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Before Christmas 2009, Mark Ruscoe, Pete Mulleady and I made the decision 
to attempt the Bob Graham Round. A fell running challenge that involves 
traversing 42 of the Lakeland peaks in less than 24 hours, 66 miles and 
28,000’ of ascent/descent. 
Our first meeting in the Pendle Witch in Atherton didn’t go as planned. As we 
were sat having a pint in the annexe when next thing we were rushing to the 
assistance of a girl who’d just found her boyfriend dead from an overdose in 

the flat across the square. 
Unfortunately three went to two as Pete’s knee 
problems flared up and had to pull out of the attempt. 
Once the training started we tried to get to the Lakes 
as often as we could, reconnoitring the route and 
getting long days on the hills to build up the strength 
and endurance required. The weather early in the year 
didn’t set us back too much and we had some 

memorable days over Rivington and days in the 
Lakes when we were trudging over icy ground to 
Skiddaw and over to Blencathra, then a day wading 
through knee deep through snow in a total ‘white-
out’ across the Dodds to Helvellyn before dropping 
down to Grisedale Tarn which was frozen over. 
David Ruscoe, Mark’s brother, joined us on a wet 

and miserable day on Robinson, Hindscarth and 
Dale Head where the usual stunning views were 
replaced by mist and drizzle. 
A three-day training session in May in the Lakes 
proved it’s worth but didn’t pass without a scare 
when Mark’s knees packed in coming off Great 
Calva, forcing us to abandon the rest of an 
intended long day. He made a miraculous recovery 

for the next day, which was a great relief, as Pete joined us on what turned 
out to be a 9 hour jaunt (due to a navigational error I might add!) over the 
Central fells including the Langdale Pikes, Bowfell 
and the Scafells. The following day we reccied the 
route from Wasdale to Honister on a glorious clear 
day over the Western fells, a route that has over the 
last months become our favourite place to run. 
Long runs and regular trips to Rivington, with the odd 
fell race thrown in became the weekly regime as the 
days leading up to the attempt flew by. Our original intention was to attempt 
the Bob Graham on the 26th June on a mid-summer night with a full moon, 
but due to lack of navigators and support runners we had to postpone until 
August. This turned out to be a blessing as we had the opportunity to support 
three other attempts, which not only was good training, but also gave us a real 
taste of the task ahead and also the incredible experience a Bob Graham 
Round is to be part of as we met some fantastic people, who will probably be 
friends for life. 



Months of preparation over, and here we are stood at the front of Moot Hall. 
Mark Ruscoe and I attempting to complete the Bob Graham round together 
after living and breathing it since before Christmas. 
I felt unbelievably relaxed at the start, probably because I knew we had good 
support in place and I was feeling as fit as I could be after a couple of weeks 

tapering down. 
The clock slowly edged to 1am and we were off, 
me, Mark, Adrian Hope (Lostock AC), Jamie 
Dowdall (Darwen) and Andy Staveley (Burnden 
RR) supporting with Kate and Daniel Simpson from 
Kendal doing the navigation. 
We had a fairly quick ascent of Skiddaw. The 
weather was mild and warm when we started the 

