
Team Carnage Complete the Trans-Pennine Trail - A Tale of Highs, Lows, and Appalling Vocals 

A team of delightfully juxtaposing characters and I attempted to complete the Trans Pennine Trail in 

three days over the August Bank Holiday 2012. 

Our Trans Pennine Trail Started in Southport on the Irish Sea, and Finished in Hornsea on the North 

Sea. We travelled through Liverpool Manchester, Glossop, Barnsley, Selby, and Hull and covered a 

distance of 215miles. 

The team completing the trail was Myself (self-confessed lard-arse with a penchant for not knowing 

his limits), Andy (I'll get involved even if it costs my knees) Allen, Laura ('Baggers'; I had respect for 

John Bishop and Sports relief until I realized he slept between marathons) Gibson and Charlie ('The 

first thing i thought after running my first half-marathon was when can I do another) Kedslie. One 

could be fooled into believing this is where the Juxtaposition ends; two rather fit and sporty ladies 

and two men with somewhat more contrary dispositions.  

But alas, the men are both softly spoken southern-English nancies whist the Girls were brought up in 

the Wilds of Scotland, bearing the brunt of the cold harsh winters (and summers) and travelling over 

30 miles across peaty bogs to fetch water on a daily basis (as is my understanding of the Scottish way 

of life). Tough back then, but it'd left them in a fantastic physical condition in later life. 

This is our tale of the Trans Pennine Trail 

Day 1 – Punctures, Morrison’s, Torrential Rain and Trench-foot 

We started the day early; 

setting off from Sheffield, our 

Mini-bus driver Roger 

collected us without drama 

and despite narrowly missing 

a nasty pile-up on the 

motorway, deposited us 

neatly on Southport Sea-

front. Roger was to become 

one of the most welcome 

sights on our journey, second 

only to the view of the Trans 

Pennine monument in 

Hornsea. Whilst we were 

hoping to complete the 

tradition of dipping our rear-wheels into the Irish Sea, our knowledge of tides proved somewhat 

lacking; we weren’t keen on trudging the mile or so out to the water’s edge, and we were even less 

keen on muddying our bikes up this early on the trail. Little did we know what awaited us later that 

day. 

Setting off, we started the ride along the coast road, having ceremoniously made our first Morrisons 

toilet break. Isotonic, cereal bars and sweeties divvied up, the first few miles took us away from the 

seafront and along the dunes. Despite early map confusion (partially caused by a lack of 



understanding of the signs) we made good progress – quickly catching a bunch of wig-wearing 

mountain bikers set to complete the trail in 3 days, like us. Averaging well over 14mph, we covered 

road, gravel tracks, muddy paths and bridleways, eventually entering the outskirts of Liverpool. After 

a few light stops we made it through more ‘questionable’ areas of Liverpool, down through Speke 

and around John Lennon Airport, making our second Morrison’s toilet stop. From here we made 

slow progress down onto the River Mersey, past the Mersey Bridge and onto a Pub near Widnes 

where we gathered lunch. The exciting menu offered a variety of dishes served to your particular 

requirements. So long as they included Fish, Chips and Mushy Peas, you were well catered for, 

assuming you didn’t mind the wait..... As we devoured our piscine delicacies, a cold front came in, 

and we felt the first few speckles of rain. Pre-empting the change in weather, we jumped straight 

back onto the bikes and began the trek towards Warrington, Altrincham, Stockport and our final 

destination, Glossop.  

Progress was significantly slower, and as we approached Altrincham, the heavens opened. Be under 

no illusion, this was no passing shower. The rain was reminiscent of a tropical storm; rotund drops of 

water pounded us as we rode, forming huge ponds which covered the track and made all but the 

simplest corners perilous to those of us running anything other than mountain bike tyres. We 

battled on, fruitlessly trying to avoid the largest puddles until a diversion in Altrincham inflicted our 

first injury of the trail. Whilst traversing a steep slope, Charlie was forced to part company with her 

bike as it slid away from her, causing a nasty graze and tearing away at her already tattered patience 

with the trail. We regrouped, 

tended to our physical and 

mental strains and continued 

on despite the weather. We 

gave up trying to avoid the 

puddles and battled on until 

a very large body of water 

took the first inner tube 

victim just outside Stockport. 

