Well, here’s my RR from Huntsville…for better or worse.  
PRE-RACE – Good Omens Everywhere!:
The plan was to meet up with my buddy from Mississippi on Friday, go to the pasta dinner hosted by the marathon and then turn in early… He and I have run 4 marathons together now and we always have a good time when we go off on our weekends.  I think our wives are glad to have us out of the house for a weekend.
At any rate, he had stated repeatedly that he wasn’t running in the rain…he had nothing to prove.  I feared he was serious, but fortunately the weather forecast turned from rain in the AM to merely ‘cold’… with the rain scheduled to hold off until the afternoon.  The first omen of good things to come… no rain!! I just knew it was going to be a good run…
I arrive at the hotel and await our room assignment…we didn’t stay at the host hotel because I had points at another chain…but it was graduation weekend for A&M, so things were pretty busy.  The clerk radioed to someone in the back asking for a clean room, and at first, she said, “316”… which of course, was fine by me because I could not have cared less.  But then, she quickly radioed back and said, “no, don’t use 316 yet…take 355”.  Perfect! I thought and even said aloud… that’s what RunningDave said I was going to run! (see above post)  The 2nd omen of good things to come… being assigned to room 3:55.  I just knew it was going to be a good run…
We get settled in and head over to the expo to pick up our packet.  We scored some $2 long-sleeve cotton t-shirts from last year’s race, and a couple of $9.99 layering shirts while we were there.  I like to shop J.  After coming back to the room to crash for a bit, we went back, chowed down at the spaghetti dinner and ate w/ some very nice folks from all over, including Mary, who was in State 6 of her quest for joining the 50-state club.  Her goal was to run a 4:30 marathon.  We chatted w/ her for some time and then headed back to the hotel about 5 miles away.  The rest of the evening was spent getting our gear ready for the morning and watching an Indiana Jones movie.
On Saturday, we wake up relatively early and I fix my traditional pre-long-run b’fast of oatmeal…this morning’s rendition included homemade granola, granny smith apple, and strawberry jam.  We checked the weather and much to our surprise, at 5:30am, while it was still dark, the temperature was 45 degrees.  Nowhere near the 36 it was calling for the night before.  Even more perfecter (I’m sure that’s a word) by me…I get cold easily…The 3rd omen of good things to come…the weather was even better than we thought it was going to be.  I just knew it was going to be a good run…
I decide to go w/ 3 layers to start with, including a short-sleeve tech shirt first, a long-sleeve layering shirt next, and a throw-away sweat shirt on top.  Shorts were in order, since the temps ended up being so mild.  I also decided to go w/ a knit boggan and gloves, since I’m bald and I can’t seem to keep my hands warm.
I drink sparingly prior to leaving the hotel, because I knew I didn’t want to “go” more than twice on the course.  I go many times before leaving the hotel, go once in the bushes outside the race hotel, and two times in the race hotel lobby restroom…and as everyone cleared out to go to the start line, we jump into the lobby restroom one last time and I went again immediately before the race started!  You gotta love smaller events… I decided then that I wouldn’t stop until at least mile 8 before going again…and maybe I could make it on just one pit stop.  I was going to need all the spare time I could get. The 4th omen of good things to come…well, you get the idea.

THE RACE – Who is this cranky person I’ve become?:
They line us up by expected pace times, which was sort of neat, and it actually worked better than I thought.  Though we were bunched up a little at the start, as I figured we would be, it wasn’t nearly as bad as in other events, where you’re dodging and weaving heavily during the first few miles.
I start about 30 yards behind the 4:00 pace group, keeping an eye on her for awhile…but interestingly enough, I had no desire to go join up w/ them.  In fact, I found myself wishing everyone would just shut up and run.  This is very unusual for me because usually I’m quite chatty.  I surmised later that I must’ve had my ‘game face’ on from the start.  Just hearing others’ conversation rubbed me the wrong way for some reason.  At any rate, here are my mile-by-mile times and my thoughts along the course…
Mile 1- 9:16 Pretty good considering the traffic…I had predicted the first mile to be slower just due to congestion.
Mile 2- 9:02 Better.  I had taken off my sweatshirt by now…shouldn’t have worn it in the first place. A well-spent $2 at the Goodwill.
Mile 3- 8:47 Too fast?  I feel great, but for the threesome yapping behind me. Passed the 4-hour pace group for some reason…I wonder why? Build up time for the inevitable pit stop?  When will I see them again?
Mile 4- 8:54 Ut oh…slowing down.  No…stupid thought.  What’s that ache in my left calf? Probably nothing.
Mile 5- 9:04 slowing down still? Am I fatigued? Nah… just settling in I hope.  You feel great…
Mile 6- 9:06 If I could keep this up for 20 more…I’d be one happy camper. Time for 2 fig newtons.
Mile 7- missed that mile marker. Must’ve been back at the watering station.
Mile 8-17:51 … what’s that average?  Under 9, right?  8:56 per or so?  Garmin reads around 8.1 miles...
