
XPD – As much a holiday as a race 

After reading numerous race reports from XPD Tropics, I thought it would be interesting to 
write one from a different perspective.  Team It’s all good has raced in 4 previous XPD’s, 
with mixed results and experiences from up in the top 10 to dragging in the back and 
collapsing over the line.  This time we decided to do it as a holiday.   

This was a radical approach.  After all it’s a race – you’re supposed to have goals and 
expectations, train hard and push to the limit.   Past experiences told us that this was ok, 
but this time we wanted something different.  Training was fun – we could stop and take 
photos, chat, admire the views, rest when we needed or at a scenic spot – why not race 
like that?  XPD is probably the only expedition adventure race in the world where it would 
be possible to do this – achievable for most teams in 7 days, with a couple of days to spare 
for the inevitable adversity.   

So with this goal in mind it was time to find two more team mates.  Kevin and I had been 
racing together for 10 years and had both taken a break from racing while pursuing other 
life activities.  So we were a bit out of the loop with the racing circuit.  A work mate - 
Orla called one night asking if I would be interested in doing a 9 hour race – well maybe, 
but would you be interested in a 9 day one?  Although never having raced over 6 hours, she 
took less than this to accept the offer and we nearly had a team.  

A quick call by Orla to a friend of hers – Laura – who took even less convincing and we had 
a full team.  We’ve never been too concerned about the male/female ratio and Kev had 
no problem racing with 3 girls (little did he know…) 

Training was sporadic.  With three of us in NZ and all shift workers 
and Kev a bit of a nomad with his work it was never going to be easy.  
We had to improvise to train as a team but luckily there was a 
conveniently named minion to the rescue. 

Kevin was small enough to carry in the pack and we figured if we lost 
the real Kevin on course we could still continue as a full team as we 
had a spare! 

 
 

August rolled around fast and we all met up in Townsville a few days before the race as 
those of us that had been biking in the snow, getting pushed over by gale force winds and 
paddling in 2 degrees wanted a bit of time to acclimatise.  Into the packing – normally a 
huge chore – made much easier by having the logistics plan a day earlier – in earlier 
editions you had around 6 hours to pack your boxes and do the maps before they had to be 
handed in!   

Orla showed just how strong she was by picking up the big full crates (25kg) and walking 
off to the car with them – given she is around 5 foot nothing and 50kg soaking wet, we 
were all very impressed.  

 
 
 



On to the competencies and we were already having a ball.  Meeting up with friends that 
we only see at XPD and catching up was fantastic.  Everyone was really excited and eager 
to get going.   

We set the tone early, finding a novel 
way to get our gear to the boats.  We 
were keen to try the seats we had made 
out of rubber floor mats and they 
worked a treat.  We had a few other 
secret weapons for the boats as well 
that would make our paddle much easier 
but that’s for later. 

The girls were fairly new to paddling but 
took to it easily.  Both are fearless so no 
one was too worried about what we 

were in for – after all, we were here for a holiday! 

We had all talked about our goals and expectations for the race.  Above all we wanted to 
finish and have fun.  That second part was vital.  Too many races in the past have become 
an epic endurance of pain and misery – not for us this time.  We talked at length about 
past difficulties and how to overcome or avoid them this time.  For me this included 
dehydration, nausea, mouth ulcers, bad feet and with all that going on, bad attitude.  So 
lots of reminding each other to eat and drink, finding easy to eat and yummy foods and 
making sure we stopped at any opportunity for fresh food.   

Our favourite this time was cereal and milk powder in a snap lock bag – just add water and 
we all carried a spoon at all times.  My favourites – muesli, sultana bran and cocoa pops – 
not all together though.  I don’t know how many bags of cereal we all went through but 
none came back!  Most of our other past niggles came down to not eating and drinking, 
however the mouth ulcers had plagued me for years.  Turns out there was an easy fix.  
They were caused by having a dry mouth.  By keeping saliva in my mouth at all times, I 
found I didn’t get ulcers – meaning I could eat foods with corners and salt and felt much 
better about the world! Wish I had figured that out 10 years ago….. 

