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WEST HULL LADIES RRC

COMMITTEE MEETING 

7th October 2013

Present – Sandra, Ann, Linda, Rachael, Sally, Debbie, Amanda

1. Apologies were received from Maria, Annette, Lisa, Jill, Debs, Zoe, Verity

2. The minutes of the meeting on Sept 2nd were accepted as being correct

3. Spoke re the LiRF training – Maria had informed the Committee that she might not be able to attend. No action on this at the moment. 

Amanda stated the students had just returned and she would be following up her idea of holding a coaching session for them.

Sandra updated re Kit – Arco were unable to provide kit but could give us a price for the printing on them if we purchased elsewhere. The firm we use at the moment could provide us with long sleeved shirts with the WHL logo on. The price for these would be in the region of £20.

IF ANYONE IS INTERESTED IN PURCHASING ONE CAN THEY PLEASE LET THE COMMITTEE KNOW – A MINIMUM OF 5 HAS TO BE ORDERED.

4. The ballot for the London Marathon was discussed and it was agreed that the draw would take place on Monday 14th October at the Humber Bridge training night.  At the present time the club has only one place – however if we can encourage another 4 ladies to join the Club we should be allocated one further ballot place.

5.   LiRF – was discussed as above in matters arising.
6.   No update on Thunder run
7.   No update on calling cards but Amanda would contact Zoe to ask that these be ordered.
8.   Amanda had received correspondence from the organisers of the Great British Relay who were requesting details of persons running, photos etc. They also asked for a club motto, which we do not have. Amanda would furnish details as required. No date had been given for the relay although still had the leg we claimed – from Barton upon Humber to St Andrews Quay. Amanda will send out details to the club once available.
9. AOB. Amanda spoke of a Coaching Development Course that was taking place on the 13th October. Sandra mentioned the Run Britain web site, which could be used to track the progress of members who were racing. 
	Major Stone Half Marathon



Linda

I entered this race without actually training for it! The most I’d run was a ten miler with Maria and Shem one Wednesday night. I have run a half marathon before, two in fact, some 14 years ago when I was much younger!
This entry caused a bit of a row between me and hubby though so I didn’t actually think I was going to be able to compete (having to keep the peace so to speak). He’d organized his daughter and her boyfriend to come to Sunday dinner without consulting my diary (or me). I let things simmer for a few days then approached the subject again (I was determined to run), he was a bit calmer and agreed I could run it. Of course kids being kids she changed her arrival time anyway so a row wasn’t actually necessary. Stupid hubby!
I was dead nervous, arrived early and found Amanda, Verity, Jill and Zoe (and Tom) so walked down to register. Why do we put ourselves through this trauma running is fun, right? The other ladies soon arrived, Annette, Maria, Ruth, Sharon, Barbara, (think that’s everyone), what a turnout for WHL.
Before long it was time to get ready for the off, remembering to tell myself not to start out too fast. Oh boy I am going to have some serious training on that score as I did just that! When I’d ran just over 6 miles I realised I’d actually ran faster than my best 10K and I wasn’t even halfway! Put me right off my stride. But I was in the zone until around 9 miles when my foot starting hurting, I could feel a blister coming and it was painful. I tried so hard to block that out of my head but I just couldn’t. Thank goodness for Sandra running towards me at mile 12ish, I felt I was ready to give up but she shouted at me to dig deep and think of my dogs, so being a good girl I did as I was told.
Hurrah the finish was finally in sight, I have never been so pleased to see the finish of a race before, my foot was throbbing by now. 
Anyway I finished, got a great time of 2hrs 01min 36secs (my 14 year ago Humber Bridge Half was 2hrs 09min 40secs) I was third lady in my age group (if I’ve counted right). So I think I had better knuckle down and do some longer runs. Anyone game?
Well done to everyone who competed and a special thank you to our supporters who gave great encouragement throughout the race even supplying jelly babies!
Amanda
I was not sure about doing the race as I had not run any distance since the Thunder Run. I had got my pace back over short distances but had not managed to run further than 9 miles. So, when someone asked what I was going for I was totally honest with not having a clue: I could do really badly, it could come together and be a PB or more likely, somewhere in-between. 
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It was nice to arrive and immediately spot Jill, Zoe, Tom and Linda. We registered, all the other WHLs arrived then Zoe, Tom and I had a warm up and in no time at all we were heading to the start and off. Up to 7 miles I felt OK and was reasonably strong though not quite as fast as I hoped for. Great to see Sandra and Susan at Watton where Sandra was the turning point marshal and Susan was riding around on her bike in support. 

