“MRS DERRIEN’S DIARY” by
Carole Derrien (Jersey Spartan A.C.)

| just don’t know
why | say things
like ‘good training
sessions’ and ‘now
life will get back to
normal’ — that was
just asking the
fates to step in
once again. Severe
bronchial problems
and then urticaria
(hives to you and
me) put paid to any
activity until after
Christmas. However the high point was being
able to chase the granddaughters around
Richmond Park, and catch them, much to their
surprise! The year ended with a ferry trip from
hell, Force 10 gales and 17ft waves, we thought
we wouldn’t see Jersey again and would probably
find that our car had been swept overboard — it
had literally turned white with sea spray, but we
were relieved to get on dry land and home, even
though it was the middle of the night instead of
late afternoon | was convinced that nothing could
get any worse and this would ke turning
point.
Training was commenced, very slowly — it was
frightening to realise just how much fitness | had
lost and how one leg was so weak, but | was
making progress, albeit with the speed of a snail
with a limp. Interruptions came and went, visitors
and then another trip to England for James’
christening. | had dug out the bright, shiny spikes
| purchased in Poland and was contemplating
putting the laces in, and all the imponderables
like - should | go to Helsinki, should | enter the
sprints at the Indoor Championships, you know
the sort of things. Pride always comes before a
fall.
February was here and | was starting to get back
to running and conditioning, and one fateful
night 1 was cock-a-hoop, 6 sprints back to back,
OK not full throttle but good enough to lift my
spirits and believe the end was in sight. We were

actually hosting a visit from Pete Lisle, one daf th
British Masters Teams’ greatest supporters, and
we went out to dinner that evening with him.
When | got up from the table, the ‘good’ leg
collapsed — no, it wasn’t the G&T or the wine —
you cynics! Catarina was on hand to drive us
home and | went to bed trying to convince myself
it was cramp — silly woman.

Thankfully I could still play bowls and went off
on a tour of the South of England, every day |
thought — it's gone - only to get the pain back
within minutes. Oh well, no Helsinki but | would
still make it to the British Indoors, even if it vee
only for the social side of things. So it was back
to England and the family, Mummy was away on
a Netball Tour so Grandchildren and the usual
DIY were the order of the day. | escaped up to
Vilma’s and had a great time chilling, gossiping
and sipping the G&T’s. We were thinking of
ourselves as two reconditioned athletes and
looking forward to the year ahead. Vilma had a
wonderful return to competition, mine was not so
good, but as usual, my fellow competitors were
full of advice and sympathy

“Do you

know, |

have NEVER
seen anything
like

that before!”

Having to go to the Doctor about something else,
I mentioned my collapsing hip — a quick
examination and a knowing nod — a trapped
nerve and the best cure would be to go away
somewhere warm and just relax for once in my
life! The cheek of it! Well, you will be pleased to
know | am doing just that — going to the Algarve
— so | was being economical with the truth — |
didn’t tell him it was to the training camp at
Alfamar! Him-Indoors is not coming, he is
looking forward to a peaceful 10 days and
perhaps the thought that I might come back
brown instead of browned-off.






