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EXTREME WILD COAST ULTRA

SUNDAY 12 FEBRUARY TO SATURDAY 19 FEBRUARY 2006.

SIX DAYS TO WALK AND RUN 275 KAYS. 

PORT ST. JOHNS TO EAST LONDON.

We had been planning this trip for a number of months. I did not change my daily training routine. Originally Graham was to be with me but he was injured. Ron & I had listed and purchased all the required provisions as if we would be away for a month. But we decided that it would be better to over cater. I also bought two storage boxes from Macro. These we filled with our provisions. I packed the two stretchers, mattresses, cooking stuff and my tog bag. Once this was all in the car I had used the boot and the back seat.

Sunday morning we left PE at 07.00 and had an easy drive through to EL where we met Martin, Polla and Johan. Francis was there to send us off. Ron immediately recognised Francis and little Joel from Amatola. We quickly packed our multitude of stuff into the back of Martin’s bakkie. The back seat of the Bakkie is not designed for tall people or long distance and I think that Johan must have suffered. It was not long before we were in Mtatha where we stopped for coffee. The drive down to Port St. Johns is tarred all the way and by 17.00 we pulled into Cremorne where there are lovely chalets and good camping facilities. As we arrived is started to rain so we put tents up and had everything sorted out just as it stopped raining.

We announced our arrival to Dave and Chel and met some of the entrants and their seconds. Some of the group had arrived in time for the tour of the area. Dave called a meeting where he gave us a number of instructions plus laminated maps. I was happy to see that I am not the only one who makes the kind of mistake of numbering pages 1/13 to 13/13 and then realising that there are 14 pages so number the last one 14/14. He handed out the T-shirts to both seconds and runners. We also received plastic bags, which we would carry with us for river crossings. Ron & I cooked us a rice dish, made coffee and I was in bed early. I think that Ron did his rounds, meeting others. Our tent is always a pleasure. We set up the stretchers, mattresses and reading table with a lamp. I had made myself a cup of coffee and fell asleep in a very short while.

Monday morning. I had set the alarm for 04.00 as Dave had decided to leave at 05.00. We had a coffee and rusk. I folded up some of the stuff but generally Ron did all the packing once we had left. We congregated at the gate to Cremorne, posed for the photos and then 24 men and women, most of whom were strangers, set out, on foot, for East London. 274 kays away! For this first stretch of mainly tarred road we passed over the Umzimvubu River, though Port St. Johns and then up to the gate of the Sileka reserve. En route we passed what is called the washing machine, a round concrete structure where the various stages of clothes washing takes place. We had walked and jogged here without the “trippers”. Ray was there to meet us and to hand us the bags. 

At this stage I was more or less with Dave, Chel, Patrick, Elize and Gium. We then passed the Sugarloaf rock. Now I regretted not bringing a camera, even a cheapie that could have recorded some of the special moments. We began the hill climbing and exploring. Fortunately Dave knows the area well and we were soon descending to the Umgazi mouth where we were able to walk across the river. I learned later that the “Blue Train” had taken the ferry across after buying something to drink at the hotel. Our next river crossing was at Mganzane where we paid the ferryman (Jabavu) R5.00 each to row us across the very small river, which we could quite easily have swum. In fact Dave and Patrick did swim it but still paid the R5 to have their packs ferried across. 

We had caught up to some of the others here and I went across with them and then did a very foolish thing. I pressed on by myself and instantly got lost in the village. I had to jog around for a while before coming across a local who pointed out the location to the shop. The Dave group had not got here yet and I thought that we would have a sit down, buy some cool drinks and relax for a bit. Not so. I bought a pair of cold Fantas (R4.50 each) and tried to fill my bladder but in this time Dave arrived, bought a few cans and pressed on. Fortunately Patrick waited for me otherwise I would have got lost a second time. We wandered though the village and up and over to the coast line again. We found a tap where some of the runners filled bladders. Then it was up hills again. The second tap we found was leaking and strapped with cloth. I thought that if I do this again, I should bring a spanner and washers and show a local how to repair the tap. 

