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Yet another milestone 

 
Next month Les Croupiers will be celebrating our 30th birthday. I have to say that Iôm incredibly 
jealous ï I wouldnôt mind being 30 again. Itôs amazing to think just how much has been achieved in 
those 30 years ï and in a way how much itôs influenced our lives. 
Easter is a great time of year to both reflect on the winter past and to look forward to many exciting 
events ahead, both competitive and social. Weôve just enjoyed another richly rewarding cross country 
season, with all of our teams achieving top three places in the Gwent League standings. However, 
the icing on the cake was our ladies representing Great Britain in the European Clubs XC in Bilbao ï 
a landmark in our history. Maria Zubizarreta has written an excellent report on the event. Parkrun 
continues to expand and flourish, and has recently celebrated its second anniversary. The Barry 40 
enjoyed its usual early Spring weather, with some excellent performances by Les Croupiers athletes. 
The early events in our 2010 club championships are underway, and are being fiercely contested. 
So whatôs coming up? If youôve been into club on any recent Thursday, youôll have heard Phil 
plugging a number of relays. There are many reasons for this. Naturally, a relay takes a lot of 
administration, as youôre running for a team as opposed to just yourself. So please, when you receive 
an E Mail about availability, please give it your urgent consideration. The relay team is also reflective 
of the overall strength of the club. Seeing as we happen to have a relatively large membership ï we 
need to all be pulling together. So itôs worth noting the following important dates: Sunday 11 April 
Welsh Road Relays, Saturday 17 April 12 Stage and 6 Stage Road Relays (Sutton Park), Saturday 
15 May National Masters Road Relays (Sutton Park), and 12 and 13 June, the Welsh Castles 
Relays. And just to whet your appetites, the line-up for this yearôs Castles Relays, assembled by 
those two seasoned negotiators, Alan Thomas and Dick Brewer, is enclosed. As you can see, itôs 
another star-studded field, with teams from Madrid and Amsterdam back to give a truly international 
feel. Now tell me honestly, how many clubs could host an event like that? NO ï I canôt think of 
anyone either ï that why you know that the term ñGreatest Club on the Planetò isnôt an idle boast, itôs 
the simple truth!   
Many members currently are in marathon mode. If this applies to you ï good luck. Mel is putting on 
his usual London Marathon trip ï another huge undertaking which is appreciated by all. London 
results arenôt always the easiest to track down ï so to ensure recognition of your run, please let Jeff 
Aston know if youôre running, and tell him about your result. We hope to see you in the Old Shades 
after the race anyway. 
Thereôs plenty to look forward to socially as well. Matt will be putting on a Quiz Night on Thursday 
13th May immediately following the club announcements, and this is bound to be both entertaining 
and enjoyable. The following evening (Friday 14 May) sees our annual Presentation Bash at St 
Peters Hall, with tickets at just £15 available from Clare Johnson. 
No Easter edition of ACE would be complete without the annual request for subs. This are payable 
from 1st April, and if you pay before 31st May, annual membership is just £25. To make life easier for 
all concerned, Standing Order forms are now available ï please see Matt Townsend, who is now 
responsible for the collection of subs. We do recommend this option ï it saves a lot of time and 
hassle for everyone. If running in the Castles Relay interests you, then we should emphasise that 
participation is for paid up members only. 
Finally, a plug about communication. Club night remains the best way of catching up on all news 
relating to Les Croupiers, but the website is a great method of sharing information too. The original 
site www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org.uk still carries loads of useful information, but the sister site 
www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org is fantastic for interactive stuff. And the Castles Relay site will soon 
be busy too. Plus use them ï they are for your benefit. 

http://www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org.uk/
http://www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org/


 
Welsh Castles Relay 2010 

 
Open 

 
  1 Abergele Harriers 21 Poole Runners 
  2 Athletau Aberystwyth Athletic Club 22 Port Talbot Harriers 
  3 Bitton Road Runners 23 Prestatyn RC 
  4 Blackpool, Wyre and Fylde 24 Sale Harriers 
  5 Brackla Harriers 25 Salford Harriers 
  6 Bromsgrove & Redditch AC 26 San Domenico / Parc Bryn Bach RC 
  7 Chepstow Harriers 27 Sarn Helen Club 
  8 Eastleigh Running Club 28 Serpentine Men 
  9 Ellesmere Port Running Club 29 South West Road Runners 
10  Great Western Runners 30 Stragglers 
11 Haarlem Globetrotters 31 Stroud & District AC 
12 Islwyn Running Club 32 Tattenhall Runners 
13 Les Croupiers Senior Men 33 Team Bath AC 
14 Lliswerry Runners 34 Telford Harriers 
15 Lytham St Annes Road Runners 35 Thames Hare & Hounds 
16 Manchester Triathlon Club 36 TROTs 
17 Manchester YMCA Harriers 37 Wesham Road Runners 
18 Middleton Harriers 38 Wigan Phoenix 
19 Neath Harriers 39 Winchester & District AC 
20 Penarth & Dinas 40 Wirral AC 
 

Ladies 
 

41 Bitton Road Runners Ladies 
42 Les Croupiers Ladies 
43 Serpentine Ladies 
44 Spa Striders Ladies 
45 Winchester & District AC Ladies 

 
Masters / Veterans  

 
46 Bridgend AC 
47 Clevedon AC 
48 Denbigh Harriers 
49 Interval ï Madrid 
50 Les Croupiers Veterans 
51 Penny Lane Striders 
52 South West Road Runners Veterans 
53 Swansea Harriers 
54 Team Bath AC Veterans 
55 Thames Hare & Hounds Veterans 

 
Business Houses 

 
56 Burgess Salmon LLP 
57 Environmental Agency Harriers 
58 South Wales Police 
59 Tata Steel 

 



AN OFFICIALôS LOT IS NOT A HAPPY ONE 
 

What have Jeff Aston, Ken Bray, John Griffin, Alan Thomas, Dave Walsh and Derek 
Williams got in common other than that they are all long time members of Les Croupiers R.C and 
like a glass of wine? They are all registered qualified UK:A Officials. 

They have all had to be CRBed to ensure that they are safe out in company and in addition 
have had to attend UK: A courses such as HSE  and Cross Country Risk Assessment. In ôMemoirs of 
a Timekeeper Revisitedõ which appeared in a previous ACE Derek Williams wrote of the 
Timekeepersõ Course that Jeff among others attended and failed because they were not from a 
Track & Field club and did not wear ties. At the moment Howie Brown is qualifying as a 
Timekeeper. He is pretending he is a member of Cardiff AAC so should pass his exam. 

The reason I am writing this article is that recently Officials have been subjected to abuse 
and other sensitive types have given up because Road Courses have allegedly been short 
although measured by qualified officials. Recently at the Reverse ô10õ several ôathletesõ claimed that 
the course was short because their Garmins said so. Garmins are notoriously inaccurate. These 
ôathletesõ complained and their complaints reached Hugh Jones the UK: A Godfather of Course 
Measurement. The course had been measured by Tim Gasser the Senior Measurer in Wales and 
WA Ltdõs Course Measuring Facilitator and was correct. As a result, Mr Gasser is in the process of 
resigning. I doubt if any of the complainants have served on any Athletics Committees or 
organised an event. In the South and West Wales regions there are no Active Course Measurers. 
Roger Chamberlain, Phil Cook and Alex Donald are going to take the Course Measurerõs Course 
soon. Roger has been waiting for a considerable time to be accredited because the UK:A Course 
Tutor is not marking papers! Yes Course Measurers also have to pass examinations and take a 
Practical Test. 

At the Welsh Cross Country Championships in Swansea Derek Williams was subjected to 
abuse by the parents of Junior Athletes who complained of an incident which he did not see. His 
integrity was doubted and it was suggested that he favoured runners from his own club. Les 
Croupiers do not recruit Junior Athletes. John Collins reported that the incident did not alter the 
result in any way.  

The above named Officials and many others work without any hope of monetary gain 
because they love the sport. They occasionally cover the whole of Wales and Southern England 
and for their efforts are thanked and may be offered some refreshments. 

Every Athletics Event of all disciplines has to have Qualified Referees and their Names and 
Registration Numbers have to be quoted on Licence Application Forms. Why bother when some 
Race Organisers are hostile? At last Octoberõs Cardiff Half Marathon it was made clear that John 
Griffin, Nigel Jones (The Organiser of the Swansea Bay 10 Kms and a BARR and Timekeeping 
Grade 5) and Derek Williams who had all been appointed by Welsh Athletics were not welcome. 
If John, Nigel and Derek had not been present Simon Jones who came third in the event would 
not have been recorded because he ran without a chip and had to be allocated a number after 
the event.  

It is not all doom and gloom, recently John and Derek worked at the British Police Cross 
Country Championships at Pentyrch which was brilliantly organised by John Diffey. At the start of 
the Menõs event, the Starter went through the usual procedure: ôGet to Your Marksé. Pressed the 
Triggeré SHITõ the pistol had malfunctioned. It was a joy to hear three hundred plus Policemen 
laughing uncontrollably!! Should a Member of the South Wales Constabulary have arrested the 
Starter for using a naughty word? 

By the way, another thing the Officials named at the start of the article have in common is 
that they are all over sixty. The Committee of the Gwent League is worried that because very few 
young people are willing to work and officiate at events, the League could finish. It is likely that 
there will be a Motion at the AGM of the Gwent League as to what should happen if in a few 
years time it should become defunct. 

