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The EPIC Race
 

Epic: according to our Collins pocket dictionary the adjective meaning is on a grand scale!!  I thought it meant brave as well but apparently not brave is a good word as it means courageous and splendid which is another apt description of the race.  Goodness knows I needed some courage for this splendid and grand race!!
 

It was an early start even by most race standards as I had to be dropped off and Steve GONE before 5am.  It was pitch black with no street lights except at the intersection he dropped me at.  I found the bike rack and attached my glo stick rings so I could find my bike after the 3km run.  I started to head for the beach and on the way ran into Archie (Megan from Mountain running guides brother)  a really neat guy that was very kind when I was so worried about whether I was even going to make the finish line of this race.  Down at the beach and the ritual hands in the Tasman sea then lining up at the start.  Judkins lightened the mood by yelling where the f$&* is number 162 (no such number of course).  The hooter went off and it was all on to get off the beach over the rocks, the first 3km of a 243km race was at a sprint to catch a good bike bunch, I managed it in 13minutes and it was not flat!  Got a good bunch though and the pace was nuts for the 1st 20k or so then it finally settled down, we did knock out the 55km in 1hr 39min though.  No worries just another 180km + to go.  Great transition with Steve doing his usual perfect job of getting everything right.  Headed off for the mountains with over 5kg on my back which feels quite heavy to start with but lightens as you get stuck into your drink (good for encouraging you to drink early!).  With the bad weather during the week and rain forecast for that night the rivers were quite high which meant we had to detour for a bit as the first river crossings were too dangerous.  The next decent river crossing was only knee deep but fairly swift and REALLY cold I noticed when I was totally submerged after having being swept off my feet despite being linked with 3 men, I couldn't get my feet back under me and they had to drag me through to the other side.  Then away the big guys went so I ran as hard as I could desperate to keep up with them as I knew there were a few nasty crossings still to come and I wouldn't have a chance on my own and I didn't fancy waiting.  Time in this longest day race is tight, the weekend before we had trotted through the run and it took us 8hrs, I had a very real fear of not making the cut off's along the way.  Robin Judkins had told me at the registration that 2:30pm was the absolute latest to be on the river as any later and you didn't have a hope of making the other cutoff's on the river therefore not finishing the race.  Not finishing wasn't an option this time as I had a very important passenger and it was the passengers one and only chance at this race.  So I figured I had to be at Goat hut by 11am and off the mountain by 1pm.  Luckily I managed to just hang in there with the big guys for all but one of the gnarly crossings, the other one I arrived at with no one in sight, it wasn't so wide and the river bed went down into it then dropped away into a deep very swift channel so I just ran as hard as I could into the water and leapt for the other side, I managed to land behind a large rock and scramble out of the water on the other side.  About an hour into it at the Sulphur rocks I hear "Lyndy!!  How's it going!!!!"  it was Archie and I sure was pleased to see him as I knew he knew the course really well so the plan was to keep him in sight for as long as I could.  Trouble was he knocks out that run in 4hrs, so I nearly killed myself trying to keep up with him, but it was worth it.  Unfortunately just as I got to the area I was really worried about losing my way in - the Big boulders section, I lost sight of anybody at all, it was so frustrating trying to find my way through there I even had to double back a couple of times which is a huge waste of time I didn't have to spare.  Finally I got to the bottom of the steep bit of riverbed up to Goat hut, zoomed up there, though was getting a tad stuffed by then thanks to the frantic pace until then.  I looked at my watch and it was bang on 11am!  Then I realised that 2hrs to Klondyke was really pushing it as we still had a long way just to Dudleys knob which is usually about 1hr 30min form Klondyke so figured I had to really motor to get there in time!  Raced along Goat pass again as hard as I could.  There is sections of board walk up there to protect the vegetation by keeping people off it, as I stepped off the end of one I stepped straight onto a large rock that rolled straight over, I'm sure I even heard my ankle go as well as felt it, I kept running and figured it couldn't be broken as I was still running, but I have to admit as I was running I could feel it swelling a figured it was going to be very fat by the time I got to the end, and of course once it goes the first time it KEEPS rolling.  I ended up rolling both ankles both ways by the end of the run, lucky they were taped or it would've been a whole lot worse damage.  So I ran faster down hills than I have run before, I was so knackered though that I couldn't run up Dudleys knob (believe me that is a steep one!).  Finally back into flat riverbeds with lots of loose large rocks to 'run' over.  It didn't seem far left to go but it is slow going.  