However, by 9 miles I was finding it hard to keep any pace but I could not work out why. Telling my legs to move faster did not work. I just had to work on keeping going. Ladies I would normally beat sailed past and I had no response. Coming into Lockington with a cheer from Ann, Carol and Anders (hasn’t he grown), I was gutted when I realised I would go over 99mins. The slowest I have been in 10 years! When people said “Well done” I just kept saying “No, no I was rubbish!” 

Of course, I did ‘OK’, but all these things are relative and it was a good lesson reminder: You get what you put in!

I used my tea voucher to get an enormous piece of cake and sat on the pavement eating it whilst watching the girls come home. Zoe and a guy had a great battle for the line(. I popped in for the presentation where I received a voucher for 1st FV50 then back just in time to get back out and cheer Sharron and Ruth in. It was a great day with so many West Hull Ladies out running and supporting. I think I shall support next year(.

Ruth

Well, to totally misquote Julius Caesar, ‘we came, we saw, we finished’, but, as is usual for Sharron and me, it wasn’t easy.

So, if you’re sitting comfortably, I’ll begin -

The previous half –marathon

I ran the Brass Monkey Half Marathon in January 2009 and viewed it very much as ‘done that, tick it off, no need to do it again’. But time, along with being a great healer, tends to dim the memory and undermine resolutions, and hey, suddenly it seemed a great idea to agree with Sharron it would be good to do another half marathon.
The back-ground (or should that read ‘the excuse?’) lack of recent training

Sharron and I had been upping our mileage in a series of Sunday morning runs, but then holidays struck, so in the 5 weeks before the race we did only 1 run, and that was 8.8 miles, and we really struggled. Not wanting a little thing like not being prepared to stand in our way, we set off to do the Major Stone.

The day

Sharron’s wonderful husband Nige drove us to Lockington, and after a bit of girly moment in the car park from their younger daughter Olivia who didn’t want to get out of the car and step in sheep poo we hitched up with Barbara (who was racing) and Susan (who wasn’t running but was being super-supporter). Susan was so well-organised; she even had sun-screen. It was great to see so many West Hull ladies and Zoe’s boyfriend Tom gearing up for the race. So after all the pre-race stuff - getting numbers, photos, hugs, trips to the loo, assuring Barbara, Annette and a random lady that they could run with Sharron and me at the back if necessary, (it wasn’t necessary) we were off. I think within the first mile Sharron and I were having qualms about what we were doing but we kept on going, and we were firmly and safely at the back, watching nearly everyone else disappear into the distance. The last man marshal was cycling backwards and forwards keeping an eye on all stragglers, and, for a brief time we were not last; the lady in front us had a bit of a melt-down and we passed her, but then she got her act together, passed us and disappeared into the distance like all the rest. The last man marshal (by this time known as John) went with her to make sure she was ok and we plodded along shadowed by a lady marshal deputised to keep an eye on us. Seven miles in, at Watton, Sandra was marshalling and said she’d take our photo, so Sharron and I stopped and posed (in the middle of a half marathon). Who says we don’t take our racing seriously? Please don’t all reply at once. Sharron was starting to have serious problems with her hip area and was really struggling, but being the star that she is, she persevered

