
Morison 50 ς LCRK Race report 

 

PaddleNSW was delighted to host the Morison 50 on October 31st, 2020. Starting from Macquarie Park, 
Windsor, paddle 50, 24 or 12kms in an out-and-back race as evening falls on the mighty Hawkesbury River. 

Race Overview - Rich Yates 
What do you get when you cross the Myall Classic with the Hawkesbury Canoe Classic? No its not stiff 
shoulders, blisters and a sore backside. The correct answer is the only Ultra marathon of COVID 2020, the 
Morison 50. 

Conceived by Paddle NSW as low overhead race in the absence of both the Classics mentioned above, The 
Morison 50 pitted competition starved paddlers against a familiar river in a less familiar format. The plan was 
simple; Start at Windsor, paddle for either 6km, 12 km or 25 km then turn around and come home. Mother 
Nature had more to say about that. 

Named after one of the true legends of marathon paddling, Joan Morison, the race started at Macquarie Park 
Windsor, pointing the boats downstream for their allotted distances before a return upstream, yes upstream in 
the mighty Hawkesbury. Like the Myall there were early and late starts to cater for the differing speeds of 
paddlers. Like the HCC the plan was to have the paddlers finish in the dark experiencing the excitement of night 
paddling in the wilds of Windsor. 

 
Above: Tony, briefing Ian and Chris 

Like the HCC there was a raft of required safety equipment and scrutineering. Of particular interest was the 
ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Dt{ ǘǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ DƭȅƳǇǎŜ !ǇǇΦ tŀŘŘƭŜ b{²Ωǎ bŀƻƳƛ WƻƘƴǎƻƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ 
herself as the technical advisor to all of us who'd managed to install the app but then knew nothing of what to 
do next. Looking a bit deeper into it though, the app provides a means of locating individuals by their phone 
GPS and also provides the paddler with a one stop panic button contact for the safety crew of the race 



organisers. I think this is a good use of the technology. In a lot of cases, the addition of the iphone to the boat 
meant that the net worth of the cargo exceeded the net worth of the vessel, in my case by a factor of 3. 
Nonetheless, a good drybag, carefully and securely attached provided some comfort. 

The timing of the start provided the paddlers with a good outgoing tide which alas was set to change only after 
the race was complete. It was happy days downstream and a tough night upstream. 

First off was the 3pm start for the 50km course. Various craft on this start including a K1, some sea kayaks, skis 
and SUPS. An hour later the rest of us headed downstream, those dreaming of glory or deluded in the hope that 
the later start would provide a tidal assist on the way home. The K1 diamond quickly hit the front but were 
thwarted at the first buoy before the bridge with the left wingman having a swim. The other three stopped to 
assist and regroup as the rest of the pack went past. It was the first time for all of us I reckon, passing Brett 
Greenwood in a race. 

The tide was fairly ripping down the river and the leading pack soon sorted itself out with a couple of doubles 
ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƪƛǎ ŀƴŘ YмΩǎ ŀƴƎƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŀƛƭǿƛƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǇǳǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
the afternoon started to get a bit hot. The heat continued to rise with an approaching spring storm threatening 
with thunder and lightning. The lightning got closer and the light dimmed. I recalled the paddle NSW safety 
briefing in the event of lightning duriƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜΣ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŀǘ ƛƴ 
the middle of the river if you are. Well I was and I did and the rain came down in buckets. The river flattened 
out and turned from being a muddy brown to being speckled with silver ball bearings as each raindrop 
produced a perfect clear sphere as the splash rebounded. The lightning was striking up ahead and I felt for the 
3pm starters who were probably in the thick of it. 

 
Above: Me executing an overtaking manoeuvre while the Dawes/Cobb double was distracted by the camera 

 
The temperature had dropped and the rain lasted a good 15 minutes, enough to get quite chilly despite the 
effort of paddling. However it did clear and the storm grumbled off to the north east. The 12km mark came up 
at the Cattai jetty (HCC checkpoint A). Quite strange to be paddling past the jetty without it being full of happy 
landcrew, instead the rescue boat was stationed there and as we paddled past they made a hasty embarkation 
and motored downstream. 



The threat of the storms and their severity put some prospective starters off and there were a couple of 
cancellations. Others figured they had driven that far so better get on with it and the later starts went off, 
slightly delayed by the storm. The HCC is a race that often has competitors comparing GPS readouts for the 
distance travelled. Perhaps its something about the river as that turned out to be the case for the Morison 50. 
The boat charged with deploying the 50km turn buoy just south of Sackville had a mechanical and simply 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎŀƭ ǎǘƻǊƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŀǾƻŎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƳƳǎΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ 
time comms were restored it was up to the 12km IRB to dash down the river to turn the fleet around. 

The 3pm starters were obviously an obedient bunch and patiently paddled on past the GPS reading of 25km 
looking for the official buoy. 26km, 27km, 28km, 29km no buoy. Luckily, before (almost) encountering the Ferry, 
the IRB caught the leaders and turned them around. They then turned themselves and headed back upstream 
turning the fleet around as they went. This had the unfortunate effect of turning the race leaders into the race 
backmarkers in an instant. However, this also had the fortunate effect of turning the 50km backmarkers 
suddenly into race leaders. 

