Blackcap Handicap summer 2012
Last edition your editor leaned on me to write about the history, this edition he wants me to write about this year’s “Summer” race, next time round he’ll want me to preview the Christmas edition – there’s no let-up for active club members.  Not only this but I have to finalise my submission to the High Court in response to the Superinjunction established by Peter *arter-*uck on behalf of he who must not be named.

After our last effort in Winter 2007 was snowed off, Martin & I planned for the best possible weather by selecting a date suitable for a Midsummer Night’s Dream.  Circulation of the prior results in The Highwayman had whetted some appetites – Russ was quietly eying the course record; at training on the preceding Tuesday when the handicapping was published there was a lot of whispering about who’d got a good deal and who hadn’t.  Ann emailed in outrage, others kept quiet and looked smug.  Nevertheless that was a balmy warm evening and we looked forward to runners sunning themselves while awaiting the start.

In fact the day  turned out rather more suitable for The Tempest.  I left Haywards Heath in sunshine, I arrived at Ditchling Beacon in a strong wind and heavy rain, which passed in about 15 minutes. Martin, Andy and John arrived and we tried to establish base.  The Harriers flag was erected, and rapidly taken down as the wind was too strong!!!  Runners began arriving and the wind got up still more.  We held a briefing – competitors had to be stood downwind to hear.
At 19:00 Jenny Denyer led off into the greying skies.  Debbie Penney and Jenny Nicoll (competing in their first ever “race” thanks to many bribes from Marion) turned up moments late and shot off numbers in hand.  Steadily we called runners forward.  Margaret & Alan said we were all crazy and missed their start.  Some others had found “good excuses”  Tom, Mike Essex blamed work.  Russ sat on the ground looking miserable.  The faster runners began to leave in groups, looking shiftily at each other.  Russ sat on the ground looking cold and miserable.  Richard Sutor waited 2.5 minutes after Andy Biggs left.  It had started raining by now – horizontally.  Russ looked up and whimpered about when could he start – 3 MORE MINUTES.  We could see his heart was no longer in the record.
With all the runners gone, and the rain getting heavier the marshalls looked aghast at each other.  How many would we loose?  Brian Hanrahan’s “I counted them all out, I counted them all back” came to mind.  Would Dave Dalziel still be at the trig point?  Or had he had a Captain Oates moment.  Exactly where was the Risk assessment?  Binoculars were useless.  Suddenly Rupert appeared – whoah – he pulled up short of the finish funnel and said – “impossible, time to go”.  We tried to find shelter.  We stared at the horizon, - Not a day for “floaty runners” we decided. Strong, powerful runners would win the day – true Trail Runners not wussy Road Runners (see http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rXE-Ou330dA for details of the difference)
Eventually we spotted some movement.  Dave Kirby came storming up to the finish as winner and we could then see 3 ladies. Abby Filsell just took Gael Bacon and Sarah Banks in the home straight to be second overall and first lady.  So we had our two winners.  Would the others make it.  In dribs and drabs they did eventually and Andy and Jenny arrived and we checked – 26 finishers, 27 starters – oh and Rupert so none lost.  Our handicapping left something to be desired, but all up we got all but 3 runners in within 3:30 of their target time (allowing some adjustment for the weather).  Some, but not all, runners retired to the Bull, (many thanks to the other staff and guests for letting  a dozen damp Harriers in) where a small prize-giving followed.  Unfortunately Martin’s cat, or similar, had eaten the trophy so we’ll have to speak to the Treasurer (Superinjunction stops him being named) about a new one.

Many, many thanks to all the runners who did brave the evening, and apologies for the abuse if you did get mentioned, for omitting you if you didn’t.  And a special thank you to our marshalls (John, Andy, Dave) and bedrenched cameraman, Carl.

Mark & Martin

Next edition, good weather assured – December. 

