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BIG SHIP: Royal Caribbean International’s Navigator of the Seas turning around in front of the pier when making a second visit of the season to
Cobh this weekend. Picture: Ger Bonus

Sorry, but my marathon days are over
A NOTHER Bank

Holiday Monday
and while you all
recover from the

sweet liberty of being able
to stay out late on a
Sunday night, I find
myself once again having
to tear my sorry ass from
the mattress and come in
here to the newspaper
office and forensically
dissect the important
news stories of the day.
It could have been oh so
different too, for today,
my friends, my readers, I
was supposed to run a
ma r at hon.

The whole sorry
shambles of an affair
began back in the mists
of early January, when I
received a text:

Te x t e r : Am running
marathon. You want to
do it?

Me: Yeah. Why not?
For the next month, I

was consumed by mara-
thon. I bought books on

carb-loading. I printed off
articles from the internet
written by those who had
completed their first
r ace.

I read that about how
lifting your legs to hip
level while sitting down
after a run would help
circulation and recovery
time. I bought fancy new
runners. A headband. I
collected six tokens from
Special K and sent away
for a stopwatch.

By late February, there
was little I didn’t know
about how to successfully
manoeuvre my way
through 26 grinding
miles of pain.

Another text came a
few days shy of March:

Texter: How’s training
going? Will we meet up
for run?

A flaw in my prepara-
tion immediately became
ob v io u s.

Although I had
planned down to the very

last detail how I would
run the race, I had not de-
voted a single calorie of
energy to achieving my
goal.

Let’s not beat around
the bush, this was a dis-
aster for anyone seri-
ously considering com-
pleting the thing. It was
time to get out there and
start pounding some tar.

This was going to be
tough, because deep in
my heart I knew my fit-
ness was at an all-time
low.

Most of my running for
the past five years has

been limited to sprints
through airports, dashes
to the counter in the
bookies before a horser-
ace is off, and away from
people who I quickly
realise are much bigger
than me.

Neither would the
O’Shea clan be renowned
for being a particularly
athletic bunch.

The first time I went
out on the road, I decided
to run for an hour. On
that occasion, I had to
stop three times. The
second time, I had to stop
t w ice.

By the time I went out
for the third run, I had
mastered lighting my ci-
garettes while still mov-
ing.

My main problem in
my training regime, as I
saw it, was the wheezing.
And that when I returned
from these runs and
looked in the mirror,
there was steam rising
off the top of my head.

Worse still was the
burning sensation cre-
ated from inner thigh
brushing off inner thigh.

My threshold for these
runs always seemed to be
the same each time too.
When I got to seven
miles, I hit the wall.

By mid-April, I knew
there was only one thing
for it.

I would have to give up
the booze and fags and
put in some seriously
hard work in the gym.

For three weeks, I
might as well have been

handcuffed to that tread-
mill. I ate on the tread-
mill, I conducted intelli-
gent conversations with
other treadmill people;
heck most of my courting
throughout May was
done while I was pump-
ing those crazy legs.

I quickly grew mono-
tonous however, that un-
remitting rolling floor,
and one day last month,
out of sheer boredom and
because Judge Judy filled
the four screens they
have in the gym in front
of me, I decided I would
see what it would be like
to run with my eyes
clo s ed.

I shut them for five
seconds and the discom-
bobulated freedom that
surged through each
lower limb was one my
body had never tasted be-
fo re.

Then I increased the
darkness to 10 seconds.

My head hit the monit-

or before it reached the
treadmill floor, but my
face, however red it was
from being mashed
against the machine it-
self, was coloured more
by the embarrassment.

A crowd gathered
round, but luckily one
rubbernecker spotted an
errant shoelace on my
right trainer, and I
quickly apportioned
blame to it.

I knew then that my
marathon days for 2007
were over.

To all those people and
charities out there that I
told I was doing the
marathon, I apologise.

There was no real
shame though; like a
good Catholic boy, I
pulled out early.

And there is always
next year. I’m definitely
going to run it.

Otherwise I’ll begin to
look really stupid wear-
ing this headband.