So the uphill slog began. The heady speeds of 13, 14 or 15km/hr on the way down ebbed to 10, 9 and 8 on the 
way back. Luckily we were treated to a magnificent sunset after the clouds cleared. It was much more 
rewarding looking at that than the GPS. 

So the fast crews overtook the slower crews all over again on the way home. A very strange feeling for HCC 
veterans, paddling upstream toward Windsor with the sun in your face on the last Saturday in October. The 
later starts for the shorter course had similar struggles with the tide. Misery loves company. 

Like the HCC the finish is heralded by a distant road bridge. Like the HCC it comes into view and refuses to get 
any closer until you are nearly weeping. Then all of a sudden its behind you and you are finished. The 
construction of the new bridge has created a couple of eddies near the bridge, one in particular was very 
exciting for the weary and unwary paddlers. And just like that the race is over. No landcrew to help you up with 
the boat, although a there were a few friendly faces offering congratulations and encouragement at the finish. 

The best finish was taken out by a double that came in complaining of weed on the rudder. They hopped out 
and inspected the rudder, waiting for the triumphant ball of Hawkesbury weed that saw them lose 3km/hr for 
the last 4km etc etc. They were disappointed only to find a single strand of fishing line. Not wishing to leave 
plastic in the river they pulled in the line and were surprised when they reeled in the business end of a Jarvis 
Walker 8 foot rod and reel. Luckily there was no fisherman attached but I can only imagine that the owner of 
the rod went home to their spouse with tales of a monster in the river that took their hook, line sinker, rod and 
reel. Such are legends born. 

The last few boats trickled in after paddling above and beyond their allotted distance. Surprisingly the only real 
complaints I heard were the folks who got turned early rather than too late. I think most of us were just happy 
to be out there competing again. 

So the inaugural Morison 50 or Morison 47 or Morison 59 was in my book a big success. Hats off to Paddle NSW 
for organising the event and running it. No sheep stations were lost and paddling was the winner on the day. 
Congratulations to all that paddled and many thanks to all that helped organise and run the race. Next year, the 
Mystery Morison. Keep em guessing. 

Merry Sugiarto and Dave Hammond 24km 2:51:41 
Wobbly start with buckets of rain and lightning, ahead of everyone until 15km when the rudder snapped. We 
tried to paddle steer but did not work. Eventually a friend came to the rescue and we got off and fix the rudder 
with a whistle string and paddle steered for the next 10-12km(with 2 loops making sure our paddler friend who 
stopped and helped us did not get left behind). It sure was a race to remember. Grateful for all the organisers 
and volunteers for making this happened. 



 
Above: Merry and Dave buckets of rain! 

 
Jeff Hosnell 58km 5:53:07 
What a great idea to have race in honour of Joan and Bruce Morison 

This was long race for me I was on my own for this race My normal partner Duncan had to work but he still 
came along to help with this race. What a great turnout from Lane Cover paddlers over a quarter of the field 
also volunteers - what a great club we have. 

I entered tƘŜ рлƪƳ ǊŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ оǇƳ ǎǘŀǊǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ Ǝƻǘ 
ŘŀǊƪΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ тΦпр ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ - Graham Cleland and I took off and 
soon put distance between us and the field. We were hitting high 12s even 13s. The 6km buoy we came to but 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƻ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
rain came down and the wind got up lucky it was behind us. We had the Maritime Boat to keep us company. 

As we got further down the river it became very choppy I had waves coming into my boat. When we came to 
around the 25km mark there was no buoy, and the Maritime boat carried on, so we followed. Well then I saw 
the ferry and I knew we had come too far 28.9km! 

The Maritime Boat turned around asked our names and told us to turn around. Graham was telling paddlers 
who had followed us to turn around. And we're pretty sure we saw Duncan plaintively calling from the bank? It 
was a really hard slog back 9s, 8s high 7s. We were so lucky after 5-6kms back the weather cleared and the river 
calmed right down, so even though it was slow it was a nice paddle. I had to empty my boat out around the 
10km mark back. I stuck to the centre of the river becaǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΦ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ 
front light on that was good to look at. In the end finished around 8.45pm so a bloody long day! 

Looking forward to next years race. Thanks to all the volunteers, special mention to Wade taking a new 
member Dean on such a hard paddle and I hear Dean is up for more. 



 
Above: Jeff comes over to the 6km Buoy for a close-up 

Oscar Cahill & Duncan Johnstone ς Safety Boat 3 
Oscar and Duncan had an eventful afternoon and saw a total of one kayak all day! We were Safety Boat 3 and 
had two jobs. The first was to lay the 50km turn buoy, and the second was to act as a safety boat at that end of 
the course. Oscar arrived in good time at Sackville to launch the boat. As it was bucketing down with thunder 
and lightning, he waited until Duncan arrived before launching. The gods were angry that day and also sent 
gremlins to sabotage the engine which then refused to start. Troubling-shooting the issue was near impossible 
in the torrential rain and lightning. As there was no phone signal, Duncan had to run up the hill to make a call to 
Race Control, who then scrambled a second boat that was located in Windsor. Once they arrived they launched 
quickly and then proceeded up river against a huge flow. In the meantime, Duncan drove to roughly the 50k 
ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΧ 5hIΗ 

By the time the scrambled boat got to the GPS location. Maritime had already taken up that post so they 
returned. 

