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That Swim… I think every participant had a comment about the shortest part of the entire race 
with that same look in their eyes that few can understand. Those currents…, "what currents?" 
Sean would say.  
I knew it was going to get interesting as we all bobbed in the water at the start, just off the 
Sirocco peer. I could feel the currents gently trying to take us out in the direction we were about 
to head off in. 
As the cowbell rang, signaling the start of this 5km swim and a huge day ahead of us, we swam 
off surprisingly fast. No sooner had we turned right into the main Knysna lagoon channel did we 
hit the outgoing low tide torrent head on. I began to panic as I realized that I wasn't moving 
forward at all and started to break into a sprint just to edge slowly onward.  
If I had been near the back of the field at this stage I would have probably succumb to my fear 
of not being adequately trained and bitten off more than I could chew with this event and 
promptly given up.  
We had only covered about 200m at this stage and I was already tired of swimming. I could see 
the front five move on a little quicker eventually and knew that if I could just push for one minute 
more and pass the end of the peer I would likely make it past the worst of the currents. 
The next kilometer or so was a steady slog out to the first turn-around buoy. The first couple of 
0.5 athletes passed me after about 800m and a few more after the turn. I was still about mid 
field in the swim but 300m behind the front group and 300m ahead of the trailing group. I was a 
little lonely out there but thoroughly enjoyed the 2km long drag with the currents towards the last 
turnaround buoy. I used this free assistance to rest a bit and get my breathing and form right 
again.  
At the turnaround I saw the NSRI dinghy with two of the athletes sitting in the boat. I asked what 
was going on and they suggested I head closer to the sandbank to where the currents were 
weaker. I headed back to the finish jetty ever so slowly with the occasional grabbing onto the 
sandbank on all fours to take a breather and think to myself, "what have I gotten myself into? 
This is madness."  
 
The Swim to Bike transition went smoothly and for the next 48km from Knysna to the 
Wilderness hotel I could gather my thoughts and get my mind back into this event. Ryan, my 
support crew, was absolutely fantastic shadowing behind me in his car for the entire ride.  
Along the way I rode up alongside 2nd time participant Sebastian who shared some wisdom on 
what was coming up, particularly on the run leg. We ended up passing each other back and 
forth along the route for the next twelve hours. 
 
There was a quick stop at the Wilderness Hotel check point where some supporters had 
gathered.  
I bandaged up my fingers that were cut up from the shells and debris on the sandbank during 
the swim.  



Off again and on to Hoogte road with an average gradient of 11% peaking at 22%. I dropped to 
the easiest gear, stood up and had to weave and zigzag across the width of the road to just 
keep the pedals turning. For some reason I thought it was the start of the Outeniqua pass and 
started to panic again thinking this climb would go on for another 12km. To my relief it was only 
2km. The descent was fun on the other side however the corners had been graded to create 
better traction for cars coming up the steep bends. This wasn't the best for bikes going down 
though, having to break excessively to avoid entering the rough surface at speed with little 
stones like marbles strewn across the hairpins.  
We then weaved through the traffic in the Town of George  with stop and go at most traffic 
lights.  
After George we headed right and approached the much anticipated Outeniqua pass.  
I found this 12km section stunning with breathtaking views and a feeling of grand solitude 
amongst the hills.  
The climb wasn't bad at all, just a one hour steady seated climb in my easiest gear.  
At the second checkpoint I was smiling and feeling good, loving the ride so far and thinking 
about the remaining 80km to Uniondale.  
This must have been the longest straightest road I have ever been on. There was a strong 
crosswind from the right making it rather tough to control the front wheel with elbows on the tri 
bars. 
This 50km section felt so long. I stopped for a quick 'lunch' break in the shade under the only 
tree in 20km. One athlete I passed looked like he was taking a little nap in the shade of the 
support bakkie's canopy door, obviously they missed the only tree I had stopped at. 
The last 18km was another underrated climb that I hadn't really anticipated, which was not as 
pretty as the Outeniqua pass and still had the prevailing wind I had endured for the past three 
hours. 
 
