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Welcome to April! Any chance 
the weather will stay as good as 
the last week, from now right 
through the summer? No, I don’t 
suppose there is, but it would be 
nice to know that whenever you 
are going to go running you 
didn’t have to cope with cold, 
wind and rain.  
 
As I mentioned in the last 
newsletter, it’s the AGM this 
month (Tuesday 17th April, 
8.30pm) which must mean this is 
my last newsletter article as 
chairman. Sad isn’t it? My one 
concern is that we still have 
nobody volunteering to fill the 
role after my departure. Perhaps 
it will give us something to 
discuss at the AGM this year. 
Last year’s went far too smoothly 
and quickly.  
 
There hasn’t been a lot of racing 
going on over the last month but 
well done to all NRC runners 
who did find a race to run in, 
particularly our Grizzly runners 
Steve Cayzer, Dave Lippiatt and 

Diary Dates 
 

• 3rd April – Butcombe Brewery Trip – 6.30pm Nailsea 
Link Rd, 6.40pm Backwell. 

• 6th April – Good Friday Cycle ride – 9.00am from the 
rugby club 

• 15th April – Frenchay 10k – League race 

• 17th April – NRC AGM – 8.30pm in the bar – jacket 
potatoes available to order 

• 21st April – Jess and Shirley’s Breakfast Beach run – 
9.00am Wharfside Tearooms, Uphill 

• 9th May – Black Horse Run – in aid of Holding Out 
Hope charity 

• 24th May – Tyntesfield 10 

• 27th June – Nailsea festival 10k 

Cliff Wallis 

Chairman Chat 

 

Jon Saunders, Bath Halfer Sally 
Johnson, Hogweed Hilly Halfer 
Mike Coupe and San Domenico 
20 runner Betsy Bebbington. 
Good luck and good running to 
all of you racing this month. 
 
Looking forward to seeing you 
all at the AGM. 
 
Keep on running (they’ll never 
catch you), 
Cliff 



 

John Rooney 

Rooney’s Ramblings 
 
Well, a lot can change in a month. At the time 
of writing March’s ramble, I was looking 
forward to running my long training runs for 
London in blistering sunshine. However, my 
first long run of the month also turned out to 
be my last, as I went and damaged my 
Achilles, running too far, too fast, and have 
spent the last month hobbling downstairs and 
eyeing up the lift at work (though so far, I’ve 
not to succumbed). 
 
Luckily, there is a wonderful community of 
runners out there on Facebook, called Nailsea 
Running Club (if you do Facebook, and 
haven’t joined the group, then stop reading 
this and do it now. Please.) , and through 
posting on here, I’ve managed to find a 
fantastic (and cheap) sports masseur, who I’ve 
been to twice this month, and been able to tap 
in to the wealth of knowledge and experience 
possessed by our many runners at the club. 
Yes, being part of a running club isn’t just 
about getting the £2 off per race! 
 
Having not run more than about 6 miles at a 
time for most of March, I managed a 10 mile 
run by doing a 2.5 mile loop close to home, 
knowing that if I did break down, at least I 
wouldn’t have far to hobble home. I was due 
to run the Reading Half three weeks before 
London, but was concerned that I should fit in 
a long (18-20 mile) run before the marathon. 
The advice on Facebook was a resounding, 
“rest up.” 
 
Now, there are two types of people in the 
workforce. Those who work to live, and those 
who live to work. Equally, I believe there are 
two types of runners. Those who eat to run, 
and those who run to eat. I am definitely in the 
latter camp. Running 40 miles a week allows 
me to fill my plate 3 times at Za Za Bazaar, 
and still fit in a few cheeky little cheesecakes 
and brownies at the end. As such, I struggle to 
do the whole tapering thing, and I struggle to 
rest up when I’ve got niggles. Not through an 
addiction to running, but because I’m worried 
that I’ll have to actually watch what I eat. 
 
 
 

Against this though, I was finding that I could only 
get out of bed of a morning on my left foot, and I’d 
lost my ability to be an ambi-turner (although 
unlike Derek Zoolander, I could turn left rather than 
right). In the end, rest wins out against gluttony. 
 
