St Ives mob match

I’d forgotten how much I disliked this last year.  Don’t get me wrong, as an event it’s great; low key, friendly, off-road and in lovely countryside, fantastic hospitality (including barbecue, raffle, cake stall and flower stall…it could almost be, erm, Timbuktu) after the event, and all for a worthy cause too.  It’s just a devil of a job to pace, and for us roadies there are very few passages where feet, legs, arms and ground all point in the same general direction, and without over-exuberant foliage / triffids leaning over to grab protruding limbs.
Quick précis of the course.  Mad start, more runners than gap in hedge – “it’s a knockout” comedy entrance to woods, right, left, dodge the roots, watch for branches, ooops-there’s some rocks, oops there’s the edge of the path then, oops-there’s a nine year old underfoot; sharp left, odd bob-sleigh run section, bog, stream, rocks, wall, up field, up another field, road, forest, north face of Eiger, rough track, bracken, precipitous downhill tarmac slope, awkward slip lane left, annoying climb – trees, roots, walls, bracken, stream, bog, where’s the path gone – oh, it’s over there, climb; annoying stretch of path where pitch of ground, turns, narrowness of path, roots, tussocks and enthusiastic birch trees combine to create a need to gyrate constantly in a way that is more dynamic yoga than open running; hurrah – open track, uphill slog; long straight downhill bit, steps (too long); steps (too short); steps (too steep and too short); no steps; cross road; I remember there’s a bloody steep climb here somewhere…ah, here it is; out with the climbing ropes and crampons; only 200m to go - if only I wasn’t dying after the climb of the southern wall; final gap in hedge, finish.  With the lawned splendour of the St Ives estate framing the start / finish line, the whole effect is rather like a chiller novel wrapped in a cover from a period romance.
A load of Harriers got podium positions, including, after a Stewards’ inquiry (well, more a “Henry’s Inquiry” which saw our man run onto the “pitch” and harangue the MC – blink and you missed it: there’s a job for him at MI6), Henry H bagging his first ever cat win (MV50), and his first MC.  Di Haggar got LV40, and Tom Adams won overall - with barely a bead of sweat on his face. He must have articulating ankles and universal joints for knees!  I’m sure that both the Alisons and Pete Shields also got in the places for their respective groups. 
