
EVMC  Wainwrights Relay – Team A 

1 - Me, Ross Bell, Scott Morley 

Words by Jamie Partridge 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainrights Leg 1

Route Summary
Total Distance 36.47 km (22.66 mi)

Elevation 78 m at lowest point

608 m at highest point

Total Ascent 1914 m

Elevation Profile
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Leg 1 

It had taken months in the planning, countless recces, and even some nifty excel coding to get 
us to this point. I’m in the campsite at Stonethwaite. The tents are pitched ready for our leg 1 
finish, and Logistics Master Gary is about to provide our shuttle to Moot Hall for 6pm.  

…But where was Ross? Our ever-reliable friend was to join me and Scott on the glorious starting 
leg in 40 minutes. And he’s nowhere to be seen. 

I turn my head just in time to 
glimpse the white tail of a ford 
fiesta flash past the campsite 
entrance. Ross, as I feared, is on 
his way to Seathwaite.  

As luck would have it, the work 
mobile was still in my car and 
registered to the only available 
network in the valley. Contact 
made, suspicions confirmed, and 
with Ross on his way back to the 
campsite, the first blunder was 
narrowly avoided.  

We’re now winding our way past 
2 - Tents pitched and ready Derwent water in the car with

Gary and Kate when it transpires 
that Ross hasn’t eaten since lunch. He gratefully accepts the brunch bar I offer but rejects the 
cold pizza.  

There’s a buzz of nervous energy as most of the team meet us at Moot Hall. Tracker’s switched 
on, photos taken, clock strikes 6 and we’re off. Thankfully Scott knows the way as I overshoot 
the ginnel through the high street in all the excitement. It’s a hot start, and we’re making the 
most of it because we’ve seen the forecast for the next few days. Ross’ top is off before we even 
get to Latrigg. We’re following Steve Birkinshaw’s route using his schedule of splits, and heck he 
didn’t half set off fast. Spurred on by Penrith’s acclaimed Ron Kenyon and wife Chris at the top 
of High Rigg, doing everything we can to claw on to the pace.  

17km later, after a considerable slog up to High Seat via Bleaberry fell, Ross’ lack of nutritional 
foresight was starting to take its toll.  

 “We’re almost half-way!” I exclaim optimistically. 

Ross doesn’t share my optimism, realising that his 99kcal dinner was insufficient. He makes a 
wise decision to forego the upcoming 20km of bog, bracken and river, and bids us farewell. He 
peers over the horizon working out how to get back. 

Me and Scott exchange a glance but say nothing. This does not bode well for the next 100 miles 
and 50+ Wainwright summits we’re due to be bagging as a trio in the next few days. We both 
know I’ve only just recovered a sprained ankle, and chances are it’ll roll again. Lucky for us 
though Scott’s a machine. So on we run, plunging through the sapping Armboth moss into the  
fading light. 



We descend into darkness, scratching our way through head-high bracken back into Borrowdale 
on a less-than-optimal line. Scott locates a dubious stretch of the Derwent to cross and 
thankfully the river lets us pass. Castle crag is our last summit, and I am fully ready to hunker 
down in the tent now. I can’t imagine, as Steve must have experienced, how it must have felt to 
know that my next full night’s sleep would be a week away. 

Two headtorches shine 
down the end of the lane 
where our friends John 
Howarth and Heather Guy 
are waiting for us, 
wrapped up and ready for 
the nightshift ahead. 
We’re down on schedule, 
and they’ve been there a 
while. But no time is lost in 
transition; the baton is 
passed and they’re away. 
The weather has turned, 
and I don’t envy them as 
they head up into the 
Borrowdale fells for leg 2. 

NB 

Later, we would learn that Ross did indeed make it back home. But not before a precarious drive 
along Derwent, tired and hungry. The staff at a Keswickian takeaway no doubt got a surprise 
when a hypoglycaemic man stumbled through the doors, unable to form the words for his order. 
Fortunately, they were straight on it and got a can of coke down him. That sorted him out!  