The surprising thing is, I’ve quite enjoyed not 
running, especially the not running to work of a 
morning. Free-wheeling down the Gloucester Road 
(well, how can a lowly council worker afford First 
Bus fares?) is a lot quicker than running, I don’t 
need  a shower when I get to work, and I’m able to 
walk round the office without wincing when I get 
there. Already I’m planning my 3 week taper with 
gay abandon. Two days rest in between runs? Hell, I 
might make it three instead, just for the fun of it. 
Weekend lie-ins? I seem to remember you from the 
dim and distant past. And possibly the best thing 
about not running is that it makes running much 
more pleasurable and a lot less of a chore. So roll on 
the next 3 weeks of tapering, and then London, I 
shall be having you. 
 
John 
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Derek Zoolander – not an ambi-turner, or 
just suffering from an Achilles problem? 
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Colin Welch 

League Round-Up – March 2012 

 Senior Men Pts Male Vet 40 Pts Male Vet 50 Pts 

1st John Rooney 30 Jeremy Furber 37 Cliff Wallis 43 

2nd Jonathan Newby 27 Andy Weeks 27 Greg Sturdy 17 

3rd Martin Grigg 9 Martin Bird 25 John Mallone 15 

 

 Senior Women Pts Female Vet 40 Pts Female Vet 50 Pts 

1st Sally Johnson  30 Heather Mountcastle 40 Jules Smailes 35 

2nd Liz Nuttall 28 Kathleen Paul 9 Jane Rowcliffe 20 

3rd Kerry McLean 10 Emma Parfitt 8 Yvonne Wesbroom 9 

 

The placings in Nailsea Running Club’s Racing League for 2012 after a quarter of the races are shown 
below. The 'extra' points for races other than nominated have been added up to the end of February. 
 
The 3rd nominated race was the 7th Weston AC Prom 5miler on 15th March. A moderate turnout of 11 
NRC was led home by Cliff Wallis 32min 58sec, followed by Greg Sturdy, 2nd NRC in 36min 26sec. 
Jeremy Furber and Mike Salisbury showed improving form, and there was a welcome return to racing 
by Julian Nuttall plus a rare cameo from Kerry McLean. Some may regret not playing their Joker in this 
race; don’t forget to email me when you want to play yours (colincwelch@yahoo.co.uk). 
 
The next 4 confirmed nominated league races are shown below. Get your postal entry into Frenchay 
very soon to avoid the price hike for entry on the day. There’s plenty of time to score well in the 2012 
League even if you haven’t started so get entering to get points on the board! 
 
2012 Day Time Event Type Comment Entry Contact

April 15th Sun 11:00 Frenchay 10km Road League 4 £10 postal till 7.4 eod £15 http://www.frenchay10k.co.uk/

May 26th Sat 09:00 Ashton Court Park 5km Road League 5 Free, but you must pre-register http://www.parkrun.org.uk/

June 14th Thur 19:15 Purdown Pursuit MT League 6 £5 postal/online. NO eod. Limit 100 http://www.tach.org.uk/

July 3rd Tue 19:00 NRC Handicap 6m Road League 7 Free

Aug Crook Peak Cake Race Fell   
   
Colin Welch 
 

*****STOP PRESS***** 

Good Friday Ride Out with Shirley and Jess - Leaving The Rugby Club prompt at 9am 

It will be a sociable ride out towards to Mendips, so there will some hills, but we will 
take it steady.  Intention is to stop for at least a cake and coffee stop.  Route to be 
confirmed but will be around 40 miles, similar to the last Christmas ride we did. 

A chance to dust off your trusty bike in readiness for the summer season! 

Please come along.... It should be a good day out. 

 Jess and Shirley 
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Betsy Bebbington 

Biking with Boardman 

I wouldn’t normally be walking the streets of London 
at 5.30 but this morning is different.  

I’d entered one of those competitions that you have to 
enter, because the prize is so unique: BikeRadar, 
Halfords and Boardman Bikes had offered the 
opportunity to ride with Chris Boardman, on a 
Boardman Bike. The prize winner was to start the bike 
leg of DHL First Nation Home, which looked a fairly 
unique event, perfect to generate funds and 
awareness for Sport Relief. Being a keen cyclist and 
runner, an admirer of Chris Boardman’s work, both as 
a pro cyclist and his bike range, what could be better 
than a chance to briefly share the road? 

I had entered with the up to 100 words of ‘why I 
would like…’ I cannot remember what I wrote, but It 
was something about the enjoyment of cycling and 
exercise being a good antidote to the rest of life, it was 
sent in and forgotten about, a couple of months later, 
an email was sent via BikeRadar, I’d won! 

