CALIFORNIA INTERNATIONAL MARATHON

	WEEK
	SUN
	MON
	TUE
	WED
	THU
	FRI
	SAT
	DAY #

	13 JUL
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	3 m (0)
	3 m run
	Rest
	3 m run
	71-77

	20 JUL
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	3 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m (2)
	78-84

	27 JUL
	Cross (0)
	Rest
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	Rest
	4 m (0)
	85-91

	03 AUG
	Cross (0)
	Rest
	3 m run
	3 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	6 m run
	92-98

	10 AUG
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	Rest
	7 m (0)
	99-105

	17 AUG
	Cross (7)
	Rest
	3 m run
	4 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m (0)
	106-112

	24 AUG
	Cross (5)
	Rest
	3 m run
	4 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	9 m run
	113-119

	31 AUG
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	10 m run
	120-126

	07 SEP
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	7 m (0)
	127-133

	14 SEP
	Cross (7)
	Rest
	3 m run
	6 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	12 m run
	134-140

	21 SEP
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	6 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	13 m run
	141-147

	28 SEP
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	7 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	10 m run
	148-154

	05 OCT
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	7 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	15 m run
	155-161

	12 OCT
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	8 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	16 m run
	162-168

	19 OCT
	Cross
	Rest
	4 m run
	8 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	12 m run
	169-175

	26 OCT
	Cross
	Rest
	4 m run
	9 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	18 m run
	176-182

	02 NOV
	Cross
	Rest
	5 m run
	9 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	14 m run
	183-189

	09 NOV
	Cross
	Rest
	5 m run
	10 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	20 m (0)
	190-196

	16 NOV
	Cross(20)
	Rest
	5 m run
	8 m (0)
	4 m (8)
	Rest
	12 m (0)
	197-203

	23 NOV
	Cross(12)
	Rest
	4 m run
	6 m run
	3 m (0)
	Rest (4)
	8 m run
	204-210

	30 NOV
	Cross
	Rest
	3 m run
	4 m run
	2 m run
	Rest
	Rest
	211-217

	07 DEC
	RACE
	
	
	
	
	
	
	218


COMFORTABLE PACE     REST     CROSS TRAIN     FLY!

JOURNAL

Day 218 (0) – I have decided to run the California International Marathon on 07 December 03.  I want to run a 3:02, that is about a 7 minute mile pace for 26.2 miles.  I have a feeling I will regret this later, or that it may never come to fruition.


I have set my sights on a great many things in my life.  Some have been beyond my reach and I had no idea.  Some were within my reach, and I choked on my own laziness, or lost sight of, or lost through some other fault of my own.  Of all the great things I have accomplished in my life I cannot think of one that was actually an initial goal.


Most often the best things in my life are accidental by-products, like a boy that gets lost in the woods and finds hidden treasure.  He could look for treasure all day and not find it.  When he screws up a simple hike he finds treasure he wasn’t even looking for.


I certainly do not mind finding an accidental treasure rather than my original goal.  I like it much more in most cases, but it is somehow disconcerting.  Though I have worked hard at many things, I have failed; though I have succeeded at many things, they are not what I worked hard at.


Now I have arranged a way to test that theory.  If I plan to run a marathon, it is mine to control.  I must put on the shoes every day and make my body do a lot of running it really does not want to do.  The only thing between me and a marathon is me.  If I do fail in my quest, I will hit my secondary goal, my hidden treasure if you will.  There is no way that I can prepare for a marathon and wind up fatter or in worse shape.  No matter if I quit half way through training, there is still the benefit of health.


Alas, if I do not succeed I will have to admit that my life, successes and failures, have all been due to luck of the draw not my own abilities or hard work.

Day 217 (1) – 1 mile at an 8.5 minute pace.  Had too much breakfast at ‘Ann Kelley’s by the Lake’ and it sat like a rock.  I am out of shape, and I think this marathon thing may not happen at the 7 minute pace I want.  Ran in the afternoon, partly cloudy, 65°, little wind.  Weekly weigh in is 214.  I will do it weekly (before the Sunday run) just because that is as good a time as any.  I do not need to monitor weight for anything, it is really only for curiosity.

Day 216 (2) – Well, I do not feel sore at all, but I did realize that I have a bit of a sinus cold.  Not an excuse for not doing well, but it certainly explains the head and throat aches!  It is sad that the second day is a rest day and I rather needed it already!  I did bike to work and back (3.5 miles each way) and that felt fine, but I decided to ride more leisurely since I am “in training”!

Day 215 (3) – Well, 2 miles at a 8.5 pace.  8.5 is 90 seconds slower per mile than I want to run in the race.  That is where it came from.  This run hurt, I started well on a (very slight) downhill with a 10 knot wind, turned around a little winded, but when the ocean breeze caught me I was done.  I ran the first half too fast and the second half too slow.  Though it was 17 minutes, it was about 7.5 pace then a 9.5 pace!!  My back is sore for no real reason, but I expect as I get in shape and my stretching comes along my back will feel better.  Still have the sinus pressure but it did not affect the run.  Ran in the afternoon, sunny, 70°, breezy.


OK, I just sent in my registration fee.  I signed up for the CLYDESDALE Division.  Basically it is for all of us fat-boys over 200 pounds.  I was the 56th  person registered.  Now I definitely feel more committed to this.  Looking at other marathon results I now realize that three hours is lofty.  Very lofty for a first time marathoner.  I will still strive for that though.  I may need to tailor the program as I get to the long runs; finishing a little slower than I want is still better than a stress injury or burnout that keeps me out of the race altogether.

Day 214 (4) – I bought a digital watch today because the analog, though nice, is frustrating when I am running.  I ran the two miles at a decent clip and thought I was going slower.  Trying for the 8.5 pace I ran out in 7:30 and back in 8 flat.  I guess it is OK to some degree, but I really do not want to burn out in the first week, and I want to be able to get a feel for my pace.  I need an idea of what each pace is so I can judge how I am doing in the race!  I was not able to speak more than a word or two at a time, so it is not a comfortable training pace, at least when the runs get longer.  Sinus thing still here, though still not any effect.  My back feels muscularly tight in the lumbar region, but the shooting nerve type pain is decreasing.  I think with my posture laziness kills my back, so once the muscles are used to running again I should feel a whole lot better.  Ran at 1300, sunny, 74°, sea breeze (did not affect me as much as my own metabolism!).  Now the next question, to bike back to work or drive?!?


Well, I biked to work, felt great.  Biking home from work once totally cold, bad.

Day 213 (5) – Ran out in 7:30, back in 8 flat.  I did not try for the 8:30 pace or any other I just ran what felt good.  This is almost more of a ‘good jog’ rather than a slow run.  I am just going to run for the next couple weeks at a comfortable pace and keep track of it.  If this pace keeps feeling this easy I might change my training paces to 7/7.5/8 instead of 7/7.75/8.5.  I guess in the long run that is good (no pun intended).  Sinuses feel normal, back is MUCH better than normal.  Biked into work and back, not too hard.  As soon as I got home at 1630 I ran, 70°, sunny, ~15 knot sea breeze is just a bitch coming back in.

Day 212 (6) – A little bit sore, well not sore really, just aware of my quads and back.  I certainly do not mind the day of rest, but I am debating whether rest means TOTAL rest or just not working out.  I ride my bike for transportation, but it can be tiring even on an easy ride.  Hmmmm.


Well, I started a little light strength training today.  Very light, almost against my nature to work with such light weights, but then, I never have trained for a marathon before!  I think I will switch my weight days to Mondays and Thursdays so I can keep Fridays as a true day of rest.  This early in the cycle should not matter too much though since I have very short runs this weekend.

Day 211 (7) – I know it is too early in the program to lose hope, but I can’t even run ONE mile at the pace I wanted!!  I ran slightly faster than that a few weeks ago and felt great, why not now?  I think part of it was the hill, though not too large I have not run hills in ages.  I ran a 7:15 today.  Maybe I have to set a more realistic pace for the first marathon.  I will decide later, probably at about week fifteen when I can better judge myself.


Ran at 1530, sunny, slight breeze, 70°, felt good other than being slow.  Definitely more flexible than a week ago and the back feels decent all day long now.  One week down, seven months to go!

Day 210 (8) – I feel like crap today.  My back is sore, and my throat is feeling dry (regardless of fluid intake!).  I am going to run the 2 mile trail with more hills because I am disillusioned by yesterdays run and I am sick of the wind by the bay!  Running at 1530, 74°, sunny, light breeze.


That sucked.  I did not run so bad, pretty much kept a good pace, but I was hurtin’!  The 2 mile alternate trail I have is uphill for the first 2/3 mile, and conversely downhill for the last 2/3.  I thought the uphill was shorter and less steep.  Oh well, it is good for me.  I ran out in 8:20, and back in 7:50.  This would be significantly easier at 190 pounds.  Today I weighed in at 209.  I wonder how much of the five pounds I lost this week is from running and how much is coincidental.  I certainly ate just as crappy as normal.


Thirty weeks from now I will be home watching football on TV (if all goes well).

Day 209 (9) – Man!  I do feel great!  I took the lifting nice and slow concentrating on good form, still using light weights, but when you do them slow you can still feel it.  My muscles got more tired than sore, which is odd for someone that has always lifted for strength.  I hit the speed-bag in between sets and exercises, which keeps the muscles loose and keeps me from being sore the next day.  As well as biking for an hour or so for my cross training days I plan to hit the speed bag and lift.  On Thursdays I will just run and lift, but no speed bag.

Day 208 (10) – Ran the alternate 2 mile trail.  Out in 8:10, back in 8:00.  The uphill sucks the breath out of me and the downhill makes me feel like I am falling apart.  I try to not run to fast on the down hills, keep the pace steady, but it is no fun.  Back muscles are sore today, no clue why.  Did not get the ‘gut bubble’ cramp I got two days ago, that is nice.  Ran at 1500, 80°, overcast, humid but not muggy, light breeze.  I did bike into work for three minutes today about an hour before running.  It is nice to ride wearing shorts and not carrying a book bag, so I rode pretty hard.  I will feel it in my knees tomorrow.


Looking forward to the tree miler this Sunday, it will be nice to get into the aerobic range for a longer time, and it will be the first time running a loop instead of an out-and-back trail.

Day 207 (11) – Last night’s chili and beer is not making for a good gastric situation, I got the gut bubble again, not too bad though.  My left knee hurts a bit.  Interior, medial, anterior.  I am no expert  (I was once, not now), but it feels like a bruise to either the medial meniscus or the top of the tibia.  Tomorrows run will be on the beach trail so I have no real hills.  It certainly hurts more going down hill, and I do not want issues this early in the training!


I ran the alternate two mile today in 16:30, both miles at ~8:15, and I felt fine as far as the lungs and muscles were concerned.  This is the first time in years that I have actually thought about other things when I ran.  I was day dreaming and keeping my pace, until I started to feel awkward.  I realized that my arms were swinging different than normal and that reeled me in.  I am a bit of a stickler for form, because it is more efficient at any speed to use good form.  I like to wear two watches, one on each wrist.  I started that by accident, but now that I tried it I can tell how my form is by how the watch bounces around (or doesn’t) on my wrists.  I did not ride my bike today, I drove in to work.  I ran at ~1300, a chilly 70°, humid, breezy, overcast.  I made the mistake of wearing my wind breaker.  It was nice when I started, it sucked by the end of the uphill, and was OK coming back down, but overall it was not worth the extra sweat.

Day 206 (12) – Biked to work today and felt great, knee and everything else, so I ran the alternate 2 mile.  I ran out in 8:10 and back in 7:55.  I felt faster going out, and slower coming back in.  I guess I would rather be accidentally faster than slower though.  I ran at 1600, 72°, sunny, gusty breeze.  The knee still feels good after the run, I hope it was just a fluke.  Next for some weights and a little bit of the bag.


Well, once the hard part of the training kicks in I will not be doing any weights on Thursday unless I keep it REALLY light.  I was tired as hell and the lifting really felt counter productive.  But overall I feel good.  5.5% of the way done.

Day 205 (13) – My shins are sore when I walk hard (I was late for a meeting!) and when I squat down for more than a few seconds.  Not my shins so much as the bone itself.  Normally I feel shin splints in the muscle, this is the bone.  But it is still minor, just noted it for tracking purposes.  Overall I feel really good today, but the rest is well worth it.  Did not do anything today, no bike, just a quick walk to a meeting (200 yards?).


A few days ago I got some wart remover stuff for my plantar warts, I wonder if it will work.  If nothing else it keeps me from picking at them.  If I get pain from these warts that will suck.

Day 204 (14) – Just before the one mile point on the flat 2 mile trail, I started to feel a bit tired, but not bad.  At the turn-around I looked at the watch, 6:35.  When I realized how fast I had ran I was instantly winded.  I slowed down to what I thought was the 7 minute pace.  Combining slowing down with the anaerobic wave crashing on me resulted in a second mile of 7:50, for a total of 14:25.  I felt it a lot on the last quarter mile, I may need to rethink my pace.  A few more weeks before I choose.  For now the training pace is going to slow to 8:30, it has to because I can feel my left shin buggering up on me after a mile.  I would rather run a slow marathon than not finish because of leg troubles!  I had a hard time finding a good stride for the run, too.  I find that the faster I run the shorter my strides get.  When I kept the same pace speed and lengthened it I actually felt more relaxed, though I must have been going a bit faster.  Odd.  I also had to remember to relax my face several times, funny faces are not only a waste of energy, but they serve no purpose but to make me less recognizable in pictures of the race.


Otherwise I feel good, I will stay off the bike today.  My back is sore a bit too, and I cannot figure why, but it is not too bad.  I ran at 1300, light breeze, sunny, 68°.  Keep the pace, relax my face, enjoy the race.

Day 203 (15) – I am not going to run today.  I officially have shin splints, mostly in the left leg.  I also have the squitters, as well, from last night’s bowl of chili.  But mainly the shins.  I will try to take today off and see how I feel on Monday, or I may just take both days off and see how I feel.  I wonder if riding my bike aggravates it at all.  Oh well, I need to get rid of it now rather than later.  Bummer.  On the good side, I lost another pound and am down to 208, the lightest in years.

Day 202 (16) – I had to run today.  Another day off and I might have fallen off the marathon kick.  I made my self take it easy, 3 miles in 25:20.  The first mile was in8:20, and I have no marker for the other mile, but I went deliberately slower than what I could have (and felt like!).  I can feel the shins a little bit, but I cannot find a way to stretch it.  I feel like it is the periosteum being bruised, but I do not even know if that is possible or realistic, just what it feels like.


I ran at 1500, 76°, slight breeze, sunny.  It was nice to run a loop instead of an out and back trail.  There were more pedestrians on the part I have not run before, too.  That is nice because it takes my mind off running, yet it makes me want to keep form and pace so I look good.  A little vanity can’t hurt, can it?!  More ibuprofen for the legs I guess, and a quick work out with the weights.  No speed bag today since I already ran and I am staying off my feet as much as possible (other than running).  Rode the bike to work nice and easy today.

Day 201 (17) – Ran my two mile alternate course, mile 1, 8:30, mile 2, 8:10.  My gut was too full of water at the start, combined with just not feeling like running.  The way back felt a little better (down hill, duh!).  I ran at 1530, sunny, breezy, 74°.  My warm up run found a distinct pain in my left knee.  It went away after stretching and working the knee a bit, no big deal.  The left shin HURTS, so I ibuprofened the heck out of myself and I will hope for the best.  I rode the bike to work this morning, not too hard though.  There are now 68 registered participants in the run.  Rode bike in to work and back.

Day 200 (18) – Ran at 1730, hazy, breezy, 74°.  Felt fine in the legs and lungs, but that extra helping of ‘healthy’ lunch was too much, it sat like a rock.  Left shin, OUCH!!  Felt great before I started, even contemplated running the three mile loop, but after the first mile the shin hurt too bad and I came back.  Ran out in 8:20, back in 8:00.  Rode bike to work and back.

Day 199 (19) – Ran at 0900, 8:25 out, 8:05 back.  I had about five pints of beer last night and only one glass of water this morning, but I just wasn’t ready to run, I should have waited for the afternoon.  I actually felt like I was going faster, but I am happy with about this pace.  Did crunches and push-ups, no time to lift.  Left shin hurts.  Will ride bike to work.  Foggy and damp, 60°, no breeze.


It occurred to me as I ran today that I have finally completed 26.2 miles, the length of a marathon.  Unfortunately, instead of three hours it took almost three weeks!

Day 198 (20) – I rode my bike into work, even though this is usually a complete rest day.  Unfortunately I was running late so I rode pretty hard.  Hopefully it won’t impact the rest of my day off!!  I am taking a couple types of NSAIDs for my shin splints, hopefully it will work.

Day 197 (21) – Ran my flat two mile course at 1630, mostly cloudy, breezy, 80°F.  Next week I will try doing the pace run on the hillier route, but for now I am just trying to keep training while my shins heal up.  The alternative is to not train for four or five days, they would most likely heal but then I would have to start more or less from scratch.  That would be a bummer.


First mile in 7:03, second mile in 7:31.  (I usually round the times to the nearest five seconds, but on Pace Days I feel like I should be more accurate.)  I really thought I was keeping a good steady pace in the second half.  In fact I even thought of speeding up a little, but then I remembered that my goal was an even pace, not the fastest pace I could.  That really torques me, if I had been on a measured track I could have timed it better, but the only measure I have is ‘mile’.


Overall I feel great, the left shin is hurting ever so slightly while I run, but it is aching now that I am done, I bet it will hurt more later.  I am going to try icing it daily after running now, which I should have been doing before.  Also continuing with NSAIDs at a fairly high level.


Oh, and last thing, I passed Clint Eastwood running on the trail today.  First I ran in the opposite direction as him about 150 yards from my turn, then I caught up with him and passed him in the same direction he was going.  I RUN FASTER THAN THE PALE RIDER!!


In terms of time I am 9.7% through with my training.  In terms of mileage I am 3.7% through with training!  Only 28 more weeks and 749 more miles!