Bad feet is something that affects every team at some stage and can be a race ender.  We 
had all spent a lot of time on our feet, both wet and dry and knew what worked for each 
person.  It’s hard to replicate race conditions however so when the enevitable happened, 
out came the fixamole and duct tape.  Fixamole is a white cloth tape that we put on first 
to stop the duct tape taking all the skin off completely and the duct tape eliminates 
friction.  No more blisters!  Again, why did it take us 10 years to figure this out!!!!!  Our 
other little friend was a pink cloth and gel toe sock that fits over the little toe and stops it 
tucking under the others and getting a ridge that blisters.  Available from the chemist, this 
one I have known about for a few years thankfully. 

So onto the race.  We lined up on the beach excited to be off on a brilliant Queensland 
morning.  We knew the first day was always fast and furious and it’s hard not to get caught 
up in the moment.  The first paddle was entertaining with dodgy rudders sending teams 
zig zagging all over the place but all eventually getting over to Magnetic Island.  We had 
unwittingly chosen a boat with no front foot pegs, making it very hard for Laura to brace 
and use her core to paddle.  Luckily she is so strong she was still able to paddle 
effectively.  A quick transition (by our very low standards) and we were off and eating our 
way to the first snorkel.  It seemed that there were very few times during the entire race 
that someone wasn’t eating – maybe during the snorkel…  Kevin had developed an ear 
infection a couple of days before the race and wasn’t that keen on the snorkel legs – a bit 
of encouragement and lets face it, nagging and he plunged on in with the rest of us. 



This was an awesome concept – searching for 
underwater checkpoints using map memory.  We 
managed to get around ok but then looked up to 
see Kevin having a coughing fit and taking on water.  
Luckily Orla is a surf life saver so she dragged him 
to shore coughing and spluttering.   

Once out of the water Kev recovered and didn’t let 
that stop him from diving straight into the next 
snorkel with no hesitation.  It is amazing racing 
with people who don’t let anything get in the way 
of enjoying the moment.  Even trying to drown. 

Off down the road, stopping at a road side 
stall to buy a bag of oranges to eat along 
the way and enjoying the scenery.  The 
second snorkel went well, with us lucking 
in and finding all the checkpoints in less 
than 10 minutes.  In true team style 
though, we took longer to transition back 
to the trek than it did to complete the 
discipline!   

 
We set off along the rocks and got a bit 
bottle necked behind some other teams so 
decided to back track a little and go over 
the head land.  This was about the same 
speed as around the rocks but we weren’t 
fighting for space with lots of other teams.  
We got around to the snorkel drop off, not 
quite unscathed.    Laura had hit her leg on 
a rock and opened up her shin which was 
bleeding profusely.     

                                                                                  

 The transition helpers were concerned and a little surprised 
when her team mates told her to wash it in the sea then we’ll 
put a band aid on it – two paramedics on the team means you 
won’t get much sympathy unless your leg is hanging off!  Luckily 
we were travelling with a small pharmacy and there’s not much 
you can’t fix with duct tape.   

There happened to be a shop at this CP so over we went for ice 
creams.  I posted a couple of postcards to family in NZ and 
bought a fridge magnet as a souvineer and we carried on up to 
the gun emplacements.  Great views, the obligatory photos and 
back down for more rock hopping.  This was epic.  A full body 
work out, climbing over, under, round and sometimes through 
enormous rocks along the coast.  An amazing experience and one 
we all enjoyed as we all love rock hopping.    

 
We arrived at the SUP leg just as the last boards were going out 



so we were in for about a 30 
minute wait.  Being nearly 
dark and close enough for 
dinner time with shops 
nearby, off we went for 
burgers and coke.  Well three 
of us had coke… 

Just as we were about to tuck 
in, a trailer load of boards 

arrived.  Being on dusk we made the quick decision to pack up 
and get out there so we could cross in the sunset and 
hopefully be off the water by dark.  We had worked out on 
the competency day what worked for us so Orla and Laura 
being great surfers, lay on the front and paddled, while Kev 
and I being happier in kayaks, used the paddle as a kayak 
blade while sitting on the back.  With the breeze meaning we 
had to paddle predominantly on one side anyway it worked 
well by lengthening the handle and using that as the other 
blade.  30 minutes later we were across however Orla and Kev 
were a bit behind – Orla absolutely loves dogs so we yelled 
out there was a puppy on the beach – a whirlwind of paddling 
later and an excited Orla jumps off the board – oh it must 
have run off…..   

Back into the bush, I had told the team that we wouldn’t need gaiters on the island – 
unfortunately I hadn’t looked very closely at the second map as Kev is the master of foot 
nav so I hadn’t noticed the 20 odd kms of bush bashing.  Bugger.  On the up side, skin 
grows back. 

