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My little supporters!! 

 

 

The 3rd 45km was great as we had another tail wind, so I made sure I did all my eating as I 
knew  I’d  turn  around  into  a  head  wind  and  that  was  hard  work.    I’m  not  a  very  fast  rider  so  
the  last  45km  was  very  lonely  as  there  weren’t  terribly  many  out  there  and  the  fact  that  you  
can’t  talk  to  anyone  or  get  to  close  or  you’d  be  drafting.    I  got  so  sick  of  riding  by  the  last  
20km I was literally counting down every km!  As I approached the 180km in frankston it felt 
almost  like  I’d  finished  the  Ironman  as  I  couldn’t  wait  to  start  running.    The bike leg took me 
6 hours and 17 minutes. The volunteers again were amazing.  They took my bike for me to 
be racked and then came the struggle of actually running to the tent to prepare for the run.  
Running downhill in bike shoes and lycra on red carpet is not a pretty sight.  Infact it 
shouldn’t  be  allowed,  that  whole  red  carpet  thing  should  have  been  covered  from  the  
public!  For the spectators this would have to be the perfect spot to be for an ironman it 
would have been great entertainment.  After amusing the crowd it was run time – 
woohoo!!!   

 

carpet  and  finally  those  words  I’d  been  waiting  for  – “Nicole  Allen,  you  are  an  Ironman”  It 
took me 11 hours and 48 minutes. 

3.8km swim – 1.10 

180km ride – 6.17 

42.2km run – 4.07 
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by NICOLE ALLEN !
I never thought there was another sport that I 
could ever enjoy other than running. I have done 
a few marathons, but I love to challenge myself 
and needed something more. One of my good 
running friends got injured a couple of years ago 
and started up this sport called “triathlon”. I 
thought she was pretty stupid swimming in the 
ocean, being wet then riding a bike all before 
running, it seemed to be all too much effort really! 
She did beg me for a while to have a go, but told 
her her you couldn’t pay me to swim or ride a 
bike. Eventually I gave in just to shut her up. I 
entered a triathlon that was a 500 metre swim, 
20km ride and a 5km run. I had to borrow my 
hubbys bike and spend money on a wetsuit, so I 
wasn’t impressed with the money outlay to start 
with, but I did manage to finish the triathlon 
without drowning and actually enjoyed it and I 
crossed the line with my friend. She then thought 
it would be a great idea to enter a few more, then 
a Half Ironman. I had to then spend way too 
much money on a bike, bike stuff, more bike stuff, 
then swimming stuff, then more bike stuff. I’m 
now the proud owner of 3+ wetsuits, 5+ triathlon 
suits, 5+ goggles, 2 bikes, 2 bike shoes, way too 
much lycra, winter bike stuff, summer bike stuff, a 
new garmin so I can swim with it, cycling glasses, 
enough energy bars/gels to fill a cupboard, also 
changed my dining room into a gym to store all 
this stuff plus have somewhere to train on my  

!
bike. At this stage my husband was really 
scratching his head wondering how we were 
going to feed our kids. So I managed to get 
through a couple of Half Ironman - 1.9km swim, 
90km ride, 21.1km run, then I went to the finish 
line of the 2013 Ironman Melbourne and found it 
to be one of the most emotional experiences I’ve 
ever had. They had swum 3.8km, rode 180km 
and then ran 42.2km! That night I thought I’d love 
to run down that red carpet and call myself an 
Ironman and so did my friend so a week later we 
entered! It took me about 12 months to train with 
a marathon and another Half Ironman to get me 
through. 

Then the big day finally arrived. The thing about 
these Ironmans is that it really is an all weekend 
experience. A day to register and get the 
ridiculous amount of stickers, timers wrist bands, 
bags, instructions for what to do with all these 
things, then rules and regulations for the day. The 
next day involved checking in the bike, getting 
caught up with the fact that there were only 15% 
women and all these ‘very large’ men were going 
to be swimming with me tomorrow!!!! Not to 
mention all the ridiculously expensive bikes that I 
had to park mine next to and to remember where 
it was! After checking the bike in we had to drop 
our ‘bike bag’ and ‘run bag’ off too. This had all 
the gear in it for each leg. 

IRONMUM



Then went home to eat, rest and eat!! 