As we were going up a hillside we passed Des. He was resting but seemed fine otherwise. Shortly after this section we came across Ester, a local lass, who looked thirteen but claimed to be 18. Dave was able to understand the directions she gave us and we pressed on downwards to the ocean. Here we found Ziegfried swimming in a pool. This looked like a splendid idea and we soon had our shoes off and wallowed in the cool water together with the tiny Zebra fish. Ester had come across Des and had brought him down to the pool to join us. And a little while later she reappeared with Martin, Polla and Johan. Polla had told me that her real name is Ilsabet but her father had called her Polla and that this had then been angled to be Paula. She and Johan run a delicatessen in the Metlife Mall of Kingwilliamstown. Des is with us for quite a long part of the day’s walk. He seems very knowledgeable on this section of coastline. We walk a beach where we see over 1000 ghost crabs. They are funny little creatures with eyes that stick up in the air and they run in the shallows on tiptoe. Sometimes we walk past their holes that they have burrowed in the sand. Then they are quite confused: do they run back to the burrow or do they head for the water? 

Many hills follow this section. Fortunately we came to a river that we wade across where we again decide to have a swim and cool off. After a while we reach a river that had to be swum. Here we packed our bags into plastic bags and push these across the river. There were a number of young local boys and girls playing about at this river. They crowded around me while I was emptying my pockets and I gave them the energy bar and the fruit bar that I had. This in itself was not a problem as I had more than enough in my bag but the thing that hit me later was that I did not replenish my pockets and completely ran out of energy just before the end of the day. 

The day ends at Hluleka bay. This is part of a nature reserve and we saw some Wildebeest and Zebra just before camp. The one particular Wildebeest looked straight at us in a silhouette. A classic and stunning picture! Ron had planned to camp but I was more interested in the shower and comfort of the chalets that had been reserved for us. So it worked out that Ron & I shared the chalet with Ernest, Leanna, Alan and Mark as well as Ray and Nel. For me this was great. I had already got to know Martin, Polla, Johan, Patrick, Dave, Chel and Ziegfried. So I was able to meet what I thereafter referred to as the Blue Train. 

The Blue Train comprised the three from Cape Town, Mark: tall tattooed and long hair. Ernest: GPS and coupled up with Leanna. Alan: The hospital Gym man, bushy hair and determined to stay on the train. Ray: The Irishman, hill climber and restaurant man who offers Seafood and Prawns at Jimmys (which I believe is a franchise in Gauteng). Please do not ask why prawns are not considered to be part of the general offering of Seafood. And then there is Andre, Quiet unassuming and incredibly capable at this type of terrain. Ron reminded me that Andre won the Amatola that we did in October last year. 

This evening I learned how Leanna had cycled across Africa last year. From Cairo to Cape Town on a Mountain bike. She was with a group of people looking for adventure supported by vehicles and living a really rough life for four months. We also found the gentle and caring nature of Nel who was always there for any of the seconds or runners. I understand that Nel is also a Provincial Hockey player. Nothing was ever too much trouble for a soul needing help. Ron and I packed out the stretchers on the veranda and it was then that we really appreciated why we were on this trip. It was a stunning evening and the cool breeze put us to sleep early. We had run and walked 49.7kays according to Ernest’s GPS. The going had been tough and the bodies were weary. We started at 05.00 and our group finished at 16.30. 11.5 hours.

Tuesday morning. The BIG day. I and many others had decided that if we could get through today we could finish the event. I heard later that Des and Ziegfried did not start and thought again of the advice that Ian Ross had given me before Amatola: What ever you do you must start. You can always reconsider later but get going with the others in the morning. This event has no defined route. The runner has to continually be on the lookout for the best possible path or track and then hope that they are heading in the right direction. It is very easy to go too far inland in an attempt to take what seems to be the easier path. Martin and I had been wandering on top of the fields. He decided that the best route for himself, Polla and Johan was inland, I wandered down to the beach and thinking that I had the lead on Dave’s group slowed down. Mistake! I realised that I had better press on and only after a while did I catch them up. 

