
Robyn’s Comrades 2010 

 

 
 

It all started when I was a little girl - every year I would get up early to watch the start of the annual Comrades Marathon.  

Then I would head with my family down to Kloof to watch the lead runners come by - sometimes we‟d make breakfast while 

watching the runners on their 89km trek from PMB to Durban (down run) or vice-versa (up run).  Then we‟d head home, braai 

(bbq) with the TV on, watching the live coverage, all the way through to the devastating finish when the gun fired at 11 hours 

for the cut off (this changed to 12 hours in more recent yers).  Fellow runners would be carrying each other across the finish 

line if need be.   

 

“One day,” I always said, “I am going to run Comrades!” 
 

Fast forward 20 odd years or so, and I am living in the USA, doing triathlons & running & I decided to train for a marathon.  

My mom tells me that the newspapers are making a big deal about the 85th anniversary off the Comrades Marathon, and the 

seed was planted. 2010 was going to be it!  My training plan was set in motion, with a couple marathons planned, and then 

Comrades. 

 

My first marathon was January 17th - Rock „n Roll Arizona with Jennifer - a debut time of 3hours 38 minutes.  Right on track!  

Then I headed to Napa Valley on March 7th with JM & Erin (my 2nd marathon, their first) and clocked a 3hour 24 minute 

marathon - I felt great & was thrilled with my time!  My training plan called for a couple tough weekends of back to back 20 

mile runs.  Tuesday 10‟s were a hit, with Jen & I adding track practice into the 10mile run.  Then my training plan called for a 

5 hour run - coinciding perfectly with the Spokane River 50km on April 18th - a brutally hilly trail run.  I travelled up with 

Fred & Shawna (there was a great showing from Tri Cities) and I finished in a time of 5hours 17 minutes (including a wrong 
turn along the way).  A few more good training runs & I was feeling ready! 

 

It was exciting to head home & see my family, and surreal that race day was drawing near.  Sandy flew over from Australia to 

meet me arrived the day after I did.  The week consisted of a couple pre-race pasta evenings, family dinners & chilling out. 

Then race registration, which was held in the Durban Exhibition center, and after collecting my number & timing chip and 

browsing thru the vendor stands (and a couple purchases), I was all set. 

 

Race Day, Sunday May 30th: I woke up at 2:15 am and had to meet my ride at 3am to drive up to PMB - with record crowds 

anticipated, they advised getting there early.  I had hooked up with an old family friend, Kim, who was running her 3rd 

Comrades and her running partner Tim (his 2nd Comrades).  

 
We arrived at the start with plenty of time, and sat in the warm car drinking coffee.  Then after the pre-race porta-potty line, we 

headed to the starting area to get near the front of our section.  We sat & stayed warm while waiting for the 5:30am start….. 

 

A couple minutes before the start they played “Chariots of Fire”, followed by the traditional recording of the “Cock Crow” & 

the loud “BANG” of the gun!  We had a great seeding & crossed the start line in under 1 minute (the last runners took about 10 

minutes to cross the start line) 



 

Kim, Tim & I took off at a good pace, through the cool crisp morning air of Pietermaritzburg.  Spectators braved the streets to 

cheer us on, wrapped in blankets, and some still in their pajamas. 

 

We reached Lion‟s Park a little after 7am, and saw Sandy running along the side, camera in hand, so a quick smile & wave & 

keep the legs moving.  My sister & her boyfriend Len were a little further up the street, also blanketed against the cool morning 
air.   

 

I saw Sandy, Jo & Len (my faithful support crew) again in Camperdown & ditched my compression socks with them.  We 

reached the marathon mark in under 4 hours - hmmm…. am I going too fast?  But I was still feeling pretty good.  So onward 

and up through Inchanga and the beautiful Valley of a Thousand Hills and to Drummond, the halfway point.  I lost Kim just 

before halfway - I needed a walk break!  My support crew was waiting at the halfway point & I stopped to get a drink & say hi 

before the next long climb up to the top of Botha‟s Hill (I had to walk a bit of this climb too) - a few people commented “I 

thought this was the down run?!”  Well the top of Botha‟s hill marked the beginning of the long downhills - ouch!   

