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West Highland Way Race 2013 – race report 
“The West Highland Way Race: 95 miles, 14,760ft of ascent…one incredible 
experience” 
 
Ramblings and reminiscences from the back of the pack 
 
Before I started writing this, I re-read the profile piece that I submitted before the race. I said 
“I truly have no idea if I can make it to the finish at Fort William. My aim is simple – just to 
finish within the 35 hour cut-off. Second aim – finish and not be too trashed! As ever, I am in 
awe of anyone who has ever taken part in the WHW. I never thought I’d be lining up to give it 
a go and hope to have a great experience – whatever happens.” 
 
All three aims achieved! No words to describe how I feel – or rather too many words. A 
month on from the race and I am still on a high and still have to pinch myself – and look at 
my goblet – to realise that I finished this. Ecstatic, happy, grateful (to all who contributed to 
the event and my preparation for it), proud (of everyone involved in the event)…the list goes 
on. 
 
It all started so differently though. Week before the race and my support crew plans were in 
a bit of flux (i.e. one person down). Helped out of that hole by Robin Wombill who 
‘volunteered’ his mate, Andy and am forever grateful to them. Friday 21 June dawned and I 
felt awful. Had a pounding headache and felt so, so tired. Mid afternoon and was seriously 
thinking about not pitching up at the start line. Took paracetamol and got on with kit-packing 
and texting support crew etc. Slight chaos as partner, Neil, and I both packing for the race 
and dividing up various energy bars, cooked sweet potato mash etc (the chaos would come 
back to haunt me in the race). 
 

 
 
Pre-start—made it to registration, still feeling rubbish. Nerves? Kitted up in the rain, Vaseline 
on feet. Priority was to try and minimise blister problems during the race. Joined the throng 
on the start line, questioning my sanity and telling myself ‘just see how far you can get’. 
Chatted hesitantly to a few folk, including Stan Bland (nice to meet you, Stan, thank you for 
being supportive) and then it all becomes very real as we’re off trotting through the tunnel 
and up the steps. 
 
Start to Drymen—not a good time to find out that the headtorch used in training sessions 
with no problem has become very dim! Concentrate on not falling over small stones. 
Runners being supportive and pointing out holes etc. Surreal running through the pitch black 
in the rain and then turning onto road again into the blaze of car headlights, nice to see 
people though. Keep thinking of Fiona Rennie’s words about not thinking too far ahead and 



2 
 

just to the next checkpoint, it helps. Fall in for a while with a runner called Shelley and meet 
Stan Bland again. Am going slow and steady so fall behind Stan and then stop behind a 
convenient bush and then meet up with Shelley again. 
 
Drymen to Balmaha—arrive to see my support driver, Fiona. She checks I’m OK, I snaffle 
some food and trot off again, feeling more hopeful but still being cautious about pace. Misty 
over Conic but loch comes into view and spirits lift again. Robin welcomes me at Balmaha 
checkpoint and I find Fiona with supplies. Chaos of packing two kits comes back to haunt me 
as I realise my electrolytes are not in my car; other support crews rally round and offer spare 
supplies (again, thank you to everyone). Robin sees me still pussyfooting about the car park 
and tells me to get out of there. I go. 
 
Balmaha to Rowardennan—this is embarrassing but somewhere around Sallochy I go the 
wrong way. How?? I have run this route several times in training and in two Flings! How? I 
still don’t know but in retracing my steps I compound the mistake and get even more lost! I 
end up losing nearly 30 minutes of time and I had only given myself narrow margins of 
comfort anyway on the cut-offs. For the first time, I start to panic about not making the cut-off 
times and get so angry that I might have to tell people I failed not because of injury or 
exhaustion or something like that but because I got lost!! 
 
Rowardennan to Inversnaid—make it to Rowardennan to find Fiona and a sweeper waiting 
for me. Quick change of socks (am soaked from splashing through edge of loch and long 
swampy grass), snaffle more food and am off. Sweeper kindly tells me not to panic along 
this section as I am actually making good progress but I’m putting in more effort that I 
wanted to at this point to make up lost time. I also realise that my drop-bag for I’snaid is still 
in the boot of the car – in the pre-race nerves situation, neither my support crew nor I got it 
into the van. Series of small disasters from head-torch to electrolytes and getting lost and 
drop-bag all ganging up to convince me the enterprise is doomed! 
 
Inversnaid to Bein Glas—at I’snaid, the marshalls let me rifle through the left-overs of other 
runners’ bags and I scavenge a few bits and pieces (thank you other runners for not eating 
your entire drop-bag). Meet runner Graeme Hewitson in the marshalls’ tent and he is having 
a torrid time (so glad to see he got his much deserved finish) and then I push on, catching 
Jim Drummond on the route and chumming him for a while. George and Karen are waiting 
for us stragglers a wee while out from Bein Glas and a little convoy of me, Jim, Graeme, 
George, Karen and sweepers trot along. 
 
Bein Glas to Auchtertyre—make the cut-off time at Bein Glas but realise I need to push on to 
Auchtertyre. Food and supplies from Fiona and I take off, apologising to Jim but I feel the 
need to get moving to feel mentally more at ease. Pass a runner before the cattle creep who 
is calling it a day, really feel for her and hope she makes it next year. Meet George and 
Karen again at the A82 crossing, road is busy but they send me safely on my way and I 
make the cut-off with 10 mins to spare!! Have lost a wee bit of weight but not much so two 
bits of good news. Three when I realise I have lost the sweepers a long while back. Four bits 
when I meet my support runner Andy – for the first time!! The guy has volunteered to run 
with a sweaty, smelly woman he’s never met who is probably not going to be at her best 
(mentally or physically)  - the man is a hero! 
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Auchtertyre to Bridge of Orchy—press on to Tyndrum where Fiona has a cup of coffee 
waiting for me, the first hot drink since the start of the race. She is going to run with me to 
Bridge of Orchy. Set off up the hill, coffee in hand, late afternoon sun comes out, have 
company and things are looking brighter. If I can make the cut-off time, things will become a 
lot easier – I can stop worrying quite so much. Fi and I trot off in the sunshine towards the 
station. 
 
