
Issy 100 Unsupported FKT by Gina and Steve Slaby 
 
The Issy 100 is a course in the Issaquah Alps of Washington, just east of Seattle.  The course was designed by local running guru 
George Orozco with the intent of it being a “Sea-level Hardrock.”  It has 33,091ft of elevation gain and 33,436ft of loss across 
the 100 miles, for a total of 66,500+ ft of elevation change.  Both Mailbox Peak and Mt. Tenerife, the first two peaks of the 
course, climb over 4,000+ ft in just over 2 miles.  It is steep!  The Issy is not a race and to our knowledge does not have any 
intention of becoming one.  It draws a unique niche of the ultra-running world.  Who else would run 100 miles for no finisher’s 
medal, recognition or recorded result?  You can’t make this stuff up!  For a great background on the race see the trail runner 
article by local Northwest runner Yitka Winn here: https://trailrunnermag.com/people/profiles/washingtons-issaquah-alps.html 
 
Gina: So when Steve mentioned to me the possibility of Issy 100, I asked, “are you kidding me?  We are transferring in 14 
weeks.  When do you expect we will fit this in?”  Steve was super easy going about it and said, “we have time.”  I then reminded 
him that we are busy the majority of the next 14 weeks with…. closing on two houses (one in MD and the other in WA), 
traveling to various places for races/work/vacation (Lake Sonoma, CA; Key West, FL; Washington, DC; Juneau, AK; Eugene, 
OR; etc), and hosting friends and family that were visiting the area.  Steve’s relentless talk about the Issy and a quicker than 
expected recovery from Lake Sonoma 50 mile eventually convinced me that it could be a possibility.  After some discussion, we 
decided that if we had good weather for the May 5th weekend – we would make our attempt.  If it were rainy and nasty I said no 
way… I wasn’t in the mood to suffer for 24+hrs on the trails for this.  We would instead save our legs for a longer Leadville 
workup.  It just so happened that the weather was perfect.  I guess it was meant to be. 
 
The Course (Elevation photo courtesy Van Phan and Course Photo courtesy Seth Wolpin) 

As you can see, you are typically either climbing or running downhill steeply across the course.  Compounding it, a good portion 
of it is technical in nature, with very little dirt forest road, etc.  There is no running super fast on this course.  While we believe 
that mountain running ultra marathon elites could achieve a supported sub 24 hrs, we promise you no one will ever break 20 hrs 
on the course, especially not unsupported (the challenge has now officially been thrown down!).  There are just too many 
variables - weather, crowds, water sources, etc.  It is a tough course that will challenge you. 

 
 



The FKT 
Running an FKT has many rules, the most important of which is that you must verifiably track it with a GPS device (Garmin 
Delorme and SPOT tracker are the top two methods); you must also declare your intentions ahead of time and invite others to 
track/follow your progress; and you must write up a race report to share your experience with others.  Peter Bakwin manages the 
tracking of the better known FKTs and we reached out to him ahead of time to verify our Issy intentions.  There are many ways 
of getting an FKT.  You can do it supported or unsupported.  The biggest difference between supported and unsupported is that 
an unsupported attempt requires you to carry everything with you from start to finish - all clothes, food, water (most people filter 
from streams as needed), etc.  We would attempt unsupported.  The question is if each of our individual times would count as an 
individual unsupported attempt or a team event.  There is an argument that running with someone makes it mentally easier, and 
thus faster.  A great counterargument, as we would find out later, is that with someone else you don’t both experience highs and 
lows at the same time.  So inevitably you will be slowed down by your partner at some time - which means you go through at 
least two “down-spells” where someone is hurting and going slow - versus just the one when you go individually.  Either way, we 
declared we were going for the overall FKT, 31 hours and 17 minutes, set by Richard Kresser as a “supported” individual back in 
2016.  We went in feeling fit and ready, having done a lot of hill training and long mountain runs with significant elevation 
change as part of our Spring training cycle towards Chuckanut 50k and Lake Sonoma 50 miler.   
The Issy FKT website can be found here: http://fastestknowntime.com/route/issy-alps-50k100k100m-wa 
 
Scouting 
Steve: This is a course to do some sort of scouting on ahead of time, especially if you would be doing it the old school way of 
following paper maps and course descriptions like Gina and I did.   The alternative way is to bring a GPS device with all turns 
tracked as way-points so that you just have to look at it and it tells you where to go.  Because the course isn’t straight forward, 
people would probably still get turned around in areas even with the GPS telling them when to turn - they just wouldn’t lose as 
much time as the map-and-description people do because they wouldn’t get off course as much.  There are some very tricky 
connector trails, some that are almost like deer trails, and there is logging activity on the course, which just makes things not easy 
(but definitely all the more adventurous!).  Having read some of the earlier Issy reports and inquiring with others who had run it, 
including George himself, we made it a goal to get out and see as much of the course and tricky connector trails as possible.  But 
given all that we were cramming in this spring, there just was not much time to scout.  Plus we live about 1.5-2hrs each way from 
the nearest trailhead on the course - which means pretty much giving up a full day any time a scouting trip would take place.  We 
would settle on three trips.  The first trip was to cover the first 50k of the course, minus actually going up to the peak on Mailbox, 
Tenerife, and Little Si, as those trails were pretty self-explanatory once you see the junction.  Washington Ultrarunning legend 
and Plain 100 co-Race Director Tim Stroh would guide us along the course on this trips with our dogs (Porter and Nimbus), 
pointing out the tricky turns, etc.  The second outing, the weekend before Lake Sonoma, Gina and I would do a section alone and 
it included a part of West Tiger and a section of trail that brought us to the finish.   We should have known this trip wasn’t going 
to go well when we discovered Nimbus (our “devil dog”) had gotten ahold of the maps, and literally ate Tiger Mtn.  Luckily, we 
had another map we were able to use.  The second issue with the trip was with an error in adding up the total mileage.  I 
calculated a13 mile long run.  At about 2 hrs into the run, I relinquished the map to Gina while I made a quick bathroom stop.  
She had recounted the mileage and realized I miscalculated the distance.  It ended up being around 18miles which proved 
disastrous for Lake Sonoma – we had not planned on an 18 mile mountainous long run 6 days prior.   
 