The hero

By this time last man marshal John was definitely looking after us. I don’t know exactly what a last man marshal is supposed to do but I suspect it’s not as much as John did – he advised us on gels (think Sharron might have a few comments re gels), discussed the best trainers, gave us training tips, gave us the background to the Hull Marathon, opened gates, went ahead to make sure junctions were clear, told us where the hills and water stations etc were, looked for the mile markers to encourage us on, and really persuaded us keep on going over the last couple of miles especially when our legs, hips, feet (and minds) etc were giving up. When we stopped for our photos taking at Watton, he sat on his bike with the long-suffering expression on his face of a man with a wife and daughter who knows that if they have been in 20 dress shops looking for the perfect dress and he has explained (at length) that there were perfect dresses in every one of the 20 shops they will still ignore him and go into the 21st...and 22nd...and 23rd shop ad infinitum. Know what I mean? At the end he gave us a hug, gave Sharron some post race tips and went – and we never thought to have our photo taken with him – but bet he won’t forget us in a hurry (
The club

There really are no words to describe how touched I was so that so many ladies, friends, family etc waited (a considerable amount of time) to cheer us in. Tom went out to scout and wait for us to appear, Zoe and Linda ran in with us, everyone cheered us in, and Anders and Ann kept us hydrated once we’d crossed the line. It was great to see Annette and her family in the village hall. Xanthe is so gorgeous. One of the troubles with being last is you’re not sure exactly what everyone did, and you have to kind of glean info but I feel that Barbara and Linda got really good times and know that Amanda won a prize (no surprise there), and it was Annette’s first distance run post-baby. Also, a really special mention to Anders who was lovely, making sure that we had enough to drink at the end – I really appreciated his concern. 

The comments

It’s funny how the brain shuts out the sheer slog of what you’ve done, and just remembers the good bits, and now it doesn’t seem as if doing a half marathon was too bad after all, but I did have to go and lie down on Sunday afternoon. Not sure about doing another though, but I suspect Sharron may have plans. And I’m madly in love with John – best not tell my husband or his wife. He’s going to be last man marshal at The East Hull 20 next year – might enter it just because of him - Sharron the comment about doing The East Hull 20 is a JOKE and introduced purely for dramatic effect (
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Sharron 

Well, here I was, entered into the Major Stone Half Marathon. I wasn't sure what to expect, obviously I knew it would be hard going and oh, how right I was. So, here we go from the beginning:

When we arrived we happened to park up next to Barbara and Susan, we had an excitable chat then we all made our way to the village hall to collect our numbers, Susan as super supporter was advising us on what to expect. We then met up with the rest of the WHL, it was a good turnout. We had our photograph taken and then made our way to the start. 

Ruth and I wished everyone luck and wandered off to the back of the field. The race started. We started off well; it WAS hot, hotter than anyone expected it to be. We decided to treat this race in the same way we treat our Sunday training runs, so we set off at our own pace, agreeing to chat....but not as much as we usually do.....we had to be seen to be trying! We soon lost sight of everybody and this, in a strange way, made us feel more confident of finishing, we both agreed us having no-one around stressing us out was a comfort to us, a good thing for us.

