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“Tim, how long do you think you need…5 minutes, or 15? Just want to know how soon we 
need to be ready!”  The voice came from outside the nice warm van, and whilst well-
intentioned, demanded action – from me. In truth, I wasn’t ready to go anywhere other 
than home, which at this point was a mere 20 minutes drive away. I didn’t feel like going 
back out into the fells for another night, and certainly didn’t want to do any more running. 
But the question was still there. It came from friends who’d driven all this way to help, given 
up their free Saturday, and it needed answering. 
 
“10 minutes – let me get my feet taped up and I’m ready to go” 
 
And 10 minutes later, blisters covered and Mudclaws swapped for some cushy trail shoes, 
we were on our way past the Wasdale Head Inn, up Mosedale and out into my second night 
on the fells. 
 
After a long run in late 2017 (“Pikes of the Lakes” – Fellrunner Winter 2017), Martin Stone 
emailed me to ask if I was interested in the Lakes 2500 Round - a continuous round of all the 
Lakeland summits over 2500 feet in height. I was certainly interested and had a bit more of 
a read into the details. There have been a number of iterations over the years, with the first 
recorded traverse taking place in 1968 as a walk by members of the Rucksack Club and the 
first running round, by Steve Parr in 1984. The definition of the summits also varies, with 
some based on Wainwright’s, others using Nuttall peaks, and with some age-based 
variations. Have a look on Tony Wimbush’s excellent website, www.gofar.org.uk for more 
history. 
The route I chose to go for was based on Steve’s round of 1984 but with some variations 
Martin had made in the early 90’s and covered 62 summits in a roughly 110 mile round, 
starting and finishing at Keswick Moot Hall and gaining about 45,000 feet in height. 
In typical fashion, I was very disorganised and only sought out some support for the round 
about a week before my intended attempt. Fortunately, running friends are great and a 
support team was put together within the day. The weather wasn’t so keen though, with 
‘Storm Gareth’ bringing 70mph+ winds and rain across the Lakes – I don’t mind a bit of 
weather, but thought there was a chance I might be phoning my Mountain Rescue friends in 
their official capacity rather than just for fell support if I was out for 40 hours in that. 
 
Two weeks later and we were ready to go. I had planned for a 40 hour schedule, with no 
real idea of what was possible for me, with a vague hope of going slightly faster. I wasn’t 
really sure what support I might have when I put the schedule together so had timed it 
carefully to coincide with pub food serving times, thinking if it came to it I could always get a 
plate of chips to keep me going – in the Kirkstone Pass Inn before closing, Wasdale soon 
after opening, and Buttermere in the evening. Fortunately it never came to this, but the 
result was a 7am start on the Friday in Keswick. 
 

http://www.gofar.org.uk/


The day was better than forecast, with cloud inversions and bright sunshine – in fact, a sun 
hat was the one item I hadn’t packed and ended up with a good early season tan. Leg 1 was 
solo, good for getting into the mindset for a long distance run, and I really enjoyed being the 
only one out on the high fells, especially on the climb up the back of Blencathra. 
Martin Stone was there at Threlkeld to say hi, and we had a brief chat about the route 
before I set off with my pacer Jamie Baron on the next section. We took a different route up 
Great Dodd (no faster, but nice to see some different scenery) then enjoyed the easy 
running along the high ridgeline. I did the out and back to Catstycam, having plenty of fun 
on Swirral Edge and we ran on over to St Sunday and the direct route down towards 
Hartsop. The stop here was a proper afternoon picnic in the sunshine, but it soon had to end 
and off we set for the eastern fells, joined by Pete Tayler.  
 
The High Street fells gave a really enjoyable bit of steady running, although the clouds 
started to come in as the sun set. It was properly dark when Harvey Lord and I set off up Red 
Screes; the clag was thick on the top, requiring some map and compass nav most of the way 
to Dove Crag. But then the clag cleared and we stopped for a moment to enjoy the dark 
night skies above us. Some good distracting chatter brought us over Fairfield and down to 
Grasmere in good spirits and strong coffee added an extra kick to get me going through the 
night. The flat section through to Little Langdale was next – I’m not much good at actual 
running and struggled on the level trails, but we soon got back to the fells with the climb up 
Wetherlam. Anyone who has done the Three Shires race will know this one – it’s a brutal 
climb, especially in the dark, when it genuinely does go on forever! Josh Hartley had taken 
over support from Harvey by now, and we finally scrambled up to the summit, then set off 
for the main Coniston fells. It was still bright and clear, but on the return from Dow Crag the 
clag returned, this time with light drizzle – the kind that reflects back off a torch and after a 
few hours messes with your vision. It felt like a long way back to Grey Friar and whilst I 
didn’t say anything, my feet were starting to hurt and I noticed we were losing time against 
my schedule – from being a good 3 hours up, we were now only an hour ahead. 
A strange thing happened on Grey Friar – we both got our compasses out to check the right 
descent route to Cockley Beck, and both of them had reversed – north was definitely not in 
the direction of Coniston! I’ve been back to check since, and can’t replicate this, so if anyone 
has seen this happen on Grey Friar before I’d be interested to hear about it. Despite this, 
Josh did a great job finding a way down through the drizzle and rocks and we eventually 
landed on the road and trotted around to the bridge. 
A quick breakfast and coffee and it was time for the ‘big’ leg out to Wasdale with James 
‘Pup’ Harris for company. 
In many ways I was looking forward to this section – it’s home turf for me and I know it 
really well. But this also meant I knew what was in store. All went reasonably smoothly until 
Esk Pike, from where we had to do a long loop out to High Raise (exactly 2500 feet!) and 
Glaramara, before returning to Great End. The combination of 27 hours on the go, sore wet 
feet and the thought of the long run out to High Raise followed by the big descent into 
Langstrath before the climb up Glaramara hit me mentally, and I suddenly began to feel 
really tired. We kept moving, but I knew we were going too slowly. Everything just seemed 
to hurt.  
We slowly plodded across the Scafell ridgeline, picking off summits as we went, until some 
more sustained interest came in the form of Lord’s Rake and the west wall traverse. Deep 
Gill, at the top, was still full of snow and proved quite exciting on tired legs, plunging my 



