BOB GRAHAM ROUND  -  30TH & 31ST MAY 2008
Standing at Moot Hall with 15 minutes to go gave me time to reflect on this mad ambition and what had finally brought me to this time of reckoning.   Coming from a background of long distance walking (LDWA), and having completed 7 of the LDWA 100 mile events and 8 Fellsmans by 1995, the next logical step seemed to be the BGR.  However, without having the support of a running club or sufficient like-minded friends, it was never more than an ambition and remained a pipe dream for many years.  
Eleven of those years passed, and the BGR was for the most part forgotten.  Then, one sunny Summer weekend in the Lakes, having just had a meal in Keswick, I was strolling back to the car when amongst all the tourists (in varying states of inebriation) I spotted a tired looking fell runner standing by Moot Hall devouring chips.  At 1030pm on a busy Saturday night there aren’t too many fell runners about, and I commented to my partner that it looked like someone who had just completed the BGR.  Over the next few days, my thoughts increasingly returned to the BGR and how I could tackle it before another 11 years passed.
Only 5 minutes to go.  I felt calm & relaxed.  However, I was not overly confident, as I knew what lay ahead of me. My fell & road support was in place (including 2 who had successfully completed the BGR) and now it was up to me to get round.
The weather had finally decided to warm up, and it was good to be in T-Shirt & shorts, after the months of full-on winter training.  Even in April, winter still refused to give up its icy grip.

The aim was to take things steady and not do too much too soon.  The mantra of “It’s not what you do in the first 10 miles, but what you can do in the last 10”, had successfully seen me through previous challenges and hopefully this would be no different.  Leg 1 went by 18 minutes ahead of my 23 hour schedule and I was feeling pretty good.  That was until I sat down at Threlkeld and immediately got cramp down the inside of my thigh.  What’s going on!  This shouldn’t be happening so early.  I managed to stretch it out but stayed standing for the duration of my rest stop.
We were soon away again and Clough Head was gained in 52 minutes.  Head torches were illuminated  and we were running off into the night.  The Dodds passed by fairly easily and on schedule, but after Raise I found it increasingly difficult to run on the rockier ground at night.  Not wanting to trip or twist an ankle, which would end my long awaited attempt, caution took over and my pace slowed.  Blowing mist over Helvellyn caused a few short navigational delays particularly leaving Nethermost Pike. Looking to regain the tourist path but finding precipitous ground ahead of us meant a brief stop to get our bearings.  The long out and back slog to Fairfield passed without trouble and we were soon descending off Seat Sandal for a well earned break.  I wasn’t descending well and my knees were feeling stiff and inflexible.  But I finally arrived at Dunmail blissfully unaware that I had lost 29 minutes since Clough Head.  
My support team for Leg 3 were hugely experienced and I had no doubt that they would get me through the section.  I hoped that with the coming dawn I would start to move better.  I had been dreading the steep climb up Steel Fell as on my last foray there, the wheels came off and I felt completely wasted by the time I reached the summit.  But fortunately the climb this time passed without incident and we were soon running towards Calf Crag.
The peaks were being rapidly ticked off.  High Raise and The Langdale Pikes were soon left behind.  The sunrise on Bowfell was stunning, and the spirits were lifted.  England’s highest peaks lay ahead and an appointment with Broad Stand beckoned.  The rope crew soon had me up the difficult section and I was scrambling towards the summit.

Just the long descent to Wasdale for a well earned break.  This was another section that I wasn’t looking forward to as descending is not my strong point.  In fell races, I pass plenty on the climbs, only for them all to pass me again on the descents.  But my support took me down a scree gully which I had not previously done. The sliding stones made descending almost effortless.  I was enjoying this and was soon running along the track to the Wasdale rendezvous.  I may not have looked it, but I felt elated.  However, it was far too early to be in celebratory mood as there still much tough ground to cover, but I was feeling good.  Nevertheless, I had lost 10 minutes on that section and was 18 minutes down on my 23 hour schedule.
Yewbarrow.  A fine mountain, but how I have come to detest that sheer climb out of Wasdale.  Although it was only 9am it was getting very warm and it would be a sweaty heave up that hill.  I kept telling myself to stay focussed and just keep it steady and I would soon be there.  The climb was done 7 minutes inside schedule and I began to feel more optimistic about the remainder of the challenge..  

Leg 4 is a tough section, but I was climbing well, feeling confident and gaining time as every summit passed.  Kirk Fell had other ideas though and brought me back down to earth as my energy suddenly deserted me.  Everyone talks about the point when a tired spell hits you and you just have to dig deeper and grit your teeth.  This was obviously that time.  A gel and some food were forced down and I plodded wearily to the summit praying that everything would hold together.  A few doubts crept in, and ahead the massive dome of Great Gable looked formidable.

The climb up Gable was taken very steadily and a few minutes were lost.  However, having now got the last big hill out of the way I could begin to relax a bit.  I was now feeling better, and the thought that Honister was not too far away spurred me on.  The time I had gained also encouraged me, and I started to re-evaluate my schedule and thought a sub-23 hour time was definitely possible.
Leg 5, and just 3 summits remained.  I was amazed at how strong I was feeling.  Dale Head and Hindscarth passed quickly enough.  There was just the 500ft climbing to the final peak of Robinson where I paused to kiss the cairn.  Newlands could be seen in the valley below and my road support would be waiting with refreshments and my road running shoes for the final stretch to Keswick.   
Running along the lanes, I was determined upon a sub-23hr time and was constantly checking my watch.  Reaching Portinscale, the road running was beginning to hurt my feet and I now wanted it finished.  But it’s not over till it’s over.
Not too far now.  Over the rooftops of Keswick, I could see Moot Hall only a matter of minutes away.  The journey was almost over.  Saturday afternoon, and Keswick was busy with shoppers and a market occupied much of the square in front of Moot Hall.  I almost had to elbow people out of the way to get to the finish line.  What’s the matter with them !!  Don’t they realise that I’ve just done the Bob Graham Round !

Champagne corks popped as my supporters greeted me to celebrate the occasion.  I had finally done it.  The ambition of 13 years ago had at last become a reality.  
Over the following days, I found myself replaying the events of the weekend over and over in my head, and as the tiredness diminished, the sense of satisfaction increased as the scale of the achievement began to sink in.
Paul Miller