Day 196 (22) – Have not run yet today, but I logged into the marathon website.  So far 70 people have registered, I am the only ‘big-boned’ entry.  I am the sole Clydesdale and there are no Athenas (larger female runners).  It would be nice to win my category, even if it is by default.  The Clydesdale thing is a separate category, so I could (theoretically, not realistically) win the entire race, the Clydesdale, and the male 30-34 group.  Or I could win the Clydesdale and still be dead last in my age group, etc.  There is no money for Clydesdale or the age group, but both have individual awards for the top three finishers.


In past years they have not done a good job of keeping the Clydesdale stats, but in ’02 and ’00 they posted the stats.  In ’00 the 56 runners finished in a wide range of times, one in just under three hours, and only ten more under three and a half hours.  In ’02 they ran only 20 Clydesdales, four of which finishes under three and a half.  I could finish OK in that group!!


At 1500 I ran my 3 mile loop, which is much more fun than the two milers because it is in a better part of town that I get to see more people and stuff.  That takes my mind off the run.  I ran the first mile in 8:10, and the total was 24:30, so I kept a pretty even pace the entire run.  That really was my goal, because I am not good at keeping a steady pace, no matter if I am going fast or slow.  I felt great, in fact I felt like I loosened up my stride a little and my breathing and everything else got easier.  I still think that if I run faster it should be harder, maybe I just have a natural rhythm that works well for me around 8:10.  I weighed in at 208, so I did not lose any more weight this week, good thing if I want to be a Clydesdale!


The shins still hurt, particularly the left, though I think they are getting a little better.  I kept my form really well today, too.  One draw back to running the more populated routes, since I have a brother in the 82ND Airborne, I  wear some Army t-shirts when I run.  Well, I live near the Army Presidio at Monterey, and constantly here, “Hoo-ahh!,” and “Air-BORNE!,” and various grunts and greetings.

Day 195 (23) – Yeah, today was supposed to be a day of rest.  I did more cross training than resting.  I felt really good, so I did about 18-20 miles on my bike.  Most of it was utilitarian, shopping trips, etc., but I did ride fairly hard for parts.  I lifted when I got home, bumped the weights up a little on some of the exercises.  Still felt good.  Sunburned my damn head, it will feel nice tomorrow!

Day 194 (24) – Two mile run, tried for a 7:45 pace.  Ran at 1400, the hillier route, 75°, sunny, breezy.  I ran out in 7:55 and back in 7:40, so fairly close to my planned pace.  I felt pretty good, but I still can feel the shin splints and a bit of a sore spot around the patellar tendon.  I think really that is not an injury as much as 30 year old body rejection the whole marathon idea.  No big deal.  Overall I felt good, I need to focus on lengthening the stride.  When I tighten up I am just not efficient.  Slightly faster feels better physically, but also mentally.  When I see the time where I want it, it is easier to run the next mile, and the next day.


Ran wearing a hat today to avoid further sunburn on the noggin.  Running in a hat on a hot day is torture, even wearing my lightest shirt the heat retained by my head just felt nasty.  Rode my bike fairly hard to an from work today, used the ride home as a warm up to running, which also bled off some energy, I could feel it in my calves and butt (especially going uphill)!  I am also going to ride my bike around town for some errands, but not too hard.

Day 193 (25) – Hot (78°), dry, no breeze.  Ran at 1300, 3 mile alternate loop, went for an 8:00 pace (initially, see below).  Did not get enough sleep last night and skipped the warm-up due to time constraints.  Also ate a cheese sandwich at 1230 because I was ravenous, that can’t have helped.  Rode bike to and from work this morning and will do it again this afternoon.


As soon as I started (seriously, first 100 feet!) I knew my left shin would not go for 24 minutes, so I adjusted to about an 8:15 pace.  I ran in mild pain until the downhill section, when it got worse, then the long uphill was OK.  I reached the two mile mark at 16:25, but was going downhill again.  I slowed my pace down further, but by the 2.5 mile mark I gave up.  I was at the part when it gets steepest;  I had ran for 21 minutes, so I got some cardio;  and the pain was about as much as I want.  I think I need multiple days off and better care of this leg.  I am too early in the process to let a nagging pain fester into a showstopper.


If I had to guess, I would say it is the flexor digitorum longus.  That is a long muscle that attaches to the back portion of the middle ⅓ of the tibia, runs behind the ankle (near the Achilles) and attaches to the four lateral toes.  It flexes the four toes, helps flex the foot (really stabilizes the foot as the calf does all the work), and inverts the foot.  Currently it shows not signs of a stress fracture, but it hurts like a M*&%^@-F+#?^@!!  I guess I will have to take some time off, we’ll see how it goes.

Day 192 (26) – I took today off.  I biked to work and back fairly easy, but my shins hurt even to walk.  Stretch, ice, NSAIDs.  Joy.  It is rather depressing.  Golfed in afternoon, did well, only played nine holes, used a cart.
Day 191 (27) – Yeah, same deal, had to go to work on bike, but laid up the rest of the day.  I may hit the driving range to satisfy my need to do something.  Pretty bummed about the whole thing.  Tomorrow will not be a 1 mile pace run, it will probably be a slow, flat 2 mile run (~9:00 minute pace).  Errr.

Day 190 (28) – At least it was a good day to do homework, but otherwise it sucked.  I am pretty depressed about the friggin’ legs.  It even hurts to walk across the room on my left leg.  I am mulling over several options on the whole training issue, the first is cutting the pace severely.  The second involves running lots of miles when the leg heals, but not at any specific pace, then picking up the training program in August.  I really do not know what to do.  The NSAIDs can only go on for so long.  Although I have stretched and iced some, I did not get a workout in on the weights this Thursday either.  I should have been doing something each of these days for cross training, as long as it did not involve the legs.  But no, a depressed laziness has taken over.

Day 189 (29) – If anyone reading this (hello-o-o-o…..) does not get the point yet, when I put one line through a workout it is done as written.  Two lines through is not done as written.  I did not run again today.  My shins, still sore.  No biking today.  I lifted, which is nice, because I got to step up the weight quite a bit since I am doing nothing else.  (I had so much energy I was about to explode!! Running for four weeks and then all of a sudden not running is kind of shocking!)  I also beat the crap out of the speed bag for a while, quite exhausting.  I was thinking about shins and not running and other crap and was hitting the bag pretty mindlessly.  If I think about hitting the bag I lose the rhythm, so I did well today.  I weighed in at 208 again, not surprised that I did not lose weight, since I am eating like always and the running has ceased.


As a friend put it, “You legs get pissed if you just start dropping 200 lbs on them, thousands of times a day, without warning.”  So, for the time being my plan has shifted to a 3.5 hour marathon.  That is a 8 minute mile pace, about a 9 minute training pace for the slower runs and 8:30 for the in betweens.  Probably less inflammatory and more realistic, but running slow takes more effort than running fast for me.  We’ll see.


Note to self, remember to gas up the car and drive around looking for four, five and six mile trails.  If I am not doing anything else that should keep me interested and productive.
Day 188 (30) – Tomorrow back to running.  I will get back on schedule, just running slower.  I golfed today, walked the front nine and the shins felt OK.  Same when I biked to work, though I took it pretty easy on the bike.

Day 187 (31) – Shins still sore, right leg better, left not.  Driving car to meetings today out of convenience.  Hopefully not biking will help.

Day 186 (32) – Driving the car hurts.  Seriously.  I cannot work the pedals correctly.  Holding my foot on the clutch, bad.  The right leg feels pretty much normal now.  I am using the ice cups, NSAIDs, and stretching.  The left leg feels better.  I think not biking helps rest the leg overall.  Maybe this weekend I can make my big return.

Day 185 (33) – Left leg lots better, unfortunately I have been down for a week, and now I am starting to like laziness again.

Day 184 (34) – Rest day today, just in case.  The shins feel good, both apparently back to normal.  That is good, I was starting to get hypochondriatic about the possibility of stress fractures.  Thank god it is just old age!  Tomorrow I will run.  I will try to get back on track with the program, same mileage, slower speeds.  Errr.

Day 183 (35) – Ran two miles, felt left leg as soon as I started the warm up.  I ran in the afternoon, about 1600, cloudy, cool, I was full of food.  Ran a 9:30 minute pace, dreadfully slow, but I guess I have too.  Hope they feel better tomorrow.
Day 182 (36) – Ran the three mile loop.  Probably about a 9:30 pace, but I intentionally slowed down even further coming down the hills.  The shins felt OK, but I iced and stretched anyhow afterwards.  I could feel the left shin, but it was not pain, just awareness.  Ran in the afternoon, about 1700, cool, cloudy.  Then I came home and my wife and I walked uptown for ice cream, I had a fudge sundae.


Let me weigh myself now that I ate the sundae… …210.  Still a Clydesdale!

Day 181 (37) – Successfully rested.  The legs are getting sore again.  This is getting old.  Drove car to work, did not even do any lifting or cross-training.  Errr.

Day 180 (38) – Ran the flat three miles in 27:30, dreadfully slow (stopped for a couple seconds so as not to ruin some tourists photo).  Ice massage on left leg before and after.  It is still tender, I am going to have to take it easy.  It was 1630, cloudy, slight breeze.  I did not bike in to work, yet again.  I went two months without getting gas, now I will need more each week if this continues.  Who though getting in shape was cheap?


It has just occurred to me that the next time I will run two miles will be the day before the race!!  (Barring injury!)


Renamed some of the trails according to flat or hilly in order to make it easier for myself.  Incidentally, there is roughly a deployment between me and the race.
Day 179 (39) – Drove to work today, the shins are fair, not good or bad really.  Ran the Flat Three Mile loop, 27 minutes even, exactly where I want it.  Felt good in the lungs and muscles, bad in the shin, but not too bad.  Ran at 1730, iced before and after, 65°, cloudy, light breeze.  I expect the same weather report for the next four months, that is the way last summer was.


Oh, and on my pretty colored chart, ignore the pretty colors.  I am running everything slow until I am certain I can maintain the schedule without injury or excessive pain.  As an old friend once told me, “No pain – no gain is a good theory until you hear a noise like Velcro ripping and taste blood.”


I have nothing more to add today.  This will certainly be a very boring read if anyone chooses to read all 200 plus days.  It would actually be easier, quicker and more fun to go run your own marathon.

Day 178 (40) – Three mile run on the flat loop.  Can definitely feel both legs firing it up now.  Icing heavy before and after exercise.  Ran at1600, cool, partly cloudy, breezy.  Today’s sloth-like pace was 26:45, about 8:55 minutes per mile.  Though I suspect my trail is over three miles slightly.  There are two measured miles on the run, but not evenly spaced.  The first is from 0.0-1.0, which I ran in 8:10 roughly.  The next measured mile is from about 1.6-2.6, which I ran in 8:15.  I know that I did not slow down dramatically for the half mile in between them, and I also know I did not slow down too much at the tail end.  Alas, without taking Sophie the Saturn off-road and endangering people on the bike trail I may never know.

Day 177 (41) – Resting and stretching today.  Legs are a little sore, that is OK.  I just don’t want another nine day lay-off.  Still have not been on the bike since the return to running.  I miss riding to work, but since the Pacific Grove summer is colder than the winter I do not mind the early mornings much.  It is hard to get a cup of coffee and a scone when riding a bike.  Especially since my favorite coffee shop is on the way by car, way out of the way by bike!

Day 176 (42) – Not much pain today.  As of 1730 I have not run yet, but I am contemplating taking the day off.  It is really a toss up.  I know my body needs some stress to keep running and improving, but I know it needs rest to stop falling apart.  Hmm.  I guess I will wait a little and try running (I lost track of time and ate lunch so late that I would cramp up if I ran now anyway).  I still have not used my bike in two weeks and it is frustrating.


There are still less than 100 people signed up for the race.  I guess it is still six months out, but it is a good motivator knowing you paid the money.


I just ran the flat three miler in 27:30.  The hoofs felt OK, but not good.  Partially my own fault, but I forgot to ice ahead of time, I iced like a monster after I was done.  The gut was very full, my own fault as well.  It was still sunny, 75°, and humid at 1930 when I ran.  Not to mention running into the sunset makes me squint, which screws me up.  I squint, then my face cramps up (really!) then I don’t breathe right, blah, blah, blah.  If I don’t squint I run into people though.  Ahh, the hell with them, I am bigger (usually), after all I am a Clydesdale.

Day 175 (43) – The legs feel really good before the run, so I am shifting to a four miler to be safe.  Until the legs are 100% I am going cautiously.  I will tell you more after the run.  Running at 1530, 80°, no breeze, sunny, humid.


It is now after the run!!  Yeah, I ran the four miler.  The last mile hurt.  I ran pretty quick in the first three actually, not intentionally, but even when I realized it I did not make a huge effort to slow down.  The last mile was harder.  First, it is one mile more than I have ran before (recently), and second, it is the up and down hill portions (half mile of each, obviously).  The shins were a bit sore after three, but did not worsen by the end.  That is good.


The first mile was 8:15, then the measured mile next was 8:10, then the last mile was 9:00.  Overall 35:40, an average of 8:55.  Since I know the last mile was my slowest, I really think my three mile loop is about 3.2 miles long.  Either way, that is fine, I just wish I had a better idea.  Iced a lot before and after.  


Got chased by a dog (Doberman, maybe four weeks old, YIP-YIP-YIP!!!).


By the way, never say that running doesn’t bring out the best in me.  Sweat, shin-splints, pain, and best of all, GAS!  I ran by people today (tourist town, they are unavoidable) and felt it coming.  I thought I could hold it, but as I ran by them, BANG, BRA-A-A-APP, BOOM!!  I sent them into hysterics.  It was truly astounding, especially considering I tried to avoid it.  Worst part was running back by them after my turn-around.  “Hi, folks!!”


I forget which day it was, so I will just mention it today.  I saw Clint Eastwood again while running.  I kind of don’t think it really is him.  It is an uncanny resemblance, and he only lives five miles from here, so I figured it was.  The more I see him I tend not to think so.  Damn.  But since most people will have stopped reading this by now they will not read this so they will think I really did see him, still cool; you want a run on sentence I’ll give you a run on sentence!!


Almost forgot, it’s Sunday!!  Get out the scale:  205.5 pounds, wow, less than I thought.  Hope I don’t go below the big 200 though!!  I can either be a Clydesdale, or just another schmuck.

Day 174 (44) – I successfully rested today.  I did some moderate lifting, and a little speed bag, but the bag woke up the 90 year old neighbor fella, so I stopped that.  The hooves feel good today, I iced them down anyhow.  The plantar wart on my right hoof is gone as far as I can tell, and the one on the left is still massive, but it is slowly shrinking.  Problem with the wart remover is that it removes all skin.  Since the regular skin is softer and slower growing it gets taken away first and not replaced quickly.  Net result, hole in foot with a wart in the middle.  The good part, it is not on the heel or the ball of my foot, it is ‘slap-fuck’ in the middle (had to throw in a quote from my old Chief).  I never step on the warts so there is never pain unless I start screwing around with them.  Or unless I am a dumb-ass and walk barefoot in the yard and step on an acorn!

Day 173 (45) – Yeah, I missed a day.  End of four quarters of grad school, only two left, I partied instead.  The last test was ridiculous.  I will run on Friday to make up for it.  The shins feel much better though.

Day 172 (46) – Felt like ass while running today.  Forgot my watch.  Ran at 1600, breezy, cloudy, warm, humid.  No clue what pace I was running (due to lack of watch) so I think I went out fast and that  is why my shins hurt a bit.  I was too lazy to ice.  I am also too lazy to continue typing.  Golfed before running, so I was a little worn from that.

Day 171 (47) – Ran in the morning, everything was sore.  Just an old feeling day.  Ran in around 28 minutes, breezy cool, cloudy.  Did not ice because I was late for a golf game.  Did not lift because I was tired as heck.

Day 170 (48) – This was Tuesday’s run today.  Shins felt OK, surprisingly.  I iced before and after, and ran at 1600.  It was still sunny and hot, 85°, but breezy and not too humid.  I ran the flat three mile loop in 26:30, so 8:50 miles if it is really three miles!  I felt great while running and was quite distracted by all the Army grunts running by, “Go Airborne!”, “That a way Airborne!”  Blah blah, I forgot and wore my 82ND shirt again.


Didn’t lift, but I did crunches (4x35).  Back is a little sore, but I only mention it in case it gets worse so I can look back and see when it started.  I do not expect it should get worse.


By the way, there are now over 100 official entrants to the race.

Day 169 (49) – Legs sore.  Ran at 1600, flat three miler, 27:45.  Felt the legs from the first step to the last.  Other than that not much to say.  Iced before and after, haven’t ridden bike in a few weeks.  Sunny, breezy, 80°.
Day 168 (50) – Left the car at the bar last night, ran back to get it in the morning.  That was dumb.  It hurt, head and shins.  (Been a while since I had more than a couple beers, now I remember why.  A hangover is good once every few years to keep you from drinking too much in between.)  No clue if it was three miles, maybe a shade under, but it took long enough as I ran a snails pace.


Some guy on a bike tried to pick a fight with me on the running trail.  Even though the signs say “WALK BIKES” he still took a swing towards me.  He backed off at the gathering crowds.  Thank god, he was large.


Weighed in at 206.  Still a Clydesdale!  Going back to bed.

Day 167 (51) – Rested, no cross training.  Pain in right leg.

Day 166 (52) – Pain in right leg, did not run.

Day 165 (53) – Not making many journal entries, because I am rather grumpy.  The shin splints are basically gone, though still barely tender.  Next problem, pulled my right calf.  I am almost certain this is an overuse injury, not a rapid onset dramatic injury.  I have felt it for a while and dismissed it as part of the shin splints.  Now it is definitely a solid first degree strain of the Soleus.  I feel fairly certain it is secondary to the gait change that resulted from the shin splints.  Part of the gait change was on purpose (slowing down!), but I must have changed the way I use the muscles when I run.  That allowed me to keep running without further damage to the shins, but BAM!! Something had to give.

Day 164 (54) – Still laid up.  The only good thing is that the shin splints should be completely healed when I get back from this calf thing!  Being a postural muscle, and one that is very necessary for ADLs (Activities of Daily Living) it is hard to rest it completely.  I have iced several times, and take it easy when I walk the dog or walk anywhere, but I refuse to stop golfing.  That could hinder things.

