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Self-enforced Training
by John Trory (RRC 13745, RRC Championships Secretary)

I have kept a training diary for around eight years now 
and, on leafing back through it, one thing becomes 
glaringly obvious. I relax the training all summer while 
I play golf and cricket and catch up with the gardening 
and repairing the roof, then go back to running in late 
September. By January, the weather is not conducive 
to long outdoor runs, and even less so to speed sessions 
which run the risk of pulling muscles. At the very 
point where I have planned to step up the training in 
preparation for an April marathon, I find myself doing 
less, and by the end of February it is already too late 
because I am racing half-marathons. The result is that, 
come the London Marathon, I keep up a good pace for 
at least 15 miles but slow right down towards the end. 
As I have a burning ambition to get under 3:30 for the 
marathon, and have so far done 3:35, 3:33 and 3:32, 
this realisation suddenly shone like a beacon on my 
gloomy scene.

I decided that the best way to get through the winter 
fully prepared was to train hard through the summer by 
entering lots of races on the principle that if you pay, 
you do. With this in mind, after my well documented 
struggle round the Bewl Water marathon in May, I 
booked into the North Downs 30km which starts near 
Gravesend in Kent. If I had followed their directions, 
I would probably still be looking for the race start, 
but I use maps and got there alright. This is my only 
criticism of the whole organisation and I think they 
will get it right next year. It was a tough course of very 
mixed terrain where you struggle up tree-root-riddled 
mudslides for an age and suddenly come out onto a 
path through a large field of poppies. The event was 
well marshalled throughout and the whole race was very 
pleasant and certainly one I will do again, although my 
time of 3:38 did reflect the difficulty of wet country 
running.

A plea to all race organisers - get 
your mile markers in the right place 

or do not bother.
My next race was one I usually do in July, and that is 
the South Downs 30 Miles. I call this my annual fun 
run because I do not bother too much about my time 
and think of it as a day out in the countryside. So far, 
the weather has always been good; you carry your own 
picnic hamper and pull a water bowser to survive and 
generally enjoy the scenery. You also need to keep in 
touch with the runner in front of you because there 
are places where you could go wrong as there are no 
marshals. You also need to be fond of cattle and cyclists. 
As my time nudges 6:30, I am very near the back of a 
field of runners for whom this is the shortest race they 
do, but I always enjoy it.

August 20th sees me in the Henfield Half Marathon, 
which is a flat cross-country. As with all the smaller 
races I do, it is well organised with good facilities 
and always a pleasure to do, although it was hotter 
than usual this year and the last half hour we had 
quadraphonic thunder.

On September 9th I took on the new Bacchus 
Marathon, starting in a vineyard near Dorking. The 
race entry fee included glasses of wine and champagne 
on the drinks stations and a hog-roast at the end. 
The course was two laps of up and down and around 
the hills on variable tracks. I am a little unsteady on 
country tracks so thought a glass or two of champagne 
might compensate and straighten me up. No such luck! 
At 28°C, this was the hottest marathon I have ever 
done, and with the sun directly overhead, it became 
another trial of willpower. However, the great thing 
about and up and down course is that when you make 
the decision to carry on into the second lap, you have 
just finished the downhill section and will be feeling 
good. I had paid my fee and was determined to finish, 
so on I went. As I slowed on the second lap, I became 
aware I was running at the same speed as a group who 
spent the entire race singing happy birthday to one 
of their runners. No change of speed got me out of 
earshot so on it went for three hours until I struggled 
over the line in 5:28, and somewhat satisfied to find 
out later that fewer than half the starters had survived 
the second lap. Doubtless the group now has a place in 
the Guinness Book of Records for singing and driving 
people mad.

With the bit between the teeth and nostrils flared, I 
booked up for four races on consecutive Sundays. The 
Barns Green Half Marathon has always been one of 
my favourite races as it really does tick all the boxes. 
It is easy to get to, has its own parking facilities, road 
closures and abundant marshals whilst still being 
reasonably priced. With around 1500 runners, it is also 
a comfortable size. Unfortunately for me, a builder 
finally turned up the week before and I spent the week 
extending a room in my roof and the day before sitting 
on the roof leading and tiling. The result was a time 
best forgotten.

And so to the Isle of Wight Marathon. I know not 
why, but I always seem to be humming a Beatles song 
when I ask the railway ticket office for a ticket to Ryde 
(unexpectedly, my computer is aware of the Beatles but 
not a place called Ryde and wants me to try again - well 
I know better). If I say this is another well organised 
race, you may begin to think that I say that about every 
race, but this is not so. The small races do tend to be 
much better arranged and cheaper than the large, brash 
and hopelessly disorganised, which is why I will not be 
doing Brighton next year. The Isle of Wight Marathon 
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is a demandingly hilly route that is well marshalled 
with good drinks points and the offer of dropping 
your own drink of at your chosen point. Sadly, the 
mainland entry is limited by the introduction of the 
winter ferry timetable which makes it very difficult 
to arrive at the right time. Undaunted, I managed 
to avoid the toilet-less trains now prevalent on the 
Brighton to Portsmouth line and walked the half-hour 
between Portsmouth Harbour and the hovercraft. 
Knowing I would have no spare time in Ryde, and 
with no toilets on the hovercraft, I removed my 
tracksuit bottoms in the main cabin, to the horror of 
the other passengers. I then had to run to the start 
where I just had time to throw my top in the bag and 
the bag at a marshal who kindly took it back to the 
club hut for me.

