
 
West Highland Way Race 2012 Report 
By David Kiddell 
 
The Build Up 
Me & Carolyn had taken Friday off work to get all things prepared. A quick shop for supplies, fill drop bags and pack 
the car. The day passed quickly and at about Carolyn & I tried to get some sleep, as there would be very little to 
come. I didn’t sleep at all. I lay there and visualised the whole race by all the landmarks I knew. Having walked the 
Way and completed 2 Flings and a Devil it was quite familiar. 
We made our way over to Milngavie in the driving rain (this was to be a constant feature of the next 30 odd hours). I 
registered & got weighed, had my wristband attached and suddenly it was very, very real. No backing out now! 
Across in the car park we chatted with friends (Iain, Vikki, Minty, George, Karen, Sandra… apologies if I’ve missed 
anyone) & I got prepared. 12:30am race brief by Ian & Sean. Suddenly it was time. A long hug & kiss from Carolyn 
& I made my way to the start. A year of preparation, 2 years since I took the leap into Ultras, I was standing in the 
underpass ready to go. 
 
Milngavie to Balmaha 
Standing on the start line at 1am I felt strangely calm. Vikki Shanks and I had agreed to run the night section to 
Balmaha together. All too quickly the air horn was sounding and we were off, heading up the stairs to the sounds of 
clapping, cheering and cow bells. I looked out for Carolyn and shouted as we passed but it was so busy and noisy 
she didn’t see us. Not surprised, all the supporters must have been blinded by all those head torches! 
Once onto the main Way we wound our way through Mugdock Park in the dark and rain. This was to be a feature 
for a long time. Nice and steadily we made our way through the park and into the early hours of Saturday morning. 
All was going well and the only issue was the constant rain. The run to Drymen was very wet, the path along to & 
after the Beech Tree Inn was particularly bad. At Drymen we saw Iain but we were through without stopping. I had 
told Carolyn that she didn’t need to be there as it was early enough in the race. I would see her at Balmaha. Out 
from Drymen the light started to improve as daylight started to arrive. The rain was still constant, varying from light 
rain to torrential, no let up. My kit was soaked through & feet were the same. The climb up Conic Hill came all too 
soon and we started our way up what was no longer a path but a small stream. I must admit I like Conic Hill. It’s 
never as bad as it first seems and we were soon rounding the crest and looking out on Loch Lomond in the pre-
dawn light. Very inspiring, even in the rain. I took it very easy descending as it was very wet & slippery underfoot. I 
also didn’t want to trash my knees too early. After 4 hours we arrived at the first checkpoint at Balmaha. I spotted 
Carolyn (completely covered to protect against the Midges) & headed to the car for the 1st kit change of the day. I 
had some coffee & a rice, clean top & jacket. Then I was quickly on my way with Carolyn walking out with me. Vikki 
was still getting ready & refuelling & I remember her saying “see you at F William”. I knew I would see her sooner 
than that. 
Leaving Balmaha I felt refreshed & happy that the first hurdle was over. I walked & ate accompanied by Carolyn to 
just outside the car park & then I was on my way again. Up over Craigie Fort and drop back down to the loch side. 
In the past I have disliked this section to Rowardennan with its constant steep ups and downs. But after a couple of 
training runs early in the year I have embraced it. The section went well even though it was still constantly raining & 
I had a small sweary moment at the climb over Ross wood. But soon enough I was heading into the car park at 
Rowardennan where Carolyn was waiting for my 2nd pit stop of the day 
 