4 - Somewhere on Armboth 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainrights leg 4

Route Summary
Total Distance 35.98 km (22.36 mi)

Elevation 61 m at lowest point

893 m at highest point

Total Ascent 2528 m

Elevation Profile

Route Card
# OS Grid Ref Dist from start Latitude Longitude Elevation

1 NY 085 153 0 km 54° 31' 29" N 3° 24' 53" W 114 m

2 NY 139 041 35.98 km 54° 25' 32" N 3° 19' 38" W 74 m

Distance from previous: 35.98 km

2 of 2



Leg 4 

As I lie in my tent and watch the poles bend concerningly in the wind, I wonder how the others 
are getting on. Two different teams have been battling on overnight and now it’s time to get up 
and head to our changeover point in Ennerdale. On our way, we stop for some well-earned 
breakfast whilst watching the tracker.  

5 – Scott enjoys egg butty in Keswick 

We then stop for a less well-earned cup of tea 45 minutes later in Ennerdale whilst Kate and 
Dave are approaching their last fell. A message from a mildly distressed Logistics Master Gary, 
ready and waiting to meet us at Bleach Green and wondering where we are, snaps us out from 
our relaxed elevenses. We arrive and he presents us with a second, recently charged tracker.  

Team A gets the 
pleasure of seeing 
Gary at every 
changeover; whilst 
one tracker is in 
action, the other 
one is being 
charged ready for 
the next Team A 
takeover. This 
means that Gary 
doesn’t get an awful 
lot of sleep, and nor 
does he want to. 
He’s certainly keeps 
us all in check.  

6 - Gary and his schedule 



Leg 4 was gruelling. We climbed above the 300m cloud base and wouldn’t see a view again until 
Wasdale, some soggy 6.5 hours and 36km / 2,300m later. 

 

  

 

A few hours in, drenched and heads 
down, we’re approaching Yewbarrow. 
As we cut through the clag, a figure 
emerges, standing sentinel at the 
summit. Pummelled by wind and rain, 
we are delighted to find Phil Blanchard 
waiting for us. He’s unsurprisingly the 
first person we’d seen since leaving 
Ennerdale, and he must have been 
frozen. Amazed that he’s come out in 
these conditions, we gratefully accept 
Rosie’s homemade flapjack, exchange 

a few words and set off with boosted energy and morale. We veer of the nice path and head 
down the unchartered western slope into the moss below. This was one of my more feared 
sections – a steep descent, traverse of bog, boulder field, river crossing, and gully scramble, 
with no trod in sight for miles.  

Regretfully, we’d forgotten to mention to Phil our slight route change for the final summits. 
Everyone dot watching at this point suspected the worst as we bared away and bypassed the 
next scheduled Wainwright. But all was okay, we’d opted for a more runnable line off Seatallan 
which meant swapping the order of the hills, contrary to route mapped on tracker webpage.  

7 - as we emerge from the clag to find Phil 



8 - Bracken and Boulders: Danny Jones joins me and Scott on a recce of the Yewbarrow - Middle Fell linkage 

Coming down Seatallan, it’s the first time we can properly stretch our legs out and run, and it 
feels good. In fact, we’re enjoying it so much and running at such speed now that Megan, who’s 
stationed in the Achilli Ratti Hut to wave us on, completely misses us as we shoot past on the 
way to the changeover.  

After an exceedingly soggy day, we’re met by two fresh faced runners, Al Hanna and Ben 
Heinrich, and I’m very pleased it’s not us doing the next leg. It’s windy, it’s rainy, and it’s about to 
go dark, yet they’re full of enthusiasm as we watch them bound down the field in their bare legs. 
We’re grateful that Al Davis has come all the way out to Wasdale to meet us, dropping off the 
lads and picking us up. As we’re transported at speed over cold fell’s narrow lanes, back to my 
car at Ennerdale, me and Scott agree that in a previous life he must have been a rally driver. 

A calm return drive sees us back in the Achilli Ratti hut, where Megan has signed us all in for the 
night. No one else is fool enough to be out in these conditions and we have the place to 
ourselves. It’s a welcome retreat, and we bundle all our wet gear into a most effective drying 
room.  

I lay in bed, and it’s howling outside. I wonder how Ben and Al Hanna are getting on. 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainwrights leg 8

Route Summary
Total Distance 15.39 km (9.57 mi)

Elevation 89 m at lowest point

469 m at highest point

Total Ascent 954 m

Elevation Profile

2 of 2



Leg 8 

The clag’s still in as me and Scott leave the Wasdale hut and head over to Tilberthwaite, 
overlooked by the Coniston fells. Ben and Al’s all night epic has given us a lie and I’m very 
grateful.  