We were looking forward to 2 miles because my husband Nige, and youngest daughter Olivia had come to support us. We were looking forward to familiar faces to spur us on, sure enough, at 2 miles, we saw them, Susan too, so we carried on uplifted.
Maybe a mile after we noticed a female runner struggling, the 'Last Runner Marshal' who was an absolute ROCK called John (you will hear a lot about John during this report) left us and tended to her. She pulled herself together as we ran up to her and enquired after how she was getting on, making sure she was INDEED ok. The welfare of this runner became a constant topic for the rest of the half marathon, often taking our mind off the pain ahead as John constantly reported to us how she was getting on. (She finished - just so you know).
Then 3 or 4 miles in, it was just Ruth, me and our Rock. At this point I started my usual moan of "Why on earth have I entered this".....etc etc, you know the usual stuff.....and then I started my usual apology to Ruth about my moaning! This was where we both found the going real hard. Our Rock had disappeared for a moment up front to check on the other runners, and he'd sent a female marshal to cycle alongside us. Ruth and I spent the next 1/2 mile daring to ask her how many miles we had covered so far, ("you ask.....no you ask.....no I daren't.....you ask") we really didn't want to hear we hadn't actually gone as far as we thought and then find ourselves tantruming on the floor. In the end, we dared to ask, she was very diplomatic telling us that we hadn't yet got as far as half way BUT we were both pleased after asking the question "err.......is it more than 4?" She replied "Yes!" We replied "thank goodness for that!" Then John came back informing us our female runner was still on the go and doing well.
It was just before the half way mark when my first big doubts crept up on me, it was quite possible I wasn't going to finish this race. This was after a long climb up of a hill, not much of the downhill, looking up and seeing another hill straight in front. I did mention to Ruth that I 'didn't have a cat in hells chance' of getting up that! My heart sank! But from somewhere both Ruth and I got our heads around it, dug deep and got to the top (somehow).....wow.....how exhilarating and uplifting. This tactic carried on throughout really.
Now this was about the time our Rock, John came into play. Being the last runner marshal he had done his job with the rest of the field and it was now his job to then stick with us. We got to know him really well....I'll explain; Now, we all know Ruth, she is very friendly and nice and chatty. Well, Oh My Goodness Me, all the while I was actually trying to lift my legs, breathe and get myself round, even though I knew Ruth was finding it hard too; she had the strength to engage in (lots of) conversation with him. John did keep asking if he was ok talking to us and should he shut up, to which Ruth and I nearly threatened all sorts of bad things on him if he DID! So, he carried on trying to get us round in one piece! 
We were getting to the stage whereupon we were due to see our other super supporter, Sandra. John then laughingly threatened us not to chat to her because he knew we were both so looking forward to seeing her. Sandra, I understand, took it in good humour, when John insisted she shouldn't engage us in conversation for fear we would stop and not get going again. Well, us being us did stop and, actually in the middle of a Half Marathon, had what I can only describe as a photo session. Well 'papped' we were by Sandra. Ruth then got into trouble (a light hearted telling off from John) for not going round the cone (she hadn't seen the blooming thing - even with her glasses on!) and had to come back, so all in all, this little distraction, really took our minds off the many miles we had in front of us and got us going on our way again, we chuckled about what had just occurred -this was just what we needed.
John, still with us, then began advising us on the upcoming hills and how to tackle them. At around 8 miles or so, my right leg started giving me a little trouble and because of this, after the effort of each of the hills, upon reaching the top, I just needed to stretch and walk a minute.  John kept asking each time if I was ok to carry on....."Yes! I WILL finish this - I've come so far” A very chuffed John then kept shouting "Good lass, Shazza, that's the spirit"

