
 

 

Knysna Extreme Triathlon – Rudolf’s experience 

 

When I first saw the event being advertised, I thought that this is the perfect race for me!  It’s a real 

challenge that will motivate me to train, and the race will take part in “my valley” on roads that I can 

train on and get to know in the months leading up to the race. 

I then made the decision to enter, and once my entry was confirmed, I knew that there is now no 

turning back.  I started training with a dedicated focus.  I started running and slowly started doing 

strength exercises in the gym and started swimming once or twice a week.  I could feel my body 

getting fitter and slowly transforming into an athlete’s body!  I made sure not to do too much too early 

with the fear of picking up an injury. 

I did most of my training in the mornings before work and during my lunch hour, which meant that I 

could get home after work in the afternoons and just relax.  I also tried to do most of my training in the 

week and tried not to do much on the weekends.  I did have to do some long rides on the Saturdays 

leading up to the race.  Overall my preparation went very well.  I had to nurse a couple of minor 

injuries along the way, but nothing prevented me from pushing forwards and improving my fitness. 

With around a month to go, I felt confident that I will be able to survive the race and not die on the 

day!  I was nervously and excitedly counting down the days up to race day and eagerly awaiting the 

day for which I have been training and preparing for, for most of the year. 

We had to travel to Knysna on the day before the race to attend the race registration and race 

briefing.  One could sense the excitement among the athletes, not entirely sure what the next day will 

hold for us.  On the morning of the race, we had to get up at 2 AM and left the house at 2h45 with the 

boot packed to the brim with all the race equipment, water bottles, energy products, spare wheels and 

snacks for my loyal supporters that will follow and support me along the route. 

 



 

 

We arrived at the race start with sufficient time to set up my bicycle and get into my wetsuit.  I went for 

a short warmup swim in the canal in front of the start area and I felt calm and ready for the race to 

start.   

 

 

 

 

 

At 5am sharp around 25 athletes set off on 4 kilometre swim of the 

first ever Knysna Extreme Triathlon!  The start of the swim was 

great.  The salty water of the Knysna estuary felt cool on my face 

(around 17 degrees Celsius) and the water was a clear blue.  I was 

around in the middle of the pack as we made our way to the yacht 

club and swam next to some impressive yachts moored in the water.  

The spectators could follow us along the shore before we turned 

towards the main channel leading to the Knysna heads. 

 

At that point I felt like I had a good swim and felt calm and tried to concentrate on my stroke and 

breathing.  As we swam in the channel heading towards the Knysna heads, we went past a red buoy, 

and when I saw the speed that I went flying past the buoy, I realised that we are heading for serious 

trouble, because we are swimming with the current which meant that we will have to face the current 

head on when we make the turn around.  I prepared myself mentally that I will have to swim as hard 

as I can when we make the turn at the last yellow buoy.  I made the turn and swam hard towards the 



 

 

next red buoy.  But it quickly became clear that I am not moving forwards.  The current pushed me a 

bit to the side, but I made almost no movement forwards and stayed parallel to the yellow buoy where 

I turned. 

I did not panic and just kept on swimming.  The red buoy which was around a 100 metres ahead of 

me came painfully slowly closer.  When I was around 30 meters from the buoy, my right calf started 

cramping.  I stopped swimming and realised that I could touch the bottom with my feet.  I tried to 

stretch my calf. The current was so strong that it pushed me backwards and off the sandbank that I 

was standing on.  Very soon I was again back at the yellow buoy where I made the turn earlier. 

I then started to loose hope!  I felt helpless.  I didn’t know how to get out of that situation.  The NSRI 

boat came next to me and I held on to the side of the boat.  I continued to stretch my calf and the boat 

just held me in position.  The NSRI guy spoke to me and encouraged me not to give up.  He 

explained that I must just make it to the other side of the red buoy, because then I would be able to 

walk in the shallow water for most of the way back to the finish.  So, I left the boat and started 

swimming again with renewed energy and motivation.  I again started making painfully slow progress 

towards the red buoy against the current.  At that stage there were around 10 of us that were stuck in 

that patch between the yellow turn around buoy and the next red buoy. 