I m a n a g e d t o s c o r e m y s e l f s o m e 
accommodation in Frankston with my fellow 
Ironman buddies, so didn’t have to travel far in 
the morning. I tried to get to bed early but 
couldn’t sleep, I just wanted to get going. With a 
week of carb loading and not much training I 
was busting to get out there!! 

We had a sleep in till 5am, then breakfast, 
bathers on and a lift into the start. Very 
surprised at this stage as I still had no nerves. 
Went straight into the bike transition to load the 
bike with all the fuel I’d need for 180km. So 
wish I could have packed a 3 course meal 
somewhere as I was stressing about eating 
food from a packet all day, how am I going to 
survive all day without real food and coffee?? 
Pumped the tyres up which took up most of the 
morning as I still can’t use a pump! After making 
sure the bike was ready for a 180km ride I had 
to get myself ready for a 3.8km swim. Wetsuit 
took about 20 minutes to get on. Seriously was 
thinking about how much 
easier it is to plan for a run!!!! 
I’ve just spent 1 1⁄2 hours 
getting ready!! Once the 
wetsuit was on I followed all 
the other seals to the start 
line. 

The water looked great. 
That’s one thing that I’m sure 
everyone worries about. A 
3.8km swim is hard enough, 
but in choppy waters would 
be double the pain. I stood at 
the start line looking a where 
the buoys were and I thought wowsers that’s a 
long way for some people to run!!! But 
surprisingly I was still not nervous! The music 
was pumping and I couldn’t believe I was going 
to do an Ironman!!! I remember at the start a 
guy told me to just “enjoy” the day and you’ll be 
right after the first 100 metres of the swim. The 
feeling of entering that water and thinking of the 
enormous job ahead was actually quite exciting. 
The gun went off and so did the start of ‘the 
washing machine’ The amount of kicking, 
elbowing and knocks in the head was ridiculous 
but quickly I thought I’m one of those and I’ll 
start hitting back! So with that confidence I 
literally started swimming over the top of 
everyone and found myself settled into a nice 
pack of men the really just dragged me along 
with them. Felt great the whole way, but did 
have to remind myself a few times that this was 
just the warm up and I still had a long way to 
go. Got out of the water and my time was 1hour 
10 for the 3.8km swim, pretty happy! Now I had 
the biggest challenge ahead of me, the bike! I 
decided to get completely changed as it was 
pretty cold and I don’t do cold well. The 
volunteers were fantastic, they emptied my bike 

bag and got me dressed without me having to 
think of a thing! Even reminded me of the 
vaseline and sunscreen! 

On the way out from the ride I managed to see 
Chris and the kids and gave them all a big kiss 
and said see you in about 6 hours. If you want a 
scenic bike ride for 6 plus hours this surely isn’t 
the course to take. I’m sorry to say but this was 
the most boring 180km ride ever. Thank 
goodness I saw all the volunteers including lots 
of KRR and family out on the course. It become 
so ridiculously boring that I now know every exit 
on eastlink and just about the distance between 
each one! I only had to stop for the loo once 
thank goodness!! It was a little cruel having to 
pass the Wellington Road exit 4 times, I did 
consider getting off and going home for a nap. 
The first 45km was awesome. I still don’t know 
much about head and tail winds but clearly it 
was a tail wind as I was going fast too easy. 
The minute I turned around at the Ringwood 
tunnel it started to get hard, but again I looked 
forward to see family and friends. The 

volunteers were soooo amazing, I 
still struggle to even take my arm 
off the handle bars of a bike and 
I even had one girl sprint about 
100 metres to catch me with a 
drink. The trickiest part which I’m 
sure is easy for most was trying 
to eat and ride into a head wind. 
At least I had something to think 
about and laugh at, that kept me 
amused for the next 45km. At the 
turnaround at 90km I got to see 
family again which was a real 
boost. 

