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THE BUSHRUNNER 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

 

On Behalf of The Berowra Bushrunners 

committee. 

We send a wish to all our club members 

A Very Merry Christmas 

Seasons Greetings  

Have a Safe, Injury Free 2015! 

Looking forward to many more running 

adventures in 2015 

 

MERRY CHRISTMAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR! 
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THE BUSHRUNNER 
Our club newsletter brought to you through its member and partner contribution. 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

WHAT’S IN THIS NEWSLETTER? 

In this edition of The Bushrunner you will find varied 

stories and news contributed by our club members and 

supporters. 

 

Seasons Greetings Page 1 from the BBR Committee  

BBR Results and Handicap Ladder 2014 Page 3 

A Word from the President  Page 4 by Andrew Layson 

Receipe—Spring/summer run recovery  Page 4 by Bek Markey 

RACE REPORTS  

Glenbrook Trail Marathon Page 4 by Rob Sharpe 

A Pacers Tale—GNW 100s Page 6,7 by Rob Sharpe 

2014 Cork Marathon, Ireland Page 8,9 by Paul Fletcher 

My first 20k Trail Race at STS Page 10 by Alice Kucera 

Half Baked Rebels at Hume and Hovell Page 11/12 by Bek Markey 

2015 Sponsors of The Berowra Bushrunners Page 12 

Sizzling in Stockholm 31st May 2008 Page 13 by Andi Hucker 

BBR in Photos Page 14 by Bek Markey 

New York Marathon Page 15 by Paul Eveniss 

Our Sponsors Page 16 

 

 

 

THE BEROWRA BUSHRUNNERS are a local group of runners that enjoy the natural beauty of the 

Berowra and surrounding bush land. The Bush Runners meet ever Sunday morning at Warrina Street Oval 

Car Park at 7.15am (cnr Hillcrest and Warrina Streets, Berowra). The first Sunday of every month a 5k and 

10k Handicap is held along the streets of Berowra.  

For further information please see www.berowrabushrunners.com   

 

Your news is our news when it comes to running, so help inspire the other club members with the runs 

you are doing and make certain to let Bek know your results of ANY runs you may have done . This 

includes accomplishments for school track teams or a personal PB.  

We love to know what you are interested in so please if you have a hand at writing, write us a story too. 

All inclusions for The Bushrunner are to be sent to  bek@berowrabushrunners.com 

 

 

WHATS INSIDE?  

WELCOME TO OUR NEW MEMBERS  

THE BEROWRA BUSHRUNNERS  

YOUR NEWS IS OUR CLUB NEWS 

The Berowra Bushrunners offer a huge welcome to our new members. 

Sam McAllister and Harry McAllister. We look forward to getting to know you bot out on the 

trails and at the many Bushrunner events! 

 

A Special congratulations to our newest member  

CURTIS EDWARD LAUGHTON born to Justine and Keiron on the 

24th November 2014 Weighing in at 3.1kg and 51cm Length. 

 

 

NEW CLUB UNIFORMS AVAILABLE FOR ORDER..  

LADIES STYLES   

Racer Back Singlet 

V Neck Shirt 

  MENS/ CHILD STYLES 

   Singlet 

   Shirt 

 

http://www.berowrabushrunners.com
mailto:Rebekah@berowrabushrunners.com
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THE BUSHRUNNER 

BEROWRA BUSH RUNNERS HANDICAP RESULTS 2014 

2014 POINTS LADDER 

5km Points Ladder  

1st  Ben Graham 96 points 

2nd   Jason Tudman 62points 

2nd Steve Hogarth 52 points 

4th  Rebekah Markey 51points  

 

10km Points Ladder 

1st Andrew Layson 68 points 

2nd  Jeff Hodder 61points 

3rd Michael Sims 45 points 

4th  Joseph Jones 42points 

 

 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

10km Handicap—November  

1st Andrew Layson PB 20 points 

2nd  Therese Campbell PB 15 points 

3rd Jeff Hodder PB 11 points 

10km Handicap—October 

1st Jeff Hodder 20 points 

2nd  Stephen Mills 15 points 

3rd Danielle Donahue PB 11 points 

10km Handicap—September 

1st Nick Smith PB 20 points 

2nd  Lachlan Hodder PB 15 points 

3rd Chris Graham 11 points 

10km Handicap—August 

1st Jodi Gallagher 20 points 

2nd  Paul Fletcher PB 15 points 

3rd Joseph Jones 11 points 

 

5km Handicap—November 

1st  Amy Fallows PB 20 points 

2nd  Cooper Wallace PB 15 points 

3rd Jude Donahue PB 11 points 

5km Handicap—October 

1st  Caleb Eveniss PB 20 points 

2nd  Matt Graham 15 points 

3rd Ben Graham 11 points 

 

5km Handicap—September 

1st  Harry Deveney PB 20 points 

2nd  Ellie Gallagher PB 15 points 

3rd Ryleigh Markey PB 11 points 

  

5km Handicap—August 

1st  Harry Deveney PB 20 points 

2nd  Jemma Gallagher PB 15 points 

3rd Jason Tudman 11 points 

 BEROWRA BUSH RUNNERS RACE RESULTS  2014 

GLENBROOK MARATHON 

Antony Bowesman 4:00:00 

Rob Sharpe 4:22:29 

Hannah Sims 4:25:36 

Karin Burgess 5:18:45 

KEDUMBA HALF MARATHON 

Beth Cardelli 1:51:52 

Antony Bowesman 1:59:13 

NARROWNECK NIGHT RUN 

Antony Bowesman 20k 1:42:48 

LEICESTER, UK MARATHON 

Andi Hucker 3:00:00 

SOUTHERN HIGHLANDS CHALLENGE 

21k Half Marathon 

Stephanie McLean 2:12:36 

Alice Zeman 2:19:24 

Karin Burgess 2:20:51 

Rebekah Markey 2:36:52 

1km Kids Run 

Owen Markey  

Myra Burgess 

Jeremy Burgess 

Edwin Burgess 

WESTERN SYDNEY MARATHON 

1/2 Marathon 

Karin Burgess 1:56:05 

REBEL RUN 10k 

Joan Cleary  46:34 

NEW YORK MARATHON 

Paul Eveniss 4:09:25 

SUNSHINE COAST HALF MARATHON 

Andi Hucker 1:24:40 

ADRENATHON 21k GLENWORTH VALLEY 

Natalie Barrett 2:24:38 

CORK CITY MARATHON—Ireland 

Paul Fletcher 4:15:00 

HUME and HOVELL 

100km Relay teams 

Tailwind 1st 10:156:53 

Beth Cardelli and Gavin Markey 

JKM  11:52:27 

Jeff Hodder and Stephanie McLean 

Half Baked Rebels 12:55:02 

Alice Zeman, Karin Burgess, Rebekah Markey, 

Eric Burgess 

CENTENNIAL PARK ULTRA 

Family Relay 50k 

Markey 5—2nd   

Gavin, Rebekah, Alyssa, Ryleigh and Owen 

BARE CREEK RUN 10k 

Natalie Barrett 1:11:27 

CITY 2 SURF 

Steve Deveney 1:00:53 

Marc Psaila 1:01:27 

Eric Burgess 1:03:38 

Simon Blair 1:11:27 

Joan Cleary 1:12:37 

Karin Burgess 1:19:30 

Warwick Johnson 1:23:34 

Rebekah Markey 1:27:39 

Peter Cleary 1:28:05 

BLACKMORES MARATHON 

Steve Deveney 3:36:00 

Millen Tomov 3:37:22 

Nick Smith 3:39:15 

SYDNEY HARBOUR 10k 

Joan Cleary 50:36 

SYDNEY RUNNING FESTIVAL 21.1k 

Joan Cleary 1:47 

STS BOTANY 20k 

Alice Kucera 2:25:25 
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THE BUSHRUNNER 
 SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

A WORD FROM THE PRESIDENT BY ANDREW LAYSON (CLUB PRESIDENT) 

 

Here we are approaching the end of the year already.  The year has 

flown by with so many of you competing in events near and far.  

