Hi all fellow Wildcoasters

This is a recollection of all the events that unfolded along the past incredible week of adventure.

Ciska and I decided to enter the race after doing the Amatola several months before, all it took was to press the enter button and a little bit of a twist to a rubber arm of a certain” Bionic woman.”

The trip from Doc’s house took 5 hours up to the stunning Cremorne Estate, all the way sharing different life stories with George and the rest of the crew on the “cool” bus. We reached Cremorne and relaxed the Sunday before the big day.

Day1 Silaka Nature reserve to Anchorage Hotel.

It all Started just after six at the main gate with pics of all the contestants displaying the Weekend post’s wcu madness ad boards. The countdown began and we were off down the hill with Wally leading our pack. It wasn’t long and Wally led us jokingly astray and having a fat chuckle for testing our gullibility and those runners being myself, Lukas, Ciska, Jens and Ralph. It wasn’t long and we were winding down overgrown forest paths and up heartbreak hill with temperatures soaring and humidity levels abnormally high, we managed to navigate our way or at least until we got to a stage where we weren’t sure of the directions and resorting to consulting with Wally for the correct direction and his reply was “Guys your guess is as good as mine, this time last year I was tired man! I can’t remember anymore. Who do you think I am Robinson Crusoe or something! HA ha he laughed and the fun and games began, the humour just getting better and keeping us in good spirits. We found the right direction and made our way through yet more humid hot forests and on one occasion I stumbled and nearly fell into Wally and him into Lukas sparking a chain of events with it ending in Ciska falling over a cut off tree stump and doing an almost choreographed roll and instantly back on her feet, Wally remarks “wow do you think you are GI Jane or something”, not “have you broken any bones” or “are you ok, are you not bleeding” or so on. From there on Ciska’s name would be GI Jane for the rest of the trip!

We were lucky to get 2 ferry’s on both the river crossings, idyllic scenery and untouched beauty. We eventually reached the Mthakatye river and by this time Roger and Kylie had caught up to us and Wally and Lukas hanging back. Ciska was running strong and was doing very well in the obscene conditions and I recall the occasion at one of the water points “Come on Neville you are procrastinating and wasting time faffing with your pack-you are holding us up” and me frantically stuffing the now filled water bladder back into my over packed back pack and half the items not fitting into their original confined spaces with the sweat streaming off my face and arms. Jokes she didn’t really go off like that—just yanking your chain C.

So we carried on and swam across the river and made our way past Pressley’s bay, past Lwandile and stopped at Mdumbi backpackers for water and cool drink, by this time I was on my own shimming along the endless beaches and eventually reached Anchorage hotel and warmly welcomed by Jensie and the rest, after a cold one some food and a shower could eventually relax and cheer the rest of the runners as they came in.

George and Eugene were my roommates and ended the night chatting over the events of the day.

Day 2 Anchorage to The Haven 50 odd k’s.
Decided to change packs to have more space to fit the essentials. Another very tough day, very hot and seemingly endless steep green hills and long outstretched beaches. Wally again leading the way with yet again many chirps and laughs. Took the scenic route via small Hole in the Wall, took some pictures and edged on towards Hole in the wall where we had a swim and something to eat and tending to our wounds etc. Wally saying as he dived into the pool “If I don’t come up just leave me at the bottom of the pool”

Gathered ourselves and eventually made the crossing at Hole In The Wall with Ralph and finishing day 2 with Ralph. Total time for day 2,11 hours. Feet now seriously blistered and sore. Had a delicious meal at the hotel and crashed into bed after taking a voltaren to ease the inflammation and pain.

Day 3 Haven to Mazeppa

Started just after 7  and galloped down to the Bashee river to prepare  for the crossing. We were welcomed by 2 canoes taking one person at a time and took forever, resorted to sending the pack over with a canoe and taking the dive into the murky waters of the Bashee, swam across and headed off in the direction of Mazeppa! Ralph taking charge and eventually leaving me, just too strong. I hooked up with HHP, Branden, John and later joined by Ciska, Kylie and Roger .At the ensuing river crossing the four Springbok nudists-that being Johnno, HHP, Branden aka farmer brown and Cisce Coetzee doing the river crossing in the nude to avoid getting the clothes wet which limit the chances of further chafeing, this providing much entertainment for the ladies being Ciska and Kylie. Such good fun!