I do a lot of races which are “good 
considering”.

The first few miles are seriously uphill but afterwards it 
merely undulates. I have had many holidays on the Isle 
of Wight and it has a much slower pace of life which 
I envy. All the way round, road traffic stopped and 
voluntarily waited for us always giving us a smile and 
a wave as we plodded past. It is that kind of place. At 
20 miles I was on 3:04, minimally outside my target, 
when disaster struck. The toe joints on my left foot 
have a defect that has a long name and a short temper. 
One toe became disjointed and extremely painful and, 
even worse, it hurt more going downhill. Downhill is 
my speciality place gainer, and a lot of the last six miles 
of this race are downhill. In great pain and frustration, 
my target of 3:59 became a sorry 4:14. After a HOT 
shower, I walked back to catch the fastcat ferry which 
connects with the Brighton train. It was late, of course, 
and I ended up shoving everybody out of the way and 
racing to the platform, just in time. Fortunately, this 
one did have a toilet, so I made it back home well 
recovered.

The Jog Shop 20 Mile Cross-Country was on October 
14th, which was an oasis of sunshine in the middle 
of a stormy fortnight. This race does not simply run 
over the downs - it goes up and down the harshest 
faces three times, and I love it, normally. This time, 
my toe-joint was hurting after three miles, so I had to 
run the remaining seventeen with my toes clenched 
like a fist. The irony is that I felt far better during this 
race than I had for years before - positively bouncing 
along. The last 2.5 miles were back along the cliff-tops 
to Brighton Marina, and I was still bouncing, finishing 
in 3:42 which was good considering. I do a lot of races 
which are “good considering”. If anybody fancies a 
tough race starting at 9am, then I heartily recommend 
this one - you will not be disappointed. 

My first attempt at the Cabbage Patch 10 Miles went 
very smoothly, so I gave it another try this year. Having 
only done it once, a P. B. was always possible to boost 
my ego, so I started nearer the front as they only have 
gun to finish chip timing. I ran what I thought would 
be a regular pace throughout, but this did not match 
the mile posts. However, when I arrived at the nine mile 
marker on 1:07, I knew I was on a 1:15 dead easy! The 
last mile dragged on and on and on. I could have been 
faster if I had realised I needed to be, but eventually 
finished in 1:17:23, a P. B. but not the 1:15 I was hoping 
for. Sorry Twickers, but nowhere do I do a last mile 
in ten minutes. Not even in my slowest marathons. 
I declined the offer of yet another T shirt and drove 
home, both pleased and disappointed. A plea to all race 
organisers - get your mile markers in the right place or 
do not bother.

And so to the final race of my year, on which my crown 
as 60-69 sub-ultra champion rests, the Brookes Brighton 
10km, Sunday 18th November, my only 10k of the 
year.  The preparation, or destruction, of an important 
race usually starts two or three weeks before, so no 
surprise that with two weeks to go for the Brighton 
10k, a shoulder injury from six years back suddenly 
decided to get painful enough to keep me awake in 
the middle of the night. Heat treatment and exercise 
made no difference so off I trekked to the physio with 
a pocketful of money. Why do I always end up paying 
for things that should be on the National Health? After 
a rather troubled final week, I actually managed to sleep 
the night before the race and was fast asleep when the 
alarm went. For me, there is only one thing worse than 
not sleeping and that is sleeping and being woken up by 
an alarm clock. I am also subject to massive swings in 
body rhythms and, having felt high on Wednesday, I was 
appropriately low on Saturday and mediocre by Sunday. 
Nevertheless, it was indeed a beautiful day for running. 
The sort of “good to be alive day” when nobody should 
ever consider moaning about anything. Bright, sunny, 
7°C and the lightest of breezes in what is normally 
Britain’s top competitor in the windy city contest. I 
kidded myself for 6k that my breathing would settle 
down and I would put in a good time, but it didn’t and 
I didn’t. A good time would have been better than my 
previous best, which I know I can do, but 47:39 was a 
lot better than the 2,000 behind me, so it all depends on 
your individual measure of success. I always try to write 
down a good point from every race, and, to my extreme 
delight, the older looking runner I raced to and beat to 
the finish line amazingly turned out to be none other 
than my long term adversary Albert Kemp of Wadhurst 
Runners. I walked back to the snooker club I own for a 
cup of coffee and found it full of customers, (the club, 
not the coffee) did a couple of hours work and then my 
wife collected me, took me home and made me a cup of 
tea. Not such a bad day after all!


