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Along with Fred Rogerson and Stan Bradshaw, Bill Smith, who has died aged 75, formed part of the bedrock of modern-day fell running. All three have died in the last 18 months, and their enduring passion and humility will be missed. At a memorial event held for Fred in July, Bill was proud to be part of the relay that carried Fred's ashes around their beloved Bob Graham Round – the 72-mile, 42-peak tour of the Lake District that has become a benchmark for Britain's fittest athletes.

Bill lived in Liverpool all his life, leaving school at 15 and spending most of his career as a porter in Lewis's department store, where his quiet, helpful nature made him a highly popular employee. In the early 1970s, Bill discovered the hills and the Clayton-le-Moors Harriers, and soon he was running 100 miles a week, taking on fell races and long-distance challenges. In the pursuit of his hobby, he was to find talents and abilities as an author, collector and archivist that the education system had missed.

He became well known to generations of fell runners as a prolific chronicler of the sport. His book Stud Marks On the Summits (1985) was the definitive description of its development over 120 years. A stream of immaculately researched historical articles appeared over the next 25 years, in Fellrunner magazine and many other publications.

As an athlete, Bill was one of the best – running, for example, up and down 63 fells in a day back in 1976. He was an inspiration in both word and deed to many a novice runner. I remember sitting outside the Old Dungeon Ghyll hotel after a day walking the Langdale fells, when Bill and his small group of pacers ran down from Loft Crag. I sat transfixed as he refuelled while having a leg massage on a camp bed in the car park. He set off up Blisco with a new set of support runners carrying food and torches, though it would be eight hours until darkness fell.

Bill possessed no car, computer or telephone, but a constant stream of handwritten letters poured forth to his many friends across the north of England. We gave up offering him lifts – he much preferred buses and trains. Bill died after an accident while walking the hills of the Trough of Bowland. He was found with his bus ticket safely in his pocket. His sisters, Pauline and Irene, survive him.
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