I am now determined that I will not separate from my group again. The next river we get to is one we will have to swim. I step into the river and then realise how strong the outgoing tide is. So walk upstream at bit before getting back in to the water and ease myself across. Just as I am out on the other side I realise that Gium is in trouble and am able to assist him to safety. After a short walk on this beach we again begin the long climbs and descents over fields and though villages. Sometime during the day today we cross the Mtatha River. Brian is the Ferryman and he charges R5.00 for a crossing. We also find a backpackers resort where we are able to buy a cold drinks and top up the bladders with water. 

Fortunately for me I am with Patrick and he has the common sense to ask directions and we take a short cut into Coffee Bay. Here the seconds are waiting for us and Nel rushes up to me with an Ice Cold Coke. I am also able to fill my bladder with ice before we carry on. At Coffee Bay I am able to make my first phone call to Barbara. Today is hot and sticky. Chel decides that she has had enough for the day. Dave, Patrick and I go to the beach for a swim. I wash my shoes and socks out in the seawater. Everything is full of sea sand and burrs. Erica and Gillian pass up on a swim and carry on. We seem to be able to take a short cut past a place called Clay something or other and jog/walk over more fields and though villages on our way to Little Hole in the Wall. 

We see many local children playing in the rock pools as we bound our way past them. It seems to me that since Chel is no longer with him, Dave thinks that I must have newfound ability and energy. I am very happy to reach the Hole in the Wall River where Dave tells me the legend of the Beautiful maidens who lived in the sea. One day a local chief decided to abduct one of these maidens and take her to be his wife. But after a while the Sea God (probably Neptune) decided to take her back to the ocean where she belonged and the only place where he could access the land was the wall of rock at the river mouth. So, in his fury and desperation to recapture the maiden, he carved a hole in the wall and was able to return her to her rightful place in the sea. At the river mouth we find a number of local women burning rubbish. Dave says that this is a clean up campaign. We were able to wade across this river and had ourselves a swim on the other side. 

Up and down more hills until we arrive at the Hole in the Wall village. A convoy of expensive 4X4’s passes us on their way home from what we assume to be a meeting. We see the tavern called Sally Can’t Surf and discover that only glasses of cold drink can be bought here so we go to the tin shanty Spaza shop across the street called the Tack Shop. Here Peter (blue face and shabby hat), Dave and Patrick sit themselves down on the tomato boxes and order three very large Sprite bottles (R8.50) which we sluck from thirstily and then fill our bladders much to the amazement of the locals who come into the shop. Up and down more hills. I am exhausted. I work out that we are going at about 4kays an hour and have about 4 hours to go. We find a house with a water tank and again fill bladders and wet faces using hats. This is to be our last water fill for the day. I have three liters and feel okay about this. I am starting to become extremely tired and am dizzy from all the effort of the ups and downs. I have another GU, which seems to help. But Dave and Patrick are setting a steady pace that I battle to stay with. I ask for a break to catch my breath and fix the blister on my heel. 

Patrick points out what should be the finish. But when we get to it we discover that this is another settlement. A boatman, Lindile, gets into a Mohawk canoe on the other side and paddles across to meet us. He does not want to get his feet wet so we go one at a time starting with Dave to the other side. Dave also wants to stay dry so he leaps out of the canoe and the canoe capsizes. Lindile goes one way, his sandals head downstream together with the canoe and paddle. Dave rushes in and they rescue everything. So Patrick and I were also able to use his generous services. Now it is really the final beach before the Xora huts. 

On this beach we pass some rocks where the water line just meets the rocks but as the waves recede one can run between the rocks and the waves. Dave suggests that we run. Patrick says that it is Tradition so that is how we pass this rock. And from there on for the rest of the trip we set up a variety of traditions: Like sharing a decanted Sprite in this last hour of the day. It is getting dark so I try my headlamp but realise that the salt water must have destroyed it together with the spare batteries. Next time I am on the trail I must remember that the torch must be as waterproof as the cell phone. We can see a light and activity at the huts ahead. 

