
 

     
The Journey to the New York 
Marathon  
By Nerida Clarke  & Fiona Blackwell 
 
A few drinks with a few girls can have VERY 
serious consequences. For Fiona and I it led to a 
journey that took us from a gasping jog of no 
more than 200 metres at a time on the edge of 
Lake Burley Griffin, to a run of 42.2 km through 
the streets of the most exciting city in the world 
ɀ New York and the completion of the NY 
Marathon in November this year.  On that 
fateful night of drinks, some 6 years ago, we 
made a promise to start to run to feel better 
about ourselves and reduce the mid life bulge. 
What followed is a story of friendship, 
commitment, goals and being part of the FIT 
community.  
 
Initially after our resolve to run, we met on a 
Sunday at the Lake and tried to run Bridge to 
Bridge. It took a number of weeks before we 
could run the distance continuously and still 
talk (an essential requirement of our running 
regime). On the way to achieving that goal, 
Fiona saw the Canberra Times Fun Run 
Training Program being advertised.  We joined 
never thinking that we would be able to run 
10km.  
 
Well now we were serious runners. With 
coaches, watches and programs and a 
requirement to get out of bed at some crazy 
hour 3 mornings a week, we stuck with it and 
miraculously ran the 10k Canberra Times Fun 
Run.  I think we were now captured by our 
endorphins! 
 
So what was next?  The City to Surf of course.  
With a few glitches along the way with sickness 
and travel, we both finally did it together 3 
years ago and dare I say it, but the dreaded 
drink came into play again! With the usual few 
glasses of wine in us before an event, someone 
foolishly asked what was our next goal?  The 
response?  The New York Marathon of course ɀ 
the biggest Marathon in the world.  

 
)Ô ×ÁÓ .ÅÒÉÄÁȭÓ φπth year ɀ so why not?  Another 
phase of the running journey commenced. We 
joined the ACT Cross Country Club Half 
Marathon Training Program and were working 
towards 21.1 km ɀ how could that be from 
200metres not so long ago? 
 
With a Half Marathon completed we were on 
the way to New York. We both joined FIT for 
some more regular running in what we knew 
was a really supportive community of women 
runners ɀ which has certainly turned out to be 
true. 
 
So with several more Half Marathons under our 
belts it was time to pay a deposit for New York 
and to get serious about achieving the ultimate 
goal. We both thought that we would do the 
Melbourne Marathon in 2010 as a practice 
marathon, however as it turned out, because of 
ÓÉÃËÎÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÊÕÒÙ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ɀ maybe that was 
a good thing in hindsight.  
 
2011 began and for 11 months we were in 
Ȱ-ÁÒÁÔÈÏÎ -ÏÄÅȱȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎȩ 
Running around Lake BG until we knew every 
bump, hill and loo on the path; keeping every 
allied health professional in Canberra housed, 
clothed and fed; bathing in Voltaren, eating 
plastic tubes of flavoured glue (we mean Goo); 
drinking salty cordial; frequenting the Dr Scholl 
counter at the chemist; trying out every model 
of running shoe available and discovering novel 
ways of icing the body post run. 
 
Winter marathon training in Canberra brings 
the joys of starting runs huddled in cars hoping 
the darkness and fog will miraculously lift. 
Minus zero temperatures encourage 
conversations of amazement at what you are 
doing as well as beautiful views of kangaroos in 
frost as thick as snow and puddles that allowed 
ÕÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ȰËÉÄÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȱ ÁÓ ×Å ÃÒÁÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÉÎÙ 
lids. 
 
A special highlight though was walking into the 
lake up to our thighs for five minutes duration 
after the long Saturday run. After the initial high 
pitched squeal of horror we were rendered 
speechless and numb, until gradually the 
humour of the situation brought about 
photographs, public amazement and a 
relaxation with being seen in our underwear. 
 