We kept up with our easy pace, stopping little and chatting lots.  Kev’s flawless navigation 
kept us on track, with up to 5 teams at one stage in a conga line behind.  With a small 
correction needed on the last CP due to chatting while on a track we got in at about 0130 
– time enough for a feed and a sleep.  We hadn’t realised how much Kev’s ear infection 
had knocked him around – his only mention of it was to say it made him more deaf than 
usual – an excuse he milked for 5 more days before we caught on!  At the end of the big 
trek however he was done.  Trying to get him to put thermals on was an effort as he had 
them draped over his legs insisting they were on.  He was quickly put to bed while the rest 
of us sorted gear.   

A few hours sleep did wonders, however 
we all realised that after the fist day’s 
effort, none of us could really move!  
We are not a strong paddling team so 
weren’t really looking forward to a 
60km ocean paddle.  However 6am saw 
us nearly ready on the beach and 
pushing off into the dawn.  Another 
stunning day but with a bit of a head 
wind – we chose to strike out straight 
towards the mainland to minimise the 
amount of open water exposure.  It 

seemed to take forever to get across and we were all pretty stuffed at the first CP.  We 
had already decided that we wouldn’t make the cut off and actually preferred not to.  
When you’re not worried about placing or time, a strategic decision to do less made a lot 



of sense.  Getting to the control was funny.  None of us could walk properly we were so 
sore, and getting up a 30cm sand back was nearly impossible!  Luckily the officials there 
took pity on everyone, pulling us all up the bank while we all laughed at each other.  A 
lovely picnic was had before we set off again on the water.  After an hour we were all 
hungry again so rafted up and stopped for another picnic.  We were stopped for so long 
that the safety boat came out to investigate thinking we might be in trouble!  Woops.  

Making slow progress we carried on.  A couple of hours later while stopping near the beach 
to stretch, Orla jumped back onto the boat but accidently kicked Kev in the leg.  We had 
been warned that there were salt water crocs all along this area and not to stop near 
estuaries.  Poor Kev thought it was a croc and freaked!  Yelling and jumping around, not 
helped by the rest of us doubled over with laughter as the water was so clear you could 
see there was nothing there.  That woke us all up and we ran on adrenaline and laughter 
for a while.  We got into the next CP about an hour after the cut off, pretty stuffed and 
ready to get off the water.  It would have been a pretty miserable paddle for us if we had 
continued another 20 km so we were all happy to take the 6hr penalty and a ride in a bus.   

The next transition was busy, with bus loads of teams arriving and the faster teams just 
coming off the water.  We had a good feed and took our time getting our gear together, 
taking in the atmosphere and making sure we had everything we needed for the long trek.  
We planned to sleep out so took our mats (another secret weapon – Klymit X-frame 
skeleton mats) and a few extra clothes to sleep in.  We stopped at around 10pm to sleep, 
put the tent up in an olive orchard and got a few hours sleep.  Come 3am it was cooling 
right off so time to get up and moving.  We had a bit of trouble finding the start of the 
spur and came across numerous teams curled up on or beside the track having had the 
same problem.  After a while we decided in true rogaining style that we were pretty close 
and were on the right spur so we’d just bash on up until we found it.   

This we did a bit after dawn and 
continued on up to the sun dials.  Damn 
sun dials!!!!! Being rogainers we expected 
the map and dials to be accurate and it 
took us several hours to accept that they 
weren’t.   

After a bit of back tracking we finally 
worked out what was going on but it had 
cost us a lot of time on our feet.  Still, 
we had lots of yummy things to eat, songs 
to sing that would get stuck in our heads 
for the rest of the race but these kept us 
moving and happy.  

 Speaking of happy – a few years ago we 
discovered a diet pill that was chock full of gurana and a few other herbal helpers.  These 
we named happy pills as they would act a bit like no-doze but were a herbal alternative.  
Orla and Laura hadn’t tried them before so when the nods came and the sleep monsters 
threated, out came the happy pills.  Nothing much happed for the first 15 minutes, then 
all of a sudden Orla doubled over laughing for no apparent reason.  She was joined by 
Laura and it was such a sight that Kev and I couldn’t help but join in.  This made for a very 
amusing evening which is probably one of the few things that got us through the death 
march to TA.  That and pudding.  We ate a lot of pudding. 

