Gold Rush 24 Hour Adventure Race
September 13-14, 2014
Race Report
Team: And Loving It!

Team “And Loving It!” - Nick Giori, Kathy Giori, and Tom Proulx at the start at Pinecrest Lake, CA
It’s fall in the Sierras – time for the Gold Rush!
The Gold Rush is an Adventure Race put on by Adrian Crane, Mark Richardson and a crew of remarkably
dedicated and first class adventure racing enthusiasts. These people really know how to put on a great
event!
Unfortunately, this year had been historically dry, making it impossible to put together a safe three and
a half day “Mother Lode” course as there were fires raging in nearby areas of the gold country, and the
risk was too great. With safety in mind, Mark and Adrian made the right call when they cut the race to
24 hours. This ended up cutting the competitive field a bit as there would be no international teams,

but this didn’t really affect us as we never really end up shooting to win. Our goals for this year
remained the same: Be Safe, Have Fun, and Finish – hopefully ahead of some teams.
Sadly, we would be missing our usual teammate, Scott Delp, who was unable to join us this year. We
would thus be racing as a team of three. To make matters even more difficult, Kathy had broken her
ankle only four months before the race. Dr. Michael Bellino, orthopedic trauma surgeon at Stanford,
had Kathy’s future adventure racing, hockey, soccer, running, biking, etc. career in his hands as he
reduced the fracture and fixed it with a plate and screws. He did a beautiful job (I knew he would), and
Kathy healed wonderfully. Healing takes time, though. Kathy was non weight bearing for six weeks, and
then had to transition to simple walking before she could even begin to lightly train. Kathy has always
been a very strong member of our team. How the ankle (and Kathy) would hold up with the extreme
physical challenge of a 24-plus hour race was a question going into the race. In the last few weeks she
had gone on some long hikes and bike rides with only mild swelling and pain…. As always, Kathy was
game!
-----------------------------------On Friday afternoon, we drove up to Pinecrest Lake, and arrived at the “Lair of the Bear”, the University
of California family camp near Pinecrest Lake. Upon arrival we found Adrian, Mark, Deborah, and the
rest of the Gold Rush core set up around the pool. Check-in went uneventfully. We were interviewed
again by the University of Cincinnati film crew who was there again to make a documentary of the race.
That was fun! We then got into our cabin, did some minor gear arranging, and headed to the dining hall
where we would eat dinner and have the pre-race briefing.
At the dining hall we saw all the usual suspects in the California adventure racing community. It was
great to sit down at dinner and catch up. We sat with our old friends and racing adversaries, the
Firestarters. It turns out that they were unable to field a team this year and were volunteering. We
asked Carey Gregg if he would join us, at least for the paddle section, to fill out our boats.
He seemed interested! Adrian and Mark then gave us the briefing. The main concern this year will be
water. The course is very dry and most of the creeks labeled on the topo maps are dry. Mark told us
the names of the very few creeks that actually have water in them. We will need to make sure to fill our
water bladders as we cross them. They then handed out the maps, and then we sat down to plot our
route. We were so engaged in the maps that when we were done, we looked up and found that we
were almost the last ones there. Time to get back to the cabin and get some sleep! We finally hit the
sack at about 11:00.

Planning our route. (Photo credit: Tom Thomas)
------------------------------------------------------------The alarm sounds – it always seems too early. Ugh – it’s 5:15. Time to get up. We need to pack our
gear box and deliver it to the staging area so that the race volunteers can load it into the truck. We then
pack our backpacks for the final time. In contrast to other Gold Rushes we have done, this weekend’s
weather is expected to be very nice. Highs in the low 80’s, lows in the upper 40’s. No chance of rain.
Wow, that makes things a lot easier. We leave our rain gear and heavy cold gear in the car. Packs are
heavy, but not as bad as they can be! We catch a ride to the start – on the shores of Pinecrest Lake.

A beautiful morning at Pinecrest Lake

Racers gather at the start. In the foreground are Afsheen and Mike of team SOAR/CaliCo. We would end
up seeing them repeatedly on the course.
-----------------------------------------------------

3… 2… 1… Go!
We all take off on a path around the lake. Everybody is running this year – including us! It’s “only” a 24
hour race after all. We are always among the slower teams, but we were keeping up pretty well! As we
went around the lake we were even with team NorCal and our old friend Andrew (who leant us $40 for
food at the restaurant last year). He is an elite racer, so we felt pretty good to be near them at this early
stage. We picked off Checkpoint 1 on the far side of the lake. It is always good to get the first one under
your belt!