trot across Fitz Park, but as we approached the top, the clag came down and 
made finding the trig point a bit more difficult than usual. We crossed the 
fence, but took a line too far left so we couldn’t find the trod over Hare Crag. 
The bracken was thick and hard to run through and it took some time to find 
our line down to the Cumbrian Way. Once back on track found our way onto 
the ascent to Great Calva. 
Aidrian was struggling with his back so him and Jamie dropped off as we 
trudged across Mungrisdale towards Blencathra. At the top it was a bit wild, 
but we pushed on down Hall’s Fell ridge, Kate leading the way traversing 
around the grassy slopes to the right which 
were out of the wind, then back on the path and 
the run down to the welcome lights at the road 
point at Threlkeld. 
We were eight minutes down on schedule so 
we were keen to get fed and changed and back 
at it asap.  Sarah and Lyndsey managed to get 
us sorted with cereal and rice pudding, and we 
were off with Nick Harris (Rossendale) taking 
the navigation, and Nigel Crompton from the Wirrall and Andy Staveley, doing 
his second stint on support. The sun was now up. 
We pressed hard on the ascent up Clough Head and continued in good form 
across Great Dodd, Watson Dodd, and Stybarrow Dodd, happy that we were 
now picking off the peaks. Eventually around Raise, I started to falter. Having 
suffered arrhythmias over the years, I knew it was a possibility one could 
come, but I thought it wouldn’t, as I’d been fine during training and on other 
BG supports. But it happened, and I knew that my legs would soon start to 
feel like lead. From the climbs to Whiteside and Lower Man then the climb 
onto Helvellyn, Nethermost Pike and Dollywagon Pike I was trying hard to 
stay with Mark, but on the next climb up Fairfield, I thought my body had had 
enough and I last saw him, Nick and Andy disappear into the mist. 
At this point I felt so low that I just wanted to contour this mountain and Seat 
Sandal and crash out at Dunmail. But instead Nigel and I pushed on and 
eventually topped Fairfield. We found our way off and then climbed slowly up 
Seat Sandal before trudging slowly around to the descent into Dunmail. Nick 
was waiting for me and offered words of encouragement but I felt beaten. 
Steve White was there telling me I could still do it. 



At the road point Sarah hurried me into my seat and thrust some beef stew at 
me. She told me that Dale Colclough and the Leg 3 crew were good to go. My 
heart sank a bit as I wanted to quit, but Steve sat next to me and assured me 
that if I kept going it was possible even though I was now more than half an 

hour down on schedule with potentially another 15 
hours to go. Dale was ready and he told me the 
same. The warm food and drink started to take 
effect and I started to feel a bit better, so there 
was nothing else to do other than get off my 
backside and get up Steel Fell at the start of Leg 
3. 
This was the lowest part of the whole round for 

me, but my support of Dale, Jim Mann (Durham) and Clive King from 
Aberystwyth were superb (even though navigator Dale thought it better not to 
tell me he had lost his compass somewhere on Steel Fell!). They’d had strict 
orders off Sarah to bully me into eating and drinking all the way round and 
that’s exactly what they did. None of us had met before today, but their banter 
and encouragement couldn’t have been better for 
me. 
The peaks were starting to come and go, Calf 
Crag, Sergeant Man, High Raise, Thunacar Knott, 
Harrison Stickle, Pike o’Stickle were out of the way 
and before we knew it we were heading across the 
moor to Rossett Pike and Bowfell. I’ve never before 
been able to see a thing from the top of Bowfell but 
today was crystal clear which was another positive 
sign for me. Onwards to Esk Pike, Great End, the 
aptly named Ill Crag where we stopped for a photo 
and I felt and looked appropriately ill. Just Broad 
Crag now before England’s summit, Scafell Pike, 
which was packed with walkers and tourists. Coming off the pike we took the 
west wall traverse and Lord’s Rake up to Scafell. I knew the next break was 
coming and this spurred me on. We decided not to take the scree down the 
descent to Wasdale and chose the grassy track instead. In hindsight I think 
the screes may have been better to save my legs but I went with what I 
thought right at the time. The ominous Yewbarrow (Or Yew Bas***rd! as it is 
otherwise known), was winking at me from the other side of the valley.  
Into Wasdale and the welcome was fantastic. 

Plenty of support there 
all delighted that I looked 
in far better shape. A 
bowl of Yvonne’s hotpot, 
a quick change of 
clothes and Ian Hughes, 
the navigator for Leg 4 
was chasing me up onto 

my feet, and rightly so because we had time to make up. I didn’t give 
Yewbarrow much thought as I’d been up there two weeks before on fresh legs 
and sailed up it, but today was a slog.  

