OCIN Juniors enjoy a trip to West Point
“Orienteering proved to be the most fun sport I could ever imagine playing!”
From the small number of juniors who participated in the 2009 TROL season, OCIN recruited five brave and excited young orienteers.  A club junior varsity team was formed with the intent on travelling to West Point and gaining valuable experience to bring back to the Midwest.   One talented up and coming navigator, Kacey Schweinfest, a freshman at Badin H. S. in Hamilton, Ohio, ended up not making the trip due to a conflict.  The remaining four wrote narratives of their experiences.
There were 9 in our group; 5 adults and 4 teens.  Leaving the Cincinnati area at about noon, Thursday, we made it as far as Delaware Water Gap that evening.  Rising early Friday, we took the kids to Harriman State Park to let them understand the terrain, the maps, and to gain  some knowledge in how to navigate in this unfamiliar landscape.  A single boulder, even the size of a 13 inch TV, is a rarity in their known world.  A primary goal was to subdue their apprehension and lift their confidence by showing them that rocks were in some ways just like trees.  In fact, maybe they are better, since they are often individually and precisely mapped; hence, able to be used for navigation.
We took the team to join other juniors to listen to the U.S. Team Coach, Mike Waddington.  Their team was going out for a training exercise and “Hammer” shared some anecdotes and advice to an awed audience. Guy Olsen joined us for the remainder of the afternoon as we toured Washington Irving’s home in Tarrytown, as well as many other sights and enjoyed a delightful dinner at Grandma’s Pie’s.
The entire weekend was scheduled and structured; packed with activities.  The drive home was long and spent resting, discussing every aspect, and writing these stories.  As you may have learned for yourself, that first Orienteering trip can easily be a highlight in a young person’s life. ~ Pat Meehan
***
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Adam White is a homeschooled Junior.  He lives in southeastern Indiana in the town of Bright.  He has been Orienteering for just under four  years.  Adam was the High School Varsity champion this past TROL season.
***

Intro - In January, Mike Minium and I traveled to my first out of town A meet, in Pine Mountain, Georgia, for the Georgia Navigator Cup. On the way home we talked about getting a team together for the Interscholastics, in West Point, NY. We scouted out some possible team members, and most of them were able to come.

Friday - After a 12 hour road trip on Thursday afternoon and Friday morning, we arrived in Harriman State Park, near West Point, NY. Guy Olsen prepared maps so that people from other geographical areas could become familiar with the terrain in this area. Mike streamered a practice course, and we all discussed routes at each control. Before we came, Pat Meehan had jokingly told us that the white on the map was rock. I had no clue what he meant then. There are boulders scattered all over southeastern New York, with regular dirt between the rocks. Since I am from ridge and valley terrain, there was a spot where I made a hillside slope the wrong way. As we wandered through the maze of black dots, it seemed like I made several errors on each leg. By the end of the day, I had seen more rock than in all my 17 years combined before then.
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Saturday Morning - On Saturday, we woke up early and drove to the United States Military Academy, in West Point, NY. The first race of the day was a sprint around campus. Since I have done several sprints at Miami University, I knew what to expect, and I had a great race. Before I ran, our team had 4 members, but when I got back, Katie Williams was being taken to the hospital in an ambulance for what turned out to be a sprained ankle. Now our team was down to 3 people – the minimum to qualify as a team. If any one of us messed up on any control really bad, it would automatically affect the whole team’s score. Worse yet, one mispunch would ruin us. With a total of 126 controls between the 3 of us, the pressure was on.

Saturday Afternoon - The afternoon race at Victor Constant Ski Slope was my first real race in this rocky terrain. I actually understood how to use the rock, and I was happy with my race for the most part. My orienteering mind hadn’t quite turned on by control 2, though. When I punched number 1, I looked down and planned the route from 2 to 3. Luckily, it took me along the best route choice to a road, and I followed the road. I was supposed to leave the road by a fenced in cell tower on top of a hill, but halfway before then, there was a fenced in water tank on a small hill. Nothing matched up, and I saw a control and checked the code. I went about 200 meters in the right direction, turned around, and saw the backside of a control. I went to it, and the code happened to match the wrong one that I had just left. By now, I was pretty frustrated, so I took off in what felt like the right direction, and I ran into the cell tower that I was originally looking for. My split was just over 17 minutes. 