Day 163 (55) – Thank goodness it is a rest day, because I was getting sick of missing runs.

Day 162 (56) – Saturday.  The fast run day.  Guess I will miss this and the long day tomorrow.  Depressing.  Thank goodness I started training 31 weeks out, not 18!!  At least I got another injury on a shitty week to run, it has been 100 plus for several days.  I would have been running at 2100 to get it back down to 75°!  Alas, I am on vacation though and now would be a good time to work out and have fun!!  Damn.

Day 161 (57) – Noticed that today was the first time my leg did not hurt while walking the dog.  I have been absolutely sedentary for a few days now.  I have not biked (except one time, but I had no choice, long story, doesn’t belong here), I have not hit the speed bag (works the calves dancing around it), hell, I have not even moved around the house much.  Some vacation!!  But I think I will try running again tomorrow.  I will not run really, just a quick warm-up to see how it feels.  The shin splints are nearly non existent.


I will not record my weight, suffice to know that I am still a Clydesdale.

Day 160 (58) – The gimp leg feels OK.  I will try a jog today, but I am going to golf first.  I got some really comfy golf shoes, and I am playing a mostly flat course pulling my bag rather than carrying, so it should not bother me too much.


As I recall from my sporting days of youth, I could run and frolic and beat the hell out of my body and get bumps and bruises, but seldom any wear injuries.  The only two injuries I ever had from overuse were shin splints (though never this bad) and calf cramps.  The shin splints went away after the first few days of any new sport.  They were like breaking in new shoes:  routine, expected.  The calf cramps only came when I was made to stretch my calves.  I have large calves but they are flexible enough to let my foot do what it wants.  I stretched every other muscle group, and they needed it, but not my calves.  So I wonder, now that my shins hurt so bad part of my treatment was stretching the lower leg muscles, calves included.  Is it possible that helping the shin splints actually led to a secondary injury?


Perhaps, just perhaps, there is an even deeper underlying cause:  Ten years of relative sloth and over-consumption.  Could it be?  The world may never know!!


Quick calculation:  I have still run 30 out of 58 days, even with injuries I am batting better than .500!

Day 159 (59) – Ran a mile, with the dog.  Ran very slow, right calf hurts like the dickens.  My dickens, however, feels just fine…

Day 158 (60) – Did not run.  Frustrated.  Golfed, badly.  More frustrated.

Day 157 (61) – Very frustrated, but I am on vacation, so a few short hikes up and down cliffs and trails and various assorted bullshit.  Leg sore.

Day 156 (62) – End vacation, leg hurts.  (Surprised?!)  Got bloody drunk to celebrate the effective end of marathon hopes.  Happy Fourth of July.

Day 155 (63) – Leg still hurts, so does head.  I still hope to complete the marathon, but the time is looking longer and longer.

Day 154 (64) – What can I say?  At 208 I am still a Clydesdale.  The leg is really hurting, but I need to get some exercise eventually.  I can’t even stand for a few minutes without pain, even walking the dog hurts.  This is quickly becoming depressing!  One more week and I get a training plan overhaul.


Oh, and shame on me, I have not even lifted weights or done crunches the past week or two.  Not being able to run really puts a damper on the rest of the training.  I am psychologically weak, I admit it.

Day 153 (65) – Still sore, but not extreme pain.  Noticed some bruising pooling behind the Achilles tendon, though there is no pain down that far.  Gravity is neat.

Day 152 (66) – No entry, too pissed at the body to think about running, much less write.

Day 151 (67) – Thought about running today, but I will give it one more day.  Still a bit sore if I walk for more than a minute or two continuously.

Day 150 (68) – No entry.  I have bitched all I can, if you feel cheated by a lack of daily entry go back and reread Day 155 (63).

Day 149 (69) – Successfully rested; though I woke up this morning with calf cramps, pain in the anterior compartment where I normally get shin splints (but not in the posterior tibia where I had them last) for no known reason.  I may soon try to enter the wheelchair Clydesdale division.

Day 148 (70) – Well, the time has come.  I have revamped the training regimen.  I moved to a model based on a novice plan by marathoner and coach Hal Higdon, rather than an intermediate program which I had modified.  The original program will still be included in the appendices somewhere, for now it is in the bottom of this file.  You will see it, it is the only colored thing down there.  However, I put the new one on the first page, for my own use.


My new goal is to finish a marathon.  My pace will be defined loosely, I just need to finish in less than five and a half hours.  This is roughly a 12.5 minute mile pace.  (Slower than Congress!)  Though I want to finish and not be a slave to setting any time or pace, 12.5 minute miles achieves several goals.


First, it allows me to actually RUN the marathon rather than walk it.  Second, I will be able to stay awake the entire time and not fall asleep at mile 13!!  Third, the city will be opening roads behind the runners at approximately this pace, allowing slower runners to be run over by cars and such, that is bad.  Finally, if I run a good pace for 16 miles then cramp up, it will allow me enough slack time to walk the rest and still get a ‘finisher’ medal (though pride would suffer if I have to walk across the line)!


It is also important to note that the lower mileage will help me maintain my Clydesdale status.  There are now 136 runners listed as entered.  Though I do not feel like opening every file and seeing how many fat-boys there are, I can assume (from past entry data) that about one percent of the entrants are in the heavy category.  Thus, I am likely still the only one.  If there wind up being 30 Clydesdales total, I stand a much better chance of being in the top three and potentially getting an award!!


It was hot today.  Sunny, no wind, 75°, no humidity.  Ran my fun three miles today at a 9:30 pace.  I was moving so slow that Christopher Reeve had to go around me!!  Felt fine, but the right calf was sore.  Not tight, not lame, just sore.  Hmm.

Day 147 (71) – Ahh, first day on a new schedule.  I rode the bike for about 45 minutes.  Up hill down hill, east, west, trail, street, stop and go.  Fun, fun.  The legs feel OK except the nagging in the right calf.  I suppose it will either go away at some point or just tear in half and leave me crippled.  Either way, there must be some finality other than ‘sore’.


I really wonder if riding my bike nice and easy for a few miles is all that bad for me when the training plan says rest (thinking about later in the week, not today).  I like to ride to work, but if I also work out that day or if I am supposed to rest, does it really matter?  Three and a half miles, I go slow and don’t even break a sweat.  I bet I spend as much energy clutching in and out in the stop and go traffic!!


Looking forward to a rest day, though I just had about two weeks worth!!  And for the record, 208 lbs…  Still a Clydesdale (insert your best horse noise).  Only 21 weeks to go, hope I do not lose more than 8 pounds!!

Day 146 (72) – I successfully rested today.  When I golfed (terribly, by the way) I even used a cart instead of walking.  Although, in reality this was more because my hand cart broke and I did not have the straps to carry the bag.  Either way, I am NOT overdoing it.


I let my brother in on the fact that I am planning a marathon run.  Now I am totally committed.  Too many people know now, so I cannot back down.

Day 145 (73) – Let me tell you how much I like exercise.  I ran.  Three miles.  Thirty minutes.  Hoo-rah!!  I will not run in the evening again, the low sun was killing me.  Nothing else of interest.


Right calf really hurt.  Tried a few different gaits and paces.  They all hurt after a minute.  I think I strike first on the outside of my heel (makes sense, I am bowlegged)(OK, medial tibial torsion!!).  This makes my foot slap, not from front to back but from outside in.  When the front of the foot slaps I get the classic front of the shin shin-splints.  So it makes sense that if the inside slaps that something else will hurt.  Now what to do.  New shoes made for a supinator.  Though in reality I do not supinate, it is a problem of a malformed tibia rather than a problem with the foot or the arch.


The car analogy:  flat tire – bad arches; worn ball joints – bad ankles; out of alignment – tibial malformation.  There is nothing the matter with the foot or ankle, it just hits the ground at the wrong angle because the tibia is bent.  This is bad for running, because you cannot correct a tibia!!  But in the overall scheme of things it is a pretty minor issue, I have no complaints.

Day 144 (74) – Didn’t run today, just too forkin’ busy.  This is the first time I have made a conscious decision to skip a run, other than for health reasons.  It feels kind of nice.  I have missed a couple days, but they were never planned, and I always made them up later.  I will not make this one up.

Day 143 (75) – Ran.  Loved it.  Like always.  My quads hurt, just sore, really.  I have slowed my pace down from a smooth quick pace that gave me shin splints to a slow loping gait that is sure to rattle loose any odd crap in my joints, which has successfully hidden so far.  Said crap will the proceed to get caught in every nook and cranny that it can cause pain from.  Meanwhile the muscles that have to propel me up and down, instead of the normal forward, think they ski moguls continuously for thirty minutes a day as I maintain my unhappy-Tigger-like running style.

Day 142 (76) – Rested well, no issues, but the calves still hurt.

Day 141 (77) – Ran my three miles in my old sneaks.  Theoretically, it should make my legs feel worse, but in fact they feel better, or at the least there is no change.  I am going to buy a new pair like these if they still sell them.

Day 140 (78) – My cross training was walking the dog quite briskly for a half an hour.  I take a slow stroll with him for 20 minutes a day, but I wanted to combine the cross training with him today.  Two reasons, the Vet says he is getting fat and needs to lose five pounds (he seems to be all muscle to me, who knows?); and I really did not feel like a bike ride.  My right calf is hurtin’ for certain.  Oh well, maybe tomorrows day of rest will do me good.


Two Hundred Eight pounds, still a Clydesdale.

Day 139 (79) – I was all geared up for a run when I checked this page to see how far.  YES!!


Once again, I have rested without error.  Actually I golfed today, carrying the bag, back feels good, right calf sore.  I shot semi-decently for the course I was at, very decently for myself.  Nothing else of interest.


There are now 169 official entrants in the race.  I wonder how many Clydesdales?

Day 139.5 (78.5) – Shortly after today’s entry I hurt my ankle by slamming my finger in a kitchen drawer.  (Yes, you read that correctly, read on…)  This caused an immediate yelp, followed by a leap in the opposite direction (a defensive move to give me a minute to recover before the drawer’s next offensive).  Because I had taken the running shoes back off after my realization that it is a rest day, I had them out on the floor.  Landing on one caused me to roll my left ankle fairly well.  Genius.


Incidentally, the finger is unscathed.

Day 138 (80) – Thankfully, the ankle feels fine today.


Ran my three on the flat three mile today in 26:30, roughly a 8:50 pace.  It felt good to go a little faster.  Even though my belly was full of donuts from a symposium this afternoon, I think my legs enjoyed it a little more.  The work is not bad, it is the pounding of going too fast or the effort of bouncing too slow that hurts.  I guess if I still feel good in the morning I will try to keep that pace this week and see how it goes.  I have been using the ibuprofen and naproxen sodium all day, except the six hours before I run, so I know how they feel.  Then I take some right before the run, because it takes a while to kick in, so it does not affect the run, but it aids any recovery.


My buddy gave me a good tip on shoes.  When I get a good pair that I like I am going to get three pair.  I can alternate between two pair during training, this will give them a good chance to dry out, and for the sole padding to rebound (I am a Clydesdale!), and then the third pair I can break in on the short runs in the few weeks before the marathon.  That way I will have the same shoe all the time but the best protection.  Seems to make sense, now I just have to find a shoe for a two hundred pound distance runner with bad form.

Day 137 (81) – Ran three in the evening, almost 2100.  Ran in 27:30, not too fast, but the legs felt good.  I actually was not in the mood to run so I kept delaying, then I made myself do it and I had a fun run.  Hopefully the legs keep improving because cardiovascularly I am ready to move on, in fact I was ready a few weeks ago, except for the old bones!

Day 136 (82) – The legs are more sore than yesterday, but still not as sore a couple days ago.  I stretch them lightly and just work them in circles and stuff all day (not when I am walking though, I hope that was obvious).  I slowed it down to a nine and a half pace today to make sure I did not fry myself on the last two days, and that was harder.  I think I need to just move faster.  We will see what a day off does for me.  My first five miler this weekend, ooh, ahh.


I have really stopped all weight work, simply because I am lazy and this quarter is a difficult one for scheduling workouts, but I am still doing my stretching.  Also, on a marathon related note, I have determined my bathroom scale to be one step between shitty and useless.  It is not even consistent to itself, though it hovers in the same range usually.  So I think I am still a Clydesdale, but I could be ±10 pounds from the reading on the scale!!

Day 135 (83) – Day of rest, walked around the Gilroy Garlic Festival, but nothing strenuous.  Right leg hurts.

Day 134 (84) – Right leg forced me to run a very slow two miler.  The pain is now back to the original spot, where it is more of a medial shin splint rather than a muscle strain.  In an odd way I am glad it moved at least.  That means two things, first, it is not stress fractures!!  Second, the injuries are healing, unfortunately more follow behind but that is better than one injury that never heals!

Day 133 (85) – I am taking a week off.  This leg stuff must heal.  Unfortunately, my distances will jump on the next few weekends.  I see this as either a great chance for re-injury, or just plain old failure.  Either way, I am depressed and the leg hurts.  But I am still a Clydesdale.

Day 132 (86) – What good is it to be a Clydesdale if you don’t finish the run?

Day 131 (87) – No entry.

Day 130 (88) – No entry.  Finished a book.

Day 129 (89) – No entry.  Total rest is total boredom.

Day 128 (90) – No entry.

Day 127 (91) – No entry.  Getting bedsores.

Day 126 (92) – No entry.  Still a Clydesdale.  Whoopee.

Day 125 (93) – This is the first day of training according to the plan I used to derive mine.  Ironic that it starts on a day of rest, I hope I can at least complete today pain free!


Finished another book.

Day 124 (94) – Actually, this was my first day pain free.  I ran my three miles in 34 minutes, as slow as I could and still be recognized as jogging.  But the object is finishing not finishing fast.  I ran in the late evening, post sunset, quite nice.  It was cool, no glare, most obnoxious kids were gone.  And no one could see me jogging in place for three miles.  I can not wait until I dare try running on a hill again, the flat running trail is about the most boring thing on Earth except not running.


I really should start lifting a little again, I have truly been a sloth.  Not exercising gives one less energy.  A fact I learned well in college, but never tried to apply to myself.


Two hundred twenty-seven entrants now.
Day 123 (95) – Ran the flat three miler.  Could barely feel the pain in the right leg, more of an awareness of the previous injury than a unique pain, really.  I am staying well hydrated and eating a bit healthier.  I think that dehydration may have been a factor before.  I drink several cups of coffee a day.  In the evening I will have one glass of juice.  Then in the evening I will have a glass of wine or beer, or nothing at all.  Sometimes, less often, I have soda.  So overall I am perpetually dehydrated.  I am wondering if that will have an effect.  34 minutes, ran late in the evening, nice and cool.

Day 122 (96) – I had to do it.  Enough of the flat trail, I ran my three mile hill loop today.  I ran slow, especially on the downward side, just to play it safe.  But it was nice for a chance of pace pun not intended, but appreciated).  Ran at 1700, still 80° and humid, but the run took 33 minutes.  Again I could feel the right calf/shin area, but when I am not running I do not feel it, so I think I am OK for now.


I found the shoes I am buying.  The same ones I have now, but bigger.  My feet have grown in the last year and a half or so.  So I went to some stores and tried on all the New Balance I could find to get my size, but none had the model for me.  I will order a pair online (www.roadrunnersports.com, good deals on shoes if you buy a membership).  If they are the wrong size I will return them for a wider one.  I used to be 10½ 2E-3E, now I am 11 3E-4E.  So I know I need an 11, but a ‘wide’ or ‘doublewide’?


Just a quick tally, I have run 100 miles in 96 days.

Day 121 (97) – Well, I feel particularly good today.  My lower legs feel fine, except one spot that is tender to the touch.  Another day of rest feels good, but even after a few days of running the sore spot is getting smaller.  The six miler tomorrow will be fun, and then two days off.  Well, one day of cross training, but as long as it is low impact I can rest the hoof a bit.  The muscles and lungs still do not need a rest, but these old bones…

Day 120 (98) – I decided it would be best to not push my luck with the hills, so I ran the flat three miler twice.  It was a little boring, but compared to being injured it was a blast.  Thankfully I have completed a run of longer than three miles, pain free!!  It was 1600 when I started, and about 80° with relatively high humidity.  The run itself took 64 minutes, about equal to my 11 minute pace that I have been doing.  I tried for about ten, but I get into this rhythm that just feels OK and I can maintain it, so it works out to be 10:30-11:00 minute miles.  Most importantly, it does not cause shin pain!


I felt fine throughout the run, and drank about a half pint of water from a bottle as I went.  Drinking while you run is tricky.  Just getting it to go in your mouth is a challenge, probably ten times worse when it is a little Dixie cup as you run by a medical tent!  Once it is in your mouth you need to time it so you don’t choke, but you do not want to drink too much at once, blah, blah…  Easier to experience than explain, if you are curious, go try it.


I did not think I was getting to a very aerobic level when running, mostly a slow pace that was easy for the muscles and lungs in order to spare the shins.  But I took my pulse a minute or so after I stopped.  While walking around it was 131 for a minute, over twice my resting heart rate.  I guess I definitely am getting a workout.  Also, my quads were burning, because I am going slow a lot of energy is spent in an up and down motion rather than forward.  I got to thinking, if my quads burn when contracting one time per second at about a 75% usage for one hour…  I really have to respect the heart.  It beats about once per second (more or less) for your whole damn life!!

Day 119 (99) – Two hundred seven pounds of Clydesdale lovin’ rode the bike down the trail for twelve miles or so today, at a nice easy pace (slightly under twelve miles per hour!!).  Riding the bike is nice, I can take off the shirt and get a little sun.  I could do that running, except where I run is more peopled and running bounces what fat I have, making it seem like more.  I am pretty satisfied with my self image, though not conceited, but jiggling is bad.  Anyway, the shins feel good, the psyche feels good, the stomach is hungry.


