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20TH ANNIVERSARY EDITION 

Welcome to this special 20
th
 Anniversary 

edition of Colour Purple (No.12), some 13 
years after Issue No.11 bore the headline 
ñExclusive ï Cro-magnon Man 
discovered in hill raceò featuring a picture 
of Don Reid from Westies, caught 
running with his body bent 90 degrees to 
his legs. This and many similar articles 
were a mark of the cutting edge 
journalistic endeavours of the OHR 
roving (raving) reporters or ñOHR 
Intelligence Unitò ï their ambiguous 
calling card. They left no stone unturned 
to bring the members the latest insight, 
scandal and (very occasional) facts. 
Names such as Piet Zelzonagain, Mr 
Fartlek, the Haddington Yukon Poet, Ben 

Gengie and Blair Denon would 
sometimes appear at the end of articles, 
adding a certain air of mystery to the club 
proceedings.  

Some of these early offerings have been 
reproduced in this bumper issue for the 
membersô edification and to help convey 
more accurately the astounding journey 
which has brought OHR to where it is 
today: revered and feared as a living 
legend across the Scottish hill running 
scene and beyond. But how did a club 
with such humble beginnings with only 
one lady member (my Missus) become 
such a tour de force, winning races, 
championships, generally upsetting the 
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Winter 1991/92ðDark by later afternoon. Headtorches 
up the Hermitage, Mine Woods and Dumyat. Freezing 
fog down below, clear and warmer up above. Savage 
street fartlek sessions round Bridge Of Allan, ñChainò 
style group hill reps up Pendreich Hill. Sheriffmuir Road 
by moonlight, and some times flat on your back 
(remember Sam Campbellôs phenomenal fall!), and 
always, always, Bob Worth disappearing over the 
horizon. The inaugural run of the New Heights team ï 
the start of many outings for Steve (Never Hurry a ) 

Murray, but for Kieron his testimonial. Jonathan Lewis 
(who studied Japanese) went missing on Dumyat 
(while Roddy Munro got lost in the woods), but what a 
sweep search! Reports of mysterious torch lights on the 
Ochils were reported at Alloa Police Station. During this 
period, OHR developed a certain notoriety for their 
training sessions. Following a ñCruel to be kindò 
philosophy, they were dog-eat-dog, merciless, every 
man for himself affairs. No fast, medium, slow groups 
were established. You either held the pace or you were 

central belt club pecking order and beating the 
Ghurkha Regiment. Well, read on, itôs all inside, 
including a special look back at ñBig Chammy and the 
Twin Peaksò and a brand new special feature of ñStill 
Lameò with Victor and Jack, and other contemporary 
articles - for those of you who are slightly less long in 
the tooth than the original OHR prototypes! But you 
might be wondering about ñthe beginningò and where 
these early OHR seeds were sownéIt was in the 
Gannochy Showers (the old ones before refurbishment, 
with the cracked tiles and high power scalding jets of 
water ï those were the days!). Picture the scene, three 
perfect male specimens (and 20 years on looking much 
the same if truth be told) in the form of John, Ron and 
Frank (or was anyone else there ï discuss!), fully 
endorphinated.  

It was late September 1991, great weather I recall, and 
we had just returned from a routine favourite (and still 
is)  ï Hermitage Woods, bit of Dumyat, Cockburn 
Reservoir and the Mine Woods. As the shower 
steamed up, we were reflecting on a summer of racing 
ñunattachedò within a flourishing hill scene, not 
belonging anywhere. We quickly reviewed other central 
belt clubs that might be worth considering joining: 
Central Region AC were going through a bad patch ï 
the distance section had just split, some going to  the 
new Carnegie club, but yellow and orange colours were 
just too awful to contemplate! Falkirk Victoria Harriers, 
the ñVicsò were close by in Falkirk, but the ñthroat 
lozengeò nickname was not attractive. Westies did our 
sort of running but the yellow vest was such bad taste! 
Lomond's of Fife were well established with sound 
ethos, but a wee bit far away and, well, weôd surely 
argue over the name. Forth Valley Orienteers were 
local, but who wants to study maps and do complex 
maths when youôre just out to enjoy yourself! 

Nah, it was inevitable, we had to start our own club, for 
our running interests, on our home turf and with 
suitably splendid colours which runners from all over 
would aspire to wear (we briefly reflected on what they 
might be  - more of this lateré). But who would join, 
who was out there? Some local runners had casually 
expressed interest in a hill club. For example, Pete 
Buchanan had recently been spotted rampaging down 
the Ochils at breakneck speed. Bob Worth spent hours 

running in the Ochils to get away from the bank he 
managed. Scot Mathieson had recently won Traprain 
Law. And there were others from other clubs we might 
manage to pinch: Martin Dean, Gareth Bryan-Jones, 
Brian Bullen, etc. . We could surely build a critical 
mass.  