The 3rd 45km was great as we had another tail 
wind, so I made sure I did all my eating as I 
knew I’d turn around into a head wind and that 
was hard work. I’m not a very fast rider so the 
last 45km was very lonely as there weren’t 
terribly many out there and the fact that you 
can’t talk to anyone or get to close or you’d be 
drafting. I got so sick of riding by the last 20km I 
was literally counting down every km! As I 
approached the 180km in Frankston it felt 
almost like I’d finished the Ironman as I couldn’t 
wait to start running. The bike leg took me 6 
hours and 17 minutes. The volunteers again 
were amazing. They took my bike for me to be 
racked and then came the struggle of actually 
running to the tent to prepare for the run. 
Running downhill in bike shoes and lycra on red 
carpet is not a pretty sight. In fact it shouldn’t be 
allowed, that whole red carpet thing should 
have been covered from the public! For the 
spectators this would have to be the perfect 
spot to be for an ironman it would have been 
great entertainment. After amusing the crowd it 
was run time – woohoo!!! 

The gun went off and so 
did the start of the 

washing machine. The 
amount of kicking, 

elbowing and knocks in 
the head was ridiculous 
but quickly I thought I’m 
one of those and I’ll start 

hitting back! 



I’d never been so pumped to run a marathon, but 
then thought to myself holy crap, I now have to 
run a marathon, but once I started running I felt 
great. The plus of swimming 3.8km and riding 
180km before a marathon is you’re warmed up. 
The crowd was great. We all had our names on 
our bib so it felt like everyone out there was your 
friend as they were screaming out your name 
every step of the way. The Marathon bought back 
a few good memories as it went from Frankston 
to St Kilda as that was the first marathon I ever 
did. My legs felt great, I’d obviously eaten enough 
as I wasn’t hungry but I really wasn’t looking 
forward to gu’s for the next 4 plus hours. The first 
10km was great as I had Chris and the kids jump 
out at almost every 2km. The aim of the run for 
me was just to chase as many people down as I 
could and that’s how I got through it. I knew it 
would get exciting at the 19km mark as this is 
where they set up the big screen TV and all my 
friends and family would be there so just ticked 
the km’s over until I got there and it was 
awesome. 

The crowd was huge and the loud cheering was 
so motivating. I got to see Chris and the kids and 
my mum and a few other family members. Just 
the boost I need to get to the end. I had my kids 
run with me for a bit. My legs still felt great which 
I was surprised about, but I started to get a really 
bad stomach ache, I’m thinking from all the gu’s 
and gatorade. So at this stage I stopped having 
any more gu’s as I just couldn’t stomach anymore 
and thought now I’m going to be in trouble as this 
was the only nutrition I had. How am I going to 
get through 22km without anything? I had a very 
close friend who’s done 11 ironman ride next to 
me for the next 10+ km’s and I was wrapped. It 
took my mind off the stomach aches and it was 
so nice to be chatting away to someone while I 
was running as this is how I always do my long 
runs. One of the highlights of the marathon was 
spotting my favourite radio man Matt Tilley at 
about 35km and as I passed him I told him he 
just got “chicked” by his biggest fan!! So got to 
the 36km mark with on water and some flat coke 
and I started feeling pretty tired. But I thought to 
myself it’s only 6km to go!!! The crowd just got 
louder every 500metres I ran. I was really excited 
as the sun was still out and if kept up this pace I 
would crack 12 hours. As I got closer to St Kilda 
the view was amazing. The sun was starting to 
make it’s way down and I could here Mike Reilly’s 
voice bringing people in. My legs were still feeling 
great but my stomach was so sore, but the pain 
went away as soon as I saw the lights and the 
turn to go down the red carpet. I remember a few 
people telling me to enjoy those last few steps so 
I made sure I did. I managed to spot the kids and 
Chris and my mum. They got lots of kisses and 
sweaty hugs and then I felt like a rockstar running 
down the red carpet and finally those words I’d 
been waiting for – “Nicole Allen, you are an 
Ironman!” 
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  The crowd was huge and the loud cheering was so motivating.  Got to see Chris and the 
kids and my mum and a few other family members.  Just the boost I need to get to the end.  
I had my kids run with me for a bit.  My legs still felt great which I was surprised about, but I 
started  to  get  a  really  bad  stomach  ache,  I’m  thinking  from  all  the  gu’s  and  gatorade.    So  at  
this  stage  I  stopped  having  any  more  gu’s  as  I  just  couldn’t  stomach anymore and thought 
now  I’m  going  to  be  in  trouble  as  this  was  the  only  nutrition  I  had.    How  am  I  going  to  get  
through  22km  without  anything?    I  had  a  very  close  friend  who’s  done  11  ironman  ride  next  
to  me  for  the  next  10+  km’s  and  I  was  wrapped.    It  took my mind off the stomach aches and 
it was so nice to be chatting away to someone while I was running as this is how I always do 
my long runs.  One of the highlights of the marathon was spotting my favourite radio man 
Matt Tilley at about 35km and as I passed  him  I  told  him  he  just  got  “chicked”  by  his  biggest  
fan!!  So got to the 36km mark with on water and some flat coke and I started feeling pretty 
tired.    But  I  thought  to  myself  it’s  only  6km  to  go!!!    The  crowd  just  got  louder  every  
500metres I ran.  I was really excited as the sun was still out and if kept up this pace I would 
crack 12 hours.  As I got closer to St Kilda the view was amazing.  The sun was starting to 
make  it’s  way  down  and  I  could  here  Mike  Reilly’s  voice  bringing  people  in.    My  legs were 
still feeling great but my stomach was so sore, but the pain went away as soon as I saw the 
lights and the turn to go down the red carpet.  I remember a few people telling me to enjoy 
those last few steps so I made sure I did.  I managed to spot the kids and Chris and my mum.  
They got lots of kisses and sweaty hugs and then I felt like a rockstar running down the red 

