
 
 

 

“NEVER LOOK BACK, ONLY LOOK FORWARDS!” 

 

As I stood ready at the start of this years WHW race I knew I was about to undergo the 

toughest physical challenge I had set myself…EVER! I considered myself lucky to be 

there in so many ways. For a 4 month period at the end of 2012 and into 2013 I had 

struggled with my health. Still not sure what it was that I had been suffering from but 

docs put it down to some viral infection which seen me tired, lethargic, courses of 

antibiotics/penicillin and a real drop in quality training. Health problems therefore seen 

me pulling out in advance of the Perth 100k and the London marathon. I had always set 

my sights on the Highland Fling in April as a tester of where I was in the build up to the 

full WHW race so I was determined to get to the start line of that one. As it happened I 

fully enjoyed the Fling even although it was my first long run over 10 miles since 

October 2012!! So the decision was made to fully commit to the WHW race and so 

standing at the start line with 181 other runners in Milngavie at 1am was, although 

exciting, I had a sense of calmness and never felt nervous as I was of the mind set that 

only injury or race abandonment would stop me getting to that finish in Fort 

William…..albeit a staggering 96 miles on some of the most testing terrain!! Race 

briefing was good and was delivered by Ian Beattie to the ears of those waiting for the 

off. A special message from an old friend, Fiona Rennie, was read out. ☺ 

 

 

 

Mingavie To Balamaha (19miles) 

As the start was triggered with the starting horn 

from Ian Beattie we were off into the darkness. 

Head torches were the order of the day so it was 

a stage of concentrating where I was going in 

the torch light. Had decided that all uphills 

would be walked and running only on the flats 

and downhills. Seen my back up of Magoo at 

around 13-14 miles, in Garadhban forest car 

park. Still dark at this point when I stopped at 

the car for a quick coffee and roll but wasn’t 

feeling too good at this point. Magoo quickly 

found out that an open mind and to expect the 

unexpected was going to be the order of the day 

as I quickly squatted at his feet under the cover 

of the car boot and proceeded to pee!! With the way he moved his legs then I expect 

the spattering he got was a bit of a surprise at 3am!! Anyway I quickly moved on for 

the next few miles and was soon at the foot of the famous Conic Hill. Worked up the 



climb in the mist and half light and was soon at the top point where I was greeted by 

Lintie and Loondod. ☺ Coming off the hill isn’t as easy with steps and steep downhill 

to negotiate but soon I was on to the forest trail heading for the first checkpoint of the 

day at Balmaha car park. Checked in and then sat down at the back up car with 

Magoo who was still drying his legs!!! It was at this point that the dreaded doubt 

demons started to niggle as Magoo asked me how I was feeling. 19 miles in and a 

mind-blowing 77 to go!! WTF…..had a forced rice pudding with some water, 

replenished the bottles, then as Magoo obviously seen the look in my eyes and asked 

if I was ok, I replied ‘Yes’ but with tears in my eyes I set off out of the car park to 

head for Rowardennan. This was going to hurt and I think it was at that point, 

knowing all the stages that lay ahead, that I realised how much of a test this was going 

to be. Wasn’t going to quit tho’ as I wasn’t injured and I am sure nobody had said that 

the race had been abandoned!  

 

Balmaha to Rowardenan – (8miles) 

Started to feel nauseous soon into this section but after a small stop at the shingly 

beach I felt much better. Bit of an undulating section with a few stiff wee climbs but 

started to slowly enjoy it now and although it took me nearly the full section to down 

one solitary corned beef roll by the time I rolled into Rowardennan I was in  a better 

place. I now had got my mental focus in place for what was to come. Bit of a good 

checkpoint knowing those 27 miles had been done. Full change of clothes at this point 

with dry shoes as well. Rain was teeming down at this point but wasn’t really as 

bothered about this as was Magoo with his midgie net on!!! 

 

Rowardennan to Beinglas farm (14miles) 

Believed to be one of the toughest sections as terrain can be telling but knew what 

was ahead. Spent time running with Scott Talling from Cornwall and this helped to 

pass the time in conversation. We were soon rolling into the half way point of the 

section at Inversnaid hotel. This was a drop bag area so again had a rice pudding, 

energy bar and was soon off with a banana in my hand…not sure if I ate it but it was 

reassuring to be holding it just in case someone jumped out of Rob Roys cave at me!! 

Bit of a technical section here with narrow path, boulders and tree roots to contend 

with. Enjoyed this section and as I came over the hill with a couple of miles to go I 

was aware of maybe starting to feel to good at this point. Met Lintie and Loondod 

again, this time at Darios post. With the words from them both that, “the race doesn’t 

start ‘til Bridge of Orchy!” (60mile point!!!) then I realised I had better start taking it 

easy and start to conserve some energy. Into next checkpoint of Beinglas and met 

Magoo and a couple of friends, Sarah and Gerry, who had committed to helping me in 

my support. ☺ Back into the chair and was starting to feel really good about it 

all…even if I wasn’t half way yet!! Forced some food down, replenished the haribos 

and water and after a sock change I was off heading for Auchtertyre. 

