SO, HOW WAS YOUR SATURDAY?
    My day dawned early, clear and cold, as I rose at 4:00AM, Bowling Green time, for my travel to Louisville for the OLOU Score-0 at Iroquois Park.  I had promised Jim Carter and Rich Mazzoli that I would meet them at 8:00, Louisville time, to help set the remaining controls.  I had packed my truck the night before—tables for the start shelter, food and water for the day, a change of clothes since the forecast was for rain and snow, plenty of warm clothing, and a rain suit.  I left the house at 4:35 AM for the 2:15 trip to Iroquois Park. 

     I had promised to call Jim at 6:00, Louisville time, to make sure he was up.  He answered the phone on the second ring, saying he was giving Jessie his morning “paw massage”—whatever that is.  (Jim sounded sleepy to me, so I suspect I woke him up!!)  He said the latest weather forecast was for rain to start at 1:00 PM, changing to snow later in the day.  

    The trip up was uneventful.  As dawn approached, the morning sky showed no sign of the forecast rain and snow.  

   I arrived at 7:50 AM, and Jim and Rich were in Jim’s truck, waiting for the rest of us.  Paul and Allison arrived at 8:00 AM, and we immediately started dividing up the remaining controls, and then we started putting up the new shelter Rich had brought.  You should have seen the precision, the preciseness, the fluid motion, as we had the thing up in no time—all completed with no reference to the directions.  

   Rich and I took my truck to set controls on the far side of the park near the horse stables.  It seemed to me that Rich was taking a bit too much time hanging his controls.  I would learn later what the holdup was.  We returned to find all in order at the start, with several early arrivals already there. 

    The mass start went off without a hitch, as all the participants flushed in their chosen direction.  I told Jim I was going to DQ to get a milk shake, did he want anything?  He said, “Sure, get me TWO cheeseburgers and whatever size shake you get.”  I ordered Jim’s burgers and our shakes, then decided to order myself a fish sandwich, so that Jim would not have to eat alone.  J 

    Jim joined me in my truck, and we proceeded to have lunch.  In our windscreen, we could see Paul Vice, inside the shelter, putting away his registration material.  The sky had darkened considerably by this time, and a breeze had come up.  Suddenly, with no warning at all, a huge gust of wind came along, ripping the shelter moorings out of the ground, and wrapping it around a near-by tree.  There Paul stood, in the middle of what once was his shelter, with a look on his face of “What the hell just happened?”  We jumped out of the truck, and rushed to Paul’s aid.  Just then, Rich walked up from his stroll, to see his new shelter wrapped around the tree.  The metal frame was bent in several places, and even broken in others.  We salvaged the plastic coverings, and threw the metal frame in the trash.  

   By now, we were well into the 3-hr score-0, and there was some serious rain falling.  Everyone had retired to their respective vehicles, put on their rain suits, and waited for the horde of orienteers we expected as the deadline for returning quickly approached.  Sure enough, here they came—from all directions.  Most were running to beat the deadline.  As I write this, I don’t know who won.  Jim promised to email me the results so that I can post them on the OLOU website.  I don’t know how they are going to determine the finishing times.  I saw several pieces of what looked like paper that orienteers were passing off as their punch card.  The rain had all but “dissolved” several.  (As I drove home, I talked with Jim, and he said he had all of the punch cards spread out on his living room floor to dry out!!!) 

   Now came for me, what would be the most exciting part of the day.  I had promised Jim that I would help collect controls, but it was raining REALLY hard by now.  Hoping that he would say that it was raining too hard to mess with the controls, I approached him and asked, “Are you ready to pick up controls?”  To my shock, he said, “Sure, which ones do you want to get?”  I hid my disappointment, and wandered off to find a map. 

    After some discussion as to which controls I would collect, I drove off into the driving rain.  It is important to point out that I had not had a chance to go to the bathroom since drinking the rather large milkshake, and was looking forward to getting “out in the woods” so I could relieve myself.  

   I parked my truck at the horse stables, and headed out.  The first control was situated on the southern edge of a small marsh.  The control may very well have been on the southern edge of the small marsh when Rich set it earlier in the week, but it was now located in the southern part of a not-so-small marsh.  However, I was not in the least worried, because I had on a pair of $134 guaranteed, waterproof, GorTex 10” boots from Cabala’s.  Unfortunately for me, the boots needed to be 12” high to remain waterproof!!!!  With two wet, cold, feet, I collected the control, and proceeded toward the next control, looking for a “secluded” tree. 

    By the time I crossed the road, and got “deep” into the woods, I had to “go” in a real bad way.  I did not plan ahead for the amount of time it would take to get through my rain suit, through my jeans, through my long johns that had kept me toasty all day, through my underwear, and finally to the source of my mounting pain.  Bottom line:  My left foot was no longer cold!!!!!! 

    As I approached the third control, the good news is it stopped raining.  The bad news is the rain was replaced by heavy snow!!!  Very quickly, rain-slick trails and inclines were now doubly treacherous.  I fell a couple times, but I didn’t need to worry about having to wash the mud off my rain suit when I finally got home.  You see, the green briers had, by now, shredded both legs to where the pants were going to be very easy to get off!!  This would be the last orienteering meet for my favorite rain suit! 

    I discovered what was taking Rich so long when we set out the controls.  He must have been afraid the slight breeze that was blowing would dislodge the controls.  Heck, Hurricane Katrina couldn’t have untied those knots.  A troop of boy scouts would have been out of luck.  All I know is, after setting out all day in the rain, Rich’s knots were like concrete.  

    I finally retrieved all my assigned controls, stripped off my rain suit, changed (in the snow storm) into some dry(er) cloths for the drive home and departed.  

   After about an hour on the road, my cell phone rang.  It was Jim Carter.  He says, “Are you home yet?  I’ve had a nice hot shower, and am on my way to work for a couple hours.”  I said, “No, I’m not home yet.  I still have another hour’s drive ahead of me!!!!!!”  He thanked me for coming up, and told me to drive safe. 

God, I love this sport!!!!!             

Arnie Franklin
