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This is a race that is only in its fifth year, but it has got to be the best organised race, I 
have ever done…… Would I go back…………. You bet I would……… Was it worth 
every penny – although expensive…………. without a doubt….. Every athlete was 
treated like a member of the elite team. 
 
Our trip started with an early morning trip to City Airport, not that early for me, but 
Ian does like his beauty sleep. We chose BA flights for two reasons, 1 you don’t pay 
for your bike and 2 we didn’t have to rely on Ryanair after Ian’s experiences of not 
getting his bike whilst we were away in Hungary last year….. 

 
Well City Airport was a new experience for me and its great, pretty relaxed 
atmosphere, really helpful staff, and no delay with the flights…. But our first learning 
curve was when the lady booking us in stated that the bike boxes were too heavy!!!!  
So three triathlete’s were holding everyone up whilst we opened our boxes and 
unloaded loads of gear into our bags…. Ian had no chance of making the weight with 
his super big heavy bike box and Chas had kindly brought a bottle of champagne and 
red wine along, for training purposes obviously. So both of them had to pay a further 
£30 for the increased weight….. This very promptly started a conversation about the 
‘Bigger’ than average person should have to pay more for their flights…. At this point 
I was off for my coffee fix. 
 
We proudly had our black East Essex 70.3 tops on and conversation was thick with 
other triathlete’s heading out to Monaco….. as usual someone noticed Mr Baines in 
the departure lounge. 
 
We landed in Nice and met Eric who had flown out the night before to ensure he built 
our bikes for us before the race. Ian went of to get the hire van and a ‘very nice’ 
American chap came over and introduced himself who had travelled from Houston – 
Texas to compete again after experiencing the event last year….. he gave us some 
good advice and also told us about the Jelly Fish. 

 



Off to the apartments and we found ourselves (due to some poor navigation skills) on 
one of the first climbs we would have to tackle in Sunday’s event….. This didn’t help 
our confidence and the fact that we had just had a car accident. Now normally you 
don’t want to crash with a Mercedes but when in Monaco, you know that you’ve just 
hit the minor league car…. 
 
We all finally found the apartment and unloaded the bikes for Eric to start his 
wizardry. The object of Eric helping us out was that we didn’t have to stress about 
building the bikes and know that everything was in tip-top condition. A lesson learnt 
by me was…. If you have the best mechanic on board don’t feel obliged to help him. I 
decided that I would put my peddles on and that’s where the mistake occurred. The 
alan key slipped and I ended up with a major cut in the palm of my hand, if anyone 
knows me they will also know that a similar event occurred at the UK 70.3…. 
 
Thanks to Chas and my new first aid kit we managed to stop the bleeding with some 
great skills in cutting up plasters and using them as steriestrips. We decided that if the 
bleeding started again we would wait until we got to the ironman expo and medical 
tent, in true Ironman style.  

 
That night was a quick visit to the expo and they opened up for us to register and get 
our freebies… At the same time all the helpers and marshals were getting a race 
briefing so we thought we would help ourselves to there pizzas and drinks. Whoops, 
even I understand in French  ‘You are taking the P***’  now from the lady who was 
chief organiser… 
 
Saturday involved us being up early and down to the beach at 8.00 for a swim, this 
was great and a big surprise as you jump in, a the fish are swimming all around right 
up to you. Shame we didn’t have the waterproof camera, as Ian adopted a new way to 
dive in from the floating platforms. Its called – miss judge the waves and go straight 
in completely flat… good job he had the wetsuit on – ouch. Chas and I were in 
hysterics. 



 

Ian decided after another walk along the front, to let Chas look at the boats, that we 
were no longer going to drive the course, (good idea after yesterdays episode) he had 
an idea that it would be better to cycle the first hill. (bad idea – but in typical Ian 
fashion) 
 

 
We set off on the bikes in an upward direction and had our photos taken at the 
halfway point by some South African competitors, more conversation about hills…. 
And then we carried on to a restaurant at the top where we had a lovely three course 
meal. The decsent was great and then we were off to racking our bikes and bags. 



 
Sunday morning was an early start as we checked the bikes and put on our wetsuits, 
what a view with the sun rise… It was at this point we met Graham and Neah then we 
all headed for a practice swim after being introduced to Grahams family.  We all said 
our good lucks and I gave it a customary ‘Lets Have It East Essex’  and then BANG 
we were off and that’s the last I would see of our little Monaco team until the end. 
 

