The Scorched Earth Edinburgh Marathon, sponsored by Ambre Solaire

stats say:- 4008th Geoff Wells (5919), out of 9459 finishers
10k: 00:57:01 - Half: 01:59:58 - 30k: 02:55:16 - Marathon: 04:16:54 

That is not the whole story however, quite a long weekend, and subsequently a long article coming up. Friday, left work at 4.30, M4 traffic shenanigans, security nonsense, plane late, Edinburgh at 10.30pm, ate at Bristol Airport so ok really. No alcohol.

Slept in late Saturday. Well relatively late for us lately, still got up in time to go to Edinburgh Parkrun where Cathy, my better half, ran a PB of 29.41. A very good parkrun all told, fast times there, dead flat course, will run that myself one day. Cathy's family had organised a lunch so a lot of elderly relatives, cousins and general hangers-on pitched up a hotel just beyond Haymarket. Very straight-laced, 'proper' affair. Quite enjoyed it really, I got to meet the Irish side of her family, slightly more jolly than the Scottish side. Nice food though. No alcohol.

Saturday evening, panic stations, lost plane tickets home, lost bus tickets for supporters, lost maps and directions to places where we were meeting friends! Found flight tickets in my training shoes, no sign of bus tickets used my failing memory to locate grassmarket and Genaro's restaurant, where we were due to meet a bunch of friends who were also running in the race and their supporters. A nice enough meal, lots of chat about the up-coming race, times, previous experiences and varying degrees of nervousness. Hotel before 10.30pm, slept badly. No alcohol.

Sunday, Race day, up at 7.30. I don't like the hanging about at the start of races. My prep is, turn up, wee, drink water, wee, line-up, wee, start! I just strolled up through Princes Street, had a look around the start areas found my pen and lined up. The start itself had a very nice feel about it. I was calm for once, chatted to a few people nearby. A bunch of Italians singing loudly. I was actually wearing my bin liner, as it was quite cold!!!! The start is split into 2 across 2 roads around Calton Hill, and then into pens according to the predicted finish time you gave in when you entered the race.

Anyway, we were off, 10-12C, sun broke through almost immediately, not a good omen. The start is excellent, there’s a half mile walk to the actual start, and the organizers stagger the starting pens really well, so I was trotting and through the start-line within 5 minutes. The course has a fast start, all the down-hill bits felt like some sort of Raiders of the Lost Ark arcade game. Passed Cathy and family at 5k down at Leith. All a bit of a blur, Castle, Arthur’s seat, Parliament, meadowbank stadium, and then it seems we were quickly in the outskirts of the East of Edinburgh and heading out to sea! I took on water at all stations, even though I had my camelbak, temperature heating up all the time. 

10k time 57.01, which seemed about right, a touch fast maybe, but only by a minute or so, should be ok, I thought. I then settled into a good rhythm of just over 9mm all the way up to the half-way point. At half way were a bunch of friends supporting and they said I looked fine. Looking back I now remember chatting to a guy at 4 miles who asked me what time I was aiming for, 4 hours, he suggested I slow up a bit, because of the building heat. I didn't. A superman struggling at the roadside, at 8 miles, was thrown the comment, "didn't you realize the roads up here are made of Kryptonite" 
From 13 miles onwards, once I looked at the results from my Garmin, I can see I was working harder and harder to keep to the 4 hours pace, that effort caught up with me at around 18 miles when I first dropped behind that pace. The course itself is basically flat, but from 15-20 miles it undulates a bit, and for the 2 miles up to the 18 mile point veers off the road through a wooded park and here we were running on trails turning I think that also contributed to my fatigue, by the now the temperature was 75+F, that didn’t help either. 

I think my worst miles were at 22, where I came to a complete halt after a bout of stomach cramps, and had to walk a couple of times, and at 24 miles, where the same thing happened. I’m still not sure, but I think I was taking in enough liquid, more likely is hat fact that I started to quickly and those 4 hours in those conditions wasn’t really. Once I gathered myself up I ran quite well over the last mile and a half. The crowds build up in mussleburgh from about a mile from the finish line, so there’s no way you can stop then. The course passes the mussleburgh race track at the 8 furlong marker, 1 mile from the finish. At this point you can see the stadium, and the crowd and hear the music and commentator. The last 200 yards are on the race course itself, in front of a pretty decent crowd, a really good way to finish. I felt really tired and had to have a 20 minute sit down in the shade after collecting my medal and goodie bag.

Made my way to the meeting point, met Cathy, I was out for the count for a good hour or so, took in some fluids and food. Chatted to a few people. Battled my way to our hotel, where I then cramped up again, developed some sort of back spasm too. I was still in a state come 8.00pm, so decided to take it easy, had a nice meal close by with Cathy, and bed early. Only a little alcohol. I was supposed to meet a few people after, but I think a load of beer wouldn’t have done me much good, and I think I recovered well because of that.


Spent part of Monday morning strolling around town, nodding at all the other marathon shirt wearers [image: image1.png]


. Posh lunch up at the Tower restaurant with Cathy on Monday, a good look round the museum too. Went over the race in my mind a few times. I suppose I started a touch too quickly. I also think my training needs to include some longer runs up to 25 or even 26 miles. I also think that I'm physically not strong enough, in that my most painful parts are back, shoulders and arms. Other than that, towards the end of the race, I was thinking, I'm not doing this again. Over 4 hours is no good, I'm not suited to this. By lunchtime Monday, I was thinking, how can I change my training, how can I cope with the heat better, 4.16 in that weather is a good effort of a first marathon.

I will go back, and I will break 4 hours, and, I actually really enjoyed it, and won’t forget it in a hurry, and from what I have read since, is one of the best organized marathons you can enter

A few other random memories. All the people with hoses, buckets and cups chucking water over us down the back before and after the racecourse and through prestonpans. "When we were young", The Killers, playing from a bus, hmmm somewhere [image: image2.png]


. The DJ right at the far end of the course, going SCORCHIO, SCORCHIO, SCORCHIO, we knew mate, we knew. The rubbery bouncy finish line, the furlong markers at the race course, the size of the crowd, it was like the finishing straight at the Epsom Derby in June, the crowding as we headed out of town onto the coastal path, in places the course narrows very quickly. The guy I sat with for half an hour after, who said, "That was ridiculous, really hard, and I’d only ever run 10ks' before" [image: image3.png]


. The woman I bumped into at the park after the race, who looked at me, sniffed, smiled and said "ahh, that'll be the smell of success"......... 