Eventually the NSRI boat told us to hold on to the boat, because it became clear that we were not 

going to be able to get out of that situation by ourselves.  The boat pulled us just past the red buoy 

and then the water was immediately much calmer and shallower.  We walked in the shallow water 

and then swam the last couple of hundred meters back to the finish.  

It was only after the race where the race organiser explained that it was spring high tide the day 

before.  So when we were swimming, it was going towards low tide which meant that all that water 

that pushed into the estuary with the spring tide was now pushing back towards the sea.  The 

turnaround point was also at a point where two currents joined, which further worsened the situation. 

I felt disappointed, because it was touch and go and I would have had to give up and then all the hard 

work and preparation would have been for nothing.   

I finished the swim in 1 hour 54 minutes. 

 



 

 

 

I tried to stay positive and got out of my wetsuit and into my cycling gear. 

 



 

 

 

I had no idea what my position was, but I knew I wasn’t last judging by the fact that there were still a 

couple of bikes left in the transition zone.   

 

I kissed Doré and set off on the 170km challenging bike course that lay ahead.  I felt good on the 

bicycle heading out of Knysna on the way to Wilderness.  I enjoyed the beautiful scenery along the 

coast.  I tried to not push too hard and to conserve my energy for later in the day and settled into a 

comfortable pace.  My speedometer on my bicycle was not working, so I had no idea what my speed, 

distance or average speed was.  I just tried to focus on riding within my limits and not to push too hard 

on the climbs.  But the problem is that the climbs are tough!  With each climb, you can feel more and 

more of the sting in your legs being sucked out!  We also had a headwind for most of the section 

along the coast towards George. 

I made it to the first checkpoint in Wilderness and then started the climb up the Kaaimans Pass from 

Wilderness towards George.  I stayed in my easiest gear up the climb and quickly overtook a couple 

of other riders up the climb.  I made it up Kaaimans feeling good and then took it easy through 

George trying to recover as much as possible for the climb up the Outeniqua pass.   



 

 

 

 

 

I think it gave me a huge phycological advantage to train on the Outeniqua pass and to know exactly 

what to expect.  I knew that it takes me approximately an hour to cycle up the pass and I know each 

turn and section of the pass. It was extremely hot up the pass with not a breath of wind.  The whole 

landscape around the pass was burnt a couple of weeks ago, which made it feel even hotter than it 

was.  I made it up the pass without too much trouble and started with the fast descend towards the 

second checkpoint after the Oudtshoorn turn off.  At the second checkpoint the marshals told me that 

I am lying in 10th place overall. 

 

I refuelled at the second checkpoint and started the long and boring section towards the finish of the 

bike route at Avontuur.  The road is boring because it is long and straight with not many climbs 



 

 

through the Lang Kloof towards Uniondale.  We also had a headwind on that section which made it 

more difficult. The scenery is still beautiful through ostrich and sheep farms with mountains in the 

distance.  I kept a steady pace, but my neck and back started hurting from staying in the time trial 

position for such a long time.  I took some anti-inflametories and some food and coke, and 

immediately felt better.  Soon after that I overtook another three riders.  They were friends that did the 

race together.  This meant that I moved into 7th place overall by overtaking them. I felt good, but we hit 

another couple of climbs towards the end of the cycle.  My quads were threatening to start cramping 

as soon as I put too much pressure on the pedals.  After what felt like an eternity, I made it to the end 

of the cycle in a time of around 6 hours 38 minutes (8 hours 40 minutes total race time 

approximately).  I was still in 7th place. 

 

I changed my socks and put on my running shoes and put on my running cap and set off on the 50 

kilometre run course over the Prince Alfred Pass which is a gravel road.  I started the run just before 

14:00 in the afternoon.  My legs felt like jelly after the long cycle, but I knew that the feeling will get 

back into my legs and I’ll be able to settle into a rhythm on the run.  There is a steady climb up to the 

point where the road drops for 17 kilometres into the valley below.  The run route is spectacular.  It is 

difficult to describe in words how beautiful the mountains and valleys are along the run route.  I ran for 

most of the first 17 kilometres up to the first checkpoint and felt relatively good.  It was very hot, but I 

kept on drinking regularly and poured cold water over my head to cool me off.  My left ITB started 

hurting and I stopped every few kilometres to stretch it.  At the bottom of the valley just before the 

checkpoint, I took off my shoes and went for a swim in the river.  It was nice and refreshing, but the 



 

 

water was not as cold as I hoped for and did little to cool me off.  At the checkpoint I put on my shoes 

and started on the next 33 kilometre section that lay ahead. 