For me the miles between 8 and 10 were very hard. I wanted to get to double figures, my leg was smarting a bit, I felt so tired and I knew Nige and Olivia would be waiting for us at the water station at around 10 and a half miles, I desperately needed spurring on. I remember chanting rubbish to myself to get me to 10 miles. Upon reaching double figures I had a conversation with John. I mentioned I had brought a blackcurrant gel with me, he warned me that some people get on with them, some don't, some end up with a big gloopy mass in the bottom of their stomachs. I decided to give this gel a go and he advised to wait until the water station, so, if needed, the water I would take in would help me swallow the gel down. 
John took the 'mick' out of me as he was watching me struggling to open this gel, "Cor blimey" he said "Give it here Shazza" he laughed and opened it for me. Well, we approached the water station. It was a delight to see Nige and Olivia. Olivia was bouncing about, waving her arms as we got nearer shouting "mummy, well done mummy" something stirred in me "Oh, I've gotta finish this now" I thought "I've just GOT TO!" Olivia handed me a bottle of water and we carried on.
Unfortunately, this fantastic support was not the only other thing which was stirring.......all of a sudden, I stopped abruptly, turned to Ruth, and said "ooohhhhhh, my stomach, ooooooo I feel sick" She asked "is it the gel?" (ahhhhhhh) "I think so" I said. So, we spent the next couple of minutes walking and pouring water down my throat to try to wash it down. This became my second big doubt about not being able to finish. Both John and Ruth spurred me on and we run/walked to 12 miles.  
I think it was at this point Ruth's leg started to play her up also. John could see we were struggling and suggested from the 12 mile marker we walk to the upcoming 1 mile marker.....yippee 1 mile to go.....he suggested this, to get our spirits going....."This", he said "This is exactly 1 mile to go. No bits added on the end. Exactly 1 mile to go. Shazza, Ruth, you can do this; you CAN run in from this point. You can do it Shazza!" 
I CAN DO IT!
We looked at each other, "WE CAN DO IT!"
So, we set off. Half a mile to go. Quarter of a mile to go. Now, it was at this point I realised what we had achieved. As we were running down the last quarter of a mile, finished competitors were on their way home in their cars. They all slowed, windows were wound down and everyone we saw cheered us on, it was amazing. A friend of mine who had run this race and who had also run the Hull Marathon with Nige, was practically hanging out of her car window shouting me on, fist in the air "You can do it, you can do it....come on!!!!”  I also raised my fist in the air and shouted back "yes, I can do it".
We then saw Tom, Zoe's partner. He was the WHL spy, he wandered back to let people know we were indeed still on the planet and were nearing the finish. At which point Zoe and Linda seemed to appear from nowhere and ran in with us. It was now I started to become very emotional. Zoe and Linda running in with us! Getting us to the end! "How far have we got to go?" I enquired. "Over the bridge, round the corner, round another corner" was the reply "I don't know if I can do it" I said, these last few steps were agony. "What did I hear you say?" Said Zoe, "You can't do it? No, you CAN do it!”

At which point, we turned the corner and what a sight we saw. I firstly saw and heard all the other WHL cheering us in. They had all waited for us; they'd finished ages ago and had still waited for us! Oh, more emotion going, I just knew my eyes were going to 'water'. And, sure enough as Zoe and Linda peeled off and as we reached the cone at end, and upon seeing all the WHL and Nige and Olivia, my eyes did indeed 'water'. Hugging Ann and Susan and everyone, I was so pleased to have finished but I was just in bits with amount of support we encountered at the finish line.
WE HAD DONE IT. WE HAD COMPLETED THE MAJOR STONE HALF MARATHON.
It was hard. Our time was 2 hours 47 minutes. We'd given ourselves 3 hours. We were in under time.
My last hug was saved for our Rock. "Thank you for everything you did John, helping us to get to the finish, keeping us going, thanks." His job was over now, he'd done everything a last runner marshal was asked to do, but he still took time out to advise me on after run care. What a marvel he was.
After drinking massive amounts of water and orange juice, kindly supplied to us by Ann and Anders and after all the other WHL had wandered off home, Ruth, Olivia and I went for our celebratory tea and cake, and, yes, there was loads of selection left, (we were worried everyone would have packed up and gone home......taking all the delicious buns with them). Nige had kindly gone to the car park to bring the car round to the village hall whilst we were feeding our faces. What a star.
Ruth and I got our buns, collected our tee-shirts and mumbled to one another......NEVER AGAIN!!!!!!
In the car home we entertained Nige and Olivia with our stories of the day, also stating how much we ache, how hard it was.....then we both went quiet, looked at each other, knowing we were both thinking, "Well, we've done it, a half marathon done and completed, how hard will it be do have a go at another one"
I saw Nige give us a knowing smile...........
	Great North Run



Helen
I type this with aching legs but still on a high after my first Great North Run yesterday. After securing a ballot place early in the year, I vowed to dedicate time to training. This started off well and taking part in the Champagne League helped a lot but two weeks travelling in the summer meant I had a gap that wasn't ideal. When I arrived home to find my race pack waiting for me, I felt the beginnings of nerves!