Bushrunners have travelled all over Australia and around the world.  

It’s been great to see lots of photos of your adventures – some awe-

some scenery and fantastic experiences (I’ve loved reading all your 

race reports!). 

Along with the numerous events, there have been highs and lows.  

There’s been PBs, podium finishes and some great events where 

we’ve had a big contingent of runners and their families (the recent 

Hume and Hovell was the latest).  Unfortunately, a few have strug-

gled with niggling injuries that seem to take an age to come good.   Very frustrating (I hope 

you can turn the corner in 2015).   As I look back on 2014 there are lots of running experienc-

es I’ll cherish.  But underpinning all of those is the knowledge that I was only able to have 

those experiences because of the support of my family.  Running is in many ways a selfish 

endeavour.  We’re only able to follow our passion because of the patience of our loved ones.  

As you look back on 2014, I hope you’ll have many fond recollections.  But I also hope you’re 

able to spot the support and encouragement you’ve received from those close to you.  Don’t 

forget them when you go Christmas shopping!  

Happy Trails, 

Andrew 

 

PS While I’m thinking of people who have enriched my running experience this year, I’d like 

to thank the BBR committee.   Thanks especially to Bek for all her work organising/agonising 

over the new shirts and in compiling the Bushrunner (it’s a great read).   

 

PPS 2014 may be drawing to a close, but there are some great opportunities in 2015.   Bek’s 

secured a bunch of discounts for upcoming events.  All you have to do is be a member of the 

Bushrunners.  I encourage you all to get your membership renewed as soon as possible so 

you can take advantage of these discounts.  

 

 

Berowra Bushrunners 2014 Committee 

(L to R) Andrew Layson—Club President, Gavin Markey –Committee member, Rebekah 

Markey-Marketing/Sponsorship,  Chris Graham—Handicapper, Peter Fallows—Web Devel-

oper, Michael Sims, Committee member 

RECEIPE— SPRING/SUMMER RUN RECOVERY RECEIPES 

MELON AND CRUNCHY BRAN POTS 

INGREDIENTS: 

1/2 Melon—any variety 

150g pot of natural 

yoghurt 

2 tbsp. fruit and fibre 

cereal 

1 tbsp. mixed seed 

1 tsp honey 

Cut Melon into bite size pieces. Top with yo-

ghurt, then sprinkle over cereal mixed with 

seeds. Drizzle over honey and eat! 

INSTANT FROZEN BERRY YOGURT 

 

INGREDIENTS: 

250g frozen mixed berries 

250g Greek Yoghurt 

1 tbsp. Honey 

 

Blend Berries, Yoghurt and Honey in a food 

processor for 20 seconds until it comes to-

gether to a smooth ice-cream texture. 

Scoop into bowls and serve. 

Top with a few berries 
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THE BUSHRUNNER 
SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

GLENBROOK TRAIL MARATHON 2014: BY ROB SHARPE 

The Glenbrook Trail Marathon has been on my “to do” for a few years.  However, it was always on a date that 

didn't work.  One year the choice was a) wedding anniversary or b) run a marathon (or to rephrase it “stay hap-

pily married or run a marathon”). 

2014 saw it fall on Sunday August 24 – a day and week end totally free of any commitments.  A miracle.  The 

appropriate marital leave forms were submitted early and were approved by the lovely Cait.  Of course the 

moment I actually paid and entered, a 50th birthday jumped out of nowhere for the Saturday.  My leave pass 

needed to be reassessed, but it was all good.  I just needed to leave the party at 9.30pm before I turned into a 

pumpkin.  The Saturday was cold and miserable, so leaving early wasn't too bad an option.  So on the dot of 

9.30 pm (sort of) and after only two beers (sort of) it was home to bed. 

Waking at 4.15am I was all bouncy.  I read about others being nervous before an event, but I slept so well.  The 

weeks leading up to the race had been constant rain, and it was dark and cloudy as I head off, but just as I 

turned off the M7 and headed west to the Blue Mountains, the clouds parted and the most beautiful sunrise 

began - and only got better as the day went on.  It became a lovely warm and toasty day indeed. 

Before Glenbrook, I had run 6 Ft and Glow Worm trail marathons.  Both took over 5 ¾  hours .  Today I was 

hoping to break 5 hours, but I wasn't too cocky.  Trails, hills, and single track have a habit of smashing you.  My 

training had gone well though, and I had had a screaming run on the last Wednesday night run.  I  wondered 

was I able to run that well for 42 km ?   

To add a bit more spice. I had been joking about not getting “chicked” by Hannah, Karin and Alison.  Hannah 

has a killer 21km time, and Alison keeps up with her pretty well (my STRAVA spying indicated).  Karin is crazy 

and keeps on improving.  I had my work cut out – but it added a nice spice to proceedings. 

7.30am we lined up, someone said something about the course (hope it wasn't important), then we were off.  

We kind of went wandering all around – tracks, trails, creeks, up, down, then suddenly we were on open fire 

trail.  I had decided not to hang around the back today and to push things harder than ever.  Sub 5 hour or 

bust. The big plus to this was not getting stuck behind slower runners (lots walking already). - the minus being I 

did feel like maybe a had gone a bit too hard.  Only one way to find out. 

Next was the big climb up to Mt Portal Lookout.  It was nice passing so many people dying on the hill, but it 

did make me wonder again was I going too hard ? 

One of the mysteries of a run with 25/ 34/ 42km options is that you never know who is doing what - who is out 

to race, who is out to wander about, who is aiming for a fast time, who is dawdling.  I reached the turn around 

at Mt Portal happy with the shape I was in, and began heading back.  In my head Hannah was probably hang-

ing back with Alison who was running her first marathon, so I didn't need to keep pushing so hard.  Those two 

are such good friends, they are probably chatting away.  Wrong.  “Hi Rob”. Hannah had her race face (smiling 

assassin) on as she steamed towards the turnaround only moments behind me.  Suddenly Alison was there as 

well, and soon after Karin.  Game on.  Can't relax now. 

About this time my two large coffees and sipping water on the drive up became an issue.  A nice quick downhill 

run did absolutely nothing to help my bladder and I had to head off trail for a quick break – at which point 

Hannah tore past me. 

Getting back on the trail, I settled in to keeping up with Hannah.  I did, but it hurt.  We hit a long downhill sec-

tion of single trail.  I upped the pace, but still couldn't catch her as she ran like a mountain goat.  Then we hit 

the tricky track to Red Hands Cave.  This is extremely technical and I finally caught and passed her (all my night 

runs paid off).  However, I knew the course had lots of road running, and she is so much faster than me and 

plenty of time to leave me for dead.  I didn't really have a problem with being beaten, and it was a great bit of 

fun to keep me pushing. 

We hit the open trail and settled into about 25km of hard slog.  Some didn't like this part but I was happy just 

to be out on some nice trails through the Aussie bush as the sun shone warmly down.  It was lovely day for a 

bushwalk (but silly me was running). 