No alarm needed for 4.30. Awake, organised and 
early, I was not going to worry any of the organisers 
by being late. An assortment of run kit, bike kit 
stuffed into my bag, I’m ready. I’m the only one in 
sports kit navigating the capital’s dark streets, 
scattered with street cleaners and clubbers.  

Entering Trafalgar Square it is still dark, I walk up the 
steps of the National Portrait Gallery. The previous 
week John Bishop had completed his Sports Relief 
Challenge ‘Bishop's Week of Hell’ by running up the 
great flight of steps after running, rowing, and cycling 
to exhaustion. What a finish! Turning to see Big Ben 
illuminating the sky, I was early - 20 minutes early, 
but it was getting lighter and there would not be long 
to wait. 

As dawn evolves we start to meet up, representatives 
from Halfords, DHL and their photographers. We sit 
on a bench in the chill, then a message arrives, Team 
England are on the bus! As the light improves the 
activity increases, team cars with Boardman bikes on 
the roof, and army personnel who bustle around with 
quiet efficiency, logistics being provided by them and 
DHL. The participants arrive, introductions made and 
discussions as to which direction The Mall is in.  

 

My bike for the morning is lifted down from a team 
car roof, a Boardman Team. It looks great and lots 
smaller than all the guys’ bikes; the seat is adjusted, 
pictures taken and Tweets sent.  It’s nearly 7.00 we 
have to be ready to start. Wales, Scotland and Ireland 
will have their teams ready to start in their capitals 
too.  One of the support crew is circulating with a 
clipboard, logistics for coffee is important as well.   

We collect under the start banner, and counting down 
begins with support crew attempting to coordinate 
the pelican crossing lights. It’s GO! We’re off, a mass 
sprint start, directly over many lanes of inner London 
traffic, within 100 metres the athletic reality settles, 
Richard Stannard, Rob Edmond and Josh Lewsey 
disappearing fast, Chris Boardman and Phil Spencer 
following at a good pace, and me, trundling along at 
the back with my minder Joe, I manage not to let the 
gap increase. We run to the team cars which are 
parked one mile from the start and now it is the bike 
leg relay. With a quick modification of kit, and 
helmets applied we’re off. 

With two pedal strokes, the bike feels different, 
responsive and neat. Very quickly I settle, with my 
seat a tiny bit high, Chris Boardman and I on two 
Boardman bikes head into the London traffic. 

With a team car to follow, navigating is easy - like a 
Sunday ride really - except I’m chatting to Olympic 
gold medallist and World Champion cyclist Chris 
Boardman, he is very sociable and goes at my pace.  I 
aim to keep safe and vow to practise how to ‘stand 
still’ (not track standing) for traffic lights, we make 
good progress. 
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Betsy Bebbington 

Biking with Boardman (cont) 

The time on the road goes very quickly, we manage to 
squeeze a few more miles over the planned five, but 
sooner than I wish, and with a dual carriageway 
ahead the point for the return is reached.  The bike 
relay is continued by other Team England riders. Our 
bikes are secured to the car roof carriers, it is time for 
me to return to the start, I am returning so the team 
can continue their progress, a rendezvous at Reading 
roundabout, then on to Cardiff by afternoon. 

What a morning, having the chance to ride with a 
sportsman I admire, on a bike I think is great with the 
unique opportunity of contributing to Sports Relief 
event, what a memorable experience. 

The one thing that made me speechless was when I 
was given the opportunity to keep the wonderful 
Boardman bike. Unexpected and unanticipated, I was 
delighted and stunned.  I plan to do many, many 
miles, and after our memorable start, I know it will be 
great! 

 

 

 

Map Reading Course 

For those of you, like us, who struggle to 
read a map accurately, we invite you to join 
us at Goblin Coombe on Sunday 22nd April 
@ 10am. 

A friend of ours ‘Major Brown’ has agreed to 
run a training course. 

Please let Em or me know asap if you’d like 
to join us. 

Jon Parfitt 

Annual Bluebell Run 
  
Join Mike Coupe at the Black Horse, 
Clapton-in-Gordano, on Thursday 3rd May.  
The run starts at 18.30 (6.30pm) sharp so 
that there's enough light for your photos. 
 
Mike. 



 
By Our Mystery Guest Contributor 

PMS? PMZ? PMI?  
 
Many women, their families and colleagues will be 
only too aware of the effects of PMS (pre-menstrual 
syndrome).  Older women will have heard of or 
experienced PMZ (post-menopausal zest).  Recently 
another condition has come to light which has 
several symptoms in common with the two former, 
although it affects a much smaller number of 
women and can strike at any time after their 18th 
birthday.  Doctors suspect that it may also affect 
men, but to date have only studied a small number 
of cases, all of them in women. 
 