 

 

Soon after the checkpoint, the three friends caught me and we then “ran” together for most of the next 

section.  I say “run”, because it was more of a walk.  I had no energy and whenever the road tilted 

upwards, I did not even attempt to run and then just started walking.  We still made steady progress.  

My ITB was hurting, but the pain was manageable by stretching it every now and again.  At one point 

I tried to tape my ITB with duct tape.  It helped a bit, but the duct tape cut into my skin and I decided 

to take it off before I loose too much blood!  My back was also hurting and my brother rubbed it with 

Deepheat a couple of times which also helped.  I tried to keep a rhythm of running and walking 

sections in between.  I felt positive, but the day was getting long and the finish just didn’t want to get 

closer fast enough.  I eventually made it to the second checkpoint on the run with 9 kilometres to go 

(41 kilometre mark).  I was tired, but I knew that I am near the end and just had to hold on a little while 

longer to make it to the finish.  It also helped that the road was a gradual downhill for most of the way.  

At that stage I had a bit of a gap on the three friends that were behind me. 



 

 

 

 

I kept trying to run and stopping every now and again to stretch my ITB.  It started to get dark as we 

entered the Knysna forest after the second checkpoint.  My brother had a strong light on the bicycle 

and made enough light for me to see.  With around 2 kilometres to go, a runner came from behind 

and overtook me.  He was running strongly and gave me some motivation to try and push harder and 

keep him in my sights towards the end.  We eventually made it to the turn off from the main road that 

will lead us to the finish, only to be shocked by an extremely steep uphill section for the last kilometre 

all the way to the finish!  I walked and then ran the last couple of metres up to the finish.  I was 

welcomed by people cheering and bells ringing, and a finisher banner was held up for every finisher. 



 

 

 

I finished the race in an overall time of 15 hours 51 minutes.  It took me approximately 7 hours 13 

minutes to complete the 50 kilometre run section.  I ended up finishing in 9th place overall with 2 

teams ahead of me (7th place overall of the individual finishers). 

 



 

 

I felt extremely happy and grateful to have been able to make it to the end.  It was definitely the 

toughest event that I have ever done.  It still feels a little unreal. After all the months of training and 

planning and preparation.  I feel satisfied with my result.  I gave it my all.  I would have wanted to run 

stronger, but if I got everything that I wanted, I wouldn’t be motivated to work harder to achieve my 

goals the next time! 

The next day we attended the finishers ceremony and received our medals and finisher shirts.  There 

was a real sense of family and camaraderie among the athletes and their supporters that all had to 

battle through the same tough conditions the day before. 

 

 

I would not have been able to complete the race and achieve my goals without my loyal supporters 

that stood by me for the whole day and weeks and months leading up to the race! I would like to thank 



 

 

my friend and colleague Lele that supported me from day 1 when I told her about this crazy race.  I 

also have to thank my brother who is an absolute rock!  He kept calm and always knew what to do 

and it definitely helped having him next to me on the bicycle on the run route talking to me and 

distracting me from the long road ahead.  Then the biggest thank you must go to Doré.  She 

supported me every step of the way and never complained when I had to get up at 4 in the mornings 

to go for a run or when I was away for a 5 hour cycle.  She accompanied me on my training swims in 

Island Lake and drove behind me when I wanted to cycle up the Kaaimans pass. Her words of 

encouragement on the run route definitely motivated me to keep on pushing, and to know that she will 

be waiting for me at the finish line kept me going! 

I feel so grateful to be fit and healthy and to be able to push my body beyond anything that I imagined 

possible.  For most of the day it was just me and my support crew with no other competitors in sight. 

It’s not really a race against anyone else, and one’s position does not really make a difference at the 

end of the day. Rather, the real race is only against yourself and how hard you are willing to push 

yourself. 

The Knysna Extreme Triathlon was really such an amazing experience with memories that will stay 

with me for a long time to come! I can recommend the race to anybody that wants a real challenge 

and wants to experience some of the most beautiful scenery our country has to offer!   