I have read that you can't really teach running.  True in part, but also rubbish.    This course had lots of long 

steady inclines, and a lot of runners had such long clumpy strides. Thump ! Thump ! Thump !  Every time they 

hit an incline they slowed down.  Like a good little trail runner I shortened my stride and kept my cadence 

steady (or even increased it). Pit pat pit pat.  One fellow was doing his best to hold me off.  We hit a downhill 

and he would go thumping past me trying to maintain his long stride.  The trail would rise and I would go 

sneaking ahead.  Pit pat pit pat.  We kept this unspoken battle going for several km until he went “uuhh” and 

started walking.  I kept on pit pat pit pat. 

One of the enjoyable aspects of this course was the occasional crossing paths with the elite runners.  The guys 

and gals with those quick legs and lovely clean strides, those things that some lucky folks are just born with 

*sigh* and us mere mortals can only dream about.  No tired shuffling, even though their faces showed they 

were running out of their skins.   

Heading back from Nepean Lookout I was wondering how much lead I had on Hannah.  “Hi Rob”. A very short 

lead.  “Hi Rob”.  Alison as well ?  Her first marathon ? Really ?  Glad I didn't have money on the race.  I also 

passed Karin who wasn't too close behind but still had the energy to give me a fake Hi 5 and ran off laughing.  

If she wasn't so busy having fun she could be so much faster. 

Finally reached the last aid station.  5km to go.  YAY ! Big shout out to the aid station helpers.  “5km to go” I 

yelled.  “no, its 7km” was the answer. WHAT !  It seems that Glenbrook is actually 44km, not 42.  I hoped it was 

a joke because I was just hanging in there – but they weren't kidding.  I had been chasing a girl with red hair to 

drag me along, but she dropped me like a turd at the aid station.  Then I had a brain fart and just wanted to 

slow down just so badly. 

At this point I was just constantly assessing myself.  My breathing, my sense of effort, my legs, my cadence.  

Keep tall and don't slouch.  Don't get sloppy.  Trying to maintain a steady pace.  Amazing how much it can take 

your mind off the pain (for a while) and helps to distance the hurt.  Like meditating and being the self who 

watches.  In my head I looked like Usain Bolt.  Video replays might suggest I looked like Cliffy Young having a 

bad day – but its what's in your head that counts !!  All this works for a while and then BANG !  The pain re-

turns.  So you start all over again.   

Throughout the run I had been running a cracking (for me anyway) pace.  My brain started doing sums that 

kept saying that if (big if) I could keep my same pace for the last 15km I would do the 44km in under 4 ½ 

hours.  One voice was saying “don't worry, its still under 5 hours, doesn't matter if you get chicked, slow down, 

this hurts”.  The other voice was kicking my butt and saying “if you slow down now you will be so bummed 

about five minutes after you finish” - and I knew that voice was right (the voice sounded suspiciously like Gavin 

Markey and Michael Sims combined).  When I finally hit that last km I got the biggest rush and flew to the 

finish (well maybe I flew like a penguin).  4:22 ! Didn't get chicked ! - but damn it was close.  Those girls are 

tough to beat.  I suspect they would have crushed me in the 25km event.  I definitely know I wouldn't have run 

so hard without the “chick challenge”.  Thanks girls.       
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THE BUSHRUNNER 

Another year, another spot of pacing at the GNW100 miler.  To those unaware, a bunch of crazy people 

pay to run along the Great North Walk every year.  Some stop at Yarramalong (100km), some choose to 

continue on to Patonga (100 miles).  From the 100km mark you are allowed to have a “pacer”.  Someone 

to run with, who can in turn encourage, berate, nag, drag, guide, and inspire you.  They also make sure 

you remain safe. 

This was my third year running as a pacer.  In 2013 I was lucky enough to pace Gavin Markey as he ran to 

victory.  However, during victory celebrations we heard that Andrew Layson had withdrawn at Checkpoint 

6 (about the 145km mark) with about 25km to go.  So near yet so far.  At the time I had a fairly good idea 

that I might be running again 

with Gav in 2014, but also 

thought that if for some reason 

that didn't happen, I would like 

to offer my services to Andrew. 

As fate would have it, Gav was-

n't able to compete in the 2014 

GNW100 miler.  This was a hard choice for him, but it did allow me to touch base with the ever humble 

Mr Layson.  He already had a better offer, but when that didn't come to pass, I got the tap on the shoul-

der. 

When I began discussions with Andrew about what kind of a time he was hoping for, he was a bit mumbly 

and cagey.  After some waffle about just being happy to finish, doesn't matter when...etc. (what a load of 

garbage), he finally admitted that he had a time in mind.  26:56. 

Now to the average man in the street, 26:56 means nothing.  However, to an ultra runner aged between 

50-59 years, we know this is the course record for our age group.  I know because I have had it written in 

my training diary for two years.  Now that is a real time to aim for. 

As the big day approached, I received an email with a multitude of spreadsheets attached.  I suddenly 

knew why he didn't finish last year.  His brain is obviously too big and heavy.  I studied the mountains of 

information intensely for about two minutes before my head began throbbing.  So I wrote down his pro-

jected leg times and I was done. 

Race day arrived.  I tracked his progress on the website, and all seemed good.  Swapped a few SMS with 

his son Ben, who confirmed he seemed in great shape.  So I headed up to Yarramalong a happy little 

pacer.  When Andrew arrived at 100km, his crew (his kids) bounced into action like a V8 Super cars’ pit 

crew.  Baked beans, coffee, nibblies, socks, jokes.  What a great bunch.  Then it was time to go running off 

into the night. 

Here is where the fun begins. 

As we head up Bumble Hill, Andrew noticed that his second watch (who has a second watch?) was miss-

ing.  He had borrowed it from Nathan.  He needed it to eat. (what?) At this point “tired runner brain” was 

fully engaged.  Despite being on record pace, he was intent on turning back.  As we shuffled along, I was 

brainstorming scenarios to ensure this did not occur (“if it's on the road you won't find it”, “if it's at the 

checkpoint someone will pick it up”, “Nathan's a top bloke, he'll understand”...etc.).  Even if I had to tie a 

rope around him, I was NOT letting him go back.  Eventually we reached the top of Bumble Hill where we 

met up with Ben, who calmly took matters in hand. 

For a while the excitement of the checkpoint and the watch situation kept Andrew on a real high.   He was 

concerned about the missing watch and knowing when to eat and drink.  

He seemed confused that I drank when I am thirsty.   As we ran I could 

still hear his brain ticking madly and the adrenalin pumping.  He was all 

happy and chatty as we ran the single track down to Dead Horse Creek.  

However, as we ascended the other side, he became quieter.  After a 

while he said “Rob, I've lost my sparkle”.  If I had known this was going to 

occur, I would have brought some with me.  As a preschool teacher, I 

have lots.  Maybe a little bag next year.  I promised him that soon we 

would hit the fire trail, and life would be better.  We would find him some 

sparkle. 

We hit the fire trail, and Andrew began buggering around with course 

directions.  Without wanting to sound big headed,  I know most of this 

trail so well I could hop on one leg backwards with a blind fold and still 

get home.  I let him have his fun for a while but really wanted him to kick 

on.  From this point I began describing the course ahead to encourage 

him not to stop and check directions, and speed him through track inter-

sections.   