In the lead up, I did a couple of longer runs whilst trying to convince myself that I could actually still run a few miles in one go! Then the weekend arrived and excitement replaced the nerves. Drove to South Shields with my Dad early Sunday morning and caught the shuttle bus before walking to the start with the masses.
Having my only previous half marathon time of 2 hours 13 mins in mind, I set off aiming for somewhere around that mark but just determined to enjoy it...which I definitely did! The whole atmosphere was just brilliant and I spent the first 3 miles feeling a bit overwhelmed. Was consistently ten minute miling up until about 8 miles when my pace began slowing down. By 11 miles, I felt my legs getting heavier and knew that although matching my existing half marathon time was out of reach, I had to keep going! The incredible crowds kept me running on that final stretch and crossing the finish in 2 hours 26 mins, I felt so happy to have completed it. A fantastic experience, will definitely be applying again!

Shem

What a wonderful experience the Great North Run was, from the friendly staff at the hotel the night before giving me a good luck card and mini hamper for me and Oliver for the route into Newcastle, to the atmosphere in the race. It was such a busy day bustling with runners everywhere, but everyone so friendly and supportive. Really well organised with luggage buses and plenty of toilets. 
At the start reading people's t-shirts as to why they were personally doing the run was so inspirational. Ann warned me I'd be crying before I set off and I really was. As the race started it was hard to get into a good rhythm as there was so many people, but I stuck to the curb edge and slid my way past as many as I could. Running over the bridge I started crying yet again because the red arrow jets flew across doing all sorts of tricks and the cheer from the runners and supporters was overwhelming. It took me till about mile 4 until I got into a good pace and started enjoying it, but soon hit a wall about mile 8 again, I think it was because there were so many hills, more than I expected. 
At each mile mark the band really made you feel better though, it did keep you going. The last hill was a killer but the hill training really helped me as Ann said I overtook about 50 people coming back down, it was so steep it took my breath away. Then it was put all my effort, dig in and run the last mile home. I was crying nearly all the way home, the crowds were amazing. It was such a good day and race and so pleased I did it, with a much better time than I thought. I can tell I kept my pace up though my legs are killing me still, with having to do a lot of dodging round people made it hard work on the legs. I maintained 8min 10sec per mile and 7min 20sec on mile 12. I would recommend it to everyone.

Ann

Third time for me - I love this weekend. We travelled up on the Friday night to our rented flat at South Shields, then took the Metro train to Newcastle the next morning for the expo, pasta party, City Games, and the Junior Great Run. The expo was bigger than last year, and yet still the pasta party, whilst being herded like cattle, still provided pasta cooked al dente - perfection, actually!

The City Games was fun to watch - world class athletes, right in front of you, sprinting, pole vaulting, mile, 2 mile events - very exciting.

Anders decided he would tackle his 4k run. Having broken his leg in July it was touch and go as to whether he felt able to do it, so we were so chuffed to see him coming round the final bend with a big smile on his face. He was so proud of his medal, and justly so.

Sunday morning started with the usual porridge and banana, then off to catch the Metro into Newcastle, while the family slept on ... Having left a little earlier I managed to get a seat this time, and then half an hour later I was off the train and following the crowds to the start. I just couldn't believe it when, among 56000 runners I found myself walking alongside my Fit Mums friend from parkrun!!!
Queue, toilet, queue, toilet, hang around, then down the slip road to the pen, stopping for another pee in the trees (I know, I know, but I needed another visit, and the toilets were miles away!!). About 20 minutes before the off I realised I needed another pee ... too late now...
10:40 - we're off, and being placed in Pen D it only took 7 minutes to cross the start line - how will it go? I haven't run fast for a very long time, since my ankle injury in February, I'd done plenty of long slow runs, but had only recently returned to some speed work in the last month or so. First mile was fast, but that's happened before, its downhill, and the second a minute slower (uphill), and then I aimed to settle at around 8.45, knowing that would bring me in around last year's time. But last year's time was a full 12 minutes faster than the previous year - beating that would be a big ask.