!
3.8k swim - 1:10 !
180km ride - 6:17 !
42.2k run - 4:07 !!

Total time 

11:48:43



THE STORY OF THE!

SMOKEY’S CREW
By PETER VINCE !!
I joined up with the Eastern Suburbs Hash House 
Harriers (‘drinkers with a running problem’) during 
the early 1980s. Bill ‘Smokey’ Dawson was a 
foundation member of the Hash and had been 
hosting a Saturday morning run (‘the Saturday 
6am boys’) from his home in Kew. !
At Knox, we used to do a number of away runs, 
including the run we still do from the Camberwell 
Supermarket Carpark. It occurred to me that it 
would be fun to do a run with Smokey’s group 
because of the quite different cultures.  So I 
organised a run with Smokey that we could do 
together. !
The interesting thing about each of the groups 
was their quite different behaviours after the early 
runs.  Knox went to their table in the park with 
their muesli, orange juice, thermos flasks and 
packets of tea and coffee.  And yes, Gavin did 
organise some sausages.  Smokey and his 
mates fired up the barbeque with sausages, eggs 
and bacon which they knocked down with some 
red wines.  The surprising thing from Smokey’s 
perspective was how quickly the Knox runners 
adapted to the drinking culture and just how little 
time it took to give Smokey, Pilks and the others 
a big run for their money.  They certainly needed 
no encouragement! !
One of our early memorable runs involved us 
being met shortly after the start of the run with a 
member of Smokey’s group in full formal wear, 
acting as a waiter handing over glasses of sherry 
or ‘breakfast Tokay’ as we got to the top of a 
small hill along the Yarra Boulevard.   !
Since that time we have continued to have a 
couple of runs a year with the Smokey crew. 
Whilst they are getting a bit older now, (so are 
we!) a few of their runners were doing marathons 
around 2:40 and 2:50 during the 1970s and 
1980s. !
They are a very talented lot and love to do their 
poetry at the Christmas run hosted by Scotty and 
Gilly’s breakfast where Phil (the ex-Carey 
principal) delivers a full assessment of the 
contribution of each member of Smokey’s group 
over the year.  Very funny. !
I have reproduced one of Peter McDonald’s 
(“Mum’s”) poems (December 1996) with 
appropriate acknowledgement to Banjo Paterson 
and “The Man From Snowy River”. !

Smokey’s – Where the Guinneii Flows !
I had written him a letter which I had, for want of better 

knowledge 
Sent to where I’d met him, a week or so ago 

It was through running that I knew him so I sent a letter 
to him 

Just on spec, addressed as follows, “Smokey’s – 
Where The Guinneii Flows” !

And an answer came directed, by text, as was 
expected 

“There’s a big run planned for Sat’dy” was what he did 
declare 

“We’ll do a few golf courses, avoid those two wild 
horses 

So have a think about it, but either way, you should be 
there” !

In my wild erratic fancy, visions come to me of 
Smokey’s 

Where each Saturday they all gather, these runners of 
renown 

But looking tired and weary, with red eyes still quite 
bleary 

There’s one old bloke who turns up in an “Onka” 
dressing gown !