We reached Somersby in good shape.  Andrew had found some of his missing sparkle.  He had been 

eating and drinking extremely well (despite no second watch), and it 

was paying off.  At the check point he sat down to another meal of 

beans, coffee, and assorted nibblies and looked quite lordly sitting in 

his chair as his crew fussed over him.  As the humble pacer I filled my 

own hydration bladder and ate the stalest ANZAC cookie ever put on 

the planet.  Then we were off again.  The second watch had turned 

up, but was set up wrong (don't borrow a triathletes’ watch) and the 

batteries were failing.  He was trying to run and press tiny buttons as 

well.  Again, his big heavy brain was slowing him down. 

There is an expression “what happens on the trail, stays on the trail”.  

Shortly after Somersby, all those beans and coffee began percolating 

madly.  Something was about to happen on the trail.  I turned off my 

head torch and stood serenely in the dark (at a safe distance), gazing 

up at the stars.   So lovely and peaceful.   Eventually Andrew caught 

up to me after leaving a little something to stay on the trail.  Off we 

went again. 

 

A PACERS TALE GNW— SEPT 2014: BY ROB SHARPE  

 SPRING/SUMMER 2014 



7 

 

THE BUSHRUNNER 
 

I suspect the downhill was a bit more painful than Andrew was letting on.  He is such a tough cookie.  

This is a great section to run with legs in good shape, but murder with burning quads.  We decided he 

should be in the lead, as my being in front would possibly push him harder than was necessary.  He was 

slow, but definitely steady as we continued to consume distance.  It was getting very misty, and we man-

aged to pass under Mooney Mooney Bridge without even seeing it.   

By now Andrew had begun running equations in his head – a dangerous thing to do.  He thought that 

maybe he had spent too much time at Somersby checkpoint (maybe I agreed).  He was also concerned 

about the time taken this leg.  He began trying to remember what time we had left Yarramalong, when 

we had arrived at Somersby, he was trying to remember what his projected split times were,  multiply by 

the number the first number you thought of, divide by your birthday...etc.   Way too many numbers 

crunching around up in his tired head.  Gibberish.  However, Andrew was flying, we were near Checkpoint 

6, with about 30km to go and about 5 ½ hours to get the record. 

We flew through the last check point.  I was stuffing my pockets with 

pretzels, and I heard rumour of Pizza Shapes, so I grabbed a bag.  Off we 

went.  I soon discovered that pretzels are hard to swallow on the run, 

but got them down anyway.  Then I began trying to open up my little 

baggie of Pizza Shapes, and in that wee moment of distraction I tripped.  

A little way back we had been discussing how time slows when you fall.  

It doesn't slow that much, and as I fell and rolled, I did manage to smash 

my arm and smack my head a treat.  Andrew turned to check on me, I 

said I was fine (not really).  The real miracle was somehow falling, and 

opening my baggie of Pizza Shapes, and jumping up to run without 

spilling one.  Pure genius.  I ran on munching happily. 

Just as I finished the Shapes and stowed my rubbish in a pocket, a large 

muddy puddle loomed. Andrew seemed to glide over it.  I saw a small 

rock he must have trod on, but the moment my foot touched it, the 

world disappeared and I did the biggest belly flop/ face plant combo.  

Again Andrew turned to check what had happened, again I said I was fine, but I was covered in cuts and 

bumps, all well disguised by the layers of mud dripping off me (and it stank) – but no whinging now. 

Andrew was worried about our slow progress up the hill.  I thought he had worked out a perfect split for 

this section (4:44) and we were right on track.  I kept reassuring him that a slow climb was perfect, be-

cause it was all very runnable after this.  He was eating and drinking, it was perfect prep for the last push. 

When we finally reached the top (at 158.1km), Andrew began 

playing silly buggers again with his laminated course directions, 

standing there trying to make sense of all those tiny numbers, 

trying to orient the numbers to north or something.  I asked for 

them to check something (maybe a little white lie) then ran away.  

If he wanted a look he had to catch me.  I didn't hand them back 

until we were at 169.7km and only fire trail to go. 

Last year, after the big climb, this was where Gavin could really 

“smell the barn” and began powering to the finish.  From here on 

I was trying to stay ahead of Andrew to double check small turns 

and twists so he wouldn't have to muck around (I think I lost him 

twice which isn't bad in this complicated section), but staying 

ahead of him was hard in places because he was flying.  In my 

head, if we could maintain a steady pace he had the record – but 

he was going way faster than I expected.  He was still trying to 

perform some weird maths in his head and wasn't sure about the 

record, but I was.  We were miles ahead.   

A few times I thought he was going to kill me he was going so 

hard, but a nice descent down from Warrah Trig to the sunny 

sands of Patonga slowed him down (I still had fresh 70km legs 

after all).  Not that it mattered.  All the hard work was done.  I 

gave him a firm handshake just before we hit the beach, and 

invited him to lead the way to glory.  Whereupon he promptly set 

off in the wrong direction.  I ran ahead of him for a while longer 

until I was sure he was heading the right way, then let him fly off 

to the finish.  Old record 26:56.  New record 26:15.  Well done Mr Layson.  You are a legend. 

 

 

 

 

Sydney Trail Series is making a return 

to Manly Dam for its 3rd Summer 

Series at this incredible venue! With 

the start and finish area on the 

shores of the Dam, some great single 

trail running and a post race BBQ 

breaky this race is perfect for a group 

get together! Race options include 

8km, 10km and 19km. Series regis-

tration is available or you can regis-

ter for a single race.  

Berowra Bush Runners get 15% off entry fees when registering online.  

NEW BBR CODE WITH 2015 BBR MEMBERSHIP join now: MEMBERSHIP FORM 

 SPRING/SUMMER 

A PACERS TALE GNW— SEPT 2014 CONT:      BY ROB SHARPE  

SYDNEY TRAIL SERIES—MANLY DAM SUPPORTS BBR’S FOR 2015 

https://berowrabushrunners.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/2015_membership_form2.pdf
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THE BUSHRUNNER 
 

After completing my first ever marathon in September 2013 

(Sydney Blackmore’s), I decided to have another go and enter 

another road marathon event for 2014. But it had to be some-

where different so that I’d remember the event and without 

too much messing around, I picked Ireland as a destination - 

I’m not sure why, we have no family there but it appealed to 

me. We’ve never been to Ireland, we work damn hard - let’s go 

but leave the kids at home. So I mentioned it to my wife 

Michelle in passing one Saturday morning in November; “Well 

it is a beautiful morning today, how about we go to Ireland for 

a holiday next year? Oh, I should mention there is a marathon event in Cork and I’ve already put in an 

entry.” I got the response I thought I’d get; “So our holidays now revolve around running marathon 

events?” Well yes, daaaah!  

So I then had to decide how to put the holiday together. Do I run the marathon at the start of the holi-

day or the end? Hmmmm…..I decided to have the holiday first and do the marathon on the last week-

end we were there. At least if I did an injury it would not spoil the remainder of the holiday. OK - so by 

the end of November the trip is now booked and we have a rough holiday itinerary to follow, now the 

actual training for the event needs to step up.  

Now I’m going to add a couple of pointers throughout this report.  

Point number 1 - Don’t gloat about your trip overseas. Just concentrate on training. Well that’s no fun.  

So I start training and am feeling really quite strong in my fitness - but one Sunday morning early in 

December I do a massive ankle roll while running on the road with Gavin Markey. It blows up like a bal-

loon and after a week I still cannot even walk without crutches. I get an X-ray - chipped bone in the 

ankle, badly torn and stretched ligaments…..no running.  

Wow - what a setback - already!  