I have been trying to eat a little better, thinking that with the increasing mileage it would be best to be as light as possible.  This will make my running more efficient and be less traumatic on the shins that have to bear the load.  I will miss being a Clydesdale, so maybe I can hover at 199 and then weigh in after my carbo-loading and still be good and fat.  And for the record, eating well entails less fried food, slim fast and yogurt breakfasts, the same amount of coffee, less beer, the few beers I do have are all Guinness Stout (both for iron content and lower alcohol content [4.2%]), and I eat less ice cream, now only a bowl every other day!!  So while I might shed a pound or two, do not think I will become frail and withered anytime soon.


Ninety-nine days down by my schedule, seven days by the actual published schedule.

Day 118 (100) – I have successfully weathered the quadriceps storm.  My legs were burning last night, in a fairly good sort of way, today they feel fine.  The bike ride was good to stretch me out, but not work me too hard.


I have had shin splints for so long it is odd to walk around with only a few minor sore muscles.  I am resting today, because the training program calls for it, but I do feel like riding my bike to work.  I guess I will follow instructions and be lazy.  I just noticed that my point tenderness in the right leg is gone.  Because it hurt to touch, I seldom probed the region, but I just did it now for curiosity and it is better!!  HOT DAMN, I’m healthy!  (Relatively, of course.)

Day 117 (101) – First, I found out that the statue I run to on the flat three miler is a statue of Doc Ricketts.  I thought it was John Steinbeck, but no.  Of course, I do not know who the hell Doc Ricketts is!!  Actually I have a vague idea, but I do not want to lie to you, so, more on that later, if I remember.  If I do not, search online!


The flat three miler today, the hill tomorrow.  Well, maybe not the hilly side tomorrow.  My right leg was sore for pretty much the entire three miles.  No pain, really, but I was more aware of it than I should have been.  I will ice and NSAID myself today, but if it is sore tomorrow I will take the day off.  I really don’t want to, but I am not going to be dumb and get back to where I can’t walk for a week again!!


I ran in 32:15 in the mid-afternoon, it was hot, hazy, humid.  I felt fine other than the leg.  Now the longer I sit, the worse it feels.  Oh well, we will see what happens.


Will Gill get his shin-splints back, or will his shin splints find another leg?  Will he run tomorrow, or will he sit around pissed off and complaining?  For the answers to these questions and many more, tune in next time, same Bat-time, same Bat-channel, two lines down from here!!

Day 116 (102) – Did not run today.  Several reasons, first the legs are sore again, well, just the right one.  Not too sore, but I do not want it to be!!  Second, DAY FROM HELL!!  So, that is the story.  Besides, Hal says it is OK to cheat on a midweek short run every now and then!

Day 115 (103) – Right leg hurts, still not bad, but I feel it is safer to wait.

Day 114 (104) – What can I say, rest is rest.  Although the leg feels better, I am going to easy, but I did ride the bike to work for low impact cross training.

Day 113 (105) – Sat like a bump on a log.  Walked the country mile at a fair, then later at a car show.  The leg feels OK, but still tender.  I will do my long run tomorrow.  If it is not better by then I will quit.  In which case you will never see an update again.

Day 112 (106) – Well, I screwed up.  I set out to run seven miles, so I had a spot measured out, nice, flat, along the paved running trail.  I ran by my turn-around.  My seven miles turned into 7.3.  That turns out to be a very long .3 miles!!  I ran in 1:15 overall, and felt decent doing it.  My shins felt fine, but the muscles and knees notice the longer run.  I could still hold a conversation at that pace if I had to, but I would not want to!  I guess that is about 10:17 a mile for over 7 miles.  That equates to a 4½ hour marathon.  I will be bored as hell!!  But a finished marathon is the goal, gotta stay goal oriented…


Again, the water drinking is an issue.  I am just uncoordinated.


Also, running in the new shoes I noticed the difference.  Three differences actually.  First, even though the old ones are relatively new, these are a lot softer!!  Second, the fit is much better a half size up.  Who knew?!  Third, when New Balance® makes a shoe ¼ inch longer, they make the laces about five inches linger.  Really.  I noticed that as the laces thrashed about my ankles today.  Usually I have just enough lace to double knot.


Oh, almost forgot…  Yes Virginia, I am a Clydesdale.  (Two hundred four pounds by bathroom scale of questionable accuracy.)

Day 111 (107) – My day of rest.  The shins feel OK, but I am waiting to see how they feel on tomorrows run.  I can not allow my self to skip too many runs.  As much as it is good to let the pain go away, there is the counter effect.  If they are healthy, but not used to the long runs, isn’t that as likely to bring back the shin splints?  Where is the happy medium I wonder.  The world may never know.

Day 110 (108) – 125 miles in 108 days.  Ran my three in the afternoon.  Three miles seemed short today.  Felt good while running, just sore afterward.  The legs were sore, but in the muscles, not like the shin splint pain.  I am afraid to hope that I am cured, but a man can dream, no?

Day 109 (109) – HALFWAY DAY!!!  Wednesday truly is HUMP DAY!


Ran over my lunch hour.  My first mid-week four miler.  Ran it in 38:00.  That is much faster than my normal pace for three miles, but hey, I felt good, whatever.  Would like to write more but I have to shower and go back to work.

Day 108 (110) – I am getting a touch of the flu.  I can definitely feel it in the throat.  I can feel the right leg hurting, too, but I wonder if having a touch of flu makes that seem worse than it is.  I was uncomfortable running today, but I did.  Day off tomorrow will be thoroughly utilized!

Day 107 (111) – Rested.  Leg hurts.  You know the routine.  My life is not exciting.  Debating on my five miler tomorrow.  At the least I will wait until late evening to run, hopefully the new old pain is gone by then.


For the record, I am confused by the scale.  I have only lost about ten pounds in three months, but my pants are all loose, the mirror says I am losing gut (albeit very slowly), and people at work asked if I was losing weight.  While this is a good feeling, I hope it is muscle and not just redistribution of fat.  The positive side… I AM A CLYDESDALE!

Day 106 (112) – Well, the right leg is sore, but getting a little more tame.  I did about a half hour hard walk with the dog, and decided to call that my cross training and try waiting until tomorrow for my run.  Luckily this weekend is a short run, but I still do not want to miss it.

Day 105 (113) – My wife’s plane came in early, so I ran while still full, and ran harder than I wanted to.  If I had waited until after the plane was coming in it would have been too late at night and I would have been starving, besides, it is a 50 minute run and she was coming in in an hour.  I enjoyed running faster than I wanted to, but it is not good for the shins.  Personally I feel like going out and sprinting a few miles, but I have to be smart.


Oh, yeah, still weighing in at two-oh-heavy, Clydesdale, that is.

Day 104 (114) – Nothing eventful.  I rested.  I golfed.  Oh, potential new injury source!  I hit a golf ball pretty hard, it hit a rock and came back at my left knee cap.  It then ricocheted a good thirty yards.  I do not think it will even bruise, but thankfully it was a knee cap shot, not the shins!!

Day 103 (115) – Ran my three, uneventful.  Felt good except for the leg.  I started stretching my calves again (gently) and I am super-hydrating, as well as vitamining my self in an effort to control the electrolytes.   Have actually been eating less crappy in an attempt to help the legs.  I think the only treatment for them will be six weeks of nothing but a lot of bicycle work or swimming.  I guess after the marathon I will have that option, I am committed now.  I am going to stop writing about the calf unless something different happens.  Dull pain is exactly that, dull.  It is not interesting to anyone, so until further notice it is still sore.  Maybe I will mention it once a week, simply to remind you of it (and because I am a whiney little bitch!).


Wow, I am on my 25th page.  This has to be the dullest book ever!


My buddy Mike just told me that there is a group of five guys that runs their distance on Saturdays, at 0700.  They run in Carmel, which is hillier, and go to Pebble Beach, which has great views.  They all run different speeds and times, but it is an out and back course that has well marked, measured turn around points.  Then they all meet at the end and get a snack and coffee.  He said I will not be the shortest distance in the group, one guy only does five every week; and I will not be the slowest, there is another guy that runs ten to eleven minute miles (well, it is a toss up between us).  So I will go give it a try.  Worst case scenario, they are annoying and I pay too much for coffee.  I can deal with that, I am annoying to other people, and good coffee is worth the money, especially on a Saturday morning after a ninety minute run!!
Day 102 (116) – Well, that was exciting.  Running after breakfast, before class was nice, but it left me starving.  I did not leave myself enough time to eat AND shower, get dressed, etc.  So I took care of the essential stuff and ate junk food in class.  No big deal, I needed a fat increase anyway (Keepin’ it Klydesdale, yo!).  The four mile run is a pain in the ass, because it brings me closer to ‘17 Mile Drive’.  Although I only run a quarter mile closer to it that any other day, people see me and ask for directions.  Pain in the ass to stop and bark, “second stop sign bang a left!”  Don’t these people have maps?  THEY ARE ALMOST THERE!!

Day 101 (117) – Opened up the stride a little more on the flat three miler today.  Doc Ricketts was holding a lovely pansy bouquet (people always put flowers in his hand).  I think next week on at least one of the days I will start doing the hilly three miler backwards.  Backwards because, even though it is only three miles, the layout will mimic the race route better.  A little downhill, a hard short uphill, then long, long, gentle downhill followed by a flat area.  Other than that nothing of note today.  I drank a hell of a lot of coffee today, I bet that is why the faster pace felt good!

Day 100 (118) – Rested well, except for the golf game.  We were paired with some slow folks, so I was on my feet a lot longer than normal, and that got me tired, but not sore.  Got a niner tomorrow, big fun!  One Hundred days to go!!

Day 99 (119) – Nine miles is a long way, especially at 0700.  Actually, I had a good run.  Several of us were together for the first two miles, then a couple people turned around, some slowed down and some sped up.  I enjoyed the run itself, from scenic Carmel-by-the-Sea through the Pebble Beach Golf Course, then on down Seventeen Mile Drive (the end in Pebble Beach, not the other end two blocks from my house).  I ran past the famous ‘lone cypress’.  Then I ran by a few hundred lone cypress’ one at a time, they are not famous for whatever reason.  Also, there were quite a few cypress’ in groups, none of them were famous either.  One was called the ‘ghost cypress’, either because it was dead, or because it was bleached white from sun and salt, looking rather like a non-animated, extremely tangible Casper.


There were several hills on the trail, and that was a huge difference from my running trail.  It was actually enjoyable, but I think my legs are ready for it now.  I expect additional soreness, but that is OK.  What I didn’t like was that it is a windy road, and almost all the turns are banked, so my feet were always tilted in odd directions, and running in the middle of the road is not safe.  Whatever.  It is a free road, I can’t complain (well, free except for taxes, you know what I mean).


Four weeks of training done, and looking forward to next weeks ten miler.


Oh, by the way, the coffee was not excessively priced, and VERY good.  I had it with a fig or date bar that appeared home made.  After a nine miler I was pretty hungry, so I was happy to see the natural sugars of fruit combined with the unnatural fats of crumbly cake like stuff.


I have inserted hyperlinks from the running schedule to the corresponding text.  Well, from the date on the left to the corresponding Sunday, which is still better than scrolling through thirty pages.  You are on your own (as am I) getting back to the top of the document.


Whoops, I forgot, it took me 1:27 to run a little over nine miles, pretty much right on track.  Also, I checked online, 367 official entrants as of today, 9 Clydesdales.  I am willing to bet I can finish in the top ten of my category!!

Day 98 (120) – I am not, nor have I ever been, a member of the Clydesdale Party!  OK, that is not true, still weighing in at 205.  Survived the evening with lots and lots of water.  This morning I feel fine, actually.  No shin splints, no sore knees, a healthy back (relatively!), and my quads aren’t even sore.  How bizarre.  I am going to ride my bike leisurely about the peninsula, and barring any news of interest I will not update afterwards.


OK, the bike ride was uneventful, however I feel the need to throw in a little more anyway.  It is not really a training update, so much as a running update.  I have noticed that I use a hell of a lot more soap lately compared to not exercising at all.  I usually take about a shower a day, sometimes less, sometimes more.  Now I frequently take two, and sometimes more, showers per day.  Compound this with the increased rate of soap consumption, and the bars go by pretty quick.  Yes, I use more soap per shower, because normally I accumulate dirt in a few areas, when I run I get sweat EVERYWHERE!  So my tendency is to be damn near dislocating shoulders to wash the back, etc.


Also, I am neater, in general.  I have to do laundry at least twice as often, and I find myself changing clothes all the time, which results in having the bedroom cleaner.  Also, I eat on the fly more.  Less prepared meals, more basic pastas and pre-grilled chicken, fruits and bananas, etc., so there are fewer dishes.


I think I drink less beer, usually three or four a week now, at most, which leaves me with more energy (not to mention properly hydrated).  On the good side, maybe I will save enough to pay for the three pair of New Balance® I bought!


Speaking of the New Balance®, with three pairs of identical shoes, I needed to differentiate them.  So I tied one knot in the very bottom loop of one pair, and two knots in another.  These are my daily running shoes that I alternate.  The third pair has no knot, and they will be my marathon shoes.  It does get confusing even remembering which pair I wore the day before though!

Day 97 (121) – Today is truly glorious.  A day off from work, a day off from running, a day off even from golf.  This day finds me about the laziest man alive, but feeling remarkably healthy.

Day 96 (122) – Three miles in 28:45, faster than I meant to, but the morning coffee was still in my system when I ran at 1000!  I stretched pretty thoroughly afterwards and do not expect many problems, but all the same, I am not trying to run that fast.  The last thing I want is an injury.  Well, another one.  Tomorrow is a day off from work, so I can enjoy my semi-long run in the morning.  Three miles seems so short now…


I rode my bike to work today.  (This was a strategic decision to win the war on traffic.  Though it is usually faster by car, there was an assembly for all personnel, which typically results in a traffic jam.  Thus, I chose 15 minutes of bike ride each way instead of 5 minutes in and 30 minutes back.)  It felt quite good considering it was the first time I have run and ridden on the same day in quite some time.  I do not expect to do it too frequently though, as this is a heavy workload quarter.  Honestly, it is a heavy workload of books as well as work.  Additionally, I get out in the late afternoon everyday, when the sea breeze is quite strong, particularly during the summer.  This results in an afternoon breeze of 15 knots that leaves me in third gear (of a possible seven) for three miles!!

Day 95 (123) – Ran the semi-hilly fiver.  It was hotter than Hades.  I sweat out about nineteen gallons of water.  Overall the run was fun, 48:00, not too bad.  I had to slow down on purpose, because the last mile was downhill.  Next long run (or semi-long run) I am definitely doing in the morning or evening, this noontime thing is stupid.

Day 94 (124) – Noon time runs, bad.  Oh wait, I determined that yesterday, didn’t I?  Yeah, I never claimed to be smart, just intelligent.  Or was it the other way around?  Anyway, I ran the flat three in 28 flat.  I was going to run the hilly three, but I forgot.  Oh well.  I was feeling froggy today, so I ran faster than normal.  Lots of calf and hamstring stretching.


Whenever I stretch before I run I get a voice stuck in my head.  It is the voice of some chief that used to help run the mandatory work outs at my first duty station in the Navy.  In a real stupid voice he would yell, “Streh-chout-chaww-HA-A-AMMstrings!!!”  It is funny, but not three miles worth of funny.  If I get that in my head on race day I am going to find a bar by mile five!!


One more day of rest, then my first double digit run!  (Weird, there are only twelve double digit training days to prep for a 26 mile race!  EEK!)

Day 93 (125) – Mission accomplished.  I am rested.

Day 92 (126) – Ran the ten miler in the morning.  Actually, it was a 10.5 miler, because I had no clue where the turn around was, so  I just kept going.  I still find it amazing that 1 hour and 36 minutes of running doesn’t kill you!  It worked out to 9:15 minute miles, but that is off a bit because I hauled ass for the last mile.  It was fun for a minute, then I got winded but people were already watching me so I sucked it up and flew on in.


I discovered that having a cup of coffee before a long run sucks.  I stopped to pee twice (hard to find a good spot on a tourist road!), and speaking volumetrically, I do not think it was necessary either time.  DAMN THE CAFFEINE MAN!


I did get my first runner’s high (second wind) after seven miles or so.  I have not felt that since the Eighties!  It felt great.  I was running with absolutely no awareness of trying at all.  This rapidly deteriorated into running too fast and getting a little burnt out too quick.  But I enjoyed it while it lasted.


After the run I walked about a mile on a soft sand beach, then climbed a tiny mountain (2.5 mile hike, possibly 900 feet elevation).  This was not strenuous, but considering the ass kicker of a run from the morning (and the too much pizza for lunch), my body was not pleased.

Day 91 (127) – Two Hundred Five, still a Clydesdale (at least according to the suspicious scale).


Used the wife’s super industrial type rowing machine today.  I accomplished 20 minutes of abuse.  Four thousand yards is not that far to run, but it is hell to row.  I do not know if that is a good time or not, but I suspect with my lack of form and efficiency that I put a lot of work into a little workout.  Either way, it stressed me to the limit, sweating profusely, biceps, traps, and back burning.  I think I will bike again next week.  The workout is not as intense, so I can do it longer (the point of my cross training day!), plus the scenery is better.

Day 90 (128) – I just could not rest today, I had to bike in to work.  This back fired to a degree, as this was the windiest day I have seen in quite a while.  Also, I golfed this morning – on a very long, very hilly course.  After this weekend I should have calves like… something with large calves.  (I can’t come up with a good example, so think of one that suits you and insert it as appropriate.)

Day 89 (129) – Three miles in 27:00.  I was hauling ass (relatively, anyway)*, and both of the measured miles were 8:15, so I really wonder if my course is measured correctly.  Either way, too long is probably just as well, I just wish I knew how fast I was really running.  Legs feel tight, mostly in the calves, but the shin splints have been minimal to nonexistent this last week.  Hope that continues.


* My one dedicated reader pointed out to me (in a Steven Wright sort of way), that when you are a Clydesdale, you are always ‘hauling ass’.