Rowerdennan to Auchtertyre 
After a quick refuel and another top change (into long-sleeved & sleeveless rain jacket) I started the walk out of 
Rowardennan. I was feeling good still. I like the “technical” loch side section. Soon I was making my way up the first 
of the hills when John Duncan caught up with me. We chatted for a while and then he went on ahead. “Don’t worry 
if you hear me singing” he said. Sure enough he was soon singing away and dancing too. It was an amusing sight 
indeed!! We swapped places on that section a few times before I edged ahead before Inversnaid 
I continued my way along in the never ending rain towards Inversnaid. I was pretty wet through again. Just before 
the hotel I heard a familiar voice and saw Vicky & John not too far behind. I arrived at the checkpoint and the 
marshallers found my large “piece box”. “Any home baking in there” I was asked. Sadly not. Just the usual bizarre 



mix that Ultra runners have. Then I found some messages of support that the kids had left for me. What a cracking 
surprise. I sat there in the drizzle & looked to see what I wanted. After a choc milkshake & pork pie I was ready to 
get going again. I looked to see if Vicky was around but assumed she had gone on ahead. The run (or should I say 
scramble) over the next few mile was tough & I was looking forward to seeing Doune Bothy as I know its not too far 
to Bein Glas from there. The rain was still battering down and my clothes were completely soaked through by now. I 
was starting to get a wee bit concerned that the marshals at Bein Glas would stop me going on without a better 
jacket! The Bothy came & went and the climb up to Dario’s post arrived. I was finding the climbs relatively easy still. 
I reached the post and took a moment to look back down the Loch. Even in miserable weather it’s a wonderful 
place to be! On then to Bein Glas. As I approached the woods Vikki caught me again. I was a bit shocked to see 
her as I was convinced she was way ahead of me. She was having ITB trouble again. We ran the last bit to the 
farm together. At the checkpoint I managed more food than at Inversnaid (I knew I hadn’t eaten enough there). 
Again the kids had left me massages. I have been told these were written the previous week. Now either they were 
just lucky or they are expert weathermen as a couple of them had written “keep swimming”.  
Rest over me and Vicky ran/walked the long next section through Glen Falloch, up the Old Military road to Bogle 
Glen  & into the forest. I got ahead of Vicky again on the downhill to the road crossing. On the way up to the 
Wigwams I was met by Jennifer & Carolyn. I was weighed by the marshals & headed to the camper. I requested 
new kit, socks, shoes & repairs to my feet ( I was sure they had badly blistered) As I sat shivering in the camper 
eating sandwiches and rice Carolyn inspected my feet. No blisters ??? Just pruned feet, as if I’d been in the bath 
for 13 hours…..oh yes, I had in a strange way! 
So clean kit, socks and 2nd pair of shoes on I started out towards Tyndrum.  
 
Auchtertyre to B of Orchy 
A nice 3 miles to Tyndrum, if you leave out the flooded path under the road, the swollen river about quarter of a 
mile later and the river crossing just after By The Way. So into Tyndrum wet feet again! But it looked as if the 
weather was starting to brighten up, or at least the rain was easing! I surprised my crew at Tyndrum as they sat 
eating soup in the camper. I had just run those 3 miles in half an hour. Quite possible my fastest miles of the 
weekend! A quick juice top up and I was on my way up the hill. Carolyn walked a wee bit with me then I was on my 
own again. 
This section was good and I knew that by the time I got to Bridge of Orchy I would have run further than ever 
before. I also knew Maureen was going to be joining me for the run to Glencoe. I made my way along nicely and 
was soon cutting under the rail line. As I emerged I saw my crew heading north in the camper. I waved & shouted 
cheerily. Not realising at the time that they had not seen me and if they had could not have heard me!! Muppet. As I 
made my way to the railway station underpass the rain was just about off. 16 hours it had lasted. Incredible. There I 
saw Peter (a former work colleage) who was supporting his pal. A handshake and a few words & I was heading into 
Bridge of Orchy for a refuel 59 miles – longest ever single distance. Just another 36 to go then! I was now in 
unknown physical & mental territory. But I was feeling good. 
 