hiking poles up to the handles for something to hold on to. We returned on the full Lord’s 
Rake traverse, nearly descending into the wrong gully first. 
By now my legs were really painful and we probably gained a record for the slowest descent 
ever down the nose of Lingmell. By the time we reached Wasdale I had been running for 34 
hours and was about 4 hours behind my schedule. I was definitely ready for stopping in 
Wasdale and going home – I’d already said I had no idea if this run was possible for me, 
hadn’t I? Wasn’t that a good enough excuse? 
 
Wasdale Green was a real party – loads of friends had turned up to support (having waited 7 
hours, believing me to be well ahead of schedule), and the sight of my little daughter 
bouncing up and down in the van window when she spotted me certainly did wonders for 
cheering me up! And so, after some food and a quick nap, and another 10 mins to sort my 
feet out, off we went. 
40 hours was definitely out the window by now, but I had a renewed determination to finish 
this. Perhaps the ibuprofen was working well to ease the pain, but I was certainly enjoying 
myself again and whilst we weren’t going particularly fast the summits came and went and 
with some speedy lines we were soon up on Green Gable. The clag caused for some 
interesting lines down to Blackbeck Tarn, and we had the usual fun from the Darren 
Holloway Buttermere race of trying to find the fast trod through the scree round Haystacks 
to Scarth Gap (we didn’t find it). 
We pushed on up the big climb to High Crag. I was really tired by now and kept dozing off as 
we went – I would shut my eyes, then open them to find myself staggering around on the 
path. A few slaps on the face from myself got me past the narrowest sections by the crags! 
We had intended to take the direct route off High Stile, but in the dark couldn’t spot the 
trod. Pete spent a few minutes looking for it. 
The next thing I knew I was being shaken awake and we were off to take the Red Pike 
descent route. 
I’d run down this only a few weeks before, whilst doing the Abrahams’ Tea Round – but that 
had been in beautiful deep snow. This was much harder, and by the end I don’t think I ever 
wanted to see another stone pitched path in my life! We finally reached the water side and 
waded across the river where the bridge was out, then managed a steady trot into 
Buttermere. 
It was getting light now, so after a breakfast of pasta and sauce (I was about 12 hours late 
for this stop!) Steve Wathall and I set off for the final section. 
Dawn brought another stunning blue sky day. It’s a long climb up Whiteless Pike, and half 
way up my first proper injury kicked in (sore feet don’t really count). My right hip flexor 
suddenly started really hurting, and from then on I had to step really carefully on my right 
leg, only lifting it gently. I don’t know if I was just delusional by now, but we seemed to 
move reasonably well over these tops – out to Sail, back on a traverse trod and up to 
Grasmoor, then down and up to Hopegill Head and Grisedale Pike. The scrabbly path on the 
descent didn’t really help my feet too much, so I moved really slowly until we reached the 
grass. 
 
The final road section into Keswick was something I’d not been looking forward to, but 
whether it was the flat smooth terrain or having the finish in sight, we set a good pace along 
here. I touched the door of Moot Hall at 11:44. Taking into account the clocks changing 
overnight gave a total of 51:39. Despite this being almost 12 hours slower than I’d hoped 



for, I was really happy to have finished and completed the round – and very glad I hadn’t 
stopped at Wasdale. 
 
I offer a huge thanks to my support team, who gave up their time at such short notice and 
were excellent company. In particular, Charmian Heaton, who gave up a full weekend to 
provide road support, and my wife, Beth, who looked after our one year old (and two dogs) 
all weekend on her own and drove out to Wasdale, then Keswick to see me finish – then 
looked after me when we got home and my legs gave up! 
 
For the Lakes 2500’s, I used this run to raise some money for Papyrus, a charity who provide 
fantastic support to young people who are at risk of suicide. This meant a lot to me, as the 
brother of a close friend of mine (a young man called Marcus), took his own life recently and 
his family wanted to do all they could to help prevent this happen to others in future. I’ve 
been absolutely overwhelmed by the generosity people have shown in donating to this 
cause – with many donation from friends across the wonderful fell running community. 
Over £2000 has been donated, which I hope will make a real difference to the lives of young 
people. A huge thank you to everyone who gave so generously – if anyone would still like to 
donate, the website is still open at: uk.virginmoneygiving.com/TimRipper1 
 
 
 


