
“Darling, it’s Saturday evening.  What shall we do?  Catch a film?  Go out for a meal?  Do the 
ironing?  [pardon?]”  “There’s a road race in Benavides de Órbigo starting at 9:00 p.m., how about 
we do that instead?” “Oh, alright then.”

If last year’s mountain half marathon starting at 4:00 p.m. was just about breakfast time in Spain, 
then the ‘Legua y media nocturna’ in Benavides de Órbigo, forming part of the small town’s annual 
fiesta celebrations, starting at 9:00 p.m. was presumably just a pre-lunch freshener.  Nike once 
presented its annual London 10km as a nocturne, but only once and that more for effect (naturally 
you did not catch me running around Docklands in a fluorescent yellow dri-fit shirt).

They say to get your excuses in early, but if I did that then it might be 
some pages before I would write anything else in this report and you 
would probably get very bored very quickly.  So I’ll try to intersperse 
them throughout this race report – see if you can count them.  I have 
not yet come to the same number twice.  I’ll start with the thought that 
9:00 p.m. is a very silly time for a race, particularly on a weekend.  
How can you cope with that if you have been relaxing during the day, 
perhaps partaking of a few beverages?  This is especially so in Spain, 
where once everything has more or less locked up for the weekend at 
2:00 p.m., the café culture so apparently sought after by the licensing 
apparatchiks in the United Kingdom takes over with people imbibing 
small but regular quantities of alcohol on outdoor terraces and plazas.  
Not for me and Raquel: having entered this race, it was pasta for lunch 
and a monk-like existence for the rest of the afternoon. 

A word first about the race entry and preparation.  Again this is wonderfully informal with no entry 
fee – being part of the town’s annual celebrations, the funding comes entirely out of the municipal 
town council’s pockets – and a leisurely number collection.  Brian would be tearing his hair out if 
this happened at the Beverley 10km, but it was equally amusing and horrifying when the inflatable 
starting gantry (see the photos) blew over backwards, almost taking out a girl of about five years of 
age. 

The total race entry was about 140.  Why so few, particularly 
when the entry is free?  There is little to lose.  According to 
Raquel, while running is moderately popular for fitness in 
Spain, those who race are the real keenos, the serious people.  
(But Britney Spears-esque, schoolgirl, knee-high compression 
socks and mini-laptops on the wrists have not yet quite taken 
hold.)  Running races is not, as yet, a social and personally 
challenging activity in the way that it is in the United Kingdom.  
For this reason, the relatively few races that do take place tend 



to be attended by fairly competent runners from quite some distances away.  Indeed, some county-
standard athletes had sacrificed their Saturday, and that of their parents’, to attend.  We would see 
the result of this later.

‘Legua y media’ translates as a ‘league and a half’ in English, so the distance was officially some 
8,358m.  It seems as though standard race distances do not exist in Spain, and there was no information 
as to how such an odd distance came about.  Why not just 5 miles, or 10km?  At least this novel distance 
would more or less guarantee a personal best 
for all participants, unlikely ever to be bested.  
In addition, officially measuring race distances 
is not something that the Spanish athletics 
federation or race organisers seem to go in for, 
since the times look suspicious for the distance 
and there are never, ever distance markers on 
the route.  I’m bad enough at gauging my 
efforts at the best of times, but in the dark I 
could have been running any distance without 
knowing.  The course comprised a short 
opening section starting from the monolithic 
and somewhat Soviet-looking sports centre in 
a non-descript area of town, down to the high 
street where there would be three laps of a 
town centre course.  We might have judged our 
effort versus distance better if we had taken proper note of the route and not misread it on the website 
as relating to a different race altogether, so with the camera being left in the car near the start, but a 
long hop from the finish, leading to an absence of action photos from the finish.  Sorry. 

The short urban sections around the start meant that when the hooter sounded, I went off like a train, 
more or less as usual, with the perception of going quite fast as each corner rapidly arrived.  And 
downhill for the first couple of hundred metres.  Lovely summer evening, I thought, nice and warm.  

21 degrees to be precise, according 
to the temperature indicator outside 
a pharmacy and it felt like it, as my 
mouth exsiccated.  However, as the 
race got onto the laps around the 
town, I started blowing somewhat 
and pretty much from there on in I 
was haemorrhaging places with 
regularity.  The standard was a bit 
higher than that with which I had 
perhaps reckoned.  The casualness 
of the start and absence of hard-core 
performance indicators, such as 
shaved legs, the tang of embrocation 

and anorexia, clearly belied the ability on show.  Also, going on a ‘training ride’ up a category 1 
climb the evening before was probably not the ideal preparation.  The race was very well supported 
by the now well-oiled fiesta-goers gathered in the main street and square, well-marshalled and even 
well-policed by the traffic police cruising round leisurely in their squad cars, cigarettes in hand.  
Difficult to think how many workplace regulations that would breach in the United Kingdom public 
sector.



Raquel says that when the leader lapped her, he went by like an arrow.  According to the results 
available at the finish, the leader finished in 24 minutes something, which is pretty astonishing.  
Apparently I finished in 31m 05s, which would put me at under 30 minutes for a 5 mile race, so 
there is clearly something wrong (or Spanish, as one might say) with the time recording.  Having run 
about 15 times in total since mid-March to try to protect my crooked knee, such speeds should not be 
on the agenda (although I did abstain from cream buns for the whole of August).  For some reason, 
time recording seemed to stop after 33 minutes, so Raquel’s new personal best over this distance was 
unfortunately not registered.  

According to the official results I came 28th (www.
mediamaratondeldulce.com/legua%20y%20media.pdf).  
That is a fast race where out of 140 participants over eight 
kilometres, 27 come in at or under 30 minutes.  Several 
runners decided that persevering with and finishing this short 
race was beyond them, and/or took advantage of rather lax 
lap-counting at the finish line, and pulled off without having 
completed the required number of laps.  But not Raquel who 
demonstrated the proper sporting spirit in going the distance.  
I don’t know whether charging for entry would improve this 
or just deter people from entering in the first place.  

Wherever the funding comes from for these fee-free races, there 
seems always to be plenty of it available for prizes.  The trophies 
awarded to the overall and category winners would have put the 
organiser of a Formula 1 Grand Prix in the Middle East to shame.  
For the ordinary runner there was just fruit and water, except 
that by dint of asking if and when the results and photos would 
be available online, Raquel was given a box of the locally-made 
biscuits also handed out to the winners.  Much more our kind 
of prize.  We were told not to get too excited as to when these 
might be published – mañana, mañana, mañana – so apologies 
again for not making this report more pictorially appealing.

Raquel’s email to the town council of Toreno seems to have done the trick: the mountain half marathon 
did not take place on 4 September but will now be on 18 September, namely next weekend.  So we 
can enter after all and, availability of transport permitting, we will be there.  At least we have now 
completed our training.  Raquel cannot wait…
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