  
          Bitter & Twisted Hafodfan 

 

 



 

Bilbao Report ï with thanks to Maria Zubizarreta 
 

he trip started early hours Saturday from Cardiff. Phil picked us all up with the 7-seater van he 
rented and drove us to Stansted airport in an almost 4 hour drive. We saw the boys from 
Newham there with their coach. Flight was on time, we arrived into Bilbao at 16:15 and the 

organizers were there waiting for us to take us to the hotel.  
Weather looked promising, cloudy but with the sun attempting to show itôs brightness. Temperature, a 
comfortable 12°C. We shared a ride with the Newham boys in a big empty bus they had for us. The 
ride to the city was quite short as the airport is only about 6 miles away. The landscape seemed 
amazingly familiar; like Wales, the Basque country is a green, hilly paradise with a high annual 
precipitation average, unlike the rest of Spain. 
 
The hotel was conveniently located about 500 metres from the Parque Etchebarria, where the event 
took place. High up on a hill in the middle of town, the park had a great view of the rest of Bilbao. 
 
The minute we walked into the hotel we were surrounded by different groups of athletes from several 
different countries all wearing their matching tops and bottomsé quite intimidating I have to admit. 
Oddly, there werenôt lady teams, but we did see a few going in and out, all very young and fité 
ohhhh, never felt so scared in my life!! We all looked at each other and Katie and Libby looked quite 
worried and I thought oh if they are worried, what is left for the rest of us then!! Seeing all these 
professional looking lady athletes who I would be competing with really made me want to runé only 
back into the bus and back to the airport!!) 
 
Phil sorted out our rooms, race numbers, chips and last instructions, and we then met in our room for 
a little chat and handing out of all the stuff. Phil gave us a little pep talk sensing the fear and trying to 
cheer us up, reminding us that we were there for the experience and to have fun. He very 
diplomatically addressed Jenôs question of whether there was a good chance that we would come out 
last, by telling us that most of the teams there, Spain, Portugal, Italy, and France are government 
sponsored, very much like national teamsé in other wordsé ñJust have funò. 
 
We set out to the park for a course 
reconnaissance then with our personal 
ñbodyguardsò Phil, Stu and Matt. The course 
looked quite muddy as it had been raining all 
week. Some areas looked particularly bad and I 
started to get all freaked out listening to everyone 
talk about spikes and having to wear the really 
long spikes and it really didnôt help to hear the 
Newham boys coming down the course saying 
ñHope you brought your 18 mm spikes, it is really 
muddy out thereò. I only had a pair of Adidas 
Swoops (?) fell shoes!! Yet another reason to 
worry about.  
 
 
Phil, Matt, Stu, Libby and Liz went for a longer 
run, Jen, Katie and I headed back to the hotel for 
a shower, rest and a bit of writing. 
 
At 7pm Phil went for his managersô meeting and sticking to local tradition and the old South American 
way, I took the hour and a half before dinner to take a sweet nap. 
 

T 



At 8.30pm we went down for dinner. It was set up in a large room just for runners and managers. 
Unfortunately our groupies couldnôt join us. We had to queue for quite a long while, but finally got to 
the buffet. The food was quite nice, lots of choices and very healthy and appealing. We couldnôt sit all 
together as most tables were taken. Phil and I ended up sitting with the Newham boys. There was not 
much exchange with them really. Several of them had only just met at the airport, that very day. 
Makes you appreciate being from a club and actually being friends with all the members of your 
team. 
 
After dinner we met with Derek, John, Matt and Stu at the hotel restaurant and later went out for a 
walk along the river. As we were walking out of the lobby we looked at a weather forecast posted on 
a bulletin board- just what I needed to see to complete my total state of desperationé RAIN, RAIN, 
oh yeah, and more RAIN with a 13ºC!! What ever happened to the promised 18ºC and sunny day??? 
My reaction, KILL ME NOW AND TAKE ME OUT OF MY MISERY!! The only thing I was looking 
forward to and there it waséout the window. Why do these Welsh clouds chase me everywhere I 
go? Itôll rain in the Atacama Desert if I went there to race. We had a nice walk along the river and 
back to the hotel. The ladies, we all went straight to bed, the boys stayed up longer for a drink. 
I donôt know about the other ladies, but I was so terribly nervous, so intimidated by the other runners, 
very frustrated with the weather and just sat in bed with the consolation of my Frutella chewy candy 
and adding some more into my weekend notes. 
 
I donôt recall the last time I had such a fantastic night sleep. I fell right asleep and never heard Phil 
come in at night or go out the next morning for a run with Matt and Stu, at 7am. He got back from his 
run to wake me up to up for breakfast. I cannot say it was a pleasant awakening, it just brought me 
back to reality and all the nerves and anxiety were back. 
We showered and met with Libby, Katie and Liz to go down for breakfast. Jen stayed in bed a bit 
longer, as she had not had a good night sleep. Breakfast was in the same place, with all the runners 
again and again the horrible nerves and feeling like a loser. We sat with two girls from the Barcelona. 
I had the chance to speak to them and learned that their team is composed of people from all over 
Spain, not just Barcelona. This girl, who was the first in for her club in the race) was from Madrid and 
trained in Madrid. She said that many of them donôt even know their fellow club mates and just get to 
see each other in events, which again, made me feel very fortunate about the nature of our club. 
 
After breakfast we went back to our rooms to relax and 
get ready. Race was starting at 12.20pm. Katie, Libby 
and I wanted a proper warming up before the race, so we 
went for a 20 minute run along the river at about 10:45 
and boy was I happy to see the sun actually shining and 
the temperature just right, nice and warm. After our 20 
minute warm-up we headed back to the hotel to pick up 
our stuff and set off to the park. Our groupies were on 
their way wrapped up in Welsh flags and the Union Jack, 
it was great, they were all geared up and ready for the 
cheers.  
 
We went straight to the park, the girls and Phil. When we got there we were taking some pictures and 
a lady came with a camera and asked us if she could have an autograph and a picture taken. I called 
Katie, our fast star over to do the honours, and the lady was very pleased and grateful. We then went 
straight into the warm-up area (a small football field next to the course). Many of the girls were there 
doing some serious warming up. They all looked so serious and professionaléAgain, the horrible 
jitters and anxiety andé well, basically FEAR. To be perfectly honest, all the advice of ñjust have 
funò, ñenjoy the experienceò, etc., etc. was fruitless for me. I felt exactly the same way I felt in 
international competitions when I played basketball for Paraguay, anxiety, pressure to perform, and 
fear of failureéwhich simply just takes all the fun out of the game. I wanted to kick myself for feeling 



like that, but no rationalization can take away those feelings unfortunately. If you ask me whether I 
had fun in Bilbao, I only started having fun, well into 
the race, and especially AFTER 
I could feel my heart pumping faster and the nerves 
just trying to take over. I tried to just focus on myself, 
do my warm-up and not worry about these other 
athletes. 
The time came and we were called into our pens 
(never felt like such an animaléwell at least like a 
race horse!) I felt like Ann Boleyn on execution day!  
Runners were testing the field, going for sprints and 
we just followed suit. I couldnôt manage more than 
one short stretch and back. I thought "I will suffer this 
course just once in the race, no more torture needed". 
The TV cameras were there, and photographers 
taking picture after picture as paparazzi with 
celebritieséso uncomfortable and yet funny at the same time. 
We stood there for a while in pen 3 just trying to joke around to keep our minds off the nerve-
wrecking circumstancesé 

 
The gun went off and off went the 72 
runnersé never felt so lonely in a race. 
Girls were GONE!! I sat in the back with 
Liz trying to keep up with Jen and Libby 
in front of me. Katie was gone with the 
big pack. I kept telling myself, just stay 
with Libby, just try to stay with Libby as 
long as you can. 
The course was basically a small lap of 
580 metres and three big laps of 1890 
metres, for a total of 6,250 metres. 
There was one relatively steep hill 
towards the end of the big lap and the 
terrain was quite muddy and deep mud 
in bits, with a mix of grass, some 
puddles and quite undulated. 

Conditions were perfect as far as I was concerned, warm and sunny, allowing us to wear our skimpy 
crop tops and hot pants (for more details, look at the pictures!) 
Jen and Libby were in front of me for the most part of the first small lap. I was so nervous I was 
finding it hard to even breathe. I managed to pass Jen and literally stuck myself to Libby from then 
on. Running right behind Libby just made me feel safe and confident, and in company. We managed 
to past several girls and that really pumped up my confidence. At this point I was starting to actually 
enjoy the race. I was feeling so strong, and having the people cheering us on and seeing the faces of 
Phil, Derek, John, Matt and Stu and hearing them shouting at us, made me feel like everything would 
be alright. Phil just kept telling me to pick the next girl to catch and the next oneé so slowly but 
surely, we had managed to pass quite a few. 
 