Someone drives a Landrover to the water edge and switches on headlights to show us the river. It is flowing fast out to sea as low tide is beginning, too fast for us to swim. We consider camping on this side of the river for a while until the tide turns again. Then we see a person swimming. No… there are two people. We later learn that both Kevin and Altus had tried to get across. Altus was not so successful and had grabbed the rope before pulling himself back to the west side of the river. Kevin had brought a rope with a torpedo buoy that the others would use to pull us across. I was first and in a flash was pulled over the fast flowing river. They did this for us and a number of others. I heard later that Kevin had lost both his expensive flippers that evening. What a pleasure it was to see Ron. It was 20.00. We had been on the go for 15 hours for a distance (GPS) of just over 61kays. 

This evening we again shared with Ernest, Alan and Mark. Also in the bungalow were Jannie and Hans and Andre and his brother Stefan. Hans made the most delicious looking plate of veggies for Jannie who had absolutely no appetite. Ron made a delicious Tuna-mate and I also helped myself to some of Leanna’s cooking. I found Clint in the kitchen with piles of fresh fish that he was busy frying and he offered me a delicious sample of the Spotted Grunter that he had caught that day. I was amazed at my own state. I should have been a wreck but was able to enjoy a beer with the others, collect my bag from Dave’s cabin and pack ready for the next day. 

We heard that everyone except Hendrik was in. He had reported in earlier but was now expected in after midnight, which was in fact the case as he reached the Xora cabin at half past midnight. How he managed to negotiate the fields, paths, roads, beaches and villages in the dark is still a complete mystery to me. There was a full moon but a solid cloud cover obscured most of its light. I did not sleep well that night. I had sore and twitching muscles and tossed and turned for most of the night. Today I probably drank well over six liters and heard that some people had drunk 9 liters of water during the day. Before I went to sleep Gium came and sat on my bed and held my hand. He must have got a bit of a fright and wanted to say thank you. Gium is a training Catholic Priest from Benin. He met Elize while running the Washie last year. Elize is an ex-PE medical doctor who is now training to specialize in Psychiatry at Fort England in Grahamstown. Elize is also a very experienced ultra distance runner who has now completed two of these Wild Coast events.

Wednesday morning. Dave is a very relaxed person. From today he basically allows everyone to start at their own time. Some like to start early to avoid the heat of the day and others start after 07.00. Patrick and I start at 06.50. He sets a mean pace and we are soon on the beach. Mike jogs past. I first met Mike at Amatola. He certainly has ability and knows how to deal with this kind of terrain. Next comes Andrew, Ziegfried, HP (Oosie) and Jannie. We stop at the Bashe Haven Hotel where we enjoy an ice cold drink and I am able to phone Barbara for the second time. I also speak to Tim. I think that he understands how I felt the previous evening having seen me at Amatola. We ask for directions and walk down the beach to the Bashe River. It is brown and although we feel ripped off we pay the R20 for the ferryman, Desmond, to paddle us the ten strokes across the river. We have heard of the Zambezi Sharks that frequent brown river mouths. On the other side Patrick finds a good new oar and tries to bargain with Desmond for a partial refund. 

Elize and Gium join us but when they take a longer route around a point we take the shorter route across some dunes to find Ziegfried and Jannie swimming. We are quite happy to join them until we see that we are being surrounded by bluebottles. Ziegfried seems to know the way and he tells us that we cross three ridges before reaching the Dwesa huts. It turns out to be five but as we are so close to the end we do not moan at him. The last section today consists of flat rocks and beach. We spot a heard of buck a little way inland and some tourists on the beach point us to the short cut to the huts which we reach by 12.30, an easy 5.30 hours and about 27kays today. This is wonderful as it gives everyone time to recover. 

Ron has found us a chalet and tonight it is just Martin, Polla, Johan, Ron & I in the hut. I do some reading and relax. Some of the others go to the beach. We make some crackers and oysters as a treat and have a cold beer from the fridge. We are now half way and the toughest section is behind. I hear that after his ordeal of Tuesday, Hendrik did not start and find him being massaged by Nel. Today I am able to meet and identify who Stefan and Hans are. Getting to know everyone is no easy task but I am determined to have at least met everyone on the trail before we finish. This afternoon it starts to rain. We assist the Cape Town group putting up their tent. Ron has by now met all of the seconds and has found common interests in most of them. So when I say 20.00 and I am in bed he walks around and chats to the various groups. 

