January 2011 - epic floods and bursting ear drums
Are you sure you want to delete this post? This action is permanent. 

What a way to start the New Year! Only 2 months in and already packed full of ups and downs… well actually, lots of downs but one major up that I think trumps it all. To skip ahead, I’ve just returned to training after 2 months off. After an ear infection, floods of epic proportions, a foot injury, a brief state of homelessness and the stress of buying a house (then renovating it), all culminating with both Jared and I getting sick, I’m now sitting back writing this blog with a big smile on my face. Why? Because I’m healthy, I have a wonderful boyfriend and we now have our own house.





boats tied to poles where cars usually fight for parks

It all started on January 4 while out at the track for my Tuesday running session. I began my warm up and after a couple minutes, felt a stab in my foot. I thought it was cramping so I stopped to stretch, and then tried again, and again. 3 or 4 attempts later I knew it wasn’t going away today so I hobbled back to the car - session aborted. I’d been trying some new shoes that obviously did not suit my foot or my running technique. And I paid the price.

One week later came the raging floodwaters roaring down Brisbane River. On Tuesday the 11th January Jared rings me from work and says the city is being evacuated and the trains are going to be shut off very soon. He gets home and we go for a walk in the rain as everyone is sandbagging homes and businesses all over the place. We comment that a lot of them are “going a bit too far aren’t they” and “no way the water can get up that high, can it?” Wednesday morning we wake up and try to go for a walk but we’re cut off in all directions. They didn’t sand bag high enough!






my bike path...drowning

We usually live on a hill, but on this day (and for the next few days) we live on a little Island just 50m from waterfront. Instead of cars whizzing by, there are tinnies with furniture stacked to the skies going in one direction, jet skis in the other, then a couple guys paddling surfboards, surf rescue boats, a kayak here and there and one novel man in his bath tub. And then of course, Grant Denyer from the Sunrise morning show is already there at the end of our street broadcasting live. They’re quick, those news guys.

Ironically, the morning the flood hit was the first morning we’d seen clear blue sunny skies after weeks and weeks of solid torrential rain. We finally had good conditions to cycle, but nowhere to go. Luckily, I’d rushed out the day before to buy rollers so I could train at home just in case. And that’s what I did for a few days.






busy intersection at the end of my street

The next few days were just like camping. No power, TV, or news reports, no fresh food, meat, veges, or fruit. We had powdered milk in cereal for breakfast, toast cooked over the gas stove top, sandwiches through the day, and had to be home before dark each night so we could see what we were doing. It was almost an enjoyably peaceful trip away from the world for a while. We eventually had to leave though, because we had no food left and were being constantly eaten by mozzies.

After the floodwaters subsided, I was ready get back into training again. But the next issue to hit me started off as ear pain and eventually, over a few days escalated into deafness on one side, aching through the neck, sleepless nights and enough piercing pain across one side of my head to make me sick! I tried all the natural remedies first - reflexology, warm oil in the ear… it started to get better so I attempted a pool session but this sent be back to square one… the pain became so intense that I went to see a doctor.



At this point I had world cross country trials in less than a week, I needed to fly to Canberra but the doctor was very clear with me that with this ear infection the way it was, the risk of bursting the ear drum on the plane would be too high. He sent me away with eardrops and strict instructions of no swimming. But I couldn’t run or ride either because any movement was excruciating to the point it would make me sick. Consequently, world cross country trials came and went without me. The weeks prior, I ‘d made specific changes to my tri training to be fit and fast for the trials. Training had been perfect and I was confident. The Doctors news devastated me. That was my January 2011!