During the whole of the race, I never had a clue as to where I was in the course. I have no idea when 
or where I managed to pass Libby, total surreal experience for me but having her there right behind 
me just kept me going I saw a man ringing a bell as I went pass a point and I figured that meant it 
was the start of the last lap. So far, so good, I just had to hang in there. Phil kept picking shirts for me 
to catch. ñThe two red shirts!!ò he shouted out as I went by him. I was closing in on the girls from what 
I think was Norway. I managed to catch and go past the two red shirts. That gave me great 
confidence and motivation to keep pushing. It mustôve been about half way through the last lap when 



my legs and my entire body thought theyôd had enough. I was overwhelmed by a horrible feeling of 
weakness in my entire body. No dizziness, but it felt like I was going to pass out, and I donôt need to 
get into details, but my legs were not the only ones ñrunningò. I didnôt know HOW I was going to 
manage to get myself to the finish. I felt like I was making an enormous effort but not going 
anywhere. A diesel tractor on first gear pretty much describes the feeling and the speed! But the race 
went on, I had made such an effort, I couldnôt let go now. I kept telling myself, it is not long now, itôs 
not long now. I concentrated on the people on the sides, cheering on ñValeò, ñVengaò, ñFuerzaò and 
once again seeing the faces of our team supporters and hearing them cheer us on just gave me the 
strength to keep going. I got to the hill and thought, ñRight, how on earth, do I make it up this hill 
now?ò On the other hand, I knew that definitely the finish couldnôt be too far. I knew I had three girls 
right behind me and I had to keep them there if not get away from them. Somehow the horrible 
overwhelming feeling of weakness went away, (not to say I wasnôt ready for this to be over) but I felt 
that last bit of fuel (more like the last fumes of it) kicking in for the last killer metres. Going past the hill 
I thought the finish was there, around the corneré but not yeté ahhhh, and another set of twists and 
turnsé ahhhrrrrghhh, where on earth is the blé finish line!!! And finally, a turn to the left and there it 
was. I could feel one of the girls behind me closing in on me and as we turned she just went for the 
sprint. As she came by me to pass me, out of who knows where, I managed to pull a sprint myselfé I 
stayed with her for about 3 seconds until I hit a really deep muddy puddle that significantly slowed me 
down and to be honest, I had nothing left; she passed me and finished one second ahead of me! 
Nothing more annoying than someone pass you on the final stretch, but at that moment, I couldnôt 
care lessé the torture was over, I had made it to the finish line alive and gave a few a good battle. All 
I could think of now was ñYesss, Iôm in Bilbao, I can relax and enjoy the trip finally!! When I managed 
to catch my breath back and turned around I saw Katie and Libby.  
 
We sat down to get our chips off and then saw Jen sitting with her ankle up and obviously from the 
look in her face, in horrible pain. She managed to go around and finish the race with a bad ankle. 
Fortunately, Dr Libby was there and asked the organizing staff to get her some Paracetamol. The 
staff and Katie helped her out of the finish and into the warm up area where our stuff was. Libby and I 
went to cheer Liz on her final few hundred metres. She too was feeling like death and the finish was 
pretty much a straight run to the toilet! She got the best cheers from the crowd as she went past the 
finish line. The crowd was great throughout the race. A couple of times, as Libby and I went passed; I 
heard people saying ñThese girls are from Portugalò (it was the Les Croups colours). I didnôt have any 
energy to spare to correct them, but I wondered why they thought of Portugal and not Euskadi (the 
Basque country)? The Basque flag colours are the same ones as the Welsh flag and Les Croups. 
One of the staff girls at the finish line was from Portugal and she said to me, she too thought we were 
from Portugal. 
 
So by now you are probably wondering what the results were. Well, as a team we came in lasté we 
kind of expected thaté but as Derek and Phil said, it was our little club competing against national 
teams. Most of these teams are government sponsored and they train and compete at a very 
different level. 
 
I felt intimidated and diminished every time I saw the runners in these teams, but then it hit meéwow, 
what an honour to have been able to run with these ladies! I should be thrilled to have been there and 
should value the great experience.  
Two girls from the Turkish team Uskudar (both from Ethiopia) came in first and second. The winning 
team though was SC Moscow. In the menôs race Bikita Toledo was the winning team (two men 
finished together, one from Ethiopia (nationalized Spanish in 2006 and the other a Moroccan. 
After the race we walked back to the hotel, left our stuff and went for a nice, relaxed warm down run 
along the river, hot pants, muddy and allé at this point we didnôt care about anything and actually, 
we were all in love with our skimpy kits now. 
 
  



Back to the hotel, shower and ready for lunch. It 
was not a major event as previous years, just a 
regular lunch like any other meal. We had all 
brought dresses and smart clothes thinking it 
was a major event. We all dressed up a bit, I 
figured, I brought the dress, I might as well wear 
it.  
After lunch, we went out again to meet the 
groupies for a drink at the Plaza Nueva. We 
found them at a nice pintxos place (tiny tapas) 
enjoying some Rioja and some interesting 
looking pintxos. We sat outside as it was quite 
pleasant, but as the evening progressed it 
became quite chilly. We headed back to the 
hotel as it was getting close to dinner time. 
There was a nice local restaurant next to the hotel which opened at 8.30, so we sat in the lobby for a 
drink making time. And the Riojas kept popping. We had a nice dinner at the restaurant. Most had the 
set menus as it included the wine. They made me ask the waiter ñhow much wineò was included, as 
he did not speak English. He said ñall you can drinkòé I told him that was quite risky offer with a big 
group of British people. And the food and bottles came. I think everyone enjoyed the food and drinké  
This is where I stop my narrationé as I am on an oath of secrecyé What happens in Vegas stays in 
Vegasé All I know anyways, is Katie went to bed early, I followed her shortly after, Phil came up to 
bed a little lateré What happened thené is up to each individual to discloseé 
The next morning we woke up quite early for a run. Phil, Katie, Libby and Matt, and later Stu 
managed to get up and find us. It was still dark, cloudy but rather warm: 6.7 miles along the river, 
over the bridges, a good way to start the day. Felt quite tired though. 
 
Back to the hotel for breakfast, packing, checking out and ready for a city tour. Unfortunately, the 
weather wasnôt cooperating. It did not stop raining all day. What a shame that the Guggenheim was 
closed Mondays as it was the perfect day to stay inside a museum. We all took our separate ways. 
Phil and I went to the old town, some shopping, coffee and finally met everyone back at Plaza Nueva. 
We then headed back to the hotel, prior stop at a very nice local pintxos place for a late lunch. We sat 
in the hotel until 6pm, time to head back to the airport. 

 
Bye- bye Bilbao, great city, great 
experience, LOADS of fun with the girls and 
groupies. Very significant for me to be back 
in my fatherland, Euskadi, the Basque 
country, land of great endurance runners, 
the land of my grandfather who had to 
abandon it in the late 1800s due to civil war. 
What an honour to be there, what a treat! 
Liz, at the airport you said you hated cross-
country, you would never do it again, and 
that you are crap at ité I just want to say to 
you, IF IT WASNôT FOR YOU, we wouldnôt 
have been thereé especially me. YOU got 
us (and especially me) to Bilbaoé so feel 
proud and from me, a big fat THANK YOU 
and WELL DONE!! 

 
 

 
  



Barry 40 Mile Track Race 
 

Sunday 14th March, 2010 
 

Official Result 
 

1. George Dayantis (V45) Christchurch Runners 4:31:19 
2. Robert Hall-McNair (V40) Hinckley RC 4:47:46 
3. Sean McCormack (V45) Abergele Harriers 4:52:08 
4. Jeremy Mower (V40) Gloucester AC 5:03:52 
5. Emily Gelder Dulwich Runners 5:04:14 
6. Jen Salter (FV35) Les Croupiers 5:19:21 
7. Mark Cockbain 100 Marathon Club 5:45:27 
8. Gary Hyatt (V60) Les Croupiers 5:47:45 
9. Loretta Daley (FV40) Les Croupiers 5:55:15 
10. Alan Mann (V50) Les Croupiers 6:14:03 
11. Geoff Oliver (V75) 100 Km. Association 6:32:27 
 

Retirements 
 
Mark Roberts Swansea Harriers 88 laps in 2:17:50 
Andrew Richards (V45) Road Runners Club 81 laps in 2:51:36 
Paul Tranter (V40) RSPB Staff Association RC 20 Miles in 2:35:29 
Sharon Gayter (FV45) North York Moors AC 44 laps in 1:33:42 

 
 

 Split Times Analysis 
 

Athlete 5 Miles 10 Miles 15 Miles 20 Miles 25 Miles 30 Miles 35 Miles 40 Miles 

  1. George Dayantis    31:42 1:03:07 1:35:10 2:07:11 2:40:13 3:14:54 3:53:03 4:31:19 

  2. Robert Hall-McNair    33:01 1:06:23 1:39:59 2:14:15 2:49:34 3:27:33 4:07:23 4:47:46 

  3. Sean McCormack    34:50 1:10:13 1:45:53 2:21:38 2:57:49 3:35:58 4:14:36 4:52:08 

  4. Jeremy Mower    37:35 1:15:31 1:53:59 2:32:12 3:10:57 3:50:12 4:28:57 5:03:52 

  5. Emily Gelder    36:26 1:13:38 1:49:15 2:24:39 3:00:38 3:41:21 4:23:05 5:04:14 

  6. Jen Salter    36:26 1:13:38 1:51:16 2:30:37 3:11:10 3:53:17 4:36:40 5:19:21 

  7. Mark Cockbain    36:47 1:14:27 1:53:04 2:33:32 3:18:44 4:07:39 4:59:52 5:45:27 

  8. Gary Hyatt    41:26 1:23:35 2:05:59 2:48:22 3:31:01 4:14:08 4:59:58 5:47:45 

  9. Loretta Daley    42:08 1:24:05 2:07:40 2:53:24 3:40:28 4:25:17 5:10:40 5:55:15 

10. Alan Mann    42:30 1:25:47 2:08:15 2:51:07 3:34:36 4:23:30 5:18:08 6:14:03 

11. Geoff Oliver    41:06 1:22:24 2:04:02 2:46:38 3:38:54 4:38:43 5:39:06 6:32:27 

      Mark Roberts    28:52    58:34 1:28:12 2:05:30     

      Andrew Richards    39:54 1:21:01 2:02:48 2:50:05     

      Paul Tranter    37:32 1:16:30 1:53:53 2:35:29     

      Sharon Gayter    41:25 1:25:07       

 
17 Entries accepted 
15 Starters 
11 Completed the 40 Miles 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Welsh Ultradistance Championship 
 