Thursday morning. Dave has said start time is 07.00 but Polla and Johan want to get going early and they leave at 05.00. We all wake early. I have not been able to eat much in the mornings. Perhaps a coffee and breakfast bar or a rusk. Patrick, Hendrik and I leave at 06.00. It has rained during the night and our shoes are soon saturated in the wet grass. We jump aver a fence and later hear from Chel that the park officials are cross with us as we did not use their gate nor did we produce our receipt for the overnight stay. We reach a river flowing quite strongly and do what we have done each day: walk a little upstream and allow ourselves to drift down to the other side. We see Elize and Gium preparing for the crossing. Gium thinks that people sink and so attaches two empty Energade bottles to his waist. I am not sure if he is in serious difficulty but rather than take a chance, Patrick assists him to safety. It is now very clear to me that no one should attempt this type of event unless they are confident in the water. You don’t have to be a Mark Spitz or Ryk Neetling but you should be able to hold your own.

Today there are lots of flat beaches to run and walk. We arrive at the Cob Inn hotel. The bar facility is right on the beach and we find Ziegfried in the bar having a Juice. I order for myself and Pat who goes to the kitchen to order toasted cheese and tomato, R22 for the sandwich and cold drink. This takes quite a while so as we are sitting there I am able to phone Barbara who tells me that she has started Ally with a new swimming coach and that she is now able to swim 50 meters in under 50 seconds. I also phone the office and as we have our sales month end on the 15th I am curious to hear how we did. Maruis tells me that we have done very well with 111% of budget. Enough of office stuff. I receive a multitude of messages each time I switch the phone on but do not listen to any of them in case they upset me. 

We press on. Patrick & Ziegfried set a fast pace. We cross many streams which we are able to wade across. Lots of soft sand makes walking and jogging difficult. We see the stranded bluebottles that become engulfed by the 1000’s of sea snails. Unusual for me are the single OysterCatchers. I have only seen them in pairs before and hope that their mates have not been hurt. The African Black OysterCatcher is an endangered sea bird. They have a long orange beak that is used to pry open muscles and to search for earthworms. The call is a Pweep, pweep. It is estimated that there are less than 5000 adults left. The other bird that I find fascinating is the SandPiper. They have such a fast run across the shallows. Their little legs fly as they run across the sand. One can almost always see their reflection in the water as they run in the opposite direction to our run. We go over the airfield and head back to the beach. Hendrik makes the mistake of staying on the road and has to double back later. 

Today has been one of the better days for me. When the Blue Train came past I was able to fool around a bit and stay with them for a very short while. We get to a section where there are blue bins and Ziegfried says not far to go. We press on jogging and walking but Ziegfried has a competitive spirit and as we get closer and closer so do we go faster and faster until we see what we think is Cebe where we will be staying and we sprint to the village. It has been 42kays and taken us 9 hours as we get there at 15.00. This is a huge house but has one shower and toilet that has to serve 36 people. So the only way to sort this out is set up a queuing system. Put your towel on the bookrack to book (excuse the pun!) your place. Ron has organised our little section of the lounge and we are quite happy. 

The vibe becomes quite mellow as everybody is thrown together tonight. I see that the closeness does not suite some of the group especially as some of the talk becomes vulgar. Some inappropriate remarks are made but this is all male testosterone combined with alcohol. I am quite happy to now have met every person on the trip with us. Des put on his compilation called the Dwesa Shuffle. There is a Braai on the go. Mark doctors his feet as he inject mercurochrome into the blisters. Various people receive the “Nel leg or back rub”. Altus sits quietly reading his Jeffry Archer. HP (also known as Oosie or Hercules) tells me he is a train driver while Des regales of the times when he had to shovel coal into boilers until the steam was ready to burst. 