We decided to advertise an inaugural meeting of an 
ñOchilsò hill running club, which was duly held in a 
University lecture theatre (B2?) in early November 
1991. There was a healthy, enthusiastic turn-out, and 
strong consensus to form the Ochil Hill Runners ï a 
constitution was agreed, a committee formed (Ron Mc 
ï Convenor, John G ï Captain, Frank ï Secretary, and 
Bob Worth ï Treasurer) and club colours decided. 
Hmmm, the latter was not so straight forward. Some 
eejit suggested orange and yellow (come on own up!) 
and there were other clashing considerations. 
Fortunately, the purple and green ensemble won the 
day and the rest, as they say, is history!  

I do hope you enjoy this hastily arranged mix of old and 
new copy and thanks to all the contributors (old and 
new!) and to Di - the original Honorary Lady Member, 
for desk top publishing services at very short notice. 
Consider as you skip through this very purple blatt if 
you would like to see the return of regular editions. If 
there is demand, and people with stories to tell and 
willing to write them down, then letôs do it! Itôs on the 
AGM agenda! 

Scoop McCraw ï Editor 

MEMORIES OF EARLY TRAINING SESSIONS  



EARLY RACE REPORTS  
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óDave Duffs Dermot in Death-Defying Daredevil 
Downhill Descentô ï Glen Clova Parish Times ï 
Sunday Sports Edition, on the occasion of our own 
Dave Cummins soundly thrashing Shettleston wildman 
Dermot McGonigle to win ô93 Angus Munros race.   

Dumgoyne Madness      

ñVrroo-oo-oom, I just went!!ò The venue was Dumgoyne 
1992  for a casual battle with Westies, and these words 
were spoken with true feeling and shaking legs after 
several hundred feet of icy helter, skelter descent on 
her backside and out of control. We all suffered a 
similar fate ending up with cuts and bruises and a 
feeling that a near death experience has narrowly been 
avoided. Frightening, and the mist was down as well as 
the snow. Pete and Steve (Murray) came back the 
ñtouristò route, Pete surpassing himself by  tearing a calf 

muscle on the way down. Simon Miller ran twice and 
went faster the second time. But after  the fear and 
violence of the steep slopes came the warmth and 
comfort of the Beechtree Inn, and there was much 
rejoicing! OHR Flying Strombolis received 3

rd
 team 

prize. Well done to Don and Elma Reid for a well 
organised event ï a great day out!   

 

 

 

 

 

Westies undercover reporter ï arms length to OHR 
Intelligence Unit 

dropped (and occasionally lost) ï nae prisoners! How 
often did we hear the cry, ñShall we wait for them to 
catch up?ò ñNah, f**k óemò retorted Gallacher. (How 
civilised we are 20 years later!).  

People were definitely getting the finger out in these 
sessions. But then the blond-maned stalking horse 
(Dave Peel) and his dark, deadly, demonic companion 
(Steve Nicholson) galloped into the picture, pulling us to 
new limits of endurance and rewriting the club pecking 
order.  

Spring 1992  arrived and so did two young men from 
the west: Simon Driller (The Dentist) Miller and Brian 
Blabber Brennan. We thought that Brianôs burn-up with 
Brian Bullen would shut him up for good, but alas there 
were further ravings as we were subjected to tales of 
Brennan flailing in the wake of Bullen and ñbits drappen 
aff me!ò And then the young upstart Pete Bovill arrived, 
resplendent in outrageous shorts and matching shorts ï 
he could run as fast as he could talk!  

August 1994 ï ñChilled on Chonzieò  A classic cloud-
clagged canter up Ben Chonzie from Glen Turret. The 
signs were ominous as we set off. Soon after, 
tumultuous torrents were falling from the ever-darkening 
skies, the large rain drops growing colder with height. 
Even Frank, our profuse sweating specialist, had 
goose-flesh at the top. Roger Greenaway seemed 
oblivious to the weather, and had climbed fast and 
confidently with non-stop articulate and comprehensive 
commentaries from his apparently bottomless lungs. 
Gary ñfishscalesò Wilton performed some remarkable 
aquaplaning during the descent (he now has studs!). 
The final run back along the undulating track by Loch 
Turret saw some swift and smooth running from Steve 
Murray which even Dave Cummins could not match, 
and left us thinking ñHow does he do that on only 2 runs 
per weekò (Still a valid question ï discuss!).  

Tues 25 October 1994 . Picture the scene ï a small 
group of Ochils stretching in the Gannochy, asking the 

same old question, ñSo, whatôs it tonight then?ò. 
Everyone was a bit lethargic. Eventually, ñSheriffmuirò 
was mentioned, along with ñnice and easy (!)ò, and we 
were off, but ever so gently (?). No-one took the lead or 
pushed the pace. There was relaxed chit-chat and light 
banter. The night was dark but moist and mild. This was 
pleasant and we were in danger of completing a run 
with the group intact ï not a maverick breakaway 
merchant in sight. The bit up the Glen Road was 
especially dark and treacherous. Pete Buchanan lead 
the way through fallen trees and potholes. But then it 
came, just out the glen before the Sheriffmuir turn-off. 
John Bowers stretched his legs ï perhaps just to gauge 
the response (sly!) ï and then came back to us. But as 
we turned into the big hill climb, John made the big 
break. The rest, as they say, is history. Another 
brainless ball buster by OHR.  So near and yet so far! 

