Good Friday Everyone!
Time for another training update and fundraising appeal.  I think this is February’s update…

As I type, Doreen is in the final miles of her last long training walk prior to our going to Talladega next weekend for a half-marathon.  She’s walking 10 miles today, and on the 11th of April, we’ll lace them up and go 13.1 miles.  I’m hoping to finish in time to walk the last hour or so with her…we’ll see.

Of course, 2 weeks after that, we’ll be going to Nashville for the Country Music Marathon where Steve and Kim Ware and I will be running the marathon in memory of our friend, Bill Bates.  My goal is to raise $1,300 for the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society by tax day and I’m very close.  I believe I am $175 short…wanna be the one that puts me over the top?  You can help by donating at my page (http://pages.teamintraining.org/tn/cmc10/sdavisjgkw)  or by mailing a check (made out to LLS) to me at the address below.  Anything you can spare would be appreciated and will be going to a great cause.

Also, you can visit www.davisoffline.com to see all my prior training updates for both the 2008 and 2010 fundraising activities.  You’ll also see a picture of me finishing the King Salmon Marathon in Cordova AK this past summer; speaking of which…

I have learned a great deal over the past 3+ years I’ve been running.  Starting on a whim (and zero knowledge) in March 2007, I have learned the value of nutrition and hydration, stretching and rest.  I have learned that ice baths aren’t that bad and that fanny packs are pretty cool, despite what my friends may think.  What I haven’t learned, evidently, are directions.
This past summer, Doreen and I took a trip to Alaska to celebrate our 20th wedding anniversary.  Being the thoughtful and romantic guy that I am, I scheduled a trip to a small fishing village prior to our cruise – Cordova, AK, where they were having their annual Salmon Festival.  Part of the festival is a local marathon…very small.  This one had 12 entrants, including myself and our new friends Joyce and Rebecca (whom we met in Cordova).  Because there are no roads leading anywhere except to a glacier about 40 miles out of town, the entire marathon took place on that sole road.  We met at 6:30am at the hospital parking lot and were bussed out this one road about 27 miles and dropped off.
My goal was to break 5 hours for the first time and I had trained pretty well and felt good about my chances.  Working to my advantage was the weather.  Having trained in Chattanooga during April, May, June and part of July, being in Alaska in its 40-50 degree weather was a terrific change of pace for running.  Off we started and I settled into a comfortable pace that would allow me to meet the goal if all went well.  The first 10-12 miles of the run were on a chert gravel road, but it wasn’t that bad except for dodging the occasional moose droppings.  (Click here to see a picture of “Doreen’s Moose”, captured on the day of the marathon).  Doreen drove the car up & down the road taking pictures of us all and providing Gatorade breaks for the first half of the marathon.  
As expected, I started tiring around mile 15 and I dropped my pace a little, but I was still in pretty good shape.  I had caught a few of the slower half-marathoners (who started well after us and only halfway out “the road”) and continued to trudge toward the hospital where the finish line was.

Now, in my defense, I was tired, ok?  At any rate, about mile 24 or so, I start to seriously ponder finishing.  Recalling the route we had taken out to the start line some 4+ hours ago, I wondered if the route would take us around front of the hospital or around back (the way we had driven out).  “I’d just following the signs”, I surmised, since there were no runners to follow this late in the game.

At about 25.5 miles into the 26.2 mile journey, I came to the spot where the road split and went either around back of the hospital (the way we came out in the van earlier that AM) or around front of the hospital.  I looked to my right (the ‘around back’ route) and saw a pylon and sign stating, “Careful – Runners on Road” and thought, ‘Great, I thought, that must be the way!’.  Yet, I looked ahead down the other fork and saw a pylon and sign stating, “Careful – Runners on Road”.  ‘Great,  I thought, that too must be the way”.  

With no one there to ask, I had a decision to make.  Go straight and around the front of the hospital, or go right and enter the way we drove out earlier that AM.  Which would YOU have done? (As an aside, I later learned that some of the shorter runs (1 mile, 5k, 10k, etc.) had used both routes, hence the confusion.)

In my clear minded thinking after having gone 25+ miles, I made the completely rational decision to turn right and go back in the way we came out.  It went down a couple of tenths, veered left and went a couple of tenths more and then you swooped around the back of the hospital to the front, where I was told the finish line would be.
Now, I want you to appreciate the moment.  Here I am, dog tired and nauseated from having drank way too much Gatorade and downing too many “Goos”.  I’ve got to pee—bad, and I’m trying my best to come in as far under 5 hrs as possible.  I’m about a quarter mile past “the decision point” previously discussed, past the veer left and headed to the back side of the hospital when, in an incredibly fortunate stroke of luck, I see a lady pushing a kid in a wheelchair.  For no apparent reason except the distinct feeling I had that something terrible had happened, I asked, 

“Hey, excuse me, (pant pant) am I going the right way for the marathon finish?”

I think we both know by now what her answer was…alas, I’ll finish this doleful tale anyway.

“No, you’ve got to go back up to ‘the road’ and come in around front”.
Words cannot express my emotions at this point, and because children may be reading this, I’ll not even try…and unfortunately, the story gets sadder.

As I start to trod back up to the main road, I am somewhat dismayed to see that a slower-than-me half-marathoner had followed me down the wrong road.  I muster up enough energy to wave my arms at her and yell that we’ve got to go the other way.  She somehow manages to give me a look of complete and utter incredulity tempered with a healthy dose of ‘you moron’.
Fortunately, the remainder of the run was uneventful.  I retraced and took the correct path to the hospital, turned and finished the marathon in just under 4h40m.  

Epilogue (remember Barnaby Jones?):

In short, I ran a marathon that was routed entirely on one road but for one turn at the very end, and I still managed to get lost.  Just call me ‘Wrong Way’ from here on out. 

I contemplated whether or not to share this story.  On the one hand, I could avoid much ridicule and embarrassment if I kept this too myself (forgetting for a minute that I’d have to kill the poor unsuspecting half-marathoner, along w/ the lady and her wheel-chair bound boy, to ensure this didn’t get out).  OR, I could tell people what happened and somewhat illegitimately shave up to 6 minutes off my time, having estimated that I went about a half-mile out of my way on my unplanned foray down the road-less-travelled.  So, it is with an asterisk that I say that I ran a 4:40 marathon…. Who knows what it would’ve been…likely a sub-3 hour time… had I not made that one small mistake.
If you’ve read this far, thanks.  I hope you have a wonderful and blessed Easter weekend.  I’ve tried to copy below the GPS map of my finish at the marathon.  Hopefully it’ll come out when I email it to you.  If not, you can see it at www.davisoffline.com .
--stan

Stan Davis

7192 Homestead Circle

Hixson, TN  37343
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“The Fateful Decision Point”





“Lady pushing wheelchair” point





Point where the half-marathoner was when I told her to turn around.





The sole turn…How was I supposed to know?





The Finish Line