These experiences have created fabulous 
camaraderie and support from FIT.  In 
particular, Di who developed our Program, 



 

coped with our unplanned changes to it and 
who was such a great support on the long runs 
ɀ especially the 3.5 hour run in the rain. 
 Marathon Day (Sunday 6th November) loomed 
and we packed our bags. Nervous, but feeling 
the work  had been done, we rode out the stress 
of the Qantas strike and headed to the USA 
along with 200 other Australians in the 
Travelling Fit group, and our support crew 
ɉÈÕÓÂÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ &ÉÏÎÁȭÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÌÁ×ɊȢ 
 
On Thursday 3 November we met up on a chilly 
New York autumn morning, having heard that it 
had snowed unseasonably the weekend before. 
(Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÈÅÁÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ 
the Marathon Expo to register and make the 
final commitment. The Expo was in a building 
the size of several football fields and was abuzz 
with marathon fever. It included such great 
services as a virtual tour of the course and talks 
by experienced runners about every mile to the 
finish. This was great but scary! 
 
Our pre Marathon days were filled with 
walking, shopping, theatre, rock concert, 
checking out the sites ɀ how can you stay off 
your feet in the city that never sleeps?  
 
MARATHON DAY SUNDAY 6th  NOVEMBER 
6am ready to go ɀ It was a perfect Canberra 
winter day. 47,000 runners were being bussed 
and ferried to Staten Island for varied starts 
beginning at 9.40am. Our bus was quiet with 
nervous contemplation of the challenge ahead. 
In contrast, the Start Village was full of 
excitement,  with free Dunkin Donuts, Bagels, 
Gels, Coffee (just what you need pre-
marathon!), sleeping bags, blankets and clothes 
being discarded, last minute loo stops and 
runners moving into their starting corrals. At 
this stage there was a photo and a hug for Fiona 
and I as we went to our separate start areas 
with the resolve to see each other at the end of 
our ultimate journey. 
 

 

7ÈÁÔ Á ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȢ 4ÈÅ 3ÉÎÁÔÒÁ ÓÏÎÇȟ Ȱ.Å× 
9ÏÒË .Å× 9ÏÒËȱ ×ÁÓ ÂÌÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔ 
line and then the start gun and the climb up to 
the Verrazano Bridge, which made 
Commonwealth Ave and Kings Ave Bridges look 
like toy bridges. Then, downhill into the flat of 
Brooklyn, where the crowd on the sideline was 
amazing cheering, clapping, calling out names 
and countries, along with the live bands.   
On to Queens and at the half way mark, with the 
59th Street Bridge looming, ɀ another mountain 
to climb!  Manhattan in sight ɀ nearly there! 
Well, not quite, as the course moves off 
Manhattan and into the Bronx via another 
bridge, however the voices of the gospel choirs 
put a little spring in our step around the 34k 
mark. Unfortunately, this is not for long as the 
slow climb up 5th Avenue awaited.   
 
Who said New York was flat? Ahead you saw 
the stream of bobbing heads as they made their 
way up the hill, but soon was a little bit of green 
visible ɀ Central Park - and at last the head tells 
ÔÈÅ ÆÅÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ #!. ÄÏ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ 
there. Coming into Central Park and uphill to 
Columbus Circle the crowd was amazing and we 
were both lucky enough to have a little boost.  
For me, it was seeing my son at the 40km mark 
and for Fiona, her husband and sister- in- law 
with 400 yards to go. 
 
At last the Finish Line, the medal, the space 
blanket, the photo and the 45 minute shuffle 
through the finish chute surrounded by 
chattering, exhausted fellow Marathoners. 

 
What a feeling it was to cross that Finish Line 
and to end such a fulfilling journey.  For both of 
us, we have Iearnt so much about ourselves; we 
have fulfilled a dream, cemented a lifelong 
friendship, proved that if you set your mind to 
something you can do it and showed that the 
consequences of drinking are not all bad. We 
made sure we had a well earned drink to 
ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÅ Á ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙȭÓ ÅÎÄȢ 



 

Tour De Femme 
AnneMarie White  
 
Riding the Tour de Femme was a goal I set 
myself on my second FIT run in April. It seemed 
like an impossible goal for someone who had 
only ridden a mountain bike for fun and had no 
knowledge of gears or cadence or technique ɀ 
and one who was terrified of mixing it with the 
cars on roads. 
 
On a bleak Thursday night about 35 nervous 
cycling novices gathered for the first day of our 
Tour de Femme training course in the basement 
carpark of the Bike Shed. 
 