                                                 

 



 
 
 
 
 

Discovering ‘wait a while’      
   Just resting, honest…. 

Finally making it to the TA that evening we were all in need of a sleep.  With standing 
room only in the hall that was going to be difficult.  All the teams had built little forts 
with their bike boxes, so it was like a kids sleep over – with a few extra smells…  We 
managed a few hours sleep and a decent meal before setting off into the darkness on our 
bikes.  Riding out of town in the wrong direction wasn’t a good start but at least we 
noticed that the main road back to Townsville probably wasn’t where we were supposed to 
be.  Back on track and a nice climb to the damn to warm up before back into the bush and 

sundials.  We were amazed at how quickly the 
terrain changed from tropical jungle to arid 
Australian bush so stopped to take lots of 
pictures and admire wildlife.   

Orla was by now getting really good at taking 
pictures while riding with much less ground 
and sky shots than I usually manage and she 
loved freaking the rest of us out by riding at 
speed on dirt tracks with no hands!  We were 
definitely having way too much fun.  A quick 
ride on some single track was a highlight of 
this leg, racing to catch each other through 
the bush.  We got into transition about lunch 

time and took our time putting bikes away and eating everything that wasn’t being 
guarded.  Unfortunately Laura realised she had left her shoes back at the last TA  - this 
would mean she would have to do the entire canyon trek in bike shoes and while we could 
take the cleats off, this would still be really uncomfortable.  While we were considering 
what we could do however, the truck arrived with other team’s bike boxes and a pile of 
random gear that had been left in the hall – 
including Laura’s shoes!  Whew, dodged a 
bullet there. 

We set off, once again eating, looking 
forward to some awesome scenery.  We 
weren’t disappointed.  With it being a pretty 
hot day, we took lots of rests in the shade 
when we could find it.  Making our way along 
the left side we often got bluffed.  Bugger it 
– it’s a hot day – in we went and swimming 
across to the next rocks.   

 



This was one of the best bits of the day – screaming 
and laughing at each other in the cold water, 
stopping to make the water a bit warmer… and trying 
to keep a look out for fresh water crocs – mind you, 
we were making so much noise they were probably 
all long gone.  Out of the river and up the hill once 
again Kev proved why he’s one of the best navigators 
around, guiding us straight to the checkpoint up the 
hill.  We then decided – after a bit of a rest and 2nd, 
or was it 3rd lunch to attack the next one from 
above.  We would be losing light soon but that didn’t 
usually bother us.  Just after dark and getting close, 
the terrain was getting a bit dodgy.  Very steep and 
lots of cliffs, we found ourselves at the top of a 
vertical face.  Discussing which way to go around all 
of a sudden a big grey kangaroo bounds towards us 
from the edge.  We all stood there stunned, shining 
our lights into the poor things eyes before we all 
jumped back and let it go – still got no idea where it 
came from! 

 

Carrying on to the canyon we were 
informed that we needed to wear helmets 
and use the ropes to descend.  Funny – of 
all the dodgy places we had been in the 
last few days, this was the last place we 
needed either!  However helmets and PFDs 
on and down we went.  We were all pretty 
apprehensive about swimming across the 
rock pools – made more interesting by the 
spookiness of doing it in the dark.  We kept 
close together and kept yelling 
encouragement through trying to swim with 
a pack on, not be strangled by our helmets and fight the cold water immersion reflex 
which sees you gasping for breath.  We eventually all made it to the other end of the 
canyon and the wonderful fire shared with 2 other teams – what an experience!  Modesty 
goes out the window pretty quick in these sort of races so everyone was stripping off fast 
and trying to find some dry clothes.  We had brought an extra set of thermals each to 
swim in so whipped them off and back into trekking gear in record time.  That fire was so 
warm and inviting though we stayed for another hour…. 

Eventually we had to move on.  The next bit was a struggle trying to find a safe way 
around big drop offs and more canyon.  After a bit of milling around and getting ourselves 
well and truly cliffed again we finally made it out.  Orla finally admitted that her feet 
were giving her grief.  She had bought shoes that were her normal size and was now 
finding it hard going with swollen feet.  We knew that her feet didn’t like being wet but 
there was no avoiding it, so with big fissures and tight shoes she battled on – not 
complaining once despite being in obvious agony.  Eventually the rest of us couldn’t 
handle seeing her in so much pain so dosed her up on pain killers – unfortunately 
everything we had made her drowsy – kind of funny watching someone fall asleep when 
standing up leaning on poles.  We only had an hour to the TA so battled on and made it 
during the wee hours of the morning.   