 

Coming down Botha‟s my legs were starting to feel the hurt a little - it doesn‟t seem so bad driving this hill, but it‟s a long 

schlep down.  The crowds were fantastic & now I was on home ground, running thru Hillcrest in my Hillcrest Villagers race 

top (the pink skirt yielded comments, as did the SA and USA flags on my head).  Through Hillcrest, and my faithful support 
crew was there again to cheer me on.  Then thru Winston Park & on to Kloof where my parents & aunt would be waiting.  

Running down the short freeway section to Kloof, next thing the car driving down the freeway honks & Sandy, Jo & Len are 

driving by  hooting & hollering.   

 

The spectators in Kloof were thick & full of support, and I was scanning for familiar faces -  finally I spot the old folks & stop 

briefly as my mom hands me a mini bar-one chocolate, and they ask how I‟m doing - still ok, but more downhill looms….. 

including the dreaded Fields Hill.  As I got going again I saw Gavin & Pippa (an old school friend) running by, so I ran with 

them a little way.  The next thing I was running towards Sandy & camera on Field‟s Hill.  After a couple pictures, he jogged a 

few steps with me, but with my paranoia about the race officials & the crazy strict rules of seconding I had heard about, he 

stepped to the side.   

 
I was soon engulfed by the large 9 hour “bus” - I tried to hang on, but fell thru the back in Pinetown & continued on at my own 

pace.  Again my support crew was there to cheer me on & offer more salt tabs & other fuel.  My mom dad & aunt also 

managed to find a spot in Pinetown to offer cheer & support, 

 

Thru Pinetown & I reached the bottom of Cowies Hill - the climb looked daunting - this was definitely going to be a run/walk 

hill!  I finally made it over Cowies & on to Westville - but I was now starting to suffer.  My mind was calculating what I 

needed to do to keep under 9 hours - I figured I just had to keep it under 10 minute miles.  That‟s all …. Coming up thru 

Westville my parents & aunt were on standby again - I was hurting, so didn‟t smile much, I just kept going - apparently they 

thought I was dying - my mom & aunt were quite distraught!   

 

My support crew was at the top of 45th Cutting yelling at me to keep going - Sandy slapped me on the butt & said “you can do 

it” - it was going to be close!  
 

To Durban at last!  We ran up onto the freeway for a few kays, with one last climb up into the Berea, then down the freeway 

into downtown Durban with big crowds cheering & singing.  This meant only a couple kays to go before I reached Kingsmead 

Cricket Stadium (aka the finish line).  I had heard the end runners can take 2 minutes to run from the stadium entrance to the 

finish line - I knew I had it!  A wave of emotion hit me as I entered the stadium - but running through the stadium was 

exhilarating - everyone screaming & cheering - I looked up & saw Kim in the stands with her mom screaming for me to run!   

 

On the sideline, just before the finish line, Sandy, my parents, my aunt, my sister & Len were waving & yelling. 

I crossed the line in 8 hours 58 minutes 38 seconds - good enough for my Bill Rowan medal!! 

 

Unbeknown to me, Tim had struggled the last few kays, and crossed the line at the exact same time as me, but he was 
staggering & fell into the arms of a medic & was taken straight to the medical tent where he was given 2 IV bags to re-hydrate. 

 

A good day, a great experience, and a dream come true.  And a big thank you to my husband & family who were there to 

support me all the way!   

 

Everyone asked “would you do it again?”  Well, we‟ll see…… maybe an “up” run next? 
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Drummond ς halfway 
 



 
Me at halfway 
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Finished with my medal! 
 

 
Showered, had a beer ς with my Aunty Viv, Mom, Sandy, Dad & Jo 