Day 88 (130) – Fifty miles in five minutes.  No that’s wrong.  Five miles in fifty minutes.  Wow, I just broke a world record in that first sentence.  Today was a slow painful day.  Some odd muscle in my right hip is getting sore.  The Athletic Trainer in me is sure it is nothing, but being a hypochondriac in me says otherwise.  Unfortunately the Athletic Trainer half has retired and the hypochondriac is hard at work.  One Advil and four single malts, please.  No that’s wrong.  Four Advil and a single malt, please.


By the way, the reason it took the full fifty minutes is that five miles is longer at 0630 than at 1630.  Don’t believe me?  Try it yourself.

Day 87 (131) – Three miles in under 30 minutes, though I really did not think to look at my watch, I know about what time I left and returned.  It was the hilly loop, and I did stop for a half a minute at the peak of the hills to stretch my calves for a few seconds before continuing.  That act probably saved me from injury, and definitely allowed me to keep a good pace going back downhill!

Day 86 (132) – From Agbaje to Zook, there are now 483 runners or teams (for the marathon relay (wimps)).  Today is a rest day, and I may switch my workout days on the weekend, because I am just beat.  I know training is tiring, but it should be worse in the last couple weeks, not now!


I bought socks.  They are nothing special, but they have grey on them, so they match my New Balance® collection.  I intend on buying shorts and a water belt this weekend.  I am running in standard Navy shorts that work rather well, but they are bulky and heavy on the longer runs.  Also, I need to get some running shirts for the longer runs, cotton tee shirts weigh 30 pounds by the end of ten miles.  The water belt I have in mind is just a lightweight wide belt that has two pouches to carry two water bottles.  I do not like the camel-back things, they just seem like they would be too heavy and constricting.  A cheap water belt allows me to carry more than one bottle fairly easily (I carry one in my left hand now!) and thus have more control over the run, rather than stopping only at aid stations, etc.  And when I am out of water, throw away the belt, they’re cheap!


Anyhow, more on all that crap when I get the stuff.

Day 85 (133) – Not injured.  Just didn’t feel like running.  You like apples?  Well how d’ya like them apples?

Day 84 (134) – Two hundred three pounds, and eating a piece of KFC® chicken as I type.  Ran the seven miler today and felt fine enough.  I will skip the day of cross training.  I really have nothing else to say.  The KFC® was good.
Day 83 (135) – Rest is good, but there was not much to write on.

Day 82 (136) – Ran three miles, but not a normal route, I ran probably three and a half due to a detour for no reason.  My right knee has a very sharp pain only when running after 20 minutes or so.  It happened on the final two miles of my long run on Sunday, too.  I had a small cartilage tear when I was much younger that I had assumed healed itself, as it has never really hurt since.  However, all my (limited) knowledge says that it is consistent with the same sort of injury in the exact same location.  Being 13 or 14 when it happened, I assumed it had healed, puberty and hormones and all that do wonders for healing.  I am not going to do anything with it just yet, I will wait out the week and see how it goes.  If it is cartilage, I am not having surgery, so what the hell, I can’t hurt it more (I know better than that, but wishful is my thinking).

Day 81 (137) – Six miles, the hilly three miler followed by the flat one.  The running trail is getting old.  I like the hillier runs, but am quite afraid of shin splints.  It is so nice to walk without a limp that I would like to continue.  Speaking of which, I ran nice and slow today (1:01, a ten minute pace) and my knee felt fine.  I guess when I look my hypochondriism square in the eye it runs away.


Anyway, the early morning run was fun.  Except the warm up.  I hate the first quarter mile warm up every day.  I can actually hear my joints’ cells screaming in rebellion.  After the warm up I am fine though.  Next Wednesday I have to remember to set the coffee pot to turn on before I come back from the run though.  Yes, water is a necessity, but coffee is addiction.  I go with addiction every time.


I do not think hypochondriism is a real word.

Day 80 (138) – Got to stretch out after the run by sitting on my lawn watching the sun rise.  That is nice.  Until the trash trucks start going by and some jackass on a Harley Davidson crackled by.


When I run in the morning I like to run square in the middle of the road.  Sometimes I keep pace by stepping on the yellow lines in a rhythm.  I figure it is good practice for a race that will have all traffic off the road, but more importantly, it is flat in the middle.  I hate running near the gutter so one side of my hips and one nee and one ankle all take a pounding.  It can even leave my back sore if I do not change sides of the street periodically.  But right in the middle is nice and comfy.  Other runners, bicyclists, and little old ladies with towels on their heads coming out to fetch the local daily all look at you like you have three heads.  I fully expect someone to ask me if I know I am in the middle of the road.  I do not even have a sarcastic response set up yet.  (By the way, if a sarcastic remark is set up ahead of time and is just the perfect retort, it is sarcasmic.)

Day 79 (139) – A rest, better than arrest.  I had nothing to do today other than think of that joke.  Tomorrow I run a long way, there will be nothing funny to write.  Knee feels good still, shins are OK, whole body seems not to be rebelling too badly.  Sore muscles here and there, but no full scale rebellion of body parts.  Otherwise, nothing is new.


One odd thought, I may have mentioned before:  Why can I run 20+ miles per week and feel fine, but I huff and puff after walking up twenty stairs!!

Day 78 (140) – Somewhere around twelve miles.  I ran fast, so it is hard to tell.  Running out in touristy Pebble Beach (Really it is a secluded gated community, but that is what attracts tourists.  I love the irony.), any way…  Running out in touristy Pebble Beach, I find it somewhat easy to tell how far I have gone usually.  On Seventeen Mile Drive are several tourist things like the ‘Lone Cypress’ or ‘Fanshell Point”, blah, blah.  Well, the mile markers, I have now determined, are placed near the tourist points, not near the actual measured mileage points.  This has led to some confusion.


I usually gauge my runs by time as well, knowing that I am something of a metronome after three or four miles.  So today I think I ran about eleven and a quarter miles, then I ran an extra half mile or so at the end to make up for it.  Overall, I would estimate 11.5 in 1:45, but it is so hard to say, because I was running pretty well, I think.  More than my usual pace.  Which throws off my metronome theory.  If I ran 11.5 it was a 9:10 pace, which I am capable of.  If I ran 12, I ran a 8:45 pace, which is well beyond me.  Either way, I ran a freakin’ long way.


Besides, there was a 10K starting up the road, and if I had gone much further they would have run my ass over before I got out of their way.  As it was, I made it to their turn around point and kept going back to my car about two minutes before they got to the turn around.  That also explains why the first two water stations were cheering me and the water station at the turnaround was yelling that I was going the wrong way.  “STOP FORREST, STOP!”


I am thinking of running a half marathon up near San Francisco next week.  I figure as long as I am running thirteen miles, I may as well get a tee shirt for it!  Sure I will pay $35 for the shirt, but at least I can prove it afterwards!  As it stands right now, you folks reading this may or may not believe me, but no one else will!


Eleven weeks to go.

Day 77 (141) – Two hundred one pounds of Clydesdale lovin’!  I ran with the dog for part of my cross training today.  It was a very slow jog that allowed me to stop and walk when he wanted a sniff.  Really, I was amazed at how quickly my heart rate jumps when it feels even a little exercise.  I ran thirty feet out the door, and he stopped for a sniff, when I stopped, sweat was already dripping off my head and underarms.  Bizarre.


After twenty minutes or so of the jog walk, I lifted nice and easy and did some crunches.  Although it has been a good long time since I lifted, it felt good.  I added the incline bench to the lifting routine.  I will admit that is really a senseless exercise that will not help with the run, but cosmetically I need more chest, so what the hell.  Really, I do not think 3x15 with 40 pound dumbbells will build me up too much though!


Anyway, I finished with some much needed stretching.  I can not seem to stretch my right hip enough to ease the tight muscles there.  It is not pain and does not affect the runs, but it is always tight.  At least it is a slow problem so I can deal with it, not like shin splints that come one morning with no warning!  I would rather break an ankle than have shin splints again, at least other people believe you then!


Also, the back muscles are sore as hell since Saturday night.  No clue why.  This is one of those periodic things that kicks in.  No nerve or bone or other pain, like when I first hurt it, just the muscles.  If it is like the other times, it will last four or five days and be mysteriously gone.  It is painful muscle spasm that doesn’t prevent any range of motion, it just prevents sudden movements within the range!  So I am not worried, just thought it bore mentioning.


Did I mention how happy I am the shin splints are gone?

Day 76 (142) – Today, the rest day.  It is a good day for it.  I have four finals, two tomorrow and two Wednesday.  This is my day of studying.  Also, my legs, while not precisely sore, will be glad for the rest.


There are now 569 runners listed in the marathon.  There are also 33 pages in this boring text so far, and only three pages of blank entries ahead.  Wow.

Day 75 (143) – Hilly three miler before a couple finals.  This is good for the relaxation.  The zen.  Something.  I hope.  The back already feels better than a couple days ago,  in fact, it really just feels like a normal back.  That is, assuming I remember what a normal back feels like…


Anyhow, I ran in 29 and change, I couldn’t quite read the watch in the darkness.  (It is a Timex, similar to one I used to own, but the buttons are in different places.  Every time I try to illuminate the face I stop the timer feature.)  I ran at a normal pace both up and down hill.  I feel like I could have gone faster uphill, and I feel like I should have gone slower downhill, but it was nice not thinking too much about it.  I need those downhill runs to continue at normal pace because a good portion of my race will be downhill.  My worry is about shin splints, but I need to get over that physically as well as mentally.  Living two hundred yards from the Pacific Ocean and 60 feet above sea level, it is hard to find a run that actually ends on an uphill!  Unless I walk a mile back to my house as a cool down.  But I am a hypochondriac, fearing shin splints may be good for me.


Enough bullshit!  I need to get to class!!

Day 74 (144) – Zero five hundred is not a good time to run.  Well it is, but not for me.  Six miles, the hilly three miler twice.  Took an hour and a minute (including a quick rest stop).  Felt fine.  Got scared by quarrelling (mating?) raccoons.  Saw a deer by itself, later another doe almost hit me and the buck then scared the bujeezus out of me.  I stopped to pick up a penny near the end of my run (I am cheap, OK?), and noticed that the time in my run was 57:57.  You will never guess what year the penny was…  1980.  There was no significance to that, other than the fact that it was just light enough to read my watch and not the penny, but I thought it would be cool if it were a 1957.  Enough, I am going to take my finals.

Day 73 (145) – I got this one out of the way at an odd hour!  I ran the hilly three at 2130.  Oddly enough I ran quick (26:30), though I would have expected to be slow from the change in routine.


I decided to not run the half marathon I mentioned back on Day 78 (140).  I want to run it, but our dog sitter fell thorough, and it is a few hours away, so it is not good for a day trip.  Damn.  Instead, I think I will run an early morning 13 out in Pebble Beach and let my wife ride along with me on her bike.  It will be slow for her, but she would love the scenery.  The only tough part would be the golf course.  Now, I run on the trail, and it would be OK when we went out, it would be coming back they might not like it.  Who knows.


242 miles down, 294 miles to go (320 including the race)!  (That means I have 55% of my mileage left, but only 33% of my time.)  609 official entrants!

Day 72 (146) – My wife has some Mongolian Death Flu that is just killing her.  I have a sore throat, but I do not have any other symptom she has, so I think I am going to be lucky and miss this flu.  Other than that, a nice day of rest with no school.  Plenty of ice cream and crap food to keep me happy and fat though.

Day 71 (147) – I ran 13 miles in 2:11.  I am therefore too tired to type, but I did finish it.  More later on in the day.


I am back now, and able to move to a much larger degree.  Actually, I feel as though I can move much less, but what movement there is has become less painful.  I am fairly certain that I am getting the cold that my wife survived.  The good news is that she is getting better, and my long run is out of the way.  Hopefully being in shape should help me fight this off a little.  Realistically, I am prepared for the worst, and hoping for the best.


The run.  What can I really say, it was 13 miles.  I was sore all over from the very start, and barely even had a first wind, much less a second.  I think the cold was grabbing ahold already, and I just was in denial.  I got my second wind (really, it was the first!) about four miles into the run, so I knew trouble was coming.  I ran into pain as soon as I turned around at 1:06.  Every joint that has ever hurt, hurt; every injury that I had forgotten, I recalled; every injury that has not yet come to pass, I foresaw (forefelt?).  I had a headache in my knee, a broken rib on my hip, and a split lip in my lower back.  Yes, even the injuries were out of whack.


I have just eaten a brownie (two actually, go Clydesdale).  Typing the word two made me think of my favorite running thought for the day, though.  Why does the word TWO have one O and the word TOO has two O’s?  I really do not have an answer, but it eased the pain for a mile toward the end.  Until I realized that be that logic 6 would be spelled siiiiiix.  Then I laughed, which broke the rhythm and brought back the pain!


Ten weeks left.

Day 70 (148) – Still in the big boy club, but I did no exercise today.  I caught my wife’s Mongolian Death Flu or SARS or whatever the hell it is.  Yesterday I think I had the beginnings of it because I am 100 times more sore after a 13 mile run than I was after a 12 miler.

Day 69 (149) – Again, a day of rest, and whining, and coughing.  I am debating not running tomorrow unless I feel a lot better.  It is now 2300, as the day progresses I feel worse, and I can’t sleep.  But with the exception of health, it was a good day.

Day 68 (150) – I feel better, but still know I am sick.  I am going to take at least today off and see how it is.  This thing is not all that bad, but it sure is persistent.

Day 67 (151) – I am going to try, once again, to change this to an html document for easier viewing online.  It is not the easy transition Microsoft leads one to believe.  I hope you appreciate it.


I ran the seven miler in 1:04.  That seems quick.  I felt really good, except for my left foot.  Even the throat felt good, but dry.  Thankfully I brought my H2O!


I know the suspense is killing you...  My Left Foot:  I was walking around the kitchen this morning, chatting with the wife and being geeky, and somehow I twisted my left foot wrong.  I felt something like a knuckle popping, only in my mid foot region.  It felt like when you move a joint wrong for a second and need to wiggle it to set it right.  Only wiggling hurt it, and did not set it right.  It was very point specific, though not point tender, and now it is more of a diffuse pain.  It hurts with most any motion, but rocking it out ward hurts it.  Landing on my heel did not bother it, nor did rocking through the running pattern, but if I tried to push off with my toes it hurt like hell.  Based on that, I say it is either A) a freak pain that will disappear as rapidly as it came, B) sprain of one of the inter-metatarsal ligaments, or C) a strain of one of the peroneal muscle's tendons at the insertion.  Most likely C, then A, then B.  I will over NSAID myself and ice it, then go from there!


Going now to ice, while immobile for that half hour, I am going to look at my anatomy books and relearn the spelling of peroneal.  I would say peroneus medius insertion, let me see if I am even close.


By the way, I have now settled on the fact that I want a 4:15 in the marathon.  A little bit off my original goal of 3:02, but I knew I would not get that.  Hey, we all gotta have pipe dreams!

Day 66 (152) – Four miles, 38 minutes, no foot pain, but I felt like it was my first day again.  OK, third or fourth day!  I can still feel that mystery pain in my foot, and still have no idea which it is.  It only hurts when I change direction or move it outwards (eversion).  Straight ahead running seemed to feel fine on it, and that is all I need it for!  Also did 100 crunches (ouch) and some light lifting.


I am going back to the Microsoft Word format this week.  This HTML shit is annoying me.

Day 65 (153) – Happy Friday.  I rested, but there is nothing else significant to say.

Day 64 (154) – Happy Saturday.  I woke up late and do not feel like running.  Instead of my Pebble Beach run I think I am going to just go run around for 100 minutes and call that 10 miles.  Also, troubling, I am out of bananas.  So this morning I had two slices of dry white toast (an Elwood Special).  I hope it works as well as a banana.  More after I run….


I ran.  More later.  I do not feel like typing.


Ok, it is later.  I ran my ten miles this morning, or about that anyway.  I just ran for an hour and thirty minutes, but did not have a course laid out.  The bread seemed to work OK for a breakfast, but I would rather have bananas.


After the run, we went wine tasting, which is not significant for this journal.  Except for the fact that I entered a wine barrel rolling contest.  It is remarkably difficult, and I had a tied in the second heat, so I ran four heats including the final.  It was about a minute or slightly more for each heat, but I thought my heart would pop.  Running straight and slow is easy, running full speed pushing a sixty pound barrel in the desert sun is more difficult.  My heart rate got up well over what it is when running.  So I am counting that, at least in part, as my cross training.  I was quite exhausted.


Also part of the cross training, I rode five miles on my bike (it was supposed to be a short trip and it just got messy!).

Day 63 (155) – Two hundred pounds.  There is no way I will race as a Clydesdale unless I start eating lead weights.  But that is OK.  I am going to lift some weights and call that my cross training for the day.  I have to admit, my cross training is definitely the part of this regimen that I am the worst at!


My whole body is sore from the barrel roll, by the way!

Day 62 (156) – Well, I never did lift yesterday, as I was about to a golf ball shattered my front window (again) and took my free time to clean up.  That is OK though, as I am still sore from the barrel roll!  Today I rested, and rested well.

Day 61 (157) – Ran a variation of the hilly three miler today, basically 1.5 straight uphill and 1.5 back down.  The hill is steepish, especially at the top (I felt like I was running up an exponential graph).  So I was quite beat in the beginning, but I ran out in 15 minutes and back in 15 minutes, that was my goal.  I really wanted to see how steady my pace was and whether it was affected greatly by the hills.  One note to self, though, if I do not feel like getting out of bed in time to run in the AM, wait until evening, DO NOT RUN AT NOON!  I think this is about the fifth time I have typed that since the beginning of May.  Any how, I am done and looking forward to a good morning run tomorrow.

Day 60 (158) – My computer is FUBAR, so I am forced to input this on Friday, though it is Wednesday’s entry.  Let me see if I can remember it.  I ran seven miles and was trying to be slow about it because yesterdays three miler was a good work out.  I think I went too slowly because my knees took a pounding.

Day 59 (159) – A day late, a computer short.  I was in a hurry between two meetings, so I choogled along at a pretty good pace.  I ran the four miler at about an 8:30-9:00 pace.  It beat the hell out of me pretty good, because two hours later after the meeting I went to play golf, and it was a LONG walk!!  Plus every time I bent to get my ball out of the hole my quads were cramping.  OUCH!