The race incorporated the 21st edition of the Welsh Ultradistance Championship, with 9 entries 
accepted, 8 of whom started and 7 completed the full distance. The entry of Mark Roberts of 
Swansea Harriers was a very welcome and interesting one. A former winner of both Cardiff and 
Snowdonia Marathons, as well as holder of a silver medal from the Comrades Ultra Marathon in 
2007, Mark clearly had the potential to both win and post a fast time. He made his intentions clear 
from the gun, and by 18 miles was over 4 laps clear, when he stopped with a combination of 
asthmatic and allergy problems. He restarted after receiving attention and continued for 4 further 
miles, before the same problem intervened. Retiring from the race was the only realistic option, but in 
doing so he hopes to return in 2011. 
This left ultra debutant Sean McCormack leading the Welsh Championship. Sean, from Abergele 
Harriers, had decided on a conservative strategy, ignoring the leaders and running even seven 
minute miles. It was a plan which was to serve him well, as he maintained this tempo, and took the 
championship by ten minutes, as well as finishing third in the race overall.  
Jeremy Mower from Gloucester AC was another to run a conservative race, and this also produced a 
handsome reward of a ten minute PB as well as the Welsh Championship silver medal. The bronze 
medal went to local man Gary Hyatt from the host club Les Croupiers. Gary took his tally to 9 finishes 
from 12 starts in the Barry 40, and received the added bonus of a new Welsh Over 60 record for his 
excellent clocking of 5:47:45. 
The Welsh Ladies Championship was perhaps the most competitive in the raceôs history, with Jen 
Salter (Les Croupiers) and Emily Gelder (Dulwich Runners) running stride for stride through the first 
10 miles. On Lap 46 however, Emily took the lead, which she was never to lose. Looking strong 
throughout, Emilyôs winning time of 5:04:14 represented a new Championship record, and only Ann 
Franklinôs then world best of 4:47:27 in the inaugural run in 1986 is faster by a Welsh lady. 
Jen Salter also maintained a strong tempo throughout, and her silver medal in 5:19:21 must give her 
great confidence for the Marathon des Sables next month. 
Loretta Daley (Les Croupiers) had a marvellous run for the bronze medal, her 5:55:15 representing a 
new personal best by 10 minutes.  

Welsh Mens 40 Mile Championship 

1. Sean McCormack (V45) Abergele Harriers 4:52:08 

2. Jeremy Mower (V40) Gloucester AC 5:03:52 

3. Gary Hyatt (V60) Les Croupiers 5:47:45 

4. Alan Mann (V50) Les Croupiers 6:14:03 

Welsh Ladies 40 Mile Championship 

1. Emily Gelder Dulwich Runners 5:04:14 

2. Jen Salter (FV35) Les Croupiers 5:19:21 

3. Loretta Daley  (FV40) Les Croupiers 5:55:15 

Open Race 

1. George Dayantis (V45) Christchurch Runners 4:31:19 

2. Robert Hall-McNair (V40)  Hinckley RC 4:47:46 

3. Sean McCormack (V45) Abergele Harriers 4:52:08 

Other recipients of trophies as winners of sub-categories within the event were: 
(Eligibility for male trophies is dependent upon finishing outside the first three) 

Ladies Race 

1. Emily Gelder Dulwich Runners 5:04:14 

2. Jen Salter (FV35) Les Croupiers 5:19:21 

3. Loretta Daley  (FV40) Les Croupiers 5:55:15 

 
Age Categories 

M 40 - 44 Jeremy Mower Gloucester AC 5:03:52 
M 50 - 59 Alan Mann Les Croupiers 6:14:03 
M 60+ Gary Hyatt Les Croupiers 5:47:45 



 
 

Barry 40 Mile Track Race Report 
 

The morning of Sunday 14th March dawned bright and sunny and with cloudless skies. In recent 
years the race has encountered all manners of rain, wind and even hail, so sunshine was very 
welcome.  
Fifteen of the seventeen entrants reported for competition, and the race got underway promptly at 
10.00 AM. Most athletes start a 40 mile race at a relatively sedate pace. Mark Roberts of Swansea 
Harriers, however, covered the first 400 metre circuit in 82 seconds, which was 13 seconds quicker 
than anyone else. Early strategies over so long an event reveal much about the athleteôs race 
expectations; and as a former winner of both Cardiff and Snowdonia Marathons, Mark was 
determined to ñgo for itò. After 10 of the 161 circuits he had lapped the entire field, and he then ran 
with the second placed athlete and defending champion, George Dayantis from Christchurch 
Runners for a few minutes, almost as a respite before setting out again.  
This established a pattern that was to repeat itself, with Mark seemingly running in bursts. By five 
miles, reached in 28:52, he had established almost a three minute advantage over George (31:42). In 
3rd place at this juncture was Robert Hall-McNair from Hinckley (33:01), who was making his Barry 
debut and was looking effortless. Sean McCormack from Abergele in North Wales came next, 
clocking 34:50 and aiming to run at seven minute miling for as long as possible. 
The ladies race was much less clear cut. Jen Salter, from host club Les Croupiers was making a 
brisk start, but was being tracked by Emily Gelder of Dulwich Runners, and their 5 mile split was 
36:26. Both ladies are relative newcomers to the world of ultra distance, but both had ambitious plans 
for more endurance races in the near future. Both also were contesting the Welsh championship 
incorporated within the event. Sharon Gayter from North York Moors AC followed in 41:25, closely 
pursued by former triple Welsh ultra champion, Loretta Daley in 42:08. 
The second five miles was pretty much a mirror image of the first. Mark Roberts continued to extend 
his lead over George Dayantis, albeit still running in surges, and his time of 58:34 revealed an 
advantage of over four and a half minutes, with George on 63:07. Robert Hall-McNair remained in 
third (66:23) and Sean McCormack in fourth (70:13). 
Jen Salter and Emily Gelder were still running together at 10 Miles with Jen always a stride ahead, 
and both looking ominously comfortable in 73:38 ï a very fast pace considering the distance. Loretta 
Daley had moved into third (84:05) from Sharon Gayter in fourth (85:07). The sun was shining, the 
weather was benign and everyone was running well. Seemingly, everything was going to plan. 
It may be a well worn phrase, but the only predictable thing about ultra distance is its unpredictability. 
Of the fifteen starters, Sharon Gayter came to the race with the most experience. She had been the 
UK No: 1 lady at 24 hours for 13 seasons, and was No: 4 in the world in 2009 at that event having 
won the Commonwealth Games Gold at Keswick last September. Just four weeks previously Sharon 
had won the Trans Slovenia Four Day Race, a distance of 220 kms in the snow. Surely 40 miles 
wasnôt going to provide a challenge? Normally not, but only when the race got underway did Sharon 
realise that she still hadnôt fully recovered from Slovenia. Tough situations call for tough decisions, 
and with the World Championship 24 Hour event in May an obvious priority, Sharon opted for a 
ñstrategic withdrawalò. 
The second unpredictable event occurred after 18 miles. By now Mark Roberts was over a mile 
ahead, but unbeknown to most observers had recently been suffering from asthma brought on by 
tree pollen. Breathing and running at six minute miling was becoming an issue. Lap 72 saw Mark 
having to stop to receive attention from paramedic Rhodri Thomas, which cost him five minutes. 
Although Mark was to resume running, his advantage over George Dayantis had been cut from four 
laps to just one, and his rhythm compromised. 
The halfway mark was reached by Mark in 2:05:30, with George now looking a real danger on 
2:07:11. Robert Hall-McNair was still third and looking good in 2:14:15, with Sean McCormack 
maintaining his early pace well and still fourth in 2:21:38. 
By 20 miles the position in the ladies race had changed considerably. Emily Gelder had taken the 
lead on Lap 46 and had sped up as a result. She was looking very smooth and comfortable, and 



