From The Rover

The Barcelona Half Marathon weekend had been booked as long ago as last summer, so it gave everyone time to get some training in.  As the date for the run got nearer, excuses started to appear, as runners hadn’t done enough work. 

From this point on NO “RUNNERS” will be NAMED, purely for legal reasons!!

After the disappointment of not being able to run The Benidorm Half due to the BAD weather I didn’t know how I would go. We left East Midlands Airport under a blanket of snow, many flights had been cancelled but we were lucky even though we were 3hrs. late to take off.  Barcelona’s weather for the next 5 days was for it to be dry and mainly sunny. For the beginning of February we couldn’t believe our luck, the mornings were a bit on the nippy side but listening to the weather back home made us thankful for what we had. 

There were 6 “runners” in our party, one runner (who will remain unnamed) travelled with the aid of a “zimmer” frame as he had “gone over” on a xcountry run the previous week and twisted his ankle. Plenty of Arnica cream, ice, and an ankle support worked wonders, as he ditched  the frame the night before the start. He finished the race like a greyhound out of trap 6. One other runner had spent most of Friday suffering from The Male Menopause and rose like Lazarus off  his bed to stand along the start line with The Other Africans, he too finished like a greyhound with rubbing oil up it’s backside. The excuses just kept coming thick and fast as yet someone else claimed “I’m just getting over the FLU. I had last week”, so he ran all the way round with his personal nurse by his side until the last 100yds. when (Florence Nightingale ) must have thought “I’ve got you this far” and sprinted  to the finish leaving him in her wake!! There was one other runner “ not to be outdone for excuses” who claimed his wife had made him do housework after a hard run and caused him to pull a muscle in his back ( something to do with pushing the Vacuum cleaner). To protect his back he had asked for his number and chip to be delivered to his hotel, as he thought he couldn’t walk the half mile to register, SOFT ME I delivered (tired legs is all I need the night before a half marathon!!!!)  The morning of the race saw clear blue skies a bit chilly BUT NO SIGNS of ;
    Zimmers;   P.M.T.;   Ibuprofen Gell;  or   Lemsip   just a few aching legs for the delivery boy!!!   Everyone was in a cautious mood wondering how they would perform.     The course took a figure of eight around the city and out towards the old Olympic Village back along the sea front area.  Out on the course we saw more police than spectators, the only ones we did see that were cheering were our OWN  PROFESSIONAL CHEER LADIES we had taken with us, even the finish area lacked that encouragement that you get back home. 
  Not as boring as The Toronto Waterfront Half but would have to think twice about going back and running it again.   Will look for another European city for next year!!  May be more excuses will crop up!!
  P.S.    The nice young lady from Tickhill would have had a better time but she insisted on stopping and talking to Every young Spaniard with brown legs!!!! 
                          Honest  JOHN!!