 
 
 



The race was great, but I couldn’t understand why swimmers were stopping at the 
turn bouys…. They soon got a piece of me climbing over loads of them and then I 
started to feel a pain across my neck, which kept increasing through the swim. Bloody 
Jelly Fish had stuck to my neck, but I only realised when I pulled it off.  I later found 
out that all three others had also been stung by the bloody things. 
 
Out of the swim and on to the bike, it’s the first time I have seen Marshals / Draft 
Busters stop cyclists and take their numbers away from then……Penalties for drafting 
going up hill which seems a shame when the hills are so long. You get about 200-300 
meters of flat before you start climbing for 10 miles, the hills are not to steep, but just 
go on and on with loads of switch backs. 
 
I was really pleased with my cycling at this stage, but it would appear that both Chas 
and I got the same problems at the top with our hamstrings and backside tightening up 
and causing severe pain for both of us. The descents were a timely thing allowing me 
to get rid of the pain, and I will probably never experience descents like this again…. 
They are not for the fainthearted, and the speeds you generate are unbelievable and 
under breaking your wheels are screaming at you to let go of the breaks under the 
pressure. Every bend is pretty much covered by marshals who shout warnings at you 
and encourage you at the same time, even the police get involved with their 
encouragement. The big difference you notice is the locals all supporting you and 
when they are on the roads in their cars, they wait for you even if they get caught up 
in the race. Marking the difference of a country which really admires the cyclist who 
cycles their hills. What a place…. 
 
My bike ride was going great, and I had got rid of the earlier troubles and felt good 
going into the last hill back into Monaco. I even gave it a ‘Lets have it Hill’  and 
about 100m in it gave me my answer  ‘ I have you now Smiffy’ as the cramps in my 
quads made both legs lock up. I can’t publish what I said back at the top of my voice 
but it was along the lines of ‘You *****rd…. The cramps were that bad that I was 
only able to cycle two pedal strokes and straighten one leg to get rid of the cramp in 
that leg and then two pedal strokes to get rid of the cramp in the other…. 
 
At this stage you get a bit deflated and although Ollie and I were trying to sort things 
out I was now starting to doubt that I could finish this. I had to stop and hold onto a 
sign post standing on the pedals to relief the cramps when I was starting to look for 
the support cars….  
 
Everyone who went past was telling me I could do this and its great to hear but when 
you know your legs are shot and you’ve still got a 13.1 mile run to do, it doesn’t help. 
Then a Geordie guy went past and shouted that I only had 150 mitres to the top and it 
was all down hill….. Well done that man, I asked Ollie if we could make it and we 
agreed we would go for it, so 150m out of the saddle two peddle strokes at a time 
pursued…  At the top it was great relief and then the bad hunger hit me, so was my 
nutrition right???? I stuffed my face and started the 14k decent into Monaco still 
wondering how an earth I was going to run. 
 
Off the bike at T2 and tried to run, but no chance total lock up. I said good bye to 
Ollie and she told me I could do this. 10mins later and I’m out of the T2 tent and 
starting my run, I decided that I would run through the first two feed stations as I was 
able to run to my surprise and then just past the 2nd feed station the cramps came back 



and I was in bits thinking there is no way I’m walking 11- 12 miles. I decided to walk 
up to the hill to the Casino which is also the finish point thinking it was all over…..  
 
At the top I decided that I would at least try and run down the famous bends in 
Monaco which are just behind the Casino at least once…. But the running was going 
well again and I was passing others on the run, it was at this point that I kept seeing 
Grahams family which made all the difference on every lap. We now have an Essex 
Corner in Monaco…. For our supporters. 
 
The run continued with cramps on each lap, but I was able to get rid of them and start 
running well each time afterwards. The finish was great and to have finished after so 
many bad points was even better….. I really missed the family not being at the end for 
me and throughout the race, as they have always been there for me in the past. 
 
But two good friends Chas and Ian had waited for me at the finish line and we all had 
a group hug to celebrate a great race. It was at this stage that I declared  that I thought 
the run was brilliant….. to my surprise they both hated the run…. It’s a lot easier at 
my pace guys…. 
 
We all had some food and drink and we were just heading back to the finish line when 
Graham came through…… All four said goodbye some 7 + hours earlier and we had 
all finished. What a team, what a club…..                          then it was off to the beach 
for a swim and a couple of beers……  

 
Even on the flight home someone asked me if that was Chas Baines sitting next to 
me…. Turns out the guy had won a three legged race with Chas in the 
Infants……they say Success breeds success!!!!! 
 
Finally to finish, remember the other reason why we used BA flights as opposed to 
Ryanair, well we got back to city airport only to find that Ian’s Bike had once again 
not made the flight, but was for some reason in Frankfurt????  
 
 
 
 


