A life in stitches
There are some people in this world who love to say, “I have 864 World Records, aren’t I amazing?” and those, like me, who are a little more realistic and admit that whilst they may have completed a fair few events in their life, they are, to be quite honest, utterly cr** at what they do …
I do have a piece of paper somewhere which says that I took part in the longest aerobics class ever.  Basically, a group of us did 24hrs of aerobics, on top of a ferry, travelling back and for, across the English Channel.  Did I do it for the record? … heck no!  I wanted a free trip to France, to stock up on some decent wine, get a tan (well I got burnt to a crisp actually), have fun and participate in something a bit different.

When I return to NZ, I am planning to have a good stab at consuming the most chocolate fish in a day and I think Barb’s Mike said the record for spoon balancing is 20, so I have a way to go on that, but Michelle, 
“Do you offer coaching online?” (
I used to be known as ‘Liability Luce’ on the triathlon circuit (a fair few years back now) because of my excellent road-handling skills.  I could cycle in a straight line just about, but corners did prove to be a problem for me and I would often end up in a hedge or would take other cyclists out whilst on my way towards a hedge.
I often attended races where people would come up to me and say, 
“Hi, do I know you? I am sure I have seen you somewhere before … now where was it? Ah yes, you’re that woman who can’t ride a bike.  Glad to see you are still alive, but please tell me you aren’t racing today?”

In one race I actually managed to stay on my bike for almost the entire bike course, however, on my way towards the transition area, a shout came from the crowd, “Come on Juicy”.
“Who was that?” I thought to myself and being the supreme athlete that I am, never distracted by anyone and completely focused on the job in hand, I immediately looked into the crowd to see 1) if this bloke was attractive and 
2) whether he had a wedding ring on his finger or not.  
At this point, I crashed into the spectators on the other side of the road.  Fortunately I hadn’t injured myself this time, but some of the spectators were a little more worse off.  I tried to see if I could help but the St John’s arrived at the scene and told me to leave them to it and suggested that I learnt how to ride a bike properly before the next race.
P.T.O.

Don’t faint with shock, but I have actually made a few podium places in races before ….
Marathon  running  crawling ….
To date I have actually completed 24 marathons, but let’s face it, Mark could probably run 24 marathons in the time I have taken to complete 1 of them …
A couple of years back, in December, a group of us from the tri club decided to venture to Palma in Mallorca, to participate in the marathon/half-marathon there.  The aim, in my case, was to work off some calories before overindulging on chocolate and wine at Christmas.
I managed to finish the marathon and was told, “Well done … you have won an age-group prize!”

“What ….. you have got to be kidding?” I said.  I later found out that I happened to be the only female in that particular age group and so this all now made complete sense to me.  
Initially, I had no intention of attending the prize-giving, but everyone there was asked by the race organizer to make a concerted effort.  Due to a low number of entrants, he was worried that the Mayor would cancel all future events and therefore wanted us all to attend, show him what a nice bunch of people we really were and how important this race was to us all.
I was so embarrassed, being amongst all these stick insects who were really good runners and just prayed that when they called my name out, they wouldn’t mention the time it had taken me to complete.  
My name was called and I slowly walked to the front of the room, looking like I had just completed a back-to-back ironman with a similar time to go with it.  All I could think of was -
“How do I greet the Mayor?
Do I just shake his hand?

Do I give him a peck on the cheek, or a peck on both cheeks, and which side would you go to first – right or left?”

Flip, Flip, this was all a complete nightmare!  
In the end I decided to ‘play it cool’ and just stick to the centre …. but ….. ended up head-butting the Mayor of Palma.
The photographers went mental and everyone burst out laughing.  I was dreading opening the paper the following morning and reading the headline 
“Brit Butts Mayor” but fortunately I was saved that.