Gina: Steve was 0 for 2 on this second scouting trip.  Needless to say, I was extremely angry in running 18 miles prior to Lake 
Sonoma, our primary focus race for the spring.  Unfortunately, ours legs felt flat during this race, lacking the extra gear that we 
normally have.   And oh… by the way, the map of Tiger Mountain never resurfaced  
 
Steve: The third outing would be along with Tim and George to cover the Rattlesnake/Tiger connector - which I viewed as a must 
and something I am definitely glad to have run ahead of time - as well as the Squak and Cougar mountain portions.  I had wanted 
to try to get in the full Rattlesnake section after reading reports of people being thrown way off by the logging activity up there.   
I had also wanted to run the East Tiger portion because Gina and I learned while scouting that there are just so many turns on 
Tiger Mountain that you are checking the map way too much and losing too much time.  Unfortunately, we did not have enough 
time to get to either of these sections.  Missing this scouting on East Tiger would come back to haunt us later and cost us the 
overall FKT.   
 
Gear 
Steve: Having run Plain 100 and having run many all-day “adventure” runs over the past few years, we have gotten very 
comfortable with what gear we need and what gear is excessive.  We typically pack light and risky, and this was no different.  I 
wore the older Scott Jurek Ultimate Direction pack with just the two water bottles on the chest.  I packed a light rain jacket 
pullover (rain was in the forecast and I ended up using it in colder temps overnight), arm warmers (in place of a long sleeve 
shirt), my Poulsbo Running hat, and mid-weight gloves.  Otherwise I wore Injinji knee-high compression socks, Patagonia shorts 
from Vermont 100 that have pockets to stuff food and trash in, a light-weight Adidas dry-fit short-sleeve shirt and then my Altra 
Lone Peak 3.5 running shoes.  For food I packed six granola Bars, four Honey Stinger Cracker N’ Nut Butter snack bars (which 
really hit the spot on the trail), four Honey Stinger Energy Bars, two Honey Stinger Protein bars, six Honey Stinger gels 
(Ginsting and Gold flavors), about 12 packets of Honey Stinger acai-pomegranate Energy Chews, two ziplock bags of potato 
chips (kettle chips sea salt and kettle chips bbq), and twelve packets of individual Tailwind powder.  I figure I had about 8000 



calories, which should be about what I needed for up to 36 hours on the trail.  My only other 
gear was: headlamp and spare batteries, Spot Tracker with zipties to secure it to my pack, 
Garmin etrex 20 GPS, a be-free water filter, a single pack of rungoo lube, chapstick (for 
when I cut my lips on gel and gummy packets - which inevitably happens in all 100+ mile 
races that I do), and a gallon size ziplock bag with the course maps (for easy access I held 
strapped to my body under my run vest). 
 
Gina: I wore my Altra running shorts and top, Drymax socks, Altra running cap, as well as 
the Altra King MT running shoes.  The King MTs have become a favorite of mine due to 
their great responsiveness and light weight.  I wore the Camelback hydration pack with the 
bladder that rests on your hips, and packed a lightweight rain jacket, an extra Altra long 
sleeve running shirt, and gloves.  For food, I packed only 5,000 calories as I typically do not 
need as many calories as Steve to get by. I had Honey Stinger bars, gels, waffles and energy 
chews; and then a baggie of potato chips and Tailwind drink mix packets.  I also carried my 
own Be-Free water filter, caffeine pills, Hammer endurolytes, Garmin Delorme GPS 
tracker, headlamp with spare batteries and the car keys. 

         (Gina’s Running Pack) 
 
The Issy 
Steve: We would stay at a Holiday Inn in Issaquah the night before, in able to get an early start on the trail.  We were hoping to 
start at 0400, but ended up cutting it too close between waking up, dropping one car off at the finish at High Point Trailhead and 
then driving up to the starting trailhead at Mailbox Peak.  After final gear checks, starting up the GPS trackers and getting our 
photo, we would hit the trail at 0415.  It was a relatively mild 50 degrees, and it did not take long climbing before the arm 
warmers, hat and gloves would all come off. 
 

Gina: Our goal at the start was to 
take it conservatively, as a lot of 
steep technical climbing and 
descent would take place over 
the first 50k.  We would look to 
run the second half as much as 
possible, as it is all “runnable” 
trail.  After being severely 
warned by George that starting 
too fast is the number one cause 
for failure on the course, we 
would hike the climbs and let the 
downs “flow” - there would be 
no trashing our legs early 
on.  The course starts off 
relatively straight forward.  We 
passed the new Mailbox trail and 
made it quickly to the “old” trail, 
a little further up.  We would be 
off solidly in the dark, using our 
headlamps up to the peak.  The 
old trail is no joke - it just 
continued to climb and didn’t 
seem to want to end.   
 

(At Mailbox Peak Parking Area getting ready to start.  We would start at 04:15AM) 
 
Steve: We would make it up Mailbox Peak in 1 hr and 27 minutes.  I did make us stop once along the way up, as it felt like we 
had been going forever and I was worried we had somehow crossed onto the new course trail as the old trail gets close to it at 
times.  I was also worried that we had started to see white diamond reflector markings on the trees which are non-existent on the 
bottom of the trail.  We looked at the map and determined that we must not have gotten onto the new trail and confirmed it a 
short while later at the point where the old trail crosses over the new trail close to the top.  The boulder field just a way past this 
intersection, as the trees cleared, gave us a false peak, but fortunately all of the snow had melted off over the past week of warm 
temperatures.  The push to the top from here was easy.   



Gina: At the top we ran into two local high school 
guys who had summited to see the sunrise.  We 
definitely ruined their experience as we asked to get 
our photo with the sun just about to rise.  They were 
nice about it though, and ultimately very 
friendly.  They were shocked to hear that we had 
just started a day+ adventure that would cover over 
100 miles and 10 or so more peaks.  We took a 
photo for them prior to heading down.  I’m sure they 
were surprised when we didn’t want to waste any 
time on top and left probably 5 min prior to the sun 
cresting the peaks.   On the way down we would run 
into many weekend warriors and the Saturday 
crowds.  We passed at least 20-25 people on the way 
down. 
 