We pull up at the car park and find Ross! I brew up a fresh coffee, Scott cracks out a full traybake 
of flapjack, ready for whatever’s next. Not long after, a drenched Jane Meeks comes hurtling 
towards us, her running partner left somewhere in the distance, and sets us off.  



On our first road crossing, Ron 
cheers us on as we turn off and up 
through Old Close Coppice. It’s an 
unlikely route choice, but it connects 
Holme fell and Black fell and it’s 
direct. No dry-stone walls were 
harmed. 

I’m enjoying running as a 3 again. 
We’re all taking turns pushing the 
pace, and it’s fun to be running fast 
over easy ground once more. We 
cross a road and I notice a 
campervan hastily pulling into a 
layby. That looks familiar, no?  

 

 

 

It’s Phil again! I call the boys back and we say hello to him and Rosie who have somehow 
managed to find us. Spirits are high as we pass Three Shires Inn and up Lingmoor.  

At this point, Scott unleashes his inner fell demon and leads me and Ross down the direct line 
to New Dungeon Ghyll. Fists of heather keep us grounded as we descend a gully which spits us 
out into Great Langdale. It wasn’t fast, but it was direct. 

We’re met by John Howarth, who’s straight off into leg 9 with Heather, and share pints at New 
Dungeon Ghyll pub with Ron Kenyon and Robin Illingworth. Anyone who’s ever spent any time 
with Ron at club meets knows that he will go to daring lengths to take photos, and today was no 
different. But instead of photographing us from halfway up a crag, we turn round in amusement 
to find that Ron has found the perfect angle from behind the bar itself. Did he seize the moment 
or remove the bartender himself, who knows? 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainwrights leg 12

Route Summary
Total Distance 8.48 km (5.27 mi)

Elevation 125 m at lowest point

515 m at highest point

Total Ascent 531 m

Elevation Profile

Route Card
# OS Grid Ref Dist from start Latitude Longitude Elevation

1 NY 410 033 0 km 54° 25' 20" N 2° 54' 38" W 181 m

2 NY 465 051 8.48 km 54° 26' 18" N 2° 49' 34" W 256 m

Distance from previous: 8.48 km

2 of 2



Leg 12 

It’s 8:45am and Scott Morley’s knocking on the door. Team C and D flew round the overnight 
legs, and we need to go right now. Even team B are now frantically phoning Al Davis to get them 
lined up to their changeover, and we’ve got to run before then. 

I wolf down porridge in a Tupperware whilst Scott drives us down to Troutbeck. We’re stuck 
behind an oil tanker going up Kirkstone pass, and I can tell he’s mildly stressed. Van safely 
dumped, we recce in reverse the very first part of our leg on the way up to the changeover. Never 
too late for a recce. 

Gary looks relieved too us as he passes us the new tracker, informing us of the nights’ drama. 
Ross (coming up from Kendal) miraculously appears too, a mere minute before Jane Meeks 
hurtles down Wansfell, leaving Alex Heron in the dust, and sets us off. 

 

 

9 - Alex Heron recovering 

It’s a hot day already and it’s only 10am, and this time all 3 of us have had to ditch the t shirts. 
The team has clawed back loads of time since the Scafell epic and it’s given us a new energy. 
Also, this leg is only 8k so we’re giving it everything we’ve got.  

Bounding down Garburn at race pace, a startled woman takes cover as we charge through 
puddles on our way to Kentmere. Pure type 1 fun. We dash past Al Davis who’s parked in 
Kentmere. We’d been concerned with the hot forecast, and time of day, that parking would be 
an issue, so this was a good sign. It also meant that team B had made it to the changeover up 
the road. We speed onwards meeting John and Heather, both in their fluorescent yellow bibs 
ready for the heat.  