 
Oh what a great sleep that was!  We were all 
out like a light and stayed that way until the 
morning started to heat up.  Orla woke to 
find she had been sleeping on an ants nest 
but luckily they had been more interested in 
her food bag than her sleeping bag.   

By this stage of the race we were sleeping 
longer and not hurrying through transitions.  
Although there was a 6 hour mandatory rest 
stop at mid camp, we had already had a 
couple of transitions that were longer than 
this!  We had tried to plan the day so that we 
would have several hours on the water 

before dark on the next big paddle leg so that we could do most of it over 2 days with a 
big sleep in between.  The ride in between was all bitumen and we cranked it out 
remarkably quickly despite a couple of shady rest stops. 

Back into boats, we made sure we were careful to get 2 that had working rudders and foot 
rests for everyone – although duct taping Laura’s shoes to the boat had been somewhat 
effective, it was no substitute for proper foot pegs. 

I may get flack from other teams for 
this, but we really enjoyed this paddle.  
We knew it would involve a lot of boat 
dragging and had brought with us the 
tow lines we had used in Cairns.  This 
allowed us to comfortably walk while 
pulling the boats with no bending or 
tripping over long lines.  We all had lots 
of clothing, full waterproofs and instant 
hand warmers for stuffing down tops 
when it got cold.   

 
At about 1030 pm we had stopped to discuss 
whether to stop for the night, when Laura 
suggested that since we were stopped and talking 
about it, how about we just stop.  Mmm, there’s a 
thought.  Up onto the nearest beach, Kev and I 
were unloading the boats when we turned around 
to a bone fire the other’s had created in less than 
30 seconds!  Awesome.  Hung up all the wet gear, 
out with the cooker, dinner made, tent up, off to 
bed by 1130.  It was going to be hard going trying 
to find the deep channels in the dark so we waited 
until about 6:30 before setting off again after 
waving to several teams going past as we sat 
eating breakfast in front of the fire. 

 
 



 
The next day was another stunner – warm and 
sunny, sparkling water and lots of trees to 
limbo under.  This kept us focussed and 
occupied, trying to find the best way for the 
boats but there was still a lot of jumping out 
and dragging.  Even this wasn’t too bad as we 
kept comparing it to a hell trip we had made 
years ago down the snowy river in Victoria 
during a drought…   

We had a cruisy day, enjoying the river with 
lots of laughing, eating and splashing, 
chatting with other teams as they passed and 
generally enjoying the experience. 

 

It was still great to reach the end of 
the paddle as we were well and truly 
ready to play a different game.  
Unfortunately this one involved 

dragging/carrying our boats and gear about 500m across the flats and up a small hill to 
transition.  Kev earned his nick name for the rest of the race as token male by simply 
picking up the boat and walking off with it.  We really liked our token male at this point!  
The next leg was another short bitumen ride to mid camp and the promise of a big 
breakfast and hot shower.  This didn’t make our transition to the bikes faster in the 
slightest as there were other teams to chat to and with 3 girls in the team… 

We made short work of the ride and managed to get in not long after dark.  The showers 
were amazing and we all spent way longer in there than the water restrictions suggest.  
Kev’s partner met us here and it was great to see a familiar face and talk about the 

amazing experiences we had had so 
far.  Eventually we decided to go off 
to bed, setting the alarm for around 
4 when it would be getting too cold 
to really sleep anyway.  As we were 
stirring, some new friends from 
another team popped their heads in 
to ask if we could help with a small 
medical problem that was 
potentially going to end their race.  



A bit of bartering and trading of goods later and we were all happily on our way again.  
Many issues on many past races meant we were carrying an assortment of things others 
normally don’t and were quickly becoming the go to team for all sorts of things.  We also 
managed to trade for a few things we didn’t have – amazing what becomes valuable and 
currency during an adventure race! 

Back out into the night on our bikes and it wasn’t long before all that food and drink 
needed to go somewhere.  We never did get co-ordinated with our stops but no one 
minded one bit.  Another chance to sit down and eat, drink, put on sunscreen, take photos 
and chat was always welcome even if only 5 minutes from the last one.  It’s amazing when 
you take out the pressure of worrying about your place and ranking, time or speed on 
course, how much more you gain.  We were out to experience as much as we could of the 
wonderful course and with everyone on the same page we were having the time of our 
lives.  A completely different experience to many past races. 