Mark tries to persuade me to come to do the Puffer. This is a run from the Cape Point to the Waterfront and is called the Puffer as you have to avoid the Puffadders on the trail. By his admission this is a really tough race. Andrew and Jannie confirm this. Mark tells me that it is now time for him to run the “Tougher Puffer”. Start at the Waterfront and run there and back. Mmmmmmm? They also introduce me to the Three Peaks. This is a run that starts at Greenmarket Square, goes up to the Lions Head, back to Greenmarket, up Table Mountain, back to Greenmarket, up to Devils Peak and finally back to Greenmarket. Yeah Sure! Liam is hobbling around but this does not stop him cleaning up at pool. The table tennis is then brought out and Stefan has a go at this until, Ray, our ex Border Rugby player, pushes him off the board. We make some more snacks, biltong, Wors sticks, crackers and the evening becomes increasingly mellow. I am concerned for the next day, which I hear, is 48 kays and so am in bed early with the buzz of conversation in the background. This afternoon I also met Melody and Mariaan (Ziegfried and Oosies’ wives). Jonathan is the big man travelling with Des.

Friday morning. Only two more days to go. Patrick, Hendrik & I leave at 05.30. There are soft sand beaches for quite a way. As we reach the end of a beach we see what appears to be a path and I see that Ziegfried has taken this path. After four days of being on the trail we have come to recognise the variety of shoe prints as well as strides. So up and over we go. Big mistake. We should have followed the contour path around the point. We go too far inland and have to bundu bash our way out again. We can see the beach looking so inviting but can simply not get there. Finally we find a patch that takes us to the beach. What a relief. But our legs and shoes are covered with burrs and scratched to pieces. Martin saw us from a distance and followed us. So the four of us are now on a great piece of beach and can make up a bit of time. 

We reach the Wavecrest Hotel where we have an easy swim across. Here Martin meets up with Polla and Johan who have frozen in their worry to cross the river. They are now delighted to have Martin assist them across. Martin walks ahead with Polla and Johan. Patrick & I press on. We cross the airfield and head seawards. Hendrik follows the road and has to double back later. We try to keep as close to the sea as possible as we don’t want to take a second wrong turn. The second swim of the day is not much further. Again an easy swim and I go up to the farm at the top to fill my bottle and wash my shoes at the water tank. I hear that Mike has had to assist Gium at Wavecrest. The Blue Train also gets to this river accompanied by Dave. I think that Dave waited here for Elize and Gium to make sure that he crossed safely. We meet up with Johan who has now lost Polla. This is so easy to do and one can become quite confused as to how to handle it. My suggestion is to press on as you are bound to meet up a little later. 

Patrick and I want to see the Jacaranda. This is the wreck of a ship that ran aground some years ago. The story that Patrick tells me is that the crew were partying it up and the Captain had given navigation to a deckhand. And this man had steered the ship into the one and only sandy gully for miles around. The name Jacaranda is still clearly visible on the hull but the ship is breaking up rapidly. We passed the carcass of a whale. Then the Trenneries hotel where the Blue Train pass us again as we all bought a cold drink. Martin had arranged to meet his Mom and Johan and so ordered some sandwiches. 

It is raining and an easterly wind was pushing us from behind. After this last interest point there is a very long slog to the Kei Mouth. The group now consisted of Ziegfried, Hendrik, Pat, Jannie and I. When we finally reached the Kei Mouth I was beginning to tire. Ziegfried paid the R5.00 for all of us to use the Pont. The seconding team was on the other side and some lucky runners were handed a sandwich. I decided that a GU should see me though to the end. We walked and jogged through the village. Erica and Gillian were enjoying a sit down cold drink at the shop. We walked up past the golf course and I was now able to make a few calls to let people know that I was still going strong. As we walked this section we passed Clint’s wife on horseback. She operates a horse trails business and was taking a couple for a ride. 

On this road there is a gate. Go through the gate and down to Morgans Bay. Cross the beach and into the village of Morgans Bay. Keep to the road and then there is a very long pull up a hill that leads to Double Mouth. Do not take the coastal path as this is quite a bit tougher and longer. We ran down the concrete road to the caravan park at Double Mouth where we were able to use the toilets and get fresh water. Here the Blue Train passed us again. They probably took the coastal path. From Double Mouth it was a very long stretch of rocks and soft sand beach to the next village of Marshland. Just before this is the Oyster Farms. We walked though Marshland village and saw a sign saying two kays to Haga Haga. 

