Race #1: Holiday Lake 50K – Race Report

Most folks would suggest that having a trail race in the middle of February is inviting bad weather and problems.   In previous years, we had some cold weather and one year it snowed during the entire race.  But NEVER have we had so much snow on the race course before the event.   There were 5 to 6 inches of crusting snow that you sunk in with each footstep.   The net effect was like running in the softest sand you have ever run in, very slow, difficult, and energy sucking. (quoted from Dr. Horton)
I have run this race the past 2 years and it is always a nice way to start off a new running season.  This year was different right from the start.  First off, I would not be running the race alone, Dave, Ruth, Casey, and Jimmy would be joining in on the fun.  This race would be the first in a series of 6 that Dave and I would be tackling in order to raise $100,000 for Orphaned Kids (www.runfororphans.org).
Friday, the day before the race, I woke up at 4am as usual and went to work.  Finished up around 3pm, went home, had lunch, then went to coach CrossFit from 5 – 6pm.  Later in the evening, after dinner and packing up my running gear I finally went to bed at 11pm.  12:30am alarm goes off, I jump in the shower and get cleaned up while I wait for the gang to show up so we can all ride down together.  Around 1:30am, we all pile into Ruth’s Suburban and head down to Appomattox, VA to the start of the race.  I drove the whole way and just outside of Richmond it was snowing, making the rest of the drive a little stressful.  Really didn’t want to wreck Ruth’s nice Suburban on the way down to the race!  Fortunately, we made it to the start of the race around 4:30am incident free.
Everyone was able to get a little cat nap in the truck before checking in at 5:30am.  After check-in, we started to head out to the start line about 6:25am.  At 6:30am, Dr. Horton’s voice yelled thru the megaphone, GO!!!  It was pretty cold at the start, but I knew we would all be sweating soon.  The first half mile or so was on the road and went up a hill, great way to get the heart pumping.  We were mid pack as we turned right to head out the single track trail, can you say “Log Jam”.  Trying to fit 260 runners into a single track trail is pretty funny, but not when you are in the middle of it!  After a couple of miles on the trail things started to open up and we all got a little bit of our own running room.  This race is supposed to be a nice beginner’s 50K, but with all of the white stuff on the ground, that couldn’t have been further from the truth.  Every step you took was 1 of 2 things.  You either, stepped into someone else’s foot print and slid a little in the slushy snow, or you hit fresh snow and the process went like this: “step, crunch, drop-down, stumble, lift, and repeat”.  Thank god for CrossFit, all of the those air squats really prepped the legs well.  This was the way it went for the first half of the race.

For Casey and Jimmy, this would be their first attempt at running a 50K.  From the start, Ruth and Casey went on at their own pace as Dave, Jimmy, and I stayed together during the first half.  At around mile 11 we caught up with Casey who had badly rolled his ankle.  After many attempts to get him running with us, “Come on, suck it up you pansy”, we decided to carry on without him.  It was the least we could do.  Everything was going smooth as silk until about mile 13.5, that was when Jimmy started to get cramps, not good.  Dave and I tried to help out by giving him electrolyte tablets and walking a bit, but nothing was working.  By mile 15 we were moving slow and decided it was best to get Jimmy to the halfway point and have him call it a day.  We reached the halfway point at around 3 hours and 45 minutes into the race.  Jimmy shoveled down lots of salty crackers and peanut butter, but still nothing changed.  We left him about 10 minutes later and told him we would see him soon.  As Dave and I left the aid station, I knew we needed to get moving fast because the toes on my right foot were cold, so cold I couldn’t feel them!  About a mile outside of the halfway point my toes were still numb, thoughts of frostbite were running thru my head as my toes had never been this cold.  I said to myself, “we are running for orphaned kids, nothing will make me drop out of any of these races this year, no matter the pain”.  I started to pick the pace up a little more.  A little while later, Dave asked me to turn it down just a hair.  Fortunately, feelings were coming back to my toes now, thank goodness for that.
For the second part of the race, Dave and I decided we would switch off at each aid station.  I would lead from the halfway point and at the next aid station he would take over.  This worked very well for both of us as we had never run this far together as a team.  Going into the race, we didn’t know if one or the other would slow the other one down, it all worked out great though.  The sun decided to show its face as well during the second half of the race.  There was a positive and a negative to this situation.  The sun helped to get us warm and my toes were thankful as well, but it also warmed up all of the snow on the trail and made for nice slushy conditions.  This was far worse than the first half of the race because every step you took was in very slick snow.  As you stepped into it and tried to push off your feet would slied out from under you, balance was a big issue!  We kept pushing each other and as the miles ticked away we would pass many people.  Although, I wasn’t counting, I estimate that we passed at least 30 people during the second half of the race.  As we passed people, I could tell that Dave liked it and it motivated him more and more.  As the race went on I would get stronger and stronger, every step was a little faster, had a little more purpose, more meaning.  With a couple of miles to go we were both really pumped and felt really good.  As we exited the trail onto the road for the last half mile I could see the exhilaration on Dave’s face.  We bolted to the finish together as a team and crossed the finish line in 7:12, meeting Dr. Horton with his usual grin, a handshake, and a congratulations!  Afterwards, we rounded up Casey, Jimmy,  and Ruth, changed at the truck and headed home.  The day ended great, although the ride home was a different story.  Casey drove home, I almost got car sick as he ate his gas station, fried chicken while trying to keep the Suburban on the road.  We made it safely home though, haha!  Great times…..
-Adam