 

Beinglas to Auchtertyre (10miles) 

Was still feeling good at this point and I felt this was a really strong section. Magoo, 

Sarah and Gerry were going to climb up from Crainlarich to meet me so I was looking 

forward to that. I was dreading the underfoot conditions at ‘Cow Patt alley’ but as I 

got there…surprise, surprise…no cows and best of all…no Cow Patts!!...result! ☺ 

Seen Magoo and co’ in the distance as I approached the big gate above Crainlarich 

and was soon having a wee chat with them as they stood with their midgie nets on. 

Met HappyGrr there and had a wee hug and chat with him before once again setting 



off into the ‘rollercoaster’ section before Auchtertyre. Was reassuring this section as I 

was now feeling good compared with a few months previous when I was really 

hurting at this point on the down hills during the Fling. Before I knew it I was 

crossing the main road with a mile to go to the checkpoint and some much 

appreciated flat tarmac. Into Auchtertyre, feeling in my element and preparing for the 

first of the ‘weigh in’ checks. Weight had dropped 1.2kgs but not alarmingly 

significant as I was ushered out and into the welcome seat of the support crew. Again 

forced some grub down and yet again another corned beef roll to nurse through the 

following miles!  

 

Auchtertyre to Bridge of Orchy – (10miles) 

Was feeling great at this point and soon was going through Tyndrum, crossing the 

main road to see my support crew sitting waiting for me to pass. (note the death grip 

on the corned beef roll still in my hand after 3 miles!!) 

 

 

 

A quick chat and a refill of the bottles 

then I headed off. I enjoyed this section 

but how quickly that can change!! Plan 

was to run solo over the Devils staircase 

then have support from Kinlochleven to 

the finish. As I left Tyndrum to Bridge of 

Orchy this was still the plan but this was 

going to change further on!! For the next 

few miles I felt happy skipping along with 

just the focus of getting to Bridge Of 

Orchy. Scenery is stunning here, the 

weather was changeable…..raining heavy 

one minute then the next warm, but 

overall it was alright conditions. Rolled 

into next checkpoint and it was here I 

caught up with Minty and Julia…and so 

began the game of cat and mouse over the 

next few sections with Minty!! Arriving at 

this checkpoint a quick change of socks, shoes, more food and then I was off again. 

My checkpoint card was recorded by another Fetchie, Ultracat….. Always nice to see 

familiar faces. ☺ 

 

 

Bridge of Orchy to Glencoe  - (14miles) 

A stiff little climb out and I realised I was getting warm. I stopped to take of my 

waterproofs (god knows why I had them on in the first place!!!) and I soon reached 

Murdos jelly baby hill. A quick chat and a few jelly babies and I was off.  I was 

beginning to feel something was not right, as they say in ultra running ‘where there is 

highs - there can be lows.’ Upon getting to the start of Rannoch moor I was not 

feeling my happy skip along self. It was here something strange happened…..I fell 

asleep on my feet!!! The only way I can describe it is my brain shut down and my 

eyes closed for that split second……shit what was happening?!?!?... oh no the 

tiredness was hitting home now. I looked at a small patch of grass at the side of the 



track and thought, ‘I could nap there!’…and then some nice runner would come along 

and wake me up, right??? Nicola your talking shit!.... get a move on and keep 

focused!!! It was here I power walked passed two men and they asked how I was 

feeling. I replied I was struggling, looking for some sympathy in my tired haze. 

Instead of sympathy however, one of them replied, “Aren’t we all struggling!!” he 

then said “look forwards not backwards! It was then I realised I needed to be positive 

to get through to the end. Duncan had mentioned at the last checkpoint he would 

come out to meet be on Rannoch moor and sure enough he came bounding towards 

me. I told him I was starting to have doubts with my sorry wee face looking for him to 

agree to finish…..but he was having none of it!!  I tried my grump routine but it did 

not wash. After a quick pep talk we headed off focussed on the next checkpoint. It 

was around here that Minty rolled past me in a steady jog! I must have lapsed into one 

of those millisecond naps as he went by ‘cos if I had noticed as he drew level then I 

am sure I would have rugby tackled the bugger! Lol. ☺ Glencoe came after another 

few miles, my wee grump face had been left behind on the moor. I brightened up as it 

was nice to see Gerry and Sarah ready for my arrival. A short stop here for new socks, 

food and water again and I was off with Duncan promising to meet me on the 

approach to Kinlochleven as he was going to run out to meet me again…..that made 

me feel better as I was beginning to panic that it might get dark before I arrived at 

Kinlochleven!! � 

 

Glencoe to Kinlochleven – (10miles) 

Leaving Glencoe I had my happy face on again. The main task here was to get to 

Kinlochleven before dark. Heading past Kingshouse hotel I could see the dark clouds 

forming and a dark weather front pushing towards the Devils staircase but it was 

pretty amazing and a spectacular sight…..threatening yet exciting! I was feeling good 

again with a mixture of running, jogging, shuffling power walking moving forward. I 

could see Minty ahead with Julia so that became a focus…..I soon passed him and 

continued to power walk/jog as I approached the Devils. I gave myself a target of 30 

mins to get up to the top and I did not care if that was a good time or not but it was 

still a small target to get my mind focussed. Weaving up the zig-zag path it was hard 

work. Stopping for short breaks regularly as my heart was pounding hard! Getting to 

the top was great and a quick look back at the view….amazing!!  

