Wooing the Pu**y,

 

CAT-100 2011 race report

by Sniper

 

The weather for the run could not have been better. Highs in the 70's and lows in the 50's. This 100 miler is a fatass in name but frankly it did not feel like the normal fatass event that I have run over the years. Jim the RD wanted everyone to have a "big race feel" without the "big race price tag" and asked everyone to bring 4 gallons of water and something either sweet or salty for the aid stations. At the end if we wanted a buckle we could buy one for a modest price, still this would end up being cheaper than any other 100 miler that I have run. Apparently in this entire area you get really good cell reception as I was told updates of runners ahead of me and behind me throughout the course.

There was a map and turn-sheet but the course was only marked with the permanent blazes on the trails. The Catoctin trail is blue but has many side trails going off of it and the first 15 miles can be hard to follow if you are not familiar with the trail. The bulk of the trail was on a "white" blazed trail and all you had to do was stay on white once you got there and you were ok. I also want to thank all of the volunteers and crews who all worked as a team to help all of us runners out, everyone was amazing.

 So, there were 16 of us that were at the start and we took off in the dark and I was settling into my pace. The 3 leaders were just ahead of me and we turned onto a jeep road and they missed the turn, I corrected them and now I was in the lead, haha leading a 100 mile run at mile 2. The front group pretty much stayed together for the next few miles and then James decided to go ahead and before aid 1 he made another wrong turn, then after leaving aid 1 he and another runner made another wrong turn. I told them that it would be easier if they just stayed with the group but they insisted on forging ahead. For one of them this will prove to be a bad move. Will and Quentin ran with me and we talked along the trail and before we knew it we were at the manor aid station, this is the turnaround for the Catoctin 50k. Now from here at mile 15 until mile 74 I have not been on any of the trails, so this is uncharted territory for me. Upon leaving the manor aid station Dima and Will went ahead and Quentin went ahead of me on the climb out, I was now running alone. Phil was somewhere behind me but was not running my pace and I assumed he would catch up at some point. The Catoctin trail north of the manor was pretty cool, although there were several sections where your feet got wet as the water didn’t have anywhere to run or it was running down the trail you wre climbing. I took my first fall just after the Bob's hill overlook trail, that kinda hurt but brushed off and kept going. I eventually came to someone sawing a log and he called out my name, HA who in the world is out here and knows me. It was David Garmin, doing trailwork and manning an aid station. He ran back to the aid station and blew his bugle and fueled me up and sent me on my way. The trail was a mix of rocks and roots and going through parks and was pretty sweet singletrack. I kept going and eventually arrived at the end of the Catoctin trail and turned left and went down to the aid station. Fully stocked with food and people, there were some crews but everyone helped out at the aid stations. I left there and had a 2 mile road section that would take me to the "white" blazed trail. As soon as I left Phil showed up, I had stopped a few times for a bathroom break and figured that would give him time to catch up. Kerry also got there and they caught up to me. I slowed up and let Phil catch me on the road section. We got onto the "white" trail and had a nasty little climb up to the ridge. By this time it was getting warm and I had picked up my second handbottle at mile 15 but didn't fill it with water until mile 26 when I knew I would need it. We got to the ridge and I was ready to take off, Phil had to stop for a bathroom break and I kept going, again alone on the trail I forged ahead now in 6th place, no worries. I came across some section hikers and chatted for a few minutes and went down a bitchy descent and knew this was probably gonna hurt going back up later on. I got to the Penmar aid station and sat down and Jim's wife Jodi was manning that one. With a full array of food to choose from and also yoohoo in my dropbag. As I was refueling Phil came into the aid station and I was giving him grief for being slow and spending alot of time in the aid station, as if I have room to talk. We left together and went about 2 miles and I again went ahead trying to get as far as I could in daylight, at this point it was gonna be close whether I could make it back to Penmar without a light. I came across a couple of "nobos" (northbounders) and chatted with them and told them I would see them soon when I am coming back. I reached the Old Forge road aid station and it was a 2 mile out and 2 mile back section. I left one of my handbottles and headed out. By now I had seen Will leading, James 13 minutes behind and Quentin and Dima 30 minutes behind James. I started the out and back and was going up the climb to Chimney Rock and saw Kerry coming down. At the turnaround I saw the sign and just for kicks I tore a piece of the streamer from the sign and took it to the aid station to prove I