And Smokey’s there to meet them, as he staggers our, 
he greets them 

And as other runners join the group, they adopt a sort 
of sway 

As they work out who’s still coming, who’s away & 
who’s stopped running 

While Annie, wide awake in bed, just wishes they’d go 
away !

And they finally stop their talking, and head off, but 
walking 

Down the hill and to the river where the gentle breezes 
sway 

Where they finally start running, not fast, they’re far too 
cunning 

And we watch them disappearing into the dawning of 
the day !

And they run until they’re buggered, but this group is 
tough and rugged 

And they all finish back at Smokey’s and together, right 
on cue 

They all sit down to natter and eat sausages from the 
platter 

And each man drinks Guinness, except for Roger, who 
drinks two!! !

And I sometimes rather fancy that I’d like to change 
with Smokey 

And we’d have the run from MY place and just see how 
it all goes 

But all that’s wishful thinking, without Smokey, we’d 
start sinking 

‘Cos no one does it better.  Here’s to Smokey’s – 
Where The Guinneii Flows !

There are, of course, various rituals and 
protocols.  We have them too!  The main thing is 
about their committee.   No one knows who the 
members are but there are at least a couple of 
Smokey’s group who have the “authority” to 
speak on the Committee’s behalf. !
That is especially so concerning the so-called 
letter from Athletics Victoria protesting the use of 
words like athletics or running in conjunction with 
Smokey’s group. !
They also assemble before their runs on 
Saturdays in their dressing-gowns before taking 
off firstly for a lengthy walk and then into a bit of a 
run. Then, of course, there is the Guinness.  That 
happens at the conclusion of Smokey’s Saturday 
runs. !
You can have a cup of tea and an increasing 
number of the group seem to be gravitating to 
that beverage. !
In conjunction with the switch over to tea, they 
seem to have been losing their way as a running 
group (and drinking group). !
I think it is high time for Knox to step in and help 
Smokey’s “Committee” to answer the questions 
posed by Athletics Victoria for the sake of Bill and 
his running mates. 



Run For The Kids 2014
by MIKE BOWER !
Your favourite ex-president, investigative KRR 
reporter and former editor returns to provide the 
scoop on R4TK 2014. !
KR was well represented as usual at Melbourne’s 
biggest fun-run.  It is a great cause and for us, we 
have a focal point in little Ollie McKinnon and 
Team Pest.  We had at least 26 competitors plus 
a few injured supporters (Kathy, Dave, & Mike).  
Danni & Trev and family put on the now 
traditional post run BBQ and muffin attack.  This 
lady is both a fantastic support to Ollie and a 
superb muffin/macaroon chef.  Trev is ok too.  
They earned $335+ for the Good Friday appeal. 

On the course we had the evergreen DT do a 
cracker run in the 5.5k then he charged around 
the course cheering on the runners in the 15k. 

In the 15k we had our young draftees on display.  
Podium to Eddie, Cam and Brad – these three 
guys have a turn of speed and really looked good 
in the KR singlet.  Shelly, Danni and Sheena 
were the podium finishers.  Shelly is in form in 
2014 – look out for a quick time at Puffing Billy. 

Loz & Lis ran well as usual and the old-timers 
were led home by the Magnificent Montenegrin.  
Blackie was moving well.  Gav had his longest 
run since Marathon day. 

Well done to all the KR runners and family, this is 
a great community day and it was a sensational 
sunny Melbourne.  Apologies to those we missed. 

