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I do not know whether to cheer or cry.  Probably cry is my best option.

 

----- Original Message ----- 

From: HURTPALS@aol.com 

Sent: Thursday, November 18, 2004 6:30 AM

Subject: HURT

Congratulations! You have been accepted into the HURT5 Trail Race in January. Please refer to our new website (hurthawaii.com), or Stanley's (Run100s) for updated entrants' list, race information, etc.

 

Feel free to call or email us if any questions.

 

PJ Salmonson

	From:
	"Larry" <lramaekers@socal.rr.com>  
View Contact Details 


	To:
	   

	Subject:
	SB 9 Trails, preparation for HURT

	Date:
	Sun, 28 Nov 2004 14:50:57 -0800
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In the Ultra world Santa Barbara 9 Trails would be what I call a short course ultra.  By my definition that is any race under 50 miles.  It is what I believe is the toughest short course out there.  I suppose anyone can argue that claim but certainly on the West Coast it would be hard to dispute.  It is a 35 mile race with over 10,500 feet of ascent and over 10,500 ft of descent.  Mostly single track that is strewed with rocks and boulders which becomes extremely slippery when wet.  It is simply up and down without any flats.  If one is going to do well here you have to push constantly, there are no easy sections.  As I like to say there is no give in this course.  To the locals this race has become the one you do every year.  For Dean and I it now has become our Thanksgiving tradition.  Having ran it for the first time last year we quickly fell in love with it.  So on Saturday we ran it for the second time.

 

Last year: Looking for a good race before HURT I decided to do SB 9 trails.  Convincing Dean wasn't that hard since He also was looking for a training race for HURT also.  I had told him it was suppose to be tough but I do not think he was taking me to seriously.  That changed when at the pre-race meeting the Race Director Patsy Dorsey described the race as a lot harder then the Avalon 50.  This got Dean's attention because the Avalon 50 has a reputation of being a tough run.  What we ended up discovering was that this was one tough monster.  We both finished together at 8:37.15.  The last finishers came in @ 15 hours and half the field dropped out.  All Dean could say was what a great race it was and he wanted the RD to make it a 100 miler.  She said that many people have made that request before.

 

This year: Once again we both found ourselves training for HURT in January.  Since this race was part of our training we did not change any of our training mileage during the week.  Wednesday Dean and I ran four hours in the hills and on Thrusday I ran another two hours.  We took Friday off for travel and showed up for the 6:30am start.  It was cold and rain was predicted.  What to wear is always a last minute decision and since this is a minimalist course it is important to carry the right stuff.  I decided to carry a trash bag for rain, and wear a  long sleeve and short sleeve top.  I packed a headlight in case I did not do well and got caught in the early evening still on the trail and of course water, salt and gel.  I had learned from last year and decided to go out fast.  The race starts out immediately with a 3 mile climb to Inspriation Point.  I figured if I could run with the front I would get ahead of the congestion on the single track that happens early in the race and ends of costing you a lot of time.

    For once in my life my tactical move worked.  I was sucking wind for the first twenty minutes but it would end up paying off big time over the course of the day.  Dean got jammed in the pack and it slowed him down.  At this point I had determined to push every climb and downhill close to max and if I blew up along the course then so be it because I knew I was having a great day.  The number one motivation pushing me was the realization that I actually might beat Dean for once.  I had never been able to do this even though we had tied twice and I came real close at the SLy 50 miler on Labor day.  Sometimes in a race everything just works.  I had been training intensely in the hills and that training was paying off in big dividends.  I reached the Gilbratar aid station in excellent shape.  It is located at the 9 mile point and is reached after some pretty exhausting climbs.  I filled my bottles and blasted the long down hill section before the next climb.  At this point I knew this was going to be my day.  I reached the turnaround at 3:29 and met Dean a good 15 minutes from the turnaround.  This ment I had a 30 minute lead.  I never got tired and my legs were good all day so I never blew up on the return trip.  The course got interesting when it rained because it got very slippery out there and the fog at the upper elevations was pretty thick.  I had to slow the last 8 miles for fear of sliding off the trail during the descents so this cost me time but I finished in 7:34.  I was estactic.  I sprinted the last quarter of a mile to the finish without any problem and I knocked off 63 minutes from my last year's time.  The only draw back was I was soaking wet and Debbie wasn't at the finish with a change of clothes.  I spent the next 30 minutes shivering just waiting for her to show up.  My fingers went numb that's how cold I got but I put on the trash bag and that help quite a bit.  When she did show up her response was that I wasn't suppose to finish so fast.  Whatever; next time I will keep that in mind.  I beat Dean by 37 minutes.  The monkey is off my back at last.