Steve: I would slow us a bit on the way down and 
Gina was pushing to try to be close to one of the 
race reports which had covered Mailbox up and 
down in under 2 hrs 15 minutes.  First I would need 
to stop to tighten my shoe laces as my feet started 
immediately jamming into the front of my Lone 
Peaks on the steep descent.  Then I broke my 
running backpack, pulling the chest strap a little too 
tight.  The clip came off the track but didn’t break.  I 

(On top of Mailbox Peak just before sunrise)             spent about 3 minutes trying to get it back on the  
           track but then had enough and got going again to 

catch up to Gina, who had scooted ahead a bit.  With the broken clip, my pack was noticeably bouncing around more and quite 
irritating.  Later I stopped for water at the stream towards the bottom as I had only one full bottle up (the other empty to be lighter 
weight) and would look to make it to Tenerife by filling both here.  At the trail junction at the bottom of the “old” trail, we had 
made it down a little under 2 hrs and 30 minutes from when we had started.  But I would waste a good 5-10 minutes trying to fix 
my running pack again, before ultimately giving up and zip-tying the strap clip to the other chest-strap clip with one of the zip 
ties I had brought for “just-in-case” situations.  This fix actually worked and I had no bouncing for the rest of the run.  But I had 
wasted some precious time - I just didn’t know it at the time. 
 
Gina: As Steve said, my goal was to be up and down Mailbox in 2 hrs and 15 minutes.  I have no idea what the hell Steve was 
doing with his pack, and it felt like he was stopping way too much…. a passive-aggressive attempt at sabotaging my efforts.  I 
was very surprised, but just the same happy that he brought a zip tie so we could get going again.  Who packs zip ties for the “just 
–in-case” situations?  What else did he have in his bag?  Duck tape?  Gorilla glue?  A flux-capacitor?  The next section of the 
course, along the Granite Creek trail, is some of the nicest running of the entire course.  It climbs a bit before heading down the 
connector trail to the bottom.  A lot of people ask us what we talk about on these runs.  This section of the run we would be 
talking about our upcoming Maryland house and everything that needed to be done and in place in order to close on our 
Washington house in about two weeks.  I’m pretty sure we decided to get a backyard fence in Maryland - for our dogs - while 
running this section.   
 
Steve: From the parking lot at the bottom of that connector trail you join a short road section before crossing a bridge and 
hopping onto another connector trail.  I was really happy Tim Stroh had taken us out on this section, as you can’t see any trail 
from the road when you are running.  You simply go down the bridge embankment and end up on an overgrown trail that just 
seems to appear out of nowhere.  I was surprised to see two cars parked right at the bridge embankment, and hikers about 1/4 of a 
mile up, trying to navigate some deep-mud sections after having successfully made it across some of the stream crossings.  This 
single-track trail has the feeling that it might get walked once a week by a local who just wants a good dog walk – meaning it just 
does not get a lot of use.  But we were running and finally averaging more than 2 miles/hr that Mailbox peak had slowed us 
to.  Popping out on the CCC road, we were cruising again.  We passed a point where on our scouting run Porter had hopped up 
into the woods and disappeared for 15 minutes.  We laughed about how angry we were with him that day, having to double back 
and then finding  him chewing on the bones of a deer carcass (second breakfast?).   
 
Gina: I was so mad at Porter - I was the one who went up into the woods to get him that day.  But I quickly forgot about it 
because not more than a mile up we came across a parked truck with a dog barking.  What was surprising was the incredible 
amount of marijuana that was emanating from the truck.  We could smell it from 100 yds away!  I felt like I could have gotten 
high running past the truck through the smoke cloud.  There was a crusty character inside -  I made a comment to Steve that I 
better not pop positive on the next Navy drug testing.  We laughed about what a story that would make…. trying to explain to our 



boss why I popped positive for drugs.  It is one of those stories that as an Officer you hear from the junior Sailors, just out of high 
school - and you simply say “you can’t make this sh*t up!” 
 
Steve: Now making it over to the Tenerife trailhead without any issues, the Saturday morning crowd was in full swing and it 
looked like at least 50 cars parked at the trailhead.  Up until this point I had been going with one energy bar and water per every 
hour for nutrition.  I decided to switch over to Honey Stinger enery chews for a while because they were already in my shorts 
pockets and I didn’t feel like stopping to dig more stuff out of my pack.   If I had stopped again, Gina would have told me to get 
my shit together and, “let’s go!”  Although there were just a few people on the lower trails, after we branched off onto the 
Tenerife falls (aka kamikaze) trail, we found where all the people who had parked were.  Although Seattle area is one of the best 
trail etiquette areas in the country, it still slows you down having to pass people.  We would pass approximately 50 people over a 
three mile section of trail, but we would find out later that Mt. Si, Little Si and ultimately Rattlesnake would be much 
worse.  Anyway, we filled up water at Tenerife (Kamikaze) Falls and took a picture of the incredible falls, while marveling at 
how cold it was down at the creek, before we headed off up the “goat” trail to the top of Tenerife.  Gina wanted to keep going, 
but I insisted on getting a quick pic! 

Gina: Every time we stopped, I saw our time to get the 
FKT, whittle away.  We were moving much slower 
than expected, so I was hoping to keep moving 
forward as much as we could.  We needed photos for 
the time stamp… otherwise, photos were a waste of 
time.  Maybe someday I’ll stop and smell the roses, 
but in this instance, I just wanted to keep going.  The 
“goat” trail Steve mentions above, is given that name 
b/c it looks like mtn goats could transit up this path.  It 
goes very steeply up from the falls.  Steve mentioned 
that other race reports said it was a “using hands and 
feet” type of steepness.  Although it was definitely a 
scramble to the top, I didn’t have to use my hands… 
though I could see why people said it was this 
steep.  This was the only time that Steve said he 
wished he had poles for this part.   
 