So the short story is that I did not start running again until the beginning of March 2014 with the mara-

thon event on 2nd June. I tried to start running in February but with too much pain. I’ve lost 3 months of 

training time and I now only have 3 months left before marathon day. Definitely not part of the original 

plan. But I did use the time off to work out in the gym as much as possible - mostly doing cycling 

(boring) and core strength exercises. But the gym does not substitute for running the trails of Berowra 

and the longer road training each Sunday morning.  

So now fast forward to the eve of marathon day - we’re in Cork and I’m busting for the start of this 

event. So far we’ve had a glorious holiday in Southern Ireland doing an anti-clockwise circuit and the 

people are just wonderful. Also the weather on the west coast has been simply glorious - rather like the 

spring weather in Sydney.  

Point number 2 - Don’t change anything on 

race day. How many times have we all read 

that? Well it is good advice and means what it 

says: never, ever change anything on race day 

- particularly not your electrolyte fluids. I 

should have listened to this advice.  

On 2nd June 2014, a Bank Holiday Monday in 

Cork, marathon day is forecast to reach a max-

imum of about 18 degrees Celsius, plenty of 

sun and looks to be a good start to the day.  

Now I should say the Cork City Marathon 

event has several subgroups: the Marathon 

(1300 runners), the Half Marathon (2100 run-

ners), the Marathon relay (625 teams of 5 runners) and the Marathon relay Youth Challenge (61 teams 

of 5 runners).  The relay is exactly what is sounds like: each team member runs 8.5km of the race and 

hands over their wrist band to the next member of their team at each of the handover points. The whole 

town of Cork gets out on this long weekend and really support the event.  

As the start time gets near the runners sort themselves into groups adjacent the time flags. I stand in 

the 4 hour section and take a look around at my fellow marathoners and make sure I identify the 4 hour 

pacers with their flags and balloons. All good.  

The start gun goes and the usual chaos ensues as everyone takes off like it is a 10km fun run! And for 

some of the runners (the relay guys) it is! Holding yourself back is the key here but I’m not wearing a 

watch so I’m running to how I feel. As we weave our way through the first few km I take care to put 

myself slightly in front of the 4 hour pacers and get into my groove. All feels good as the first hour 

melts by. The course weaves around some of the suburbs first before heading out along dual carriage 

freeway and through the iconic Jack Lynch tunnel which takes us underneath the River Lee. The temper-

ature is steadily climbing and the sun feels quite strong - really glad I ignored the weather advice and 

brought along my cap. The runners are now starting to spread out a little and you get a chance to chat 

with some of your fellow runners. Everyone is friendly and enjoying the morning. I start chatting with a 

fellow marathoner, Lorraine who lives in Christchurch but was born and brought up in Ireland. She is 

back in Ireland with her family for a holiday and decided to run the marathon. She is a fitness freak but 

has never actually run this distance. Her partner is doing the half marathon today - which seems like a 

much better prospect than what we’ve signed up to do. We run together for a while but I feel the need 

to increase my pace slightly to stay in front of the 4 hour pacers so we part company.   

As usual, there are water and electrolyte stations around the course (like any road marathon) and I take 

care to sip some water at each station. Now remember that I mentioned the electrolyte - well I did 

change mine on the day. I usually use Endura (before I switched to Tailwind) but I decided to use the 

organiser provided electrolyte which was Lucozade Sport. If you ever get offered this product well….. 

don’t touch it. It’s ghastly and sickly sweet - I drink it down but it is simply awful. This is going to be a 

problem.  

 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

2014 CORK CITY MARATHON, IRELAND BY PAUL FLETCHER 



9 

 

THE BUSHRUNNER 

2014 CORK CITY MARATHON, IRELAND CONT’: BY PAUL FLETCHER 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

The first 21 km really melt away fairly easily but I’m start-

ing to notice an uneasy feeling in my legs - they are 

beginning to ache a little and I note an increasingly sick 

feeling in my gut. During the last marathon I sucked 

down 1 Hammer gel every hour and this seemed to work 

well for me. But after sucking down my first gel I now 

feel sick. I push on and realise the 4 hour pacers are 

catching me up and before long they overtake me at 

about the 23km mark. There is a fairly big group of 

about 20 runners matching their pace and they are clear-

ly determined to stay with them. I push my pace up and attempt to stay as part of this group - after all 

my goal is to get to the finish in 4 hours. I tell myself - “I can do this.” After about 20 minutes I start to 

find their pace is too gruelling for me and I face up to the reality that I am not going to get to the finish 

in 4 hours - it is now just about finishing. I reach the next relay changeover point which is pandemonium 

with people just everywhere. The road resembles a long tunnel of fresh relay runners on both sides ea-

gerly waiting for their runner to find them. They cheer all of the marathoners on as we weave our way 

through this narrow, human tunnel. We are at about the 25 km mark and I’m already buggered. How 

quickly things can change! My optimism from this morning has evaporated. I slow up and walk for about 

100m while I sip some water and try to get down another gel while assessing the reality of the situation. 

I’m tired and feeling sick at the 25km mark! I cannot believe the tiredness in my legs - what has gone 

wrong? 

I push myself to begin running again and look for someone to run with - by now the marathon field has 

spread out further and as we leave the last relay changeover point you realise how few marathon run-

ners there are now around you. As I drag myself along thinking this last 17km is going to be really 

tough, I notice Lorraine has caught up with me and is still running alone and at roughly my pace. I asked 

her how she was feeling - she tells me, it’s not good. The distance is taking its toll on her and her stom-

ach is upset and has she has thrown up several times already. So we stick together from that point on-

wards, talked about stuff, shared our misery, took on more water and kept encouraging each other to 

just keep running. It was a tough slog and finally with only 5km to go, Lorraine had to stop again and 

throw up at the side of the road. “Keep going”, she sobs. “No way - we’re finishing this thing together”, I 

replied.  That last 5km was an absolute drag where we would run to the next landmark (it could be a 

signpost or traffic lights) followed by a bout of walking for 30 seconds before resuming running again to 

the next landmark. The locals were now lining both sides of the road, holding out trays of fruit, cakes, 

chocolate, drinks etc; so we knew we only had a few km to go. I could not eat a thing even though I 

knew I probably should.  We both pushed on at our slow pace and looked from time to time at the vari-

ous runners stopped on the side of the road cramping up and trying to stretch their legs out for that last 

push to the finish. We pushed on and the last section of the course followed the River Lee back into the 

centre of the city. Nearly there! I was desperately tired now and just wanted to walk - but we push on at 

a slow jog. We must only have less than 1km to go when we hear a shout behind us. “Come on guys, I’m 

the 4hr 15 minute pacer - don’t let me overtake you!” Wow, now that is the kick we needed to spur us 

up and it’s amazing where you find some more energy reserves. We both sped up our pace and stayed 

in front of him. But I knew I could not push for long. The course then takes a right turn over a bridge and 

finally the finish line is in sight! The crowds of locals lining the streets were just great - because the or-

ganisers had printed each runner’s name onto their race bib, people were just screaming your names at 

you. It was really a tremendous and emotional feeling to run through that environment to the finish line 

- and still stay in front of that next pacer. Lorraine and I crossed the finish line together at exactly 4 hours 

and 15 minutes - not a bad result from my view. I did not make my goal of the 4 hour marathon time - 

but it is still a respectable time (for me) and we finished. After feeling so down and tired at the 25km 

mark this is a good feeling and I’m so glad it’s now over. The power of teaming up with someone and 

literally acting as a pacer for each other - it is so much more powerful than running alone. My finish time 

would have been much slower had I stayed running alone.  

