Headlands Hundred Race Report

Skipper Crockett
11 AUG 2010

THE BEGINNING:

I was never a runner. In fact [ hated running. I was, for the most past, a 1.5 mile twice a year for the
Navy’s Physical Readiness Test (PRT) runner. My recreational running career consisted of a few jogs
down the beach in San Diego (usually scheduled the week prior to the biannual PRT in a last minute
effort to get in shape) and a handful of “inner’s” and “outer’s” while attending the Boat School when-
ever I started to notice my care packages in my hips. That’s an important frame of reference to under-
stand my shock when, a year and a half ago, Danny Nev said to me “Sidney, I want to run the Western

States and I think you should do it with me.”

Daniel and the family were in town for the night awaiting a Space-A flight back to DC. We got some
beers and a few bottles of wine and started catching up. Jess and I had just moved to SF and were stay-
ing at my parents place in the city. Jess had a temp job and I was unemployed searching for something to
do, some sort of direction. Daniel had just read a book by Dean Karnazes, the self proclaimed “ultra
marathon man” and was inspired to the point of wanting to attempt the Western States 100 mile Endur-
ance Run. | was somewhat familiar with the race because it started in my backyard in Squaw Valley but
that was the extent of my knowledge. Like most people, I didn’t think it was humanly possible for any-
one to run 100 miles in one day let alone for a guy who hadn’t logged a 100 miles in his entire life. I told
him there is no way in hell I could run 100 miles nor would I ever want to try. I asked him if he thought
he could do it and without hesitation he replied, “I know I can.” Him, Maili, Makana and an unborn
Stella D left the next day and I promised him I’d read the book and also promised him there wasn’t any
possibility of me running 100 miles with him but to keep me posted on his pursuit.

A few days later I decided to go for a run on the beach in SF and had a moment. No need to bore you
with anymore details but suffice to say from that point on I started running. Probably a lot of unimpor-
tant information to most but it’s important to me because Daniel got me started on this journey and three
days ago after bumps, bruises, pain, fog, drizzle, mud, countless Cliff Block’s, PB&J’s, some vomiting,
a few wrong turns, and 100 miles we finished it... for now.

ROOKIES:

Neither of us had been here before and neither of us knew exactly what to expect. One of the things we
did know is that we were both under trained. Neither of us had logged more than 45 miles a week due to
lack of time and injuries. In comparison, most ultra runners log upwards of 80 miles a week and the elite
runners can do as many as 200. But we were at the point of no return. We talked almost daily the week
prior, bouncing ideas off each other and ensuring we had all of our bases covered. Maili joked asking if
we were going to wipe each other’s asses too. But I think we both found comfort knowing that both of
us were as clueless and ill prepared as the other.

I had been unbelievably nervous all week. I was experiencing two types of nervousness. The first was
the one you get before running the 1.5 mile for the PRT. You’re nervous for the impending pain and be-
cause you know it’s going to suck. The second is the worst kind. It’s the nervousness that comes from
fear of failing, not making it, quitting, dropping, the unknown, the I-day nervousness. This is the nerv-
ousness that eats at me before these races.

Daniel showed up the day before the race and although it made it feel that much more real I found com-
fort in seeing someone who felt what I was feeling. We ran some quick errands and came back to my
apartment to prepare. We made peanut butter, jelly, and honey sandwiches and laid out then packed eve-



rything for the next day. For dinner we met the Nev-Ordiz Crew (more on the Crew’s performance in a
bit) and Jess for our last supper of pizza and water. After dinner Daniel and I said our goodbyes, took
some pictures and headed home. The race started at 0700 and in preparation I had been waking up at
0500 all week to go through my pre-race routine in order to get my body ready. I had some stomach is-
sues during my last 50 miler and I NEVER wanted to go through that again.

RACE DAY:

I slept surprisingly well the night before the race. I woke up feeling good and walked out to the living
room where Nev had been sleeping. Daniel and I just looked at each other and started laughing. What
the hell were we thinking? I was obviously nervous but at this point there wasn’t any use in worrying.
We were going to do this or at least try. We had our pre-race breakfast of waffles with almond butter and
syrup and a cup of coffee to wake up the stomach, took care of some bathroom business and rolled.

It was a typical San Francisco summer morning; cold, foggy and windy. I was surprised to see my final
lap pacer, Charlie, there to cheer us on as we started. The sight of a familiar face does wonders for your
morale during these events as we’d appreciate more as the day went on. We registered and huddled
around the car trying to figure out what the hell we should be doing. We both kind of half assed some
stretches so we didn’t look like complete tourists. I’'m pretty sure Hans Gruber from Die Hard gave us
our pre-race brief. The combination of the wind and Eastern Bloc accent made it impossible to hear what
he was saying. But I knew the course. It consisted of four 25 mile loops up and down fire roads and sin-
gle track dirt trails. You would reverse direction each loop and each lap consisted of over 5,000 ft of
elevation change... Yippie kay yay mother f#$@er.

