Hi Everyone:
As you likely know by now, I made it!

I finished the marathon last week in 5 hours, 47 minutes, and 13 seconds.  It was an incredible experience, and one I’m glad I had the opportunity to do…but also one I’m glad is over!

After having gone 21 miles a few weeks earlier as part of the training, I truly questioned whether or not I could do the whole 26.2, and I was wondering what I was going to say if I didn’t make it!  Here’s a brief breakdown of the day.

I woke up at 4:00am in order to begin hydrating (remembering Chicago) AND to be ready to catch the shuttle over to the start line by 4:45am.  We arrived at Centennial Park around 5:10am and we proceeded to sit out under a picnic area while it rained.  I did manage to hit the port-a-potty twice while waiting on the race to start at 7am.

On a side note, I ran into a good buddy from Trevecca while heading to my starting corral, and promptly called him by the wrong name… (Jason!...er no…Greg!).  I’m getting old.

With plenty of nervous energy building up, I was relieved to finally cross the start line around 45 minutes after the race began.  Before mile 1 was complete, I had stopped to “go” again…this time w/o the benefit of a port-a-potty…don’t ask.

My goal was to start out SLOW and try to reserve enough strength to just finish.  I have decided that I do “slow” real well.  With being so slow, I was being passed by tons of people for the first several miles.

Around mile 7, I began to feel the familiar knee pains that had hobbled me near the end of the 21-mile training run.  By mile 9, it was getting pretty bad, and I knew I was going to be in trouble as far as finishing goes.  About this time, my TNT coach found me and ran about a half mile w/ me, asking me how I was feeling… “I’m feeling great”, I lied.
After having split from the half-marathoners at mile 11, the crowd thinned out dramatically.  Of the 30,000 participants, only 5,000 were running the full-marathon.  At the half-way point, I remembered I had placed 6 Motrin in my pouch.  I popped 3 of them in, and by mile 14, I was feeling absolutely no pain in my knees.  It changed my entire outlook on finishing.  I picked up my pace and by mile 15, I noticed I was catching others, instead of their catching me.

More than one group I passed noted how chirpy and happy I seemed as I passed them during this time (I was chatting up the crowd as I ran along…it gets lonesome out there otherwise).  About mile 22 or so, I realized I was indeed going to finish, so I decided to ignore my heart rate, and my tiredness, and try to finish as strongly as possible.  My TNT coach found me at around mile 24 and ran the last few miles w/ me…which was cool.

I’m proud to note that every split they showed online has me going at a faster pace than the previous one (5K, 6 mile, 10 miles, half, 20 mile, and finish), and my fastest 2 miles were miles 25 & 26.  I guess that means I held back a little too much early on….I was incredibly relieved to cross the finish line with no blisters, raw spots, and no knee pain.  I’m buying stock in Motrin!

I was blessed to have Doreen with me on this trip.   She had staked out 4 different spots to catch me at, including the 1.5 mile, 10 mile, 19 mile, and 26 mile spots.  She also cheered for a few others we knew were there…and provided Gatorade at miles 10 and 19 (instead of the Accelerade they had on the course).  Man was I glad to see her at the 26 mile marker, along w/ my good buddy Chris (the reason I started running in the first place).  Chris had run the half marathon…had time to go back to the hotel and get cleaned up, and come back out to catch me at the end.  Also at the finish line were 3 people from church, including Sally, my honoree’s wife.  She had recovered well enough from her surgery in November to walk the half-marathon.
Here’s your sign:
True to my word, I wore a different sign for every mile (except for miles 24-26, which were devoted to honoring Bill and the donors).  Everybody loved the idea of selling mile-sponsorships for fundraising, and I received countless comments throughout the race.  The sign that garnered more comments than others was Bill Davis’ sign, “I’m not running any underwear”.  One young lady passed me by, tapping me on the arm as she went by and said, “Me neither, honey”.  Another said, “OOOOOOOOkay” (.  
I had several ‘Roll Tides’ while wearing the Alabama signs, one UTC business school grad commented on my UTC COB signs, and many liked the UT-K signs I wore.  Charlie Moyer, one UK fan took umbrage to your sign.

As of right now, we have raised $3,687.01 for the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society.  Thank you all for your generosity.  I had 50 people exactly donate to the cause, and I am honored and humbled by the generosity of my friends and family.  
The Team in Training program is fantastic in their support and in their mission.  I encourage you to take part in one of their programs if you have a chance.  To date, the program is in its 20th year and has raised over $850 million for research and care.  We’re a part of that!
My honoree, Bill Bates, continues his fight against multiple myeloma.  He has better days and less-better days, but his immune system is still struggling to re-establish itself.  Please continue to keep him in your thoughts and prayers.

Look for a mailing from me w/ a note in it from Bill & Sally, along w/ a copy of your sign that I wore for the race.  
Thanks again for your support for LLS.  It was a wonderful experienced for me and one I’ll never forget.  Drop me a line if you get a chance.

--stan