had been there. As I was coming down the trail, there were 4 runners going up one of which was Phil. I had a bug in my eye and he made sure it was gone and told me he was doing ok and the "nobos" I had seen earlier were with them. They were fast hikers. Upon reaching the Old Forge road aid station again I asked if anyone had a spare flashlight just in case. Gill who had been to almost every aid station had one and gave it to me. I came across some of the section hikers I had seen earlier and chatted and continued to Penmar. I missed a turn and kept straight to the creek and saw where I should be, bushwhacked to the bridge and then went up to the trail and saw where I went wrong and back down to the bridge and righted myself. I arrived at Penmar without needing the light and Gill was there and thanked him and gave it back. I got my lights and had some potato soup and grilled cheese and soda and of course yoohoo from my dropbag. I left out of Penmar around 7:20pm well behind my projected time and this would mean that getting to my pacer at 69 miles would be off as well. I set small goals in a long race of where I want to be at a certain time and such but I also leave them open to change and things happen out of our control. Since I knew I was gonna be late meeting the pacer my new goal was to make it up that same bitchy climb that earlier was a descent. The trail was getting darker and by all accounts I should have turned my lights on. I kept going and I got to the climb and did it without lights and when I got to the top and leveled off I decided that it was time to celebrate and turn my lights on. Small goals in a big race really do lift your spirits believe it or not. I finally got to the road crossing where I had gotten onto the trail and once again I was on trail that I had never been on before. The first part was under water and hard to follow as I had to look across the water for the blaze. I continued on and finally reached the next aid station at rt 17. Jim was manning this aid station and told me that Kerry decided to stop there and also that my pacer had a family emergency to attend to. I took it in stride and the average of 20 minutes behind Kerry that I had been all afternoon was now a bigger gap between Quentin, Dima and myself, still no worries. I continued on to the next aid station at mile 69 at rt 40. I asked Carole who was manning the aid station if I was 5th to come through and she replied "nope, you are the 3rd". HUH, I said. Well who dropped out. She told me that Will who had been leading stopped due to stomach issues and James the roadrunner had called it quits. Hmmm, now all of a sudden I am in third. How far ahead are the "twins" Quentin and Dima. I am bad with names and this late in the race I will settle for calling them something that is easy to remember. At Penmar they were an hour and a half ahead of me, now at 69 miles that was cut down to an hour and 10 minutes, gaining on them. I left out of the aid station and headed to South Mountain Inn. I arrived there and Warren was working the aid station alone and welcomed me. He had fresh batteries for my headlamp and told me that the "twins" were slowing down and that one of them was not doing well at all. I was about 45 minutes behind them at this point he told me I think, he also told me that the next aid station was 6 miles away, actually it was closer to 8 but at this point it's not worth arguing about. I was now on familiar trail as this next section for the most part was part of the JFK 50 miler, although running it in the dark is quite different. I starting falling asleep on the climb and it seemed to take forever, the fact that it was longer than 6 miles didn't help. I was now on familiar trail as this next section for the most part was part of the JFK 50 miler, although running it in the dark is quite different. I finally reach Gathland state park and Orla is working that aid station and he tells me that the "twins" are doing better. Orla said I was about 20 minutes behind them at this point, sweet. Daylight had come before reaching Gathland and I took my lights and put them in my vest and was off. The next section had a climb but I had run it all the way up once before, although that was at the beginning of a fatass 50k and presently I am about 83ish miles into 100. I decided I would aggressively attack this climb and got to the ridge and was feeling fine figuring that I was gaining on the twins I kept pushing, unfortunately I felt one of the many blister on my foot burst and they started to hurt. I slowed down to baby them a bit but still made decent time, Orla and Warren had told me how far behind the others were from me so I was in the middle of a couple of packs of runners. I finally got to the top of Weaverton Cliffs which was good because I started hallucinating thinking that I saw the sign that signaled the descent but it wasn't, this happened 2 or 3 times. Upon reaching the base of Weaverton Cliffs and almost at the last aid station location I saw Bill Susa. He had come out to try and run with someone to help them finish, SWEET. I got to the aid station and dropped everything that I didn't need as this was a flat towpath for the first 3 miles, a climb and descent and then the same 3 flat miles back here. Bill and I set off and I was trotting along getting used to having someone to run with. 