Steve: I’m glad I didn’t carry poles and can’t imagine 
doing so for the entire run - while great on the 
mountains, I wouldn’t want them on the majority of 
the trails.  A supported runner should consider taking 
them for each of the climbs and descents and ditching 
them to crew in between.  I’d like to take time to thank 
Gina here for convincing me to not bring poles after I 
put up great argument the night before in the hotel 
room.  Gina, you were right. 
 
Gina: It was absolutely ridiculous that Steve, who had 
never used poles in a race before, was trying to 
convince me to take them for the first time ever on a 
run that could last 30+ hours.  That’s a long time 
carrying poles if we found out we didn’t want them.   
He had no good arguments to counter!  Anyway, we  
knew we were almost up Tenerife when we hit the 

(The Impressive Tenerife Falls)         snow. Although it made slow going, at least we had 
               footprints to follow.   You just had to be careful 
which footprints to step in, as they were mostly left over from previous days/weeks, and you could post-hole in over your knee in 
places.  We ended up passing an older gentlemen close to the top and were surprised to find two middle-aged guys on the summit 
when we got there.  It was an interesting summit.  Although Mailbox probably had the best views of the entire route, there were 
wide open 360 degree views from Tenerife as well.  What was interesting was that there was about 6-8 ft deep snow climbing up 
the last few hundred feet of elevation, but the small area that was the highest point of the peak was exposed with dirt and 
rock.  We chatted with the two guys up at the top about their upcoming adventures - one guy was impressed with our 100 miles 
route, but was planning his own trip of 5 peaks over 40+ miles for some time next year.  The guy also asked us if we had seen 
any bears on the way up – apparently there was a mama bear and her cub not far away.  We wished him luck after grabbing our 
picture and were off to find the connector over to the main Tenerife trail that would take us down to the connector with Mt. Si. 



Steve: We had not run this section of trail before and were worried that 
we might not be able to find it with the snow.  Tim Stroh had explained 
it to me that the trail goes generally on the ridge, if not slightly below it 
to the left of it in the direction of running.  Fortunately, footprints 
guided us onto the connector, but no one had been on the route recently 
that we could tell, and definitely no one had made it up to the peak of 
Tenerife on the “main” trail today.  We followed old melted over 
footprints for a while but then lost the trail.  Staying just below the 
ridgeline we quickly found the trail again and it would soon enough 
spit us out onto what is normally a road, which was snow-covered and 
not drivable when we got on it.  The entire section from the top of 
Tenerife until about 3 miles down the road from the top was covered 
with what I would call “pain-in-the-ass” snow.  It was about 3-6 inches 
deep, with drifts off the sides as deep as 3ft, and it was that slushy, 
slippery messy type of snow that did not allow you to get any traction.          

(On top of Tenerife, Mt. Rainier in the background)          Even going downhill I hated every step in it.  While easier than going 
                                                                                             up in it, you still could not really run in it heading in the downhill 
direction.  It was super slow going.  We ran into Trevor Griffith right before we would finally break free on it.  He was 
attempting the reverse direction (ass-backward) 50k and looked strong.  He had just put on his micro spikes and we told him he 
would be happy for it - he said he had only gone a short ways on the snow before realizing he needed the spikes.  We wished him 
well and then were happy to break out of the snow and run down to the connector over to Mt. Si. 
 
Gina: Microspikes really would have been handy and I feel like we lost some valuable time without them.  They are light weight 
and on my birthday list for myself next year; something to use for our future outings.  It was nice when we hit the dirt again.  We 
had run the Mt. Si connector with Tim Stroh and our dogs a few weeks prior and it was good running up until we got to Mt. Si. 
We refilled our bottles from a good flowing stream on this connector. Mt. Si is everyone in Seattle’s favorite peak - at least that is 
what it feels like.  Think Diamond Head in Hawaii where you literally walk in a line like a lemming, all the way to the top and 
then back down again.  That is what it feels like going up Mt. Si.  However, with good trail etiquette we generally were able to 
scoot around people as we made our way up – except I suffered my first casualty of the run while trying to squeeze between a 
tree and a hiker… the tree won.  It is just a short climb to the top and less steep than Mailbox and Tenerife.  With legs still fresh, 
we were running good portions of the climb.  Reaching the top we were happy that the, as Steve says, “pain in the ass snow,” that 
was there during our first scouting trip had completely melted - it was much faster going.  I recruited a local to grab our photo as 
Steve was adding some Tailwind to one of his bottles.  I told him to work faster, so we could get a pic and go! 
 
Steve: I typically try to stay with water only for as long as I 
can.  It was starting to get hot as we went up Mt. Si.  High 
temperatures were in the mid to high 70s for us, and I realized I 
needed some good liquid nutrition to keep me balanced.  I go 
with the caffeinated Tailwind and have previously survived 16+ 
hrs using it and Honey Stinger energy chews during 24hr 
races.  Heading down the “Old” Mt. Si trail, we had a must 
needed break from the crowd of hikers.  We passed maybe 10 
people the entire way down to the base of Little Si.  It is good 
downhill running, but I found during the scouting trip and again 
during the Issy that it really beats up your legs.  It is not as steep 
as Mailbox or Tenerife, which just means that you get that false 
feeling of lazy downhill running that impacts the quads more 
than it needs to.  Needless to say, my quads were starting to feel 
pretty beat up by the time we got to the bottom. 
 
 Gina: My quads were starting to feel it, as well.  And it was 
 HOT at the bottom.  I was feeling a little lousy and realized I    (Up on Mt. Si, bottles refilled) 
hadn’t been eating as much as I needed to either.  Steve said our legs were still moving fine, but I felt like we were crawling over 
to Little Si, now back amongst the throngs of people.  Fortunately, Steve had started talking again and was telling me that Little 
Si was the one peak he remembers from our first trip out to Leavenworth, WA - one of our favorite Washington long weekend 
locations.  Little Si just has this distinct look to it, making it look like a separate little creation off of Mt. Si.  Steve’s stories are a 
fun part of running with him.  We still learn new and exciting things about each other on these types of adventure runs - even 
though we spend 75% of our day together.  We run together in the morning, work in the same building, and run together in the 
evening.  With that said, we have very few close friends - Steve says because we are on our own schedule, doing what we want - 
but sometimes we wonder if it is maybe people just don’t like us - ha!  Whatever it is, new “Steve and Gina” stories continue to 
emerge on these runs and I like it. 



