Hello guys,
Here is a short recap of our Spring Fury race we did this weekend:
We picked the 8hr Spring Fury because it seemed as a good warm-up race for the new season for our team plagued with injuries.  It is organized by the Infiterra guys who usually do a pretty good job.  Besides Larry (who is recovering from his knee/ACL injury), and Lara (the adventure race rookie, but an Ironman veteran), Lance (almost a rookie himself – he did an urban race before) replaced Jillian when she was questionable just a week before the race due to her knee injury.
Because of the Good Friday / Passover holiday, we all were able to leave on Friday at about 1pm loaded with bikes and two canoes.  Skyway was not busy yet and we were clipping 70+mph towards Detroit.  This was going to be our first race that we would leave on time and manage to get enough of sleep before the start.  So I thought.  
In the middle of Michigan the bearings of right trailer’s wheel fried and its ring seared onto the axel, the wheel got completely loose, its tire smoked, but we managed to stop the truck before we lost the free wheel (which would have almost certainly caused damage to our canoes).  Now I know that you need to pack the bearings at least once a year on these old style axels.  Fortunately, and for no reason whatsoever, I had packed a wrench (actually two!) before we left.  With them, we unscrewed all the bolts on the axle, torn off the fender, and I drove off with Lara to seek help in Kalamazoo (< 10miles away), while Larry and Lance stayed behind guarding our canoes. An outdoor store gave us two phone numbers to boating companies, but they were not helpful.  A Pepboys shop wanted to sell us their utility trailer, but one of their employees on the way home recommended us to go to a Tractor Supply store few miles down the street.  Well, they did not have an axel of the right size, but had a very helpful part-time employee Glenn, who helped us to clean the axel, knock out the seared bearings, and install and pack new ones.  We got new set of wheels as well.  So after two hours, Lara put on her new small green John Deer t-shirt she bought there, we were heading back quite happy (though a little dirty) with our axel fixed.  We got back before Larry did.  Apparently, no pizza place would deliver to I-94, milestone 63.5 (, but that did not stop Larry to “cross the street”, jump over a fence, knock on a neighbor house, and order pizza there.  As we were tightening all the bolts on the axel, cops stopped with their emergency lights on and kept their eyes on Lara’s new shirt (while also borrowing Lance’s ID for the record) till we were finished just before the sunset.  I was hoping it would be the only time lost this racing weekend.    
We got to the hotel at about midnight, quickly fall asleep and woke up at about 5:30am.  Loaded the truck and got to the start of the race by 6:30am or so.  Larry and Lance drop off the canoes 15 miles away at the Lakeview Lake, while I plotted the race, and with Lara we got our stuff together.  Then we dropped of our bikes at the staging area about one mile away.  At 8:30am, men’s 2 person teams started, with the rest following them at 9am start.   The race was essentially a loop.  The first section was a muddy trail about 4 miles long with 2 checkpoints.  The mud puddles were thick, the faster you span the pedals the slower you were going.  Next was about 12 miles of dirt road biking to the lake where we chose to go first to climbing wall before going for about 4 mile long canoe loop.  
The wall was about 30 feet tall, but some routes were pretty tough with small stones far apart.  Doing it in biking shoes was not too helpful.  And there was no time to change the shoes once you were hanging in the middle of the wall. The lake was beautiful.  Lara and me were cruising in the large boat while Larry and Lance were sprint-paddling our racing Jensen canoe taking all checkpoints.  I do not know what had been Larry telling Lance during the race, but Lance looked much more pro by the end.  At one point the headwind was so strong that Lara and I could not make much progress - our large canoe behaved like a sailboat, pushing us closer to the bank.  Nevertheless, looking back at the results, we managed to have one of the fastest splits on water + wall.  
We got back on bikes and dirt roads leading to the second trail loop.  It was nice and hilly, intermediate level with some mud pits, about 4 miles long.  At the end was the start of the land-nav section.  I did not want to say “orienteering”, because we were given a 1:24,000 map (as opposed to standard orienteering 1:10k).  It turned out to be a good map with enough and precise details and features.  I think we needed to collect 13 checkpoints.  After the race I learnt that the organizers did not have enough maps in the place for all teams in place, and so some teams had to wait – well, I am sure they enjoyed their extra time off since they waiting time was given them back by the race director (quite unlike the Trekkineer). 
The course was in some way challenging (which we hoped for), and we tried to find fastest ways around all the dense thickets with thorns and all the deep marshes and few lakes.  We needed to cross a narrow channel connecting two lakes.  There was no way around. Brave pioneer Larry fell deep up to his neck, and we all followed him.  My 200+ pounds kept me deep rooted and sinking into the mud at the end, and had hard time pulling myself up.  Well, teammate Larry was there for me.  I thought that it was not safe enough to cross with a backpack and without pfd, should you be racing solo.   I think I would have tried to toss my backpack across and then swim trying not to stir too much of that mud.  We all were soaked with mud and sand and ugly stuff, but kept crossing the marsh to reach higher ground and find a path.  On the way, we met clean, real good looking naked legs topped with boy shorts heading for those thickets and marshes.  I hope they did not go for all checkpoints because they were female legs, but if they did, they must have been the ones reporting on the race feedback website that they looked like “Passion of the Christ” afterwards.  
The last checkpoint J was actually mis-plotted a little (maybe 50 meters), and that was not a big deal since everything else in this race was spot on.  When we got to the bikes, there was 200+ of them, which was good feeling.  As we were leaving, Luke told me to go back to get my helmet, which cost us few seconds, but we were happy to pedal “home”.  We did not race home, just kept nice pace.  We crossed the finish line next to each other and were told that we were the fastest team in the race.  After high-fiving each other, race director Zac complained that our waterproofed passport is a bit dirty and a girl next to him suggested that we could have laminated the passport before the race.  Well, he said before the race that we need to keep it clean so that they can read the punches easily.  It did have a brownish film on it and an odd odor from the marshes and the mud it fell into, but it was still readable to us.  Well, Zac said that since we were the fastest, he would not penalize us.  But at the end, he did though it did not change anything on our division placement or our award (buff + Salomon shoes to get in mail), but I had to complain during rewards ceremony, and they explained to all what happened.  Well, by then we had our bikes washed, boats loaded, and our bodies showered in a local gym.  (Larry had insisted to just wash ourselves down with the bikes at a car wash, and it took me a while to figure out why…)  
So, bottom line was still that we had fun, it was overall well organized simple race with lots of teams, it was good warming up race for the season for us. 
Now we are looking to the real challenge – the South Kettle Moraine Challenge 18hr coming up in May 12-13.  A lot of top teams should be there to measure up against.  We hope to not loose our axel on the way there again.  
 

- Milan
