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My first fell race was Pendle Hill, 2009. Stood on the start line at the back of the pack 
in a brand new pair of Roclites straight out of the box from Pete Bland’s van, I’d watched 
the kids sliding everywhere earlier in the day and decided my road shoes were not going 
to cut it. I stood there thinking ‘I can’t do this’ but I had to, I’d just bought new shoes. 
Suddenly we were off, up the road, onto the fell, climbing the gradual side of Pendle Hill, 
then suddenly straight back down and straight back up the big end. I didn’t think my 
calves were going to hold out, but I made it to the top and then started to hurtle back 
down as quickly as I could. It was brilliant. At the finish I was elated, I couldn’t believe 
what I had just done. I was hooked.  

Since then I have continued to build on the distance and challenge of the events I 
have entered. I progressed from Pendle Hill to Rydal Round, Ben Nevis, the Three Peaks, 
the Howarth Hobble, Borrowdale and Wasdale to the Old County Tops, with lots of other 
races in between. With every step up I took, I stood on the start line thinking ‘what on 
earth am I doing here? I can’t do this’, but finished being amazed at what my body and 
mind were capable of. It never took too long for me to start thinking ‘What should I try 
next?’

At the end of 2016 I was feeling a little bit lost with my running – I couldn’t work 
out what I wanted to do next. I needed a challenge! Something that would make me feel 
like I had really achieved something. 
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I had considered trying a BG, but didn’t feel it was the right time for me. A seed was 
planted in my head by a friend to look at developing my own round. My route, my dis-
tance, my climb and my terms. I instantly came up with the name Ell’s Fells. It was also 
the year in which my 30th birthday fell and so it had to have 30 peaks. I found a round 
that Stuart Air had created with 25 peaks on the gofar website and began to play around 
with extending it. There were a couple of must have additions (Kirk Fell, Scafell and 
Bowfell), so I removed three of Stuart’s summits and added eight of my own. Ell’s Fells 
was born: 30 mountains, 44 miles, 20,000ft of climbing, starting and ending in Braithwaite.

Leg 1 

Braithwaite (Sammy Sewell’s bridge) : Grisedale Pike : Ladyside Pike : Hopegill Head : Gras-
moor : Eel Crag : Sail : Wandope : Whiteless Pike : Buttermere  

Support: Phil Mather, Andrew Crowther, Jim Wild and Ken Murphy 

I set off from Sammy Sewell’s Bridge in Braithwaite a few minutes after 04:30 on 8th 
July 2017 in good light with my team. The route heads out of Braithwaite and straight up 
Grisedale Pike, a lung busting start. The sunrise over the Skiddaw range was amazing. I 
hit the summit bang on schedule. My schedule had been quite a challenge to determine. I 
had recced each leg and had the splits Stuart had from his round, but I had no idea how I 
would fair doing the whole round. I opted to use my recce times to try and give my sup-
porters a chance of being in the right place at the right time.

From Grisedale summit we headed along the ridge towards Hopegill Head. We 
climbed over Hopegill Head without recording it, as Ladyside Pike was the second sum-
mit. I would revisit Hopegill Head shortly. Thankfully the descent down the bedrock slab 
to Ladyside Pike was perfectly dry. A previous recce on a damp day had been a bit hairy. I 
had picked up time by the return to Hopegill Head.

We then headed off down towards the Coledale col before starting to climb the path 
towards Grasmoor. We cut the corner, jumping over the river and taking a diagonal grassy 
line towards the plateau of Grasmoor. Phil was navigating, but stopped to take a picture, 
using the classic instruction ‘just head towards that sheep!’ It turns out sheep move. Luck-
ily the visibility was great so finding the summit was not a problem. From there we could 
see the Solway Firth with Scotland behind, the Isle of Man (including a light house at Port 
Erin) and between a few distant peaks we could see the unmistakable outline of Inglebor-
ough. Incredible!
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Eel Crag and Sail came and went pretty quickly. We then got onto the grassy trod 
towards Wandope. I was feeling strong and moving quite well, picking up a few minutes 
here and there on summits. My experienced supporters never leaving my side.

From Wandope it was a great grassy descent, taking in Whiteless Pike on the way. I 
sent one of my supporters ahead with my order of clean kit and breakfast. I pottered 
down the final descent into Buttermere, trying not to get too excited too soon. We were 
quickly out on the path and heading into the village to find my support crew.

Everything was expertly set up ready for me by my support crew - breakfast, a 
change of clothes, shoes, socks and gaiters. I didn’t stick around for long. 