Day 58 (160) – Resting.  I can no longer feel Wednesday’s knee pain (I was not too concerned about it for a change), but yesterday’s soreness is there a bit.  Overall I feel pretty good and cannot wait to run in the morning.  I bought some running shorts and a running top.  The shorts are not the best color, but after 15 miles vanity will be low on the list.  We will see.

Day 57 (161) – Ran the twelve miler around Aguajito road followed by my hilly three miler today.  I felt really good.  Since I ate pasta and marinara sauce last night to purposeful excess last night, I think that really helped.  The shorts and running top I bought worked well, though I cannot tell how well the top wicks moisture.  It was 45° when I started at 0715 and 55° when I stopped at 0945, so it was too cold to sweat profusely.  Also, there was a little chaffing under the right arm, some sewn stripes down the side.  Other than that it went well, I felt like a metronome.  The course peaks at about 300-400 feet in elevation, pretty steep in the first few miles, then all downhill back to the house.


Continuing my disjointed thoughts (this must be an infuriating diary to read, as it follows my train of thought which is often derailed), I got a hot spot on my right foot that caused a blister on top of the foot.  I found nothing in the sock or shoe that could have caused it.  No clue.  Not worried about it.


Currently meandering around the house in some modicum of pain, though I stretched well and took two one mile walks with the wife and dog (it is Saturday!).  Lots of water was drunk on the run, a full pint actually, but I still came home under 200 (eeek!), I gained several pounds in three hours from food and water.  This is all assuming my broken scale is at least consistent to itself, because god only knows if I am 135 or 250 according to that thing!

Day 56 (162) – I did nothing today.  I am not terribly sore, but acutely aware of muscles previously unknown.  I will ride my bike to work tomorrow and call that cross training.  I forgot to weigh myself this morning, but at the end of the day I am only 201.  Go Clydesdale!?

Day 55 (163) – 199 pounds.  838 runners.  Worked at some physical labor all day, but not cross training really.  I am not good at the cross training thing since the NFL is back in season on Sundays.

Day 54 (164) – I fell asleep in the top of the first inning in the Red Sox – Yankees ALCS game five.  I woke up in the bottom of the ninth.  Despite the good nap, I still felt crappy.  I woke up, realized I had not had coffee all day, then my lovely wife brewed some (not that she wanted to get my ass off the couch at five in the afternoon, she is just nice to me).  Even with the caffeine I had a sore run.  I didn’t look at the watch until the end, but I wound up running in 28:30!  Not bad, but I stretched well after, my whole body is still sore from the weekend.

Day 53 (165) – Eight glorious miles.  I just woke up and do not feel like running.  I suppose I will suit up and try it, since I really have no choice.  Maybe the banana I just inhaled will provide the motivation.  Or at least the energy.


Prior to the banana I weighed in at 197.  Also, in the past two weeks I have lost three notches on the watchband.  Well, I didn’t lose them, I had to tighten it because even my wrists are getting skinnier.  I guess I should be lifting more.  That is more of an aesthetic statement, really.  (I could gain muscle and remain a Clydesdale, but that would be a lot more work.)  The real advantage would be having some definition.  Instead of ten pounds of crap in a five-pound sack, I now look more like five pounds of crap in a three-pound sack.


It occurs to me at 0700 that I have never run exactly eight miles before, and I do not know where to go.  I am going to make one up as I go along.  Bet you a nickel I get lost.


OK, I decided not to get lost, so I did the hilly three miler followed by the fiver.  My knees were definitely sore today.  I have had the random pain on and off in my right knee, and cannot seem to find the cause.  I am sure it is nothing to worry about, but it is still a pain!  Either way, it goes away after a few seconds of walking, and I still keep about the same overall pace.  Oh, by the way, it took me 1:20, exactly a ten minute mile pace.

Day 52 (166) – 0530, 4 miles.  Going to do homework due at 0800.  Nothing of interest to note.  I do think you need some art work to spruce this up a bit though.



Day 51 (167) – Yesterday there was one small note, but I did not have time to mention it.  My right knee hurt again.  I can find no pattern that satisfies my curiosity about what makes the knee act up.  I suspect I will have to label it random, but without regard to its cause, it would not go away yesterday and felt fine as soon as I stopped.


Today I have a very dry throat, making me suspect a cold, but I am not sure.  I think it will get me through tomorrow and I can suffer after that!  The knee still feels fine today, so who knows on that.  Going out for pasta tonight, ahh, the joy of purposeful gorging!


946 runners (or teams, I am not sifting through to figure out which) registered.  323 training miles down and 213 to go.  After Saturday I will have less than 200 miles until the marathon!

Day 50 (168) – 16 miles, 2:43:30.  I will tell you more when I regain better motor function.


I was incredibly sore immediately following the run, but I got better fast.  I was surprised that I recovered faster than last week considering the run felt worse.  I stopped several times and walked for ten seconds or so, and that actually worked wonders.  I was not tired, the legs were just tight.  It was really weird, no pain or anything, I just could not get them to move properly.  In the last three miles I convinced myself that the last mile is the same as the first and that one leg just has to keep going in front of the other, just like the first mile.  This seemed to help psychologically, until I realized it was working, the my idiosyncratic hypochondria kicked in and I was sore again.  I really just need to run until I am delirious, then I can go all day!

Day 49 (169) – Took this day as complete rest.  I have a Physical Readiness Test tomorrow for the Navy, so that wimpy event will count as my cross training.  I actually do not feel all that bad.

Day 48 (170) – Ran the PRT today, what an unorganized, discombobulated mess.  I saw the chart ahead of time and did the minimum push-ups and sit-ups to avoid remedial work outs, and tried to run as leisurely as possible and finish in time.  I ran a minute and a half too fast, 12:15 for a mile and a half when a 13:45 would have worked.  I also did not feel right toward the end, and couldn’t breathe correctly.  About a hundred yards from the end I realized that my mouth was closed, and it took almost the full mile and a half for it to make a difference.  I hate PRTs, they are so useless.


Today I found out that one of the guys in almost all my classes is running the CIM, and is looking at the same pace as me.  We decided to run together as long as possible, but we are not going to let camaraderie screw up our individual paces.

Day 47 (171) – Four, glorious four.  Bobby Orr wore number four.  He was not a runner though.  Four miles after classes and before lunch.  Ran in a little over 36 minutes, felt fair to average.  Knees were (are) nice and fluid.  Other than that there is not much to mention.


Neigh, I am not a Clydesdale anymore.  I am about 195; 197 with a full belly.

Day 46 (172) – Last night I was sitting down and slightly moved my knee and felt a definite pain.  The same one as when I am running, but a clear onset, not gradual; then it went away after I moved my knee two or three times.  Afterwards it felt as if I had a bruised knee for several hours, though the acute pain was gone.  Odd.


The knee felt good today though.  Hmmm.  I think long term the knee could be an issue, but I am not worried about it for now.  Much.  I ran around eight miles today, but I do not know for sure.  My measured miles were all 9:30, but the overall run was 1:20.  Either way, running too far or too many hills is better than running the ocean route when it is this friggin’ cold.  It is so foggy that it is raining only under trees and other objects that collect condensation.  Nice day overall though, and all the kids were going to the three local schools, so I had some people to say hi to, look at, avoid, or otherwise occupy my attention so I could not think about running.

Day 45 (173) – Feeling off today, so I am going to postpone the run into tomorrow.  If I still feel like crap tomorrow I will cancel the run entirely.  Quite frankly, this is not a good motivation week, so a cold is a great excuse not to run.

Day 44 (174) – Yeah, still felt off, so I chose not to run the fiver at all.  Besides, the Army base a few towns over is doing a prescribed burn, which has a good deal of crap and smoke in the air, as well as a light ‘snow’ of ash.  Probably not the best lung fuel.  Hopefully I feel better tomorrow, as I can not skip the long days!  Happy Birthday to me by the way.

Day 43 (175) – I still feel off.  It is not quite a cold, but something is not right.  I feel like I was unsuccessfully poisoned.  Like a hangover, but I have had less than a six pack in the last two weeks!


Well, off I go.  I will fill you in when I get back.


I am back.  12 miles is shorter than 16.  It was a nice little run and I felt good except for a dry throat.  Even when drinking my water the throat was dry.  Odd.  I finished in 1:59, one minute under my pace.  I am convinced that my pace will not last the entire 26 miles, but that is OK, if it gets me most of the way there then I can shuffle the rest of the way.  It was really nice coming home and being able to stop instead of running another three miles.

Day 42 (176) – What a wonderful day it is!  I am not sore, not achy, all that crap.  The clocks rolled back as I slept, so I am up an hour early and not tired.  I will try to get in my cross training this week, but we will see what happens.  It is, after all, a football weekend.


195 pounds, not a Clydesdale.  Still haven’t received the race number in the mail.  I WANT MY NUMBER!  There are now 1167 runners.


There, I ran two miles at a light pace and enjoyed myself.  I do not know what real purpose that serves, but I did it.

Day 41 (177) – I wonder if the whole marathon ordeal is the reason I feel like sleeping ten hours a night and generally feel beat down.  I mean, I know realistically that I am three weeks before my peak and I should be a little tired, but this is insane.


On a less general note, today I feel pretty good.  Again, that is relative to feeling exhausted.  If I felt like this when I wasn’t training for a marathon I would wonder what the hell was wrong with me.


My daily feeling is like not having the morning coffee.  I feel creaky all over, and some muscles want to cramp, but don’t quite.  The head is a little fuzzy if I do not make a concerted effort to focus (let me tell you, in the last quarter of a master’s program and working on a thesis, this is not helpful).  I actually get the dull coffee headache from time to time, even though I have had plenty of coffee.


Only a biblical flood period between me and the marathon.

Day 40 (178) – Hmmm.  Ran at noon, because I was too lazy to get out of bed this morning.  I did not get a good night’s sleep.  Changing hours on the clock going the wrong direction, etc, etc.  I never claimed to be smart.


Yeah, like I always tell myself not to run at midday, it will be too hot… 96°, humid.  I am sweating my ass off, but at least the run felt OK, and I ran in 38 minutes, a 9:30 pace.  This is the most I have sweat in the whole training so far.

Day 39 (179) – Does anyone feel like running for me today?


Ran out to Seaside and back along the bike trail.  Running out was boring, and I have no clue how far to go, so I went for 45 minutes, though I do think I was running faster than my 10 minute mile pace.  Better too much than too little.  Anyway, I felt good coming back, then a bunch of young army folk joined the trail for their daily grind.  Running along with groups of people is o much easier it is unbelievable.  But I ran back in 45 minutes also, so they made the run more fun, not faster.  Mapquest.com says that my run was 4.7 miles, well, doubled of course, so 9.4 miles.  If you do the math that is a 4:10:52 marathon.  I will be happy with that.  I will be happy with anything but kidney failure and death.

Day 38 (180) – A few weeks back I was crossing out the run on the chart, then running.  When I got back I would write a blurb down here.  As I grow increasingly more tired I find that I write some down here and then run, then write more if necessary, then only when I have done all that do I go to the chart and cross out the run.  Why, you ask?  Because I am sitting here at 1730 trying to figure out where I am going to get the energy to do this mornings run.  Run vs. study for a test in the morning?  Run three miles instead of five?  Run tomorrow and Sunday instead of today and Saturday.  Why I am I doing this?  I am running to get in shape to run further (yes, this is a bastardized Seinfeld line of logic), what kind of logic is this?!  I have to go run.


I am done running now.

Day 37 (181) – A well needed day of rest which found me consuming about 8,ooo calories.  Mostly carbs.  I hope this gives me the energy for tomorrows run.  I find that a good side benefit is the FIC (Food Induced Coma) associate with a pound of pasta.  If you are nervous about a race and can’t sleep?  Try FIC!

Day 36 (182) – Awake at 0645, it is 45° outside.  If I run the flat beach trail it could be sunny and 85° by the time I am done.  What do I wear?  Jesus, you would think I had figured this out already.  Also, having a debate on socks.  I like my big thick white ones, but my wife gave me some running socks.  Running socks must be good, right?  But do I need feet that are cushioned or dry?  Why can’t I have both?!  OK, decision made.  Out of fear of something new, I am taking these cool socks off and going to white and thick, the devil I know.  See you in several hours…


Well, it is now several hours later.  I ran the eighteen miles across five different town borders (twice each).  It was out and back along the essentially flat trail.  My energy level and hydration were good.  The run took 2:56:00, and was quite tiring.  Toward the end I felt like I was keeping the same pace as usual, but the body really did not want to.  Overall, I was pleased with the run.

Day 35 (183) – Wow.  I am pretty sore.  More than I have been on any other day, even after the long runs.  Well, except for the days I was injured, this is more of the generic whole body ouch.  Anyway, I think I now have my wife’s cold, the whole head-dizzy thing is in effect, and the gut is fairly rotten, but at least the throat feels fine.  If I feel a little better I may jog a mile or two later to loosen up.  Maybe if I feel really motivated I will ride my bike, but it is a cold day, so moving faster may be bad.  We’ll see.

Day 34 (184) – MONGOLIAN DEATH FLU.  The sore throat and generally shitty feeling prevented cross training.  They now prevent resting.

Day 33 (185) – They now prevent running.  Just getting out of bed was a chore.  Well, it always is when you wake up, but this is laborious.  You know what I mean, I am tired, leave me be.

Day 32 (186) – I hate to do it, but I just found a tip online by the guy whose training program I am following.  He says that it is better to rest up that train through a flu.  Of course I disagree, because I feel like I will lose the training benefit from not running, but this guy has run over 100 marathons and held records and shit like that.  Naturally, it makes perfect sense anyway, even with the little health profession training I have, but giving advice to others and taking advice yourself – two very different animals.


So I sit here with a throat that feels much, MUCH better than 24 hours ago.  Hoping against hope that it will be better tomorrow, and quite frankly, I am not missing the run all that much!  I just feel like I should.  Oh, well.

Day 31 (187) – I ran about five miles (more or less) around town this evening.  The cold is thoroughly out of the chest, which is good.  It moved north to the sinus’, and is currently causing severe pain.  That is OK though, as I can run through pain, not through coughing.  The next issue is running during the daylight hours.  I could not see the surroundings tonight and if I stumbled or looked around at all I got dizzy and had to stop (fluid in inner ears).  Very disconcerting.  But I did not feel too bad.  I will update later if I am by death’s door.

Day 30 (188) – I am resting, resting,… resting,… rest…   OK, whatever.  I am not nearly as sick as I was, but I am thoroughly sudafeded.  I am looking forward to seeing how I feel in the morning.  See you then!  Less than  a month, WOW!

Day 29 (189) – Wow, that was a long run.  I woke up last night with my head snotted to the pillow.  During the run I expelled more phlegm than I did during my latest exposure to a gas chamber (training purposes, not execution).  But I made it through with the much pain and stuffering (suffering with congestion).  Ouch.

Day 28 (190) – I actually felt not too bad.  I didn’t do my cross training because I am still milking the cold a little (probably too much), but it has treated my legs really well.  My shin splints are truly gone for the first time in months.  They have been OK, but never 100%, so this is a good break.  Of course other parts of me are still sore, but overall I am in better shape than the past ten years, so who am I to complain!

Day 27 (191) – Day of rest feels good.  Tried to sand some more of my wood working project in the garage, which gave me back spasms a few weeks ago.  Well, the back feels fine, but I went into a coughing fit from the dust.  Genius.  Now my throat is all torn up again, hopefully it does not open me up to another infection!  I doubt it will though.  After that last cold I bet my immune system is going full throttle.


Received my race number in the mail today, ‘1057’.  I think the single and double digit numbers are saved for the elite runners.  The triple digit numbers they give to people that are not smart enough to remember four digits and not fast enough to merit one or two.  I made that up.  I was the 56th person registered, but close enough, I thought.  If I was the 57th, my theory on the four digits makes sense.  However, I noticed a lot of people in the pictures in the CIM flyer were only wearing three digits.  Since there can’t be that many stupid people that run marathons (no logic, just ignore me) my logic must be flawed.


I just disproved unsound logic with equally unsound logic.  I feel like I am working on my thesis!  Actually, there are now over 1900 runners.  A week ago when this flyer was mailed I would have been right about the 1100 mark, counting alphabetically.  Take out a few pros (they really do get the one and two digit numbers) and there you go, 1057.


If you capitalize 1057 it is !)%&.

Day 26 (192) – Ran my fiver in the evening (didn’t get much sleep for various reasons) and felt like I was going to crap myself at any given moment.  Luckily, I did not.  The only paper I had with me was a ten dollar bill.  Had it been a one I may have ducked behind a bush and used it as toilet paper, but since it was a ten I am just too cheap, so I suffered!  Other than that, nothing interesting.

Day 25 (193) – In the evening I ran ten, and I ran rather fast, or, at least I felt like I did.  Nothing of great interest though.  It was fairly cool, but otherwise not note worthy.


There is a half marathon in town this Saturday, so I need to go to Pebble Beach to run again.  Actually, I could run hard tomorrow and then put my long run off until Sunday.  Yeah, I’ll do that, it will help me feel like I made up for last weeks missed days if I run harder.

Day 24 (194) – Ran my ass off on the fiver.  I felt great.  I ran at about 1430, and the weather was cooperative.  Nice and cool with clouds and a light breeze.  I can feel the shins a little for the first time in a while.  But not bad.

Day 23 (195) – A good day off, but I just realized that the half marathon is Sunday, so I do need to run on Saturday!  Damn!  I guess I screwed the pooch on that one.  Well, at least I get one day off after the hard fiver.  20 miles tomorrow, eek.  Anyway, the shins do not feel too bad, I think I should be quite healthy for the big run in three weeks (assuming I survive tomorrow).


I just extended my reservations to include the Friday night as well as Saturday night before the race.  Now I realize that my race will be done after checkout from the hotel, but I have a three hour ride home.  Where the hell will I shower?  Do they have locker rooms?  Can I bathe in a fountain?  Will I be too tired to care?