We are a motely crew with many having brand 
new shiny bikes and others like me lugging in 
ÈÅÁÖÙ ÂÉËÅÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ ) ÌÅÁrned to 
change a tyre ɀ I thought you just called a taxi 
home; I learned there are lots of gears on big 
rings and little rings ɀI thought there were two 
gears called sitting down and standing up; I 
learned that there were lots of experienced FIT 
riders ready to help teach me and my fellow 
learners what it means to be a cyclist ɀ not just 
ride a bike. 
 
After a rainy false start we all gathered behind 
Old Parliament House and we ventured out in 
our newly organized groups to the nearby car 
parks and practiced turning, gear changes, 
stopping and riding in pairs. So far so good. 
 
The next week we were going out on the road ɀ 
watch out cars! Riding on the road terrified me, 
but Lyn siddles up on my outside like a 
guardian angel and reminds me to stay in line 
and change gears ɀoh and breathe! Surviving 
my first crossing of Commonwealth Avenue 
gives me a little confidence although I am still a 
Nervous Nellie. 
 
For the following weeks Michelle, Sandy, 
Rosemary, Lyn and Liz give us advice and push 
me to my limit ɀ time trials, pedaling up 
mountains, rolling, signaling, changing gears 
again and again, riding on main roads with 
traffic.  
 
Finally on the Friday before the race we rode 
the course. I proudly used every one of my 
gears ɀ not always appropriately or at the right 
time ɀ but I had learnt from the patient and 
generous coaches that feeling the right gears 
would make me enjoy my ride. Safely home I 
was confident I could at least finish my first 
Tour de Femme. 

Sunday arrives and Di and I ride to the start ɀ it 
is hot but, yes Vera, I still wear my long shirt 
and leggings in case I come off and slide on 
bitumen. I have been warned about the crush of 
riders who are the whole mix of experienced to 
novice.  
 
 Ȱσπ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÇÏȱ ɀ there is no turning back. 
The gun goes and I am off. My mouth is dry; I 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅ ÓÏ ) ÐÁÎÔȠ ÍÙ ÌÅÇÓ ×ÅÉÇÈ Á ÔÏÎne 
and I hold on for dear life.  Turning into 
Hopetoun Circuit I am grateful to be still upright 
and I push my way up the hill as volunteers give 
me a wave. Out onto Adelaide Avenue and I am 
starting to feel some rhythm and try to 
remember all the advice I had been given. 
Sweeping around the Lennox roundabout I try 
to relaxȣȢÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁȦ  
 
The next 10 kms are a blur as I pass other riders 
ɀ something I never thought I could do and 
many people race past me ɀ well that was 
always expected! Finally working up Lady 
$ÅÎÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ 
many kilometreÓ ÌÅÆÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ) ÁÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ 
passed by a lady in a floral dress, high heels and 
a basket full of flowersȦ  (ÍÍÍȣÔÈÅ ÉÎÎÅÒ 
fierce competitor comes out in me ɀ how could 
an Audrey Hepburn lookalike be ahead of me.  
 

 
 
Finally the down hill toward Alexandrina Drive 
is there so after a cautious turning I put the 
pedal to the metal and give the last kilometre all 
I have got ɀ oh buggar in third gear it is such 
hard work. The finish looms and I have done it ɀ
in 254th place in 48 minutes. Hardly 
competitive, but a bucket list challenge I can 
tick off. 
 
My tiny personal triumph was never achieved 
alone. The FIT coaches, the generous and 
sincere assistance of the FIT group of women 
and the spirit of encouragement meant that I, as 
a complete nervous novice, could feel personal 
satisfaction.       Take a bow FIT! 



 

ACTION from the TOUR de FEMME 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

A Special EMAIL 
 
From:  Jo and Geoff Brown  
Sent: Thursday, 1 December 2011 9:47 PM 
To: evansdi  
Subject: Hello 
 
Hello Di, 
 
It has been almost six months since I have 
joined FIT and I wanted to thank you for your 
inspiration and giving me the motivation to 
both join FIT and continue with not only the 
running session but being involved in the 
Triathlon training program.  I have found the 
program to be both wonderful and challenge all 
in a supportive environment.  Who would of 
thought I am about to embark upon my first 
triathlon, let alone 26 years since riding a bike 
or swimming laps of a pool.  (I have yet to 
conquer a lake!).  I only began running this year 
in April (the last time was when we were made 
to run cross countries and athletics at school ɀ 
and I left in 1982) and then became enthusiastic 
about running when I joined FIT in July . 
 
