it was the weather rather than the organisation that made the biggest difference. Amazing what a bit of sunshine, a few friends and a physical challenge can do for the soul. My favourite suggestion for next years “PWAC holiday challenge” is running up Alpe D’huez, but I’m more than open to suggestions. Perhaps I should quit while I’m ahead....  