perhaps more importantly, confident. Her time of 2:24:39 had created a six minute advantage over 
Jen Salter (2:30:37). By contrast, Jen had found the second ten miles tougher, and a stitch had 
interrupted her earlier rhythm. Loretta Daley was maintaining well in third place and a halfway split of 
2:53:24 indicated that a sub six hour clocking was possible. 
Fourteen of the fifteen starters had made it to halfway, but there were to be more withdrawals soon 
after. Sadly but not unexpectedly, Mark Robertsô breathing difficulties were to re-emerge, and a 
withdrawal after 22 miles became the only realistic and safe option. Mark has since declared that he 
intends to return next year, and we wish him well. Andrew Richards and Paul Tranter also both 
retired around this juncture, leaving eleven athletes to continue running. Both have completed the 
Barry 40 in the past and we hope both will return to do so again. 
After the disappointment of the withdrawals, attention switched to the new leader and defending 
champion, George Dayantis. George had impressed everyone last year with his bold front-running 
tactics and gun to tape victory, and yet twelve months on he was 3 minutes quicker at halfway. Could 
he hold on? During the third quarter all looked well. He continued to extend his lead and his time at 
the marathon mark of 2:48:20 represented a new personal best. His time of 3:14:54 at 30 miles 
meant that his lead had increased to over 12 minutes and in doing so he revised his Greek national 
record for this distance, which he set last year. A further Greek record came at 50 km, with the clock 
showing 3:22:50, again eclipsing his 2009 time, which was set when surpassing the previous national 
best, set by ultra legend Yiannis Kouros. 
However, the distance and pace were beginning to take their toll. George began to slip outside the 
time heôd run last year. Also, the northerly wind, which had been a gentle breeze at the start, was 
freshening. It wasnôt strong, but when youôre pushing yourself to the limit for so long, itôs an irritation 
you can do without. Whilst his advantage was still lengthening, you could sense that the business 
end of the race was becoming a struggle. Having said that, George was still a magnificent winner in 
4:31:19, and it will take a very talented and determined athlete to deny him a hat-trick in 2011. 
The battle for second and third was interesting.  Robert Hall-McNair and Sean McCormack had run 
virtually solitary races from the off, and had both judged their effort well. They ran together, although 
actually four laps apart for a time, and it became apparent that Sean was beginning to look the better 
of the two, even though the gap was never going to close sufficiently for their positions to change. 
Robert came home a very impressive runner-up in 4:47:46, with Sean an excellent third in 4:52:08, 
with a Welsh ultra distance championship an added bonus. 
There was a flurry of excitement concerning the fourth athlete to finish. For a long time it looked as if 
it was going to be Emily Gelder, who had run her heart out to win the ladies race. You donôt often see 
a sprint finish in an ultra race, but sprinting was an accurate description of Jeremy Mower as he 
caught and passed Emily with just 300 metres to go. Jeremyôs time of 5:03:52 earned him an 
excellent Welsh silver medal, and was a personal best time by 8 minutes. 
For Emily, losing the sprint finish was a minor detail. Hers was a brilliant run, and a new 
championship record in 5:04:14 and gold medal will delight her. Having only run her first ultra just 
over a year ago, she is clearly improving rapidly. Jen Salter, in finishing in sixth place and second 
lady, should take great pride in an excellent Barry debut in 5:19:21. It certainly bodes well for her 
assault on Marathon des Sables next month. Loretta Daley had a fantastic run to finish third lady, and 
scarcely slowed at all in the second half. Her clocking of 5:55:15 represented a huge improvement of 
10 minutes over her previous best run at Barry.      
Whilst technically a race, ultra distance athletes tend to be chasing very personal goals. This was 
certainly the case with local athlete Gary Hyatt who was contesting the event for the twelfth time. A 
recent increase in training mileage paid handsome dividends as Gary recorded 5:47:45, his fastest 
time for 6 years, and a bronze medal in the Welsh Championship. Now 62, a very welcome personal 
landmark came in establishing new Welsh age 60 records at 30 miles, 50 kms and 40 miles, the final 
time being 15 minutes quicker than Syd Wheelerôs mark in 2002. Not only that, team Hyatt (wife Pip 
and daughters Kate and Sally) were on hand throughout the day to provide much needed 
refreshments for the army of officials, as well as recording Garyôs lap by lap progress. 
The performances of Geoff Oliver continue to amaze and inspire. Now 76, Geoffôs obvious intentions 
were to set new world best marks for the Age group 75-79, and for a long time this was a realistic 
plan. Geoffôs first two 10 mile segments were covered in 82:24 and 84:14, meaning that he could 



slow by a minute a mile and still set a world best for 30 miles. Sadly, it wasnôt to be. A pit stop after 
22 miles cost 5 minutes, and Geoff never seemed quite able to recover his earlier rhythm. Having 
said that, his remarkable determination shone through and he still completed the distance in 6:32:27. 
This meant that he had to settle for merely revising his own British best marks for his age group for 
30 miles, 50 kms and 40 miles. 
All in all, it was another fascinating chapter in what has become an iconic event. Many thanks are 
due to all who came, but a special mention must go to ground staff Bill Cooke and Mike Dodds whose 
help and support was greatly appreciated. 
 

Les Croupiers Perspective 
 

Iôm running out of superlatives. I always get anxious about this race, for very understandable 
reasons. Because itôs such a specialist event, you have to get things right first time ï you canôt ask 
people to come back next week and try again. I always try to envisage what could go wrong and have 
a contingency plan to cope with it. Having said that, the clock stopping after four minutes scared the 
hell out of me ï thankfully this was quickly resolved. 
I thought the performances of all our four athletes was magnificent. Itôs been a very tough winter, and 
the snow and ice coincided with the time when the highest mileage for this event was needed. Jenôs 
was a terrific effort, especially after recent ankle problems in Bilbao. She also seems to have 
recovered very quickly which bodes well for her return to the Marathon des Sables. 
Gary looked fitter than for many years. Heôs been able to train more this year, and a recent four hour 
training run proved that he was ready. However, being ready and actually delivering are two different 
things. Gary set his first Welsh record at this event in 1998 (M50 category), which has since been 
beaten, so it was great to witness him eclipse Syd Wheelerôs Welsh Over 60 best of 6:01:26 by 14 
minutes. 
Loretta Daley and Alan Mann have been amongst the staunchest supporters of the race for many 
years. Loretta looked even more determined than usual, and her pace judgment throughout was 
exemplary, which was surely the key to her 10 minute PB. Alan ran 15 minutes quicker than last year 
and was a deserved winner of the Over 50 title. However, perhaps the most remarkable fact of all 
was that the New Year saw a major upheaval in their lives when their house caught fire, and theyôve 
subsequently had to move. Triumph over adversity is often the name of the game in our sport, and 
Loretta and Alan certainly proved that! 
I always stress that whilst I may be the front man for this event, I couldnôt possibly stage it without the 
support and expertise of the greatest club on the planet. Itôs having that support which gives you 
confidence. Not only that, the feedback from the athletes, telling me how they enjoyed the race, and 
more importantly how friendly everyone was ï these are things which inspire me. 
Numbers have been down a little for the last two editions. However ï Iôm now one of three ultra 
organizers in the club; Derek has organized three 100 km championship races, and now Jen Salter is 
co-organiser of ULTRArace Ltd, which has really taken off. Jen has kindly promised to share her ultra 
contacts, which should prove invaluable. One further point, entering the Barry 40 doesnôt necessarily 
mean you have to run 40 miles. We record intermediate distances throughout, including the marathon 
mark. So if youôre looking to optimize your marathon ambitions, you could do a lot worse than 
consider Jenner Park next March. 
 

Mick 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The History of the Barry 40 : Race Winners and Survival Rates 
14 Mar 2010 4:31:19 George Dayantis (GRE / ENG) 5:04:14 Emily Gelder (WAL) 

08 Mar 2009 4:22:57 George Dayantis (GRE / ENG) 5:41:19 Maria Zubizarreta (PAR / WAL) 

09 Mar 2008 4:20:14 Colin Gell (ENG) 4:52:10 Emma Gooderham (ENG) 

11 Mar 2007 4:28:02 Andrew Farquharson (SCO) 5:25:49 Elaine Calder (SCO) 

12 Mar 2006 4:29:14 John Pares (WAL)  6:59:21 Loretta Daley (WAL) 

06 Mar 2005 4:27:38  Stephen Pope (ENG)  5:12:46  Lizzy Hawker (ENG) 

07 Mar 2004 4:08:16  Brian Cole (ENG) 5:15:35  Siri Terjesen (ENG) 

02 Mar 2003 4:13:10  Brian Hennessey (ENG)  5:17:50 Samantha Bretherick (WAL) 

03 Apr 2002 4:20:03 Mikk Bradley (ENG) 5:27:20  Hilary Walker (ENG)-6 

04 Mar 2001 4:11:45  Alan Reid (SCO) 5:01:56  Jackie Leak (ENG) 

05 Mar 2000 4:21:57  Chris Finill (ENG) 5:12:09  Hilary Walker (ENG)-5 

07 Mar 1999 3:53:55 Simon Pride (SCO)-3  4:35:42  Carolyn Hunter-Rowe-2 

01 Mar 1998 4:01:32  Simon Pride (SCO)-2 5:18:41  Hilary Walker (ENG)-4 

02 Mar 1997 3:54:24  Simon Pride (SCO)-1 5:05:58  Hilary Walker (ENG)-3 

03 Mar 1996 4:10:35  Stephen Moore (ENG)-2  No Lady Finishers 

05 Mar 1995 4:17:46  Robin Gardner (ENG)  No Lady Finishers 

06 Mar 1994 4:01:28  Stephen Moore (ENG)-1  4:50:11  Eleanor Robinson (ENG) 

07 Mar 1993 4:00:20  Mike Hartley (ENG)-2 4:26:43  Carolyn Hunter-Rowe (ENG) -1 

01 Mar 1992 4:04:01  Mike Hartley (ENG)-1 5:18:10  Hilary Walker (ENG)-2 

07 Jul 1991 4:27:34  Paul Belcher (WAL)  5:14:12  Marianne Savage (ENG)  

04 Mar 1990 3:55:21  Erik Seedhouse (ENG)  6:14:49  Kay Pritchard (WAL)  

05 Mar 1989 3:59:24  Martin Daykin (ENG)  No Lady Entries 

06 Mar 1988 3:58:40  Mick McGeoch (WAL)-2 5:04:30  Hilary Walker (ENG)-1  

09 Mar 1986 4:11:32  Mick McGeoch (WAL)-1  4:47:27  Ann Franklin (WAL) 

 
Entries / Starters / Finishers / Gender Split / Completion Rates 1986-2010 
DATE Entries Accepted Race Starters Race Finishers (M / F) Percentage Completion 