I have kept your message from October when I 
asked about a triathlon program in 2012 and 
you stated:  Come on Jo ɀ give it a go. I can 
organise you a bike from Triathlon ACT for a 
loan. You will have so much fun ɀ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ 
thing to do & you know half the coaches anyway! 
I can coach you on the bike & Anne Marie can 
coach you at swimming & you are already a good 
runner, so there you are ɀ half way there! See you 
on Tuesday at running. 
 
You are so right!!  It is so much fun, and it is 
amazing thing to do and the company is what 
makes  it so enjoyable. 
 
I ran today with the Tri group and just hearing 
from Sandi saying well done, keep it up is what 
that spurs us all on. 
 
Thank you for a wonderful experience and one I 
will continue to be part of and promote also! 
Please pass on my thanks and appreciation to 
the volunteer coaches that make FIT what it is 
today. 
 
Kind regards 
Jo Brown 
 
%$)4/2ȭÓ ./4%ȡ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÓ ÔÈÅ 
way we all feel about FIT!  



 

One Hell of a Year 
Rae Wells  
 
After a bike accident on 7 November 2010, I 
was told I would not be able to drive or ride a 
ÂÉËÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÉØ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢ   ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÉËÅ 
that thought and set about ensuring my 
recovery was completed more quickly.  More 
importantly, my accident placed an undue 
burden on many other FIT girls who had to pick 
up the pieces - literally at the scene and with my 
various FIT commitments at the time.   
 
Being retired helped.  There was plenty of time 
ÆÏÒ Ȭ"ÏÄÙ -ÁÉÎÔÅÎÁÎÃÅȭ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÍÅÄÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ 
Yoga.  Competing in the Olympic distance 
triathlon in Sydney in April was a highlight of 
the year.  A camping trip in all mainland states 
except WA allowed me to keep up a little 
running and swimming over winter but our 
main focus was in seeking opportunities to hike. 
We were only home in Canberra for three 
weeks in August before leaving for France. 
 
We had been to Mont Blanc on previous trips to 
visit my sister Judy, a FIT member and graduate 
of the 2009 WTTP.   This trip we spent 11 days 
hiking through Switzerland, Italy and France.  
SiÎÃÅ *ÕÄÙ ȬÇÏÔ &)4ȭ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ 9ÏÇÁ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ 
and gym classes, a walking group, cycling group 
and five women from her mountain village 
drive down to a swim club to train once a week.    
 
A good friend had just finished his training as 
an International Mountain Guide and needed to 
log some walks with clients.  Hard to say no 
when the fee for guided walks in amazing 
locations was zero!  Consequently we stayed in 
ÔÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ &ÒÅÎÃÈ !ÌÐÓ ÉÎ ÓÔÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ *ÕÄÙȭÓ 
routine, enjoying food and wine but managing 
to stay in pretty good shape.   
 
We had just one swim in Lake Annecy, one cycle 
along the Lake, but did other exciting ɀ read 
heart stopping activities ɀ like Canyoning.  
*ÕÄÙȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ 3ÅÒÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á 
sister-in-law willing to join him on the Via 
Ferrata.   
 
The opportunity to walk at altitude was highly 
valued as the real goal for this trip was Mt 
Kilimanjaro.  Climbing through the forest on 
day one was grueling.   The mud and rain saw 
me sitting on my backside more often then I like 
to admit.  What should have been an easy three 
hour walk turned into a five hour slog, arriving 
at camp after dark.    
 

With just eight hikers in our group we had a 
total of 36 staff. Everything was way above 
expectation.   Three course meals three times a 
day, including hot soup at lunch!  We are still 
eating chocolate from the snacks provided The 
climb up was varied; the journey with the 
members of the group fantastic.  A father/ 
daughter from Wales were well prepared, as 
was the guy from the Canary Islands who had 
trained on Hot Yoga classes.  The two women 
from London nearly pulled out on day three as 
finishing seemed like an impossibility to them.  
Slowly we were able to coach them through.   
 