We cool off in the river, spirits high as if we’d just finished a race.  
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Route Information
EVMC Wainwright Relay leg 16

Route Summary
Total Distance 25.08 km (15.58 mi)

Elevation 188 m at lowest point

882 m at highest point

Total Ascent 1401 m

Elevation Profile

Route Card
# OS Grid Ref Dist from start Latitude Longitude Elevation

1 NY 381 170 0 km 54° 32' 40" N 2° 57' 29" W 188 m

2 NY 392 216 25.08 km 54° 35' 9" N 2° 56' 27" W 288 m

Distance from previous: 25.08 km

2 of 2



Leg 16 

I’d grown complacent. It was a hot sunny day in Penrith and whilst Scott had been catching up 
on sleep, I was cracking open a couple of cold lagers in the sun as the washing was drying.  

I lie in bed not sleeping for a couple of hours before Scott once again knocks on the door. I’d had 
a hearty curry before bed and it hadn’t crossed my mind that a pre-run snack might have been a 
good idea. 

We drive down to Glenridding, it’s dark and this will be our first night leg. We’d gotten away with 
daylight starts up until this point. I feel tired, and struggle to hold conversation with Jane in the 
car before we start. I should be asleep. 

We watch as two headtorches descend down Birkhouse Moor, it’s calm and peaceful out there 
and I should be asleep. 

It’s just me and Scott again, and will be now until the end. I feel weirdly hot hiking up to 
Glenridding dodd, sweating out the beers from earlier in the day. We make it to the summit ok. 

I feel sleepy and depleted as I struggle to keep pace with Scott up to Sheffield Pike. With ebbing 
resolve, I suggest I meet him at Sticks pass whilst he takes the tracker up to Hartside. In my 
head I’m replaying Janes words from in the car beforehand, of how your judgement is impaired 
when you’re tired. As I ratched1 around to relocate the path in the darkness, it dawned on me I’d 
made a bad decision. If either of us got lost, or injured ourselves, the other would have to start 
searching. But I just couldn’t face going up that hill and I should be sleeping. The clag was 
drawing in now too and I was heading to a dark place. 

I find the pass and hunker down in a ditch by the crossroads, taking shelter from the wind. I 
realise I’d only packed a couple of brunch bars, which I take onboard now. How many hours has 
it been since I last ate? And when will I stop being a cheapskate and use some proper nutrition? 
To my relief, I see a headtorch beam swinging left to right as Scott runs down the fell towards my 
ditch. 

This is home turf and in daylight, it’s hard to imagine getting lost on the Dodds. But at night, 
having to hold headtorches low in hands to see past the clag, it was surprisingly disorientating. 
We agree to stick together from now, Scott having come to the same conclusion as me that we’d 
made a bad choice separating in the first place. 

The next part of the route was an out and back to White Side, and I knuckle down, dutifully 
following Scott’s headtorch. It’s a bit soul destroying knowing we have to come back the same 
way, but I’m not wandering around on the dodds in this state whilst he tries to catch me up. I 
take the first of 3 mountain shits that this leg will require. 

At some point in the next few hours, night becomes day, but I hardly notice through the gloom. 
Good job Robin decided against coming out for sunrise.  

1 Cumbrian slang term, meaning to rummage or search for something. 
I had a good ratch in that box, but I couldn't find it. 

https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=Cumbrian
https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=search%20for
https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=something
https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=I%20had
https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=that%20box
https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=find%20it


 

We make it down to Old Coach Road. I’ve done enough fell Mondays to know that this bugger 
drags on forevermore, so I reign in any feelings of finishing and keep plodding on. Scott 
somehow attracts a swarm of flies and starts getting really pissed off. He must exude an 
appealing odour, because it’s not the first time I’ve seen Scott covered in flies and no one else.  

There was an occasion in August where he was diligently belaying me from the top of Castle 
Crag, as a swarm of flying ants descended on him. But true to his stoic nature, he didn’t flinch 
and kept us safe, just as he’d safely gotten me through this leg today. He’s a top lad Scott. 

We finish the leg and watch John and Ben set off at a speed that puts my old coach plod to 
shame.  

Scott refuses to shake my hand until I’ve found some hand sanitiser.  

 

 

And I can sleep. 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainwrights relay leg 20

Route Summary
Total Distance 19.54 km (12.14 mi)

Elevation 119 m at lowest point

930 m at highest point

Total Ascent 1243 m

Elevation Profile

2 of 2



 

Leg 20 

The Skiddaw fells.  

I’ve had a kip and Scott drives us to Bassenthwaite, where we drop the van and meet Gary. He 
takes us up as far as the road will allow, before a 3km walk (or rather frantic run as it turned out) 
in to our changeover at Whitewater Dash, between Little Calva and Bakestall. 