After attempting to replace 

the tube twice, we found 

that the tyre (from an old 

bike) had actually rotted and 

the inner tube, when 

inflated, protruded from the 

sidewall. There was no other 

option; we had to find somewhere to buy new tyres before Charlie could continue. We pushed on, 

Baggers running alongside the damaged bike, until we came across a decathlon and procured some 

new tyres. We were wet, miserable, and only 60 miles into the ride. As if to add insult to injury, my 

rear brakes wore straight through to the backing in the wet, gritty mud, rendering me all but 

incapable of stopping.     

We pushed on to Reddish vale, got lost, stung (nettles, not bees – the bees had put up their 

umbrellas and headed inside) and slightly wetter (if that was possible), eventually re-finding the trial. 

Pushing on through Broadbottom, we reached Hyde in the pitch black, where the trail disappeared 

and we were forced onto the road, without lights, reflectors or Helmets. We fruitlessly rode on, 



taking the long way to Hattersley when the weather got too much, and we completed the 79miles 

required of us. We eventually got to our Hotel. Emotionally drained, Suffering with raison-like 

trench-feet and without a charged or working mobile phone between us we ordered Chinese, 

cordially inhaled it, showered, and got set for bed. If anyone wants a friendly B&B in or around 

Glossop you will never go wrong with the Birds Nest cottage. They welcome you late in the evening 

with coffee, home-baked cupcakes and shortbread, have well-equipped rooms and comfy beds. 

Furthermore they immediately took our clothes to wash and dry for the morning, delivered one of 

the best breakfasts we have ever had on all of our travels, and stowed our bikes (tattered as they 

were) safely in their basement. Day 1 had taken its toll on us and the bikes, and the B&B owners said 

they had never seen the river that passes through their back garden so high in 8 years of ownership. 

Mentally, we had taken a battering, and we needed a good start to Day 2 to get us back on track. 

Day 2 – Hills, Corn-fields and Turn-styles 

We arose the following morning, ferociously attacked breakfast and donned our still sodden 

trainers. We greased our chains, mended the inner-tubes and set off slowly to meet the longdendale 

trail near Hadfield. A steep mile-long hill out of Glossop reminded us of the aches from day 1, but we 

reached the top, breathless, stretched 

out and warmed up for the rest of the 

day. One of the greatest attributes of 

cycling uphill is the inevitability of the 

enjoyable down-hill that follows. 

Unfortunately, however, on many 

occasions one must ride a fair distance 

before one finds the resulting down-

hill section. This is certainly the case as 

you enter the peak district.  

The Longendale trail took us alongside 

the reservoirs, and down to the 

Woodhead Tunnel, now closed to all 

but utilities passing between Manchester and Sheffield. Unable to take the simplest route through 

the hill, we were forced instead to climb it. The Mountain Bikers took the first few hills with vigour, 

until steps made their ascent impossible other than on foot. Reaching the top we crossed the 

Woodhead pass and made the final significant ascent to the highest point on the trail – Just above 

Dunford Bridge. We were rewarded for our efforts with a delightful stretch of road; around two 

miles long and all Downhill. This hill brought out the children in all of us; I have to admit to 

completing the descent feet-off-the-pedals, gleefully screeching and refusing to use the brakes 

(which still weren’t working). Even a passing biker couldn’t ruin this moment for us; Dunford Bridge 

represented the last major hill of the trail. 

As if further reward was needed, we were met in Dunford Bridge by our colleague Rachel, who 

supplied bacon sandwiches, cereal bars, tea and Ribena alongside a welcome smile. Thank you 

Rachel! The tea was amazing in the cold and the bacon sandwiches spurred us on to a late snack – 

planned to be taken later around Doncaster. We had only completed 15 miles in 3 hours – Far too 

slow but we knew easier stretches awaited us. Once again we sipped the tea, devoured the food and 



set off towards Penistone, along a flat, 

gravelly, but more importantly, level, 

track. Spurred on and in good spirits I 

chose the lead, and as the trail became 

busier, became obsessed with puddle 

dodging. At a particularly large puddle i 

chose to stop to avoid collision with a 

young rider who insisted on riding on 

the only dry patch on the path. 

Unfortunately, Charlie wasn’t aware of 

my premature stop, and braking late 

ditched her bike into my left calf. This 

caught her off balance and toppling 

into the very puddle i was attempting to avoid – causing two minor injuries and lots of wet clothes. I 

felt that a morale boost was required, and cordially proceeded to serenade team carnage with my 

rather eclectic repertoire; ranging from Oasis to Jeff Buckley and Lionel Richie. Safe to say i won’t be 

auditioning for Andy’s Barbershop any time soon....... 