14 Mar 2010 17 15 11 ( 8 / 3) 73% 

08 Mar 2009 20 16 12 (11 / 1) 75% 

09 Mar 2008 29 26 23 (21 / 2) 88% 

11 Mar 2007 31 23 18 (15 / 3) 78% 

12 Mar 2006 30 23 14 (13 / 1) 61% 

06 Mar 2005 34 24 19 (17 / 2) 79% 

07 Mar 2004 36 28 22 (18 / 4) 79% 

02 Mar 2003 55 34 28 (25 / 3) 82% 

03 Mar 2002 48 33 27 (25 / 2) 82% 

04 Mar 2001 52 33 23 (21 / 2) 70% 

05 Mar 2000 50 35 24 (22 / 2) 69% 

07 Mar 1999 48 33 25 (23 / 2) 76% 

01 Mar 1998 42 28 19 (16 / 3) 68% 

02 Mar 1997 44 39 22 (21 / 1) 56% 

03 Mar 1996 31 26 17 (17 / 0) 65% 

05 Mar 1995 35 17 13 (13 / 0) 76% 

06 Mar 1994 38 28 23 (19 / 4) 82% 

07 Mar 1993 29 24 17 (16 / 1) 71% 

01 Mar 1992 30 27 19 (18 / 1) 70% 

07 Jul  1991 19 14 10 ( 8 / 2) 71% 

04 Mar 1990 35 27 22 (21 / 1) 81% 

05 Mar 1989 29 25 21 (21 / 0) 84% 

06 Mar 1988 33 27 23 (20 / 3) 85% 

09 Mar 1986 24 15 11 (10 / 1) 73% 

TOTALS 839 620 463 (419 / 44) 75% 

 



How Not to Train for the Barry Forty 
 
Happy New Year, fans; it's The Little Ones, with a tale of a rather interesting adventure. Interesting 
adventures is something we're well known for, but this one takes the biscuit, for all the wrong 
reasons. 
 

The Meeting in the Pub  

 

 At the end of each month, The Little Ones have an informal meeting over a few pints 

of The Black Stuff , to k eep abreast of money matters etc , and to discuss matters relating to 

training, racing and holiday plans. It was New Year's Eve, and we were in the Pineapple pub 

on Station Road in Llandaff  North, directly opposite where we lived. The purpose of this 

meeting was to discuss and document our plans and aspirations for 2010. We marked races 

in our diaries, discussed training and racing leading up to the Barry 40, and the possibility of 

an Autumn  holiday in the magical Scottish Highlands. We made a New Year's resolution to 

train every day, whether this was running, walking, cycling (for Alan) or yoga (for me). We 

were full of excitement (and Guinness); The Little Ones had it all to live for.  

 

 We went back to our flat to meet our friend Angela, as she would be seeing the new 

decade in with us, so when she arrived we went back over the pub to see the New Year in. 

The Little Ones were well oiled at this point, full of The Black Stuff, but definitely on a roll, 

and went back home and we all stayed up until about 2 am. Angela had drunk one and a half 

lagers, really pushing the boat out for her, but God knows how many The Little Ones had 

had! 

 

  When we finally fell into bed, our cat Jedi took full advan tage of our drunken stupor, 

and burrowed under the covers in between us, purring with glee. His velvety warmth and 

rumbling purrs sent me blissfully to sleep, excited about what the new decade had in store...  
 

Fire!  
 
 A very sudden awakening followed, with Angela banging on our bedroom door, shouting ñ Get 
out, there's a fire! Fire! Get out, now!ò 
 
 I immediately leapt out of bed, ignoring the small matter that I was starkers, but luckily Alan 
handed me his dressing gown. I was greeted by a thick wall of bl ack smoke, so I held my breath 
until I'd left the building. Seeing the smoke, Alan dropped to the floor and crawled out, forgetting to 
put anything on! Luckily a kind neighbour threw a dressing gown down for him. Suddenly there we 
all were, standing outside barefooted, in severe sub zero temperatures, waiting for the fire engine, 
feeling remarkably sober. I looked at my watch; it was 4.15 am. Happy New Year, my arse!  Then I 
remembered little Jedi. 
 
  At that moment, I heard him screaming from inside the bui lding, so I opened the door and 
called him. The swirling smoke was thick and acrid, carrying deadly fumes of molten metal and 
burning plastic. Jedi came rushing down the stairs through the gloom, with every hair stood on end, 
looking more like an oversized squirrel than his usual sleek self. I scooped him up, his eyes 
streaming from the smoke. As the fire engine arrived, he became nervous and struggled, so I ran out 
the back door with him. There we both stood, listening with horrified fascination at the cac ophony of 
hose pipes, men shouting, banging, crashing and smashing. It was organised chaos. It sounded 
more like World War Three! 



 
 As I stood there mesmerised, my cat never left my side. Then a fireman came round the 
corner and told me to get into the fir e engine. I told Jedi to find somewhere safe to hide, and that 
we would come back for him. It broke my heart to have to leave him. As Alan and I huddled together 
in the warmth of the fire engine, it felt like a dream, or rather, a nightmare! I said to Alan  that we 
were very lucky, being completely unscathed. We could be in hospital with horrific burns, or have 
broken legs from jumping out of the window. Alan did n't seem to feel as lucky as I did; for him the 
reality of homelessness and loss of possessions, seemed to immediately hit home, the world of The 
Little Ones had come crashing down. We spent the night at Angela's, the two of us together in a 
single bed ï good thing we're small!  
 
 Remarkably, we got some sleep, but we woke with the ultimate hangover. W e had been told 
that our flat was now uninhabitable; we were homeless! Potentially, all we had was what we stood 
up in. We stunk of smoke, and neither of us wanted to get up and face reality. So much for training 
every day ï this was about survival now. We were both gripped by an overwhelming sense of 
unreality, fatigue and disbelief. I was in complete denial; a going over with a bit of Flash and Vanish 
Oxy Action and everything would be fine, and our trainers would air as we ran, wouldn't they?  
 
 But we were officially homeless for the time being, and Alan had a key to his mother's flat, so 
it was decided that this would be our first bolt hole. She was actually away at the time ï what a 
lovely surprise was in store for her! We went there to have a cuppa an d gather our thoughts. We 
had to go back to our flat to gather some bare essentials. When we got there, the full horror of 
reality hit home. The kitchen, where the fire had started due to an electrical fault, was like the 
proverbial Black Hole of Calcutta. It was completely gutted, unrecognisable, and the rest of the flat 
was covered in an evil, stinking soot that had made a mockery of everything we owned. Anything 
made of plastic was melted and distorted into a caricature of its former self, and in the kit chen, my 
cast iron saucepans were draped like cloths, where they had become molten in the intense heat. We 
looked at each other in amazement and embraced; we realised at this point that we were lucky to 
have escaped with our lives. As our lovely neighbour Cath greeted us, all my bravado ran down my 
face in hot tears. I felt like a little girl who'd lost everything. We hastily packed our essentials, and 
made our way back to Canton to Alan's mum's. We realised that we could no longer live in our little 
flat. I also realised that I needed to tell my family what had happened. My mother is nearly 80, and 
is a born worrier with mild angina, so telling her filled me with complete dread. So I phoned Maria, 
the calmest one of all us three sisters, and she said she'd tell Mam. When Mam phoned me back, she 
was amazingly calm, saying that she was fine, because she knew I was OK. ñYou could be dead,ò she 
said. At that moment,  being dead seemed like the easy option, compared to being homeless... 
 
 Being New Year's Day, nothing was open, so we had no way of seeing our estate agent to get 
the ball rolling for a new home. January 1 st 2010 will forever go down in history as officially the worst 
day of my life. Being a Yoga Cat, I have sufficient spiritual and mental resilience to overcome any 
material loss; all things are ultimately replaceable. But I was beside myself with worry for my poor 
little Jedi. It was viciously cold, and he is of the rare Korat breed, an Oriental short hair that 
originates in Thailand. How is a tiny li ttle chap dressed in grey velvet supposed to survive sub-zero 
temperatures, when he is used to a nice warm flat?  When Alan went for a lie down to prepare for 
work, I wept uncontrollably for three hours, as I sat there in my stinking clothes, clutching a c an of 
Guinness. That hurt more than any marathon...  
 
 The next day, we went back to our old home, asking the neighbours if they'd seen a little grey 
cat. Nobody had. With sinking hearts, we were just about to get into the car, when I received an 
irate call from my mother -in-law, who was at home, demanding to know what was happening. As I 
tried to placate her, I heard a meow, and I knew it was Jedi! I coaxed him out of hiding, and 
unceremoniously bundled him into his cat carrier, which he didn't want to go in, as it stunk of smoke. 



As we drove him to the catter y, I explained to him that we would fetch him home as soon as we had 
a new place to live. I knew he intuitively understood, and more importantly I knew he was safe, so 
no more tears were shed for Jedi. 
 
