The Brathay Windermere Marathon

This was certainly a race of two halves.  The first half took us on small Lake District roads through Outgate, Hawkshead and the fields and woods west of Lake Windermere. It was so nice we soon forgot, or forgave, the late start caused by amateur parking and the inadequate starting pens.  It helped that the house I was born in and lived for the first 18 years of my long life was only just off the route and that, despite the hills, I still had enough breath to regale Rupert with tales of my youth.  We reached Newby Bridge at the bottom of the lake in around two hours and so were at the halfway point after 2 hours 10.  In terms of enjoyment it was then down hill all the way but unfortunately the gradient did not match.  The next section involved steady climbing along the A592 which is known locally as a narrow but unpleasantly busy main road.  We runners made it 10 times worse, the traffic crawled, the coaches and caravan struggled to pass each other and we were pushed relentlessly into the endless Lakeland stone walls.  There were a few quiet stretches and eventually we were running along the lake shore in Bowness. From then on we had a pavement to run on but the traffic continued and the rain started, albeit two hours later than forecast.  By this time Rupert was beginning to regret trying to run a marathon on two training sessions per week – one being the Tuesday night efforts – and my legs were starting to say ‘but we only did this for you three weeks ago in London, do we really have to do it again?’  The time slipped away as we put heads down and kept going and in the end we were pleased with our times.  I enjoyed this far more than London and, considering the number of hills was pleased to have a time only three minutes slower.

Rupert adds: Next time I will find a running partner who was born in a flat quiet, traffic free county. Any Club runners born in Luton?

PS. Must more pay attention to Runners World training schedule. 

Liza Darroch

