Some Notes on the Commonwealth Games

Travel

The England Shooting Team travelled to Malaysia in separate parties and I arrived, with everyone else, 3 hours before the flight time. We hung around waiting by the airline desk for 2 hours and then the delays caused by people taking firearms by air resulted in the team having to run to the departure gate to catch the plane. I was not part of this problem as my pistol was collected by JLD from Zurich. I still had to run, though.

Unfortunately the Boeing 747 on which we travelled was one of the older models and was not provided with the natty little seat back screens with games, films, etc. With over 13 hours of tedium, broken only by deliveries of stuff labelled ‘food’ I read 2 books. Why is it that however enticing the air line menu, the edible parts of what is served can only be distinguished from the wrapping by its shape and colour?

On arrival at Kuala Lumpa we were obviously VIPs and passed through customs, etc. as honoured guests. (shows how much they know) We were met by John White with the local officials who gave us our accreditation passes. Dangled round our necks, these were our passports to everything. Here we met up with the shooters who had flown in from Zurich.

Flying on to Langkawi was further complicated by people being on different planes and John White and his able lieutenants ran around like blue arsed flies trying to get people onto a flight. Transport was to be the bane of John’s life for the games and his hair became noticeably greyer as the games went on.

Eventually we arrived at Lankawi and we were put on one coach while all our luggage was taken and delivered to the hotel and then to our rooms. Very civilised.

When we arrived at the strangely named City Bayview Hotel (it had views of the city and the bay) the security people were still installing the luggage scanners so anybody could bring in whatever they liked. This didn’t seem to worry them.

We flew back on a newer 747 complete with natty little seat back screens. The games weren’t working

Time

When I arrived I found my watch had broken and it was 8 hours slow. I went to a watch shop where the man came out with some cock and bull story about the world going round and there being different time zones. I explained to him that this could not be so as it was Greenwich Mean Time and therefore must be right. He reluctantly agreed to mend my watch for a fiver. It’s a strange land where you have to convince artisans to accept your trade.

Health

When you visit tropical climes you expect to collect some bug that vectors, with obvious enthusiasm, onto the guts. You do not expect to catch a really stinking cold. I managed both. Without treating you to the disgusting details may I ask you to reflect on the location of disabled toilets?

The layout of the toilets was such that the disabled cubical was directly in line with the door. When the call of nature is in reverse, a charge through the door in a direct line leads straight to the disabled cubical. The catch on the door may not be capable of holding back a desperate bod and a disabled person already in occupancy will not be agile enough to avoid the ensuing unpleasantness. Disabled people have more than their fair share of problems, making them sitting targets for liquid laugh merchants is adding insult to injury.

Having said all this, the local medicos and the England team doctor and physio were most helpful and the Welsh team doctor was more than willing to ply his trade, regardless of nationality. However shooting the badge match with a cold and on a diet of Isostar was a new experience. 

Ranges

The 25 metre and 50 metre ranges are laid out either side of a central block. The central block consists of a large, air-conditioned foyer at ground level with an air-conditioned 10 metre range above. This is equipped with 10 Suis Ascor electronic targets and loads of 10 metre returning targets, The 25 metre range has 6 bays of 10 targets, the 2 centre bays with Suis Ascor electronic targets, the rest standard turning targets. The 50 metre range has at least 50 (I didn’t count them) firing points, all Suis Ascor electronic targets.  There were a number of quotes for the cost of all this, all had lots of noughts on the end. A short walk through the woods (jungle?) takes you to the shotgun and purpose built 1000 yard rifle range. (If you read the previous ARSE newsletter you may be having a feeling of déjà vu)

Range Staff

As it was a big occasion there were all the range staff as specified in Special Technical Rules section 5 (and some). During training times there were just box operators who would run the ranges however you wished or let you operate the targets yourself. If you liked, they would just have a chat. For the matches it was the full turn out.

During the matches the multitude of register keepers scribbled away on sheets visible to the spectators. A lengthy walk (this is a big range) would keep you informed as to the progress of the matches.

