
West Highland Way Race – 95 miles from Milngavie to Fort 

William June 2012.  

Carolyn’s version of events - 

Months of training done, now preparing for the big race. David 

had made a plan of food, kit changes and a, b, c times based on his 

“fling” times. We both took Friday off work so we could buy last 

minute supplies, and have a sleep. After a mammoth Tesco shop 

to stock up on lucozade, rice, and chocolate milk the plan was to 

have a sleep.  

Not a chance … there was too much going round in my head, 

though I think I did eventually doze for around an hour. We had 

been keeping an eye on the forecast using various sites hoping 

that one would tell us it would by dry with a cooling breeze, 

alas…. 

By time we arrived in Milngavie for registration around 11.30pm - 

the rain had started. We had a quick chat to Iain ,Vikki, Sandra, 

Andy & Minty, then back to the car for David to have porridge, and 

stretch. Race brief done. Head torch on…. 

                            
1am, off they go. I stood at the top of the tunnel with my camera, 

but the numerous lights dazzled my eyes, and I was disappointed 



not to see David leaving. He had planned to run with Vikki until 

Balmaha, and after that they would see how it went. 

I spoke to Iain who was supporting Vikki, and told him I was 

planning to drive straight to Balmaha to try and get a couple of 

hours sleep before David & Vikki arrived. He would see them at 

Drymen, but wasn’t planning to go to Rowerdennan (he would 

sleep then)so we agreed I would check Vikki was ok there. 

There were only about 20 cars at Balmaha, so I had a surprisingly 

good hour’s kip before more cars started to arrive. As it was 

pouring, we all stayed in the car until our runner was expected. 

Iain told me David & Vikki had run through Drymen at their “a” 

time, so clearly the darkness & rain had not been too much of a 

hindrance. 

They arrived in Balmaha at 5am, going well. David had a quick re-

fuel and change of top then off he went. Vikki stopped for longer 

for a kit change. 

 

                                  .  

 



                              

I met up with Karen Donoghue & George Reid (supporting 

Johnny) at Sallochy. By now the rain had eased a bit, and midges 

were out big style. It’s not so easy to see through a midge hood in 

the dusk! Running well, David just shouted a quick hello, now of 

to Rowerdennan. Rain was soon torrential again, but not cold. He 

had a full kit change, re-fueled and we had a fast march out of 

Rowerdennan. I knew I wouldn’t see him now until Auchtertyre, 

for his first medical stop. The kids had all left messages in his 

drop bags at Inversnaid and Bein Glas farm to cheer him up, but 

he seemed oblivious to the rain!  

 

             

 

I decided to drive to Tyndrum and try to sleep. The rain was 

relentless, and the wind had picked up too. I hoped David would 



be warm enough, as there are big sections that you can’t run, I 

also knew it would be greasy underfoot, and hoped he wouldn’t 

slip. 

I arrived in Tyndrum at the Green Welly, but struggled to sleep. 

There was too much traffic and stuff going round in my head. 

Mum called to say they were leaving, and Maureen also text to say 

she would arrive around 2pm. 

After an hour of closing my eyes, I decided to give up on the idea 

of sleep and meet up with Vikki’s support crew- Iain, Rhona & 

Graeme, and we sat a blethered over a bacon roll. The rain was 

horizontal, and there was no sign of it easing. Mum and Dad 

arrived with the campervan, and we drove to Auchertyre.  

He arrived at 2.20pm. Weigh in fine, only down 0.2kg – so he had 

been eating & drinking. The wind was ridiculous, and stopping 

meant that David was shivering pretty quickly. He changed into 

dry kit and decided to wear a fleece lined waterproof jacket. 

Despite the weather his spirits were still high but his feet were 

sore. When I took off his socks I was greeted with a blanched 

mashed foot, but only 1 small blister on his left small toe. I 

patched it up; he re-fueled, and would meet him at Tyndrum. 

We arrived in Tyndrum to meet Maureen, who was like a dog with 

2 tails, and raring to go. Do runners not see the weather?? I 

decided to have a cup of Cullen Skink (the Green Welly soup is 

amazing!), but just as I opened it David arrived. He only needed 

juice, so I walked up the hill with him towards Bridge of Orchy, 

and when he was ready to run I left him to it. 

 



                

The rain was still on! Maureen joined him to run over Rannoch 

Moor. Dad was going to drive the camper to Glencoe, Mum and I 

took my car up to Fort William so we could check in at the B&B 

(they don’t do check ins in the middle of the night!). 

As we were driving back I got a call from Maureen to say David’s 

feet were sore, and he had felt a blister burst on his right foot. 

When he arrived he looked tired, but Maureen assured me he had 

been running well, and was in good spirits. 

     

 

 

 I took off his running shoes & socks, and as I did the colour 

drained from his face. He felt sick, so the basin of water which was 

going to wash his feet was quickly tipped out, and used as a sick 



bowl! He felt shivery & dizzy, and looked awful. In true nurse 

fashion I told him to put his head down, but didn’t offer any 

sympathy. I was worried about how he looked, and did wonder if 

he should go on! He knew he needed to eat but couldn’t face 

anything. A bit of persuasion, painkillers, patched up feet, lentil 

soup and a 20 min stop and he was determined to go on. We had 

agreed before the race that if either of us felt he should pull out 

and he didn’t have a broken bone, he would run another mile. The 

plan had been that Maureen would stop at Glencoe, but she very 

kindly ran the next 4 miles to the bottom of the Devils staircase. 