After the climb Geoff and I elected to take a 
three day safari.   It was exciting to see all the 
big animalsɀalthough worrying to watch a 
Baboon attack our guide seeking an easy lunch!    
 
It was humbling to then spend three days at the 
School of St Jude.  Very gratifying to see what 
can be achieved when the determination of one 
woman inspires people in clubs like FIT to 
organize a fundraising dinner.  From that 
dinner in 2010 there was sponsorship for a 
teacher and some students, funds for the sports 
oval and support to a boarding room.  Not to 
mention Kate Connelly had worked there for 12 
months.  Even better - we were lucky to be 
there on for the celebrations on St Judes Day. 
  
We had a visit to the home of one of the borders 
sponsored by Judy.  Can you imagine a family of 
four in a room barely large enough to hold two 
single beds at right angles?   We were welcomed 
with hot tea and snacks, which the mother 
cooks to sell on the streets. 
 
Then from relative poverty to opulence, the six 
day stopover with family in Dubai could not 
have been a greater contrast.  I know Dubai is a 
great place to shop but I found the malls so 
ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÉÎÇ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÅÎÔÅÒ Á 
shop (except of course the coffee shop!).  The 
highlight in Dubai was competing in a Aquathon 
at the Burg al arab 



 

In the water with Shane  
Angela Rymer 
 
On 19 November 2011, fourteen FIT women had the opportunity to swim with an Olympic legend and 
Aussie national treasure, Shane Gould.   
 
At the age of fifteen, Shane Gould won five individual Olympic swimming medals at the 1972 Munich 
Olympic Games:  3 Gold, each in world record time ɀ 200m Individual Medley, 200m Freestyle, 
400m Freestyle, 1 Silver - 800m Freestyle; and, 1 Bronze - 100m Freestyle. 
 
)Î 3ÅÐÔÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ρωχςȟ 3ÈÁÎÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ×ÏÍÅÎȭÓ &ÒÅÅÓÔÙÌÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ρππÍȟ ςππÍȟ τππÍȟ ψππÍȟ 
1500m (the only swimmer to have ever done this), as well as the record for the 200m Individual 
Medley.  Shane retired from competitive swimming one year after the Munich Olympics, but in recent 
years has returned to competition, swimming occasionally in Masters and open water swimming 
events. She was an Olympic Torchbearer for the Opening Ceremony of the 2000 Sydney Games. 
 
FIT organised for Shane to come to Canberra to transfer some of her swimming insights to us through a 
Ó×ÉÍÍÉÎÇ ÃÌÉÎÉÃ ÉÎ .ÏÖÅÍÂÅÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ !)3Ȣ  3ÈÁÎÅȭÓ Ó×ÉÍ ÃÌÉÎÉÃÓ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÏÎ ȬÑÕÁÌÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔȭ ÁÎÄ 
getting a good feel for the water, rather than technique or fitness.  We did a series of exercises over the 
day and learnt about imagination, awareness, using your arms as legs, body energy and rhythm of the 
water.   
 
We were in and out of the water with Shane all day, and had the privilege of watching her demonstrate 
her beautiful swimming technique.  What a great way to start the triathlon season ɀ once practiced, 
there should be some new Canberra age-group triathlon records (or at least PBs) coming from this 
group of swimmers. 
 
We hope to run another swim clinic in April or May of 2012, so watch the newsflash for details.   
 

 
 
Angela, Glenda, Fiona, Melissa, Lindy H, Cate, Julia, Krissa, Sandy, Julianne, Teresa, Mary, Rae and Jill P in 
the Swim 



 

Onya Mountain Bike with Map and 
Compass: 
the perfect workout for bike, body and brain! 
  
 
Recently my BIT (Frank) and I took part in the 
Oceania and Australian Mountain Bike 
Orienteering (MTBO) Championships around 
Beechworth, Victoria. This was a 3 day carnival 
with riders from all over Australia and NZ. Lots 
of mountain bikes, mapboards and mud. MTBO 
is just another type of orienteering except that, 
unlike Foot O where competitors run all over 
the country, MTBO riders use tracks  - single, 
forestry, farm or road, reading the map while 
riding, choosing the routes they hope will be the 
quickest to complete the course. 
 