 
The symptoms of this condition are delusions, lack 
of co-ordination, muscular aches, joint pains, bouts 
of extreme lethargy and a lack of interest in normal 
events.  Sufferers may also experience obsessive 
behaviour, panic attacks and an inability to cope 
with the most mundane of tasks, all contributing to 
the feeling that the sufferer is teetering on the brink 
of insanity.  At their most severe these symptoms 
can eventually take over the sufferer’s whole life for 
months at a time and may have a profound effect 
upon their families, friends and colleagues.  The 
condition is known as PMI or Peri-marathon 
Insanity (peri  meaning around or pertaining to). 
 
To show the effects of PMI, we will look at the cases 
of J and S, who made contact with each other 
through a running magazine’s Internet forum and 
found that discussing their common symptoms 
often helped to ease them.   
 
In J, the delusions were the first symptom to 
develop.  These started soon after she took up 
running just before her fiftieth birthday in the hope 
of increasing her fitness.  They were of only brief 
duration, but recurred frequently, making her 
imagine that she would soon be able to run at 
speed, climb hills easily and run long distances 
without becoming tired.   J attributed her other 
symptoms (muscular pains, aching joints, lack of 
co-ordination and tiredness) to being a newcomer 
to running and these problems did, indeed, 
decrease slightly as she gained fitness and became 
more used to the activity.  In periods of remission 
she would never normally refer to running as a 
sport, feeling that the word implied too great an 
idea of extreme fitness, although there were 
episodes of delusion when she did consider herself 
“a real athlete.”  
 

 
Eighteen months after she had taken up running she 
suffered a sharp increase in the severity of these 
delusions when, disregarding the fact that all she was 
capable of was a slow shuffle or, at best, a gentle jog 
of very modest length on a downhill slope, she 
obtained a place in the 2001 London Marathon. 
 
As her training progressed her stamina naturally 
improved which, as in the early days, masked the 
severity of the PMI symptoms but as race day drew 
nearer she found that she was becoming obsessed 
with the race and became a regular (one might say 
addicted) user of the internet forum.  She took to heart 
much of the advice offered by its members and this 
became only too obvious at home, where her kitchen 
cupboards were soon filled with “nutritional aids” 
such as energy bars and drinks, jelly beans and even, 
after a search lasting several days and involving many 
shops and supermarkets, “Centenary Edition” jelly 
babies, now senior citizens and renamed Jellyatrics. 
Her long training runs became still more arduous 
under the added weight of all these items and she was 
forced to buy an even larger waist pack to hold them. 
 
A brief respite from this episode of delusions forced 
her to admit that her physical difficulties (an 
intermittent weakness and collapse of her right leg) 
were becoming a problem and she asked for advice on 
the forum.  The message, unusually, elicited only one 
response, from a woman, S, of similar age who was 
also training for her first London Marathon and who 
admitted experiencing similar symptoms.  J later 
suspected that the other regular forum users were not 
sufferers of PMI, had realised that she required more 
specialised attention and was, therefore, beyond their 
help. 

 
S confessed that she had lost virtually all sense of 
reality and total loss of co-ordination in her efforts to 
replenish her stores of carbohydrate on long training 
runs.  Her first and only attempt at eating the 
recommended jelly beans had failed when she found 
that she was unable to chew and they had stuck to her 
teeth.  Further efforts to remove them only resulted in 
them sticking to her chin.  As replenishing 
carbohydrate stores is vital to an athlete of her calibre, 
she turned to bananas as another source.  
Unfortunately, the combined effects of a fifteen mile 
run and a warm spring day meant that the fruit had 
become black and very soft and despite her desperate 
attempts to overcome her severe lack of co-ordination, 
she failed miserably and only succeeded in smearing 
the fruit around her face and down her T-shirt.   
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By Our Mystery Guest Contributor 

PMS? PMZ? PMI? (cont) 
 
People who knew her and saw her on that day were 
amazed that an intelligent and normally smartly-
dressed woman could have sunk to such depths of 
apparent neglect. 
 