 Steve: Little Si was tougher than it should have been 
and we even walked portions of it.  Plain and simple - 
we were hot.  This made us not want to eat as much, so 
we suffered even more.  My Tailwind kept me 
going.  Fortunately, it is a short trail up Little Si and we 
made it to the peak/viewpoint with about one hundred 
other new friends.  By this time I was marveling at how 
multi-cultural Seattle truly is as a city.  On the trails up 
through this point we had heard at least ten other 
languages!  From the viewpoint we could see our next 
climb - Rattlesnake Ledge - off in the distance.  It 
looked further away than it should have.  We got our 
picture and made our way down, where Gina had some 
spectacular/memorable wipeouts.  In a matter of one 
mile she fell three times, most likely due to nutrition 
(electrolyte deficiency).  One of the falls she must have 
tripped over her own feet because it was on a flat, gravel 
path!  It was quite interesting because after taking in 
some water and Endurolytes, she didn’t have any other 

(On top of Little Si, Rattlesnake ledges, our next big climb, behind us)   casualties. Funny story... when Gina and I filled up our 
                                                                                                                    water from a stream leaving Little Si, we encountered a 
Dad and his son who we had passed earlier coming down off the peak.  The son was maybe 8 yrs old and he wanted to be like us 
and fill his water bottle up too.  I could hear the Dad saying very softly (for me and Gina not to hear) that the son was not allowed 
to fill up from the stream.  The son persisted, and the Dad said that he couldn’t because it “wasn’t clean.”  But the son eventually 
got his way and soon enough was dropping in next to us for a quick fill of his water bottle.  Hopefully he didn’t get giardia!  
 
Steve: Now is a good time to talk about water on the course.  We wanted to filter as little as possible because it adds time.  We 
did not filter any water at Plain 100 last year, but those mountains were out away from the Seattle crowds.  I had asked Tim Stroh 
ahead of time, and he said, other than “picking your streams wisely,” that he had filtered most water when he did the Issy last 
year.  When I pressed, he said that generally most streams over the first 50k as well as a few on Rattlesnake were fine - especially 
at this time of year with snow melt still going on.  However, he said absolutely no way are Tiger, Squak and Cougar considered 
good sources.  There are just too many people and other “things” in the populated areas.  We brought the Bee Free filters and 
planned to start filtering after Rattlesnake.  With this stream on Little Si, so close to throngs of weekend tourists, if I was just out 
for a hike on Little Si I would have said the same thing as the Dad - but on the run, it looked clean and was flowing well.  My 
bottles just dipped right in next to Gina and her Camelback bladder.  And as it would end up, I decided not to filter any more 
water for the rest of the run - including Tiger, Squak and Cougar.  I was sure Gina was fine with this because she was all about, 
keep moving forward and stop wasting time.  She would rather have to deal with giardia 3 days later than lose 15 min on the trail.  
While I will stand-by us “picking our streams” wisely, I will say that two of the streams on Tiger, near the logging activities, did 
taste “sweet.”  Otherwise, the cold water from the streams tasted great throughout the run.  And as of the time of writing this 
report, one week later, I can happily say that both Gina and I successfully avoided giardia.   
 
Gina: Coming off of Little Si, at the parking lot we had hit 50km in just under ten and a half hours (officially 10hrs and 23 
minutes).  We headed down the road across the bridge to the Snoqualmie River Trail, ready to run faster on the “flat section.”  
The Snoqualmie River Trail appears flat while running it, but deceptively goes gradually uphill.  This is the section to turn on the 
afterburners and start running fast.  Steve and I were managing, at best, 10 min/mile in the exposed afternoon heat, as bikes 
whizzed by us.  It felt like it took much longer than it should have to reach the base of Rattlesnake. 
 
Steve: My nutrition had switched over to primarily Tailwind in the heat, and I had all but run out of water as we started up 
Rattlesnake.  Rattlesnake is another local Seattle favorite hike and you see just about anything and everything hiking up it.  I 
previously worked one college summer in a local upstate New York state park (Green Lakes State Park) with a bunch of high 
school buddies - we were the grounds maintenance crew.  The summer weekends, we used to say, brought the “zoo” to town - 
with just sheer craziness and disregard for others.  The “zoo animals” (read as “the weekend party goers”) could destroy portions 
of the park and the picnic areas.  Rattlesnake had this feeling to me.  It is a great location for locals to hang out with the lake, a 
short hike up to the ledges, and plenty of recreational opportunities.  The parking area we ran through had literally hundreds of 
cars in it.  Going up the trail, we were once again lemmings in a line - and this line was a little less nice than over on Mt. Si.  We 
passed people with boom boxes blaring music, others who would race up behind us as soon as we passed them, and generally just 
a lot of people.  Fortunately it is a short trail - and we hiked just about all of it up to the ledges area.  We would take a nutrition 
break - and all I really craved at this point were the potato chips I had packed.  Seriously, crushed potato chips are a staple food 
of the Issy, truly a must-bring for anyone attempting to do it.  We had read about it in the other race reports and at the suggestion 
of Van Phan, are so happy we packed them on our unsupported attempt.  In case you don’t know Van, you need to.  She is a local 
legend, able to run incredible back-to-back 100/200milers without skipping a beat.  One of the bigger difficulties of the 
unsupported attempt is that you are stuck with whatever food you bring.  So if your stomach starts to revolt your typical “go-to” 



foods, too bad for you unless you brought along something else.  Potato chips were that “something else” for us on this trip, and 
would be a staple food of our last 50 miles+. 
 