 
Snow-bound Incarceration 
 
 With Jedi safe and sound, we were now staying at Alan's mum's, trying our best to wash the 
smoke out of the things we had brought. It was Sunday 3rd of January, the day of the Old Father 
Time. We decided that my OCD tendencies, combined with our circumstances, were not a good 
mindset to be racing in, so we decided to go for a slow, therapeutic jog, to get some fresh air and 
watch the race, and that was a real tonic for us. That night we had another meeting in the pub, to 
discuss what we would try to salvage from our poor flat. We also came to the conclusion that, under 
the circumstances, we would probably have to cancel the Barry 40. 
 
 And a very short-lived tonic that Sunday run was, for the next day saw Cardiff hit by one of 
those annoying little snowfalls that covers all the pavements in a lethal sheet of ice. Realising now 
that we had to make a new home for ourselves, Little Lolo had the Hunter Gatherer burning within; 
there was much shopping to be done. But as everything was covered in sheets of ice, going out was 
not an option. Having broken a leg on black ice in 1999, I was not about to further add to my woes, so 
I was forced to twiddle my thumbs indoors. However, we managed to find a beautiful new, spacious 
flat in Whitchurch, through our estate agents, so I was itching to move in. But the snow and ice put 
everything on hold, and I was a ball of frustration. Poor Alan!! And, obviously, running was out of the 
question. AAAARRRGH! There was a brief respite, however when, on Tuesday January 12th, a very 
heavy snowfall resulted in beautiful white powder and enchanting, sparkling decorated trees. Alan 
had a night off work, and The Little Ones, full of The Black Stuff, walked, jogged and frolicked through 
the floodlit winter wonderland of Pontcanna and Llandaff Fields, like a couple of inmates on day (or 
should I say night) release! 
 
  We also had an opportunity to do some shopping to buy bedclothes ect so we could move 
into our new flat, so we would at last be out of my poor mother-in-law/s hair! But she is a really lovely 
lady and she showed us kindness, generosity and hospitality in our very smelly hour of need. With 
the deep snow making getting about on foot possible, Little Lolo was on the shopping trail, getting off 
the bus in Whitchurch like some demented packhorse, struggling with bags, and dragging my 
shopping trolley through the snow. But I did it all with a smile, knowing that we were at last making 
progress towards moving into our lovely new home. 
 
A New Lease of Life 
 
 Wednesday January 13

th
 saw us spend our first night in our new flat. With such a long lay off from 

running due to snow, ice and circumstances, our fitness was truly pants; we struggled to run 4 and a half 
miles, and we had the small matter of the Gloucester Marathon on January 24

th
, the day before my 44

th
 

birthday. I seriously contemplated not doing it; being a slight, practically dairy free individual who had not 
bothered with my usual calcium supplement while living in Canton, plus very little weight-bearing exercise, I 
was genuinely concerned that running a marathon would risk my long-term health. 
 
 Meanwhile, I had Jedi on my mind. My Velvet Boy had been patiently doing his time in the cattery, 
and I was anxious to liberate him, but it could not be before he had a comfortable and secure home. Just 
before we moved into our new flat, I gave the lady at the cattery a ring to let her know we'd be getting him 
out in about a week. She said he was doing fine, and eating well. As soon as I put the phone down, I had 
visions of little Jedi dutifully doing his time with hope in his heart, and I burst into tears. What a Soppy 
Sausage I am! 
 



  So we settled into our beautiful new flat, buying a bedspread from the Salvation Army shop in Splott 
for £2.50, to tide us over until our bedclothes came back from the launderette, and it felt mighty good to be 
home! We went to Pets at Home in Cardiff  Bay to kit out Jedi with food, scratching post, etc, and on Friday 
15th January, we went to the cattery to collect him. All the way home in the car, he ran rings round his cat 
carrier, meowing incessantly and clawing at my jacket. When we brought him in the flat, he immediately 
purred and rubbed up against everything. He has settled in brilliantly, and has already been out several 
times, although it is  still too cold for him. One of the first times he went out, he got stuck up a tree, and Alan 
had to climb up and rescue him. Ta, Dad! 

 
The Gloucester Marathon  
 
 January 24th, the day of the Gloucester Marathon rolled round, and it was time to bite the bullet ð 
well, maybe suck it and see, really. We both agreed that it was not a race, but a stepping-stone towards the 
Barry 40. Alan said he was going to run 10 minutes and walk a minute, a strategy he has employed many 
times before, and I said I'd be happy to join him; I just wanted to get round. Secretly, however, I hatched a 
plan to run-walk about the first 10 miles and, if I felt comfortable, to adopt my usual approach of running till I 
got to a drinks station, and walking just long enough to refuel. The morning started dry but bitterly cold; at 
the start, I was clinging to Alan for warmth. It's one of the main reasons I married him ð he gives off enough 
body heat to warm a room, and I often use this in the winter! As Maria Zubizarreta feels the cold badly, like 
me, I'm sure Phil Cook will know what life is like as a 'winter warmer!' 
 
 The gun went and we shuffled forward into the unknown; neither of us have ever been so under 
prepared for a marathon. Since New Year's day, we could literally count the number of runs we'd had on the 
fingers of one hand, and the furthest one had been a mere 4 and a half miles! So I jogged and walked along 
with Alan, while we told anyone who would listen how little we had done, before skipping past them like two 
Little Sods! This went on for 6 miles, whereupon Alan philosophically reflected to me that this was the 
furthest we'd been all year... 
òGreat,ó I replied with a deranged chuckle, òonly another 20 miles to go...ó 
I noted with pleasure, though, that I felt very comfortable and I knew that, as long as I could keep my head 
together, I'd find a rhythm and finish the race.  
 
 After about 10 miles, I never saw The Little Sod again, as at this point I had decided just to carry on 
trotting along, only walking to take a drink. I began to enjoy the rural sights, sounds and smells (well, some 
of them, anyway!), and feel the winter sun on my back, and the peace, power and freedom of the open road. I 
was truly thankful to be there after all the hassle and upheaval we'd been through, and my heart felt truly glad 
that I'd taken that leap of faith across the start line. 
 
 The miles rolled on, and although there was the small matter that I'd forgotten my bottle belt, I 
thought I'd be OK with whatever was provided, as I wasn't going full-pelt anyway. But all the race organisers 
provided was freezing cold water and equally freezing, and weak, High5. On a freezing January day this just 
didn't feel like enough. At about 20 miles, I was randomly asking passers by if they had any chocolate or jelly 
babies. Nobody did. So with energy flagging, I was reduced to a slow fat-burning dog-trot at about nine 
minutes per mile, with no glycogen for acceleration, but I could sustain that, so I wasn't too bothered. 
 
 But some of the faster, more competitive runners clearly were . Previously, I had been lapped by some 
pretty fit-looking male runners, but they began to 'bonk' ð a state when you physically crash from a lack of 
glycogen; when you hit The Wall. Despite my encouragement, they were unable to keep up with even my 
modest pace. One poor chap, despite being obviously very fit, was 'running on empty,' which was a great pity 
to witness. If I hadn't forgotten my own bloody bottle belt I would have helped him, but all I could do was jog 
apologetically past him. As the miles continued past the 20 mile mark, I continued with my pathetic little trot, 
wishing Alan would pass me with his bottle belt full of Lucozade, so I could have something decent to drink. 
But he didn't. So I continued to push on, a cold little Old School voice in my head saying, 'as long as you've 
got flesh on your bones, you can run. Get on with it...' 
 
 So I did, and I eventually reached the finish line in a not too disgraceful 4.07. The refreshments at the 
finish were equally pants to what was offered on the course ð more freezing water and weak High5. I passed 



on both, staring into the middle-distance while I waited for The Little Sod to cross the line, my teeth 
chattering and my fingers white! We then had to hang about in the biting West Country wind (oooooarrr, my 
arrrse!) for the bus to come to take us back to the sports hall at the start, where our kit bags were. At this 
point, every fibre of my being shivering, I turned to The Little Sod, and said: 
òThis is a stupid bloody sport, innit?ó 
 When we finally got there, hypothermic, hypoglycaemic and dehydrated, an oasis of warm tea, coffee cakes 
and biscuits greeted us. The fly in the ointment, however, was the small matter that all this life-saving 
refreshment was the unique preserve of the elite minority who had the presence of mind to carry a couple of 
quid with them while they ran 26 miles. At this point, I genuinely pitied any poor bugger for whom this was 
their first marathon. Talk about the B-Movie of marathons! If you're going to do Gloucester, take care of 
yourself as you would in training. Lots of people, including myself, ran with what we stood up in. Many 
marathons, such as Dartmoor Ultra and Snowdon, have brilliant support, with squash, jelly babies and 
chocolate, to make sure everyone is OK. Then there's the 'after care,' where you get forcibly sat down, 
wrapped up and plied with whatever you want. I was just lucky that I wasn't racing, otherwise forgetting my 
bottle belt could have been a disaster, like it was for several.  
 
 Overall, we were very pleased with how we did. It wasn't that fast, but after what we'd been through 
and the lack of training that we'd had, there was a glimmer of hope that we were back on track. What was 
equally pleasing was how quickly we both recovered from the race. We were back light jogging by Tuesday, 
and on Thursday we both ran for well over an hour. Friday saw us venture onto the track, for 4x400, to get 
some speed in our legs, as Sunday was the Liswerry 8. 

