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Cardiff One Hour Track Classic
2nd September 2012
by Mick McGeoch

photographs by Phil Cook

A report of a very interesting new race organised by Les Croupiers, which they hope will become an 
annual fixture.

Sometimes good ideas are actually very old ideas. A One 
Hour Track Race sounds innovative, but it’s actually 
something of a throwback, and if you google it you will 
find that the history of this event goes back to the mid 
nineteenth century.

The history of athletes who have held the World Record 
for the event reads like a “Who’s Who” of the great 
distance names in our sport: Parvo Nurmi 1928, Emil 
Zatopek 1951, Ron Clarke 1965, Jos Hermens 1976, 
Arturo Barrios 1991, and currently Haile Gebresellassie 
2007.

In order to market the race, we decided 
to hold it at a time which would be a 
useful warm up for those with Autumn 
Marathon ambitions, and also used the 
carrot of the current British Single Age 
One Hour Best Performances (listed on 
the British Masters website). Because 
the event is rarely run nowadays, many 
of the marks have lasted a long time; 
and whilst some performances are 
good, others are relatively weak.

The event was last held in Cardiff in 
2004 at the old Leckwith Stadium, 
and was won by Phil Cook, so it 
wasn’t a surprise that it was Phil’s idea 
to revamp it. Of course, such events 
require quite a bit of administrative 
input in terms of accurate lap scoring 
and recording to ensure a verifiable 
result, so each athlete was tasked with 
supplying their own lap scorer as a 
condition of entry.

Race day dawned a little damp, and 
though the rain had stopped by the 
start time of 11.00am, it had become 
a little humid. 14 athletes had entered 
and all turned up. From the outset, 
Chris Pristavec went to the front, 
closely followed by Stuart Crees. All of 
the athletes appeared to have carefully 
considered their race strategy in terms 
of pace judgement, and there were no 
“rushes of blood”.

Stuart Crees (786) and Chris Pristavec (785)
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Continued ...

Maria Zubizarreta, who started at the back of the field, 
had decided to use the event as part of a longer training 
run as part of her Berlin Marathon preparation, and 
had already been running for over an hour when the 
race began.

Time schedules became established, runners’ positions 
changed little. Each completed lap was accompanied 
by verbal encouragement by the lap scorers, and the 
variation between the athletes’ gait, and their relative 
interaction, or lack of it, was fascinating. Stuart joined 
Chris at the head of the race, and for a time the athletes 
shared pacemaking duties. Dave Headon had made his 
characteristic aggressive start, and was in third.

In the ladies race, Jane Coker had assumed the lead 
from the outset. After a very successful 2012 on all 
surfaces, this event was definitely something new, 
and it was very much a voyage of self-discovery to see 
if her endurance matched her speed. Katie Beecher, 
Marcia Smith and Maria Zubizarreta clearly had more 

Jane Coker (783) and Howard Kent (790)

conservative agenda, and it was interesting to watch 
each of the athletes’ ways of coping with the discipline 
of a relatively lengthy but unwavering discipline.

The wind strengthened a little and it was reflected in 
both the athletes’ facial expressions as well as their lap 
times. Two of the 14 started the race with designs of 
establishing new Single Age British Bests (these appear 
on the British Masters website and have been faithfully 
recorded for many years by David Bendy). Jane Coker’s 
recent form indicated that she should comfortably 
better the existing F53 record of 11928 metres, and 
this was achieved with ten minutes to spare. The target 
then became bettering it by as much as possible. Sandy 
Johnston’s target was to beat the M63 record of 14270 
metres. Whilst this was always on the cards, Sandy had 
to wait to the 58th minute of the race to book himself 
into the record books. 
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Between these two landmarks, Maria Zubizarreta was 
on her way to improving her own Paraguayan National 
record, set during the Barry 40 in 2009. This was also 
easily achieved with a new recording of 13514 metres.

There was quite an innovative ending to the race. 
Because the race result is that of a distance covered, 
rather than a time, each lap recorder had to evaluate the 
position of the athlete on the track when the whistle 
sounded for the 60 minutes elapsed. This was quite 
amusing as everyone scrabbled for position. 

A new experience for most, and a very enjoyable 
one. A voyage of self discovery for the athletes. And 
hopefully, the start of a new annual event, and perhaps 
a continued quest for more records. As a One Hour 
Track Race is a rarely held event, the distances recorded 
for each athlete may not be  too  meaningful. I have 
therefore translated this into “Time for 10 miles” and 
worked out the time “pro rata”.

Cardiff One Hour Track Classic
Race results
    Cat. Distance 10 m
      pace

 1 Chris Pristavec Les Croupiers M30 17139 m 56:20
 2 Stuart Crees Les Croupiers M34 16910 m 57:06
 3 Dave Headon Les Croupiers M52 15360 m 62:51
 4 Matthew Hopkins Les Croupiers M31 15154 m 63:43
 5 Paul Coker Les Croupiers M54 14855 m 65:00
 6 Sandy Johnston Les Croupiers M63 14800 m 65:14
 7 Jane Coker Les Croupiers F53 14310 m 67:28
 8 Brian Dias Cardiff AAC M28 14120 m 68:23
 9 Katie Beecher Les Croupiers F33 14030 m 68:49
 10 Howard Kent Les Croupiers M60 13766 m 70:08
 11 Andrew Davidson Les Croupiers M29 13704 m 70:27
 12 Maria Zubizarreta Les Croupiers F42 13514 m 71:27
 13 Matthew Hooper Les Croupiers M21 13186 m 73:14
 14 Marcia Smith San Domenico F31 12525 m 77:05