 

Post race comments:  The word out of Hawaii is that torential rains have done severe damage to the trail system for HURT.  The RD is talking about adding some time to the cut-off.  This can't be good.  This race is a mother anyway without any additional problems.  I do not want to be out there any longer than 36 hours.  It almost killed me last time.  Talking to Mark Kiner (second at Baldy Peaks 50k) he stated that SB 9 is harder then Baldy Peaks.  I have to believe him but Baldy Peaks is consider the toughest 50k there is.

 

What's next: Continue training for HURT.  Need to be up around 15 hours a week from now on.  All hill work with big mileage on the weekend.  I am doing the Ridgecrest 50k this next Sunday.  Other then that pray for sunshine in Hawaii the next two months.

	From:
	"Larry" <lramaekers@socal.rr.com>  
View Contact Details 


	To:
	  

	Subject:
	Ridgecrest 50k

	Date:
	Sat, 11 Dec 2004 17:38:04 -0800


Top of Form

[image: image11.wmf]

Larry



 HTMLCONTROL Forms.HTML:Hidden.1 [image: image12.wmf]



 HTMLCONTROL Forms.HTML:Hidden.1 [image: image13.wmf]

lramaekers@soc



 HTMLCONTROL Forms.HTML:Hidden.1 [image: image14.wmf]

http://us.f310.mai


Bottom of Form

Prerace:  I found out early I got picked again in the Western States Lottery so that means there will be no break from training after HURT.  I was kind of hoping for a little slow down to give the body a break but I guess there will be plenty of time to kick back when I am old and feeble.  I had the usual prerace diner of pizza and a pitcher of Mojave Red.  Nothing like the local brew to get one in the right frame of mind. 

 

 I was awaken at 1 am because of a fight in the parking lot of the Motel.  Apparently a few of the boys had a little to much and decided that one in the morning is a good time to stretch out their legs and throw a few punches.  The local constables put a end to it; party poopers.

 

Race: Nothing special other then the race start temperature of 28 degress.  Ridgecrest is a fast course so everyone's times would be inflated.  It is across the desert with very little climbing for mountain goats like me but the rabbits like it because they can run fast and not have to face punishing ascents and descents, the pussy's.  

 

Having ran this course last year was a big advantage to me this year.  I knew the course and so I knew how to run it.  David (brother) ran with me again and Donna (sister-in-law) was running the 30K.  I knew things were going good when David complained a little about the pace @ five miles.  I ended up leaving him at @ six miles and from there on it was just a matter of pushing the pace as hard as posible.  After doing Santa Barbara last week I felt pretty good so I ended up doing it in 4:33.20 which was a twenty-one improvement over last year. But really no big deal because it is a easy course.  My time is very inflated.   It did finally warm up to 45 degrees.

 

Post race: Basically I hung around the keg of Mojave Red and suck down as much beer as my belly would hold.  You got to love a race that has a keg in the back of a pick-up.  All the old men were spending their time around the truck.  It was very popular.  Men, trucks; beer, it was just kind of a beautiful thing.

 

David came in somewhere around 5:35 and Donna was second in her age division and fourth over-all in the 30k.

 

The drive back to the cesspool (So.Cal) was fantastic.  THe snow was on the buttes.  I had a real good buzz going.  After running 31 miles I was a little depleted and then sucking down some brews I was feeling no pain.  Jammed in some Coldplay in the CD and I was rocking out.  It was awesome.  Debbie said to me "next time you're driving".  I said "why'?  "Because you are having way too much fun".  This was the familiar response that I had grown accustomed too.

 

Life is good.  Beer, snow, a wide view across the open spaces. A good women doing the driving with some good tunes in the juke box.  What could be better than that.

 

Descending down 15 and seeing the shit sprawled before me makes me yearn for retirement when I can spend my time in the bosom of good old Mother Earth and ditch this shit.

 

HURT: One month of training left.  I am tired but now is no time to give in.  It is time to kick it up a notch.  So training will intensify whether I like it or not.  Latest E mail from Hawaii indicates the trails are in worse shape than ever before.  Lots of slides from the rains.  Looks like we are headed for lots of fun.  I kind hardly wait.  Until that time everyone have a great Christmas and be sure to take some time to enjoy life and screw that Corporation Bullshit where you think you got to have a bunch of stuff you don't need.  It's about people not stuff.  That's what matters.

	"Larry" <lramaekers@socal.rr.com>  
View Contact Details 


	To:
	 

	Subject:
	Leaving for HURT today.