“Team Red” Before the race



After weeks of worrying and build up the start was utterly anticlimactic. I told Daniel the same thing I’d
been telling him all week, “Make sure I’'m having fun.” I think Hans had a countdown but I couldn’t
hear him. People just started running and we were off.

1-25:

I wanted to get somewhere out in front just so we didn’t have to deal with the masses during the first
climb. The race immediately starts on a 1000 ft accent and Daniel quickly rained me in and we settled
into a nice rhythm of power walking the uphills and running everything else.

I’ve had problems in the past because I think I’'m a much better runner than I am and that gets me in
trouble. Having Daniel there to control my pace is the ONLY reason I could have made it through the
entire race. If not for him I probably would have made it to mile fifty and dropped.

I was instantly relieved when I wasn’t experiencing the pain in my left foot that had sidelined me for the
past two weeks and Daniel’s knee was holding up. That also meant that if either of us were going to quit
it was probably going to be mental not physical. We arrived at the first aid station expecting to see the
Nev/Ordiz crew to no avail. We pressed on. We arrived at the second and then third aid station expect-
ing to see them but still no sight of them. Finally, at mile 18 they found us at the aid station underneath
the Golden Gate Bridge. Like I said earlier the impact of seeing friends and family on your morale is
immeasurable and in all seriousness the Maili and the Ordiz’s were unbelievable all day and night. I was
starving at this point and this is where I went on my pb&;j kick. I grabbed my refilled water bottle and
Makana (Danny’s three yr old son) promptly grabbed it from my hands, opened it up, sucked a quarter
of it down, closed it up and casually handed it back to me; strictly business. He was ready to go and so
were we.

As we ran by people Danny and I quickly became known as “team red” because we both happened to be
wearing our Tiger Woods Sunday Red. This got old quick and anyone who knows me knows I don’t
need an excuse to lose my top. The first 25 were smooth. We finished in just over four and a half hrs and
passed the time shooting the sh!t. A few aches and pains, Danny was having some knee pain and I had
developed some ankle and shin pain in both legs but all to be expected. We didn’t waste too much time
at the start/finish and within 5 minutes or so we turned around to re-trace our loop for the next lap.

25-50:

It was at the first aid station when disaster struck Daniel. He tried to swallow a salt tab which triggered a
gag reflex and he threw up. Aside from a debilitating physical injury this is one of the worst obstacles to
overcome. You spend the entire race, especially early on, hydrating and eating to ensure you have
enough energy to get you through the later stages. Vomiting everything you’ve consumed up to that
point essentially puts you back at square on and it’s almost impossible to catch up. Daniel’s a stud
though; he grabbed a Sprite and rolled. But by the time we came into the next aid station at mile 38 it
was clear that the upset stomach had taken a toll on him. I was first to arrive and broke the news to Maili
and the fam. You didn’t have to be a runner to know that having problems this early was a horrible sign.
When Nev arrived a few minutes later he said he was going to take some time and regroup and we both
decided that I would move on without him.

Our plan was to run together for the first 25 and after that play it by ear. We both knew that the odds of
starting and finishing one of these races together was slim to none. When one person was high the other
would be low and visa versa. At mile 38 Nev was low. Mine would probably come but at that moment it
was time for me to move on.



As 1 said before having a support crew out there does wonders for your spirit so when I heard my room-
mate screaming and saw Kenny Michel (USNA Classmate) and my parents at the mile 46 aid station I
was all smiles. Jess and my Dad have seen me at my lowest during my only other two ultras and I could
see their relief and surprise when I ran up smiling. I refilled my water bottle, had my now routine pb&j
and three Cliff Blocks and pressed on to the finish.
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All smiles at mile 46
50-75:

You were allowed to have pacers after mile 50. My roommate and Kenny had graciously volunteered to
help out for this leg. I changed my socks and we got underway. Jess ran miles 50-62 and performed
swimmingly, other than one misstep about two miles in. All I heard was a scream and a thud after twin-
kle toes tripped and fell on the first downhill. My initial reaction in my head was “HONEY! If you
tripped and rolled your ankle after I’ve run 53 miles and I have to go and get help....” But she was a
trooper. She hopped back up with a huge gash on her hand and never complained. We did see Nev on
the way up the first climb and he looked good despite still not being able to stomach any real food. Typi-
cal positive attitude, “Nah, I’'m good I’'m good.”



Kenny took over at mile 62. By this time it was getting dark so we dawned our headlamps and ascended
into the fog. Kenny was fantastic, always entertaining. This portion flew by but I did get a taste of the
visibility I would have during the last lap.