Our very own Doug Glaister was one of the jury members for the pistol competitions. Apart from stopping the CRO arguing with his staff via the public address system he seemed to have little to do, at least while I was there. A sign of a well run competition.

Results

Haven’t seen any. Try the BPC web site http://home.clara.net/pjclark/

Opening Ceremony

If ever you get a to chance participate in an Opening Ceremony seize it. Walking out of the gloom into a floodlit area with 100,000 cheering spectators is an experience not to be forgotten. However, the gabfest that follows such occasions is well worth avoiding. Pick a place to sit where an escape route is clearly visible and accessible.

Heat

A cursory look at a map will show that Malaysia is very close to the equator and is therefore likely to be hot. The heat is pretty impressive but the humidity is best described as ‘memorable’. Concern about the shooters drinking enough to replace losses bordered on paranoia. This probably affected shooters less than the more active competitors as a). keeping still is the order of the day and b). retreating to air conditioned buildings or vehicles, at the first opportunity, became a practiced art.

Despite these advantages we still consumed large quantities of bottled water. So much was stored in the basement of the hotel that the building seemed to be using it for foundations.

Grub

Previous experience at the Commonwealth Championships suggested that the food would vary between very good and only fit for airline passengers. Many a true word is spoken in jest.

While the food served at the hotel wasn’t too brilliant and some of the time ‘tepid’ would suggest a casual acquaintance with a heat source it was at least varied and tasty. One day Peter Clark and I counted over 150 fishing boats in the bay opposite the hotel. Not suprisingly, fresh fish and sea food were  always on the menu. The fresh fruit and fruit juices were also rather tasty.

It appears that I was not the only one to inflicted by involuntary liquid laughing so the kitchens had a purge on hygiene. Although making the food hot would have been a sure-fire winner, instead, the staff were issued with face masks and gloves. Someone also decreed that the water supplies should be ‘cleaned’ so the restaurant coffee machine and its supply were flushed with pine disinfectant. Took a couple of days to flush that out again.

Meanwhile, back at the games village at Kuala Lumpa, the unsuspecting residents had been put in the care of a catering subsidiary of Malaysian Airlines. Most of the food looked as though you were getting to eat it second time round and the descriptions given to this glop could only have been written by someone hoping to pick up the Booker Prize. Disposable plates, etc. were used and a wise man collected 2 or 3 of the plastic knives and forks as the food often proved to be made of sterner stuff than the cutlery.

I know not whether similar facilities were available near the games village (I doubt it) but  about 30 seconds walk from the shooters’ hotel was a restaurant  where proper food was on sale. Here, for a very reasonable price, plates with such delights as chips and steaks would be placed on the table in front of you and this could be washed down with genuine Lowenbrau.  A picture of Peter Clark indulging in the illegal and potentially lethal activity of T-bone steak eating can be seen on the BPC web site.

A thought occurred to me whilst eating the local fare. My performance as a shooter was being degraded as I was being deprived of my ethnic food. I refer, of course, to fish and chips, pie and chips, steak and chips, chops and chips, lasagne and chips with a side salad, egg and chips, bacon and chips, sausage and chips, egg, bacon and sausage and chips, etc. When the Games are held in Manchester in 2002 will Harry Ramsden’s be given the catering contract, with the proviso that everything will be deep fried in dripping or lard and the lasses behind the counter will be asking, “Do you want fish with your chips or just chips, Love?  Wooden forks are in the box.” ?. Answers on a postcard to the Commonwealth Games Federation.  I mentioned this to John White on one of the days on which he must have been having serious transport problems because he didn’t find it at all funny. Sorry John.

Back Up

To enable the shooters to get on with their matches the team officials are there to do the worrying for them. Thanks to John White and Peter Underhill for their relentless organising and arranging.  JLD for being pistol coach, collecting pistols from and delivering them back to Switzerland and always being on hand on the ranges. Finally Doug Coombes who as physio dealt more with alimentary problems than bones, joints and muscles and was excellent company and an all round good egg. Thanks to you all.

