
Cairns to Port Douglas Ultra - 12 November 2011  
 
Dear Family and Friends, 
 
Just wanted to bring a report (and put some stats and info together) on the events of Saturday 12 
November. Katie and her friend Cristy Mock ran the half marathon together around Port Douglas in 
good time. For some reason I decided to start my race in Cairns. My race had about 40 competitors and 
most of them looked like greyhounds. I settled into the back of the pack from the start and basically 
finished there!  
 
Let me summarise the day in these points:-  
 
1. The first 4kms (up a mountain) took an hour. Only 70 to go! Having reached a lookout over Kuranda 
it was down to a 28km stretch of undulating dirt/gravel packed road. I hiked the inclines and tried to run 
the flats and downhills- all day.  
 
2. My Mum met me a few times along the first half of the race with sandwiches, snacks, lemonade and 
water bottles. This proved a great help. I tried to eat something every 30 minutes and drink regularly. 
That can be a challenge when you don't feel like it.  
 
3. The next 18km was along a bush track that took close to 3 hours. It just seemed to never end! 
 
4. I met up with my 'pacer' Steve Mock at the 57km mark. Steve kept me to a good pace (when I was 
able to run after being out for close to 8 hours). We had a vicious descent down what is known as the 
Bump Track just before getting to Port.  
 
5. It was nice seeing the Kronsteiner family who delivered Steve to the meeting point and they kept 
popping up a few times before the finish line! It was so good to see them.  
 
6. My feet basically began to ache with about 10km to go. Mum was on duty again, and, with a different 
pair of shoes, my feet experienced a mini revival.  
 
7. Steve kept me motivated running this last stretch but being under the direct sun was sapping me in 
every sense. While I just wanted to stop moving, the thought of quitting was more intolerable than the 
pain in finishing.  
 
8. We finally got to the beach with 4km to go! I had been visualising this moment for months. Running 
on firm but soft(?) sand was a nice way to conclude the day. Steve and I chatted about how absurd such 
an adventure would have been a couple of years ago.  
 
9. It was wonderful seeing my family, the Mocks, Dorges (thanks for looking after the boys), Wilsons 
and Kronnies at the finish. Michael and Mummy ran the last few metres with me to the finisher's shute 
where Michael quickly claimed Daddy's medal. After all, what's mine is his right? 
 
10.Thank the Lord for safety and grace. A million things could have gone wrong out there- one wrong 
step and a sprained/broken ankle or ligament could have ended it then and there.  
 
11. The eventual winner came home in under 7 hours! I was just under 10hrs 30min and last place came 
in under 12hrs. A few didn't or couldn't finish.  
 
12. Our family enjoyed a nice Mexican dinner in Port that evening. It only took an hour to drive all the 
way back home:) 
 

With love 
Robert  (www.appsministries.org) 