Kenny and me at mile 62 about to head into the fog

As Kenny and I pulled into the Vista Point aid station at mile 68 we got a pleasant surprise when we saw
Kate Clemens (USNA Classmate) who had rode her bike over the Golden Gate in the fog and drizzle at
night to come support Danny and me. Kate’s positivity was a welcome and much needed lift.

I actually finished this lap with a negative split, meaning it was faster than my previous lap. We’d run a
handful of people down and 1 was feeling surprisingly well although the downhills were growing in-
creasingly painful.

75-100:

I didn’t stick around the aid station too long. At this point I was ready to get this thing over with. My
pacer for the final lap was Charlie Epperson; a good friend, coworker, and much better runner than I will
ever be. Much to Charlie’s dismay he’s quickly become my go to pacer. He got me through the last half
of my last 50 and I was going to need a similar performance and then some.

Again, we left the aid station and quickly ascended back into the fog. The climb was slow and somewhat
painful but just after we got to the top we bumped into Daniel and his pacer Ray Ray. I was ecstatic to
see him. It was the first time 1I’d seen him in about 30 miles and honestly was thinking that he had to
have stopped, not because I didn’t think he could do it but because I didn’t think it would be physically
possible for any human being to run 100 miles completely dehydrated and malnourished. But Danny
looked strong. We didn’t waste any time chatting. I think we were both over it.



The visibility had gotten worse. The fog seemed like it reflected the light from your headlamp back at
you reducing your visibility to a few feet and making it difficult to follow the trail. I actually made a
comment to Charlie around mile 86 that if we took a wrong turn and got lost that I wouldn’t be able to
take it mentally. Ironically, I would come to find out that Daniel took a wrong turn around that same
location and ended up adding about four miles to his 100.

I got another surprise when we got to the aid station at mile 88. My dad was there. I can’t remember ex-
actly what time it was but it had to be around 2 or 3am. I asked him where the hell he came from and he
said he went home and tried to sleep and couldn’t. He said, “You’re out here why aren’t I?”” Again, an-
other boost from the support crew and at this point I needed it. I think I hit the wall just after seeing
Danny around mile 80. I was fortunate not to have any stomach issues for most of the race but by this
point I was feeling noxious, physically on empty, tired, and the shin and ankle pain I was feeling in the
first lap had reduced me to a slow shuffle. It was at this point that I decided to screw what had been
working for me all day and switch to Coke and cookies. I needed caffeine and I figured by the time it
damaged my system hopefully it would all be over. The last twelve miles were as low as I’ve ever been.
It was freezing. I was mostly walking and when I was running (I use that term loosely) Charlie was
walking faster than me. I was dreading the downhills, every step was excruciating. It was also around
this time that I got run down by two people. One of which was the top female finisher who I had been
neck and neck (necking) with all day. To put in perspective how slow I was going at this point, her and I
were at the aid station at mile 92 together, left at the same time, and she ended up beating me by a half
hour.

The only thing I can remember going through my head for the last 8 miles is that I thought it would
never end. | wanted to move faster to get it over with
but I couldn’t. When we crested the final climb at
mile 98 and change I legitimately thought about drop-
ping. It was all downhill and I could see the finish and
I thought about quitting because I was dreading the
downhill that much. I had zero emotion most of the
way down. I had to stop and side step down some
steps with Charlie spotting me because I couldn’t
move my ankles. With about a quarter mile to go I
began to close my eyes hoping that when I opened
them it would all be over. The second I closed my
eyes I had an “Inception” kick and realized I had just
fallen asleep while running. Eyes open from here on
out.

Like I said before, I wasn’t emotional for the first 99.9
miles but as soon as I could see Jess, Kenny, and my
dad it started to hit me. I distinctly remember saying
to myself that I just ran 100 miles and I immediately
lost it. I started crying so hard I couldn’t see a step in
front of me. Like the start, the finish lacked fan fair.
My audience consisted of Jess, Kenny, my dad, a few
volunteers and Hans. But it didn’t matter. I crossed
the finish line in 22 hrs and 57 minutes. My dad was
the first to hug me and we both started bawling. I said
I just ran my first and last 100 mile race.

The finish at 0557 Sunday Morning



I sat down in Kenny’s car and immediately past out, mouth open and snoring. Jess and Kenny left me in
the car and got breakfast and I woke up back at the finish waiting for Nev to come in. It was at this point
I heard about him and his pacer, Epi, taking a wrong turn which only compounded his already rough
day. I got emotional again when I saw him coming through the finish. I was in utter awe that he survived
the day/days. I couldn’t do it justice by trying to describe what he went through but suffice to say that
my day was easy relative to his. It was an unreal performance and he is the toughest dude I know.

My favorite pic of the Day. Daniel at Mile 96

30 seconds after sitting down in Kenny’s car: OUT



One last thanks to Maili, her parents, Staci, Nikki, Ray, Epi, Kate, Jess, Kenny, Charlie, my parents and
especially Danny Nev. I couldn’t have done it without you.

