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25 degrees and snow at start / 35 degrees and sun at finish

Splits:

1 –   12:27

18 – 12:04
2 –   11:32

19 – 13:06


Finish – 7:12:45
3 –   12:27

20 – 11:15


Running time – 6:46:19
4 –   13:28

21 – 12:40


First half – 3:50
5 –   11:29

22 – 11:04


Second – 3:22
6 –   11:26

23 – 10:51
7 –   12:02

24 – 13:41
8 –   12:24

25 – 10:53
9 –   12:09

26 – 12:05
10 – 14:21

27 – 10:57
11 – 13:02

28 – 11:16
12 – 12:49

29 – 11:16
13 – 14:38

30 – 13:24
14 – 14:56

31 – 13:52
15 – 17:52

32 – 09:45
16 – 17:26

33 – 00:32
17 – 12:54

So there we were Adam, Casey, Ruth, Jimmy and I left Fredericksburg at 1:30AM excited about the adventure that awaited us yet wondered why every race had us waking up at ungodly hours just to get there “early”.  Soon enough everyone settled in and the two and a half hour drive was well underway.  

We arrived rested and ready with enough time for a quick nap before picking up our race packets and grabbing a last bite to eat before we headed out.  

The start was uneventful.  Few words were said, no cannon fire signaled our quest, only a faint “Go” was heard from somewhere in the front of the pack.  
With that we were off.  

Casey and Ruth took off as expected.  Our goal was to see them on their way back.  Adam, Jimmy and I had decided to run together with the goal of getting Jimmy to finish his first race over a half marathon so our start was focused on getting used to the trail and how to run in six inches of loose pack snow not speed.  
It was a very quiet start.  The snow kept the footsteps muffled and most everyone was trying to keep their eyes on the dim light coming from their headlamp and not tripping over a root or wayward rock hidden under the snow.  

After about four miles the sun started to come up and the snow began to slow down a bit.  I actually started feeling a little warmer.  What little crowd was around us at the start was thinning out and other than an occasional yell it was a peaceful run.  

The only hard part of the run was passing people.  The trail was not an easy run but to pass you had to venture out into virgin snow.  This was six inches deep with a crusty surface.  Hard enough to run in let alone try and pass someone.  Adam, Jimmy and I quickly developed our strategy for passing…get right behind the people in front of you, rest for a few minutes at their pace and then spring.  The plan was working and all signs were pointing to a great race.  

If there was any sleep left in anyone mile six took care of it followed by another shocker at mile seven and a half.  Those were the two river crossings.  They were really stream crossings but at that time in the morning they felt like rivers.  The first crossing was mid calf, not too bad.  The second left no way to get around it as it was knee deep.  No way around it, we just went through it and got it done.  Adam didn’t even slow down, Jimmy seemed to glide through it and lets just say I made it though.  I did slow down a bit and didn’t glide at all but I made it through.
At mile nine we were passing a few people and low and behold around a corner…there was Casey.  He had turned an ankle and his day was done.  He was going to enjoy a nice walk back to the 4H center and a nap while he waited on the rest of us to finish.  Onward and forward…

We had no issues.  The plan was working as the aid stations were stocked and well located for refueling…but then came mile thirteen.  Jimmy’s right calf started cramping.  He tried everything but it wouldn’t go away.  By mile fifteen he was reduced to a slow painful walk.  During this time we saw the lead pack on their way back.  Most looked strong; some looked like we’d be seeing them on our way back.  Then we saw Ruth.  Ruth looked strong and as always had a smile and encouraging words for all.  We wouldn’t see Ruth again until the finish.  
As with everyone at some point in their life the plan went out the window.  The new plan for us was to get Jimmy to the halfway point and get him some help.  By the time we got to the aid station it was decided that Jimmy’s day was done.  The calf just wouldn’t release.  Jimmy would live to fight another day and he will conquer the 50K.  
As Adam and I left the 4H center I glanced at the race clock, 3:50.  Adam glanced back at me when we were leaving and asked how I felt.  After giving him a thumbs up he stated, “Good, we’ve got some time to make up.”  With that we started running.  

For the next five or six miles there was little walking up hills.  The aid stations were not a place to rest, get some food and discuss strategy with other racers.  We were there only to grab food, fill our water bottles, walk and eat until we could down enough food to start running again.  

Pretty soon we had passed fifteen people, then twenty.  We were steady in our approach and our speed was consistent.  We didn’t discuss our plan; our strategy was developed as we raced.  We traded the lead.  We pushed and pulled each other as needed.  Our walking was focused and strategic placed when others couldn’t gain on our lead. 
The river crossings had a much more enjoyable effect on the way back.  Our feet were tired, sore and dirty.  The river reinvigorated us.  It cleaned the muck from the past twenty-five miles and helped us realize only seven more miles to go.  

At this point we seemed to get stronger.  We were both tired.  We were both sore but neither one of us would let the other give up.  We were going to finish this thing and slowing down was not an option either one of us would consider.  

As we approached the outskirts of the 4H camp area it became evident the end of the race was in sight with a little over a mile and a half to go.  Up to this point we had passed over thirty people on our way back.  That’s something to feel good about but the ironic thing is that no one had passed us.  That was something to feel great about.  Until…

The guy in the grey shirt and black shorts…he caught us walking up a hill.  He jogged it and we walked it.  As soon as he passed us I started running with Adam right behind me.  This guy was fast.  I don’t know where he came from or how long he was chasing us but we’d be darned if we were going to give up without a fight.  It was a good fight but a relatively short fight.  We pushed for a good five minutes and made up some ground but this was going to be his day for as we cleared the trail and got on the road with only a little over a half mile to go he was pulling away.  
Holiday Lake has an interesting finish.  You were on the trail for all but the last six tenths of a mile.  For that stretch you’re on the road going back to the 4H center and the really interesting thing for us was the amount of people leaving.  Adam and I were dodging cars and giving people high fives as they drove past.  It was all good until that girl opened her car door suddenly.  I almost got the “best blood award” but I was able to swerve at the last second.  
It was a great finish.  More hoopla than the start; high fives all around…and then…We found our team, got in the suburban and headed home. 

War stories filled our time as we all silently replayed the day in our heads and thought about the next race to come.

Onward to the Terrapin Mountain 50K…
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