Kathy jumps a log as we run towards Strawberry!

We continued around the lake then headed toward Strawberry on a trail. Along the way we stopped to
do some preventative maintenance on Kathy’s ankle/foot. Kathy had been wearing an ankle brace, but
it was cutting into her skin and causing a hot spot. Kathy took off her ankle brace and we did some foot
doctoring to reduce the pressure on that area. As we stopped we were passed by NorCal. We arrived at
CP 2 even with SOAR/CaliCo. The checkpoint was across a deep creek under a bridge. After seeing that

there would be no “dry” route across, Tom took one for the team and waded up to his thighs across the
stream to pick up the CP.

Tom wades across the stream to pick up CP 2. Kathy and Nick cheer him on! (Photo credit: Tom Thomas)
We would now cross Strawberry and pick up a dirt road on the far side. This road would lead us to the
Flume, a remarkable trail that follows a flume of water along the side of a deep canyon. We scrambled
cross country from the road to the flume and CP3. We were actually ahead of NorCal again! The first
section along the flume would be easy as it simply followed along the side of the flume. However, at

multiple other points, we would have to climb onto the top of the flume and walk on the trellis that held
it over the multiple gorges flowing into the deep canyon! I could not go fast when I was on these
structures. It was really a dizzying experience!

Kathy and Tom beside the beautiful flume.

Kathy walks a narrow plank over the rushing water of the flume. I really needed to concentrate to stay
on the plank. The water flowing below made me dizzy. Every now and then I needed to stop, look up
and take a deep breath before proceeding. Though it was neat to be on it, I was relieved to get off!
After traveling a good distance beside/on the flume, we ran across a dirt road. We decided to take the
road rather than continue on the flume. NorCal finally passed us for good. SOAR/Calico was right
behind us. They took the flume. The road quickly became quite rough – it was obviously never used
and was unmaintained, but we were able to follow the road bed as it paralleled the flume a bit higher on
the side of the canyon. We eventually got to an abandoned tram station. From here we needed to
descend deeply into the Stanislaus river canyon. One option would be to continue on a dirt road, but
the old tram rail line would take us straight down 1200 feet into the canyon. It would be steep, but the
footing would be pretty good on the old rail ties. We were with SOAR/CaliCo, and we all decided to
follow the tram tracks. The descent was very steep – a good test for Kathy’s surgically repaired ankle. It
held up!

Descending into the Stanislaus River Canyon on the old tramway tracks. It’s a lot steeper than it looks!

-----------------------------------

We hit CP 4 at the bottom of the tramway. We then walked along a dirt road until we got to CP5/TA1 on
the shores of Beardsley Lake. Here we would transition to the kayaks. As we arrived, we actually saw
the leaders – team TechNuun – world class athletes – coming off the water! We were only about an
hour and a half behind them!

Walking to Beardsley Lake. (Photo Credit: Tom Thomas)
At the transition area, we ran across Carey Gregg. He had arranged to join us for the paddle section!
This would really help us. We were the only team with an odd number, which is a real disadvantage on
the boats as one person would have to paddle a two-person kayak. SOAR/CaliCo had arrived a bit
before us and were already on the water. We made a pretty fast transition, and with Carey, we got on
the kayaks and headed out.

Finishing off the paddle with Carey Gregg. (Photo Credit: Tom Thomas)
We ripped on the water! We got to CP 6 just behind SOAR/CaliCo, then passed them on the way to CP
7. We finally got off the water at CP 8/TA2 with a decent lead over SOAR/CaliCo. It turns out that we
were the second fastest team on the water – just two minutes slower than TechNuun!
Of course, we blew our entire lead in the transition! Our alternate team name is “Lost in Transition” and
that was certainly the case this time. I was desperately thirsty and hungry and needed to fuel up before
the bike section. Kathy and Tom did too. By the time we finally took off, we were just behind
SOAR/CaliCo again.
-------------------------------------The bike ride started with a long ascent of a paved road out of the canyon holding Beardsley Lake. This
would be a 2000 foot climb before we would then find a dirt road and descend again. We slogged up,
found the dirt road and began our descent. We would cross one of our precious water-filled streams
along the way. Tom is a much faster descender than Kathy and I, and he flew ahead, passing the stream!
Argh! Fortunately, there would be another stream a bit farther up, and we still had water. We found
another junction with a rougher dirt road. We followed that down further, and eventually crossed Bull
Creek, a stream with running water. Kathy was out. Tom and I were nearly out. Definitely time to
pump.

