
Sixteen Go To Stitges….nearly.

Or the wheels on the bus go round and round........

This years trip was to the cultural Mecca known as Barcelona.  It had something for everyone; beautiful architecture, sporting stadia, beaches, museums, shopping and bars aplenty.  Oh and the big red bus.

We all rendezvous-ed at LBA where the most tricky part of the mission began - getting Emma on the plane.  This went remarkably well and within several hours we were hot-footing it to the lovely hotel that Andrew had sorted for us.  A minor incident with a plate glass door set the scene (well for me anyway), a quick change and off for tea and some serious race preparation.  

The next morning several of us decided to go on the open bus tour, where Jacqui got very over excited about a shiny car park floor (see - something for everyone).  Strangely when we got off the bus we found a rather nice beach front promenade where we paddled, thought how lucky we were to be there, and resisted the temptation to sample every mojito on the menu.  Back on the bus, a few of us negotiated who was going to collect the race numbers and who was going to keep resisting the mojitos.

That evening it was back to the port for more race preparation and several rousing renditions of “Happy Birthday” for the birthday boy.

Saturday is traditionally shopping day for those that like that sort of thing. Others just slept around the pool until the lure of the big red bus became irresistible.  We saw the Olympic Stadium, the Neu Camp, lots of bendy houses and the odd RTA.  Quick shower then back into the melle of Las Ramblas for a pizza and pasta fest and then an early night.....

Sunday, race day.  The seasoned runners amongst us had brought their own porridge.  Others had to make do with tea and toast.  Others steeled themselves to resist the Bucks Fizz that the hotel had laid on.

The sensible people got a taxi to the start, the more adventurous ran the risk of missing the race entirely by using public transport - hurdling barriers is an unusual warm-up but it seemed to work. 

At this point I declared myself unfit to run.  This apparently was bad form, and was frog-marched to the start despite my protestations of food poisoning and almost certain death en route.  We met lots of other British runners, a group from Wales, some from Lincoln and someone called Julie from Cleethorpes who may have been responsible for the blistering start by the men.

The gun went, my stomach did it’s 750th somersault of the morning and the reality hit - after 20mins that is when we finally crossed the start - the gun time on the web is so deceiving.......Quite impressive that the commentator gave Ilkley Harriers a mention as we crossed.  We are now infamous in Barcelona and it was truly for our running prowess.

A jolly little course. I quite liked it, lots of opportunity to cheer on your fellow runners as they go back and forth, back and forth, back and forth trying ever so hard.......all sorts of bizarre food stops and plenty of bombardiers to help you to the toilet.....

Never in my life have I ever wanted to finish a race as much as this.  I think I even wanted to finish more than I wanted to never have to listen again to Stephen talking about H from Steps....  It was truly mind over body.  How Martin managed to keep going on his marathon I have no idea.

But finish we did, although several Garmins gave up on the way.  We re-grouped and headed to our balcony position to cheer the marathoners in.  At around the 4 hour mark we spotted Martin at the far side of the boating lake and spread ourselves along the run in.

Given that this was his 4th marathon in 4 weeks he looked fantastic as he sprinted to the finish.

We limped home, got changed and headed out to sample the few Irish bars that we hadn’t encountered on previous nights.  Tea and the traditional prize-giving (prizes splendidly acquired by Emma) was again accompanied by several more renditions of “Happy Birthday”.  And then, yes, another early night.

The plane journey home was quite quiet.  When asked whether he would recommend the trip to other ‘first timers’, new best friend Random Tom replied “only if you’re not of a nervous disposition.”