Sunday - On Sunday, we woke up early, since our start times were all between 8:00 and 8:15 am. The walk to the start was very steep, but much shorter than Saturday’s. Control #1 was the only control that I did not pace count on, and I stopped by a similar feature 100 meters before the control. For the rest of the race, I pace counted on just about every step I took. This kept my mind from wandering, too, besides just telling me how far I had gone. I really only made two mistakes that day. One was after I passed my teammate, Doug Frederick, between control 5 and 6. I was trying to estimate how good of a race he was having, and I ran the wrong way out of control 6, adding about 80 meters. Everyone I talked to had a problem on control 8. It was on the middle of three boulders on the edge of a swampy and thick area. There were no large objects within 200 meters to relocate with, and no smaller objects nearby that I could positively identify. Overall, this was probably the best race I have ever had at an A meet.

Sightseeing - Whenever Pat Meehan travels, he always likes to visit historical sites. On this trip, we toured two mansions, walked around the Sleepy Hollow Cemetery (a place in The Legend of Sleepy Hollow, by Washington Irving), and saw George Washington’s Headquarters during part of the Revolutionary War. After one of these stops, we asked a group of Hispanic people how to get to a certain Italian restaurant. In a heavy Spanish accent, one man said, “5 light. Left. 3 light.” Then, as a thought hit him, he waved his hand in a circle and said, “Seeko! Seeko!” As we drove away, Mike said that he thought that ‘cinco’ meant ‘five’ in Spanish, but when we came to the third block, we saw a Citgo gas station, across the street from the restaurant. We figured that this was what he was trying to tell us. 


Over the weekend, we had a total of 3 ½ hours of church. On Saturday night, we went to a Catholic mass. This was the first Catholic Church service I have been to. After the race on Sunday, we showered and went to a Disciples of Christ church. Besides one other person, we were the only white people there, but luckily no one seemed to mind. For two hours, they sang some of the best gospel music I have ever heard, and the pastor preached an extremely loud ‘fire and brimstone’ sermon afterwards. Whenever I have traveled with OCIN members, we have had fun.
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Katie  Williams is a Freshman at Walnut Hills H. S. in Cincinnati.  She has been Orienteering for 5 years.  Katie was the High School Junior Varsity runner-up this past TROL season.
***

After 12 hours of sitting in a car looking at maps, watching orienteering videos (with catchy songs I might add) and eating Snickers, we arrived in N.Y.  We got out expecting rock because Pat Meehan, our coach, repeated it over and over again.  But even expecting it, I wasn’t prepared for it.  I, mean there was literally rock everywhere.  Had they marked all the rocks truly there, the entire page would have been black.  So the training at the park Friday before the event was definitely beneficial.  We did several training exercises such as each running separately to a picked out control point and then discussing which way was fastest.  

By the end of the training on Friday, I couldn’t wait until the race.  It was Interscholastics, a team event.   I had relays before, but never on a team like this.  It was comforting but not.  On one hand, if I had a bad day, I have teammates behind me.  But at the same time I’d feel like having a bad race would let my team down.  Unfortunately, I didn’t get to experience either.  

On Saturday morning we had a Sprint.  Pat had given the advice, “Don’t go too fast and get hurt because it doesn’t really matter for the Interscholastics.”  Well… at least I tried.  During the sprint I ran and snapped my ankle running on a rocky path.  My plan was to walk the rest of the course then find Pat or Mike Minium (my other “coach” of sorts) and tell them about my ankle and maybe get some ice.  No such luck.

My dad saw me limping and told me to go back to the start.  That way if it wasn’t that bad I could run later and Sunday.  So I went to the start thinking I would get some ice and go on my merry way.  Next thing I know I am sitting in an ambulance with a giant blue brace on my leg.  Turns out it wasn’t a broken ankle, just a class two sprain.  When they said “it’s sprained”   all I heard was “no orienteering for you, Katie.”    This was even worse than my first A-meet 5 years ago.  I will never forget, the first control, on the first course, of my first A-meet.  I couldn’t find it and skipped it, therefore being disqualified.   This time I didn’t even get to the first course before being eliminated.  The real event hadn’t even started.  To put it lightly, I was crushed.  All the preparation for nothing.  The only solace was that our team could still compete since we had four members.  Another competitor who sprained his ankle only had three members, so their team could not qualify.  Still, even not being able to run, the training and studying of maps was still worth the trip.
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Sam Gordon is a seventh grader at St. Joseph Elementary School in Hamilton, Ohio.  He began Orienteering this past winter.  Sam was the High School Junior Varsity champion this past TROL season.
***

