Spartathlon 2005

By Peter Foxall

On Wednesday I and William Sichel travelled on the same flight to Athens. On the bus from the airport to the Hotel we met up with a German and French runner also here to do the Spartathlon.

After booking in to the hotel and having lunch we register for the race and let Athens University use us a Guinea pig. They took blood, weighted us and connected electrodes to us to check our body fat and filled in a questionnaire.

The rest of the time was ours till Thursday afternoon when there was a pre race briefing. (But we still had drop are bags to sort for the race)

At the race briefing we were told of route changes due to road works. The weather report for the race said it was going to be about 25 c and sunny and dry all thought Friday and night was going to be dry with rain for about 09:00 am Saturday (Ha Ha).

Dinner was at 20:00. After dinner I had a beer and read a book to chill out and went to bed at about 22:30.

The four of us in the room two Brits and two Germans set are clock for 04:15 wake up.

In the morning it was a shower dressed and pack the last of stuff in the bags. One bag to stay in the hotel and one bag to go on the bus to Sparta. Then down for breakfast and a 30 minute bus ride to the Acropolis were the race starts from. We then weighted around in nervous anticipation and quick runs to the loo.

O yes we were interviewed by an attractive young lady from Associated Press.
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At 07:00 the race started which was to take us though the street of Athens. With the Police holding the early morning rush hour traffic for us to pass though busy junctions.

After 10km we were running down the side of a duel carriage way to the coast. But this was no picnic with it being rush hour we had Lorries going passed belching diesel fumes. And on the coast there were oil refineries which added to the fumes. Put all together this is the worst part of the route. 
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At c/p 4 we left the main road to run on quieter roads. Some of the time we were running just two meters from the clear blue sea (it was very inviting). 
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We did have to run passed two more oil refineries.
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 There was even a C/Ps out side of them (they did half smell). And also Army barracks so no photos (we know what happened to the British plane spotters)

The route took us though the town Elefsis where junior high school kids were lining the side of the road to cheer us on and to collect high fives. 
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Also some of us had to stop to let trains cross the road at level crossings (there seemed to be more trains this year).

From about 35miles I started to get twinges of cramp in my quads due I think to low blood salt. And all the feed station had plenty of fruit and sweet good but next to nothing with salt (In future I will carry succeed capsules).

I got to C/P 22 the Heller can factory at Corinth in about 7 to 7 1/2 hours which is about average for me. I was able to get a salt water drink and was given some sashay of salt to carry in my bum bag by some Brits who were following the race. (Two of them are hoping to do this race next year).     

It was after C/P 24 my stomach felt was very bloated and uncomfortable. Did what worked in the past and that is walk for a few miles till I blow the gas out of both ends. It was while I was walking that William passed me and he was looking good. I was able to start running again by Ancient Corinth.

 It was after the C/P in the town of Zevgolatio that I could see heavy clouds building at the head of the valley and it was moving towards me with flashes of lighting and thunder. 
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Suddenly I was engulfed with strong winds and lashed with heavy rain.( it was so heavy that it was bouncing high into the air and the runoff the mountain was some thing to behold). But luckily in only lasted about 10 minuets and it was not cold.

I got into the half way C/P at Ancient Nemea at about 19:30pm. 

Here I had some fun trying to find my drop bag. I did find it after about 5 minuets (I had printed my own labels and the rain had washed the ink off)I change into dry socks and my night gear and had some warm food.

At the next C/P I met up with Mary Larrson who was after a plaster for her blister. Luckily I had one in my bum bag which I gave her. After that C/P we ran together for about the next 5 miles but she pulled away from me (for some reason I was getting slower).

On the climb up the mountain my left knee to point I was not shore if I was going to get over the mountain.

At the C/P at the base of the mountain there were sports therapists who did some work on my knee and strapped it up. And I pushed over the mountain. 

At the C/P at the village of Sangas I got a 15 minutes nap. While I was in here Mark Williams arrived. I left the C/P at the same time as him only to see him disappear into the night.

I continued on but not as fast as passed years.

Just about dawn it stared to rain (luckily I had plastic bin bag on me just for this).   

From C/P 58 to C/P 61 I ran with a Greek runner I have known from passed years and has always encouraged me Dimitri Kechagogliou. But on the 5 mile climb to C/P 63 I lost contact with and passé by other runners including a British runner John Tyszkiewicz who was wearing a clear plastic cap he had scrounged from a marshal. He said “I bet Pheidipides did not have to run in weather like this”.(Runner were trying beg, borrow and steal bags the wear. One Korean runner was seen crossing the road to a pile of fly tipping. He empted a bag and put it on just to try to keep warm and dry)

It was on these 5 miles that my knee got very painful. So I retired from the race at C/P 63 128 miles. I did not what to do any more damage to my knee. 

There is always next year.

I have finished 7 out of the 9 races I have started.             

