Cleveland Sprint Triathlon

Report from a novice!

The Cleveland Sprint Triathlon was my first club event, my first as a member, and only my third ever triathlon.

I've had such a great welcome that I thought I would share my experience and some of the things I learned (for the benefit of other hapless novices and perhaps the amusement of others!)

After porridge at six, I dropped the younger members of my travelling support (age 2 and 5) with the older members (age 60 and 62), and set off, allowing a good hour and a half before my start time. 

After the obligatory stop on the moors to double check the bike was still secure, I arrived, parked up and registered. Then I headed down to the transition area to get my bearings, before collecting my bike and box of kit setting out my stuff.  

Now I was ready to head out on the bike for a quick warm up. On returning to the transition area I received the first valuable lesson from the marshalling and refereeing team,  and swiftly removed my iPod before any penalties were incurred (or more importantly before I could get in the way of other competitors!).

I then headed to the poolside (wondering where the last 75 minutes had gone!).  Here my wife checked that I had put my number on my bike ( which of course I hadn't) and my seemingly meticulous planning started to unravel!  Should I sprint back to the car and root through the bag in the boot for it, or ask for another? I opted to beg for another, which was swiftly provided. Next, should I enlist the help of my wife to put it on the bike, or to hand it to me outside the pool( and would either of these options be allowed?), or should I run back to transition ( where I would undoubtedly confuse the marshals as I was now stripped down and ready to race!).  In the end I opted to stick the label to the fence outside for collection on my way past - not ideal but time was not now on my side!

Finally I could now turn my attention to the swim - enough time to opt not to wear a swim cap. This may have been an error, as I was sharing a lane with identically clad fellow competitors.  The lack of distinguishing features on the swimmers, my slightly shaky arithmetic and the uncertainty generated by several overtaking manoeuvres perhaps all meant that I managed to achieve a new personal best for a 450m swim!  Despite the extra laps, the swim was still a considerably more pleasant experience than my previous event in Skipton, where the swim consisted of 200m of being crawled over by other swimmers, followed by 200m of trying to get past the same swimmers who had resorted to breaststroke after evidently going off too quickly!

Next, my transition wasn't too bad, though clipping into the pedals wasn't so smooth, and I set off on the bike. I was soon noting the benefit of having ridden the course the previous week, setting off quite hard for the first half whilst knowing that the second half was slightly downhill. My earlier ride had also reassured me that the vast majority of corners could be taken at full speed, and that all the hills were short enough to get out of the saddle and keep a relatively high gear.

The head wind on the final section to the roundabout was a nasty sting in the tail, and so I arrived back at transition breathing slightly harder than was perhaps advisable. Proof of this may be recalled by the spectators in this area who may recall seeing me misjudging my dismount and colliding with the wrought iron school gates on my way through!

Having sustained only very limited skin loss and bruising, And after struggling only momentarily with my newly elastic-laced running shoes, I headed out on the final leg (after a very polite reminder to turn my number around!)

The run felt pretty good compared to my previous attempts, and I settled into a steady pace.  As things got harder I passed the time marvelling through gritted teeth at how spectacularly poor the judgement of some motorists is.

At the turn I confirmed with he marshal that she was indeed the cone that I was looking for, and headed for home.

Coming back I kept a steady pace again before responding with my last reserves to an encouraging shout to "finish it off", so I duly sprinted round to the mats at a pace that suggested I maybe could have put a bit more over the final kilometre!

The chance to instantly check my time confirmed my error in the pool, but also that I'd exceeded my expectations on the bike and the run.

All in all it was a fantastic event, run by a club full of people who clearly love the sport, and who I am pleased to have joined.

My next challenge is to venture into open water!

