A Novice runs of the Spartathlon 2007 
By Richard Brown

I was delighted not only to complete such a challenging event at my first attempt but also to do it in a vaguely respectable time for an ancient who does not run a great deal nowadays! 
But what heat! Evidently one of the hottest ever - and there is virtually no shade on the whole route. 
Even Seppo Leinonen collapsed and Mary Larsson was dying on her feet when I caught her below the mountain base camp - she never made it over the top.
I was doubtful if I would make it to the finish for most of the first day as I was never more than 10 minutes inside the cut off times till after Corinth when the heat started to subside. 
Then as darkness descended I was able to pick up more food including the Greek yogurt that had been promised but had run out by the time us back markers arrived at the check-points.  So with a cool night and with my tank restocked I was able to up my pace, race-walk up the hills and run at speed (well relatively speaking!) down them and so pick up places and more importantly time.

Last year I had been told that the second day had been cloudy and this had probably helped ensure a good completion rate. Not so this year! The sun rose in a cloudless sky and started to beat down on me again especially as we slogged over that dreadful long last mountain with apparently another climb round each bend! I mused on how wonderful it must have been to finish before the sun really got high in the sky. If only I had attempted the event twenty years ago as John Foden had kept pressing me to do…


Maybe I should have done some heat training like Willy Sichel – it certainly paid dividends and he had a splendid run to finish ninth. 

Two thirds of the field failed to finish. Runners became crawlers and then reduced to sitting bemused at check points staring blankly into space holding soggy sponges on there heads as I jogged past.


But what a fantastic experience and such great camaraderie of the type you always get on ultras but were here in spades with so many countries participating. And oh what joy to race-walk as stylishly as I could up the final avenue to the wonderful welcome of so many smiling faces and then to touch that foot and receive the crown of achievement. Never has a foot meant so much to me!

