Having run at Thornley Hall Farm on several occasions, I knew something was up when the early-racing juniors were consistently reporting the conditions were tough, especially when ‘running around the lake’.  I was confused.  Thornley Hall Farm doesn’t have a lake (I thought), well it didn’t up until Saturday.  However, the boggy going didn’t intimidate our teams and although there’d been quite a few last-minute line-up changes, we were able to field what we thought were reasonably competitive teams. Time would tell quite how competitive.

First off were the ladies in the Masters’ race.  Hazel, making her XC debut, (literally) tip toed the first 200m across the uneven bog before she realised there was no chance she was going to keep her feet dry.  From that point she was off, ploughing through the mud and fords like a cross country veteran.  

Sara took over with us lying in 5th place.  Having hot footed to and from Sunderland to drop daughter Ayla at a swimming gala, she was in the mood to get this quickly over and done with.  Sara impressively made up three places and promptly handed over to club legend Jude Nutt with us lying 2nd.

Incredible club-servant Jude was off and, not for the first time, ran the fastest Masters’ leg of the day to finish just behind South Shields.  Silver for the ladies, a great result with a debutant on first leg.  

The male Masters’ team also had an interesting line up with Justin (racing his first XC for 23 years!) scheduled to go first.  In hindsight, Justin must have been feeling pretty good given his purchase of brand new, brilliant white XC spikes.  He ran a fantastic leg, handing over to James with us lying in 3rd in a tight pack of the top teams in the NE.  James, quite sensibly some might say, had spent ten years recovering from his last XC experience – the infamous, blizzard-stricken 2013 National Championships held in Sunderland.  Having finally got that nightmare out of his head he charged off down the sodden valley.  James also ran a brilliant leg and Adam and I, waiting in the pen, were thrilled to see him (still charging) coming up the valley, now with a clear lead!

Adam, roared on by his teammates, several mums and dads of the juniors, the juniors and his own parents coolly set off into the bog in his inimitable, head-band adorned, style. Ten minutes later those noisy supporters were delighted to see him returning up the valley even further clear.  The boys had done it – NE Counties Champions and gold medallists. Incredibly the lads had run 3rd, 4th and 5th fastest legs of the afternoon with only nine seconds separating them!

The B team, consisted of Mark, John and me. Mark ran an excellent leg as ever and added to the cohort proclaiming it the worst course they’d ever run on.  John, regularly at home on the fells wondered what everyone was complaining about and I just about fulfilled his brief of obstructing the other teams as best I could.  We also did Elswick proud, finishing a commendable 8th. If John and I hadn’t had one eye on Brampton-Carlisle the following day it might have been…. 7th.