 

 

Then headed down the long 

winding trail to 

Kinlocleven…..DID I 

MENTION THIS WAS 

LONG?...NEVER ENDING IS 

THE TRUE DESCRIPTION!!! 

Then that bugger Minty 

whizzed passed with 

Spicedapple supporting 

him……..again the feeling to 

rugby tackle him to the ground 

was apparent but I managed to 

control my emotions enough to 

wish him well and well done!!...I’m a lying bitch when tired and knackered!! ☺ The 

decent was playing a bit on my knees but it felt ok as it started to level out. I kept 



going best I could knowing  Magoo would be coming up from Kinlochleven to meet 

me, he knew I was freaking out a bit in case darkness came when I was on this 

section. He would get driven to Kinlochleven after getting his car dropped at Fort 

William. A few miles down and there he was, bounding towards me. My spirits lifted 

as we headed off together for the long decent into Kinlochleven. I was feeling good as 

we just got in when it was dark. A quick weigh in….no problems…..checked in with 

the timing chip and we headed outside to see Sarah and Gerry waiting by the car. I 

thanked them for the helping out as the original plan would be for them to head back 

home at this point before dark. They were enjoying the experience now tho’ so they 

were keen to head to Fort William to await our arrival and as back in case of 

emergency……that was good to hear and reassuring. ☺ 

 

 

 

Kinlochlven to Fort 

William – (15miles) 

The last section…..nearly 

home!! 

Heading out from the 

checkpoint onto the road we 

found the small opening 

heading up the climb in the 

dark….my mood changed 

quickly!!.... Grump 

alert!!…I don’t remember 

this being so hilly!…I don’t 

remember all these stones!.... the moans continued…. ‘are we at the top yet?’ By now 

I was starting to hallucinate!! The small stones I kept tripping over had faces on 

them??? I even seen a white dolls house at the side of the track but it was just a large 

stone!!! I let out a scream at one point as things at the side of the track were moving!! 

WTF was going on here?!? When I looked down the ground was moving!..... I was so 

concentrated on looking at where I was going and avoiding tripping and it was taking 

its toll. Another trip on a stone sent me into a tirade of abuse at one of the stones with 

faces!!!!! “F****** stones F*** off!!!! 

Duncan reminded at this point that I was losing it…yip after nearly 90 miles I think 

that would be allowed!!! Further up my moans continued…. ‘How long ‘til 

Lundavra?’….then it was repeated again and again and again!! Duncan says I started 

gabbling about Irn bru as Jeff (wilderness response) had handed this out at the Devils 

race the year before. For the best part of the section form Kinlochleven that’s all I 

spoke about! Finally we came across Jeff and my first words were “have you got any 

Irn bru?”…..only to be told I have sugar free cola or tizer!!!…WTF!****!!  Lol. ☺ In 

my sleep deprived tired haze I thanked 

him for the tizer and we headed off. 

 

 

 I chewed Duncans ear till we got to 

Lundavra!! ☺…trying to stop at every 

opportunity!! Thought I was hearing 

things as began to hear loud music 

through the darkness. Then we came 



across a party!!!.....music and a bonfire…how nice! It was a great feeling knowing we 

had not far to go and after a never ending few miles finally we came out into a 

clearing….we were on the long decent into Fort William….at last!! …but it went on 

for ever and again I chewed Duncans ear as to where the car park was!! He suggested 

if we started to run this section we could do sub 28 hr….whit???....the look I gave him 

must have got the message across as he went quiet!! By now my feet were like 

mashed potato and getting painful and even walking was getting sore. We carried on 

and I asked for him to hold my hand……awwww…. it was nice knowing we were 

nearly there. At last we came to the road. It was now getting light and we came to the 

small roundabout. It dawned on me here that it was a race I was in so I broke into a 

small shuffle…..and finally the leisure centre…into the car park and seen the finish 

gantry…. ☺ ☺ ….. the relief was immense. I felt emotional and was sooooo glad to 

finish. Gerry and Sarah were there and managed to capture some photos….. 

 

…..what a journey it was…both physical and emotional. It’s hard to find the words to 

describe the experience. I have relived the race everyday in my mind and feel an 

immense sense of achievement. I know going across 

Rannoch moor that I swore to myself that I was never 

doing it again…..and I repeated that to Duncan 

umpteen times over Lairig Mor…but the day after my 

thought turned to “I could do that again maybe not 

next year but another year!”…… I can’t wait! ☺ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The End!!... ..stinking of piss, shit and 

sweat!!!....but who cares!!?? ☺ 10 minutes 

after this photo I was in a sleeping bag in 

the back of the car…..content smile on my 

face and drifting off into a land of hills, 

rocks and pain…….Zzzzzzzzz. ☺ 