Bridge of Orchy to Glencoe 
Maureen (my support runner) joined me & we headed up the Way. First up another climb to the top of Mam 
Carraigh (think it means “hill with Murdo sat on top”!) As we neared the summit, there he was with the massive 
Saltire blowing in the wind. The sun was coming out too. A wonderful sight. As I approached he told me this was 
100km and pointed to a sprig of heather. As I picked it up ready to go on he laughed and said “you’re not supposed 
to take it. There’ll be none left for the others”. Sheepishly I put it back, took the Jelly baby he offered and headed 
on. We descended quickly to Inveroran, made our way through Victoria Bridge and up onto Rannoch Moor. The 
sun had finally decided to show itself. The moor was its usual bleak, beautiful self. The surrounding hills staring 
sternly down as we crossed over. I was still feeling good but was walking more. I was still trying to run all the downs 
and flats but the threatened blisters had started to form properly. So it became a good paced walk up the hills & a 
shuffle down & along. The rocks were starting to feel very jaggy and I m sure I could feel every stone under my 
feet. However tiny. Still, we made good time across and soon we were climbing up past Flemings’ cairn and starting 
the descent into Glencoe. Little did I know what was coming up. As we made our way down we passed Shanksi. He 
was on his way up to join Vikki who was having a tough time. The next time I would see either of them would be a 
lot later. Iain was to have his own epic alongside Vikki !! 



Finally the Ski Center arrived and I made my way to the camper for food & repairs. I was feeling great. 70 miles 
done. Feeling happy. Eating soup……. Oh god feeling sick… dizzy… looking pale…. Please pass the bucket. 
I wasn’t sick after all that but I was suddenly feeling very crap. I was cold, shivery & struggling to eat. Carolyn 
repaired my now blistered feet and wrapped me in more layers. They all managed to get me to eat a good amount 
and Maureen said she would run with me to the bottom of the Devils staircase. I left the ski centre feeling low. I 
knew this would come at some point, but I expected it later in the night. And not after I had been feeling so good 
coming into Glencoe. Carolyn said after that this had been the worst moment for her. Sending me out as I was, but 
she said I had such a look of determination in me. Good job really, I was going to need all the mental, physical & 
emotional strength to get through the long hours ahead. I was also going to need all that from my crew & boy did 
they deliver!! 
 
Glencoe to Kinlochleven 
Carolyn had said they would meet me at Altnafaed at the bottom of the Devil. Jim was to walk with me to the top. I 
know she was really worried letting me leave Glencoe. I wished that she had taken the little detour to the 
Kingshouse hotel, as by the time I got there I was managing a jog and feeling much better. Maureen kept me going 
with tales of capsizing boats and her marathon running. Altnafaed came quicker than I thought & I arrived there 
feeling pretty good, all things considered. I was tired yes but I was sure that if I could get over the Devil to 
Kinlochleven (KLL) I could get to the end. Carolyn met me and Ann Marie (my 2nd support runner) was there. A 
quick Hi and I was off up the Devil, leaving Jim & Jennifer to catch up. Jennifer caught me up and shoved a rice in 
my hand with orders to eat ! Also got a choc milkshake on board. Jim caught up and set of in front at a cracking 
pace. I dutifully followed. I was hoping that he could get me to the top in time for me to get to the pump house at 
KLL before it was dark. At the top he informed me that he coming all the way over with me. I was really pleased as I 
was again starting to struggle and was becoming incredibly tired. As we made our way down from the top in the 
fading light, things began to get a bit strange. As we approached a pile of rocks I saw someone in a yellow jacket 
sitting waving at me! I stopped dead and stared. It turned out to be a jacket that had been left on a small cairn, held 
down by a few stones. Over the next hour I was see several things that weren’t necessarily there. Crates, hotels, 
sheep, goats… I was now pretty much out on my feet & gingerly stumbling along behind Jim. We finally descended 
the path alongside the Pipes & entered KLL. A short walk around to the community centre and we were there. I was 
done in. I needed to rest and told my crew that wanted 30 minutes sleep. Carolyn seemed pleased with that. Off 
came the shoes and jackets, the buff covered my eyes and I lay down on one of the mattresses in the gym hall. I 
was asleep in seconds. 
Suddenly there was a piercing bright light…. No I wasn’t dead, Carolyn had removed the buff. “ Come on” she said 
“Lets go get this goblet”. “Goblin, what goblin” I am told I replied! I have no memory of this conversation!! So up I 
got and started to get ready. Carolyn handed me a pot of porridge that I played around with like a surly toddler, just 
dipping in the tip of the spoon. “You’re not leaving till at least half of that has been eaten” I was told. So half of pot 
forced down, half a can of Red Bull, a mini Twix and a bottle of flat coke. It was time to go get the Goblin!! 
 