We bypassed the engine problem (electrical fault), launched and headed off to where the Maritime boat was 
and did what we could. But the damage had been done! The delay had a domino effect with some leading boats 
missing the turn (sorry Wade!) and others mistakenly turned back before reaching the turn. We got back to the 
ramp at 7pm, soaked and cold. 

As it turned out, it was the safety boat that needed rescuing! And yes, Oscar was off to Whitworths first thing 
on Sunday morning and the boat is as good as neǿΧΧ ǿŜƭƭΧΧ ƴŜǿƛǎƘΗ 



 
Above: "Houston - we have a problem" 

Naomi Johnson 47km 4:27:58 
With fewer races than normal on the calendar this year, the Morison 50 was a tantalising prospect on the 
paddling horizon. I arrived at race day feeling well-prepared and ready to race, and after umming and ahhing 
about paddling my own K1 or the more forgiving Bettong in the weeks leading up, eventually acknowledged 
that I had done no training in the Bettong and my K1 was the more sensible choice from a speed and comfort 
perspective. 

I spent a bit too much time in the hours before the race bouncing around helping paddlers install the 
compulsory Glympse app on their phone, forgetting to pay any attention to my own nutrition and hydration, 
and arrived on the start line feeling a bit jumpy. Needless to say, the first 8kms were not my finest 
achievement, with an overly tentative start from right in the middle of the pack leaving me scrambling for a 
wash and a bit queasy. At the 6km mark I was just hanging on to the back of a pack, realising that the camelbak 
in the bottom of my boat was sitting just a bit too far back to bring the nose of my K1 down into the washride. 
Then they started slipping away as the rain came down in earnest and the claps of thunder came worryingly 
close to their electrical beginnings. With the rain, though, I settled into my rhythm, with the outgoing tide 
ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊ мнƪǇƘΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀy quite 
so fast, and by 20kms I was happily settling in for the long run. No sign of the 3pm group yet, though, which 
began to feel odd as we approached the 25km mark. 

 
Above: Naomi in amongst the happy pack at the 6km turn 

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴ ōǳƻȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ 
of other paddlers from my start. And the driver of the speed boat moving briskly back up the course was 
making a large circular motion with their arm that could only mean they wanted me to do the same. A quick 
turn and I was able to hop on the wash of a double that had dropped me earlier, and we started back upstream 



quite a bit slower than 12kph...and wondering what on earth had happened? Had the wild weather resulted in 
the race being called off? 

15kms to home and my washride changed from the friendly double to Simon Stenhouse, who had been 
spending a bit of time on the bank having a stretch. The view back up the river was totally new, adding yet 
another dimension to the river that I thought I was getting to know so well. Round another corner, the newly 
clear sky melted into a molten orange glow, slipping in streaks of pink and purple as we wound back upstream. 
!ǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ ōƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŘŀǊƪŜƴŜŘΣ ǿŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǇŀŘŘƭŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘǎΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΧ 

The darkness brought another washride in the form of Geoff and Albert from Brisbane Waters, and we were 
beginning to count down to a view of the Windsor Bridge. Though feeling good about the distance, I was 
beginning to feel some rubbing from my camelbak setup, along with the edge of my time tolerance in a tippy 
K1. 4kms, 3kms, then round the corner came the bridge, lingering tantalisingly on the horizon. Like another 
ōǊƛŘƎŜ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǊŀŎŜΣ ²ƛƴŘǎƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ȅŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƛŎƪŜŘ ōȅΦ Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ 
floodlit pool was just in front of us, and I felt good for a final sprint. Just as I was revving up to speed we hit the 
eddies, with the final 500m a battle with the swirling water rather than an elegant sprint for the finish line. At 
47.75kms and 4hr 27min in the boat, I was very happy to stand up again! 

Don Johnstone 4:32:19 
After a year of cancellations and postponements, it was a great relief to hit the water at Windsor for the 
inaugural Morison 50. I arrived just in time to get through scrutineering, and too late for any socially-distant, 
pre-race photos, and once I'd launched I was welcomed by a swift downstream current. Even though I wasn't 
fast enough to stay with the leading packs, I still set PBs for every distance up to 30k, so I was having a grand old 
time. After 24.2k, word filtered back that it was time to turn around, and my speed suddenly dropped from 13 
to 8kph. 

Luckily, I teamed up with Trev and for a while with Rich which definitely made the grind back to Windsor more 
enjoyable. Many thanks to Tony Hystek and Bob Turner for organising such a great event in such a short time 
once word came through that the Hawkesbury and Myall were cancelled. And to all the volunteers who made 
for a memorable end to the 2020 paddling season. 

 
Above: Don having a grand old time! 


