
2006 Seattle Night & Day
Wanna Be Sedated

16-Hour Foot (Men)

2:30 pm
We won’t learn this until the next day, but the high during SND will reach 95 


degrees.  Before maps are handed out, we can tell it’s plenty warm.  In fact, it’s so 

hot that we seriously consider “walking only” until 9:00 pm.  Clearly success in 


this event will depend on surviving the first five hours.  But then we see the maps, 

and all planning goes out the window.  Unlike the past two years, the checkpoints 


are fairly concentrated—so much so that, were it twenty degrees cooler, I’d try to 


clean the course.  As it is, we figure 2900 is well within reach.


Our route is in essence a clockwise circle, starting with the CPs south of the EC.  


The crux move will be getting across the locks by 9:00 pm—failing, that, we’ll 


have to cross the Ballard Bridge.  During the daylight hours, our plan is to 



immerse ourselves in water whenever we can.

4:00 pm
Just before the start, I compare intention sheets with Teriyaki Donut (7-hour 


bike).  Our planned routes are strikingly similar.  Eric Bone calls the start, and we 


head south toward Seattle U.  Many other teams, bike and foot, have chosen this


fountain for their first checkpoint.  I dunk my hat in the water and put it, dripping, 

over my head.
5:15 pm
We’re moving well and have accumulated 410 points in the first 75 minutes.  


After ducking a few blocks up Yesler to another fountain (no hat-dipping) and 


into the International District, we’ve cut through a vacant lot to catch the 12th 


Avenue S. bridge and a part of the bike path I’ve never been on.  The Mt. Baker 


bike tunnel was a welcome stretch of shade.  In upper Mount Baker we saw 


REACH Hi-Liters stopping at a drinking fountain (they’re carrying no water) and 


we jokingly ask whether they’re going to be out for the full 16 hours.  Then it’s 


down to Lake Washington and into the water at Sayres Pits—none too soon, as 


we’re both overheating.  The minute we step out of the water, an ice cream van 


pulls up, and Kevin buys us popsicles.

7:00 pm
Things went smoothly as we got ourselves up to Beacon Hill (passing Whidbey 


Island Nerds going the opposite way) and down to SoDo via the pedestrian 


walkway at the Columbian Way exchange.  At the waterfront we saw Teriyaki 


Donut, but they headed south after getting CP 86.  We go north through Pioneer 


Square.  Kevin needs something cold to drink, and that sounds good to me.  We 


buy bottled water at a drugstore, then stop in at World Wrapps in Westlake Center 

for smoothies.  We note that the 3-hour teams are done.  We have 13 hours to go.
8:15 pm
Our chances of catching the locks before they close are dwindling.  We’ve 


cleaned the CPs in Belltown and braved Seattle Center during Bite of Seattle 


(where we encountered Enger Management), and we’re working our way north on 

Queen Anne, but our pace has slowed noticeably.  Kevin calls his wife to check 


in.  As we move west toward Magnolia, Enger Management passes us again.  (We 

will not see another team for over nine hours.)
10:00 pm
My calves began to grab as we headed north in Magnolia.  (Although I will get 


through the rest of the night without them cramping badly, I need to moderate my 


pace even more.)  We’ve bought more bottled water and Gatorade, and I’ve called 

my sister, asking her to meet us on the Ballard side of the locks at 10:00 to give us 

our night gear.  There’s no way we’re going to make the locks before they close, 


and we’re not optimistic enough to drop down to see whether someone might let 


us cross late.  We detour via the Ballard Bridge and back out to the locks.  Behind 

some buildings, a wailing and banging turns out to be some happily drunk guy 


singing and using his motorcycle helmet for a drum.  He wishes us a pleasant 


evening.  (1450 points so far.  Later I will calculate that we covered 30 miles in 


six hours.  In the next ten hours we will cover only another 32 miles and get 


an additional 1290 points.)
Midnight
With no attempt to go after CP 33, we’ve headed east through Ballard and 



Fremont (a few minutes of confusion at CP 65—right intersection, wrong corner), 

up to the zoo, and along Phinney Ridge to the library.  We’ve narrowly missed a 


convenience store that closed at 11:00; for the next six hours we will buy water, 


Gatorade and popsicles at every 7-11 we see.  It’s a pleasant walk.  Kevin tells me 

a sad story about a friend of his who died in a car crash.  Our original route had us 

skipping CP 46 because the points-to-distance tradeoff wasn’t worth it, but it’s 


right on Green Lake—and we’re all about the water.  We have no idea what the 


temperature is, but we’re sweating profusely.  At midnight we strip to our shorts 


and lower ourselves into the blackness of Green Lake.  It’s quiet, and the stars are 


out—I can see the Big Dipper hovering over the lake.  We sure needed that 


cooling off.