Kinlochleven to Fort William 
It was with very tired sore feet that I trudged out of the comforting warmth of the KLL Community centre & into the 
night with Maureen & Ann Marie. My feet now felt like I had cuts all over them. I knew that first we would make the 
long steep climb out onto Lharig Moor. Surprisingly I was ok with this. I had reached the point where the climbs 
were my friends and the downs and flats the enemy. We slowly but steadily climbed the stony path. Eventually we 
reached the top and I looked around. The scene was incredible. The mist was over the Loch and the town. The 
twinkling lights of KLL made it look as if it was a small harbour. It was stunning. And I would never have seen it in 
normal circumstances. Very memorable. Very emotional. 
Out on the Way my two trusty supporters were brilliantly cajoling me along. Chatting away, making sure I ate & 
drank at regular intervals. Even coaxing me into a few downhill shuffles. Then, off in the distance we could see a 
few lights. I realised in was The Wilderness Rescue team. I explained their role to the girls. As we approached we 
were greeted by 2 border collies, who had far too much energy for that time of the morning. We had a chat with the 
guys & had our photo taken. They really are stars, staying out there from 1st runner through to last.. On we went up 
and down, up and down as the Way goes. Rounding right hand bends to be greeted by more of the same. The 2nd 
Wilderness Team were met and soon we were descending down to the sheep pens. Here the Way becomes very 



rocky and my feet were burning. I was taking every chance to put them through the puddles to try and let the water 
cool them down. This bit seemed to go on forever. Lundavra was never coming. I was getting very tired again. I 
was trying to focus on the now as every time I thought of the finish at Fort William my eyes would tear up. Finally 
the sight of smoke meant that Lundavra was close. Then I saw Carolyn’s red jacket and my heart & spirit rose. We 
had not planned to meet here. But I’m so glad they decided to come out. I arrived at the checkpoint and got a big 
hug. I knew for certain now that nothing was going to stop me making Fort William. 
Jennifer brought me soup as I sat with Carolyn. I think I had another choc milkshake. Then I was ready for the last, 
final push through Glen Nevis. Jim, Jennifer, Maureen, Ann Marie walked with me to the top of the fist climb. Then 
Jim & Jennifer returned to Carolyn at the camper for the drive to the finish, leaving me to carry on with Maureen & 
Ann Marie for company. By now I was walking all the way. The downs and flats were burning my feet. The ups were 
still very kind to me and I was glad when we were climbing. I had forgotten how long this last section seems. I knew 
that once I got to the forest and then to logged area we were nearly home. But this seemed to take an eternity. I 
had to keep stopping & every time I did the girls would force me to eat & drink. I think they had been given strict 
instructions! Finally we were through the forest and emerged to the logged clearing. It’s like an apocalyptic movie 
scene & the path is like a scar winding through & up the far end. Carolyn remarked later that it’s a shame that we 
will never see that part covered in deep forest again in our lifetime! I glad I had seen it a few years ago when we 
walked here. So across the valley & up the steep ascent. This was actually rather good. I knew that at the top of 
this climb was the service road that began the final descent to the Braveheart car park. I felt elated at the top. We 
made our way down the twisting, rocky path. The stones were jagging my feet like knives and the bottom of my shin 
was swollen & sore. Again I had to stop several times. Again I was given choc milk & Mrs Tilly’s fudge. Down we 
went and were passed by Siousxie & Joopsy on their way up for a Sunday run! They wished me well & we 
continued down. Finally we met the road at the bottom & turned towards the car park. This seemed never ending. 
As we walked along I heard running steps behind us. Looking round I spotted Ada Stewart & her crew running 
passed. Remarkable. The last I had seen of Ada, she was in a lot of pain leaving Lundavra. Good to see she had 
recovered. I was also a tad jealous that she could manage a run. For me it wasn’t happening! At last we passed 
through the car park and out onto the main road. I’ve always found this a bit of an inauspicious end to the WHW but 
today it was “The Glory Road”. I was now moving faster and soon the 30 sign was in sight. Finally my thoughts 
turned to the finish & I started to get a wee bit emotional. We rounded the bend & the houses were there. I could 
see the Woollen Mill sign and then I saw a red jacket. It was Carolyn. She was there to walk me in. We had a huge 
hug, kiss & wee bit of a cry. Then we held hands & walked the last hundred or so yards to the community Centre. 
There she let go as I got to the open door to be met by Ian.  
A big manly handshake & the race was officially finished. 31hrs 38mins 34secs. 
Carolyn came over & at that point all thoughts of trying to contain my tears went out the window & we cried. What a 
journey we had all had. A final weigh in completed the formalities. 
There followed hugs & handshakes from all my crew and loads of other old friends & new ones. 
 