In Penistone, the trail takes rather a convoluted turn – it leads bikers down a trail suitable only really 

for hikers. It may have just been that we had just followed the signpost for the footpath instead of 

the bridleway though…. Unbeknown to myself the seriousness of my actions, i made the wrong call. 

Not fully recognising that i would likely never be forgiven for my leadership faux pas, I led the team 

through a sweetcorn field, on a path of ever-decreasing presence. From this point forward I was not 

allowed to make nautical decisions, and fully relinquished power of the maps.  

Somewhere in the sweetcorn field I snapped a spoke on my rear wheel. Confident that the wheel 

retained the vast majority of its original strength, i bent it around an adjacent spoke and continued 

through the nettles and corn-rows until we came to the road leading toward Silkstone common.  

Here we left the road, and continued up a gravel track until we came to a lovely wooded downhill 

section. Not wanting to push the rear wheel too far, and with a distinct lack of brakes, I let the team 

go before me – lapping up each turn, I saw them revel in the curves taking a short-lived moment of 

enjoyment from the trail. 

Fortunately, it was indeed short-

lived, and i soon caught them at the 

next gate – a common site on the 

trial in this area.  

The miles began to fall on a more 

regular basis; we made excellent 

progress alongside canals, rivers, 

disused railways as we approached 

Doncaster. The sun made regular 

appearances between spells of heavy 

rain; keeping us cool and happy 

simultaneously. We grabbed a quick 



ice-cream in Sprotborough, and set off on the northerly leg 

of our trip towards Selby. The trail changed significantly; use 

of the road was more common, and large rivers and disused 

railways became a perfectly straight canal. The sun blessed 

us with it’s’ presence and remained with us that afternoon, 

making the afternoon of day 2 one of the most enduring 

memories of the trail. The gates became more and more 

frequent, and I made notes of the manufacturers of the 

individual gates to remind me to send a disapproving letter 

upon my return home. Several manufacturers have now 

made it onto my ‘top ten list of companies to avoid at all 

costs’; never scorn a southerner….. Eventually we hit long 

road sections, and being able to lap up the miles we began 

to enjoy the trail once more. Thinking back I’d have killed 

for a road bike on this section, but for some reason at the time, it really didn’t matter. Four friends, 

wed together by their lifted spirits and a shared goal, found happiness despite aching and grazed 

legs. There was definitely a sense of exploration mixed with a sense of partial accomplishment.         

Signs for Selby lifted our spirits further. Road signs did however state distances to Selby of 

considerably less than the actual – we were, after all, following a trail that flirts with roads, yet 

defaults to trail at the soonest convenience. Inevitably we travelled some 5 miles more than we 

would have had we simply followed the road. It was all too tempting to divert from trail to road, but 

we endured, even when it led us over a glider field just outside Selby. Pot Holes and divots a-plenty, 

it was an unwelcome stretch of badly disused tarmac that inferred considerable discomfort, even to 

those wearing riding shorts and riding bikes with suspension.  

We eventually departed from the trail to get to the B&B. We arrived at the Hazeldene tired, but in 

good spirits and starving of nourishment. We showered, walked into town, and ordered Pizza and 

Subway to satisfy our hunger. Tempted with a few beers, we ate, drank, and simply passed out to 

bed.  

Day 3 – Saddle sores, city centres, appalling vocals and Sticks of Rock 

We set off from the Hazeldene; bikes all present and correct, battered, but usable. Immediately 

finding ourselves lost in the centre of Selby, we eventually found the route thanks to some excellent 

investigative work from Andy. The route took us past some disused barns and along gravel-lined 

tracks and canals; there was a strong smell of malt from a local brewery, masked by the breeze that 

was now picking up as we approached more exposed areas. Despite optimistic bets on when we 

would encounter our first gate, we soon reached a farmyard track and trail became considerably 

narrower. In single file, we progressed along the trail until reaching some of the most underutilised 

(by cars) roads i have ever encountered. We remained on the road; which proved welcome relief for 

our now red-raw buttocks, for some 20 miles or so, only deterred by the strong head-wind we faced. 

We had agreed to stop near Hull – thereby breaking the back of the day and allowing us to focus on 

the last push towards Hornsea. 