We came a little unstuck later that morning when I realised that we were not even on the 
same map as I thought we were and had passed a CP 10km ago.  That sinking feeling when 
you know you have to go back and cover the same ground is never good.  The team were 
all pretty good about it however it didn’t help that we then passed 3 teams and the media 
van on our way back!  Bugger. 

On we went and managed to find the turn off to 
the river crossing with no problem – token male 
doing the honourable thing with gates and fences 
- this was now his official name for the race and 
he lived up to it nicely.   

Each leg we were waiting for the soul destroying 
sting in the tail that Craig is so famous for – a 
mud sucking hike a bike, a 2km kayak portage, a 
3 hour bush bash through stinging tree – but it 
never came.   

The fact that we were having fun no matter 
what may have played a part however as even 
the crossing of the Burdekin with our bikes 
over rocks became another adventure.  Having 
the photographers there helped as we all 
worked hard not to fall on our arses in the 
river with bikes on top of us or swear as we 
slipped over once again on video. 

Once across it was into the maze of dense 
trees and sand to find a track back out to the 
road.  The trusty compass prevailed and we 
made short work of the dunes, hitting a fence 
and single track that took us out in good time.   

Time for another rest in the shade and an inspection of the various cuts, scrapes, bites 
and rubby bits we all had.  This for some reason became hilariously funny as we couldn’t 

figure out how after showering less 
than 24 hours ago and wading 
through a thigh deep river we were 
all so grubby!  Ah well, rub in some 
more sun screen and off we go.             

The promise of a town and pub 



spurred us on and it wasn’t long before we were rolling down the hill towards civilisation.  
We quickly did the roagine but didn’t get much further as toasties and cans of cold coke 
beckoned.  There were other teams stopped as well so it made it quite a social stop as we 
compared experiences, highs and lows.  After about 2 hours we thought it was time to 
move on.  Unfortunately there was a small store just down the road with ice cream and 
chocolate milk.   

20 minutes later and we were on the 
move again – stopping on the way 
out of time to check out some 
historical sites and poke around a bit 
more.  We rode for a while in a pace 
line with another team but they 
were a bit quick for us so we 
dropped off and cruised along again.  
All of a sudden a car pulls up in 
front of us, a lady jumps out and 
stands in the middle of the road.  
Turns out she was one of the event 
photographers chasing teams.  She 
shadowed us for a while, making us feel very important to be chased by the paparazzi, 
before darkness set in and we were on our own again.  We were getting near the end of 
the race now and still feeling great.  We knew that the last trek was a big one, with 
difficult navigation and many top teams having trouble.  

 One of our strengths is navigation 
so we weren’t too concerned with 
that – however it was a long way on 
sore feet and promised to be a very 
hot dry trek. 

Into the TA at around 9pm – we had 
managed to time these well – more 
by luck than design.  Kev had 
worked out his timings for where he 
wanted to be during the trek in 
order to maximise daylight on the 
more difficult sections so we 
decided to set off at about 4am. 

This meant another good feed and sleep 
before setting off.  As we all had sore feet 
we made the decision to go as light as 
possible for the last trek, taking only 
mandatory gear and enough food and 
water for 24 hours.  We ditched all our 
just in case sleeping gear, extra bits and 
pieces and just took what we thought we 
would definitely need.  

A chat with our friends from Rubicon 
while eating dessert, then off to bed for 
our last good sleep.  It was pretty noisy in the TA with teams and trucks coming and going, 
so I dragged my bivvy bag off under a tree away from it all and slept soundly with the 



spiders.  About 4am we woke up and had as much breakfast as we all could, stocking up on 
water and drinking as much as we could before we left.  Then off into the maze.   

One of the most enjoyable parts of the race was being awake for virtually all the sun rises 
and sun sets.  These were amazing, prolonged colour specticals with us stopping and 
enjoying them all and taking heaps of photos. 

 
Once again, Kev’s navigation saw us walk straight onto the first checkpoint where we 
found a couple of other teams and stopped to chat.  It was turning into another hot day 
and we were all a bit aware of how much water we were going to need so started 
rationing pretty early.   