Team B’s tag team tactics, plus efforts of Team C and D, leave us with a much shorter break than 
we’d planned for. We see a red coat descending towards the changeover, and start legging it, 
keen to not let their speedy efforts be in vain.  

After last night’s low point, I feel a whole world of better as we approach Skiddaw from the 
North. Skiddaw is always a slog, and knowing this makes me grateful when we do in fact reach 
the summit.  

We’re now down to our last two legs as team A and the idea that we might just complete this 
challenge is beginning to set in. I’m enjoying myself again, taking easy strides to Lonscale fell 
and admiring the views of Derwent opening out below. A rocky traverse across to Carl Side 
allows us to avoid summiting Skiddaw for a second time.  

And then it’s just Ullock Pike and Dodd to go. We’re back on form, or at least I am – Scott never 
lost his.  

We meet all 4 of team B as we finish in Dodd wood. Now they’re really on fire. This is the first 
time I hear the name Special Agent Al Hanna, as he’s released with the tracker, shortening our 
original leg considerably. We’re very grateful. 

The other 3 set off to chase him down in the car as we wash off in the stream. 

It’s not long before the next leg, especially with Team B’s new weapon, so we’re in the van 
tonight. Off to Keswick we head, where we find a pizzeria. My head is bigger than my stomach 
and I order a 14” pizza to Scotts 10”. Our spot for tonight is at the top of Newlands pass, where 
our final leg will finish. 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  10 – no guessing which is mine 
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Route Information
EVMC Wainrights leg 24 our last one

Route Summary
Total Distance 22.42 km (13.93 mi)

Elevation 101 m at lowest point

851 m at highest point

Total Ascent 1836 m

Elevation Profile

2 of 2



Leg 24 

No one in their right mind would plan a walk between Grasmoor and Whiteless pike via 
Rannderdale Knotts. And as elevation and sanity are sacrificed, descending from an 852m peak 
to adjacent 772m peak via a road at 110m AOD, I reflect that this is exactly the essence and the 
challenge of linking up all the Wainwrights.  

We’re sat with Gary parked on the North shore of Crummock water, sandwiched between 
silhouettes of the Buttermere fells. The final leg is here, and despite all odds, my ankle is still 
intact. I don’t permit myself to think about the end yet mind, it’s dark out there and there’s a long 
way to go. I’m now wiser having endured our last night leg. 

For a second night in a row, I watch the light of distant torches dart down the mountainside as 
we switch on the charged tracker for the last time. 

Jane and Kate reach us and they’re overjoyed to finish. Jane ran all but one of Team D’s legs, and 
impressively she’s the only person to have run in both the original relay and this attempt too. As 
we climb, the clag draws in and I suspect that’s just how it’s going to be from here and now. But 
I’m wrong. We rise above the mist and emerge at the summit, stopping to admire the calmness 
of these fells. Not a breath of wind, nor a sound to be heard. We look down at the lights of 
Braithwaite below and I think how lucky we are to have this all to ourselves.  

It’s easy running again over solid ground and I relax into a rhythm as we head to Causey Pike. 
Another summit down, the route now has us veer off the ridge, down to a beck, and back up the 
other side to Stile End. 

Standing on its summit, I learn that Stile End isn’t a Wainwright and Scott discovers that Stile 
End isn’t Barrow. We should probably communicate more. Still, not too bad to have gotten to 
this stage and this be the first navigational blunder.  

We hop over Outerside, back through the pass and find a neat little line which takes us to the 
base of Ard Crags. My headtorch, like me, is on its last legs as we reach our final summit: Knott 
Rigg. I follow in Scotts light as we bound down the fells to Newlands Hause. 

All 4 of team D are there to meet us, and we exchange subdued cheers for having finished (other 
vans are sleeping). They set off fast – wouldn’t it be nice to match the time set by the Club’s 
original attempt? 

We head back over to Keswick, where I kip in the van in broad daylight as we wait for the final leg 
to reach Moot Hall. 

Last laugh of the weekend was watching Scott being denied an 8am pint from Spoons as they 
opened their doors. 9am Spoons reckons is fair game, but 8am, that’s too far.  
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