S did not lose all interest in her appearance, 
however, and as the weather grew warmer and 
marathon day approached she became frantic with 
worry that every person in London would only be 
concerned with the whiteness of her legs as she ran 
past in her shorts.  She therefore resorted to a 
spray-on instant tan,  which gave patchy results 
and led to her becoming extremely distressed, 
whimpering that she looked “like an Ayrshire 
cow,” and almost resulted in her withdrawing from 
the marathon. 
 
At about this time both women began to feel that 
they were developing split personalities: at times 
the fit athlete with toned muscles and impressive 
stamina, at others the ailing geriatric, unable to 
perform even the slightest movement without 
stiffness and excruciating pain.  Their families and 
friends became concerned that perhaps the periods 
of distraction and remoteness were not simply due 
to tiredness from training.  J was often unable to 
reply to even the simplest of questions. “Would 
you like a cup of tea?” was frequently answered by 
a blank stare indicating a total lack of 
comprehension. 
 
Surprisingly, both survived the marathon with no 
unexpected physical problems, though J did find 
that, for several months afterwards, she developed 
a hitherto unsuspected reckless streak.  Her mantra 
“I’ve done a marathon, so I can do this” led her to 
overcome her fear of heights, and positively enjoy 
abseiling with a group of school-children with 
whom she was working at the time.   
 
Six months after the marathon she was, following a 
series of chance events, invited to join a group of 
elite international athletes for a training session and 
was subsequently offered a place on their team by 
their manager which she had, with regret, to 
decline owing to family and work commitments.  
The fact that she had been breathless, red-faced and 
faint after only a hundred yards made her suspect 
that the offer may not have been entirely serious.  
This realisation did, in fact, signal that this bout of 
PMI was coming to an end and that she was 
returning to her former self. 
 

 
Doctors do not know how many sufferers of PMI 
there may be and while S appears to have recovered, 
they will be following J’s case carefully as there are 
concerns that PMI may prove to be a recurring 
condition: she completed the London Marathon again 
in 2003. Despite hopes that the condition may fade it 
has, in fact worsened and she has now completed 
fifteen marathons and a 35-mile ultra race, her highest 
placing being 38th. 
 
Though no specific medical causes have yet been 
found, there are fears that it may be spread by verbal 
contact.  After talking to J, several people have 
expressed a wish to run a marathon and have said to 
her, “Well, if you can do it …….” at which point their 
voices fade and they enter a trance-like state, which 
may last for a few seconds or considerably longer.  
Doctors fear that this may be the first sign of an attack 
and ask all friends and relatives of runners to be 
vigilant and to note any such symptoms, as they will 
be continuing to investigate the condition. 
 
Note:  Names have been withheld to preserve 
confidentiality.  All descriptions of events are true, apart 
from the medical investigation into PMI.  The author 
would like to thank her family and running friends for 
having put up with her during each of her attacks and 
thank them in advance should the condition occur again.  If 
she ever says “Marathon des Sables” please phone the 
emergency services immediately.  
(The picture below is for illustrative purposes only, and is 
not meant to give you a clue to the writer’s identity. I 
couldn’t find a photo of Jan from Sweatshop – Ed) 
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John Rooney 

Reading Half Marathon 
 
In the last 15 years, I’ve lived in Swindon, London 
and lately, Bristol. In all that time, Reading has 
merely been (two festivals aside), an unnecessary 
stop on Brunel’s great train line. April Fool’s 
morning however, it was a destination, as I headed 
eastwards for the Mizuno Reading Half Marathon. 
 
A Sunday morning drive to J11 of the M4 usually 
takes about 1 hour, but I had to overcome the first 
hurdle relatively early on, when I discovered that J1 
of the M32 was closed. I eventually found my way 
to J18 of the M4 by making sure the sun was always 
in my eyes as I wound my way through the 
backwaters of South Gloucestershire. Sat-nav? Pah! 
 
Mind you, sat-nav might have come in handy once 
I arrived at Reading. The race centre is based at the 
Madjeski Stadium (last visited by myself in 2001 to 
witness a 4-1 capitulation by Tranmere), and the 
race utilises the park and ride sites nearby. My pre-
booked car park was colour-coded (yellow) as were 
all the other car parks. So imagine my surprise on 
exiting the motorway to find that the race 
organisers had decided to use letters instead. Nice 
Touch that one, chaps! 
 