 



 
The Leg 4 support of Ian, Paul Stepto (Both from Macclesfield Harriers), Guy 
Collis from Swindon, and Clive from Leg 3, were constantly encouraging me 
and telling me that I could do it. We had to claw some time back and I did this 

for the first few tops of Red Pike, Steeple, Pillar until 
Kirkfell and Great Gable, which I found really hard. 
The sun was now setting and I will never forget the red 
shadows that were cast over the mountains as we 
descended Great Gable. 
I knew that Honister was beckoning now but I was very 
anxious about the time. I worked out that if I got to 
Honister by 21.30, I would be in with a chance but the 
last few peaks of Green Gable, Brandreth and Grey 
Knotts seemed to take forever. Honister came, bang on 

21.30. What a cracking job the Leg 4 guys had done. 
 

Dropping into Honister Pass 
No time to stop as we changed over to Dave 
Swift (Rossendale) navigating, Dave Almond 
of Leeds and my old mate Andy Pickles 
picking up the support for the last leg. 
The climb up Dale Head I think I had under 
estimated. It was hard slog and the monument 
took an age to come into view. It was pitch 
black now but Dave found the path that leads 
us to Hindscarth. As Dave was trudging off other the other side we shouted 
him and told him we were at the summit, then it was onto Robinson, the last of 
42 summits. This was another climb that I thought was much easier than it 
was, but it was a great moment touching the top even though we were still up 
against the clock. Coming off Robinson we took the wrong ridge to start with 
and once the realisation hit me I thought my BG chances were down the pan, 
but Dave got us back on track quite quickly and were soon negotiating the 
tricky rocky descent off the ridge then onto the grass path. I could see 
torchlights ahead and was now eager to get the job done. 
Chris Rainbow from Lincolnshire, who had navigated Mark on Leg 5, had 
turned straight round then run all the way back to Newlands to find me. He 
joined our crew as we approached the car park near Newlands Church and 
we changed into road shoes for the final part of the round. I was absolutely 
shattered by now and only memory was keeping my feet moving. Two weeks 
previous Chris, Mark and I were supporting Dave Swift on this leg and we 
were chatting jovially as we ran the road section, but today was a little less 
relaxed as the clock ticked towards the 24 hour mark. 
Portinscale took an age to come but when I crossed the bridge the realisation 
that I was going to do it was starting to sink in. Down the long footpath to join 
the streetlights of Keswick and as we turned right and headed towards Moot 
Hall, the lads in the support crew made the fine gesture of dropping back to let 
me run up the high street in front. 
Whoops of joy, and shouts of “Go on Paul!” rang out.  
A passing drunk shouted “You boring bas*****ds!” (He might have had a 
point!).  



Then the laboured run up to the doors of Moot Hall culminated in my finest 
ever achievement. 
I touched the doors at 00.46am (23hrs 46mins). 
The reception at the end mirrored all the support we’d had since setting off all 
those hours before. Mark was there having completed his round in a fantastic 
time of 20 hrs 56 mins. 
A special mention must go to Sarah and Lyndsey for your patience and 
understanding of our crazy idea, and for the hard work you did over the whole 
weekend preparing food for us and all the pacers (Chocolate coated flapjack 

Lynds, love it!), giving us encouragement and 
generally for allowing a third person into our 
relationships (Bob Graham of course!) since the 
first seeds of madness were planted in our minds. 
A massive thanks to the navigators and pacers 
who kept me on track and more importantly kept 
me going. Some of these guys had travelled far 
across the country to support us.  
Steve White who picked me up at my lowest ebb 
and supported the girls over the whole 24 hours. 
Thanks to the Astley & Tyldesley bunch who 
came up and gave great vocal encouragement, 
Terry Hughes, Brenda Wane, Colin Rigby, 
Andrew Neary and of course Greg, Steve and 
Yvonne Ruscoe. 

Thank you to everyone who turned out to support our effort in whatever way. It 
won’t be forgotten. 
And finally thanks to Mark for being such a great companion on the hills over 
the past year. 

 
                                                       The end 