Mile 9: 9:27 – stopped to pee in the bushes about halfway through that mile, and thankfully I got away from the chatters… it was nice to see the backs of different people for a change. Should I pick it up to make up for lost time?
Mile 10:  8:59 That won’t cut it…you gotta speed up, or else you won’t make it. Wait…what am I thinking? I find myself in a bubble…large gap of people in front and behind me…the police are shooing car through the intersection in front and behind me.  Sort of nice…lots like a normal LR @ MP on a Saturday AM…
Mile 11: 8:40 That’s better…or is it?  Is it too fast?  What is it they say…If you don’t feel like you’re running too slowly, you’re going too fast?  Into the wind. We’re on the “BC” (Bailey’s Cove Parkway) now.
Mile 12: 9:04 Fig newton time again…I can’t believe I’m hungry.  Almost halfway.  What will my split be? Into the wind…been on the BC for a mile or so now. I remember them talking about this on the Beginner’s Forum, and I remember them talking about the wind…what I don’t remember is how long this stretch lasts…
Mile 13: 8:54 – there’s the halfway point up there.  “Downhill” from here. Still on the BC and still into the wind.  Surely we’ll get paid back for this later on, eh?
HALFWAY: watch reads 1:58:00 exactly…nice.  Inventory of aches:  right knee in front…that’ll go away. Left hip flexor…sorer than usual… heart rate 164…wonder when I’ll lose that. Overall pretty good.
Mile 14: 8:59 When do we get off the BC? This has been one long straight stretch into the wind.  4 more miles until fig newtons? 
Waterstation SNAFU… didn’t slow down enough and ended up inhaling Powerade through the right nostril.  What a mess.  I must look awful.
Mile 15: 9:00 flat.  I decide I am going to try to make 20 miles in 3 hours flat. 
Mile 16: 9:00 flat again…sweet!  The stations with crowds are great.  This is a good run.  I wonder how long I can keep up this pace.  Wait…can I actually run a 3:55…won’t RunningDave get a kick out of that!  NO!  don’t think that way…you’ll jinx yourself!
Mile 17: 9:11 ut oh…is this the beginning of the end?  Why so slow?  Now my right hip flexor is hurting too. Stay positive.
Mile 18:  8:59  good job…except for choking on the fig newton.  Too bad I had to expel a portion of it right in front of the crowd at the watering station.  I bet they liked that.  That hurt… No more eating for the rest of the way. 
Mile 19: 8:59 again!  How long will this last?  I might actually break 4 hours…no! don’t think like that… everyone knows the halfway point is mile 20. Keep your head down and plod.
Mile 20: 9:02 – reached it in under 3 hrs 1 minute…what does that mean for the rest of the way.  I amuse myself at not being able to do simple math…I’m a CPA and have a math degree, but keep doing my math using 10-minute miles instead of 9 minute miles….
Mile 21- 9:09 I’m going to try to keep it going for as long as I can…I think I can average about 9:40 from here on out and still break 4:00
Mile 22- 9:13 starting to fade?  What’s that ache in my left knee?  That’s not a phantom ache… and it’s totally a new one.
Mile 23: 9:09 a good mile considering… I now feel like my left leg could give at any minute…it actually did this past week…going up a step.  Surely that wasn’t for real.
Mile 24- 9:18.  Slowest mile yet … I gotta pee again.  Do I stop now? What if I can’t get going again… I am pretty sure my left knee has altered my gait by now.  It hurts.
Mile 25-9:09 I really think I’m gonna do this thing… if my leg doesn’t give that is.  I feel like I’m running stiff-legged now.  But it was a good mile nonetheless! 
Mile 25.2…they have someone calling out the time.  I think I have about 11-12 minutes or so to run this mile.  I’m gonna do this!
Last mile: 9:08.  I hurt, but it’s a feel-good hurt.
Chip time: 3:57:40
Postrace foodies include the usual, but also some great soup, an ice cream sandwich, and a bagel slathered w/ peanut butter and honey.  Inside the hotel’s banquet room…nice and warm. My legs start to stiffen.
POST RUN:
My buddy planned on breaking 5 hours…so I have an hour or so to spend before he gets there.  I eat, go change clothes and then go out about 40 yards from the finish to wait on him.  I can barely bend my left leg, but it held up til the finish.  I actually got a little emotional afterwards, which surprised me.  In just 2.5 years, I shaved almost 2 hours off my first marathon time…and I decide right then that my next goal will be 3:47:13 – a full 2 hours under my first finish time.
I sit there for several minutes, getting colder and stiffer, but enjoy watching others finish.  I see my buddy coming around the turn…he looks pretty strong, and he PRs as well, clocking in at 4:53:xx…capping a great day of running.  As we were entering the hotel for some food, it started to rain.  How about that.
HUNTSVILLE:
[bookmark: _GoBack]A great small-town race with wonderful support and a great bunch of volunteers. I’d do it again, because of the smallness of the event, and the extra benefits that a small event has.  