The ride to run transition went smoothly with my champion support ready with a sandwich and 
more carb drink. I met up with Sebastian and we both headed out on the first 5km climb at a 
brisk walking pace. We had agreed to this strategy while riding side by side through Wilderness. 
I didn't think we would be chatting again side-by-side almost six and a half hours later, it was 
great. 
Two athletes passed us while we walked yet we stuck to the plan. At 1100m, the highest point in 
the race, we lengthened our stride and ran downhill for almost 12km, passing the two we had 
met earlier. I suggested Ryan drive ahead 3km at a time and chill while I caught up to him to 
check if I needed anything. This worked well as it timed my hydration and nutrition needs very 
well. I was feeling good and grateful to have walked my cycling legs out in the first 40mins of the 
run leg but then all good downhills come to an end and we started to climb again. Sebastiaan's 
girlfriend was his support crew and she warned me that he was a proper runner and that I 
should try and stay with him. He left me in his dust not long after that. I have never considered 
myself as a runner and I had never run farther than a marathon run, in a 'warm up' triathlon, in 
Port Elizabeth a few months earlier. 
The sun was setting and the mood changed knowing that I had half a marathon to go and I was 
feeling hammered by now. My knees were starting to hurt so I took an anti inflammatory to help 



ease the aches. I joined up with Mark and his supporter on a mountain bike who were wonderful 
company. They never stopped talking and joking around, it really lifted my spirits. The pace was 
a little slow for me at that stage and so I marched onwards.  
The sun had set and I had about 12km to go. The headlight on my forehead wasn't casting any 
shadows on the stones and uneven district roads and so I kept stubbing my toes on the larger 
stones. From then on my support car was following right behind me lighting up the way 
perfectly.  
I felt a burning sensation in my left big toe and the feeling as if warm blood was pouring down 
my toe. I stopped and proceeded to remove my shoe and sock fearing that I had lost a toe nail. 
It turned out I had worn a hole through the sock and my toe had been getting hot with the friction 
of it rubbing against the top of my shoe. Ryan and I had a good chuckle, I quickly swapped out 
that sock for a fresh one and we carried on. 
The climbs were tough and the pace had slowed down to around 8:30/km up the last big climb. I 
passed Mark at the top of the hill with about 9km to go and then gained good momentum along 
the final stretch down through the Knysna forests. 
There were so many frogs hopping across the road and I tried my best to not step on them. The 
dense forest cocooned around me and it was so dark, apart from the immediate bubble of light I 
was running in. I kept looking back to see if anyone was catching me but there was only 
darkness. I secretly wanted a little sprint to the finish line as I was now feeling surprisingly good 
in the fresh chill of the night.  
The last 5km felt long and lonely but I was getting excited to finish soon.  
My watch eventually indicated I had just done 50km yet the turn off to the finish line wasn't in 
sight. I was now thinking I had missed a turn or something as I should be finished by now 
surely. Once again my mind was starting to go a bit crazy, another 500m, and then we saw it, 
the turn off with the final 300m up a kicker of a climb. Ryan turned off right and I headed left, 
alone in the forest to conquer this final sting in the tail. 
I had had enough, I had no intention to sprint up this short monster climb or do cartwheels over 
the finish line. The tank was empty, I walked.  
I could see the lights up ahead and then I heard that sweet sound of the brass cowbell being 
rung, coaxing me on and drawing me in to the finish.  
Springing up a couple of steps and finally crossing that coveted finish line was absolutely 
incredible!  
Supporters had been waiting at the Diepwalle forest station since 5pm to see Manfred come in 
at first place just before 6pm. I came in at 10pm in 9th position, 20mins after Sebastian and 
20mins before Mark, after 17hours and 1minute  of extreme triathlon.  
 
-Ryan Burger  
 
 
 
 
 
 


