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Last Saturday the journey to Western States continued with the scheduled stop at Miwok for a nice tough 100k.  This race has become very popular in Ultra circles and it fills up fast.  Lots of top elite runners in a field jammed with people preparing for Western States.  It is rated in the top five 100ks in the United States.  

 

The course:  There are no suitable words to describe this course.  It starts and ends at Rodeo Beach and covers parts of the Golden Gate National Recreation Area, Mt. Tamalpais State Park, Muir Beach, and the Point Reyes National Seashore.  The views are spectacular and beyond description.

 

Head games: These had begun very early.  Dean had been sending me E mails stating I would never beat him at Miwok.  Yes I had improved but there was no way I would beat him.  Since he had ran the event seven previous times he felt it was just to tough to do well the first time out.  He said I better bring a light because looking at my times at HURT  (20hrs. to go 60 miles) I would need it.  Since the cut-off was 16 hrs. he said I was in jeopardy of not finishing.  Of course he knew HURT is an exception (because of the brutal course) and I responded he had better have his jets on because I was going to kick his ass.  This banter went on for several weeks prior to the race.  You can't run with us and be sensitive we will screw with your mind big time.  We met up Friday night and the head games continued.  When it was all settled we established the fact he would beat me by an hour.  Driving to the start in the morning it was non-stop messing with each other's head.  God I love it.  It’s an important part of the fun.  After Rucky-Chucky Dean suggested I wear Depends for this race.  I of course did bring the wet ones in my fanny pack and I ate early (before 4pm) the previous night.  I can't have a mess like last time happen again.

 

Item of minor interest: I had spent the week in Pleasant Hill at a conference for the Company and met an engineer who works at our Martinez refinery who was also running Miwok and Western States. I am thinking wouldn't it be nice if Shell would sponsor a team.  It would probably only cost the public another five cents a gallon.  What do you guys think?

 

The Race: It started in the dark at 5:40am.  A quick dash across the beach and up the first trail.  The first 6 miles are pretty uneventful.  Legs are fresh, easy up-hill, quick and fast down-hill to the first aid station.  You run along the bluff a good three miles overlooking the Golden Gate Bridge.  Sunrise, the Golden Gate, it is all pretty awesome.  Cold and foggy but that would change quickly.

After the first aid station the climbing begins in earnest.  Sun is up and it’s getting hot.  After the big climb it’s a fast quad pounding 3 mile downhill to the next aid station at Tennessee Valley (11.9 miles).  Refuel and head out up a very steep climb.  It’s at this climb that Dean gets away from me.  He looks real good.  I stop to take off my long sleeve running shirt and to add perpetium to my water bottles.  I can't catch Dean but I can see him out ahead of me.  I start to settle in to my pace.  I am still felling good at the Muir Beach aid station (16 miles) but Dean is out of sight.  I am taking salt every hour, GU every half hour, no solids at the aid stations.  The stomach is still good.  Another tough section and tough climb into the Pan Toll aid station (21.7 miles).  I stop to refuel and I am getting light headed.  I know not to stand around, I got to keep moving, I don't want to pass out like in HURT.  I got my bottles refilled, took a shot of coke, stuffed down some Gu and headed out.  I am light headed for about a mile but start to feel better.   

The next section isn't any easier, ran through a redwood grove for about a mile then an exposed ridge on a very narrow single track for several miles.  It’s getting real hot now.  Pull into the Bolinas Ridge aid station (28.4 miles) light headed again.  I am worried now; I can't seem to shake the dizziness.  I take off again knowing its a brutal 7.5 miles to the turnaround. Straight up and into the redwoods.  I am doing the best I can.  I have given up trying to catch Dean I am just shooting for a sub twelve hour finish.  I am feeling like shit.  The stomach is giving me problems but I am forcing down the GU.  I am worried about salt.  I didn't bring enough.  I should be taking a tab every 40 minutes but I have only enough for every hour.  The heat is cranking up.  What the hell is going on, are we in some kind of heat wave?  Oh my God the stomach is cramping, I look into the woods, lots of cover, I run in deep off the trail, take a dump.  Thank God for the wipes.  I feel good again.  I feel real strong.  I take off running hard.  What the hell is going on I feel totally refreshed.  I blast down a steep two mile drop into the turnaround.  I see Dean coming back up the mountain.  We exchange barbs.  I tell him he better not bonk or I will suck him up big time. 