Got a great email from my Uncle Patrick.  He is the only other marathoner (and, incidentally, the only other mariner) anywhere in my family.  His email included an excerpt that he wrote that is now included in someone’s book, and published somewhere online (not sure where).  I included it at the bottom of the document, it is pretty amusing, I hope my first marathon story is not nearly that interesting!!

Day 22 (196) – Got a good nights sleep last night, and woke up to a cold (50°) day, with a decent rain.  I am still a little sore from the Thursday run.  I am not motivated, or even interested in this run.  I will write more four hours from now.


(Ten minute pause for dressing and run preparation, plus another two minutes looking out the window…)


Screw this, time for a COMMAND DECISION!!  I am not fucking running in this weather if I can avoid it.  As mentally prepared as I may be, this is insanity.  I am virtually guaranteed to get funky blisters from wet feet, sores all over the body from wet garments chaffing, and I will probably get yet another cold as a result.  Screw this.  Hal Higdon recommends doing this run on Sunday anyway, so I will drive somewhere tomorrow and avoid the half marathon, as well as the shitty weather.  Hey, what is the worst possible outcome?  It is still raining tomorrow?


I hope I have enough pasta for tonight’s dinner, because I do not even want to go shopping in this weather!  I know folks out there may say, “But what if it rains on race day?”  I answer them with a sea-story, take what you want from it, no one ever said sea stories were good.


Well, in the Navy we train on different scenarios, like fire fighting, constantly.  But we always train during the day.  Being in charge of training, I asked for a surprise midnight fire drill (I was an Ensign, leave me alone!).  DENIED!  Too dangerous they said.  One day I asked what would happen if there was a fire in the middle of the night, wouldn’t people get hurt or not know what to do?  The Captain said calmly, “They’ll just put it out quicker, so they can get back to sleep.”

Day 21 (197) – Wow.  20 miles sucks!  I will write on Monday or Tuesday when I recover.  Suffice to say that I ran about 21 miles, and kept my pace, but I now know ‘THE WALL’.  Ugh.  Even when you know you hit the wall, you can’t do anything about it!!


Well, I ran from my house through Pebble Beach, to Carmel.  To the same place I normally start my long runs.  Though today there would have been no point to driving out there, running to my house, running back there, then driving home.  Beautiful run, but it beat the hell out of me.  The best I could measure it on a map it turns out to be about 10.6 miles one way, or 21.2 overall.  Why, you ask?  Well, I ran my ten, feeling good I thought it would be cool to run the extra bit just to say that I did.  I forgot that that .6 miles of coolness becomes 1.2 miles of pain on the other end.


The wall hit me, or I hit it, I am not sure which, at about 20.5 miles.  I was almost in sight of the house and there was a downhill that just beat the hell out of me.  It was about a 100 yard long stretch that drops 20-30 feet in elevation, normally not too challenging.  But I could not keep my form, or make the legs move like they should.  About 50 yards into it I realized I had hit the wall, I do not think I was that bad before that point, but I may have been and didn’t realize it!


Once I knew I was struggling, it was a little easier.  Psychologically I knew what was happening, but physically I still couldn’t go any faster.  At least when that little downhill was over it flattened out, still slightly downhill, but not too bad.  Once it flattened out my body still wanted to keep shuffling, but I made myself pick it up.  I would say the last .4 miles was at an 11 minute mile pace.


Knowing what to expect from ‘THE WALL’ will hopefully make the marathon easier, but even experienced runners admit that knowing you hit it is one thing, working through it never gets any easier.  Who knows?


Lake Michigan has formed in the ball of my right foot.  Lake Huron is on the tip of my right second toe.  My feet may never forgive me for this whole marathon thing.  I can’t wait to rest up and let the body heal after this is over.  Hopefully I will keep running, but not 40 mile weeks!


Lesson learned, I am going to bring a small tube of ‘Skin-Lube’ in my little key pocket.  I usually carry a few napkins (emergency toilet paper!), but there will be enough porta-potties along the route.  Not to mention, there will not be too many places in downtown Sacramento to duck behind a bush!  But the need for skin lube is huge.  Out of nowhere today came a burning chaffing itch under the arm.  I have worn this top several times, and it is the one I plan on wearing in the race, but this was the first chaffing.  If I could have thrown a wad of Vaseline on the edge of the arm hole I would have been very happy!


Also, I think I may buy a long sleeve tee to wear for the first mile.  I was FREEZING today.  The cold air was screwing up my breathing because I was shivering so hard.  If I just wear a cheap shirt I can trash it along the way once I am warmed up!


Well, I am off to drink more water and sit on my ass for a few hours, I deserve it.


Oh, one more lesson learned that was funny, but I was so tired I almost forgot about.  When I was done and finally ambled up to the house I wanted two things, Carbohydrates and an extremely hot shower (I still had water from the run).  So I spot the coffee cake my wife made while I was gone, and grab a huge piece.  Then I shuffled into the bathroom and started the hot water.  You can guess the lesson:  Food first, THEN shower, or else both get fouled up.


This is one very long entry.

Day 20 (198) – Rest I shall.  Rest I am.  Rest I did.

Day 19 (199) – Let me tell you, my knees are still sore.  I feel like someone inserted a screw in the front of my kneecap and fastened it to the bones behind it.  Similar to that feeling you get if you kneel down for too long and the knee gets sore.  The run felt OK on the knees, but stopping hurts.  Just standing or sitting hurts, but moving is OK.  Odd.  I waited too long to run today and felt like ass, but I still ran, nothing too far out of the ordinary.

Day 18 (200) – I think my body requires more rest time.  I am moving all my runs this week to the right one day, and relaxing today.  Well, recovering, not relaxing.  I still have plenty of work to do with school and various non-physical labor, but stressful none the less.


I took a three hour nap today.  Now I have to type about fifteen pages of thesis tonight.  Then other work.  Psychological stress can certainly keep you tired and prevent proper healing.  So, I am going to type something less fun than this, bye.

Day 17 (201) – 2394 racers, and online registration is closed.  Ohhhh, ahhhh!  Ran the eight miler, no big deal.  Left shin hurts a good deal.  No known reason.  Probably the obscene distance I ran last weekend, duh!

Day 16 (202) – Decided not to run.  I took a day off just because I felt like it.  The leg still hurts and I’m tired.

Day 15 (203) – Another day off, I will run the 12 miler tomorrow.  I have been sleeping about four hours a night recently because of my damn thesis.  ZZZzzz…

Day 14 (204) – Two weeks, wowser.  Now I have to start eating healthy and all that crap.  No beer from here on in.  I guess I can do that (since I have only had about two a week for two months now)!  I can not wait until I am done and can sit around and be a lazy old man.


OK, I am done with the 12 miler now.  I ran out into Pebble Beach and back.  I think I went too fast, because I was pretty  sore at the end, but I was missing the beginning of Sunday football!  So I had to run to get back in time.  Otherwise the run was nice.  I was going to wear my tank top and the EXACT clothes I will have for the race, socks and all.  But it was so cold and windy I was dying, so I wore a long sleeve tee.  At one point the wind was head on, so hard that I could inhale by opening my mouth and letting the lungs fill up, but to exhale I had to make an effort.  Weird.  Anyway, it took an hour fifty, ten minutes less than my pace.  I could not run 26.2 at that pace, I would die.  (I may die anyway!)

Day 13 (205) – Rested, still a bit sore, but not bad.

Day 12 (206) – 4 miler, no big deal.  Made myself run slow, but still went at about a 9 minute pace.  I really do not feel like running lately.  I have plenty of energy, I am just to lazy.  I do not even feel like typing!

Day 11 (207) – I do not know which six mile route to run.  I do not think I can do two three milers with any sanity.  I have run them each so many times that I am sick of them.  Alas, I never have mapped out a sixer.  I will just run around for an hour I guess.  If I go over, oh well.


I am now so close to the marathon that I should be nervous.  I am not.  I do not know if I will finish or not, and I certainly do not have any way to guess a time.  I took a stab and set the over-under at 4:21:00 so my friends would have something to bet on.  So they have a multi part betting scheme.  Will Gill finish, if not which mile marker is the last one he passes.  If so, how long will it take (10 minute increments).  The over under is really a secondary bet.  Can you tell my friends do not have enough to do?


Back to the topic though, I really am not nervous, I want to get it over with!  I am sick of having to have motivation and not going out on Friday nights!  The added stress is a bitch when I have projects due, I would rather stay up late and finish them than sleep for a run.  But alas, I am too close to quit now, in fact the end is in sight.  As I type this, DAY 0 is visible at the bottom of my screen.

Day 10 (208) – Well, this was Thanksgiving, and the excess I lived is best described with a run-on sentence.  Therefore, I woke up late, watched football until noon, went to the bar to watch the other game, had a coffee with Sambuca, had several courses of appetizers, devilled eggs, potatoes of various forms, scotch eggs (yum-my!), a pint of Bass Ale, several chunks of ham, more assorted ‘taters, a couple chunks of ham, a few more pints of ale, desserts (at least four or five types of pie that I remember, crème puffs, tiramisu, cakes, cheese cakes, marshmallow ambrosia, egg-nog, and more I have forgotten), a nice nip of a special MacAllan scotch whiskey, something wrapped in bacon, a few more pints, and I pretty much forget the rest, but I do remember asking the bartender if they had and insulin in case I went into diabetic shock (I am not diabetic, but there was a LOT of desserts)!  Needless to say, I did not go running.

Day 9 (209) – Down now to the single digits.  I ran four miles today, because I read my chart and read last weeks Thursday, not this weeks.  Oh, well, it felt good to get the excess of yesterday behind me.  Thanksgiving is, surprisingly, not the best way to carbo-load.  Though I had a bunch of them, I also had fats and protein and everything else.  So it is not that effective.

Day 8 (210) – Eight miles.  Thanksgiving came to haunt me.  I got the squitters halfway through, thank god for local gas station restrooms!  So I was hurtin’.  But I finished in an hour and a half, and eight minutes of that was in bathroom stalls!  Not too far off pace!

Day 7 (211) – Took a walk with the dog, I hope that counts as cross training.  Started a serious carbo load today.


Also, I have noticed I am still losing fat, but since I have not been on the scale in forever, I assumed I was still shrinking.  I am back in Clydesdale territory, about 201.  I guess when I was building mileage I never had time to recover.  Now that I am in my taper, I am still losing (visible) fat, but I have gained almost ten pounds, so I guess the legs are healing after two relatively easy weeks and gaining mass.  COOL!  Maybe, though, the scale is just broken still!  Whatever.


Tick tock, here comes a marathon…

Day 6 (212) – I am going to rest.  With my projects that are due and all that, I have to make a concerted effort this week to go to bed at a decent hour and eat well.  Ugh.

Day 5 (213) – I woke up late, go figure.  So I will run at noon time.  It is a cool enough day.  I am doing all flat runs this week, if the body still needs training on hills I am beyond screwed anyway!


My only point of concern is my left knee.  My right knee has hurt for the duration of training, on and off, but now it feels fine and the left is sore.  But unlike the right knee, the left is continually sore, even when it is at rest.  I wonder if it is a hypochondria thing…  But it feels quite real.  Who knows, even if it is real I am attempting the marathon.  If it changes at all on the run I will write it up, otherwise assume I finished a three miler uneventfully with a moderately sore left knee.

Day 4 (214) – Felt tired and fat this morning, but when I started running I felt good.  I ate too much last night perhaps, then slept for almost 10 hours.  Although I ate only a banana this morning, I was quite full when running.  I made myself stick to the pace, and did my four miles in 40 minutes and eight seconds.  I was only a few seconds off.


I can’t wait to get this marathon over with.  I have blisters on the sole of my foot that are so deep I can see them from the top, my shins have been replaced with lead and concrete, my right hip is an over strained mooring line smokin’ on the bits, and my eyes are buggered up from trying to focus while bobbling around for an hour or more while I run every day.  I wonder if this happens to everyone, because at the moment I have a hard time believing people do more than one of these god damned races.


I have, thus far, ran 512 miles.  I have only 28.2 left.
Day 3 (215) – I am definitely in carbo load mode.  I am not eating excessively, but damn near all of what I am eating is carbs.  It is kind of fun, now that everyone is on the Atkins Diet.  Walk in to a place and ask if they can serve a particular dish without the croutons and bread, etc., then change your mind and order the fettuccini alfredo.  Ha!


I had to restrain pretty hard today in order not to sprint my two-miler.  I ran about a 9:20 pace and could not go any slower coming down the hill.  Really, I could not slow down any more without walking.  Hmmm.  I did not even break a sweat in that time.  Pretty odd.  A drastic change from 215 days ago.

Day 2 (216) – OK, it is still yesterday when I am writing this, but I am leaving for the run tomorrow, so I need to write right now.  Besides, I think I can handle NOT running.  Believe me, I still know how to do that!  I will have a notebook and a tape recorder with me to keep notes, so I do not think I will miss too much.  The website for the race should have the results as soon as they are in.  Probably much sooner than I will be able to post this, so if you are that curious go to http://www.runcim.org/ and poke around.  Look for runner 1057!


Now it is this morning, not yesterday.  I am getting ready to leave, and I realized that this is about the most pain free day I have had in five months.  I actually feel good!  Wow!

Day 1 (217) – This was one of the worst days in a long time.  Everything went wrong.  Start to finish, things were jacked up.  I think that is largely a perception issue on my behalf.  Just a bit nervous.  The peak was when we went out for lunch, and I wanted sushi.  It is always my lunch the day before a long run, and with all the rice and easy protein and no fat it is really good for you.  Plus, I like the green tea!  Well the place we were going to is unfindable.  So, after an hour and a half driving around I was hungry as hell and the only restaurant there was a Mexican place.  Even I am smarter than that.


Going back to the downtown sushi place, at five minutes till three, we discover they close at three.  I am ravenous.  The one thing I was specifically told to avoid the day before the race, hunger.  So eventually I meet up with a friendly turkey sandwich, a bagel and a banana.  Not what I wanted, but I guess it worked OK.  It was worse from a psych standpoint than a physical one!


The good news, I weighed in as a Clydesdale!!  While shopping around the exposition I found some groovy products.  ‘Body Glide’ is a deodorant looking stick that is an anti-chaffing material.  Five bucks well spent.  Also there were a ton of neat running clothes and gear, accessories, decorations, merchandising crap, ornaments, blah, blah.  I got some.


I bought a few of 2001’s CIM shirts because they were cooler than this years, and 1/10th of the price!  I actually got one to wear as a disposable warm up in case the first mile or two was too cold, hell, for $2.50 you can’t go wrong!  There is more to this day, but I am still to sore to type.  More after the full recovery.

Day 0 (218) – I ran.  And ran.  And ran.  Nutshell version until I can write more:  Ran the early miles at a 9:30 pace, got the squitters at mile ten, had to wait for a porta potty, that was a frustrating waste of two minutes, but necessary.  Kept a good pace until around mile 17, then slowed a bit.  Mile 23, the wall.  If you have been there, I do not need to describe it to you; if you have never been there, I cannot describe it to you.  Mile 25, out of the wall, into about an eight minute mile.  The last 385 yards, dead sprint.  Flat-out, balls-to-the-wall sprint.  Awesome.  I jumped up and smacked the banner with both hands and the crowd roared.  Then I landed and only pride kept me from collapsing!  4:19:40 was the official.  #36 of 80 Clydesdales, #1743 of 2930 finishers (over 5000 started).  Someone handed me a medal, the good wife handed me an ice cold Sammy Adams.  The rest is a blur.


Luckily they had a late check-out for us, so we could get in a shower and still hobble out of the hotel on time.


I am now writing several days later.  I can stand now, and even run ten steps to avoid traffic!  Otherwise, all is well.  I can think of nothing else to write on the marathon.  I guess I could recount about twenty hours of tales from a four hour race, but that is what pubs are for, not the internet.


I learned a lot about several things, but one of the biggest is the difference between “it hurts to much to” and “I can’t”.  There is a significant amount of pain that comes before disability.  Mostly we never notice this.  We either skip a few levels from normal straight to disabled (i.e., car accident breaking a leg), or we go to the first level of pain and stop whatever is causing the pain (OUCH, quit it!).  I really still am amazed that my feet continued to do what I told them when my shoe was a mortar and my tibia a pestle grinding my ankles to powder.


Also, I learned that a Dixie cup full of FLUORINATED water can damn near turn you inside out after a few miles of running.  I am a little spoiled by my Brita water.  In fact, I drink bottles of spring water just so I can keep the bottle to fill with Brita water to run with.  I managed to go 25.5 miles on a pint of water, using the Dixie cups primarily for splashing my head.  Oh, also no goo or power gels or nuts and berries for energy.  I pride myself on that, because not many people will shut up about the merits of using gels and supplements during the race.  I am OK with them doing it, but hell, why stop there, why not coffee or steroids?  Why not a moped, or just take a bus?  Better yet, just lie and say you ran one!  OK, I may try that goo stuff later to see if I like it, but the spirit of the race, to me, was just a man running too damn far.


OK, I am going overboard on that point.  Following the same logic I should only carry water in my bare hands and run in a toga with no shoes.  But so many people pontificated goo that I am turned off to it.  By the way, it is spelled GU, but I like the goo spelling better.


Well, I guess that is all I can come up with off the top of my head.  If I think of more I will tell someone over a few beers.  I figure people will listen to that for ten minutes at a time.  Therefore I can talk about it for a few years, once a month, before I run out of malarkey.  By then I will either have run another or started making up more malarkey!  (Irish AND a sailor, what did you expect?)


If you ever run one, it is well worth it.  (By ‘it’ I mean the pain that day, and the next four days that you have to walk down stairs backwards, etc.)  If you don’t ever run one, go to a few and cheer for random runners as they pass, you have no clue how valuable the fans are!


One last thing, special and sincere thanks to my wife.  I had four hours of pain, she had six months of BS.


CHEERS!

GILL

TRAILS
1 mile – West on Jewell to the front of the house with the fire department cars and the stone lion and back.  Slightly uphill going out, obviously downhill coming back.

Flat 2 mile – From Lover’s Point to the aquarium via the jogging trail, then back.  Essentially flat.