 

The Lliswerry 8 

 

 30th January was the day of the Liswerry 8, and although I have done this race several 

times, I was in no danger of dying from enthusiasm. OK, I managed to chug round a marathon, 

but I was not that confident of my race fitness at all. But we felt  compelled to bite the bullet 

again, as we needed as many constructive stepping stones as possible in the limited time we 

had between now and the Barry 40. Alan thought it would be nice to get a time under the hour, 

while I realistically aimed for anything  under 65 minutes.  

 We were greeted by a bitterly cold and grey but dry Sunday morning, as I 

unceremoniously turfed myself out of bed at 7.30. Coffee, get running kit on, breakfast at 8.00. 

make sandwiches for after the race, then we left at 9.00, to meet Mike Davies at the club for a 

lift. We got there with bags of time to spare, so we registered and had a coffee in the warm bar 

to while away the time and stay out of the cold. The start was a half mile jog away, by which 

time I didn't feel that cold, and w ÊdÜÊ×ÊdØÚÒÒÔÓÊÉdÎÓÙÔdÆÈÙÎÔÓdÇÞdÆdÕÆÙÍÊÙÎÈdÑÎÙÙÑÊdÐÑÆÝÔÓrd̆®dÈÆÓd

ËÆ×ÙdÑÔÚÉÊ×dÙÍÆÓdÙÍÆÙṗd®dÖÚÎÕÕÊÉdÆØdÜÊdÈ×ÔØØÊÉdÙÍÊdÑÎÓÊr 

 

 Within the first few hundred metres, The Little Sod flitted away, and so I just settled into 

what felt like a brisk but comfortable pace. I looked at my watch at the first mile, 7.45, 

sensible, and it felt sustainable, so I thought if I maintained that I'd get home in 62 minutes, 

and I would be happy with that as a nice solid training run. I increased the pace slightly as I 

warmed into  it, but remained ever - mindful that it was a training run, and even walked a little bit 

to take a drink of water! So when I finished in 1 hr and 48 seconds, I was well pleased, as was 

The Little Sod, who finished in 54.48. We'd both finished well inside ou r projected targets. 

When we got home we were both knackered and had to have a lie down. How can running 8 

miles take more out of you than a marathon? And we've had more soreness in our legs, crazy. 

Must have been the effort to sustain a faster pace. Oh de ar! So we just walked the next day, 

and Tuesday saw us down Leckwith doing 6 heavy - legged 400s. The Cokers were there too, 

and they said their legs were suffering from Lliswerry. The consensus of opinion was that it's 

faster than a 10 - miler, but longer tha n a 10k. Result  ˾Buggered Legs!  



 
 

The London Ultra 

 

 We carried on training for the next couple of weeks, with the emphasis being on quality and 

consistency rather than mileage. We had entered the London Ultra 50k on St Valentine's Day (our sense of 

romance knows no bounds), so it was just a case of staying healthy till race day. This race, however, was 

added to by a rather perverse sense of adventure, in that, due to the fact that Alan was working the night 

before, we had made the decision to set out on our journey to London at about two in the morning. But 

something was nagging at me, something just didn't feel right. I have grown to hate London with  a passion, 

the fumes, the rat race, the crowds and traffic, the concrete jungle. Although my intuition was screaming at 

me not to go, I didn't want to be a party pooper, so despite waking at two in the morning in an absolutely 

foul mood (unusual for me  although the occasional Paddy has been known, I am not moody), I carried on 

with the escapade, planning to sleep in the back of the car. I didn't get a wink, however, as it was bitterly 

cold and I didn't have a blanket! We got to near the start at about 6am, Alan informing me that I had 20 

minutes to have breakfast and get ready. As I fumbled with my contact lens and shoes, as well as food and 

all the other nonsense, I was cold, felt drained and still in a rotten mood. I wanted to go home to bed! We 

arrived at the start, and were given a briefing, and maps (maps, my arse, this was sinister  I couldn't 

navigate my way out of a paper bag!). I informed Alan that, to avoid getting lost, I would be sticking to him 

like shit to a blanket.  

 

Great... 

 

The gun went and we all moved forward. It was initially more like a Gwent League, all muddy capers round a 

park, but this soon gave way to the streets of London on a Saturday, with no road closures, and the world 

and his wife out shopping. Crazy! For the first 10k, before the first checkpoint, the course alternated 

between brief respites through parkland with the Bedlam of London on a Saturday. As fellow athletes 

disappeared round corners, it would have been incredibly easy to go the wrong way, so Alan stuck to the 

other runners and I stuck to him, as well as watching out for kerbs, lamp posts, post boxes, people, dogs, 

prams, cars etc. By the first check point at 10k, I threw the towel in, exhausted. It was agreed that Alan 

should carry on  -  I'm sure getting rid of 'orrible little old me was like a breath of fresh air for him! 

 

 One of the race helpers wrapped me up in his coat and let me sit in the van, and at aid stations I 

hopped out and lent a hand with the drinks and things. This presented an opportunity to observe the 

logistics (or lack of them) of trying to orchestrate such an event on a typically gridlocked Saturday in 

London. It was ridiculous really  the runners were actually beating the helpers to the aid stations, meaning 

that often the refreshments that were promised simply couldn't get there. A notable example of this was at 

30k, when runners were looking forward to hot soup. The sheer volume of traffic meant that there was no 

soup, much to the chagrin of the poor runners. Whoever thought it was possible to pull this one off in 

London on a Saturday was obviously very optimistic, to say the least. It's official; London is a smoggy, grid-

locked shit hole, and I never want to go there again, for anything, ever. Apologies to anyone who hails from 

The Smoke... 

 

 As we passed the checkpoint at 30k, it transpired that Alan had pulled out; I was informed of this by 

Pam Storey, a stalwart of ultra running, and one of the volunteers. As a born- again Christian, you can 

always rely on her to rustle up a quick prayer if the sky is looking a bit black. She's nearly as effective as 

all those tripping hippies at Woodstock who sent the black clouds packing by chanting 'No rain, no rain!' But 



although Alan had pulled out, Pam reassured me that he was not injured, as he went flitting off to catch a 

bus back to the hotel. What was his problem, then? 

 

 When I eventually got back to the hotel, I was quickly reunited with my hubby. An annoying twist of 

fate had ended his race; at 12 miles, the strap on his Camel back had broken, and had started biting into 

his neck. The Little Sod bravely soldiered on for another six miles, but the discomfort eventually got to him, 

and his race was over. He was gutted, but with his typical steely determination, he vowed to return next 

grinned; he understood... 

 

 

a line under what had befallen us, and got on with the important business of replenishing our Iron Stores... 

We found a pub in Windsor with a strange sort of name that I can't quite remember. All I remember was 

that the first track I heard in there was 'For whom the bell tolls' by Metallica  a good omen, I thought. Ah, 

it's just come to me; the pub was called The Criterion. Weird. Anyway, we enjoyed more good music, from 

more heavy metal to Sparks and Stevie Wonder, thanks to an eclectic mix of colourful 40- 50- something 

characters, including a very jovial inebriated Irishman, and a strapping six- footer with hands like shovels 

and breath that could strip paintwork, who was  alas  as gay as a daffodil! The aforementioned poof was 

truly away with the fairies, helping himself to sips of everyone's drinks, and behaving like a complete tart! 

He took an unhealthy shine to my husband, saying to me, 

  

It wasn't worth getting shirty and starting a fight  the two of us put together didn't weigh what he did  so 

I theatrically retorted: 

 

Alan had to do his own bit to stop the lecherous queen from sipping his Guinness and fondling his knee, but 

it was all good- natured banter and, fortunately, there were no tears... As we staggered back to our hotel, a 

big, healthy black line was drawn under the events of the day,and we slept like babies. 

 As we got the hell out of  The Smoke the next day, I quietly reflected on the fact that I didn't have 

an ultra in my legs, only the enthusiasm to build on my pace and fitness in preparation for the Barry 

Forty...or, as it is more affectionately known, The Borry Farty.... 

  So, fans, as I sit here now, on the Friday before The Borry Farty, with a hot bath and a  

glass of red waiting for me, The Little Ones, thanks to some track sessions and Parkruns, are unprepared, 

but actually quite fit, so hopefully our experience and character will shine through in Barry. The fact that 

we are even towing the start line is a miracle that we owe to our friend Angela, who was sufficiently 

conscious to know there was a fire. Although our preparation has not been exactly ideal, we have certainly 

not over trained, so hopefully 'less is more.' Watch this space... 
 
The Barry 40 
 
 The morning sun streamed through the window and the birds were singing their hearts out as 
the alarm went off at 7 am on Sunday March 14th, 2010. The day of the race that we had nearly 
cancelled had arrived all too soon. I had slept indifferently, partly due to the fact that one of Alan's 2 
am work alarms had gone off. I don't normally hear it, being a heavy sleeper, but this time I did. 
Under my breath I growled one of my favourite catch-phrases of late: ñThere are too many gadgets in 
this f***ing house!ò I didn't worry about the lack of sleep, though, as I had spent all week deliberately 
getting more shut-eye than usual, just in case nerves affected me the night before. But at 7 am on 
such a radiant spring morning, I was very much awake, knowing what we had committed to.  
 
 My sister Barbara was staying at our flat for the weekend, to keep Jedi company and do a bit 
of Spring cleaning. Housework would definitely not be on the agenda for me after running 40 miles! 
Baboo asked me how I felt, and I said that although I was bricking it, I was really looking forward to it, 