 

OHR Head Coach  

ñGary ñfishscalesò Wilton 

performed some 

remarkable aquaplaningéò 



Moving Times  

Twin Peaks 1 - Carnage  
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During the 1992 Kilpatricks race, it 
was reported that John Gallacher 
disappeared from sight during the 
final descent to answer the call of 
nature. In doing so he may have set 

up a new speed record for this 
earthy deed. One reliable spectator 
estimated that only 15-30 seconds 
elapsed between disappearing and 
reappearing. Another reckoned that 

his pants didnôt even come down. 
Remarkable! And he didnôt even 
lose his position. What a talented 
chap our John is!    

OHR Intelligence Unit 

ñFra-a-a-a-nk, what happened to 
you!ò came Kateôs voice, mixed with 
shock, disbelief, and a little grief. 
ñOh, nothing really,ò 
Frank replied sheepishly, 
ñJust a wee cut from 
falling over ï itôll stop 
bleeding soon ï it looks 
worse than it is, really,ò 
he replied unconvincingly 
as blood erupted from a 
small crater in his skull, 
mixing with the sweat of 
his efforts, before 
spattering onto the 
ground. ñJust been for a 
wee jog Frankieò, an old 
friend was heard to dryly 
and rhetorically quip 
a m i d s t  a  s c e n e 
reminiscent of Psycho 
and Silence of the Lambs. In fact, it 
was the closing scene of the 1992 
OHR Twin Peaks Xmas Special 
(Wee Torry, Alva Glen waterfall, 

Nebbit, to and from glen car park ï 
simple, mad and deadly!). The day 
had begun withy a hint of the drama 

to come. A freezing cold foggy start 
gave way to blue skies and strong 
winter sun. An impressive OHR 
field, included our northern 

representatives from Kirriemuir - 
Jack and Phil, a semi-pissed Gavin 
ñClarkieò Clark, and the raving 

blethering, blabbering 
Brian Brennan, who was 
later to be seen streaking 
semi-naked through Alva 
Glen. Unlike Frankôs heid, 
the results were academic 
ï Frank scooping first 
p r i ze  f o r  c o p io u s 
bloodletting, impressive 
drama and dare-devil 
stunts and a stonking 
great run. Later in the 
Woolpack, there was once 
again great rejoicing ï 
another great Ochils day 
out!  

 

Astonished bystander with dog 
and notebook  

Six intrepid trotters squared up to 
the rigours of the 1760 yards 
(accurately measured ï I still know 
where the start point was)) of uphill 
tarmac at Logie Hill ï a daunting 
prospec t .  Bu t  a f te r  m uch 
wisecracking and merriment, the 
watches were zeroôd and a shuffling 
start followed a low-key count to 
three.  

Young upstart Bovill strode out 
purposefully to the front (and stayed 
there). This roving reporter (already 
disadvantaged through having to 
observe tactics and antics of 
others) stuck fast to his shoulder for 
at least 50m to see if he was 
serious. He was! ï Jokes, insults 
and mild harassment had no 
impact. He was going for gold and 

fast. Time for me to ease up and 
take stock. Mathieson surged past 
me, looking impressive (for him) for 
2 seconds, then sunk backwards as 
if in slow motion into a sea of 
lactate. Meanwhile, Gallacher was 
lurk ing suspic iously in the 
background and Buchanan was 
cruising smoothly into second 
place. I briefly imagined Jean Sharp 
burning off Gallacher ï what a turn 
up that would be, then got down to 
the serious task of overhauling 
Buchanan.    

Managing to squeeze another gear 
just above the hairpins, I crawled 
unconvincingly passed Buchanan. 
By this time, I had written off 
Gallacher, wondering if he was 
really trying or if he had caught 

something off the monkeys in 
Borneo? But, Bovill had written me 
off. Glancing back anxiously to 
check for last minute opposition, I 
managed a final spurt to the white 
litter bin at the Dumyat car park.  
Bovill came forward to shake my 
hand, looking composed and 
relaxed after his 1 mile, 500ft in 
6mins 49s. Must have had a good 
feed recently, perhaps a sly apple 
tart and cream just before the start 
(such was his pre-race strategy). 
Next came Buchanan, then 
Mathieson (it was funny seeing him 
and not hearing him!), then Sharpe 
who had just won herself a bottle of 
claret. Then off to OHRôs first AGM 
in the Westerton.  

 Ben Gengie ï Raving Reporter  
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