David was keen to get over the Devil before the light went down, 

but we agreed to see how he was at the bottom before making a 

final decision. 

Sending him out of Glencoe white as a sheet, shivering, with 

mashed feet is one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. He 

was now wearing a top, fleece, 2 jackets, woolly hat, shorts, 

waterproof trousers and a buff. This was no fun. I walked down to 

the main road with him, and cried all the way back to the camper. 

Mum tried to give me dinner, but I couldn’t eat. Dad his usual droll 

self, said “he just needs to get it out of his system”! Dad had 

planned to walk up the Devil with David, but after seeing how he 

was, knowing it would be dark Dad very kindly offered to chum 

him into Kinlochleven. Dad doesn’t run, but fairly marches on. If 

David felt like running them he would just go on ahead. 

We met Ann-Marie at the bottom of the Devil. I tried to put on a 

brave face for her, and just told her David had had a wee lull at 

Glencoe, but we could see him running with Maureen past 

Kingshouse which almost reassured me. 

By time he arrived at the bottom of the Devil he was determined 

to get over it in the light. He had a look I’ve never seen before- 

steely determination, and nothing I would have said would have 

changed his mind. Maureen reassured me he had been fine. He ate 



rice whilst marching up, and Mum had to run to keep up with him 

to top up his juice and jelly babies. 

Mum, Maureen, Ann Marie and I drove round to Kinlochleven. 

There was another medical check there, and the community 

centre was warm & welcoming. There were runners and crew 

sleeping, being sick, fainting and drinking hot tea and coffee 

provided by the wonderful marshals. Mum decided to walk up to 

meet them, we stayed inside! I was cold, past eating, and felt a bit 

sick, but kept this to myself. I was tired but couldn’t sleep. 

Dad & David arrived at 12.25am. David had been hallucinating 

coming into KLL, and weaving about, he was so tired. He was 

weighed, all was well but thankfully he suggested a sleep. He 

crashed out on a mattress and asked to be wakened after 45 

minutes. 

       

 

 Vikki’s crew came and went; it was good to chat to them. She 

remained strong. 



                       

Dad slept, Mum, Maureen & Ann Marie dozed. 45 minutes passed, 

I tried to waken David by stroking his arm, and saying “let’s get 

this goblet”. When he replied “what goblin? “ I thought OMG he’s 

worse than I thought!!.  

 

He wanted to sleep on, but I worried that if he did he would never 

get going, and there was only 13 miles to go. We agreed he could 

sleep for 15 more minutes if he promised to eat porridge when he 

woke. I knew he would need some decent fuel to allow him to get 

to the end. 20 minutes later I woke him, and he played with his 

porridge, letting it drop off the spoon, and licking the back of the 

spoon – did he think I wouldn’t notice ?? Some kind soul gave him 

half a can of red bull; he then managed some flat coke and ate half 

the porridge. That’s was as much as I could have expected. He was 

pale, but remarkably keen to get going. Ann Marie and Maureen 

would get him to the end – It was 12.25am, I knew he could walk 

and still make the cut off of 35 hours. 



Mum, Dad & I dropped the camper at the finish, and then drove up 

the wee single track road to Lundavra. David didn’t know we 

would be there, and I hoped it would give him a boost to get him 

to the end. The rain was back on, and it felt like he would never 

arrive. The marshals had a wee bonfire going, but everybody sat 

in their cars until their runner arrived.  I hoped David wouldn’t be 

far away, but it was another 20 minutes before he did arrive. He 

had walked all the way. He managed some soup, and Maureen and 

Ann Marie were just going to feed him jelly babies and Mrs Tillys 

fudge to get him to the end. I wished I had brought walking gear 

with me so I could have done the last stretch with him, but I was 

tired, cold and hadn’t had anything to eat since Tyndrum                 

(washing machine stomach won’t allow you to eat !). 

                        

We headed to the end. Dad had a doze in the camper, Mum and I 

chatted to Stephen, then went into the sports centre. It was warm, 

and the amazing volunteers brought endless hot drinks, and 

buttered toast. Maureen text me to say David was on “Glory 

Road”. I walked out to meet him, tears in my eyes. I have never 

been so relieved to see him walking down towards me. He was 

pale, but still walking at a reasonable pace, flanked by Maureen 

and Ann-Marie. We marched to the end. Mum and Dad were 

waiting at the sports centre, and he arrived to cheers and 

applause from other support crews and finishers. Ian was there to 

welcome him home, with a handshake and congratulations. I 

could see David biting his lip to try and stop the tears, but it never 



worked! I have never seen him cry before, I was an emotional 

wreck! 

 

  

 

                                
  

I am so proud of his steely determination, it’s true you will never 

complete the race without physical training, but there is so much 

more; grit, bloody mindedness call it what you like- it’s that which 

gets you to the end. 

 



We get married in 12 weeks, I was thinking of amending the 

wedding vows to include no supporting races over 50 miles, he 

wondered if 55 would be ok, he wants to do the Cateran next year 

!! 

I knew it would be a tough race, but never anticipated it would be 

quite so emotional. As Karen Donoghue said later in the pub 

“that’s cause you love him “.  

I do, and I can’t wait to be his wife. I admire all you crazy mad 

ultra-runners, and feel part of the WHW family now. Can’t wait to 

come back next year, to support anybody but David- I hope he 

never does it again, I don’t think my nerves could take it !      

              David’s mum had a stroke 5 years ago. 

He has raised over £1200 for the Stroke Association. Thanks to 

everybody for their generous donations.   

     

    



                                        

 

 

 