The miles flew by - this race seems to go by so quickly. I love the atmosphere - the bands, the crowds, and the motivation of the supporters. It feels like cheating. Passed the 10k marker only 15 seconds slower than my PB time at Beverley 10k last year - wow, I'm doing ok, and feeling strong. Push, push, push, less than an hour to go - I was feeling ok, so kept pushing. I needed to switch up a gear for the long gradual hill at mile 11, just keep pushing, nearly done...
Then that glorious downhill bit - I put my hand and arms together to weave in between so many runners easing down as if it was a ski slope! Then disaster! I started getting stitch, I'd pushed too hard, I guess. I tried to keep going, but it hurt so much to breathe, I had to slow down - grrrr - don't stop trying ... after about 200 m it started to ease off, so I picked up the pace again. That last stretch seems to go on forever ... until the finish line - done 1:51, 3 minute PB - yay!!
This race is awesome (
	Great Yorkshire Run



Laura
It was a gorgeous day for running. I had to be up really early to get to Sheffield, but once at the park and ride I was greeted by lots of other runners. It was a great, friendly atmosphere, with several people helping me attach my chip to my trainers and pin on my number on the tram. There was a mass warm up that was really useful, loud music and the all-important dynamic stretching! 
I found the first 4 or 5 km pretty manageable, I've never run the course before so was busy looking at all the sights along the way and enjoying the live music. After the 5k mark we turned around and headed back on ourselves, and that's when I started to struggle a bit! Had the sun in my eyes and was on a steady incline, so started getting tired. At the 9k mark I was ready to go all out and run as fast as I possibly could, but on turning a corner saw that the last stretch was a pretty steep hill right to the finish line. This was very hard, the first time I've ever felt like I could have been sick whilst running! 
Thankfully I made it over the line without any disasters, and after a slow wander around with an electrolyte drink felt fine. Great finishers pack, nice t-shirt and medal and lots of snacks, drinks and little freebies. My last time (Beverley 10K) was 54.15, so I'm absolutely gobsmacked by my time yesterday. Certainly thanks in no small part to the excellent training over the last 3 weeks with you ladies. Thank you all so much!
	Robin Hood Half Marathon



Debbie
Robin Hood half marathon is one of my favourite half marathons, good atmosphere, great crowd support, not a bad route considering it is based in the city centre. I was really looking forward to it, all the training was done I have to confess I was hoping for a pb, having had a disappointing summer of racing for various reasons. 

Traditionally I participate in these big city half's with my sister who avoids doing short races and opts for the longer ones! Saturday was spent chilling and chatting about the race, eating pre race food etc. Race day, I was keen to get off earlier, there was a full marathon being run as well as a half and I guessed it could be busy, in fact over 10,000 runners taking part collectively in the mini marathon, half and full races.

My sister couldn't find her club vest, time was ticking, I suggested another one, let’s get going, we had a paper round to do and a friend to collect. We didn't do the paper round but collected Liza's friend Sally, it was her first half marathon. Meanwhile I was breathing deeply and staying calm thinking we will get there on time. Well we did, just, I had to run about 2 miles to the start, after dropping off my kit bag, which I didn't really need, and got to the start with a minute to spare, it was a good warm up but I did feel a tad stressed.

The first 5 miles were great, my pace was good and I was on for a pb. I grabbed water and lucozade, it was getting warm and I suddenly felt tired, my legs ached and my breathing laboured. At 7 miles I got stitch! I have never had it before, my pace was dropping and I thought that's the pb gone, at this point I felt like turning my garmin off. I had no umph in my legs at all so dug in and chugged to the end. In the last mile I passed a few young lads who were just about to drop and managed to encourage them to keep going. My finish time was 1hr 48 56 and I came 4th in my category. The prize for determination, however, goes to Liza she hobbled for 8 miles with a sore foot! She still managed 2 hr 29, can't wait to see what she can do on two good feet.
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Thanks to Sally, Sara, Jo, Rachael, who have been my Sunday and Wednesday long run buddies over the last few months, and thanks to Sandra's niece who recognised my vest in the kit tent and shouted west hull ladies, I say yey to that too.
Racing and Running Events
Fancy something different? For worldwide marathons click here 
	Date/Time
	Event
	Fee
	Entry forms
	Online entry

