
Lost in translation!
Ian Wakefield from Beacon Road has written to tell Roundabout about an incident  
involving a mountain-bike race in Germany. Of such stuff are nightmares made, though 
in retrospect Ian saw the funny side of what happened. Ed.

Being a competitive cyclist, living in Woodhouse Eaves is perfect for me, 
with the local area providing a wide range of on and off-road training 
possibilities. Over the past nine months I trained for a race called the ‘Trans 
Germany’, which is, as it sounds, a cross-country race through Germany 
and Austria. It is one of the biggest in Europe with the current world 
champion only managing second place this year. The race is held in stages 
over four days, covers a total of 330km and includes over 30,000ft of 
climbing (that’s higher than Mt Everest).

A leisurely breakfast

As you can imagine, never having 
ridden a stage race before, I was pretty 
nervous about my ability to complete 
the event. My strategy was to try and 
conserve energy during the first two 
days and then start winding things up 
on days three and four. As each of the 
first three stages had started at 9.00am, 
there was plenty of time to have 
breakfast and find my way to the start.

On the final day I was sitting in my hotel 
at 7.30am eating my breakfast, feeling 
quite chuffed with myself because I 
knew that as long as I was on the start line, I was going to finish the race, 
when I heard the whizz of bikes rushing past the open hotel door. At first I 
dismissed this as eager riders wanting to get to the start early but the noise 
continued, so I decided to have a look. Yes, you’ve guessed it; the start on 
the final day was at 7.30am and there I was, still eating my breakfast!

All’s well that starts badly

Dropping my muesli in horror, I ran past the reception shouting ‘Bill! Bill! 
Schnell! Schnell!’ and then raced up three flights of stairs to fling my gear 
on and pack my bags. I signed the bill and ran down to the garage to collect 
my bike, relieved to find it was still there, then rode down to the start line, 
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Ian in mid-race



arriving at about 7.50am. The starting gates were already dismantled and 
the timing mat had been rolled away. However, an official took my race 
number and, along with two Dutch riders, I tried to find my way down the 
course – the marker arrows had already been collected. After about 30 
minutes of riding like maniacs, we caught up the back end of the field.

Despite riding the rest of the race angry and scared, the stage ended up 
being my best one of the four; a massive relief considering that I nearly 
didn’t finish at all.

The race was one of the hardest but most rewarding experiences of my life 
and I hope to go back to Europe to race again next year – without the 
drama. So if you see me out in the village, please don’t speak German to 
me. However, if anyone wants to ride with me, please email me: 
wakey.co@virgin.net  Sometimes company makes all the long rides go a 
little quicker.

Ian Wakefield
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