 

Randall Ridge turnaround (35.6 miles).  I feel good, the water melon is great, I take a quick sponge bath.  I head back up the massive climb; mentally I am thinking "push hard" I need that sub twelve.  The climb is brutal but it’s in the shade.  The redwoods are beautiful.  I see lots of people I know coming down the trail.  I am still doing well. The climb tops out, now its time to run hard but my left quad is shot.  It’s just totally gone.  Too many hard downhill’s.  I have been in this spot before and I know it will come back I just got to push through it.  At least the head is good, no more dizziness.  I arrive back at Bolinas Ridge (42.3 miles) after a long struggle with the legs.  But at least the head and stomach are still good.  Out of Bolinas and a hard exposed return on a sun bake ridge line. I begin to falter.  The heat is brutal.  My stomach is bad and I my legs are cramping.  I need salt real bad.  I take a step and my left calve starts to cramp.  I am barely getting by.  The only reason I have a good attitude is that everyone else is suffering also.  Runners are starting to really fade.  I take a chance and start downing my salt supply even though I won't have any toward the finish.  The calves and hamstrings what to cramp, I can feel the grabbing start every time I speed up.  It’s a long grueling trek to the next aid station.  I can barely get down the GU.  I want to puke and cramp.  It seems I have been out here forever. 

 

The Pan toll aid station, mile 49.5.  I am pumped.  I arrive in 9:22.  That’s a sub ten hour run for 50 miles.  My best previous fifty is a 10:08.  There are no salt tablets here but there is a bowl of rock salt.  I grab pieces of water melon and dip it in the salt.  I stuff the salt under my tongue for quick absorption.  I just keep stuffing my mouth with salt.  I am possessed.  I want to puke it up.  I grab my bottles and take off thinking it would be better to puke on the trail than all over the aid table.  I suffer for a short while and then the cramping is gone.  Yes, just like that, its gone.  The salt did it.  Now its time to push hard.  I reach the HWY 1 aid station (54.7 miles).  They have salt tablets, thank God!  And they have seven-up.  I am in paradise!!!!!!!  Its 10:38 in race time.  A very hard uphill then a very severe downhill to Tennessee Valley.  It’s a slow go to the top.  But the downhill is so steep it is absolutely agony on the legs.  The legs are completely gone by now.  They have turned to rubber.  I lost time on the climb so I run all the downhill as fast as I can but it is hell.  I am crushing salt tablets with my teeth, chewing them like candy.

 

I arrive in the last aid station (58.4 miles) at 11:20.  With a long 3 mile climb to go I know a sub twelve is not possible.  But there is more seven-up and I feel good so what the heck lets just keep pushing as hard as the wheels will let us.  Up the climb and a guy I know catches me.  We go up together, passing people along the way.  Most runners are pretty much shot by now, several are in the death march to the finish.  I feel okay, about a mile up I look out ahead and I just cannot believe it.  I see Dean.  I mean I really see Dean.  He is walking.  He is shot.  I can catch him.  My mind has just received an unexpected jolt.  I take off like I am shot out of a cannon.  He must be 500 yards ahead of me.  I know I can catch him.  Each turn on the ridge line I am closer.  He doesn't know I am coming.  Finally near the top of the climb he turns around, I am about thirty yards behind him.  He sees me and yells out "Ramaekers, God damn it."  We finish the climb together.  Suffer the last down hill to the finish and cross the line together.  After all we are brothers we have to finish together.  It’s ordained by the stars, it was meant to be this way.  We finish in 12:12.25.  We both easily qualify for Western States in 2005.

 

Post race: I am sore as hell.  I can hardly move.  I laid in bed that night just aching.  600 mgs of isobuffrine did nothing.  Debbie said when I was sleeping my legs and toes just kept on twitching all night.  My feet swelled up again but not as bad as when I did Sly.  I must be getting use to the trauma.  Oh well, I do just love it.  The Bishop Fifty miler is in two weeks.  We will have to see what high altitude will do.  The journey continues.  God I just love it.