	Date:
	Tue, 11 Jan 2005 12:30:29 -0800
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If I return I will send out a race report no matter what happens.  Word is the trails are dry and fast.  Oh good, maybe it will take me only 35 hours if I make it.  No matter what, my goal is to see the sun rise on the second day on the trails.  I have vowed to leave this race only if dead or removed by race management.  Take care and remember to "be bold and mighty forces will come to your aid."

	From:
	"Larry" <lramaekers@socal.rr.com>  
View Contact Details 


	To:
	 

	Subject:
	HURT 100, 05

	Date:
	Thu, 27 Jan 2005 23:03:45 -0800
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Short version
I had nothing.  For some reason I just did not have any energy through-out the whole race.  First two loops were okay time wise but the third loop was awful.  I hit the nature center @ 3:30am.  Went out on the fourth loop or maybe staggered out is better way of describing it.  After climbing the Hogsback I knew I was done.  Finished the short loop for the 100k in 23:02 tied for 20th out of 52 100k finishers.  Each one has their own story but mine was simply I just sucked that day.  No excuses.

 

Long version
 

Disclaimer: The following story is based on my senses.  It is what I saw, felt, heard and experienced.  I have not verified what I heard and sometimes what you see can be deceiving.  What you feel early in the race as compared to what you feel later can be like the difference between night and day.  But it is my story the best as I can recollect.  If someone comes along later and says I am full of shit.  Then so be it.  And please excuse the spelling.

 

"You do not reason a man out of something he has not reasoned into." - Jonathan Swift

 

Pre-race: Met at the Nature Center @ 3:30 pm Friday afternoon for the pre-race meeting.  Ninety-one entries which was the largest yet in this the fifth running of HURT.  It was nice to see the same people again as this was my third HURT.  I paced Dean (Bobb to everyone else but to family he is just Dean) in 03 and ran the HURT for the  first time in 04.  While the meeting  was going on, Heather (my daughter), Debbie (my wife) and Jan (my sister-in-law) decided to take a hike up the trail leading to the Hogsback.  After the meeting I saw Heather and her shoes were covered in mud.  She said that its nothing but mud leading up to the Hogsback.  Now a couple of weeks ago the last E mail out of Hawaii was saying that the course was dry and fast.  This turned out to be a cruel joke.

 

"You can't create experience.  You must undergo it." - Albert Camus

 

The Race: Mud, mud, mud what else can I say.  There was plenty to go around.  HURT is hard enough without adding anything extra to it.  Take the mud combined with a single track filled with tripping hazards of rocks and roots, steep climbs and descents and you got yourself a fun feast to be enjoy by all. The race started in the dark with the mass heading up the Hogsback.  The Hogsback is a narrow ridge strew with trees and roots.  It looks like something out of middle earth for all you Tolkien fans.  Once up the top everyone gets jammed in (at least us pack runners do) on the single track heading to the first aid station in Paradise seven miles away.  I take my first spill in this section after sliding around on the mud.  I won't bore you with the first loop except to say that I was not feeling good.  My stomach was upset and I had been up since 2am with the runs.  I was running with Dean and Terry Sayyari from BC.  Terry had pretty much ran with Dean and me last year so it was good to see him again.  Heading from the second aid station at Jack Ass Ginger into the Nature Center I took a spill when I slipped on a metal rung bridge.  My right knee jammed straight into the metal.  I could tell this was not going to be an easy day.  We finished the loop @ 5:45.  That was respectable but I was feeling like shit.

 

On the second loop Dean broke away as we headed into Paradise.  He was feeling good I was not.  I did not pursue him.  I continued to take falls.  It was starting to get comical.  I still was filling bad but hanging on.  Finished the second loop somewhere in a split time of 6:30.  It was time for the night and the third loop.  This is the make or break loop for the hundred miles.  I was worried.  I was still feeling bad.  Stomach was upset the whole race and my energy level was the worse that it has every been.  I still had a little of the runs.  I had to make two pit stops during the first two loops.  Must of been something I ate or drank.  I have an affection for the brew.

 

"When the situation is hopeless there is nothing to worry about." - Edward Abbey

 