Day 1 was a middle distance event held just out 
of Yackandandah in an old gold mining area. 
This proved to be the most challenging MTBO 
course I have ever ridden. The weather was fine 
but it had rained during the week, so there was 
a lot of mud and slippery tracks. The area is 
criss-crossed with old erosion gullies and an 
intricate network of single tracks.  
 
The shallow gullies had 2 planks across them 
but over the deeper ones (5 ɀ 10m) there were 
ÎÁÒÒÏ× ȰÂÒÉÄÇÅÓȱȟ ÎÏ ÓÉÄÅÓȢ ) ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅ 
ÏÆ ȰÌÏÏË ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÉËÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ 
ÌÏÏËȱ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄȦ 3ÏÍÅ ÔÒÁÃËÓ ÒÁÎ ÁÌÏÎÇ 
deep gullies which were overgrown with trees 
and shrubs while one track I took (a bad route 
choice) went up a gully bank so steep that I had 
to pull and drag the bike up, no chance of even 
pushing it.  
 
There were so many tracks that it was 
inevitable that riders would take a wrong one, 
sometimes with disastrous results.  I spotted 
one side track I wanted, almost invisible, but 
one of my main age class competitors, just 
ahead of me, missed it. Forty minutes later she 
×ÁÓ ÂÁÃË ȰÏÎ ÔÒÁÃËȱ but with no chance to make 
up lost time. I have never seen so many MTBO 
riders off their bikes, staring in bewilderment at 
the map.  
 
4ÈÅ Ȱ0ÉÅÃÅ ÄÅ 2ÅÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȱ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 
finish control. The low level crossing of the 
Yackandandah River was flooded, so the 
organisers had erected a temporary bridge for 
us to cross ɀ old arc mesh, propped up in the 
middle. I hesitated, but not for long ɀ despite 
the photographer on the other side lining me up 

in his sights, no way would I try riding over this 
as I could envisage my tyres getting caught, 
resulting in a wet and possibly painful dunking 
in the river. So, like many others, I safely 
pushed my bike over. 
 
The second day was a sprint around 
Beechworth. Fast and furious, and the winners 
were those who could read a map and make 
quick decisions at great speed. This was 
followed by a parade, on bikes, around the 
town, much to the bemusement of the hoards of 
latte sipping tourists. 
 
The final day was the Long Distance around 
Stanley, a delightful little village near 
Yackandandah. The courses included a 
wonderful variety of terrain and tracks ɀ single 
track, gold mining erosion gullies, old farm land, 
forest tracks and even a bitumen road. Here, 
good route choice was the key.  
 
On one short leg, I took a longer, 2.5km route, 
using the bitumen for some distance, and was 
well ahead of other riders who took a shorter 
(1km) route on single and forest tracks. At one 
control being vertically challenged was an asset 
for me, possibly for the first time ever. The 
electronic recording units at each control point 
are usually at handlebar height.  
 
However one particular unit was tied to a tree, 
slightly higher than usual ɀ about at my eye 
ÌÅÖÅÌȢ /Î ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÉÔ ) ÎÏÔÅÄ ȰÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÉÓ 
ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÓÐÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÃËȟ ÓÏ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȱȟ 
punched it and kept going. I did not see what 
ÏÔÈÅÒ ȰÁÖÅÒÁÇÅ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȱ ÒÉÄÅÒÓ ÎÏÔÅÄ ɀ a rogue, 
old number on top of the unit which caused 
them some confusion and the less experienced 
to doubt their navigation. 
 
Back at the finish in the grounds of the local 
primary school, parents and friends of the 7 
children who attend the school had whipped up 
a feast for us. Freshly cooked pizzas straight out 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÐÉÚÚÁ ÏÖÅÎȟ ÓÁÌÁÄȟ ÆÒÕÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÁËÅÓ 
were consumed in great quantities by riders 
who mulled over maps and compared route 
choices. Two first places and a second in the 
Carnival were just the icing on top of a very 
challenging but greatly enjoyable self-indulgent 
3 days. 
 
 )Æ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙ -4"/  
some time.        Ann Ingwersen  


