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IT WASN'T many years ago
that a runner jogging or pound-
ing along an Adelaide strect was
the subject of amazement, ridi-
cule or even contempt.

For some reason, while it was
considered natural and healthy for
Australians to play a sport, the
runner — whether weekend or
diehard regular — was considered a
little strange.

Pervertaed, even.

But Cliff Young and Robert de
?gas‘;bella have irretrievably changed

The taunts, laughter, bewilder-
ment, sanity-questioning looks and
Coke cans hurled from cars that
would greet the runner are now
largely gone.

Even the dogs, it seems, are show-
ing a new respect to a breed which,
with the trusty postie, has tradition-
ally been fair game for canine
harassment,.

De Castella — an articulate and
educated young Australian who has
taken on, and beaten, the world's
best in a gruelling physical contest.

And Young — 2 largely unedu-
cated, backwoods farmer who be-
came a folk hero when he amazed a
nation with his physical and mental
endurance,

Two greatly differing men but
patron saints who have given legiti-
macy and dignity to a sometimes
strange, but certainly growing,
breed of human: The Runner.

The Runner. The title includes
overweight businessmen trying to
overcome the effects of their latest
expense account lunch, women
trying to escape the drudgery of
‘housework, lawyers faking a break
from counting their money, stu-
dents, doctors, pensioners... the
list is endless.

We can be seen running in almost
everything from thick jumpers, long
pants and gumboots to the latest
expensive and skimpy color-co-
ordinated running fashions.

We range from fanatical partici-
pants in ultra-marathons and triath-
lons to the occasional dabbler in one
or more of Adelaide’s growing list of
fun runs.

From the devoted seven-days-a-
week, H2-weeks-a-year runner who
won’t eat something if it will
adversely affect his performance to
the weekend jogger who will never
run off the effects of too many beers
and five-course meals.

But we all have one thing in
common — a peculiar bond with the
world’s most increasingly popular
sport.

For many of us, life revolves
around our running, with almost
every activity scheduled to fit in
with complex training programs.

Some of us have great difficulty
even talking about anything else. At

home, in the street, evenr al parties;
our conversation revolves around
running jargon as we endlessly dis-
cuss PR3 (personal record times),
fartiek (a particularly masochistic
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considered natural and healthy for
Australians to play a sport, the
runner — whether weekend or
diehard regular — was considered a
little strange.

Perverted, even.

But CLff Young and Robert de
Castella have irretrievably changed
that.

The taunts, laughter, bewilder-
roent, sanity-questioning looks and
Coke cans hurled from cars that
would greet the rufiner are now
largely gone. ;

. Ewen the dogs, it seems, are show-

ing a new respect to a breed which,
with the frusty postie, has tradition-
ally been fair game for canine
harassment,

De Castella — an articulate and
educated young Australian who has
taken on, and beaten, the world’s
best in a gruelling physical contest.

And Young — a largely unedu-
cated, backwoods farmer who be-
came a folk hero when he amazed a
nation with his physical and mental
endurance.

Two greatly differing men but
patron saints who have given legiti-
macy and dignity to a sometimes
strange, but certainly growing,
breed of human: The Runner.

The Runner. The tifle includes
overweight businessmen trying to
overcome the effects of their latest
expense account luneh, women
"crsgng to escape the drudgery of
housework, lawyers taking a break
from counting their money, siu-
dents, doctors, pensioners ... the
list is endless.

We can be seen running in almost
everything from thick jumpers, long
pants and gumboots to the latest
expensive and skimpy color-co-
ordinated running fashions.

We range from fanatical partici-
pantsin ultra-marathons and triath-
lons to the oceasional dabbler in one
or more of Adelaide’s growing list of
fun runs.

From the devoted seven-days-a-
week, 52-weeks-a-year runner who
won't eat something if it will
adversely affect his performance to
the weekend jogger who will never
run off the effects of too many beers
and five-course meals. '

Buf we all have one thing in
common — a peculiar bond with the
world’s most increasingly popular
sport. ;

For many of us, life revolves
around our running, with almost
every activity scheduled to fit in
with complex training programs.

Some of us have great difficulty
even talking about anything else. At
home, in the street, even at parties,
our conversation revolves around
running jargon as we endlessly dis-
cuss PRs (personal record times),
fartlek (a particularly masochistic
form of training), carbohydrate load-

ing, our weekly mileage totals-and, I .
of course, our painful catalogue of-

injuries. &
The hardcore runner is often a
sorry sight. If something prevents

him from running for more than two -

days, he becomes grumpy, breaks
into a cold sweat and his eyes glaze
OVer.

Some runners take their devotion
to the sport to lengths that mere
mortals would consider patently
. absurd. b

Take, for example, England’'s Ron
Hill, who has run twice every week-
day and Saturday and onge every
Sunday since December 20, 1964,
even if it has meant running around
airport lounges. The former Olym-
pian completed his 100,000th mile
over an 18-year period on January 8,
this year. _

Or Ruth Rothfarb, 82, who began
runing in 1975 at the age of 74 when
she took her son to a 10-kilometre
fun run and decided to enter also.
The American grandmother last

“=“year bet:ainé the oldest woma
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n to
compiete the marathon distance

- and has now run three marathons.

Or John Kelley, 75, who has com-
peted in the famous Boston
Marathon for 51 consecufive years.

Or the American running shoe
company which studied slow-
motion film of kangarcos hopping,
in the hope of discovering some-
thing revolutionary to give its prod-
uct an advantage over others in a
fiercely competitive market.

Or even The Advertiser chief-of-
staff John Doherty — an on-again,
off-again runner fighting a constant
battie with his waistline and the
Coromandel Valley hills — who
must be the only person in Adelaide
to run wearing headphones so he
can listen to the latest news when
not at work. (Much to the embar-
rassment of his wife).

