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CANANDAIGUA LAKE 50 MILE RUN 
October 6, 2007 

 
Paul Doody Race Report  

 
Pre-race preparation 
 
I was quite nervous about the 50 miler, since my longest run was the Finger Lakes 50K 
that I ran in June. I also had to miss two weeks of training, including an important 50K 
race at Green Lakes, in late August due to a back injury. I don’t recommend water skiing 
as good cross training for running! After running the Rochester marathon 3 weeks out, 
and feeling good enough for an 11 miler the next day, I decided the 50 miler was within 
reach.   Dad, Chris and Mike graciously agreed to crew the race for me which was a big 
relief. I made my list and packed everything I could imagine I might need for the race. A 
major issue was the heat. I started checking weather.com 10 days out from the race and 
each day the report seemed to get worse, with increasing temperature and humidity. The 
last forecast I recall was for 85 degrees and 64 degree dew point, horrible conditions for a 
cool weather runner like me. The glass-half-full aspect to this was allowing me to drop 
any thoughts of time and pace to run, thereby modifying the goal to just run easy and 
finish.  
 
Race Day  
 
I showed up to pick up my Dad and brother a tad before 6:00AM, only to see the lights 
out and Christopher still asleep!! Dad and I banged on the door and miraculously Chris 
was in the truck within 5 minutes. Off to packet pickup at Finger Lakes Community 

College and final instructions for 
Dad and Chris. We took some 
photos of Dave and I before the start 
(see left). Bob Mulcock gave me 
good luck hug at the start and 
indicated he was running on a relay 
team, providing some reverse deja 
vous….in 2003 I was wishing Bob 
well on his 50 mile solo run while I 
was running the relay! This had to 
be a good omen. 
 

We were off at 7:00 AM after some safety instructions. The first 10 miles were easy and 
comfortable running with Dave Groff and chatting with fellow runners, some veterans 
and some newbies like Dave and I. We walked the uphills and ran the flats and downhills. 
I pretty much followed this mode the rest of the race. We were running a little too 
quickly, about a 9:30 pace through 10 miles but it felt easy and comfortable. About every 
other mile Dad would remind me to “Slow Down”, which I really did try to do. I met 
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Bopple Hill at about 14 miles and it was truly a bear. There was no running here, and in 
fact my heart rate screamed up into the 170s power walking up the hill. The cemetery at 
the top of Bopple is so appropriate. I said hello to Charlie Sabbatine, who seemed to be 
monitoring the runners at the top. He said I looked great, giving me some confidence.  
 
Things started to really heat up in miles 10 to 20, with rolling hills and little shade. The 
crew started providing me with ice-filled bandanas to wrap around my neck in this 
stretch, which really helped.  During the steep downhill at mile 20 I started to develop a 
couple hot spots on the bottom of my feet. The Harley Davidson convoy was deafening, 
but inspirational as the riders all gave us the thumbs up. After a change of shoes, new 
bandana, fresh water, and a ham sandwich I headed out to the trail section of the course. 
The ham sandwich sounded good, but did not settle well with me. The trail section was a 
bit lumpy and it was hot, but flat. It wasn’t as pleasant as I expected and I couldn’t wait 
to get back on pavement…..I never thought I’d say that! 
 
I passed a young lad who didn’t look too good at about the marathon mark. I asked him 
how he was doing and he mumbled something. Given his ashen look, the temperature and 
his demeanor I asked my crew to keep an eye on him…..apparently he was pulled from 
the race shortly thereafter. From here to 50K it was rolling hills with periodic ice bandana 
and fluids replacement. I was still feeling good, walking a bit more, but really enjoying 
the views and any chance to meet up with other runners. A big long uphill (which means 

walk) followed by a steep 
downhill into Vine Valley 
really tested the quads. 
You can see me at the top 
of the hill in the photo to 
the left. Ric Erb stopped 
to say hello on the 
downhill along with his 
crew (who said I looked 
like Doody). I gave Dave 
a high five on the out & 
back section as he was 
still looking strong.  
 
At 35 miles I changed 
shoes again and Dad 

jumped in to pace me. We walked quite a bit as it was mostly uphill and ran into a 
rainstorm at the Town Line Road aid station. I drank some Boost, grabbed some ice and 
fluids refill and took back off with Dad, up another hill. I was still feeling good and was 
doing the math in my head about finishing time. I kept figuring out whether or not I could 
walk it in and finish under the 12 hour limit. At 40 miles I was thinking that 10 hours was 
in sight, and Dad kept telling me how we had 40 miles of pavement rolled up behind us, 
pushing us forward. In the distance I could see more vehicles waiting for us. As we got 
closer I realized it was Chris and the kids, holding signs of encouragement on the country 
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road. Nothing like young kids with lots of energy holding up signs saying “Let’s Go 
Dad”, “You can do it” 
and “Git-R-Done” to 
crank me up!   
With 10 miles to go I had 
a large contingent to push 
me along. Christopher 
started pacing me after 
the last relay exchange, 
and Dad joined back in 
with about a mile to go to 
carry me into the finish 
line. I was still feeling 
good and it was starting 
to set in that I was really 
going to finish and in less 
than 10 hours no less. The last quarter mile was uphill, so in keeping with the rest of the 
race we walked up the hill and ran the last 50 yards to the finish line. The clock read 
9:48:25. 
 
I can’t believe I finished the 
race in under 10 hours with 
the heat. I felt pretty good, 
and definitely comfortable 
the entire time, thanks in 
large part to my crew. 
Without their help and 
encouragement I don’t 
know if I would have 
finished. Having ice packs 
every few miles was 
certainly a salvation for me. 
Perhaps I was a bit cautious 
over the second half of the 
course, having never run 
more than a 50K, but now I know I can run 50 miles. I can be a bit more aggressive next 
time. For the time being I’m going to relish the fond memories of this race, my first 50 
miler. 
 
The Numbers 
 
The splits from my Garmin GPS, via MotionBased web site are as follows: 
 
10 miles - 1:35:33 (9:33 pace) 
20 miles -  3:27:03 (10:21 pace) 
Marathon -  4:34:06 (10:28 pace) 
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30 miles -  5:18:57 (10:38 pace) 
50K -   5:32:05 (10.39 pace) 
40 miles - 7:30:49 (11:16 pace) 
50 miles - 9:48:25 (11:46 pace) 
 
Apparently 50 runners started the race, with 37 finishing. I was truly middle of the pack 
in 18th place (8th in the very competitive Masters division). See attached results for more. 
 
Four changes of shoes & socks, 4 shirt changes, one bottle of boost, one ham sandwich, 
seven packets of Gu, five chewy bars, twelve electrolyte capsules, five bags of ice, and an 
undetermined quantity of water, Gatorade, Gatorade Endurance and Gu2O. 
 