Regathered my strength and hammered my way to Mazeppa finishing behind Roger and Kylie. After a refreshing swim in the pool and licking the wounds of the past day had a few cold ones with Farmer Brown and company, had dinner and retreated to bed feeling feverish and sore to the bone. Started raining in the early hours and brought much relief to the hot, humid conditions. Wally had a very bad day and didn’t look good, we were all very concerned, but the next morning it was as if he had risen from the dead, looking as bright as a sparrow –amazing, from then on Wally got the name Lazarus.

Day 4 Mazeppa to Trennery’s
This was Wally’s day, he was strong from the beginning and finished in a very good time and earning his name! Well done Lazarus!.

This day was characterized by lovely cool wet conditions ,refreshing rain coming down. Wasn’t feeling too good but pressed on and started feeling better at Wavecrest, taking some coke and resting the legs a bit and admiring the luxury of the resort. Carried on and finished strong at Trennery’s and being a shorter day, more time to relax and gather our wits and do some precious resting.

Tried to sleep but to no avail, kept tossing and turning, I think we all suffered from the same kind of insomnia. Rejoined the group at the bar, took some pics had some dinner and managed to get to sleep.

Day 5 Trennery’s to Haga Haga

Started the run at 07h45 and made our way to the Ferry across the Kei ,lucky to get it as it came in ,wasted no time to board and after waiting a while for the rest of the runners crossed the river. Laura just didn’t make it and was too late for that Ferry, I could just feel the disappointment. Got to the other side and ran on tar for the first time in 5 days actually felt strangely comfortable after conquering all those soft sandy beaches of the previous days.

Felt unbelievably strong and keen to get on with it and chased Branden and the crew up and over the Golf course to Morgan bay with Roger and Kylie in tow. Carried on to Double Mouth and reaching the oyster farm and Marsh Strand with Roger and Kylie, shuffled along and finished strong at Haga Haga.

Branden, Ciska, Cisce, Filippo, HHP and Ralph burnt up the course and finished in very good times, not to mention the speed that Hylton did it in!! Relaxed at Haga with more beers and a massive “Kiwi” burger, days shorter and just enjoying the moments, the event just getting better. After the meeting and the final race briefing that evening got ready for the final leg of our journey.

Day 6 Haga to Yellowsands and Nahoon mouth.

Chose to start the race early  and left just before 7 with Ciska and Cisce, negotiated difficult rocky sections in the beginning and then followed by the long beach section at the Cintsa’s, getting into a rhythm and chanting “Vuka, vuka, vuka, easy, easy, easy, eeeeeeeeeasy, really got us going and made the beach crossing quickly. Past Glen Gariff and Yellowsands was in sight, couldn’t believe the end was in sight. Made it in good time and relaxed under the Gazebo provided by Doc who rationing us with 352ml of Coke or Cream Soda and not a drop more! I had some beers stashed in one of my bags in his vehicle and within sight and handling distance and after going on my knees to get the bag he simply refused to hand it to me, never met such a cruel individual in my entire life!!!!

Surfers started and got a sense of anxiety as the crowds got bigger, helicopters chopping overhead TV crews walking around etc, it was just overwhelming and in stark contrast to the past 6 days of paradise , tranquility and the oneness with nature.

Anyway off we went and joined the hustle to the end, nice to not run with a backpack and not to mention the convenience of water tables and crowds of supporting spectators, showering us with water and other niceties.

Felt strong and almost bulletproof, enjoyed the buzz and finished on a high note ,not believing the way we finished this gruelling challenge of several days, just left me speechless and in awe of the capabilities of the human body and mind.

A big thank you once again to Dave, Chel, Doc, Sandra, Jan, Heidi and all the rest who were involved in the organizing of the most profound adventure yet, thanks to all the other participants for the jokes, fellowship and stories shared on the trip, to the many hard times and good times, the support and encouragement and help. Thanks to Jens for being such a gentleman and always considering others before yourself ,for the gels you gave me just when I needed them the most and the “battery acid” when the electrolyte levels were getting dangerously low, to Wally, Ralph, Branden for the humour and the many back breaking laughs, to George with your wonderful positive outlook on life and your approach to the race, to Ciska for being such a good friend and inspiring me from the start, to HP for the support, to Filippo for your friendship and guidance and lovely stories and jokes and to all the rest of the crew who made this such a great event.

Kind Regards

Neville

Ps-----------What’s next??