It was a steep descent to the creek, and because there was so little water, it was absolutely swarming
with mosquitos. I thought I would be bled to death as I pumped water, but for reasons that I can not
explain, I did not get a single bite. When I returned to the road bed, we concluded that the mosquitos
could not stand my stench!
We then had a long ride along a pretty well graded dirt road that clung to the side of a canyon. The sun
was finally setting, but in the dusk we were still able to ride safely by just lighting our handlebar lights.
Finally the road split and we took a right fork. Mark had drawn out a trail on the master map that left
from this spot and would eventually hook up with another dirt road about 1000 feet above us. Things
got a little tricky here as nightfall was making route finding and identifying the trail difficult. At one
point we followed the trail to a big open area that had some old cement slabs in the ground. The trail
seemed to end here. Fortunately, Kathy had been paying attention earlier and had noted a possible trail
off to the left as we had ascended to this point. After a quick search of the area we retreated back to
the point that Kathy had identified. Sure enough we popped through some vegetation and found the
route again!
The route became very rough at this point with multiple fallen logs, rocks and boulders. Along the way
we turned on our bright headlamps. We pushed and carried our bikes over endless obstacles as we
scrambled and climbed up this difficult trail. At one point the trail appeared to crumble away into a
deep creek bed. While Kathy and I scrambled into the ravine and worked our way back up the other
side, Tom disappeared looking for an easier way to cross. Unfortunately he got stuck in some very thick
vegetation downhill from our location. It took a lot of effort help him get his giant bike back up to the
trail through the brush! Phew!

Lugging our bikes up the rough trail at dusk.
After a very tough 1000 foot ascent on this trail we finally hit the high dirt road. This took us to a spot
where we would cross highway 108 and punch CP 9.
On the other side, we picked up another dirt road, took a left turn and got on another dirt road which
degraded in quality as we proceeded. We still had another 1500 feet of climbing before we would make
it to the climb site at Double Dome Rock. We were all spent, but in particular, Kathy was struggling. She
was feeling very weak and was having a hard time eating. We really had to team-up at this point to
keep moving forward. Tom pulled out some ginger candy for Kathy, which was recommended by Mark
Richardson as a remedy for nausea and inability to eat. Kathy took some, and it seemed to help. I took
frequent breaks to keep myself hydrated, fed, and strong enough to press ahead and help where I could.
Tom was the strongest at this point and helped to push Kathy’s bike and carry extra gear. We had a
difficult push to the climb site, but we made it! It was really a relief to see Mark, Adrian, and the race
volunteers at CP 10. It was midnight.
Kathy really needed some time to rest, feed, and rehydrate. It would be frankly unsafe for her to do the
ropes at this point. Understanding that, she put on all of her warmest clothes, and took care of herself
as Tom and I put on our climbing harnesses and then followed a flagged trail to the base of the rock. We

met a race volunteer at that point who instructed us to follow a rope up the side of the rock. This was
actually pretty tricky as it was midnight and I could not see where the rope was heading. The rock was a
bit crumbly and fairly steep. We did not need Jumars, but I was definitely holding on to the rope as I
scrambled and climbed up the rock face. We had safety tethers and had to clip in to the rope for safety
as we rose – seemingly forever – into the pitch black night. I was quite tired as I finally made it all the
way to the top. Tom followed close behind.