Hilly 2 mile – West from the house to Cedar Ave, left onto Cedar until the intersection with Sunset, then back.  Uphill first quarter mile, random terrain for the remainder, downhill last quarter mile.

Hilly 3 mile – West from the house to Cedar Ave, left onto Cedar until the intersection with Sunset.  Left on Sunset until intersection with Forest.  Left on Forest to Lighthouse Ave, the left on Lighthouse to Del Monte Blvd.  Right on Del Monte then right onto Jewell until home.  Starts uphill then flat then uphill then DOWN, then a little flat at the finish.

3 mile Backwards – Reverse the 3 mile course.

Flat 3 mile – From Lover’s Point to the statue (John Steinbeck?) near Cannery Row, then take Jewell Ave from Lover’s Point to the house.  Essentially flat with a tiny uphill at the end.

Flat 4 mile – Start at Lovers Point (warm up on the way there) and run to the statue (John Steinbeck?) near Cannery Row, then take Jewell Ave from Lover’s Point past the house, up to the front of the house with the fire department cars and the stone lion and back to the house.  This is just the flat three miler with the one miler tacked on to the end, I did not have time to find a new trail.

Other 4 mile – Start at the house, run west on Jewell, take a right on Del Monte, across the golf course.  Continue to the next right (street name?) and down to the trail at the water’s edge.  Go east until it meets the trail head at Lover’s Point.  From Lover’s Point to the Doc Ricketts statue near Cannery Row and back to the trail head, then take Jewell Ave from Lover’s Point to the house.  Essentially flat.

5 mile – Run from the Senior Center near the house to the trail head, then down the trail (past Doc Ricketts) around the London Bridge Pub (do not stop for Guinness) and back to the house the same way.  Basically flat, not real interesting.

Semi-hilly 5 mile –  Run the flat three miler, then the hilly two miler, or alternately I could go in the opposite order, but this way I get a few block warm up and end at the house.

6 mile – From the house to the statue of Doc Ricketts, back to the trail head, back to Doc Ricketts, back to the house.  Not original, but flat and six miles.

More interesting 6 mile – Run the hilly three miler followed by the flat three miler.

7 mile – From the trail head at Lover’s Point, past the statue to the main gate of the Navy installation, and back.  Mainly flat, don’t forget to say hi to Doc Ricketts on the way by.

8 mile – Just run around for an hour and twenty minutes.

9 mile – All of the runs this long are from the beach on Ocean Ave in Carmel, back through Pebble Beach Golf Course and onto Seventeen Mile Drive.  The turn around points vary, but once you know one the rest are easy to find – Seventeen Mile Drive is graduated every mile as a tourist thing!!  (Well, sort of.  Some miles are short, some are long.  The miles follow the tourist shit, not the other way around, know what I mean?)

10 mile – See 9 mile.

12 mile – See 10 mile.

Alternate 12 mile – Or run west on Jewell to Cedar, south on Cedar to Sunset, east on Sunset to Forest, south on Forest.  Continue on Forest up the huge ass hill and down the other side until it crosses Route 1 and becomes Aguajito Road.  Follow Aguajito through the hills and back down to the ocean.  Turn left (west) on the running trail and come home.

13 mile – Run the 12 mile, add a mile for obvious reasons.

Alternate 13 mile – Run a half marathon somewhere, if it coincides with the training schedule.

14 mile – Run the 12 mile, or its alternate, plus a couple miles.

15 mile – Run a 12 miler followed (or preceded) by a three miler.

Alternate 15 mile – Take the alternate 12 mile followed by on of the three milers.  Do the long one first in case you are too sore to finish, that way it ends closer to home!

18 mile – Run from my house, through Pacific Grove, Monterey, Seaside, Sand City, Seaside again, and across the Marina border, then back.

20 mile – Run from my house west to 17 Mile Drive.  Follow 17 Mile Drive through Pebble Beach, into Pebble Beach Country Club, run through into Carmel.  Run Back.

26 mile – They better have this one figured out for me!

VARIOUS TRAINING

Stretching


Daily!  More on the days I work out, but I will stretch every day I work out + some off days.



Hamstrings



Calves



Quads



Glutes/hip



Groin

Strength Training

Mondays and Thursdays

Bench 3 x 15  (30, 35, 40) or Push-ups 3 x 15


Triceps press 3 x 15 (35)


Butterflies 3 x 15 (15 (ouch))


Curls 3 x 15 (20)


Crunches 3 x 30

None of this has been happening.  –11AUG03

Still, none of this has happened.  –07SEP03

Finally, did a little.  –21SEP03

Stopped while at the peak of my training.  –10NOV03

ORIGINAL TRAINING PROGRAM

AS REFERRED TO IN THE TEXT UNTIL 13 JULY
	Week
	Sun
	Mon
	Tue
	Wed
	Thu
	Fri
	Sat
	DAY #

	04 MAY
	1 m run
	Rest
	2 m run
	2 m run
	2 m run
	Rest
	1 m pace
	1-7

	11 MAY
	2 m run
	Rest
	2 m run
	2 m run
	2 m run
	Rest
	2 m pace
	8-14

	18 MAY
	3 m (0)
	Rest (3)
	2 m run
	2 m run
	2 m run
	Rest
	2 m pace
	15-21

	25 MAY
	3 m run
	Rest
	2 m run
	3 m (2½)
	2 m (0)
	Rest
	1 m (0)
	22-28

	01 JUN
	4 m (0)
	Rest
	2 m run
	3 m run
	2 m run
	Rest
	2 m pace
	29-35

	08 JUN
	4 m (3)
	Rest
	3 m run
	3 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	3 m run
	36-42

	15 JUN
	5 m (4)
	Rest
	3 m (0)
	3 m run
	3 m run
	Rest (3)
	3 m pace
	43-49

	22 JUN
	3 m run (?)
	Cross (0)
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	Rest
	3 m (0)
	50-56

	29 JUN
	5 m (0)
	Cross (0)
	3 m (1)
	3 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	Rest
	4 m run
	57-63

	06 JUL
	6 m (0)
	Cross (0)
	3 m (0)
	4 m (0)
	3 m (0)
	Rest
	3 m (run)
	64-70

	13 JUL
	4 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	4 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	4 m pace
	

	20 JUL
	6 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m run
	

	27 JUL
	7 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	4 m pace
	

	03 AUG
	5 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m pace
	

	10 AUG
	8 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m run
	

	17 AUG
	9 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	5 m pace
	

	24 AUG
	6 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	6 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	6 m pace
	

	31 AUG
	11 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	6 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	6 m run
	

	07 SEP
	12 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	5 m run
	3 m run
	Rest
	6 m pace
	

	14 SEP
	9 m run
	Cross
	4 m run
	7 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	7 m pace
	

	21 SEP
	14 m run
	Cross
	4 m run
	7 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	7 m run
	

	28 SEP
	15 m run
	Cross
	4 m run
	5 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	7 m pace
	

	05 OCT
	11 m run
	Cross
	4 m run
	8 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	8 m pace
	

	12 OCT
	17 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	8 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	8 m run
	

	19 OCT
	18 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	5 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	8 m pace
	

	26 OCT
	13 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	8 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	5 m pace
	

	02 NOV
	20 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	5 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	8 m run
	

	09 NOV
	12 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	8 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	5 m pace
	

	16 NOV
	20 m run
	Cross
	5 m run
	6 m run
	5 m run
	Rest
	3 m pace
	

	23 NOV
	12 m run
	Cross
	4 m run
	5 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	3 m run
	

	30 NOV
	8 m run
	Cross
	3 m run
	4 m run
	Rest
	Rest
	2 m run
	

	07 DEC
	Race
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


8:30 MIN / MILE     7:45 MIN / MILE     7:00 MIN / MILE     REST     CROSS TRAIN     FLY!

Hotel Data
The CIM host hotel is the Sheraton Grand Sacramento Hotel located at 1230 J St., Sacramento 95814.  Phone: 916/447-1700, fax: 916/447-1701.


Called on 06 MAY, made reservation for 2 for Saturday 06 DEC until Sunday 07 DEC.


Called on 14 NOV, extended reservation to include 05 DEC until 07 DEC.


Confirmation Number:  187243694.


Refundable?:  Before 1800 on Thursday 04 DEC 2003.


Price:  $120/night+tax and various bullshit.  “Jesus, I paid HOW MUCH?!?!”

Check-in:  1500 on Friday 05 DEC 2003.

Obvious things to pack


Tooth brush


Razor


Sneaks


White socks (2)


Loafers


Jeans


T-shirt (2)


Wind breaker


Polo


Hat


Skivvies (3)


Tooth paste


Shave cream


Floss


Q-tips


Deodorant


Fleecies


Robe


Tape recorder


Note book


Pen

Not obvious things to pack (or obvious, but critical!)


Pasta dinner – more on that later


Bottled water


Throw-away sweats


Band-aids


Watch


Sunglasses


Running shoes


Running shorts


Running skivvies


Running shirt


Running socks


Ten safety pins for number (you know I will lose a few, at least!)


One beer

A LESSON LEARNED
Pat McCarthy's running background started at age 27.  He explained.  "It had been 9 years since I finished high school and I realized I had gotten out of shape.  I decided to do something about it.  I started getting up early each morning and just running a short distance at a pace that seemed comfortable to me.  After a while I was doing a couple of easy miles daily and beginning to see quite a difference in myself.

"I started to enjoy my morning runs and gradually increased the distance to 6 miles per day.  I was quite content just doing these solitary morning runs.  Browsing in a library one day I found a good running book called 'Jog, Run, Race' which was written by Joe Henderson.  After studying the book, I suddenly realized for the first time that a marathon would not be totally out of the question for me.

"I began to plan for that goal by extending my weekend run by about 2 miles per week and found a marathon to focus on that was six months away.  Each long run made me a bit tight and tired, but as the length increased so did my strength.  I ran a 10-K near my home before the marathon and I enjoyed the people, the race and all the excitement of it.

"Also during that first year I had begun to read Runner's World magazine and bought a decent pair of running shoes for the first time.  I had never had a problem just loping along in Converse All Stars, but I guess I was just lucky.

"The night before the marathon I slept very little.  I got up and drove about 100 miles to the race.  My family stayed home and probably thought I was a little wacky about this running stuff.  I had planned to get there 2 hours early and sleep in the car.  But once there, sleep was impossible!

"As people gradually showed up, I began to realize I was in for some sort of education.  These people were a different breed of runner.  First, I noticed a lot of them knew each other and they were really hyped up and talkative.  This was a small race of about 230 people or so.  I really began to study the runners closely.  Many of them had really strong, stringy legs and wrinkly smile lines around the corners of their eyes.  Some were doing jumping jacks or windmill exercises.  Others were sort of bounding in short sprints.  Some were jogging slowly while shaking out their shoulders and arms.

"Wow, I thought, these people were actually warming up for a race of more than 26 miles! That made me nervous.  I figured they knew something I didn't.

"Now that I look back, I realize now how lucky I was at my first marathon.  It was a flat easy course and weather had given us an early-season cool front to run in.  The temperature was around 50 degrees at the start of the marathon and it was sunny and dry.  Perfect running weather.

"Before I knew it the big moment had arrived.  Shortly before the gun went off I saw a bunch of people were actually lined up with toes on the starting line, crouched down as though for a sprint.  Again I was amazed at these people.  What really took me by surprise was the small percentage of women at the marathon.  Several toed the line with the men.  The look on their faces was determined and downright ferocious.  No way would I get in their way! I ambled back behind everyone and stood at the rear of the runners.

"The gun sounded and away we went.  Now I had no remote inclination to race that day.  My main goal was to finish while running at my normal pace.  After nearly 4 years of running I was fairly thin and I almost always did an even 9 minute pace.  My secondary goal, if all went well, was that I hoped to break 4 hours.  I thought that would give me about 5 minutes to spare.  I wore no watch that day, in fact I rarely wore one, but fortunately for me, volunteers standing at each mile marker had stopwatches and called out the minutes as we got close.  As for me, I was just cruising along and found some people running at my same pace.  We ran and talked as we completed the early miles.

"My pre-race jitters were long gone.  Five miles came and went and everything was on schedule.  I felt great.  At about this time I noticed a man who was sort of quietly sliding by me on the left as we moved along.  He had caught my attention before the start of the race.  The main reason I noticed him was the way he was dressed.  He was wearing bright colored, sort of electric-green shorts and a long-sleeve white shirt with cuff snaps that looked like mother of pearl.  The shirt had a collar that would be more appropriate for office wear.  In addition, his shoes had bright green reflector stuff on them.  His black tights added to his odd appearance.

"This gent looked to be about 65 years old.  I was still naive about running at that time and so thought it was surprising that an older person like that was out doing a marathon.  I still had a lot to learn!

"I was amused and thought the man reminded me of a penguin.  Right then and there I decided that since it took him 5 whole miles to catch up and since he wasn't going much faster than I was, I would make it my goal to arrive at the finish line ahead of him.  Well, we went along and the miles passed really pleasantly.  I was so caught up in conversation with people that I almost forgot it was a race.  Before long 10 miles passed.  Next thing I knew it was 15 miles and so far, so good.  I was just cruising along enjoying the great runners' high.  I was feeling happy, joyous and free in this small, fun group of people.

"Not too long after 15 miles I started to really notice the sun on my face and neck.  Suddenly it occurred to me that the penguin was far from dumb after all.  I still wasn't worried because I had been drinking a bit of water at all the water stops.  At this point in the race I was curious, but not really afraid of just what lay ahead in the Realm-Of-The-Unknown-Miles.  It wouldn't be too long before I found out.  The next couple of miles my legs started to tighten up.  I was getting hot and weary.  My arms were beginning to feel the effects of the constant swinging and holding them up for over 2 hours.  Still, I had no doubt that I had an easy 9 or 10 miles left in me at my pace.

"By mile 18, I was really beginning to worry about the dreaded wall that I would hit at mile 20.  Still, I kept plugging away, as I became more aware every minute, of a nagging stiffness in my neck muscles.  I was hurting and was starting to shuffle a bit.

"Anyway, the 20-mile marker came up and I was amazed to see I was within 3 seconds of being exactly on pace! I thought to myself, I only have a 10-K to go, so I'll just bite the bullet and do it.  My form was getting sloppy.  I figured I'd have to concentrate on my running form more and not waste energy talking to my running mates.  I figured that if I just picked up my pace a little and concentrated, I'd be ahead of the game.  That is exactly what I did.

"A strange thing occurred about this time.  Though I was working harder than ever and running faster, the clock had me at 9 minutes 30 seconds for the next mile.  I honestly thought the clock was wrong.  As I struggled, each mile got tougher and tougher.

"At 22 miles I was really hurting everywhere, not just my feet, but even my back and kidneys.  I hurt all over! The last thing on my mind was the penguin.  On and on I went and after a while I saw the penguin up ahead of me about one hundred yards or so.  This course was an 'out and back' and had a fair amount of shade along parts of it.  As bad as I felt, my pride wanted to catch this man and sort of reel him in.  I planned to silently slip by him, just as he had slipped past me earlier.

"I gave it a real serious effort and by about 24 miles, I was up next to him.  He suddenly looked over at me and asked, "How are you doing?" He looked as fresh as a daisy.  That did not please me at all.  I told him I was really hurting, bad.  Even though I wasn't in the mood, he kept talking to me.  The gentleman was incredibly cheerful and asked me how old I was, so I told him.  I then mentioned it was my first marathon.

"He said, “You're so lucky you have all those years to run marathons.”

"I was really starting to like him and realized he was in much better shape than I was.  I had completely forgotten the fact that I was supposed to be running to beat this man.  Actually, I was beginning to sort of hang on to him.  He was like a lifeline.  Just about the time I was getting emotionally attached to him, he looked at his watch and said, “I was hoping for 4 hours today, but I really am feeling kind of lousy today.”

"I was amazed.  He looked totally fresh.

"Then he said, “I'd better pick up the pace and see if I can make it.”

"Once again he quietly moved ahead of me as he increased his speed.  I was stunned.  No way was I capable or even in the mood to challenge him.  But I did struggle on.

"I guess it was in the last 2 miles when I noticed there was an ambulance creeping along at my slow pace, right beside me.  I must have looked bad or they were really bored.  The driver asked me if I would like to get in and ride to the finish.  No way! After all that pain no one was gonna drive me! I think I would have crawled first.

"Now came the funny part.  I can still remember it like it just happened yesterday.  The driver said, “At least let me carry your hat.”

"I thought, man, I must really look bad! I kept my hat.  They left me and went on looking for other victims.  But it was nice to know runners were being watched in a race like this.  If I had collapsed, they would have been right there to help.

"Somehow the last mile went by and I remember seeing a parking lot where the finish line was.  Another surprise happened about that time.  There was a man who had a walkie-talkie and he was calling in our numbers as we went by.  This was around the 26-mile mark, which believe me, is a fabulous thing to see in a marathon.

"As I approached the finish area, another man had a microphone turned up loud.  He called out my name; “Here comes Pat McCarthy from Stuart, Florida.  It's his very first marathon.  Let's give him a big hand!”

"At this point and as tired as I was, this unexpected personal touch was priceless! A large number of people were really cheering me across the finish line.

"That moment was almost better than any other moment I have ever had in my life! It came close to other special moments I've had.  Like when I was married, or like the time my wife and I looked at our baby for the first time.  Granted, those were phenomenal moments! Yet, as wonderful as they were, they were shared events.  It was not something I had done completely alone.  But when I crossed the finish line in that marathon, it belonged to me, completely.  It is something I can claim as my own.

"I looked for the penguin after the race, shook his hand and congratulated him.  He didn't finish it in the 4 hours he wanted, but it was close.  He completed it in 4 hours and six minutes.

"I learned a lesson about marathons and about myself that day that I would never forget.

"I had three days of serious leg pain and general stiffness after the marathon, which wasn't too bad.  The desire to go out and run again came back gradually, and it was about 7 months before I ran another marathon.

"I have slowed down some as the years have passed.  Even so, it always gives me great pleasure to gradually increase my mileage and feel the familiar changes of getting back to marathon shape.  I only hope I can continue to enjoy running and never forget to be grateful for this gift of health."