Daniel and me at the finish




<<

  /ASCII85EncodePages false

  /AllowTransparency false

  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true

  /AutoRotatePages /None

  /Binding /Left

  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)

  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)

  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)

  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)

  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error

  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4

  /CompressObjects /Tags

  /CompressPages true

  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true

  /PassThroughJPEGImages true

  /CreateJobTicket false

  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default

  /DetectBlends true

  /DetectCurves 0.0000

  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK

  /DoThumbnails false

  /EmbedAllFonts true

  /EmbedOpenType false

  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true

  /EmbedJobOptions true

  /DSCReportingLevel 0

  /EmitDSCWarnings false

  /EndPage -1

  /ImageMemory 1048576

  /LockDistillerParams false

  /MaxSubsetPct 100

  /Optimize true

  /OPM 1

  /ParseDSCComments true

  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true

  /PreserveCopyPage true

  /PreserveDICMYKValues true

  /PreserveEPSInfo true

  /PreserveFlatness true

  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false

  /PreserveOPIComments true

  /PreserveOverprintSettings true

  /StartPage 1

  /SubsetFonts true

  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply

  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve

  /UsePrologue false

  /ColorSettingsFile ()

  /AlwaysEmbed [ true

  ]

  /NeverEmbed [ true

  ]

  /AntiAliasColorImages false

  /CropColorImages true

  /ColorImageMinResolution 300

  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleColorImages true

  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /ColorImageResolution 300

  /ColorImageDepth -1

  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1

  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeColorImages true

  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode

  /AutoFilterColorImages true

  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG

  /ColorACSImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /ColorImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /AntiAliasGrayImages false

  /CropGrayImages true

  /GrayImageMinResolution 300

  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleGrayImages true

  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /GrayImageResolution 300

  /GrayImageDepth -1

  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2

  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeGrayImages true

  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode

  /AutoFilterGrayImages true

  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG

  /GrayACSImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /GrayImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /AntiAliasMonoImages false

  /CropMonoImages true

  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200

  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleMonoImages true

  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /MonoImageResolution 1200

  /MonoImageDepth -1

  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeMonoImages true

  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode

  /MonoImageDict <<

    /K -1

  >>

  /AllowPSXObjects false

  /CheckCompliance [

    /None

  ]

  /PDFX1aCheck false

  /PDFX3Check false

  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false

  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true

  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

  ]

  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true

  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

  ]

  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()

  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()

  /PDFXOutputCondition ()

  /PDFXRegistryName ()

  /PDFXTrapped /False



  /CreateJDFFile false

  /Description <<



    /BGR <>

    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>

    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>

    /CZE <>

    /DAN <>

    /DEU <>

    /ESP <>

    /ETI <>

    /FRA <>

    /GRE <>



    /HRV (Za stvaranje Adobe PDF dokumenata najpogodnijih za visokokvalitetni ispis prije tiskanja koristite ove postavke.  Stvoreni PDF dokumenti mogu se otvoriti Acrobat i Adobe Reader 5.0 i kasnijim verzijama.)

    /HUN <>

    /ITA <>

    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>

    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>

    /LTH <>

    /LVI <>

    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)

    /NOR <>

    /POL <>

    /PTB <>

    /RUM <>

    /RUS <>

    /SKY <>

    /SLV <>

    /SUO <>

    /SVE <>

    /TUR <>

    /UKR <>

    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)

  >>

  /Namespace [

    (Adobe)

    (Common)

    (1.0)

  ]

  /OtherNamespaces [

    <<

      /AsReaderSpreads false

      /CropImagesToFrames true

      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue

      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false

      /IncludeGuidesGrids false

      /IncludeNonPrinting false

      /IncludeSlug false

      /Namespace [

        (Adobe)

        (InDesign)

        (4.0)

      ]

      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false

      /OmitPlacedEPS false

      /OmitPlacedPDF false

      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy

    >>

    <<

      /AddBleedMarks false

      /AddColorBars false

      /AddCropMarks false

      /AddPageInfo false

      /AddRegMarks false

      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK

      /DestinationProfileName ()

      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK

      /Downsample16BitImages true

      /FlattenerPreset <<

        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution

      >>

      /FormElements false

      /GenerateStructure false

      /IncludeBookmarks false

      /IncludeHyperlinks false

      /IncludeInteractive false

      /IncludeLayers false

      /IncludeProfiles false

      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings

      /Namespace [

        (Adobe)

        (CreativeSuite)

        (2.0)

      ]

      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK

      /PreserveEditing true

      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged

      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile

      /UseDocumentBleed false

    >>

  ]

>> setdistillerparams

<<

  /HWResolution [2400 2400]

  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]

>> setpagedevice