Nothing like the night.  I am starting to grow rather fond of it now.  Not only am I tired and getting kinda funky in the head but now I am going to be lead around by this little beam in the dark.  Terry was still with me and had apparently decided to stick around even though I had to have been slowing him up.  Word was getting around of other racers who were having problems also.  Mike Sweeney who had won the 100 miler last year had taken a hard spill and dislocated a finger.  He was unable to set it himself and had left the course for the hospital to have it set.  I saw him on the course with his finger wrapped in gauze.  He had reentered the race after his visit to the hospital and would finish the 100k in 19:15 kicking my ass by four hours.  Rex Vicek would finish climbing the Hogsback and then sit down on a bench at the top of the climb and then proceed to pass out.  Talking to both Rex and Cat Moore after the race the story goes something like this.  Rex awoke to two women screaming.  He said he was feeling pretty good and had no idea what happen.  Cat said when he went over his head hit a tree root and made a big loud thud sound.  She started yelling to another racer (female) who was just coming up the hogsback.  The other racer being a nurse went back down the Hogsback to the nature center and got her husband (also in the medical profession) who then proceeded to run up the Hogsback (no small feat) with an IV for Rex which they hooked him up with.  Of course Rex dropped out but he was all smiles when I saw him after the race.  AHHHHH just another day in the Ultra world.  There was also a story going around of a front-runner who had done the first loop in less than four hours and smoked the next two loops only to blow up.  He dropped out after 60 miles and did not bother to do the extra two for a hundred K finish.  I do not know if this is true but us pack runners love to talk too each other when we meet up.  We are out there an awful long time what else do we have to do.

 

The third loop was probably the most interesting.  Night, mud, a mountain mist settled in that made the LED lights pretty useless.  High winds on the exposed ridges.  Then it even rained some.  We were just having a wonderful time.  I ran into Sarah Spelt as I was climbing out of Paradise she was coming down.  She told me she was dropping out at Paradise.  My only response was "its a hard race".  What else could I say because it is.  The falls were getting much more frequent now.  The track was a mess from all the foot traffic during the race.  When I fell this time I would just sit there awhile and take a drink from my water bottle before getting up.  There was no need to hurry because I would soon be falling again.  Terry was still hanging with me.  Dean was why out in front of us now.  I was taking way to much time on this loop.  I kept telling Terry to go on but he would not leave me.  By the time I completed the third loop it was @ 3:30am.  Terry wanted to just do the 100k now but I wanted to push to Paradise.  As I sat in the Nature Center trying to get it together to do the last forty miles John Samuelson came up to me and said my odds of completing the next two loops in the time allow was not to good.  He was real nice about it and of course he was right but I just could not give in at this point.  John said I would not have to tell him I was dropping down to the 100k (this is what is usually done).  He would let me go on and when I reach the section to Paradise after the Hogsback I could make my decision.  What a gracious man.  Its one of the reasons I keep coming back to do this race.  Its all the great people.

 

Terry, Phil Pierce and myself left the nature center and headed back up the Hogsback on the fourth loop.  Terry and Phil were going to do the little 3 mile loop for the 100k and I was going to decide what to do when I got to the top.  By the time I reached the trail crossing for Paradise or back down to the Nature Center I knew it was over.  I straggled behind Terry and Phil who where both kind enough to allow me to finish with them.  Another failure at HURT another humiliation.  The 100k is meaningless to me.  I did not travel to Hawaii to do a lousy 100k.  I came to do the 100 miler.  I just sucked.

 

Amazingly 32 people finished behind me.  I sat there through the morning and watched them come it.  Words like brutual were what most often came off the lips of the other racers..  Seventeen people finished the 100 miler.  THere were around twenty drops.  All in all it was just a great place to be.  Beats the hell out of working.

 

Dean: Well the brother-in-law beat me again.  He finished real strong and completed his second HURT 100 miler.  I felt nothing but joy for him.  It was hard to watch him do the last two loops knowing I could not share in his experience but I felt not envy.  Because we are both so close and competive I thought I might get a little envious but I did not.  I felt nothing but joy for him and that in itself made me feel good.  Dean of course is a inspriation to us all and it is an immense pleasure to participate with him.  

 

Terry: What can I say about Terry.  He hung with me all during the race.  He never complained about a thing.  My only regret is that I am afraid I slowed him down.  But I will never forget our time together.

 

"All paths are the same: they lead nowhere.  There are paths going through the bush or into the bush.  In my own life I could say I have traversed long, long paths, but I am not anywhere.  My benefactor's question has meaning now.  Does this path have heart?  If it does, the path is good; if it doesn't, it is no use.  Both paths lead nowhere, but one has heart, the other doesn't.  One makes for a joyful journey; as long as you follow it, you are one with it.  The other will make you curse your life.  One makes you strong; the other weakens you." - THe teachings of Don Juan, by Carlos Castaneda.

 

May you all follow the path with heart.

 

 

_1176260499.unknown

_1176260721.unknown

_1176260807.unknown

_1176260808.unknown

_1176260805.unknown

_1176260806.unknown

_1176260722.unknown

_1176260604.unknown

_1176260719.unknown

_1176260720.unknown

_1176260605.unknown

_1176260602.unknown

_1176260603.unknown

_1176260500.unknown

_1176260368.unknown

_1176260497.unknown

_1176260498.unknown

_1176260369.unknown

_1176260367.unknown

_1176260365.unknown