5.5k

DT 31.30

Renee 49.15

Ollie 49.15

Marie	  
Stanisic

53.32

15k

Eddie 58.51

Cam 60.05

Brad 63.27

Michelle 64.58

Laurie 65.42

Dave	  Black 65.53

Milan 68.21

Toby 74.35

Trev 75.31

Danni 75.32

Sheena 76.22

Geraldine 76.44

Amanda 76.55

Lis 77.02

Dave	  Rolfe 80.30

Greg 82.17

Mark	  Boyle 82.26

Nicola 85.56

Rick	  Bower 90.10

Cat	  Hardie 90.10

Gavin 90.37

Lesley 93.33





by ADAM SEARBY !
This year’s Rollercoaster Run was 
another cracker from the stable of 
KRR’s own Michael Clarke and 
Rohan Day. Available in two variants, 
21.5 and 43k, the course “meanders” 
around a loop of the Doongalla 
National Park, starting and finishing 
at Sky High atop Mount Dandenong.  !
Those who have run it often remark 
that the only flat section of the run is 
the car park leading to the start/finish 
line. It is certainly a tough run on the 
calendar, however it continues to 
draw a contingent of dedicated 
Roadrunners, mainly in the single 
loop, however a few taking on the 
double. This decision is ultimately 
questioned when commencing the 
second lap, where you are required 
to cross the finish line, head back 
downhill and do it all over again. !
The true standout of the day was 
Laurie Dalton. I have quickly dubbed 
Laurie “Cliffy Dalton” not only 
b e c a u s e h e h a s s m a s h e d 
Rollercoaster two years running, but 
due to the common belief in the club 
that once Laurie unleashes on a 
100k he will likely smash that too. 
Laurie posted a 5:07, resulting in a 
22nd place in a field of quality 
runners. Well done Laurie, a fantastic 
effort on a run that may soon be 
nicknamed the Lauriecoaster! !!

Pics courtesy of Dandyrunner. Thanks Erwin! 



Puffing Billy
A staple of the KRR calendar, Puffing Billy again had a 
big turnout of Roadrunners set to show the train who 
is boss. Rumour has it our very own president 
managed to muster a rousing reception at the finish 
line, and some quick times were run indeed.  

THE 2014 KRR PUFFING BILLY TEAM



Wendy Thomas is the 2013 Leo P Rooney Clubperson of 
The Year 

How did you get into running ? 

In 2007 my son-in-law Caleb was running the Run 
Melbourne 10k event, and my daughter Belinda and I 
entered the 5k event with the intention of walking.  Leading 
up to the event, Belinda decided she wanted to run the 5km, 
and wanted me to do the same.  We started the event, and 
after a couple of hundred metres I was puffed and I started 
walking.  I intended to continue walking, until an elderly 
couple jogged past me, and determined that they weren’t 
going to beat me, I had to start running.  We continued to 
pass each other, back and forth, until the end of the race. 

By the next day, the running bug had hit, and I started 
checking out future running events. 

How did your come to join KRR ? 

I joined KRR in February 2009 (co-incidentally my first 
Saturday was the Valentine’s Day weekend, so it turned out 
there wasn’t a big crowd at the club that week!).  I’d been 
aware of the club for quite some time, and I used to check 
out the runs on the website from time to time.  But I can’t 
recall how I came to hear of the club for the first time ! 

I’ve been a member of the club for five years now, and what I 
enjoy most is that it is a wonderful, supportive group of 
people, with a range of skills, ages and abilities.  Club 
members each look out for one another, and are a fun-loving 
group of people.  And the events are great. 

Tell us about your family ? 

Michael and I have been married for 34 years.  We met at 
ballroom dancing classes when we were teenagers, just as I 
was starting HSC.  Michael is a Senior Station Officer with 
the MFB based in Ringwood.  We have three daughters: 
Belinda, 28 years old (married to Caleb) a Radiation 
Therapist at PeterMac and mother to Tahlia who is 2 years 
old;  Lisa, 27 years old, a hairdresser (married to Michael); 
and Chelsea, 24 years old, an officer worker. 

There are also two dogs, Mazzie (Marilyn Monroe) a 9 year 
old poodle, and Joe (Joe DiMaggio) an 8 year old cavoodle, 
Merlin, a 15 year old cat, and Turt-Squirt, an 18 month old 
turtle. 

What do you do for a living ? 

I’m a podiatrist, operating as a sole practitioner for the last 15 
years.  I originally graduated and worked as a Dental 
Therapist (a children’s dentist) for the first 17 years of my 
working life, however after state funding was cut in the 
mid-1990’s (the Kennett era), I went  

back to university and qualified to become a podiatrist.  This 
was a very busy time for myself and the family, as we were 
raising three primary school aged children, both working 
multiple jobs, as well as my study.  However, I managed to 
complete my degree with a double-dux – for being both the 

top academic student and top clinical student – a feat not 
achieved by another student before or since. 

What is your favourite running moment ? 