Hans had run past us on the trail. It seems that Jannie had decided that he had enough in Kei Mouth and Hans wanted a bit of exersize. Hans also did the Surfers the next day. I was by now extremely tired and my back was aching so when Patrick suggested a cold drink at the Haga Haga Strandloper hotel I was only too happy for the stop. Here Pat had a beer and I had a cold Fanta. I was able to relieve the pain in my back by stretching and laying across a few barstools on my back. From Haga it was really a very short kay or two to Pullens Bay. Patrick’s shoes decide that they have had enough and literally fall apart.

At Pullens Bay we were treated to real luxury accommodation. The chalets consisted of three bedrooms two bathrooms and a big lounge. We shared with Kevin, Andrew, Erica & Gillian and Martin’s family. Everything was laid on such as Electric Kettle, Microwave oven etc. We sat around for a long time chatting before some of the group decided to go to the pub for supper and to watch Rugby. Ron & I were quite content to sit in the lounge and relax. I was by now on my second book. Kevin made a huge spaghetti Boglonaise. And once Erica and Gillian woke up we had dinner together. I was able to phone Barbara this evening. I had thought that she would be at Nippers practice but Ally had chosen Snoops instead. As soon as Martin returned from supper I was ready for bed.

Saturday Morning. As usual Polla and Johan were up early and ready to go by 05.00. I felt for Kevin who had slept in the lounge as the noise of us runners was bound to wake him. It was great to be able to switch a light on and make coffee using the kettle. I had not been able to contact Patrick to find out what time he would be leaving but we all started to get ready early. Martin was a hard worker throughout the trip. This morning was no exception as he packed the bakkie. I had not been nearly as diligent and Ron had to do a lot of the spadework for me as I had been leaving early with a pile of stuff still to be packed away. Liam left with Andrew who is a Masters Zoology graduate from Rhodes. He has been assisting in the Botany department on a contract basis and now needs to make a decision about his future. Liam works for the SAB beer company and seems to have a number of other interests as well. Erica and Gillian used his B& B while Kevin is in partnership with him supplying pool tables to taverns. Before leaving, Liam introduced us to Jess who had met him the previous night at Haga Haga. 

I was able to have a leisurely second cup of coffee and was ready to leave with Patrick at 07.00. The first section today took us over a long section of rocks before moving onto the soft sandy beaches. Today we began to realise that the event was nearing its conclusion. We encountered a number of fishermen who were staying at a variety of resorts. The morning started off misty and we knew that we were in for a hot day. By the time we arrived at Cintsa West the sun was beginning to burn. I had my normal floppy hat, blue face blockout to try to avoid the worst of the sun. Patrick was a lot hardier and was getting browner by the day. We stopped at the shop for a cold drink and Pat was able to phone Colleen and children. Colleen had been out for a long run and was by now in a bit of a hurry to get to the start of Surfers as she was part of the organisers. She was also setting up the Discovery Challenge, which included the Cycle, the following weekend and a River Mile. 

This morning we picked up a Buoy, which we carried back with us. Kevin had told us that he was interested in collecting this kind of thing. It needed a good wash as the muscles still clinging to it stank. But then so did we, as our clothes and shoes were wet with perspiration. This morning we passed a man carrying a large stone. Patrick mentioned that it looked like his own tombstone but he assured us that this was for his bird pond that he was building. It did not take long for us to reach the start of the Surfers. The Blue Train had passed us a little depleted as Ray must have been injured and Alan was with him. Nel was waiting for the runners to cross the river and guided us as we waded through the brown murky water. 