Despite my training preparation not being as good as I wanted and followed by the stupid decision to 

change the electrolyte fluid on the day of the race - I was still happy with the outcome and learnt some 

more valuable lessons about long distance endurance running - have a race plan and stick exactly to it. 

I’m not ready for an ultra but I am keen to do another marathon event (much to Michelle’s horror).  

 

 

 

THE GLOW WORM TUNNEL HALF MARATHON, FULL MARATHON, MYSTERY MOUNTAIN DASH 

TRAIL RUNNING WEEKEND, NEWNES 

 

The most amazing experience in Australia - taking 

runners through the spectacular Glow Worm Tunnel. 

The terrain is challenging and exciting as you negoti-

ate small trails that lead to the Glow Worm Tunnel.  

Offering Full Marathon, Half Marathon, Ted English 

Dash, Mystery Mountain Dash, 6k Kids Events, Treas-

ure Hunts 

 

Berowra Bush Runners get 10% off entry fees 

when registering online.  

NEW BBR CODE WITH 2015 BBR MEMBER-

SHIP join now: MEMBERSHIP FORM 

LA SPORTIVA —GLOW WORM TUNNEL SUPPORTS BBR’S FOR 2015 

https://berowrabushrunners.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/2015_membership_form2.pdf
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MY FIRST 20KM TRAIL RACE AT STS BOTANY BAY BY ALICE KUCERA 

SPRING/SUMMER 2014  

I started running (on road) at the begin-

ning of this year and had never even 

heard of trail running until I saw the 

Galston Gut Buster advertised in my lo-

cal paper.  The start line was not far 

from my house and I decided to sign up 

for the 8km option not knowing what I 

was getting in to.  I enjoyed it so much 

and immediately registered for more 

trail races and have not looked back. I 

joined the Bushrunners in August this year and I can say that I am now well and truly 

addicted to trail running!  

After completing a number of 10km trail races with the Sydney Trail Series, I wanted to 

see if I could manage a 20km. I ran the 10km option at an STS event in Botany Bay in 

May, and fell in love with the scenery and spectacular course.  STS was returning to 

Botany Bay in October, so I challenged myself and signed up for the 20km. 

I was very excited come race day, the weather was perfect and I could not wait to get 

onto those cliff tops! Starting in Kamay National Park (Kurnell), there were also 8km, 

10km and 30km events. The 20km race was the second event to start after the 30km, 

and the first 4km involved an out-and-back along Silverwater Beach, followed by cliff 

top running. The race director had warned us about “wet puddles” on the cliff tops after 

heavy rain a few days prior to the event. As I reached the cliff top trail I realised that 

there were indeed puddles, not only wet but also very muddy! I found that running 

straight into the puddles proved to be the easiest and least complicated option, also the 

most entertaining. I felt like a little kid! Runners were splattered in dirty water, losing 

shoes on the muddy and sometimes worn out trails but there were smiles all round.  

The 20km went quickly for me, and I even managed to get a 45 minute PB based on my 

training on the 20km Galston Gut Buster course. I highly recommend this particular 

event for anyone wanting some stunning coastal scenery, friendly volunteers and a 

wonderful trail running atmosphere.  

Special thanks go to David Cannings for his advice on running in general, Ted West for 

his insightful tips for my first 20km, and Antony Bowesman and Co for organising the 

Gut Buster that got me into trail running in the first place. I look forward to more trail 

adventures next year! 

CENTENNIAL PARK ULTRA— FAMILY  

 

CENTENNIAL PARK ULTRA offers individual 100k, 50k or relay teams. Best of all it offers a 

family option. Enter as a family into the CPU 50k relay and both kids and parents can share 

the lap load! With laps being just under 3.5km this is an ideal event to include younger kids 

in. Kids just need to do a single lap and can be accompanied by an adult if age appropriate.  

The course consists of a 3.54 km dirt track which runs in a loop around Centennial Park. Each 

loop passes through the event hub which provides support by way of aid and enthusiastic 

spectators..  

Berowra Bush Runners get 15% off all entry fees when registering online.  

NEW BBR CODE WITH 2015 BBR MEMBERSHIP join now: MEMBERSHIP FORM 

 

https://berowrabushrunners.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/2015_membership_form2.pdf
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THE BUSHRUNNER 

HALF BAKED REBELS AT THE HUME AND HOVELL ULTRA : BY BEK MARKEY  

SPRING/SUMMER 2014  

It all started with a Facebook post ‘who wants a long run on Satur-

day?’ posted by Karin Burgess. Tick- I’m in! was the reply. No get-

ting out of it now. The Bushrunners will keep me accountable. 

Saturday came and after a usual sleepless night I was up and get-

ting ready at 5.15am. 

On the trail, it was a Quarry Road run and were in a great group 

that soon became the regular group – Karin, Steph, Paul, Joan, 

Justine and Alice. 20km done, time to hit the day! Thank you. 

Little did we know that Saturday long runs were born and now it’s 

a regular post on the BBR Facebook page... Who’s up for a long 

run on Saturday? Average 20km. 

So let’s begin.. One Wednesday night run, Gavin casually asked if 

anyone was keen for a road trip to participate in the Hume and 

Hovel Ultra race.  Now I wasn’t there for the run but the seed was 

planted when he got home. Soooo…. Later that evening… On Fa-

cebook. The question was posed by me to the BBR page – “Who 

was interested in making a team for the 100k relay.?” Plenty of 

Pm’ing later we had a team... and a name! Bek, Alice, Karin and 

Eric had formed the Half Baked Rebels.  (B.A.K.E’d     B=Bek, A = 

Alice, K = Karin and E = Eric) 

Saturday became our long run training day and we made a pact to always back it up with the 

BBR run on Sunday. We were all counting the weeks and days until the big event. In prepara-

tion – as girls do – we worked out our matching outfit – organised the team name to be 

printed on the bum of our shirts and we were ready. 

Now the Markey’s always being on holidays headed out on Thursday 

to Tumut to stay at the local camping ground. One word... STUNNING! 

Our campsite looked out over the fast flowing river with lush 

green surrounding us. Where we stayed made our holiday for 

all involved. The fishing rods came out on Friday morning and 

we did a bit of fishing Gavin style – no bait = no fish = no 

cleaning of fish stuff! Are you surprised? We didn’t catch any-

thing but everyone had an awesome time and that’s what 

counts.  

Campsite fires with the HUGEST marshmallows were enjoyed 

by all but no wine till after the race so an early night by all too. 

RACE DAY: Up early as Gavin had to meet Beth so down to checkpoint 4 for 10.30am. The 

checkpoint had only just set up as they were not expecting the first runner for some time. I 

guess they hadn’t had such a fast group in such a while. Next thing we hear that Beth, An-

drew and Dave were running in a pack as the leaders and they were passing checkpoint 3. 

Gavin was getting psyched up now and was ready. Before we knew it the pack were in and 

Gav was out!  

Next Jeff arrived passed the ‘baton’ to Steph and Steph was out onto her next leg. Before we 

knew it Alice was in and it was my turn. Woohoo!  

Down the hill I went and into the cool shade of the trees along the mountain path. My sec-

tion was meant to be flat but the first 5k was up the mountain then 

down and up again... Hmmm, some flat course this is! Next I came to 

the dam, ok this WAS flat. I had lost the tree cover now and I had mid-

day sun and open fire trails. It was HOT!  

Running these days after the Summit Sisters POSE running style clinic 

really helped. The heat and running don’t go so well with me coupled 

with an upset tummy, my energy levels were low to say the least. So to 

focus on the lifting of my legs and gravity pull was perfect to get me 

through. All I concentrated on was lifting my legs and I really noticed 

how I was being propelled forward with my lean without any effort. It 

was just what I needed. 