Tom climbs up the rock to get to the top of Double Dome Rock and the rappel.
At the top I met the “ropes master” Yishai Horowitz who helped me safely get set up for the BIG rappel.
In the dead of night with no moon, I really had no idea what was over the ledge, but I knew it would be
big because there was a lot of weight pulling on the rope below! I was told that It would be a 250 foot
drop and that for the bottom half of the drop I would be dangling off of a free-hanging rope! I actually
had a hard time getting going due to the tension on the rope, but once I made it over the edge, things
went well. I found the descent to be tiring as I struggled to keep upright once my feet left the rock face.
I unhooked at the bottom, scrambled away from the wall, and rested as Tom followed. Another nice
race volunteer then instructed us to scramble up the hillside following some flags to get over a small
pass and back down to Kathy. Tom and I were both pretty tired and had to take a break halfway up.

While resting, we turned off our lights and took some time to enjoy the mild, dark, breezy, and starry
night.
------------------------------------We eventually made it back to Kathy and the bikes. Kathy was doing much better! She was back to her
usual self now, and was anxious to get going. The plan was to follow a dirt road to CP 12, and then on to
TA 3 and CP 13. It was about 2:00 AM. Unfortunately, we would continue to climb! At first, the trail
was pretty easy. At one point we needed to take a right turn to get on the correct dirt road, but things
didn’t look right. I had been pretty careful tracking all the turns in the road up to this point, but now,
nothing really seemed to match up with the map. We knew we had to head to the left and ahead. We
started to scout the roads that were branching in all directions at this point. It was pitch dark out, so
Tom and Kathy scouted while I checked their direction on the map. Kathy seemed to be on a road that
was going the right direction, so we took it. Other forks ahead. We basically tried to find our way by
following a general compass bearing through a maze of roads that presented themselves through the
darkness. The maps were clearly out of date. Finally, after climbing further and taking a number of
forks and turns we ran across a sign numbering a crossing forest service road. I checked the map, and
figured out where we were. We made it through the maze! YES!! Onward!
We got to a triple fork in the road. Mark had indicated on the master maps that the middle fork would
continue ahead, and then turn to the left and apparently meet the left fork. It seemed as if there were
two equal ways to get to the CP on the map. We decided to take the left fork as it looked easier. It
went a short distance, but did not seem to meet up with the other road. The left fork just seemed to
peter out after a distance. We decided to backtrack to the junction and take the middle fork.
CP 12 appeared to be at the top of a big hill. The middle fork trail headed straight for it, then veered to
the left. It was really hard to appreciate exactly where the middle fork was supposed to go on the map,
and I figured that once we turned left, we could simply scramble up the hill and get the CP. Tom
scouted it out, but this approach did not seem right – the hill just kept going up and he could tell that
our road would head up to the top. We got back on our bikes. The road was not ridable as it was WAY
too steep. We pushed and pushed. Higher and higher! Steeper and steeper!! Our feet were slipping on
the dusty and loose gravel of the trail as we heaved our bikes above us, held the brakes, and then tried
to climb up without slipping back down. This seemed to go on forever, but we finally made it. The CP
was at the top of the hill and right along the trail. Phew!!
Of course, the downhill was very steep too. We are not risk-takers on the bikes. We ended up walking
down the other side for quite a way until the trail became ridable again. It was then a pretty short and
easy ride to the TA. As we descended the temperature seemed to drop about 30 degrees. We rode in
to the frigid TA just before dawn.
--------------------------------------------

As we were transitioning to the final trek, we were surprised to see team SOAR/CaliCo at the TA! They
had arrived earlier than us, but had taken a more substantial rest and were just starting their transition.
We actually ended up leaving the TA a little before them.
Dawn was breaking. Our internal clocks were telling us we just had a couple of hours until we hit the 24
hour mark. We should be done soon….. NOT!!!
Actually, the full course for the race was just getting started! The top team actually got to this transition
area BEFORE SUNSET! Mark had told us that beyond the ropes section, all the checkpoints were
optional. This allows slow teams like us to compete and “finish” with a shorter course than the top
teams, who actually do the whole thing and win. Even so, our shortest of short course options was not
so short. We had learned at the pre-race briefing that the shortest way back to the finish from TA 3
would involve 18 MILES of trekking! Race cut off time would be 2:00 pm today to not incur a penalty.
Disqualification would happen for a team finishing after 3:00. As we headed out of the TA, we did not
think we would have too much trouble making the 2:00 cut off. It was not even sunrise yet for goodness
sakes!
We thought that the shortest and easiest way to the finish would involve taking a trail across Eagle
Meadow. As we headed out we got a little lost, but eventually found the trail. The meadow seemed a
bit familiar. I remembered that we crossed the same meadow in the 2011 Mother Lode. This trail was
supposed to intersect with another trail which would take us around Eagle Peak, but I remembered that
that trail did not exist! Ugh! This was definitely going to slow us down. We got to the point in the trail
where we would have to bushwhack. We left the trail and headed into the valley, crossed a dry creek
bed, and scrambled up the other side. We needed to keep heading along the side of Eagle Peak and
make it to a pass which was about 1200 feet above us! There were multiple ravines to cross, thick
brushy areas, granite slabs, and as we approached the top, thicker forest. We had to stop a few times to
rest and refuel.

