Greetings All,
If you remember those bumper stickers that read, “Let me tell you about my grandkids!”, I want to begin this month’s fundraising and training update with a variant, “Let me tell you about my wife!”  For those who have been keeping up with the updates, you’ll recall that aside from training for the Country Music Marathon on 4/24, Doreen and I were also training for the Talladega 21000, a half marathon on 4/11 at the racetrack in Talladega, AL.  This was Doreen’s first foray into long distance-walking and we were both excited about the venture.  

Her goal was to finish the 13.11 miles in under 4 hours, so as to receive the finisher’s medal.  A stretch goal was to finish in 3:45.  

The weekend started for Doreen and the kids on Thursday, when they drove down to Gardendale to stay w/ my mom.  I came down Friday afternoon.  One of the benefits of writing these updates is that I get to reconnect with old friends, and find out what’s happening in their lives.  One such friend is Jody Jones, a fellow Alabama grad with whom I worked at Dow Chemical in Louisiana for a few years.  He’s living in Birmingham now and owns his own business.  I cannot remember the last time I saw Jody prior to Friday, but it had been many years since we had seen or talked to each other (I’m sure that part is sounding familiar to many of you out there).  At any rate, I drove by his office and enjoyed a nice visit with him; Jody was kind enough to introduce me to his employees – including one who looked extremely familiar.  As it turns out, he was a student of mine when I taught in Tuscaloosa – Paul Booker!  Small world, indeed.

Jody explained to them that I was raising money on behalf of the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society through TNT.  As I was leaving, one young lady came up and shared with me her appreciation – her sister was diagnosed with lymphoma a few years earlier.  She was all too familiar with blood cancers and the fight.  We commiserated about how you do not have to go far before you find someone who has been affected by leukemia, lymphoma, or myeloma.  While I am one-step removed from the fight (fund-raising in memory of a friend), it’s time like these that I am reminded of the “realness” of the struggle for cancer patients and their families.  I am humbled and embarrassed by the appreciation of others…I’m doing the easy part…running and asking for money…they live with the reality of cancer day in and day out.  
After a lazy day on Saturday, Doreen, Shearl and I got up Sunday morning and left Gardendale at 5:45am in order to be at the track by 7am.  It was a picture-perfect day with not a cloud in the sky and the temperature in the upper 40s.  We arrived at the track around 6:50 and the NASCAR coolness of the event set in.  We got to drive underneath turn 4 and into the infield to park.  We completed registration and walked around the garages nervously until they corralled us onto the track for the start.  
Doreen found the balloon lady and introduced herself.  The balloon lady was to serve as the sweeper…someone walking at a 4-hour pace.  Fall behind the balloon lady and you are swept off the course.  Per Doreen’s account, it wasn’t 200 yards after the start line before it was just her and the balloon lady.  Unshaken by this reality (Doreen had predicted that she’d be last, save the balloon lady – I disagreed), she trodded along planning on keeping a 17 minute/mile pace for as long as possible.  
I finished in 1:51:30 (met my 2 hour goal!) and met up w/ Shearl for a few minutes before starting to backtrack to walk the remainder of the race with her.  As I was backtracking, I calculated that I’d catch up w/ her between miles 8 and 9.  As I was around mile 10 (backtracking) I finished meeting joggers and met solely walkers.  As I passed mile marker 9, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I saw her… and sure enough about 2/10ths up the road, we met up.  “Shut up and keep up” she replied in her sweet and charming way.  We had noticed during some training walks that she tended to slow down when I joined her…whatever. 
She informed me that she was last except for the balloon lady…with the possibility of there being an old man back there whom she blitzed by while he stopped at a port-a-potty.  She was unsure if he continued or not.  By this time, it’s warm and getting warmer.  As we got by mile marker 10, we noted that this was new territory for her…the longest training walk had been 10 miles (in the cool of the morning 1 week earlier).  We put our trust in Hal.  
As mile marker 11 came into focus, I could tell things were tightening up for Doreen.  Our pace had slowed (not. my. fault!) and talking became less prevalent.  I could tell she was hurting.  I was reminded of how I felt in the delivery room for the birth of our 3 kids.  There she is doing all the pain and there I was clueless as to how to help.  Having learned my lesson by the time Thomas came along, I simply adopted the “be seen and not heard” and “speak only when spoken to” adages of my youth.
Mile 12 took over 19 minutes…it was hot and we’d been on the pavement for 3+ hours by now.  I was keeping track in my head what it would take to finish in 3:45 and knew it’d be close…  We were confident we’d be in under 4 hours unless she had a mechanical malfunction.  
The clock at mile marker 13 read 3:43:57, meaning we had 1 minute to walk the last tenth.  With that being the equivalent of a 10-minute pace, we pretty much said, “forget that” and resolved ourselves to the fact that 3:45 wasn’t going to happen.  Shearl was there at the finish line documenting the event for posterity, and Doreen finished the thing in fine fashion, and well ahead of the balloon lady (who was nowhere in sight!).  

Interestingly enough, she forgot to turn off her watch…and we hadn’t looked at it in quite some time anyway.  We went to the tent for some Jim N Nicks BBQ, rested a bit and headed back to Gardendale, and then to Chattanooga…basking (aching?) in our respective triumphs.  

When we got home, the times were posted, and you can imagine our surprise when we saw that Doreen finished in 3:44:52 – a full 8 seconds under her stretch-goal!  I had once again (recall the Florida marathon story?) forgotten to adjust the track-clock time for the difference between it and the time we crossed the start-line…and for Doreen, it was evidently about 2 minutes after the race had started.  She made her goal!.  Overall, she was 702 out of 704 finishers, besting the balloon lady and the 78-year old man who did indeed finish after all.  WAY TO GO DOREEN! I AM SO PROUD OF YOU!  Personal kudos can be sent to Doreen@Davisoffline.com.
As an aside, she’s already wondering where our next half- will be… (.

We leave today for Nashville and the Country Music Marathon.  Through your continued generosity, I have met my fundraising goal and for that I am truly grateful.  I have the best friends in the world.  I will be running the marathon with my friends Steve and Kim Ware.  We’re running in memory of our friend Bill Bates, who passed away in October after having fought 4+ years against multiple myeloma.  I’ll also be running in memory of Rachel Willis, a friend of Pennie Rogers.  Rachel passed away just one month prior to her graduation from LSU.  Signs for both of them will be worn tomorrow during the marathon.  
If you haven’t contributed yet, it’s not too late.  You can do so by visiting 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.

Stan Davis
7192 Homestead Circle

Hixson, TN  37343

Tomorrow promises to be soggy and stormy.  I’m looking forward to the slog!

Stay tuned for the final update at some point next week.

--stan
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