At around the 15k mark I reached the water station and was really 

struggling. I was really going through my head about why, as my training was good leading 

up and I was comfortable with the distance I was running. It was pretty bad and I was really 

close to pulling out and I knew it was going to be a really hard decision and one I was not 

prepared to make right then. All I could think of was Eric waiting around all day to not run... I 

couldn’t do it. I was going to keep on going even if I was walking the last 10k. That was it. Dig 

deep Bek and have a cup of concrete! (Thanks Gav) Relentless forward progress... (Thanks 

Brick). It was all going through my head. So, I kept going and I’m not going to lie, it was 

tough! I had to distract my mind and get if off the feat I had to accomplish. It was a beautiful 

location I was running, right beside the dam and the birds were lovely. That’s it... My focus 

was turned to the birds of the area and it was just what I needed. I really started to focus on 

the birds that I could see and I was dished up a real treat. Rosellas were beckoning, cockatoos 

were swooping, even a stunning male bower bird! Loving the wrens dashing in and out of the 

trees and shrubs and the honeyeaters were reminding me of my garden... I was distracted! 
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HALF BAKED REBELS AT THE HUME AND HOVELL ULTRA  CONT: BY BEK MARKEY  

SPRING/SUMMER 2014  

Before I knew it I had covered another 5k. I was feeling a bit better and 

when I was running I was running a reasonable pace. The stunning cloak 

of purple flowers that covered the landscape, the flowing stream, the 

birds and the finish of my leg was getting closer.  

Before I knew it I was at the checkpoint and Eric was taking over!  

I did it… I was finished! Thank you for the ice at the end of my leg. I think 

I would have passed out without it.  

We went on to finish 5th in the Relay Team. It is a race I hope to forget 

but probably never will. I didn’t give up. I dug deep and succeeded in 

doing what I set out to do.  

Special thanks to the crazy gang of Bushrunners that enjoyed this crazy adventure with us. 

Steph McLean, Alice Zeman, Jeff Hodder, Beth Cardelli, The Burgess Family and of course my 

family The Markeys.  

Distance:  23.8km  

Elevation:  752m  

Average pace:  7:18/km   

 

 

 

 

The 2015 code for our partners will be emailed out with each 2015 membership. Get your 

membership in early for 2015 and take full advantage of the discounts for entries that the 

Bush runners receive. We have some great deals.  

NEW BBR CODE WITH 2015 BBR MEMBERSHIP join now: MEMBERSHIP FORM 

 

 

 

 

Run For Your Life (R4YL) is Australia’s premier running magazine and provides the widest cov-

erage and the most up-to-date information on running in Australia, from recreational to the 

elite level – they cover it all.  

Berowra Bush Runner members get $20 off annual subscriptions when registering online.  

 

 

 
 
 

Berowra Bush Runner members get 15% off in store with Pace Athletic .  

 

 

 

 

Berowra Bush Runner members get $20 off in store  or online with Northside Runners .  

 

 

 

 

Berowra Bush Runner members get 15% off with Tailwind Nutrition Australia .  

2015 SPONSORS OF BEROWRA BUSHRUNNERS 

https://berowrabushrunners.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/2015_membership_form2.pdf
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THE BUSHRUNNER 

SIZZLING IN STOCKHOLM! 31ST MAY 2008—PART SEVEN: BY ANDI HUCKER  

SPRING/SUMMER 2014  

Whatever I said about the Race director in Amsterdam – he is 

forgiven. The Stockholm Marathon course is the hilliest I have 

ever completed, but in saying that, the temperature on Satur-

day 31st May at 14.00 hrs, may have made every slope look a 

touch longer and a touch steeper. The 29m high bridge – the 

Vasterbron Bridge, which you go over twice is the easy bit – 

relatively speaking. 

The temperature gauge in the competitor’s village record-

ed 29C at 13.00 hrs, brilliant sunshine, no wind, truly awe-

some if you were heading for the beach. Sadly  not,  two   

layers  of  factor 36. I can’t recall how much fluid, Vaseline and a couple of prayers and we headed 

for the starting cauldron. There is always a dilemma in the starting pen  - find a good spot that will 

disappear as soon as the gun goes off, or drain yourself of that last bit of fluid. Only one winner in 

these circumstances. Today though, there is sense of trepidation as 14,000+ runners are asking 

themselves …. Why? A feeling that I have never sensed before, as we all knew we were in for an 

afternoon of hot entertainment.  

We get the 10 second warning and we’re over the line, the first km is well shaded, the second and a 

few more after gently down hill. At 6 a couple of Eynsham supporters were waiting for their flock to 

go by, at 8 we’re waterside and the heat really sinks in – it’s probably 30C+ at this point as the suns 

rays bounce of the buildings and the trees along the front – do whatever they do…. But a cheer, 

Jenny and James are on the sideline. Around the King’s palace – a very grand affair – past our hotel 

and then the shadow of the bridge. It’s at this point you realise the picturesque nature of Stock-

holm.  

There’s a small flotilla of boats on the water cheering the runners on, the buildings have years of 

historical significance and then there’s that ***** bridge. Actually it wasn’t too bad, probably be-

cause we’d spent hours training on what we call hills – Jon calls them slopes. There was a short 

sharp incline, a hairpin and a long drag up to the apex – all to the music of ‘Waterloo, na, nana, na, 

nananana … ‘or something like that – I didn’t stop to catch the words.  

Down the other side, and we start the long slow climb up to the half way point 

by the Olympic stadium – and a fresh serving of pickled gherkins. More cheers 

from Jenny and James as they’ve popped up again – they think I look relaxed, 

but with at least another 90 minutes to go I certainly don’t feel that way as we 

have to do it all over again. Actually with 1.26.30, at the halfway point, I’m on 

schedule, but we’re heading for some rolling parkland as we go around Stock-

holm’s main park to the east of the main city – with all the lovely warmth that a 

park gives off on a balmy sunny afternoon. Whilst it is actually cooler now, and 

there is a slight breeze, the previous 100 minutes is starting to take it’s toll.  

The organisers have put on plenty of watering holes, for energy drinks, water, water troughs to 

dunk your sponge  and caps in. There are also a liberal array of water sprays set up along the route 

for runners to take a shower in should they wish, or just run through to cool down for a second or 

two. More cheers at 29km, and Helen has joined the Alchester support team – well she’s actually 

caught up with them, or perhaps she has just left the bar, or perhaps….., never mind. 30km, a mi-

nute ahead of schedule and the 3 hour balloons saunter by. No way I’m going to keep up with them 

so it’s time to relax and try and finish – easier said than done, with the bridge again looming on the 

horizon.  

My 3.00 target has gone, my 3.05 target is slipping, I’m waiting for the pitter patter of Jon to pass 

me, but nothing … Roving reporter Helen, tells all, ….. he’s having a nightmare, Nigel’s got a col-

lapsed hamstring but the finish is measly 1km away. Time to make some noise, but there’s one last 

surprise, we go past the bit where they were handing out the pickled gherkins first time around. 

They are all squished. Sorry, Liz, I was going to bring you one back but the aroma got the better of 

me. Into the Olympic Stadium we come, off the tarmac onto the racing track, loud cheers as the 

announcer calls out the names of fellow runners ….. the winning ladies were on the rostrum collect-

ing their medals and bouquets. Over the line and there’s a collective silence of disbelief, around the 

runners finishing at the same time, surely a cup of barbiturates would have been less painful. 