Resting and refueling on a granite slab.
We finally made it to the top, veered left off of the pass, and headed into the next valley where we
would cross another meadow beside a small lake. This was a fun cross country section, but it definitely
took time! We popped out on a nice dirt road.

Crossing the final meadow before hitting the dirt road.
-------------------------We looked at our watches. We still had a long way to go, but we knew it would be all roads and trails
from this point forward. Estimating the distance and our average speed, we knew we would be cutting
it close to the 2:00 PM cut off time. We needed to get moving, but we were very tired!
We speed walked down the easy dirt roads, eventually reaching CP 18. We then continued to the old
climb site above Pinecrest Lake. Kathy stopped to use the facilities and Tom and I moved ahead a short
distance. We had decided that we would run down the trail to Pinecrest Lake to make up some time. I
wanted to mix some Gatorade for an energy boost. I stopped under a shady tree just off the road and
got to work. I thought we were pretty much at the climb site, so Tom started looking for the trail to
Pinecrest. After a while, I realized that I had not seen Kathy and wondered where she was. It was very
windy up on this cliff area. I shouted at the top of my lungs for Kathy and wandered back to the road
with Tom. I had made a mistake. Tom and I had stopped short of the actual old climb site. The road
continued for a bit. Kathy had disappeared, but I suspected that she had continued down the dirt road.
As we continued on, I shouted as hard as I could into the wind for Kathy. Eventually I heard her voice.
She has an excellent sense of direction and had gone exactly where we were supposed to go – to the

trail head for the trail to Pinecrest Lake. She was quite upset – understandably – that Tom and I
essentially disappeared and gone the wrong direction. We had also lost a bit of time in this
misadventure. We regrouped, and started down the trail to Pinecrest.

Approaching Pinecrest Lake and dam.
We have been here before. This trail is endless. We jogged down much of the trail and finally reached
the shore of Pinecrest Lake. It is about 20 minutes to 2:00. We still have to get all the way around to
the other side of the lake, then find our way through town and back to the Pinecrest Chalets and the
Finish. We work our way on the trail around the lake and make it to the beach area where many people
are enjoying the day. We are a sweaty, dirty mess. I walked by a nice older couple who asked us if we
had made it all the way around the lake. “Yes, and then some.” I replied.
We made it to where we started the race at exactly 2:00, but we needed to make it to the Finish. We
hurried into town – a maze of curvy roads that all look the same. The map is no help here, but people
are! We ask for directions to Pinecrest Chalets and find our way through town quickly. We then cross
the road, crest over a hill and run down and across the finish line to the cheers of all the other teams! It
is 2:19. A little late, but we FINISHED!

Finishers!
--------------------------Epilogue –
Race statistics: 75 miles (34 miles trekking, 35 miles “biking”, 6 miles kayaking)
Over 12,000 feet total elevation gain
31 hours and 19 minutes
Overall, we had a successful race on many levels. First, Kathy was incredible. Her ankle was never an
issue (at least it never seemed to be). Just ten weeks ago she was barely starting to walk after having
ankle surgery, and now she was standing at the finish line having just spent over 31 hours on her feet in
some grueling conditions. Tom was very strong. He had been training for the AR world championships
and it showed. I managed to muddle through and kept us mostly on track. We really didn’t make any
big mistakes, didn’t get hurt, had fun, and finished in fourth place out of six teams! Yeah!
Many thanks again to Adrian Crane, Mark Richardson, and the rest of the Gold Rush Crew and
volunteers. Another great adventure!

