2011 Las Vegas Race Report
BACKGROUND:
This would be my 9th marathon to start, hoping to be my 7th to finish.  Having never been to Vegas before, I was very excited about the trip and about trying for a new PR (3:45:00).  My previous PR had been set in Huntsville one year ago (3:57:40).  For last December’s race, I trained with Pftiz’s 18/55 and for this race, I used Pfitz’s 18/70.  I had logged 2300 miles through November, by far the most I’ve ever run.  I felt ready!

THE TRIP:
My buddy and I met in Vegas on Thursday and proceeded to have a great time Thursday – Saturday.  We took in a show (Terry Fator), a tour to the Hoover Dam, a comedy show (Vinnie Favorito), and plenty of good food.  Chilled out Saturday afternoon watching football.

THE RACE:
It was a tale of two races for me.  The full-marathoners started at 4pm and ran “the ugly part of town” half first, through the more industrial part of Vegas.  I had worried about the late start, but it turned out to be perfect weather and I felt fine at the start.  Despite feeling like I had a sinus infection trying to start, I was determined to have no excuses.  I came to the opinion that the sinus infection was really an allergic reaction to something in the room…???

FIRST-HALF SPLITS: 

After the initial jostling, everyone settled into their run and I was feeling great.  My splits were as follows, per the trusty Garmin (goal of 8:30ish/mile):

Mile 1: 9:04 (congestion and a hill)
Mile 2: 8:07 (oh my!)
Mile 3: 8:24
Mile 4: 8:18
Mile 5: 8:29
Mile 6: 8:55 (pee break)
Mile 7: 8:24
Mile 8: 8:26
Mile 9: 8:30
Mile 10: 8:20
Mile 11: 8:18
Mile 12: 8:15
Mile 13: 8:40 (included an overpass hill I believe)

That comes to 1:50:10 for the first 13 miles, about 1 minute ahead of schedule or so.  Felt pretty good as well.

The plan was for the half-marathoners to start 90 minute after the full-marathoners (at 5:30pm) and the full-marathoners would be merged into the half-marathon group as we ran the length of the Strip and back…but the full- would still have their own lane in which to run.  That was the plan…

As we topped a small rise heading toward ‘the merge’, I heard someone in front of me say, “oh my word”.  Sure enough, we were running straight toward a slow-moving river of half-marathoners starting their run at roughly 25 minutes past start…what would that be, about corral 17 or so?

SECOND-HALF WOES:
As soon as we took the corner to merge, it was impossible to hold an 8:30 pace.  The goal of keeping a lane free for the marathoners was not achieved and we were immediately dodging slower runners and walkers.  It remained this way for several miles.

I missed mile markers 14 and 15, and when I hit marker 16, my split for the 3 miles was 26:39, an average of 8:53/mile. Actually better than I thought it’d be given the chaos of the first 3 miles.

I brushed by halfers in the full-lane and once received a nice hard shove in the back for a reward.  People were very frustrated and yelling at times.  It wasn’t a pretty site.
	
Mile 17: 8:47
Mile 18: 8:42
Mile 19: 8:58

I was struggling for those 3 miles harder than I should.  Truth be told, I had already given up on making my goal of 3:45 by then.  We had been constantly bobbing and weaving through the crowd for 6 miles, up on the sidewalk and down in the gutter part of the road…navigating the masses at the waterstops and that was just taking too much time.  Plus, I was feeling not-so-good…

Mile 20: 9:22
Mile 21: 10:24
Mile 22: 10:25

Hello wall.  By now I’m more-or-less as miserable as a man can be.  I hadn’t really thought about what time I’d come in at, and didn’t really much care.  I assumed it’d still be a PR, since I was shooting for a 12-minute improvement, but I didn’t do any math to see what I needed to make that a reality.

I missed mile marker 23 and at mile marker 24, I showed a 22:07 split, an 11:04 average.

Mile 25: 11:13
Mile 26: 11:37
.22: 2:03

For the last 3 miles or so, I walked one-tenth of a mile at the start… 

When I crossed the finish line, I didn’t even look at my watch, but I knew it was just over 4 hours.  Turns out it was 4:00:23 or so. No goal, no PR, no sub-4 hr.  What a downer.

POST-RACE
Post-race didn’t go well for me.  My hip-flexors started tightening up so that it was difficult to walk.  We had a longish walk to the gear check, and I got cold.  Before I knew it, I had the shakes…couldn’t get rid of the chill.  Never mind the cramping of feet, calves, thighs, and brain.

I got my bag and went and laid down (thankfully inside a large convention hallway inside Mandalay Bay) and proceeded to get nauseated.  I was soaking wet – had sweated much more than I thought I had, and ended up dehydrated.  

My buddy finds me and we just hang out there until I can move again, and we try to find our way out but the throngs of runners trying the same thing made it impossible.  What a mess. 

 I then get a hot flash and start to sweat profusely…we have to stop for a bit.  Thankfully that passed and I started feeling better while we waited in line for a cab.  We decided to hoof it back to the Flamingo (roughly 2 miles) because no cabs were gonna make it back there and no other viable option presented itself.  It’s about 10:00pm by now Vegas time (1am eastern…well past my 9pm bedtime! ).

By the time we reached Denny’s near the MGM, I was feeling well enough to eat and we stopped in there for a bite and trudged on back.

WHAT HAPPENED?
I’ve been asked ‘what happened’ and I wish I knew.  For not making my goal, I’ll make no excuses.  I imagine I just wasn’t trained up to that level I guess.  The crowded last half didn’t help.  My getting dehydrated didn’t help.  My eating like a pig for the preceding 3 days probably didn’t help, but in the end, I just didn’t get it done.  

WHAT I LEARNED:
1.	This race, run in this manner, is not for setting a PR.
2.	Hydrate! (I already knew this, btw). 
3.	Pace yourself better.
4.	Cytomax isn’t for me.
5.	When in the throes of misery at miles 22-25, any promises I make myself about never running another marathon are not to be kept.

EPILOGUE:
The trip was great.  Had a great burger at the Hash House, three great breakfasts, and plenty of good sight-seeing.  Las Vegas is unlike any other place I’ve ever been…both the good and the bad.  Definitely a place for people-watching.  
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