Sandy Johnston  (788)

Maria Zubizarreta (781) and Marcia Smith (793)
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An inspiring come-back
by Keith Scrivener  (RRC 11600)

This may seem a strange story amongst the ‘super 
runners’ reports that we usually get in Roadrunner. 
I spent over 20 years competing in Triathlon 
and Quadrathons. I was just average at best. My 
crowning multi-sport moments were winning the 
British Ironman distance over 50s championships 
and twice coming third In the World Quadrathon 
Championships in my age group. I wanted to enter the 
London to Brighton run. To do so I had to be member 
of a running club. So I joined the Road Runners Club 
when I was 53 some 17 years ago. My son Aaron also 
joined at the same time.

This year 2012 I had already run 13 marathons 
including 4 in 4 days when in June this I ran the Wales 
marathon at Tenby my 146th. I enjoyed the marathon 
tremendously and was surprised that one month before 
my 70th birthday I came 408th. It was a hilly course in 
Pembrokeshire which past close to two castles. We had 
a restful evening then the next day we found one of 
the castles and explored it. We also walked on the local 
beach and trail and spent the rest of the day lazing on 
our chairs beside our motor-home in a hillside layby.

The next morning suitably refreshed and recovered 
we headed home towards Essex. This was no problem 
until nearing the Oxford turn off a strange sensation 
came over me. My right hand started to shake so I 
had to take it off the steering wheel. Luckily I noted a 
motorway services and pulled off. When my right leg 
collapsed it became obvious I was having a stroke. My 
wife Meryl made the split second decision not to call 
and wait for an ambulance but drive me to the John 
Radcliffe Hospital at Oxford in our motor-home.

She did just that and after examining me the most 
senior doctor gravely told my wife. I have to tell you 
there are two types of stroke, the clot and the much 
more serious haemorrhage or bleed. I am sorry to have 
to tell you your husband has a haemorrhage. I learnt 
later that 50% of haemorrhage stokes prove fatal.

I didn’t die and I was told it was likely only my high 
degree of fitness had saved me. I was initially paralyzed 
down my right side, unable to talk and could not see 
properly from my right eye. But luckily my voice and 
sight returned fairly quickly.

After a week I was taken by ambulance back to Essex 
to Broomfield near Chelmsford which was nearer my 
home. A week later I was sent to Maldon hospital even 
nearer to my home to recuperate. But then the doctors 
found I had clots in my right leg that could prove fatal 
so I needed an operation on my stomach to stop the 
clots moving to my heart and lung. But after another 
week they decide to risk not giving me the operation 
and sent me back to Maldon hospital. Remember it was 
me taking all the risks.

At Maldon hospital I got physio help Monday to Friday 
and with their help was struggling to walk. Remember 
I’m a road runner so I didn’t take kindly to not training 
at the weekend. With the help of Meryl my wife I 
trained by walking crablike along holding the corridor 
bars. The nurses were quite impressed and reported 
me to the non-resident doctor on her infrequent visits. 
The doctor hadn’t spoken to me so I persuaded my wife 
to come in on the doctor’s next visit and camp out in 
the corridor where she was having her meeting so she 
couldn’t ignore me. It worked; the doctor saw me and 
agreed to let me go home if my next brain scan was 
OK. It was and as I had left the hospital early I was 
eligible to have ‘early release’ physiotherapists visit my 
home Monday to Friday.

The physios me asked what my aims were, suggesting 
tying my shoe laces and making a hot drink. I said to 
run a marathon. They thought I was joking initially 
but when I showed them my confirmation of good 
for my age acceptance for the London Marathon they 
believed me. Initially the physios had me walking with 
a frame and after a few yards asked me if I was tired, 
I said no and went on a half mile hobble. Soon I was 
slowly walking three quarters of a mile with no support. 
But there was a problem; although my right leg muscle 
was all right my ligaments and tendons were weak and 
they were worried about my ankle going over. Thus 
I could only walk on one way on a specific slope and 
return on the reverse slope. I was also taken to Halsted 
hospital which had a modern support system to help 
people walk or indeed run. This was like a wet suit with 
support straps. With the aid of this contraption I could 
run on the running machine or on the floor and had 
the advantage that if I tripped the contraption would 
catch me. I also asked to go to my local Maldon gym 
and swimming pool. Two physios took me swimming 
and checked out the gym machines.

Since my physiotherapy allowance ran out I have 
continued going to the gym and the swimming pool 
on three days per week, getting faster and stronger. I 
am now averaging three miles walking per day over 
all terrains, some by myself and also sometimes doing 
some slow running, 100 to 400 metres. The problem, as 
with all stroke survivors is tiredness. After all my efforts 
I have to recover by having a sleep.

My logic is reach for the stars, because aim low and 
that the most you can get, aim high and you will reach 
your potential whatever that is. Can I build up enough 
stamina to run small races let alone a marathon? Watch 
this space.

The club sends its very best wishes to Keith for 
continued recovery, and we look forward to 
seeing him finishing the VLM in April.