1:30 am
Mostly walking now, punctuated by brief fits of stumbling runs on 




downhills—or even, in moments of madness, on the flat.  We spot Northgate from
 

CP 105, and I for one am glad that we’ve now gone as far north as we need to this 

year.  (Last year at 4:00 am we were on 145th St.)  We cross Lake City Way and 


hit a 7-11 where a young woman with rhinestone sandals and an unfortunate 


flesh-to-fabric ratio negotiates the purchase of some nasty-looking malt liquor.

2:30 am
We’ve run maybe 15 blocks down from View Ridge, and that’s about it for our 


quads.  After five seconds of discussion we’ve elected to skip our second CP (22) 


and go straight for CP 67.  This requires a lot of close reading by flashlight 


and taxes our brains more than we want.  At the next 7-11 a couple has their four-


year-old child (awake!) in tow.  On the Burke Gilman trail, a woman looms out of 

the dark and announces to us in a suspiciously perky tone: “My father taught me 


how to whistle past my back teeth!”  We acknowledge this excellent bit of 



parenting; she 
tells us something else about her father, including all three of his 


names, which I regrettably fail to record and promptly forget.

4:00 am
We’re dragging now.  For no good reason at all we went out to Laurelhurst 


to get CP 82; it was a long way.  (For the record, people are still partying in 


Laurelhurst at 4:00 on a Saturday night.  We see three cars leave a residence 


together—that’s probably enough to bring down the police.)  We’ve crossed 


University Village to catch the lit sculpture at CP 33, which looks beautiful and 


eerie in the dark.  On our way back across U Village we saw a security guard 


rounding up stray shopping carts, who told us somewhat tartly that the restrooms 


were closed (“It’s 3:30 in the morning, sir”) but that QFC is open 24/7.  The climb 

up the 45th Street bridge was really unpleasant, and we’ve sat down outside the 


Burke Museum, ostensibly to confirm the rest of the route.  Kevin and I routinely 


run ultramarathons together, and we’re well aware of the expression, “Beware the 


Chair.”  Sitting down does you no good whatsoever.  I figure that the only way 


we’ll get 2900 points now is if we cross the University Bridge by 5:00.  It’s hard 


to tell whether we’re going to need that many points to win our division.  Maybe a 

few minutes’ more rest…
4:45 am
We’ve hit Wide World Books and gone down Stone Way (with one more 7-11 


stop) to the art graveyard under the Aurora Bridge.  Two human feet stick out of a 

Goodwill donation box as a homeless man helps himself to the clothes he needs.  


The sky is lightening; as we pass Gasworks Park I stow my flashlight.  We have 


moved from seeing people who are up too late to seeing people who are up too 


early: a woman in a bathing suit walks along Northlake, having just emerged from 

Lake Union.  I’m too tired to be impressed.
6:20 am
In no particular hurry, we’ve crossed the University Bridge and encountered 


another team staggering, like us, toward the EC.  We’ve skipped our third CP (17) 

and skirted Portage Bay to MOHAI and the Arboretum.  I fight the sourest 


stomach I’ve ever had; I’m sure I’m going to puke.  It’s obvious we can’t get 


2900.  We force ourselves over the Madison Hill and down to Lake 



Washington.  This time around we just wade in, shoes and socks and all.

7:30 am
We’re in death march mode.  After picking up CP 44 and CP 64, we head toward 


the EC.  We actually run along Union Street from 33rd to MLK, but that’s it.  


In another life we’d turn right to CP 14, go up to CP 12, right to CP 21, up to CP 


13, down to CP 23 and CP 68, and back to the EC.  I know this area well, and if 


we jogged most of the way we’d surely get these 130 points, all within spitting 


distance of the EC, bringing us in at a respectable 2860.  But we just don’t care.  


We’re done.  We grab the cow with the hat at CP 12 and walk to the EC, checking 

in with 12 minutes to spare.



2740 points (48 CPs), 62 miles, 4300’ elevation gain (and 4300’ of loss)
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