At Yellowsands Leanna was waiting for her group. Colleen was happy to see Patrick who could now also assist her in some of the set up work. I followed Johan to the shower where we rinsed off. We then all joined Martin’s family in the only bit of shade that there is in the area. We had taken five hours to get this far and still had another two and a half to the start. Francis was there with their son Joel who kept everyone busy. I was quite happy to relax in the shade before finally starting the last leg of our journey. Colleen had arranged for a photo to be taken and I was sorry that not everyone was there for the photo. There were a number of people wearing National Battery T-shirts. I asked them if they knew Dave to which they proudly replied that Dave was on the trail from Port St. Johns.  

At the start I saw very few PE people (Andrew and Andre). Stuart had told me that his son, Gordon would be paddling but I did not see him. There were thousands of starters and they all bunched through the narrow muddy road as they tried to avoid getting their feet wet. No such niceties for me as I splooshed through the puddles. The first section of the Surfers is quite tough with rocks and stones to slow the field down. Gonubie Village is about seven kays from the start and after the first swim. Then there are a few kays on tar road through the village where thousands of spectators cheer the runners on often spraying us with hoses. I saw Des and Jonathan taking photos of the Wild Coast Runners. 

Then it was back to the beach. I was a little sad to see that the organisers now have some kilometer marker boards. One of the adventures of this kind of run is that you do not know how far you have run. This section of beach is much easier. It was here that I saw a pair of shoes that had been abandoned then I saw a young man tossing his funny looking red shoes over his shoulder so I picked them up and carried them to the finish for him. I also found another pair, which did not have an owner and I ended up taking them home. I always find the finish of the Surfers confusing as it is usually misty and while you can see the sun glinting off the cars or houses at the end of the bay, you are never quite sure where the race actually ends until you cross the last river. At last we reached that final river crossing and the finish of the race. 

Nel, whose parents live near to Yellowsands, did a very credible 2.05 and I think that Melody also did the Surfers. 19 of the 24 starters of the Xtreme Wild Coast Ultra had finished the whole event. Hendrik had probably spent more time on the road than any of us but was not able to start on Wednesday after his ordeal of Tuesday. He had also picked up an ankle injury. Ziegfried had avoided Tuesday. Jannie found the comfort of driving just too tempting. Chel had wanted to go the whole way but on Tuesday had become so tired that when she saw the seconds at Coffee Bay had decided that that was enough exersize for one day. Des had been quite depleted after the first day and decided to save his energies for another race. 

The seconds had a real rough time. Some days they had hours and hours of the roughest roads possible, bouncing around at painstakingly slow speeds. I know that Ron was quite exhausted on our way back home. The roads had been slippery and Kevin related how difficult it was to stay focussed on the driving at speeds of 20kays an hour. Also the drivers had to stay together as there were no road signs to follow and they would easily become lost if separated. 

The T-Shirts of Surfers are much sought after and will be worn around East London with pride. We had arranged to meet in the tent afterwards and I found the group sitting together. Dave handed me a certificate for which I was very grateful. I was not able to stay for beers and the prize giving as Ron & I had decided to go straight home after the event. I was able to greet a number of the runners before we left. Ally had an EP Nippers carnival and I wanted to be there for the second day on Sunday. Ron & I found the Milkshake shop and a Chinese restaurant where we bought takeaways. The road was very misty but we got home safely by 23.00.

Sunday morning I unpacked all the smelly stuff into the spare bathroom and we left for Nippers at Kings Beach. It was another misty morning and bound to be very hot later on. The carnival was a great success. The Summerstrand U10’s did well and I was proud of their efforts. I think that Sardinia Bay won the overall carnival but when the last event was over we were simply too tired to stay. We had promised Lara and Ally time at the Supertubes before we were able to head home. I think that it was on Sunday afternoon that I realised how lucky I had been to finish the whole event. I had been bitten by umpteen bugs, had a few blisters and scratches but no real injury. I had been very careful with the sun the whole time and so that had not set me back. Will I do it again? I think so, especially if I can find a teammate like Dave or Patrick who was so incredibly patient and loyal throughout the week.

And to all those who I met and learned to know. Thanks for being there. For me it was a real adventure and a privilege to have met you. Ron. Now there is a real friend. Thanks Buddy. Barbara & Ally. Thank you for allowing me to take the time off to try something completely out of the ordinary.

 Peter Giddy

20 February 2006.