Others of us just won't accept our

mrmr—— o~
imitations or never know when to about my bad luck to anyone who
guit. came near. (Runners are notoriously

Take my own sorry history with

the 42.2 kilometres or 26 miles and

385 yards of the marathon.
Harly last year, I decided to enter
that year's Festival City Marathon,

billed as Australia’s “friendliest” .

marathon.
[On Sunday, with visions of

. Robert de Castella surging to yet
‘another memeorable victory, more

than 1500 runners will take part in
this year’s event, from Gawler to
North Adelaide.] ]

1 trained religiously for six months
and reached a fitness level quite
alien to most journalists, tradition-
ally sedentary creatures who discov-
er stories during long periods spent
in seedy bars. _

Four days before the event, I
caught the 'flu and was forced to
spend three days in bed. But I woke
on the morning of the race feeling

that the worst of it was gone and

thinking it would' be a shame to
waste all that training.

Ah, the stupidity of the long-
distance runner.

1 was forced to retire less than
gracefully at the 30-kilometre mark,
feeling closer to death than the
finishing line.

I had lost more than four Kilo-
grams in that distance and spent
the next week in bed whingeing

bad patients).

Ultimately unscarred by the
ordeal, I began training early this
year for the State marathon held at
West Lakes in May, only to be struck
down by a knee injury.

Not to worry, I thought; there's
always the good old Festival City

My training was progressing nice-
ly, thank you, until a ridiculous
sport called hockey and a disloeated
shoulder destroyed my plans.

So now I'm busily training for
Melbourne's Big M Marathon, to be
run from Franksfon to Melbourne
on October 9.

I expect to be hit by a car or bitten
by a snake in a month or so.

Adelaide is an almost perfect city

for the runner. It is basically flat,

mostly dry and devoid of the chaotic
traffic and overbearing air pollution
of bigger cities such as Melbourne
and Sydney.

It has some beautiful tracks on
which to run near the River Tornrens
in the city and in and around the
city parklands.

Close by are beaches which offer
the runner some equally appealing
scenery during summer and the
Adelaide Hills with good trails for
the runner wanting more demand-
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about my bad luck to anyone who
came near. (Runners are notoriously
bad patients),

Ultimately unscarred by the
ordeal, I began training early this
year for the State marathon held at
West Lakes in May, only to be struck
down by a knee injury.

Not to worry, I thought: there's
always the good old Festival City
again,

My training was progressing nice-
ly, thank you, until a ridiculous
sport called hockey and a dislocated
shoulder destroyed my plans.

S0 now I'm busily training for
Melbourne’s Big M Marathon, to be
run from Frankston to Melbourmne
on October 9.

T expect to be hit by a car or bitten
by a snake in a month or so.

Adelaide is an almost perfect city
for the runner. It is basically flat,
mostly dry and devoid of the chaotic
traffic and overbearing air pollution
of bigger cities such as Melbourne
and Sydney, _

It has some beautiful tracks on
which to run near the River Torrens
in the city and in and around the
city parklands,

Close by are beaches which offer
the runner some equally appealing
scenery during summer and the
Adelaide Hills with good trails for
the runner wanting more demand-
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The running exploits of Premier
John Bannon an
now Supreme Court judge, Mr. Jus-
tice Millhouse, are well documented.

But the city’s army of anonymous
runners 1s growing almost daily, it
seems.

Take a look next time you gofora
drive (or, better still, a run).

You'll see us out in our thousands
pounding streets, footpaths, parks,
ovals, trails or beaches, _

Up and down hills, on the flat, in
the sun and the rain, in the morning,
at lunch, on the way home from
work or late at night.

Medical opinions abound on the
advisabilit.{ or otherwise of running,
One school of thought goes almost
as far as saying it is a cure for every
known tgisease; another, exactly the
opposite,

suspect no-one really knows the

truth.
But the sport’s popularity is easy
to explain, if at times difficult for the
non-runner to comprehend,

_Forget the expensive and some-
times complex equipment and uni-
forms needed for other sports — all
you need to run is a pair of legs and a
pair of sandshoes. ]

Forget structured training and
game times — you can run whenever
and as much or as little as you like,

It's a surefire weanon in fhe e bbl

former MP ang-

_the best runners around but com-
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The ir{greasing lpgrtlkclpatlon in
and variety of Adelaide’s organised
runs reflects the sport’s popularity.

. The interest in the Corporate Cup,
'a team relay event held in the city

on alter Wednesdays, is testi-
xqri]onay%tetom?gg running habits of city

“workers and more than 7000 people
“will compete this year in the annual
l Ci"%y-Bay 12-kilometre fun run,

h

ere’'s the Golden Mile, run

‘annually along King William Street
from Vuigtoﬁa Square to St. Peter's
‘Cathedral; Torture Ridge, a
masochistic eight-kilometre run to
‘the Mount Lofty kiosk; the Pichi

Richi Marathon, a scenic but painful
run through the Flinders Ranges;
the Adelaide to Victor Harbor ultra-

ner only ... and scores of suburban

AU CULLIVLY LU vapiesmeae— 10— %
?tli:s? athle%ics c¢lubs, schools and
munit ups.
cosrgm Iillirxt]al gs,g;?gntg?‘sig us or loathe us,
e will not disappear.
b%hvgemwt;ek might inherit the earth,
but definitely not until after the
runner has finished with it.
Footnote: For running readers
wishing to ascertain the bonafides of
the author of this article, he finished
this year's Greenbelt half marathon
in one hour, 26 minutes and the 1882
Golden Mile in four minutes, 52
onds. )
Se%le has recently shaved off his
beard in the hope that his _Robert de
Castella moustache will aid his per-
formance.
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