Race Report by Val Brockwell

Hangover 5 – 1.1.2017

It’s 8am on New Year’s Day.  It’s cold, grey, and wet.  I should really keep my cold germs to myself, cosily wrapped up at home, but…  I’d like to take part in the Hangover 5, because a) I want to collect my hard-won WSFRL 2016 completers T-shirt, b) Stewart wants to walk up the hill and take photos, and c) I’ve already told James I’ll write a race report, which I can’t really do from my comfy sofa…
So off we set, and got to the rec an hour early (I’ve learnt my lesson since the Gunpowder Trot débacle), just as a perky James and a jolly Ingrid were flag-erecting in the soggy grass.  Not a sign of a hangover from either.  More hoppers soon rolled up:  Andy sporting his brand new hoppervest;  Rob, freshly back from a 40°C+ Aussie adventure and complete with girlfriend Liz;  Peter H back from a lovely, but not I’m guessing a 40°C+, Guernsey adventure;  James’s friend from work, Vicki;  and Peter W, looking fit and eager to get on with it.  Lots of “happy new years” all round, and lots more smiley faces, including Jas, Judith, Jenny, Jan and John.*  
*(NB. Sally, Tim, and Neal were also there, and also very smiley, but their names don’t have the same pleasing alliteration).
Stewart of the gammy knee decided to set off up the hill.  Fellow-cold-sufferer Ingrid and I decided it was silly to stand idly beside the flag getting cold and wet.  We fought our way into a tiny space in the dry pavilion to have a bit of a steam.  I had a nice chat with Simon, also squashed inside, then went outside for a desultory warm-up jog.  I joined up with Judith for a turn about the field and we almost took part in the junior race by mistake.  Poor Gill also attempted the warm-up routine, but decided her badly bruised hip wasn’t going to allow her to run.  She’d fallen off her bike on black ice in Portslade and in addition to the whopping bruise was also suffering from whiplash-type pain in her neck and shoulder – get better quick Gill, and I hope you soon get your cycling confidence back.
Anyway… the race eventually started with what seemed like an inordinate number of laps of the boggy field before we headed out into open country and up on to the downs.  It turned out that the bogginess of the field couldn’t compete with the slip-slidiness of the footpaths in the open country.  I saw three people fall over in the mud, thankfully none of them seemed hurt, though Stewart did tell me after that he’d seen the St John Ambulance folk in action.  We’d been alerted by Goring RR in the race details that ‘cardiac hill’ had been re-surfaced, so I guess that bit must have been easier than in 2016, but overall, I’d say conditions underfoot were just as difficult as last year, despite fewer big puddles.  Maybe they could arrange for a few handrails for 2018.

The rain had eased off as we toiled up the hill, and it really wasn’t that cold once sweating and heavy breathing had properly kicked in.  It was fun!  Hoorah!  There’s nothing to compare with a good downland run on a New Year’s Day.  I managed a smile towards birthday-boy Stewart’s camera as I added my small contribution to his mud-splattered clothing on my way past.  A friendly marshal told us, “Well done, it’s all downhill from here” (Lies!!)  I managed to stay upright on the very slippy-slidy steep bit of downhill – my companions and I ‘attacked’ this bit of the descent gingerly.  My clogged-up lungs wouldn’t allow me to push on hard, but I enjoyed the fun of the downhills, and in truth was just pleased to be taking part and blowing away a few cobwebs.  There was welcome support from Roy and Joyce at the same spot as last year, and then lo and behold, there was the wet rec again.  
Overall PHH had a good morning out, though we were short of a full quota of participation points.  Here’s what was going on way ahead of me:  The talented Katy Hedgethorne had a stunning run to finish 7th overall and 1st female, in an impressive 34.34.  If only she could run with us more often.  We were also fortunate to have Liz Stavreski running for us – she stormed in 3rd female in 37.17.  Then our THIRD TEN-POINT FEMALE (three cheers for the women!!), Judith, hopefully soon to be restored to full fighting-fitness, was in 15th place.  Male point-scorers were Simon, John and Nathan, with Rob and Andy not far behind.  By the way, hedgehogs on the front, James.  Well done to all our runners, including those of us who never manage to score anything other than participation points!  We currently lie joint 5th in the league with 77 points, that’s up 3 places on 2016.
Understandably everyone dispersed like lightning afterwards.  Sally and James swiftly dismantled the flag.  John, Mike and I agreed to wait till the Lewes race to get a photo of us in our “Completers 2016” T-shirts, hopefully in sunshine.  My major disappointment of the day was discovering on closer inspection that my T-shirt is emblazoned with the name ‘Val Brocwell’.  They’ve agreed to reprint it.