Gina: Going up past the ledges we finally got away from the throngs of 
people and could get in some more running.  We soon caught up to a 
young couple that had passed us during an earlier food stop.  They were 
affectionately making out in the middle of the trail… I had to clear my 
throat in order for them to acknowledge us and clear the trail.  They 
awkwardly asked us if we had ever been up to the top, trying to dismiss 
the ridiculous PDA they just demonstrated.  We said we hadn’t, but that 
the signs would take/point them the right direction all the way up.  We 
scooted past them quickly and then had our own PDA session… just 
kidding.  The single track trail was good running again, although it did 
have a few smaller sections of slippery snow.  This was where we started 
to get our first bit of rain.  Just before we would get to the junction to the 
last Rattlesnake peak, we ran up on a guy who was practically begging 
us for water.  He said he needed some water and asked if we had any             (Happy to be above the crowds up on Rattlesnake) 
to spare.  Steve was almost entirely out and didn’t want to really share.  Steve…what a muchacho… he immediately volunteered 
ME to empty the rest of my Camelbak.  I had nothing though, so Steve gave the guy half of what he had remaining, which 
amounted to a sip of water.  At this point, we were both on empty and were looking forward to finding another stream.  We 
wished him the best.  
 
Steve: While it really wasn’t a question whether or not I would help the guy out… I just wasn’t happy about it.  I had thought 
about filling up miles back on the way up Rattlesnake but had foregone it because I did not want to stop in the crowds and Gina 
was pressing me.  Now I was wishing I had.  Note to future Issy runners - there are not any water sources for quite a few miles 
once you reach the Rattlesnake ledges.  I recommend filling up before or on your way up.  Shortly after we ran into the 
“waterless” guy, we would break out onto a newly logged area and the trail would disappear.  We had not run this section before 
but I had confirmed with both Tim and George that the marked detour onto the logging road was the actual route.  Too bad Gina 
and I dove back onto the logged trail a little earlier than we should have and ended up having to go up and down over endless 
massive tree falls, wasting time to get through the last quarter mile before the regular trail picked back up.  This next section, 
coming down off of the logging road was some of my favorite trail to run on of the course.  It was nice and generally gentle 
single track in the woods, and took us to a good stream to finally fill up at.  Navigating without issue all the way up to the part of 
the course where almost everyone gets lost - I did just that - I got us lost in this area.  It is the portion under the power lines that 
dives into the woods on a single track in order to avoid what would be a cliff if you do follow the power lines.  I had scouted this 
portion less than two weeks prior, off of three hours of sleep coming in from a red-eye flight from DC.  My memory failed me, 
and I took us straight where we should have taken the first left hand turn in the woods.  The left just seemed too quick.  We 
would go straight and take the second left and head downhill.  I knew it was wrong within about 5 minutes - we were starting to 
head down to I-90, the loud traffic making it obvious.  Fortunately, that was the only time we got lost on this portion of the 
course as we made our way back to the correct trail and down under Route 18 and across/through the Raging River.  My memory 
this time good from scouting the rest of the connector a few weeks back, we had no problem making it up to the East Tiger trails.   
On the service road we stopped to put on headlamps and restock nutrition, moving things from inside packs to pockets prior to 
heading down the trail to the road that would take us up East Tiger. 
 
Gina: Coming off of the Raging River crossing it was starting to get dark and I was starting to reject food.  As Steve said before, 
potato chips were key, as I was craving something salty.  I was hoping this race would be different, but in past races I can only 
take in so much sweetness.  Unfortunately, the Issy was no different.  I actually was throwing up on this section and could only 
keep down the potato chips.  At this point, I was completely done with sweets, which was 75% of what I had packed…. bugger,  
we were only half way done with the run.  Over the next 50 miles, I would end up surviving the course on about 1600 calories of 
Tailwind and a half ziplock bag of potato chips. 
 
Steve: The East Tiger road up to the summit climb was good running, and I generally did not need my headlamp until we got just 
about to the top of East Tiger.  It had started raining pretty good at this point too, but it was more of the standard Seattle 
“spitting” rain that did not bring any appreciable accumulation with it.  The climb up East Tiger was a hike up the road almost all 
the way to the summit, and we were starting to realize that what had become our goal to break 30 hrs (decided during the first 
50k) was looking to be in jeopardy.  We were just moving too slow.  Although I would not need gloves or my hat on the way up 
Tiger due to my internal furnace still burning hot going up the climb, I did put on my arm warmers just before the top.  We would 
sit at the picnic table at the top to rest/recover a bit but got cold quickly.  Our new goal was to run all the way down Tiger to hit 
the 100k mark in 20 hrs, which is what we thought would give us a chance at 30hrs. 



Gina: I got cold up top QUICKLY and as part of my 
documentation of the course (using timestamp 
photos), I looked at the timestamp on this pic and 
was thinking about how most people were heading 
to bed right now, or already asleep.  We still had 
another 10+ hours to go, through the night.  So 
upsetting!  I was hurrying Steve along because I 
was frozen.  He seemed to be going through a bad 
spell because he was going a bit slower than he had 
been earlier. 
 
Steve: It would be our way down the East Tiger 
trails that would doom us and our attempt at the 
overall FKT.  Coming off of the Railroad Grade 
trail onto the East Tiger Trail, we immediately hit 
heavy logging and the trail disappeared 
entirely.  We had not scouted this section of the 
course, nor ran on these trails ever.  There was 
flagging along the logging boundary that we would 
follow for a while, before looking at the map and 

(On East Tiger, ready to run fast down to the 100k)              realizing that we just needed to follow the 
                                                                                                            stream/creek to our right a little ways down. We 

assumed the trail would intersect where this stream intersected another creek.  Unfortunately, this would have been true if we 
were not on the entirely wrong stream, headed downhill.  We would go up and over and down and under trees about a half mile 
and 500ft downhill before realizing that something was wrong.  I would look up the steep hill to my side and realize that this was 
not the terrain on the map where we should have been.  Huge lesson learned as part of our navigational training for what we hope 
is someday a Barkley attempt… don’t just dial in on one terrain feature (a stream is a great “catching” feature). When you are 
lost, make sure to dial in on the surrounding terrain to verify your position.  We made the decision to backtrack to where we had 
gotten off the Railroad grade trail.  There was just no sign of the trail in this area.  So we navigated over to what was the “right” 
stream and made our way down and found the trail intersecting it once we got down off of the logging area.  The crazy thing was 
that the logging area was maybe only 200m long., but it had cost us around 1.5hrs of time, as verified by our GPS.  So much for 
30hrs… now the overall FKT was becoming a stretch for us. 
 