Leg 2 

Buttermere : Red Pike : High Stile : High Crag : Haystacks : Kirk Fell : Great Gable : Sty Head 
(stretcher Box) 

Support: Phil Mather, Ken Murphy, Jez Westgarth, Dave Sykes and Roxy the dog 

On leg 2 my main rule of any round was broken straight away – an attemptee 
should never have to open a gate on their own round – I had forgotten to write it in my 
instructions, silly me!

The climb up Red Pike is a fairly hefty one, but is broken into three sections, which 
makes it more manageable. The views down to Crummock water and Buttermere were 
absolutely stunning. A quick scramble up the red scree at the top and another summit was 
ticked off. We then started off along the undulating ridge taking in High Stile and High 
Crags, being fed and watered the whole way. Touching High Crags was the first time we 
had seen anyone, but then again it was only 9 o’clockish.

It was a quick descent off High Crags and then the scramble towards Haystacks. 
From Haystacks summit we headed straight off the top and down a diagonal shoot which 
brings you directly on to the path down towards Blacksail Youth Hostel. Then came the 
daunting task of Kirk Fell.

We climbed Kirk Fell by heading for the col of Blacksail Pass and climbed the nose of 
Kirk Fell. I had debated red gully but felt it wasn’t for me. That climb was when I started 
to have some doubts. I didn’t feel I was moving fast enough. I had also only recced this 
section in knee deep snow (not advisable) and I was unsure of the pacing. My target split 
was 1 hour and 10 mins, but I got up there in 1 hour 1 min, so I must have been moving 
well.

The tower that is Great Gable, with its flowing scree shoots, loomed over us. To be 
honest after the climb up Kirk Fell, Gable felt reasonable, we kept a comfortable pace and 
took a fairly direct line.

As I started to crest the summit of Great Gable the recognisable figure of Jess 
Richardson appeared, with her friend Kath. I had no idea they were coming along. It was 
an amazing boost. Phil navigated the route off Gable finding a couple of sneaky scree 
shoots before popping me out on the tourist path, he then darted ahead to warn my Leg 3 
support I was on my way. Very quickly I was at the stretcher box and just over half an 
hour ahead of schedule.
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Leg 3 

Styhead : Lingmell : Scafell Pike : Great End : Esk Pike : Bowfell : Allen Crags : Combe Head : 
Rosthwaite 

Support: Helen Price, Martyn Price, Jules Coleman, Rowan Wood and Jess Richardson 

Helen and Martyn were there to greet me with cheers. Unfortunately Jules and 
Rowan had been slightly delayed but were rapidly climbing up from Seathwaite, thank-
fully we could see them coming. I didn't have time to wait for my food to arrive with 
them, so I took what food my supporters had left and set off up the corridor route. Jules 
and Rowan would have to catch me!

Over the scramble of the Corridor route and I had my full complement of support-
ers, onward for a quick detour to Lingmell. I wasn't feeling good on the climb and started 
to seriously doubt if I had gone too fast earlier on. No point in worrying about that now 
all I could do was put one foot in front of the other. I quickly waved at Joss down the 
Wasdale valley - he was probably on his bridge handing out orange juice to the Wasdale 
runners. Then it was off up the tourist route to Scafell Pike, and boy was it busy. There 
was no time for guessing the number of people on the summit (our usual Lonsdale game), 
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there were far too many people and I was on a mission (thankfully feeling a bit better 
again).

The boulders of Scafell were bone dry and for once they felt manageable at some 
sort of speed. We quickly reached the plateau summit of Great End and headed for the 
cliff edge summit cairn to the right. Martyn joined us at this point as we headed back 
down to Esk Hause. Jules asked if I wanted anything to eat - I opted for scampi fries. Ap-
parently they stunk - but I didn't care, I loved them.

We were now on the out and back to Bowfell, climbing over Esk Pike on the way 
out. I then took the BG descent line up Bowfell, touched the top and then turn straight 
back round. It was a beautifully clear day and I stupidly forgot to look at the view. The 
only reason I added Bowfell to the round was in the hope that I might see a view from the 
summit; a very rare treat and I missed it. 

"   "

We traversed below Esk Pike on the way back, taking the contouring Langdale line 
in reverse, not a particularly fast line, but not up or down and that suited me at this point. 
We continued round to Allen Crags.

I asked Helen how I was doing time-wise and she told me I had 7 minutes to get to 
the top if I wanted to hit this split - I pushed on and got there in 5 mins. This was a great 
tactic and I started to use it from then on - it kept me focused. I hit the summit of Glara-
mara a few minutes up before heading for a quick touch of Combe Head.

The descent down to Rosthwaite is a long one I took it steady trying not to tire my 
legs too much. Helen and Martyn were also trying to help me by finding soft grassy lines. 
Rowan ran ahead when we joined the Borrowdale race route at Billy Bland’s gate, ready to 
order my next meal from my support crew.