Bridge of Orchy to Glencoe—run into Bridge of Orchy and the lovely marshalls tell me I look 
very fresh! Think they are being kind but it’s nice to hear. It’s 6.30pm – 30 mins to spare! ☺ I 
take a bit of time to change socks and slap some compeeds on my feet to help stave off 
blisters, eat well and then Fi and I trot off again to meet Andy and the car at Inveroran, over 
Jelly Baby Hill (another thank you for a cheery face and encouragement). Say cheerio to Fi 
here and Andy takes over support runner. As we will reach Glencoe in dusk and temperature 
will fall, we jacket up for the moor. We meet up again with Shelley – last seen in the early 
hours of the morning at Drymen and with George and Karen again – the guys are amazing! 
We walk into Glencoe together thinking about hot chips from the café only to discover it has 
closed! Hey ho. Borrow a pin from marshalling team and despatch a couple of serious 
blisters before slapping on more compeed and Vaseline and new socks. Headtorch on and 
we’re off again after a reasonable break. 
 
Glencoe to Kinlochleven—bit of a shuffling walk now, it’s dark and I’ve got the pathetic 
headtorch light again but at least Andy’s is producing a serious beam. Cautious up and over 
the Devil’s Staircase as I worry about turning an ankle (still not thinking about a finish but 
trying to at least prevent a silly accident). On the long descent down the other side, still 
gingerly, we pass the Mountain Rescue team camped out in the dark and the mist (another 
thank you due here for encouragement). The community centre at Kinlochleven is a sight for 
sore eyes in the early morning of Sunday (and nearly an hour under the cut-off now). Really 
enjoy using a proper loo and the washbasin and change my clothes and socks (again!!) and 
put on more compeed. The joke is that my feet are now more compeed than skin. Weight is 
fine so after another reasonable break (I know, pussyfooting about and if I got in and out of 
checkpoints more quickly, I’d improve my time but I was still going for the slow and steady 
approach to max out the chances of finishing). By now, I still have 8 hours in which to get to 
Fort William. For the first time, this seems ‘do-able’ and I’m thinking about finishing! 
 
Kinlochleven to Fort William—off up the hill and as Andy and I cross the Lairig Mor, the 
heavens open. It is torrential and cold and I lose my earlier optimism (probably due to 
tiredness) and think about sitting down and having a hissy fit. Why the rain now? Thankful 
we had the waterproofs still with us, we push on to Lundavra. Fiona meets us for the final 
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stock up on food and water, the rain’s off and we’re off again with a renewed sense of 
purpose and a will to get this thing finished! (I checked my split time from Lundavra to FW – I 
was the 115 fastest person over that section (out of the 149 finishers). I really got a wiggle 
on after Lundavra – why the heck didn’t I do that before it?? Hindsight is wonderful, eh? If I’d 
pushed earlier on, maybe I would have injured myself or had nothing left for the final push?) 
 
We reach the fire track and start a gentle jog downhill. I find my phone to call Neil and 
discover that, having finished his race with a sub-21 hour PB the night before, he is walking 
up from Braveheart car park to try and meet us. Hugs all round when we meet halfway down 
the track and I introduce Andy, the guy who has spent the past 15-odd hours supporting me 
in this epic adventure and we try to jog down the track and swap stories of our respective 
races at the same time. At the car park, Fiona is there with the car and Andy and I trot past 
whilst Neil and his support runner, Matt, pile in with Fi to get to the finish line. 
 
I just can’t manage to run all the way from Braveheart to the leisure centre so Andy and I 
walk over the mini roundabout (sign up that says 400 metres to go) and start jogging again 
at the hedge and across the car park to a ‘flying finish’ under the arch. We’re met by Neil and 
his support crew, Matt and Kay, and my stalwart driver and runner, Fiona. I almost cannot 
believe that I have done it. I have made it from Milngavie to Fort William in 33 hours. 
 

 
 
The WHW Race website says “Essentially the object of the West Highland Way Race is 
simple. You start at Milngavie Railway Station at 1am on Saturday 22nd June 2013 & 
run/jog/walk to Fort William Leisure Centre by noon on the Sunday 23rd June 2013, 35 
hours to cover 95 miles.”.  Essentially simple but I was never totally confident that I could do 
it. I can’t speak highly enough of my brilliant trainer, Brian Fernie, for the fantastic endurance 
programme through which he coached me (and no hallucinations en route so it kept me 
strong – although I’m curious about what I might have hallucinated!). 
 
I had about an hour to shower and wash my hair (I won’t go so far as to say ‘look 
presentable’ but I didn’t want to smell too bad) and get to prize-giving. I was ecstatic. When 
Adrian called out my name, I couldn’t stop smiling as I was handed my goblet. It was an epic 
weekend and I have so many memories that will stay with me. More than a race, it was an 
experience and an adventure. WHW Family – you are incredible. In the words of Vinnie 
Jones, “It’s been emotional”. 
 