Finally made it to Klondyke corner and it was 7mins to 1pm!!!  I couldn't believe it, now I had a margin for mishaps on the river.  I was so shattered though and I was so happy I couldn't believe I had done it.  So I bawled my eyes out and said a lot of 'F' words, much to Charlie's amusement.  Steve was there to grab the bladder from my camelback to refill for the Kayak leg.  It was so good to see him even though he wasn't meant to be there, he had to shoot off immediately for the kayak start again and fill the camelback bladder and have it ready and waiting.  Megan from Mountain running guides was there and was very encouraging.  Charlie is a long time family friend that knew my brother well so it was fitting that she was my other crew member.  Charlie was AWESOME crew and brought a darn good spaghetti and cheese toasted sandwich which was great after all the squeezies and replace.  It was hard to eat it though as the system had had a hiding already by then.  But I managed to eat all the middle out and biff the crusts (don't tell Charlie) it was still so good though.  
Back on my wee Giant for the 15km to the Mt White Bridge.  Left my runners on as Steve had put plain pedals on which was such a good idea instead of trying to take shoes on and off very very sore feet, I couldn't bend anyway as my back was pretty sore too.  Who the hell put those hills in that 15km made it very interesting that's for sure, I was darn grateful for the tail wind though :) .  Got off bike at the top of the road where Steve and Charlie were waiting for me, we jogged (I could still actually jog at that stage) the 800m to the boats with Steve giving me information about the river conditions on the way.  I informed them that I needed to pee and sorry but it was going to be in the boat, lucky for them I was kind and decided to stop at the portaloo that had been reinstated by the bridge instead.  So a fairly complex transition as its not so easy to 'stop and tie your shoe laces' in this leg and you want everything just right and comfortable before you start as once again the time constraints were looming and a stop on the river added a minimum of 15mins.  So I started to put things on and next thing Steve is telling me off as I wasn't doing it in order!!!!  It was quite funny and Charlie and I were laughing.  They were trying to take my runners off and put my booties on which brought in the 'F' word again due to the sore feet, it certainly made me squeal a bit like a girl!  Poor Steve he has the patience of a Saint!  I managed to be on the water by 1/4 to 2pm so had 51/4 hrs to get to Woodstock, which seems like plenty of time but when you are lacking in skills like I was it was still going to be tight!!  Starting off and I am USELESS at picking good braids, thank goodness a few guys paddled past that looked like they knew where they were going so followed them for as long as I could see them.  The river is amazing with how quickly it drops they are only a 100m or so ahead of you and all you can see is the paddle blade each time it comes up as they drop out of sight that quickly.  By the time you are in the gorge there is not much choice in where to go.