Taking the final bend into Rosthwaite I was about an hour up on schedule. I saw my 
army of supporters and friends waiting in the village hall carpark, which gave me a huge 
boost. I got another huge boost seeing Josie Greenhalgh, a friend I’ve made simply by fell 
racing. A quick pit stop and I was off.
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Leg 4 

Rosthwaite : Dale Head : Hindscarth : Robinson : Newlands Hause 

Support: Andy Smilie, Paul Modley, Simon Wilson, Geoff Cox, Phil Mather and Josie Greenhalgh 

The climb up Dale Head was the last biggy of the round. I knew it was going to be 
tough, but I also knew if I could get to the top then my chance of making it round were 
fairly good. I knew that my times for this leg and the next were a bit ambitious as I had 
used timings that I had done during recces and hadn’t really taken into consideration the 
miles I’d already run.

We climbed through the quarries above Rosthwaite, supporters constantly getting 
me to take on fluid as it was so hot. We got to the tarn, half way, with the equally steep 
second half still to go. I tried not to look up too much as I didn’t want to see how far I still 
had to climb. There were a couple of times I had to have a word with my legs to keep go-
ing. Just at the crest of the summit, the familiar figure of Geoff Cox could be seen. It was 
great to see him. As the rise flattened I could see the summit cairn, a quick jog and I was 
there, summit 24. I had managed to hit it on schedule in 1hour and 4 minutes, so I was 
still moving well. 
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Then on to Hindscarth, even with my ambitious schedule I only dropped a minute 
on this summit. I took the BG line down towards the climb of Robinson slightly slower 
than I wanted to, but my knees were starting to ache by now. The summit of Robinson 
came and went.

Straight over the top, and down the steep descent, towards the marshy area above 
Newlands Hause. I suspect on a very dry summer you could take a more direct line across 
the marshy plateau, but I opted to stay wide to the left to avoid the gully and tussocks. We 
then followed the slightly higher line to the right to the hit the top of the sharp descent 
and down to Newlands Hause, I could see my supporters waiting. I had dropped a few 
minutes on this leg, but that was mostly due to my schedule not being adjusted to tired-
ness.

A really quick stop here, with a tub rice pudding (I was still eating quite well) and 
the obvious change into my Lonsdale vest.
    

Leg 5 

Newlands Hause : Knott Rigg : Ard Crags : Scar Crags : Causey Pike : Barrow : Braithwaite 
(Sammy Sewell’s Bridge) 

Support: Claire Nance, Kate Ludley, Joe Hobbs and Emma Blundell 

I said goodbye to my trusted leg 4 
supporters. The final leg and only five 
more summits to touch. The problem 
was on a couple of recces of this leg 
with Phil and Claire we noticed that a 
few of the summits had no cairns, 
which I found a bit disappointing. The 
solution we came up with was for Joe to 
carry a few rocks with him to build 
temporary cairns for me, which he 
gladly did (all rocks were returned to 
their original location). 
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Firstly we climbed to Knott Rigg and then onto Ard Crags. A 90 degree turn to the 
left from the summit of Ard Crags, down a direct descent to the valley below. It was then 
the diagonal left then right ascent to the col below Scar Crags. Someone noticed that the 
effect of the sun going down was our shadows were being cast onto the hill to the side of 
us. A great photo opportunity of five climbing figures.

It’s then a quick climb up the final rockier section to the top of Scar Crags, then a 
traverse along the ridge, finally climbing to the summit of Causey Pike. The descent from 
here was not a pretty one. It was far more overgrown than when I had recced it and my 
legs were quite tired. I made it down, and ran the section over to the climb up Barrow. Joe 
dutifully raced ahead to build a summit cairn. Summit number 30! I started to get a bit 
emotional as I realised all I had to do was get down and knew I could do that.

On the way down I could see Phil frantically climbing to meet us. He hadn’t quite 
made it to the summit to display the Lonsdale flag like he intended, but I didn’t care I was 
just so happy to see him. 

Heading down towards Braithwaite every gate was opened through the village - 
Claire knew my number 1 rule and instructed people as necessary. As we hit the tarmac 
everyone picked up the pace. I wasn’t sure I had much speed left, but I turned my legs 
over as fast as I could. Martyn and Helen were on the edge of the village. A few more 
twists and turns and there it was, the bridge I had left 15 hours and 24 minutes previously, 
to head out on my very own epic adventure. With the bridge touched I had completed the 
first round of Ell’s Fells, an hour ahead of my schedule. 

I don’t know how I will ever thank the people who inspired me to take on this chal-
lenge and those that helped make it a reality. By creating my own round I had managed to 
run further than I had 
ever run before, pushed 
myself further than I 
had before and explored 
new places I might not 
have visited. All whilst 
having a great day out 
with some brilliant peo-
ple.
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