This winter, Orienteering Cincinnati started a new idea called TROL.  It grew, and it is still growing today.   Month by month the orienteering season passed on.  And it was more fun than I ever had.  At the end of this season four boys and a girl joined a group preparing for West Point’s Annual event.  With three first year and two experienced orienteers, the group conditioned and trained.  About a week before the date of the meet our group got together to study maps and the terrain, which weren’t anything that was familiar to us five.  Days and days passed by, leading to the event ahead.  
The drive east was long and uninteresting.  I thought about what lay ahead for the next few days.  Eventually we made it to a Super Eight to spend the night.  The next day we all woke up early to see the terrain for real.   We spent some time in the woods, then after awhile we went to a place to listen in on the beginning of an exercise the USA team’s members were doing.   Once we finally got back to our new motel, I discover a dog tick on my right arm.  
The sprint the next day was cold.  Coach Meehan made me take off one of my layers at my start.  But quickly changing my apparel wasn’t enough!  As I was picking up my map, I found out instead of Orange, I’m running Yellow!  So I make the quick change in course and do okay with the Sprint.  But shortly after I finish, one of our club members injures her ankle and is out for the remaining events.  
After the sprint, comes the first event that actually counts for something.  Which I must say I had some troubles!  When I rounded control 6 and headed towards 7, I came across a cliff.  It looked like it was about 50 feet. I decided to climb it to a trail that headed up the hill. So I climbed the cliff, and half-way up I started to think I made a huge mistake on taking the cliff.   There was another route that would take me hundreds of feet out of my way.  But maybe it was easier.   As I took one last heave and pulled myself up I spotted a control.  But as many times I rush to it and found it wasn't mine at all.  I tried to locate my position.  Finally after precious seconds past by, I saw another competitor rounding a bend in the trail. He rushes past me. At first he was confused too. But seconds later he jumped and rushed in a direction just feet away.  So, I thought, “Oh”!  I look at my map.  I rush over there.  Lucky for me it was my control. With about a minute on the clock gone.  So it just goes to show, no matter how lost you get, you can always find your way.  That moment of accomplishment was quickly gone when I realized that I needed to go back down the same cliff to get to the next control.  Aggghhh!
What is hardest about orienteering is the physical challenges combined with the quick decisions you have to make, but the same things are what I love and what makes me want to keep competing forever.
Doug Frederick is a Freshman at Badin H. S. in Hamilton, Ohio.  He began Orienteering this past winter.  Doug was the male High School Junior Varsity runner-up this past TROL season.
***

After a very long car ride, we arrived at a park where we were going to train for the Interscholastic competition.  At the gate we parked because it was locked with no way around.  Pat Meehan and Mike Minium, our coaches, got out of our cars and got a hold of the rangers.  The rangers came and talked to us and wouldn’t let us through.  So we found an alternative, travelling up the road about 1 or 2 miles we found another bit of the mapped park.  We stopped there and got ready to run.  The team from Apollo High School was already there.  Mr. Minium ran into the woods ahead of the rest of us and tied orange streamers on the spots of the controls on a map we had.

Although we knew about the rocks, we had no idea on what to expect of the terrain.  Compared to Ohio’s boulders these where like buildings.  Everything was covered in rock, absolutely everything.

Five minutes after Mr. Minium went out, our OCIN-TROL team: Katie, Sam, Adam, and myself, along with David Williams, Katie’s dad, Gerald Yip, Scott Gordon, Sam’s dad, and our coaches, went out on our Orienteering training adventure.

On Saturday, we had the sprint course and the middle distance course.  I went out first on the Orange/Brown/Green course.  I finished in around 26 minutes or so.  Sam and I stood at the Finish area waiting for Katie.  We saw Mr. Minium and he said that Katie had hurt her ankle and to see if she was okay.  We ran up to the car where Pat was and told him.  When we got back to the Start/Finish area, Katie was sitting by the start with a stretcher being brought to her.  They carried her to the ambulance and then drove off with her and her dad.  Our team went from 4 to 3 people in one event.  

The next two events were hard, and physically tiring and exhausting.  In the end the 4 of us (including Katie, still being a part of our team) came in third place in the Interscholastic Championships (club junior varsity category).   As always, Orienteering proved to be the most fun sport I could ever imagine playing!
Sam Gordon - 7th grade – Hamilton, Ohio





Adam White – 11th grade – Bright, Indiana





Katie Williams - 9th grade – Cincinnati, Ohio





Doug  Frederick - 9th grade – Hamilton, Ohio