Gina: This was the lowest point on the route.  It was 
cold, dark, raining and we were lost.  The only thing 
worse would have been encountering a cougar.  Our 
chances of hitting 30hrs had pretty much dried up.  I 
think we were also seeing hallucinations (just 
kidding)… we swear we saw a headlamp staring at us 
from 100yds away, where the logging section was.  
We yelled out to the light…calls came back 
unanswered and the figure never materialized.  
Although Steve would later say he thinks it was a 
light from a distant hillside that we were looking at… 
we will never know.   
 
Steve: We would make it to 100k at around 21 hrs 
and 30 minutes total time.  1 ½ hours after what we 
wanted.  The homeless tent city was well asleep at 
night.  We were surprised at the full time set-up that 
they had with porta-potties, generators and light 
plants running.  It looked like they had a “main”          (After navigating back to where the trail should be, this is what remained) 
tent set up as well.  I had struggled a bit heading down to the High Point trailhead, needing to get more and more water - I had 
two streams that tasted sweet and I would dump the water before finding a good stream on the single track.  Gina was consuming 
much less water than me, so she didn’t have the same problems.  I was sure I was going to get giardia.  Between that, the 
bathroom stops, maps dropping, etc and I was slowing us down in the dark.  Fortunately, at the bottom of the trail I was finally 
running well again and at 100k (at the High Point trailhead) I would bring more Honey Stinger energy chews and granola bars 
from my pack to my pockets for the climbs up West Tiger.   
 
Gina: While Steve was fumbling with his pack (again), I continued along the road, past (homeless) tent city, towards the next 
trail.  In the distance there was a car parked along the side of the road and it flashed its lights at me.  I hesitantly continued on and 
they flashed their lights again.  Where was Steve?  I looked back and he was still fumbling with his pack.  It was 2AM – and a 



random car, flashing their lights at me seemed rather shady.  I took a wide berth around the car and saw a guy sitting in the car, 
staring at me.  Nothing further transpired and I continued on, waiting for Steve to catch up.  Later I believed this was a guy 
looking for either drugs or a prostitute.  I laugh later…. thinking that he probably locked his doors when he saw me – I looked 
like hell froze over after 21+ hrs of running.  He didn’t want a prostitute that looked like ME! Steve caught up to me just after the 
“prostitute” car and I thought that he was doing better at this point, but soon found out he wasn’t. 
 
Steve: I struggled on the climb to West Tiger No. 3.  I literally felt like I was falling asleep while hiking.  I would call it sleep 
hiking.  I was staggering back and forth across the trail, just wanting to sleep and plodding gradually in the forward 
direction.  The only thing I could consciously do was tell myself that it was great mental training for other races.  Caffeine 
wouldn’t help me and all I wanted to do was lie down for a five minute nap. 
 
Gina: Steve was moving super slow on this section.  I was nice and didn’t tell him until later though.  I knew all he wanted to do 
was sleep but I never would have let him live it down if he did.  I still jab at him about his first year at Plain 100 where he lied 
down on the trail in the middle of the night for two separate 30 minute naps.  Who sleeps in the middle of 100 miles?!  It is 
almost as bad as him talking about bringing a toothbrush to our first 100 miler, HURT 100, so that he could brush his teeth 
midway.  He said something about how it would help with his performance. 
 

Steve: I would sleep-hike all the way up to the top of 
the third West Tiger peak, West Tiger No. 1.  At the 
Climbers Hut I needed just two minutes to sit down 
and recoup inside.  It is a nice little hut.  Gina pressed 
on walking without me, saying, “we don’t have time 
with this.  Keep moving.”  We negotiated with a 30 
second break.   We were on a tight timeline.  I took the 
quick break and quickly caught up.  I was happy we 
had scouted all of the West Tiger trails 
before.  Although we had to pull the map out a couple 
times to verify the route, generally we knew where we 
were going.  Daylight started to emerge as we were 
coming off of the trail near Issaquah High 
School.  The daylight would rejuvenate me for the rest 
of the run.  
 
Gina: I was still feeling alright during this portion, 
even with not taking in enough calories, and found 
myself slowed down by Steve as he continued through  

(West Tiger #3) 
 
a rough patch.  I wanted to keep moving and Steve wanted to 
stop again.  I know all these little stops add to significant time 
over the course of a 100 miler, so I kept pressing on moving 
forward.  He said he wanted a two minute break at the Hiker’s 
Hut.  I told him he could have 30 seconds!  After all, if he was 
going to get the men’s overall FKT, we had no time to spare.  
Despite all of our earlier time lost, I thought we still had a 
shot at it. 
 
Steve: I had started to experiment using different muscle 
groups coming down the Poo-poo Point trail towards Issaquah 
High School and found that I could run faster in less pain 
doing so.  Don’t let me fool you - any small uphill at this 
portion was still a walk-fest.  My legs were starting to feel 
like toast.  But using my glutes more and quads less on the 
downs I found I could run better.  I also found that I could 
force myself to tolerate the sharp burning quads pains when I             (At the hiker’s hut, where Steve would momentarily rest)         
put my mind to it.  I would use this on Squak and Cougar to my       
benefit.  At the neighborhood across from Issaquah High School, we stopped to get more food readily available from our packs 
and check the maps to make sure we went the right way.  Well when I started running again all Gina could do was look at me and 
laugh as I pathetically shuffled up to her.  She said I was hardly “shuffling” and that I did not look good.  Little did she know that 
she would be looking this pathetic as short time later.  I would go on to lead us straight past a turn for about 20 yds before 
realizing the mistake against the scouting trip from weeks earlier – we would get back on course up to the next trailhead just 
fine.  We would soon be climbing up Squak.  I was now rejuvenated and keeping up with Gina, but the climb seemed to go on 



forever compared to the scouting trip.  It just kept going up.  And while it was easily runnable while scouting, it was a power hike 
at this stage… now over 24 hrs into our run.  The run over Squak and down over to Cougar is all great running.  It is another one 
of my favorite sections of the course.  Surprisingly the trails get little use, and we passed very few people for a Sunday morning.   
 