Whilst not a favourite moment as such, I love running in the 
early mornings and being out when the sun rises. 

A running highlight is finishing my first half marathon (at the 
Melbourne Marathon festival) in 2008, and finishing in the 
MCG. 

What are your next running goals ? 

From a running perspective, the last 12 months have been 
focussed on recovery (from torn muscles) and a return to 
form.  

For 2014, I’m focussing on completing the full Melbourne 
marathon in October, with a longer term focus on becoming a 
Melbourne Marathon Spartan (just 7 marathons to go!). 

In 2015, all being well, I would like to complete the Big Red 
Run – as it’s the chance to incorporate running and spending 
time in the desert – two things I enjoy. 

What are your other interests ? 

I enjoy running, trail running, triathlons (I’m a member of 
Knox Tri Club), staying abreast of health and nutrition 
developments, scuba diving (Michael and I are known as 
“rust heads” as we enjoy scuba diving around ship wrecks 
and my deepest dive has been 64m), wakeboarding / water 
skiing, kayaking and bushwalking / trekking (in 2012 I 
completed the Kokoda trail). 

I have an active interest in music and concerts, and I’ve 
recently attended recent concerts such as Coldplay, Muse, 
the Presets, Pink, Bruce Springsteen and Aerosmith. 

I love travelling, and my family and I (caravan in tow) have 
travelled around much of Australia. 

I’ve been a vegetarian since 2001, due to animal welfare / 
ethical concerns. 

Finally, I also enjoy interacting and spending time with my 
family, particularly babysitting my granddaughter Tahlia and 
taking her to swimming lessons. 

Tell us something no one knows about you ??? 

My first concert was Gary Glitter in 1974 at Festival Hall.  I 
went with my Mum, and we both enjoyed it!  

KNOW YOUR 
WENDY THOMAS 

MEMBER



THE PRES IN A WORLD OF HURT POST 45K

Great Ocean Road Marathon
Another big weekend for the club at Apollo Bay, with Knox 
taking the 1st place for Social Female Half Marathon Team, 3rd 
place Social Male Marathon Team and 6th place Social Male 
Half Marathon Team. Well done to all those who ran and 
participated in a definite highlight on the Roadrunners calendar.  !

MARATHON !
Anja Ahale 4:05:18 
Bret Butler 3:59:14 

Grant Scurry 3:59:13 
Brian Murphy 4:24:47 
Jason Stirling 4:05:52 
Louise Arnold 5:11:10 
Mark Boyle 4:05:19 

Michelle Tham 3:43:53 
Sandy Doyle 3:32:55 

Bruce Edwards 3:49:15 !
HALF MARATHON 

Arnie Wierenga 1:55:37 
Bronwyn Law 2:09:23 
Bryan Ackerly 1:34:27 
Dave Gracie 2:08:08 

Derek Dawkins 2:24:57 
David Rolfe 2:07:14 
Emma Finn 1:53:30 

Gavin Morton 2:20:04 

Helen O’Hagan 1:45:10 
Helen Stanley 2:03:11 
Kate Lafferty 2:06:44 
Lavinia Petrie 1:53:36 
Lesley Bower 2:30:16 

Mark Pryn 1:56:23 
Milan Stanisic 1:45:27 
Nicole Allen 2:00:16 

Nigel Hanscamp 1:58:22 
Rebecca Bethune 1:53:05 
Stacey Morrison 2:12:14 
Wendy Thomas 3:06:38 !

PARADISE RUN 
Adam Searby 1:11:36 
Dave Souter 1:18:28 
Sam Defanis 1:05:45 

John Signorini 1:01:47 !
6Km RUN 

Bruce Rattenbury 27:14 !
1.5k RUN 

Jessica Allen 9:13 
Sarah Allen 9:49 
Brad Allen 11:28 

Eliza Jamieson 9:23





THE SWEEP 
THE BACK PAGE MUSINGS 

OF AN ANONYMOUS RUNNER
Hello listeners.   

Some years ago The Sweep took the whippersnappers to 
see a Disney movie called “The Lying King” or some such. 
Apparently it was named this because Mustapha, the dad 
lion, said to his son Zumba that he would always be with 
him; then he went and died. The deception aside, this 
seemed pretty heavy for a kid’s cartoon, but it was nothing 
compared to what was to come. Apparently, a key point of 
this movie was that dad, in one of his more reflective 
moments before he became tenderised by a bunch of 
horny cows, told son Zumba about the great “Circle of 
Life”.   

