Royal Windsor Triathlon 2004

So, voted Event of the Year 2003, Royal Windsor has set its standards high, I decided to see if it would live up to them.  As with most of the bigger races you arrive on the Saturday to register and take a look at the trade stands to find that yes there are lots of things that could make you go quicker but no, there are still too expensive. After racking my bike I spent a lazy afternoon on the lying around listening to the interviews of Spencer Smith, Tim Don and the like over the loud speakers.  

Sunday morning, for someone who likes early starts this is ideal, the first waves of the sprint distance were off at 6am, my start 7:25am.  I arrived shortly before 5:30 to a beautiful, tranquil morning, the sun out, blue sky and little wind, anticipation building, that pre race buzz, you can’t ask for more really.  After a check to make sure my bike was still there, and the normal faffing around in transition, I watched a few of the sprint distance starts before going to warm up.

Well you here many stories about The Thames, and after looking in and not being able to see much you start to believe a few of them.  I was surprised to feel how warm the water was, but then I thought of the stories I had been told and decided just to keep my mouth closed.  The horn went and the normal melee commenced with everything finally settling down by the time we had cut across to the far bank.  A slow trawl up against the current that didn’t seem too strong was followed by a quicker return downstream under the constant gaze of the many onlookers from the moored boats on the side of the river.  A run across into transition and we got onto our bikes.

A slightly longer bike course (26 miles) is always good when it is your strength. Out of Windsor and into the countryside around, the course could probably be described as undulating after what appeared to be a very slight gradient (probably non-existent) for almost the first half of the course. A headwind seemed to have picked up, but there was little sign from where I was of drafting, which apparently has been rife in recent years.  Back towards Windsor with a long downhill stretch (so it must have been up hill on the way out, surely?) and back round to transition, with the added fun of charging down a narrow path before dismount frantically trying to take feet out of shoes.

The Run is a 3 lap T shaped course and starts in the meanest possible way. A short sharp climb up to the front of the castle, why? So you can run back down it of course. By this point there were many people on different laps of the course so it is easy to try and pick up someone quicker than yourself to pace off. Looping around the town and being teased with a sight of the finishing straight makes the final lap more satisfying when you can run past the rubber band wielding volunteers and straight down the last few metres next to the river. 

With the bikes not being released from transition until 11am, it does mean you have to wait around. But when the elite athletes are still to come through it does give you chance to stand, admire and cheer as they smoothly and quickly (and I mean quickly) rack their bikes and head off on the run.  A quick walk round to the road means the possibility of watching the race unfold and with the large crowds the atmosphere is, as you would expect, electric.  The cheers were huge every time any athlete ran past, especially Elvis, and the man in a cape trying desperately to keep up with Spencer Smith.

Event of the Year?  Well it’s only my first Olympic distance this year so I can’t answer that, but the organisation is good, the setting is picturesque and the atmosphere the best I have experienced. My only complaint? Now I know I have long arms but the long sleeved (or should I say short long sleeved) T-shirt……..