Anyone who knows me knows that I always travel in a group, I prefer the social company and yet still make good time getting down he trail. When we got to the bridge that crosses into Harpers Ferry I told Bill I was gonna cross it as it is part of something else that I am working on. Eh, 5 minutes isn't gonna hurt me at this point. I crossed the bridge, touched dirt over there and then returned to the towpath. We came across this guy running with a baby jogger and found out that he was running across the country and was almost done. I had run across part of Georgia last year with my friend Patrick and I had run with a babyjogger myself, great memories. We exchanged names which went in one of my ears and right out the other, LOL Hey gimme a break now, I was somewhere around mile 92 and had run for so long by myself and was lucky to remember my own name. He recognized mine and said "Sniper, you're friends with Mike Benz" haha small world. Mike and I had met the previous February at Holliday Lake 50k and ran together and also a couple of other ultras. Bill took a picture of us with the guys camera and he was gonna send it to Mike. We went out separate ways and then Bill and I got to the last major climb, by major I mean MAJOR climb. We crossed over the canal and Sandy Hook road and started the ascent up to Maryland Heights, I had been on part of it before but not all of it. This road led up to a fort that was used back in the civil war, Bill told me that the soldiers had to push and/or pull large cannons up this road. Lincoln also started to go up the road but turned around and went back down, smart man. Me, not so much right now. While climbing we saw the "twins" and I had told Bill that we should send them across the bridge to Harpers Ferry just for kicks, haha. I tried but it was literally lost in translation as I don't think they understood. Both had accents from different places on the globe. We finally got to the top and ran around the fort and then started to descend back around to the main road. At this point we saw walkers coming up to go to the overlook of Harpers Ferry and we said our hellos, by now I managed a wave and that was about it. we again reached the towpath and headed back to the weaverton aid station and had not seen any other runners behind me. My feet were really sore and my butt was quite chaffed, less than 4 miles to go at this point. It was slow going and thankfully Bill was quite patient with me. I was thinking of devious ways of getting back at Jim for making us go up that damn nasty climb. I settled for kicking him in the n*ts, HAHA. 97 miles in and I still have a sense of humor. We finally reach weaverton aid station and the finish is a mere 1.1 miles away. Ok, let me explain that more fully. Of that 1.1 miles one mile of it was up hill, as if I had not been abused enough. So I refueled with some mountain dew and yoohoo, favorite nectars of the running gods or just me I'm not sure. I give all my stuff to Bill as he drives to the finish and is gonna run back to me. 

Here is the weird part, throughout the whole run my legs felt good for the most part, feet and butt not so much. Now at mile 99 I decide to trot up the hill to the finish, I cannot really feel my legs, they don't feel bad or feel good they are just working. I have had this happen before and it astounds me every time, where I am fully exhausted, wore out, beat up, brain nothing but mush and yet my legs have one job and one job only and that is to get me to the finish line. I keep my head down and motor up the hill, Jim tells me later that it took me about 20 minutes to trot that 1.1 miles, not bad. I finally reach the finish 31 hours and 34 minutes after starting and it ended as it started without all of the hoopla of a big race, yet it was just as satisfying. 

I thanked Jim for all of his work and went and showered and drove down to the weaverton aid station and waited for Phil. He came in with John and Leah around 36:05:00 and Lisa Johnston had passed them on the towpath and finished about 1.5 hours behind me. I was asleep when she came through the aid station. Jeff was the last runner to finish. After all is said and done of the 16 people that started, 8 of us made it to the finish. 

Several people have asked me which do I think is harder CAT-100, MMT, or Grindstone? I have run MMT 7 times and Grindstone 3 times and honestly I would say that CAT-100 is tougher, not for the climbs but for the beating that you take from the trail. 

Here is my opinion so take it for what it's worth:

 

MMT- lots of rocks, running on the ridgeline and several climbs about 80 miles of singletrack and the rest gravel roads

 

Grindstone- lots of rocks but the climbs and descents are longer, not alot of ridgeline running, about 77 miles of singletrack and the rest gravel roads.

 

CAT-100- lots of rocks, the climbs are tough but never that long, about 88 miles of singletrack and the rest gravel or asphalt road

 

I hope you enjoyed reading my account of the run.
At the end end of the day after getting some sleep. After I have healed the question lingers,"Would I ever run this event again? I pondered this for a long time and finally came up with an answer of YES, I  would. This run is tough, and not for the faint of heart but isn't that what we seek. Again, thanks to Jim and everyone who volunteered and all of the crews who pitched in to help all of us get down the trail. What an experience.
 

Sniper