Orla was wearing my spare shoes on this leg and was being careful to keep her feet dry 
which pretty much solved her foot problems.  We took it pretty easy as it was getting 
hotter and hotter.  Wandering along and chatting we saw a team coming back towards us.  
A quick check of the terrain and we realised we had wandered off course by 500m.  No big 
deal, take a bearing, head over a bit more and we were back on track.  As the day heated 
up we all got rid of our thermals.   

 
Unfortunately Orla had forgotten to also 
wear shorts over the top so had to put up 
with having very hot legs.  She managed this 
for all of about an hour when – ‘Kath – give 
me your knife!’ 

About a minute later she had a new pair of 
shorts!  Amazing what you would never think 
of doing at home, you have no hesitation in 
doing during a race in the middle of 
nowhere. 

About this time we started dropping into a 



big river valley which unfortunately had no water in it what so ever.  This was a bit of a 
problem as we were all getting pretty low.  Kev has a weird ability to see water on a map – 
finding a random spring in Cairns which saved us and several other teams and this time 
finding a bore with lovely cool drinkable water.  Saved once again.   

We all stocked up, dipped our shirts and hats in to cool down, stopped for a bite to eat 
and trudged on.  Once on a road we all started to overheat so into the shade for a rest.  
We were looking forward to getting into the next canyon with the opportunity to cool off.  
We changed our minds somewhat when we saw the water.  

Green, stagnating pools of water, not so 
condusive to swimming but unfortunately we 
needed drinking water.  Lucky we had plenty 
of water purification tablets – although we did 
consider straining it through our socks first.  
We didn’t see any crocodiles despite looking – 
once again we were probably making too 
much noise - as despite the fact we had been 
out for 7 days, we were still chatting and 
laughing our way around the course.   

 

As 
evening descended however we were starting to 
wear out a bit.  Stopping for another rest, Laura 
wearily asked if anyone had any chocolate, just 
as I found a bag of m&ms at the bottom of my 
pack – score!  These were downed by everyone in 
no time flat and we all perked up ready for the 
next hill climb.  Little did we know that the 
organisers had left each team a bottle of coke 
and tub of pringles at the next checkpoint, which 
just happened to coincide with sunset.  Might as 
well sit down and enjoy it! 

Unfortunately I chose this time to hit the wall.  The wheels fell off, it was all bad and we 
had 20km of hills to go.  Luckily the team rallied, took most of my gear, fed and 
encouraged and with a few more rest stops we were at the top.  We had chosen to go 
around an unmarked road, which was 9km longer, but avoided a 3km bush bash so turned 
out to be faster and a lot less effort.   

Unfortunately being unmarked, those watching at home thought we had wandered badly 
off course and we had many friends and family yelling at their computers!  Back on track 
we found where we needed to turn off the track to the next check point – which we found 
after a bit of ‘it must just be a bit further’  - happily punched the control and tried to 
figure out how to get off the seemingly sheer drop in front of us.  We looked back to see 
about 4 teams lights at various points behind us which was weird as we hadn’t seen 
another team for hours. 

Finally down and we took off across the flats.  One of the things that got us through the 
tougher moments was blatant sarcasm.  If someone had sore feet it was – I’m really 
enjoying the sand in my shoes grinding into the raw skin – or I wish there were more cattle 
grids on this road as my butt isn’t sore at all!  This continued the entire race and was 
always a great way to cheer us all up.  As we crossed the flats, Laura kicked a log hard and 
stumbled.  As she came out with – ‘that felt great on my foot, I wish I could do that again! 



She walked straight into a second log.  Although she was in pain, we all lost it, laughing 
and falling over ourselves.  Lucky it was nearly the end! 

We hit the track that was marked as a main road, had a quick discussion as to whether it 
was the one we wanted, decided the timing was right and turned down it for the short 
walk to transition.   

I welcomed the transition as was well and truly over walking.  Funny though how a change 
in discipline can change your mood and energy levels.  We were on the home leg and had 
had the holiday of a lifetime.  We blasted through this last leg, faltering a little trying to 
follow the bike path into town through road works, pulling into the finish during the early 
hours of the morning – in just over 8 days - grubby, tired but elated at finishing as a team. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We had the holiday of a lifetime, with experiences we will never forget.  With the 
pressure off, we could enjoy each leg, take in the scenery, enjoy and support each other 
through the harder times and have the time of our lives.  This was definitely the best XPD 
yet and we can’t wait to do it all again next year.  