	October 2013

	5th/09:00
	Round Ripon Ultra (35 miles)
	£39 or free if you run for Teach Africa
	Entry form
	Online entry(+£1@Ukforms.net)

	13th/11:00
	Wistow 10K (near Selby)
	£8 UKA/£10
	Entry form
	Online entry(+£1.40)

	20th/12:00
	Bridlington Half Marathon
	£12 UKA/£14
	Entry form
	Online entry(+£1@Ukforms.net)

	27th/11:00
	Haltemprice 10K
	£7 UKA/£9
	Entry form
	No online entry

	November 2013

	3rd/11:00
	Deepdale Dash 10K
	£10 UKA / £12
	Entry form
	Online entry

	3rd/10:00
	Yorkshire Coast 10K (Scarborough)
	£11.50 UKA/£13.50
	Entry form
	Online entry

	3rd/10:30
	Nid Valley Guy Fawkes 10
	£12 UKA/£14
	Entry form
	Online entry

	December 2013

	7th/08:30
	Rudolph’s Romp
	£10
	Entry form
	Postal entries only

	26th/10:30
	Boxing Day 10K
	£4 UKA/£6
	Entry form
	Online entry (+£1.40)

	March 2014

	9th/10:00
	East Hull 20
	£18 UKA/£20
	Entry form
	Online entry (+£1.80)


Keep checking the website for new races and updates: www.westhullladies.org.uk/races.htm  Verity, Racing Officer
NOTE: Club Vests must be worn at any races you enter

under the West Hull Ladies running club name.
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Clubwear
PRICES:

	Vest
	£16.00
	All items are ordered on request and must be paid for at time of ordering.  To place an order please print the kit order form and hand completed forms to Maria.

	T- shirt
	£16.50
	

	Hoodie
	£14.00
	

	Jacket
	£32
	

	Beanie Hat
	£6.50
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New Club Jacket available in three sizes:  small, extra small, and junior (large fitting). If you would like to purchase one please send a cheque for £32 to Debbie Watson, Treasurer, and state on the back of your cheque your name and that the cheque is for a jacket.

 Jill
Running Library 
You can borrow any of these books – they are upstairs near the toilets at the end of the corridor
Book List: 
· The Runner's Diet (Runners World), Madelyn H. Fernstrom
· Paula My Story So Far, Paula Radcliffe
· The Runner's Handbook, Bob Glover
· The Competitive Runner's Handbook, Bob Glover & Shelly Lynn Glover
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Marathon Running For Mortals, John Bingham
· Lore of Running, 
Running Magazines: These are available to borrow by emailing the club website.                             
                                    Mark your email for the attention of Jo. 
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West Hull Ladies Road Running Club

Kit Order Form

FORENAME 
___________________________________

SURNAME         ___________________________________

ORDER  - tick what you require, with size

Price

· VEST 

SIZE
_____________
£16.00

· T SHIRT
SIZE
_____________
£16.50
· JACKET 
SIZE
_____________
£32
· HOODIE 
SIZE
_____________
£14

· BEANIE HAT                    


£6.50

DATE Ordered

_______________
AMOUNT PAID      
_______________

Please make Cheque payable to ‘West Hull Ladies’

Write your name and order on the back. 
Sign on receipt of goods
_________________________________

DATE

_______________

Please print this form, complete and hand to me with your cheque/cash.

Thanks.

Maria 
Kit Officer

_____________________________________________________________________

Web Site: http://www.westhullladies.org.uk
           Hull Sports Centre

Email: westhullladies@hotmail.co.uk
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