With the car eventually parked up, it all got a bit 
easier, as we boarded the free bus to the ground. 
The 2012 race attracted 13,000 runners, but the 
Madjeski and its environs coped with these 
numbers admirably. I headed up to the Mizuno 
lounge (free entry if you wore Mizuno trainers!) to 
take up the offer of a complimentary pre-race 
massage. Having explained my recent Achilles 
injury to the physio, she very kindly strapped my 
leg up with KT tape, (big strips of masking tape 
that hold your muscles in place, by all accounts). 
Given that I’d not run more a 10-miler during 
March, and with London just 3 weeks away, this 
gave me a bit more confidence as I headed towards 
the start line, promising said physio that I would 
take it easy. 
 
Unfortunately, about half the field had taken the 
organisers at their word that it was a 15 minute 
walk to the start, and like me, they set off towards it 
at 9:45. With much bobbing and weaving, I made it 
to the yellow starting pen with two minutes to go, 
and positioned myself next to a man in a banana 
outfit. There was just enough time to throw in a 
couple of stretches before the hooter sounded. 

 
True to my word, I took the first mile easy, or so I 
thought until I looked at my watch and noted a 6:05 
mile. But then I thought of some of the incredibly 
stupid first miles I’ve run, and didn’t feel too bad. I 
then settled into a nice rhythm, pleased that the 
strapping seemed to be doing its job and, more 
importantly, that the shouts of, “look there’s a 
banana!” were becoming less audible behind me. 
 
I must mention the support at this point. It was pretty 
solid for the first few miles as we headed towards the 
town (still not a city, Reading. Ha ha!) centre, with a 
number of bands along the way, including the most 
tone-deaf girl-group I’ve heard since B*witched. One 
of the pub was even offering free half-pints to the 
runners, but unfortunately I was on the far side of the 
road as we passed. 
 
I split my half-marathons into 3-mile chunks, treating 
them as 12 mile races with a bit added on. Turns out 
Reading does similar, with checkpoints at each 5k. I 
clocked 19:30 for the 1st and 3rd, and 19:00 for the 2nd 
5k, so was running consistently and comfortably. At 
the 10 mile mark, I decided I had enough left in me to 
put my foot down, possibly spurred on by the fact 
that this last 3 miles was exclusively on dual 
carriageway and incredibly dull. At least the Portway 
is scenic. Managing to reel a few runners, I entered a 
ground that, was full was pretty full on two sides, to 
cross the line in 1:21:25. I’d been aiming for around 
1:25, so all in all, pretty chuffed. I’d also beaten the 
banana by a good couple of minutes too. More 
importantly, I’m writing this 3 days later, and I can 
still walk. Now for the tapering, the trying not to eat 
too much, and the countdown to London! 
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Robert John 

March 2012 Race Results 
 

Ashton Court Park Runs 
03.03.12 
 
Martin Bird  19.22 
Sally Johnson  20.57 
 
10.03.12 
 
Des Jones  23.15 PB 
Jules Smailes  26.33 
 
17.03.12 
 
Paul House  21.13 
Jules Smailes  26.51 
Sandra Lee  31.06 PB 
 
24.03.12 
 
Martin Bird  19.02 
Jules Smailes  26.39 
 
 
 

Bideford Half Marathon 
04.03.12 
 
Kerry McLean  1:48.40 
 
Grizzly 
11.03.12 
 
Dave Lippiatt  3:18.23 
Steve Cayzer  3:21.47 
Jon Saunders  3:37.49 
 
Chedworth Roman Trail 10ml 
M/T 
 
Greg Sturdy  1:23.16 
Mike Coupe  1:27.15 
(1st – MV70) 
 

 
Ran a race in a far flung pat 
of the country recently? E-
mail Robert with your 
results (no making up races 
now!) at rlj@talktalk.net 
 
Than k  you to this month’s 
contributors: 
 
Betsy Bebbington 
Janet Burke 
Mike Coupe 
Robert John 
Jessica Horder 
Dave Smart 
Cliff Wallis 
Colin Welch 
 
Got something to say? A 
story to tell? E-mail the 

editor by Monday 23rd April 
2012 at 

horfieldharriers@gmail.com 

Photos particularly 
welcome! 

 

Bath Half Marathon 
11.03.12 
 
Sally Johnson  1:37.21 
 
 
Weston Prom 
15.03.12 
 
Cliff Wallis  32.58 
Greg Sturdy  36.26 
Jonathan Newby 36.56 
Chris Elliott  37.33 
Jeremy Furber  38.19 
Mike Salisbury 39.05 
Heather Mountcastle 39.17 
Julian Nuttall  39.40 
David Westrup 40.21 
Kerry McLean  44.37 
Andy Weeks  45.46 

 


