
Hadrian’s Wall run 1-3rd June 2019 

 

Ian and I set off from Lancashire and drove to Heddon on the Wall, Northumberland just in time to 

catch the 12-noon bus into Newcastle. On arrival we asked the bus driver the best way to get to 

Wallsend.  He got off the bus and showed us exactly where we needed to go to catch it and made 

sure we knew where to get off – v friendly! 

We arrived in Wallsend, went into Segedenum museum where the first 

stamp in my HW passport was located and then we set off on the run of 

my life. After a few miles we arrived back in Newcastle to find that the 

whole of the waterfront alongside the Tyne was 

chockablock with food stalls.  This made trying to 

run through thousands of people with the 

tantalising aroma of every cooked food you can 

possibly imagine, a little challenging.  We 

eventually left the festival behind and started 

running through a more rural landscape, through 

golf courses, parks and fields. 

We arrived back at Heddon on the Wall (15 miles) where Ian collected the car and I set off on my 

own for another 7-ish miles.  The wind was starting to pick up just as I was reaching Robin Hood Inn, 

East Wallhouses at just shy of 22 miles where the second stamp was located, and it was the perfect 

time to stop. 

We then headed off to our holiday cottage which was literally on the side of Steel Rigg and Crag 

Lough located on a working sheep and beef farm, halfway along the wall. 

The winds picked up and screamed around the holiday cottage all night.  I asked Ian which direction 

the wind would be blowing in for my run the next day and he very reassuringly told me it would be 

behind me, blowing me along.  I know, I am really gullible.  

 

 

 

 

 



Day 2  

To say it was windy doesn’t describe the gale force winds that greeted my arrival back at Robin Hood 

Inn.  I set straight off and found the first few miles quite sheltered as I was running through fields 

with high hedges. This was just as well as it took me about 4 miles to warm my legs up.  As I started 

to run alongside the wall proper I was gaining height and the (head wind) was ferocious.  I stopped 

to take several photos of the first bit of proper wall I came across and continued to climb.  This was 

the story of the day – I climbed and climbed and climbed.  Having Ian as my support crew meant that 

I didn’t have to worry too much about navigation.  On the whole the signage for the wall was pretty 

clear but I did have to go searching in a few places and Ian was 

always just a phone call away.  I met up with Ian at Chesters Roman 

Fort and got stamp number 3. This is where the serious amount of 

climbing began for the next 20 miles.  I ran past three Trig points, 

when I say ran there was some walking involved : ).  For a lot of this 

section it was either a vertical ascent or a vertical descent. As I was 

wearing my ‘Roman’ red skort Ian was able to spot me from miles 

away on the top of the crags and even appeared with a cup of hot 

chocolate just above Housesteads. This was also the place for the 4th 

stamp in the passport. From running on my own for most of the day 

this was where most of the tourists were gathered as it is a relatively 

easy climb from the car park and they all wanted to see the 

Sycamore gap which is evidently in the Robin Hood film. 

I had a few scary moments on this 20-mile exposed section as the wind was still strong and for some 

of the descents there wasn’t a lot to hold on to #characterbuilding. 

I then had the section that was only about 1 mile 

from the holiday cottage, but the sun had come out 

the wind dropped and it was back to just me and the 

skylarks and the most breath-taking scenery, literally. 

On up I climbed over Winsill/winshield and down the 

sheer drops before doing exactly the same many 

more times.  My ankle went into a rabbit hole on one 

bit of descent, so I sat down and took out a slab of 

my homemade mincemeat flapjack.  After chewing 

on this I tested my foot which was fine so carried on.  

As there was literally nobody at all on this section for several miles it was a bit lonely.  For some 

reason I couldn’t get my HW playlist to work as I could have done with a bit of Metallica here.   

When I eventually got off Walltown Crags and headed downhill I met Ian near the Roman army 

museum.  From there Ian had recced the route and showed me the way through a diversion. I then 

entered some fields and on top of a very steep hill stood one of the biggest bulls I have ever seen.  

