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Picture - John Deas and Heidi Breagon  Celebrating – they earned it! 

For Heidi and myself running the 2006 Flora London Marathon were two very different experiences.  For Heidi it was her third London marathon and her fifth marathon in total so she knew what was in store for her.  For me however, I had no idea what to expect.  Heidi had told me many times what it was going to be like, we had talked about the atmosphere and the enjoyment as well as the pain, exhaustion and emotions that I would go through but no matter how much you talk to people it doesn't really make sense until you actually take part in the event.
 

The week before the marathon was horrible, it was all I could think about, I couldn't concentrate on anything else and the closer it got the more nervous I became.  I was in a daze for most of the week and paranoid that I was going to fall or trip on something and injure myself and put myself out of running on the Sunday.  On the Wednesday before the marathon we went to the exhibition to register, we looked round the various stalls, had a pasta meal, picked up our race numbers and bought various souvenirs but that night things started to fall apart.  I woke up at around 3 in the morning to find Heidi being horrendously sick in the bathroom and my heart sank, we had eaten exactly the same things all day but something had disagreed with her and I'd never seen her that ill before, not the preparation we had wanted with only a few days to go.  As well as concern for her I was panicking that whatever has happened to Heidi was going to strike me as well.  
 

When we got up on Thursday she wasn't feeling much better and took the day off work but by the time I got home in the evening she was feeling better and she decided that she would go to work the next day.  Heidi went to work on Friday feeling better but not 100% and felt ill again and had to come home, while Heidi was still confident and determined that she would run the marathon I wasn't so sure.  Fortunately I was wrong and by Sunday morning, despite having very little sleep we got up at 5am to make our way to the red start in Greenwich.  
 

We arrived with about 2 hours to spare so we wandered around to soak up the atmosphere, had a bit of a stretch and tried to relax in between the constant visits to the many portaloos.  With half an hour to go before the start we put our kit bags in and we made our way to the start line, via the portaloos again which by now had queues of about 50 people long.  We got to the start line with plenty of time to go and by now the nerves were going haywire but Heidi was a great help and kept me relatively relaxed and before I knew it the race had started.  For the 6 months before hand we had trained through the wind, rain and snow and I couldn't really believe that I was about to start the marathon, it all felt far too surreal but I was there and 10 minuets after the official start we were running across the start line feeling a mixture of excitement and trepidation.  
 

The first 5 or 6 miles felt very strange, Heidi and myself both had our names written on our t-shirts which makes the crowds round the course shout your name out which is a real boost.  Heidi was still suffering the after effects of being ill during the week and was struggling over the first few miles but I stayed with her and I did my best to keep her spirits up but being a very determined person there was no way she was going to stop, marathon running is her passion and you would have had to drag her off the course to stop her from running.  
 

The atmosphere around the whole course was simply superb, every pub we went ran past seemed to either have huge speakers pumping out uplifting music or a band of some kind.  At 6 miles we reached The Cutty Sark and despite all the stories Heidi had told me I couldn't believe what I was seeing, there were people on both sides of the road and about 5 or 6 people deep and the noise was unbelievable.  There are people shouting your name out, there's loud music, whistles, drums, you name it and it was probably there, the atmosphere it generates really gives you a huge boost.  The next few miles seemed to fly past along with the steel, rock and brass bands while we headed for our next target which was my parents.  I knew they would be somewhere around the 10 mile point and I was really worried that I wouldn't see them but somehow they had managed to find the only point without any people near them so they were easy to spot.  After that it was only a short time before we reached Tower Bridge and the half way point, this is both a good and bad point as you know you're halfway but after you have crossed the bridge and head towards Canary Wharf there are the really fast people on the other side of the road about 8 miles ahead of you.  
 

Things started to go wrong at about 14 miles, I don't really know what happened but I started to feel really sick and dizzy and I really wanted to stop but it was Heidi who kept me going.  I have run over 14 miles in training on many occasions so I still have no idea what happened.  At about 18 miles we arrived at Canary Wharf and while Heidi had overcome her initial problems I was feeling VERY weak but the noise and atmosphere was almost deafening and the combination of the music, the crowds and people shouting your name really does help and it was at this point that I saw my parents for the second time.  
 

Then things started to go really wrong between 19 and 20 miles, I had hit the wall hard!!  I had never felt anything like it in my life, I had nothing left in the tank at all and my body had burnt up all its stores of energy and it was now burning itself.  At this point I decided that there was absolutely no way I could continue, as far as I was concerned my race was over, I was absolutely devastated and there was no way I was going to do anything this stupid ever again but Heidi wouldn't let me quit.  Without Heidi I don't know if I would have got round, somehow she convinced me to keep plugging away and I can't remember what she said but it worked.  Knowing how competitive I can be it was probably something about her beating me but whatever it was it worked.  I set my target for the 20 mile marker and tricked myself into thinking that I would walk for a bit when I made it but when I got there I did the same to myself for the 21 mile marker and before I knew it I was running along the Embankment heading for the 25th mile marker hardly noticing the torrential rain we were running in.  From the 24 mile marker the crowds really start to grow big again and I just can't describe the noise and the atmosphere that is generated, words cannot do it justice, it is something that has to be experienced to understand the effect it has on you.  It was at this point that we saw Heidi's parents, her brother and sister in law and her niece closely followed by some of our friends and my parents again and before you know you're heading along Birdcage Walk with a huge sign saying "800 meters to go" in front of us and at that point I knew what Heidi knew all along, we were both going to finish.  
 

Running up The Mall and crossing that finish line is one of the best experiences of my life and something I'll never forget.  Crossing the finish line is not only a huge relief but its also very emotional and we completed the course in 5 hours and 3 minutes.  We collected our medals and 'space blanket' and then waddled up the Mall to Horse Guards Parade and the repatriation point to meet our parents at which point I swore that under no circumstances was I ever going to put myself through anything like that again but I have since changed my mind and we'll be having another crack at it next year.  I didn't realise until a while later but I was actually enjoying every minute of it and the crowds and the atmosphere really does help you get to that finish line.
 

NEVER AGAIN, UNTIL THE NEXT TIME!