Gina: I started to feel not so great, after not having eaten much in the last 8 hours.  It was starting to warm-up again (over heat) 
and my legs were cramping.  I tried to drink more Tailwind to help offset the calorie deficiency.  It wasn’t working.  I just didn’t 
have enough calorie intake at this point in the race.  By this point, I was just wanting to finish and couldn’t believe we still had 
another 15+ miles to go.  
 
Steve: Having scouted Cougar with Tim, George and one of his buddie’s a few weeks prior, we had all gotten lost on a different 
trail than we thought we were on.  This was surprising given I was running with an Issy 100 finisher and the course designer who 
led the scouting!  It just shows you that the common parks like Tiger and Cougar, with all of the turns and maps that don’t quite 
depict how the route goes, can be tough to navigate and take time to get through if you are not familiar with them.  Gina and I 
would nail the navigation just fine on Cougar but were tired and moving very slow at this point.  Gina was starting to slow me 
down a bit at times.  While we thought we were running, we were quick to notice just how fast it seemed the Sunday morning 
runners on Cougar would go past us.  When Gina was mocking me on my pathetic shuffle earlier, she was now running slower 
than a pathetic shuffle.  (She was going through her rough patch.)  We knew at Wilderness Peak that the FKT was out of 
reach.  Just look at the expression on our faces. 
 

Gina: I was still going after the 
women’s FKT time set by Van 
Phan and needed to run well on 
the way in to get it.  Calculating 
how long it would take us based 
on how long it took us on the 
way out and during our scouting 
trip, we knew the overall FKT 
was too far out of reach at this 
point.  I told Steve the only way 
to get the overall FKT was if he 
could run well enough back to 
the high school and then run a 
sub 15 minute 5k from there to 
the finish.  Based on his current 
fitness and “shuffle”, I didn’t 
think it was likely . 
 
Steve: We moved fine back to 
the high school – it was a hike 
back up Squak but felt good 
coming down back off of it… 
and then Gina really started to 
struggle.  I don’t think I could 
have done a sub 15 min 5K                   

(At Wilderness Peak, highest point on Cougar Mt, no longer all smiles)            but Gina probably couldn’t 
                                                                                                                                                           have done a 35 min 5K.   
I’m pretty sure it was the heat and nutrition.  Squak and Cougar were relatively cool in the early Sunday morning, but the high 
school at mid-day felt like a sauna.  Gina was wearing her long sleeve shirt still not wanting to stop to take time off to remove it. 
She just wilted.  She just wanted to keep moving and not waste time.  At the high school I also navigated us incorrectly through 
the parking lot and we had to double back to get on the right trail, which meant more time in the hot midday sun.  It was a slow 
slog on the trails into the finish for us but we would still be able to shuffle down the road at the finish.  Our final time would be 
32hrs, 34 minutes and 45 seconds on my watch - Gina’s photos took extra time to set up and capture.  We missed the overall FKT 
by 1 hr and 17 minutes - had we not lost 1.5hrs and added a mile with additional elevation on that section on East Tiger, we 
would have got it!  You will see that our photo is taken at the West Tiger Cable Line trailhead.  The maps I had gotten showed 
the line ending here.  This is actually past the actual finish line, which is generally the gate on the road, or near the head of the 
“High Point” trailhead.  We were happy to finish with a new unsupported FKT - and Gina got the overall female FKT on the 
course!  It was quite an anti-climactic finish.  It was just us finishing amongst the crowd of Sunday locals and tourists.  No one 
knew what we had just gone through (and most likely didn’t care).  At least we had each other to congratulate on the finish - 
another Slaby adventure in the books.  A special Slaby high-five! 



 
Epilogue: Although not 
successful in getting the overall 
FKT, there were many lessons 
learned on this adventure that 
will make us better off in the 
long run.  This year has been a 
bugger of a year for races and 
events.  We have performed 
just short of our goals in every 
race so far.  Part of it has been 
race selection - we have been 
bringing it to the best on their 
type of courses (50K – 
Chuckanut; 50 mile – Lake 
Sonoma) and the Issy was no 
different.  This course plays 
well to locals who can scout the 
course multiple times and those 
who spend their time training in 
the mountains.  It was 
interesting to see on the Garmin 
eTrex that our total moving 
time was only 29 hrs and 30 
minutes.  This meant that we  

(At finish, which we incorrectly tracked as the Cable Line Trail – the correct finish is actually the Gate!) 
 
had over 2 hrs of time stopped, whether getting water, taking pictures, resting at the top of peaks, etc.  Gina says it is because of 
my “dilly-dallying.” That is a lot of time no matter how you cut it!  There are many opportunities to save time - and I think if we 
ran it again we could be faster and sneak under 30 hrs.  Thank you George for creating this incredible course, something that will 
always be one of our memorable weekend adventures in the Pacific Northwest.  Thanks Yitka Winn for writing an article to peak 
our interest and ultimately draw us to the event.  It gave us a great excuse to get out and run some peaks and enjoy more of what 
Seattle area has to offer that we otherwise would not have gotten out to explore.  This story will be told for many years to come.  
Thanks Coach Jim Felty for getting us ready to run this with many mountain miles this Spring – we are ready for Leadville now! 
 
As for Gina…. I very much under consumed in the way of calories.  I couldn’t keep much down after 50 miles and relied on a 
half ziplock bag of potato chips and Tailwind.  I consumed around 3500 calories over the course of 32+ hours… which is just 
over 100 calories/hr for 33K of elevation gain.  This was a big learning experience for nutrition.  I crapped out on nutrition prior 
to muscle fatigue.   Overall, 4 days later I was back on the trails (no giardia-yeah!), running at a decent clip.  If we had this to do 
over again, I think we would have been much faster.  Maybe 2020???? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                       (Proud Issy 100 Finishers) 