He was a beef bull so they are usually placid but I estimated how quickly he could get down off his 

viewpoint and decided that I would undertake the fastest run of the day through his field.  Luckily 

my route was only about 400 metres and I burst out the gate at the other end needing a breather.  It 

was then through a lovely set of sheep fields before finding Ian at Gilsland.  30 miles on our 30th 

Wedding anniversary. 

 



Day 3 

I decided I would tackle the remaining 34 miles just to get it done today and started off with Ian at 

Gilsland. I felt remarkably fresh apart from having sore toes and calves. We looked at some Roman 

graffiti carved into the wall and it was really enjoyable running 

through much gentler scenery than yesterday.  

We came into Birdoswald which has a Roman Fort and as they 

weren’t open for the day yet, I stamped by passport from the 

box outside the gates. Ian ran with me for a couple more miles 

and completely out of the blue I felt a toenail ping, getting 

caught in my sock – shudder.  Luckily a lovely grain delivery man 

saw Ian trying to carry out first aid on my toe and came across 

with a first aid kit.  As soon as it was taped all was well and I set off on my own as Ian headed back to 

where he had left the car.   

I ran through a place called Banks, then Hare Hill and Craggle 

Hill which was the last I saw of the wall.  The route through to 

Carlisle was quite uneventful apart from the signage was 

pretty poor and I took a couple of wrong routes. When I got to 

Rickerby Park, a huge area of parkland very close to the centre 

of Carlisle, a dog was chasing a herd of young Friesian cattle 

and they were getting very frisky.  I was getting tired (it was 20 

miles for the day at this point) and one of the young steers 

started to shake his head at me and skip around on his front 

feet.  I stopped running and shouted at him and he went back to following a man wheeling a bicycle 

instead. I met up with Ian and had flapjack and a cuppa before carrying on.   

The path away from Carlisle was alongide the river for a couple of miles before it went through what 

appeared to be every dairy farm in Cumbria.  I was beginning to feel very tired and the run was 

beginning to feel a real effort.  Ian appeared in the car every time the path crossed a road and 

turned into a mobile tuck shop offering me drinks, flapjack, fudge and most importantly words of 

encouragement.  I knew I was tired when I refused fudge.  I had plenty of fuel in my hydration pack – 

lots of gels and gel chews together with Isotonic drink but I was almost beyond caring by this time.  

The last 6 miles were really, really hard.  It started to rain, which was OK but the worst thing was 

that the final stretch was on tarmac. I had to run along the road, which was a coastal flood plain, it 

has cattle grids on it at either end and then a dead straight length of 

tarmac with yes more cows on it.  Ian picked up on my despondency and 

parked the car and walked with me for a while, reminding me what his 

colleague Dave had written on the JustGiving page “pain is temporary, but 

achievement lasts forever”   

In one particularly lonely section approaching the final farm I thought I 

could see a cat running down towards me through the downpour.  It 

stopped and turned side-ways and I realised it was a hare.  I got my phone 

out and took some pictures and it still kept coming.  I then had 2 miles to 

go and as I popped out of a bit of coastpath back on to the road Ian said 

the finish was almost in sight and he would be there to take my photo at 

the end.  It wasn’t pretty but I managed to keep going and arrived at 

Bowness on Solway at just after 6pm running into the Triumphal archway. 



The sponsorship has exceeded our expectations with an almost final figure of £1,074.17  I am so very 

grateful for everyone’s generosity, thank you very much indeed. 

I couldn’t believe how quiet the wall was.  In the whole 85 miles I only encountered a couple of 

hundred walkers, no other runner and most of the walkers were either American or German.  As I 

had to entertain myself I found a particularly enjoyable pastime was to run up behind someone and 

say ‘hello’ and watch them levitate off the ground.  I didn’t do this on any sheer sections and gave a 

polite English cough or a little call from further away if I needed to get by. 

The Americans were very chatty and usually wanted me to stop to confirm that I was really running 

the whole wall.  Several of them broke into spontaneous applause which made me laugh but it really 

did give me a boost of energy too. 

I couldn’t have completed this without Ian’s assistance.  From sorting out the logistics to massaging 

my tired legs, appearing around the course and keeping me motivated.  We will have to find another 

challenge to celebrate the next 30 years of marriage…..xx 