Now the day of the race is the safest time of all to go down the Waimak.  If you are paddling along and get to a rapid that has people sitting at the end in white water kayaks waiting or jet boats then your stomach drops and that 'F' word once again comes into play.  I did cause a fair few of them great entertainment along the way, I would've got a standing ovation on a couple of those rapids if they could've stood up in their kayak's.  One such incident was in the 'Rock Garden' rapid (no flowers anywhere).  Paddling along and there were the rescuers at the end and nest thing I see this HUGE submerged rock and the river (which was twice the volume of anything I had ever been on in my life!) it had the water going over it and making a big hole on the other side with a huge wave coming up from that, I was frantically trying to paddle around it but the Waimak had other ideas.  I had just enough time and presence of mind (what there was left of it) to straighten up and shoot straight over the top with what I would imagine was a fairly stunned expression of disbelief on my face that i was still upright.  The rescue people clapped and cheered and laughed their heads off, I managed a weak kind of sick laugh.  The thing was I didn't just do that once I actually managed to find another rock and do it again!  I crept my way down the river taking every chicken chute available and inventing a few new ones of my own, I was so terrified the whole way wishing that Gary was doing the kayak leg.  Got to another obviously nasty rapid (jet boat present) that had a high messy chop on it instead of the regular wave chain of most of them.  By that time I was about 2/3 or 3/4 of the way through the gorge and was getting  quite fatigued.  I went over the top of one wave and landed on the side of the next wave and didn't get my paddle into the water quick enough to stop myself going over.  Under the water and I couldn't believe the power in the flow, it was so scary.  I knew we mere mortals had no say in the matter.  I managed to hang on to my paddle and just managed to grab the back of my boat.  I was heading straight for a bluff so tried pretty hard to get to the side, I knew I daren't put my feet down as that is so dangerous.  My hip hit a rock when I was nearly to the side and I used that 'F' word again as it hurt like hell.  I was so lucky to get out where I did quite quickly.  I was knackered though and so tired.  The jet boat guy came over to make sure I wasn't cold, I said 'I was ok it was my first swim'.  My leg hurt to even move it and the bruise was wicked and huge and black instantly.  I managed to empty my boat and get back in, I knew I couldn't afford to take too long as I still had a long way to go.  
Finally I paddled through the checkpoint at Woodstock and was too tired to even get excited I was feeling really seedy and sleepy by then which probably wasn't very good.  All I had in my head was I had to get to the finish line and to keep paddling (it is possible to paddle and throw up at the same time).  It was all I could do to stay awake in my boat.  Again I was grateful to see a couple of guys that looked like they knew the right lines to take so I did my best to keep them in sight, there was another guy beside me that informed me 'his arse had gone solid'  I knew what he meant though only half of my arse was solid the other half I just couldn't feel.  At last the Gorge bridge but with still a rapid into a bluff right there, oh man had to stay upright for that one as I didn't think I could get out of the river if I didn't!!  I made it in to the river bank and Steve wanted me to sit down but all I had in my head was to get over the timing mat because then I had until midnight to ride to Sumner.  Poor Steve said I was the worst condition he's ever seen me at the end of a race.  I was again bawling my eyes out because I had done it!!!!  I knew that nothing would stop me finishing now.  The pain in my body was immense, I have never been so badly bruised in my life and my poor feet just stung like hell.  Once again the 'f' word was copious.  Sorry guys and I hate swearing too!!!  My crew were so awesome and I struggled to even walk up the hill to my bike. 
I was amazed at how quickly my body started to come right though.  By the time I managed to get on my bike I was starting to feel human again and my brain was beginning to function again.  I headed off, up a BLOODY hill ('F!').  But on my lovely Cervelo I felt like I had fresh legs, so quickly got up to 40+km/hr in the tail wind it was awesome to be traveling at a decent pace.  I thought I was going to be cold so had a few layers on.  I stopped Steve as he came past in the car and passed him all my excess clothes (besides I did want to look good for my finish photo!!)  The 70km ride in to town went really quickly, (either that or I had a few blackouts on the way).  There was a bloke sitting just behind me for most of it and as we got closer to Sumner I decided that I didn't want to share the finish chute with him and I had lead all the way so it was MINE!  He tried very hard to pass me as we ran in but I stayed in front.  I saw my Dad as I ran in, he had flown down to watch me finish.  I carried my passenger in my hand as I ran across the finish line and would you believe it was the only place I didn't cry or swear!  Steve Gurney welcomed me in and gave me a can of Speights.  So that was my Epic race.  The bruises hurt so much I didn't notice my 2 fat black ankles until 2 days later when we got on the ferry!  
It was an amazing race and I did it for a very different reason than I have ever done any other race in my life so I can't compare it to anything.  But I achieved what I had to do so that is all that matters.

Cheers
Lyndy
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