I had numerous drinks (for medicinal purposes of course) and staggered home.  
On reaching my hotel room I had a closer look at the trophy and found that I had been given the cup for the ‘Men’s 60-64 age group Winner’.
Open Water Swimming

I did actually beat someone on one occasion. Oh ok, they were 98 and only had completed half the course, but I wasn’t the slowest, which was good …
Not sure if any of your guys have been to Holme Pierrepoint in Nottingham, but it is one of the UK’s premier !?!?! open water venues ……. which happens to have a major problem with weed and geese that **** everywhere, including the podium.
Yep, I jumped up onto the podium, slipped and fell into the lake that I had just been swimming in.  
I had no change of clothes and had to drive home smelling like a sewer.  Mind you, despite the weird looks I received when I stopped off at the services on my way home, I did find that I was served very quickly which was a bonus.

Triathlon

Every Easter the Tri club would venture to Lanzarote in the Canary Islands for a pre-season training camp … 

On this particular occasion we heard that the Team GB Triathlon team were out there, training at the same time as us, and so the guys from the club mentioned that we should enter the triathlon at the end of the week, in an attempt to impress the coach with our amazing talent ?!?!?

I got through the swim and happened to be the first lady out of the water … actually I was the only lady in the event and so COMPLETION was now the key.
The bike leg went ok and as I was approaching the transition area, I spotted the Team GB coach.  I was feeling quite strong and so decided to try and impress him with a great sprint into the transition area which ….. turned out to be not such a good idea.  

I had been meaning to learn from my local gymnastics team how to master going over the handlebars of a bike and straight into a forward somersault so that I could land on my feet … rather than ending up in a massive heap on the road, which I had now found myself in AGAIN.  

Not realizing at this point that I had actually broken three ribs, my hand, wrist, and arm, I decided “GIRL POWER and all that …. I was going to finish the event”.  
The boys from the club had finished the whole event by now, had showered, changed and probably had breakfast as well and so decided to keep me company and walk around the course with me.
I managed to finish the event and on returning from the hospital was greeted by the Team GB coach, “I must say, I was well impressed with your pain tolerance out there, but you are utterly CR** on a bike” 
I was later presented with my Winners Diploma and a special award, consisting of a NEW bike helmet with an accompanying message - “Most spectacular dismount of the day!!”

And on a final note (you’ll be pleased to hear) - Channel Swimming

Every year at the Reading Swimming Club, Christmas awards night, I normally get presented with a prize, not for ‘best swim of the year’ or ‘most outstanding achievement’ … but the ‘Almost a Darwin Award’.  (These awards are named in honor of Charles Darwin, the father of evolution, and commemorate those people who improve our gene pool by removing themselves from it.   A Chronicle of Enterprising Demises can be found @ http://www.darwinawards.com/) …
Anyway on this particular occasion, a group of us were attempting a two-way team relay of the English Channel.  I was in the water and having my normal trouble of not understanding the various shouts and hand gestures that came from the support boat.  Being hard of hearing and not having the best eyesite on the planet either, are not ideal impairments to have when you are swimming in the English Channel and particularly on an extremely foggy day.  I was giving 100% and could hear the odd shout and just about make out arms being thrown frantically about the place on the boat. I thought they were shouting “Get a move on” but they were actually shouting “Get out of the water” as there was an oil tanker heading straight for us.  The French Coastguard had been on the radio a number of times by now and had instructed us to stop behaving like complete imbeciles and abort the swim immediately!  The more they shouted, the more I thought they were giving me a hard time for swimming too slowly and tried to muster as much strength as I possibly could … I just couldn’t flippin’ well swim any harder!  In the end I stopped to see what all the fuss was about and got pulled out.
We managed to miss a head on collision with the tanker fortunately, and my rendition of Titanic’s “My heart will go on” would have won many a karaoke competition that day, I can tell you.  I actually made the headline news on the TV that night … for all the wrong reasons, but at least I survived to tell the tale (.
Personally I think to have made it through the Taupo swim with only a cut on my foot from climbing up the ladder on the boat was pretty good for me.   
Take care and TTFN (
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