Post Race 
After a shower, coffee & a wonderful calf massage it was time to head to the B&B for a quick kip before the 
presentation at midday. I crashed out for about an hour & then we headed to the Nevis Centre. This was a 
wonderful end to the race with everyone getting there goblet individually. First up was the race winner. Terry 
Conway ran an incredible 15hrs 39mins to set a new course record. Given the conditions this was astounding & I 
can’t even contemplate running that fast! 
I watched as friends Mike, Andy & Vikki all received their prizes. Then it was my turn & it was amazing to be 
applauded all the way up to meet John Kynaston who presented me with my own crystal goblet. It still makes me 
very emotional. Afterwards there were photos and hugs & handshakes again. 
We returned to the B&B for another sleep before heading into town for food & a few beers. We met lots of WHW 
Family members in The Nevis Bar & chatted long into the night. Everyone had a different tale to tell about their 
adventure along the Way.  
 
Final Thoughts 



172 runners started out from Milngavie in atrocious conditions. 119 managed to get to Fort William. I feel very 
privileged to have been one of them. Those that didn’t make it cannot be hard on themselves as the conditions 
were terrible for most of the day. To have even tried is a testament to the hardiness of the Ultra runner. 
Ian, Sean, John & all of the marshals, helpers, volunteers made this weekend something special & I thank them all 
for their time & effort. This race could not exist without you all. 
My biggest thanks have to go to my crew. They got me to Fort William when the odds were against me. Jim & 
Jennifer were stars with the camper providing hot food, support, encouragement & Jim leading over the Devil into 
KLL when all about me was turning weird. Ann Marie for supporting from KLL. Thank you for keeping me awake, 
moving , fed & fuelled. Maureen was fantastic. She covered almost 30 miles when originally I had asked her to run 
14. She kept me going brilliantly over the top half of the race. I know her time will come in this race. She may not 
think so but I’m quietly confident & my support will be there when the time comes. 
Finally Carolyn, my wife to be in 11 weeks. This race has consumed our lives for the last year. I would never have 
made the start line without her help, let alone got to the finish. I cannot thank her enough. I love her to bits & can’t 
wait till September when we marry. Now we can concentrate on the Wedding! 
I’m not going to analyse the race to much. I started, I finished. For me that’s job done. I won’t run it again as I feel 
that this weekend was so special, any other wouldn’t compare. I will be back though to support anyone wishing to 
run this wonderful race or to help out in any way I can. 
I joined a new family this weekend & I am very proud to be part of The West Highland Way Family. 
 
I’d finally like to thank everyone who donated to The Stroke Association. It looks like I will have raised about 1200 
pounds when it’s all totted up. So a massive thank you! 
 
Now I’m going to go back to looking at my Goblet. It’s wonderful ! 