This, unlike the Colgate Circle of Confidence, was 
portrayed as something very mystical and romantic - as 
opposed to creepy and toothy. Frankly, The Sweep’s  take 
on it all was that it was actually a fluffy way of breaking to 
all the world’s kids that, without giving them night terrors 
for the next decade of their childhood, lions liked to 
regularly chow down on most of their featured co-stars. 
Despite this glaring fact it seems they managed to cover it 
all off quite neatly by getting all of the animals to sing 
about it together at the start of the movie thus, The Sweep 
gathers, acknowledging in a sort of weird Jonestown kind 
of way, they were all happily resigned to becoming lion 
poo at some stage in the future.  

The reason this whole “Circle of Life” thingy has risen 
again to The Sweep’s attention was Roscoe (the “Fizzy-
O”) announcing to all and sundry via F-book that he was 
giving up triathlons. Indeed, he declared that he would 
never again terrorise international triathletes but instead 
would take up trail running; perhaps to terrorise kangaroos 
instead - presumably by running through the bush, 
randomly yelling “BANG” and handing out nutritional 
advice on why Kale is better than Cooch. At first this 
announcement somewhat surprised The Sweep but then 
the wider picture was contemplated. It appeared that there 
were others in a similar situation – choosing to walk away 
from or reduce their involvement in the sport they not only 
loved but were often damned good at. But why?  

Well, excluding medical afflictions, it appears that it may all 
come down to something called “motivation”. Ah yes, 
motivation; The Sweep fondly remembers this as the 
cause for rising up from the primeval ooze that was the 
couch and venturing out onto the pavement for a “run”. 
Early on, motivation was spurred on by a simple 

question… “Can I?” This was followed by, “How far can I”, 
and then, “How fast can I?” This kept The Sweep occupied 
for quite a few years. Over time this eventually evolved 
into, “How many can I?”, “How many places can I?”, “ and 
then again, “How far can I when I venture off road, up 
mountains, into polar regions, deserts, swamps and most 
hazardous of all, working class suburbs?” The Sweep 
conquered them all. But then… nothing! And the inevitable 
question…. “What’s left to prove?” 

“What’s left to prove?” is a bring-me-down faster than a 
bromide laced cuppa. It is the natural enemy of motivation 
and must be avoided at all costs. So The Sweep quickly 
went back to the reason why the running even started. 
Was it to become an Adonis of physical perfection with 
mortals fawning at the feet, to conquer hitherto 
unconquered challenges, to find solitude and peace for a 
time each day in order to solve life’s great mysteries, to 
reverse the ravages of childbirth (apparently it’s bad for 
the women too), to socialise with others of rare skill and 
beauty or to mingle with the commoners in such a way as 
to give comfort to the world that demi-gods of great power, 
influence and wisdom walk among them? All are valid 
reasons to start but, enough to keep going? When 
achieved, what is next? Was this Ross’s lament? Is it 
possible that this, the running version of Mustapha’s great 
‘Circle of Life’, is our destiny? To be reduced to mere 
husks of our previous immortal selves like so many 
discarded gel wrappers at the drink station of life? 

No. Not if we don’t want it to. For to reign again, just like in 
the “The Lying King”, The Sweep knows that all we need is 
a crazy monkey to give us an occasional good whack to 
remind us that there’s one more run yet to be conquered, 
one more pearl of wisdom to pass on to the young cubs 
and most of all, to show us the horror that has afflicted so 
many others that did lose “the way”– to suffer the ignominy 
that is to sit in huddles at cafés wearing highly coloured 
clothes and shoes that clack on the pavement, convinced 
that the pack migration they just took part in was some 
sort of athletic endeavour. No! This crazy monkey says, 
“Bugger the arthritis and dodgy hip, grow a pair, snap out 
of it for humanity’s sake, get on line, choose an event, pull 
on the shoes and go for a damn run! (Mustapha would be 
proud!) 

Got a burr in the Brooks? Contact: “The Sweep”: C/-
WSOTR at adamsearby@bigpond.com  
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