As we approached Hessel, the road led us onto a track running alongside the Humber. The view of 

the Humber Bridge formed before us; a welcome sight, signifying that we had completed over 80% 



of the trail, and we picked up the pace as the breeze turned to our backs. A quick photo opportunity 

with a gobsmacked passer-by (who couldn’t believe that such a bedraggled foursome had managed 

over 200miles) gave us the energy to hit the trial hard for a mile, before giving up and seeking 

respite in a local pub. A superfood salad, Onion tart and lasagne later, we topped up our water 

bottles for the final push onto Hornsea. 

It was clear our legs were giving up – 

and despite encouragement in the form 

of Frank Sinatra, Kaycee and the 

Sunshine Band, Oasis and Lionel Richie, 

the pace slowed. The roads were windy 

and the signposts sparse and often 

graffitied; it was obvious we were 

approaching Hull. 

For those who have never visited Hull 

(of which prior to the trial I was one) it 

is a colourful place. Not so much in 

architecture, foliage or design, but in 

the character of its inhabitants and the 

life that exists within the municipality. Over the past few decades, Hull has been subject to high 

levels of unemployment; industry suffering in the recession and the workforce downtrodden and 

diminished. But it retains a sense of being alive; not simply existing; and there was a genuine sense 

of intent amongst the population. Yes there’s glass on the streets, misguided youths and alcoholism, 

but what city in the UK doesn’t have all of these things? One cannot judge Hull based upon 

appearances alone; it has significant underlying potential for growth and a population tired of 

depression.       

Our experience was darkened by an occurrence somewhere near the city centre. As we slowly made 

our way down a road of particular disrepair, Charlie encountered the car door of a careless driver. 

Whilst riding past the stationery car, the driver opened her door, and Charlie, with insufficient time 

with which to stop, was propelled over the handlebars of her bike and landed nastily on her elbow 

and shoulder. The driver, whilst apologetic, could offer nothing more than a drink as recompense. 

Shaken, we took a few moments to settle and check our bikes. Hoping we would soon be rid of the 

metropolitan abyss they call Hull, We continued slowly, eventually meeting the Hornsea Trail – Set 

to deliver us to the finale of the Trail on the coast. 

We welcomed the change of tone; we were soon back in the countryside, on a lightly-gravelled track 

sheltered from the wind. We ate up the miles, a few of us trailing, and despite a puncture less than 5 

miles from our final destination, remained in good spirits. We passed several recreational riders, 

convinced that in every nod of the head they’d recognised our heroic efforts to complete the trail. 

The path eventually opened up into a suburban area where we joined the road for a short while 

before seeing the beach in the distance. I have to admit to have been getting rather excited by this 

point. My singing got worse, higher pitched but with aplomb and building to a crescendo. I forgot all 

about the pains in my knee and as our eyes met the Trans Pennine trail sign, we were welcomed by a 

lady who clapped wildly upon our approach. As we got closer, the clapping lessened. Apparently we 



weren’t the people she was waiting for, but we were nevertheless ecstatic to have received any 

recognition of our efforts.      

A final photo, we deposited our 

stones from Southport on the 

beach, bought Ice Cream and 

sticks of rock and rejoiced for a 

short while before jumping in 

Roger’s Taxi. We quickly fell 

asleep and awoke somewhere 

around Sheffield, ready to dump 

the bikes, buy red wine and 

watch movies.  

The trail had taken its toll – Andy 

struggled with lower body 

motion for several days 

afterwards. The bikes took a 

hammering – and were promptly booked in for repairs. What would we change? Well for a start 

Charlie would take a Mountain bike, even a sturdy tourer struggled with some parts. We’d probably 

have been less casual at the beginning of day 1 and I’d definitely sort some waterproof socks. Eat 

Often, drink lots, and stop when it’s possible; opportunities aren’t all that regular.  

We experienced freak weather, searing sun, bike failures and accidents. But without a doubt the 

best aspect of the trail is the trail itself. Yes it’s badly signposted in some places; and not all of the 

areas you pass through are all that pleasant, but once you’ve completed it you realise that you’ve 

traversed some of the most wildly stunning and varied countryside the North of Britain has to Offer. 

Standing on the Woodhead tunnel looking down over the many reservoirs of the peak district, 

cycling down the banks of the Humber or Mersey rivers, and ascending any of the many wooded 

paths, the trail has it all. Our three days were an experience we will never forget, and gave us an 

opportunity to not only enjoy our bikes, but to raise a significant amount of money for the British 

Heart Foundation. Thanks go out to the team, all of our sponsors, Roger, Rachel, and the 

owners/staff at both B&Bs we stayed at; you truly made the experience a fulfilling and wonderful 

one.    