Between the three of us – a personal nightmare, a personal worst, and just for the record, in case 

you don’t hear it anywhere else …… there was Nigel’s personal best. Not bad for 2100 accumulate 

miles between the three of us, 7 pairs of running shoes and in return, 3 medals, 6 tired legs and 48 

hours of re-living the event. A few other notable achievements, Jon crossed the line without need-

ing medical care immediately after, although he is close to Nigel Lambert’s chucking record, and 

there were 10 personal bests in the build up to the race.A big thank you to Helen, Jenny and James 

for their vocal encouragement around the course. It was greatly appreciated by the three of us, and 

they must have completed a half marathon themselves to keep popping up where they did. A thank 

you to Jon and Nigel for their company on those long flattish runs. At this point I should stress that 

despite the number of other match reports, this is the bona fide one, 

any others are total make believe – Jon’s always are. I mean has 

anyone ever seen Nigel waiting outside the ladies toilet pre-race ? 

 I don’t have space to write about the other fascinating sights of 

Stockholm. Gents, you’ll just have to go over yourselves and see the 

bikini clad dancers at 37km – no I wasn’t hallucinating, also the short 

shorts and the long legs, and I’m not talking about the runners. 

So, until next time, …. Paris 5th April, 2009, cooler, flatter, faster 

…… 

Before – the Olympic Stadium 

After.. The Gallant Three after the event. 
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OUR BUSHRUNNERS ON THEIR MANY ADVENTURES RUNNING! 

 SPRING/SUMMER 2014  
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SPRING/SUMMER 2014 

THE NEW YORK MARATHON BY PAUL EVENISS 

You have a sense of how big the New York Mar-

athon will be days before you start the race.  

Everywhere you travel in Manhattan you see one 

of fifty thousand runners, the subway advertises 

the run and the media is full of news about the 

run.  Even the customs officer’s first question 

was ‘are you here for the marathon?  

Two weeks prior to the run I had collected an 

injury to my knee, which had made running 

painful and had placed the trip in doubt. Inten-

sive physiotherapy, strong anti-inflammatories 

and rest occurred, with concerns on whether I 

could complete 42.2KM. With the second ques-

tion from the customs officer being whether I 

had ‘performance enhancing drugs’, I was not 

sure if this was a recommendation. 

The day starts with the runners catching the ferry from Manhattan to Staten Island, with the 

ferry passing the Statue of Liberty. After a short bus ride chatting to runners travelling from 

London, Manchester, Adelaide and Perth the start line beckons with complimentary bagels, 

coffee and doughnuts.  The temperature is around five Celsius and sponsors pass out bean-

ies. 

The second wave starts with a musician’s rousing rendition of Sinatra’s New York. The first few 

kilometres cross the Verrazano Bridge; the views of Manhattan were tempered with a strong 

wind, which had runners holding bibs into place, and me wondering if I would make 3km let 

alone 42.2KM.  I start with a reasonable pace not wishing to aggravate early my knee. 

Three kilometres into the run we enter Brooklyn and see the crowds for the first time. NYC 

Marathon is an amazing experience mainly due to the large spectator engagement, which 

have been estimated at between one to two million.   

Running through Brooklyn the spectators are everywhere with placards, words of encourage-

ment, ‘high fives’ and music. The music was amazing, what is surpris-

ing is the number of bands playing on the route. Running past one 

band all the runners sang the chorus to Neil Diamonds ‘Sweet Caro-

line’, with the required hand pumping.  

Twenty kilometres into the run and I see a New Yorker holding up a 

sign welcoming us to Queens the third of the five boroughs.  The 

spectator signs are another feature of the race. “Worst parade ever”, 

“Pain now beer later”, “Pain is temporary - Internet results last forev-

er”, “It could be worse you could be married to a Kardashian”.  The 

signs are numerous and included a few marriage proposals. The 

temperature has also risen and I discard beanie and gloves. 

Crossing the Queensboro Bridge into Manhattan I pass a group of 

the Australian Indigenous Marathon Runners and start to hear the 

roar of the crowd. The advice given at this stage was to temper your 

adrenalin and not to be carried away by the experience. Running along First Avenue the 

crowds are vocal with calls of ‘Go Paul’, ‘Go Australia’, the countless cheering is a great coun-

ter for tiring legs. The support from musicians continues and at some stage I notice a gospel 

choir on the steps of a church.  

At 32km we enter into the final of the five boroughs of The Bronx and then turn into 5th Ave-

nue, which takes us back into Manhattan. At this stage the recent injury starts to take effect 

but the sheer backing from the crowds pushes you along up the incline until we finally hit 

Central park. I make one last effort to see whether I can run close to four hours but the legs 

are not responding. 

The final few kilometres into Central park is tiring but 

again the crowds are several deep and the runners urge 

each other on. I start to join in the high-fives with the 

crowd and finally after 42.2km reach the finish line.  After 

the trials of the past few weeks I am delighted in both 

finishing and achieving a time of 04.09.45, which repre-

sents a personal best of 24 minutes.  

The amazing piece about the finish is that it lasts about a 

week.  First runners congratulate each other, then random 

strangers congratulate you and the local bar provides free 

beer. On Marathon Monday the festivities continue with 

runners wearing their medals around Manhattan and lo-

cals congratulating you.  

The New York Marathon is a wonderful experience.  
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SPECIAL CLUB DISCOUNTS FOR 2015 MEMBERS 

The Berowra Village Tavern supports Berowra Bushrunners 

with monthly prizes for both the 10k and 5k handicap runs.  

Drop in and have a great meal at the bistro and enjoy the 

great vibe of the Tavern 

$20 vouchers for the Bistro 

Wine for the adult 10k and 5k handicap winners 

Special BBR offer! 

The Frontier Store in Crows Nest are offering a special deal for BBR members. Just drop into 

the store at 391-393 Pacific Highway, Crows Nest and Please provide your 2015 discount 

code to staff on arrival, or enter the code on their website and receive 20% off everything 

in store excluding sale items and GPS units.  www.thefrontier.com.au/ 

BEROWRA BUSHRUNNER MEMBERS: 

Sydney Trail Series offers a 15% discount for Sydney Trailrunning Series races. 

www.sydneytrailseries.com 

Northside Runners is located at Crows Nest (Ph:8065 3583) and Manly (Ph. 8964 8871). All 

Berowra Bushrunners members receive a $20 discount on all rrp shoe purchases. Please 

provide your 2015 discount code to staff on arrival  

Northside Sports Physiotherapy is located at Shop 1 93-103 Pacific Hwy, (corner Pretoria Pa-

rade and Pacific Hwy) Hornsby (Ph:9476 1666). All Berowra Bushrunners members receive 

a $10 discount on each treatment session. Please provide your 2015 discount code to staff 

HANDICAP PRIZE SPONSORS  

Bambino Too  supports Berowra Bushrunners with monthly 

prizes for our junior runners in the  5k handicap runs.  

A Kids meal  consisting of Pizza, a drink and a Ice Cream 

dessert and a standard pizza for our 10k runners 

All of Bambinos pizzas are made with fresh ingredients and 

they offer Gluten Free Bases. 

 

Tailwind Nutrition supports Berowra Bush-

runners with monthly prizes for the 10k 

handicap run and an end of year prize.  

See the great products of Tailwind Nutrition 

at www.tailwindnutrition.com.au  

4 x 1 sample pack of Tailwind Nutrition  

http://www.thefrontier.com.au/
http://www.sydneytrailseries.com
http://www.thefrontier.com.au/

