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Pre-race: Met the family in Bishop Friday and attended the pre-race meeting Friday night.  No head games this time between Dean and I, we were all business.  Dean has been pointing to this race ever since he finished last year's event first in his age group (50-59) with a 10:08.  This was his race.  I was hoping for a 10 hour finish also but I was very tired from the Miwok 100k two weeks prior and a very strenuous training schedule.  For me it was a training stop before Western States.  My nephew Dan was also running this race so there were three of us involved in this craziness.

 

As usual Dean forgot to bring a few items.  This has become normal.  I am always giving him stuff before the race.  It's a family thing.  Two of my three children possess this trait.  I figure it has been part of my calling to provide this side of the family (in-laws or out-laws, depending on your point of view) with some of the necessary pre-planning that they seem to lack.  Their attitude is that I'll take care of it because I am so anal.  I of course have always believed in "thorough preparation brings its own luck".  Anyway, Dean forgot a highly desirable item this time.  He forgot his SHOES!  Now how in the heck does a runner forget his shoes?  I of course being the anal one just happen to bring an extra pair.  Since we both wear twelve's he was in luck.  Angel's seem to follow the carefree.

 

Course: Tough, tough, tough.  It begins at the Millpond, elevation 4400 feet.  Twenty miles up to what they call the Overlook, elevation 9400 feet.  Down to the Edison Aid Station, 8000 ft.  Back up to Intake Two, elevation 8800 ft.  Down & back up to Bishop Creek Lodge 8400 ft and 29 miles.  Back to Intake Two, 32 miles.  Then back to Edison, 8000 ft and 35 miles, before descending back to the Millpond County Park in Bishop.

 

The Race: A six am start.  We arrive just in time to run from the car, check in, and get to the start-line before the gun.  Dean's idea of not arriving to early for a race.  We start with the biggest field ever for this race.  Lots of big time names for this one.  Immediately we begin the climb.  Dean quickly gets away from me.  I really don't care because I am learning to just run my own race and forget about everyone else.  Lots of very soft dirt, the going seems slow.  This is a very well run event so there is an Aid Station every 3-4 miles I will need them.  I quickly notice I have no legs.  They are still worn out from Miwok.  Its going to be a long day.  It seems like it is taking forever to get to the Edison loop Aid Station.  When we do get there the 50k runners turn-around for their trip back.  I envy them.  From here I got to get to the Overlook, it’s a struggle.  I give up on the ten hour idea.  I'll just do what I can today.  Nearing the top Dean is coming down, he yells at me that we are on a sub-ten-hour pace.  I think, who gives a shit, I am toast.  I get to the top, look at the view for a few seconds and then head down.  Heading down ain't so bad.  I can actually breathe.  I pass a lot of people coming up while I am going down.  The look on their faces shows that they are struggling also.  This is some kind of revelation to me.  Could it be everyone else is having problems also?

 

Back to Edison and then the next climb to Intake Two.  A mile before the Intake they post a 25 mile sign.  I look at my watch; I am at 5:13 for 25 miles.  I am tired and struggling, there is no way I can do a sub-ten.  I leave Intake and head for Bishop Creek Lodge and the turn-around.  I meet Dean as he is heading back.  He says we are doing good.  I don't believe him; I can't run up-hill any more.  I can't breath; I am just walking as fast as I can.  Near the top I look up and I see Debbie.  She is waiting for me at the turn-around.  I get into the aid station, drink down some soup, tell her its a bad day and that I am barely hanging on.  Then I take off.  Going downhill again.  It feels good to run and breathe easy.  I get into the Intake aid station again and there is Debbie again.  This time I take some isobufferin and eat a bean burrito.  Climb a mile up and then I see the back of the 25 mile sign.  It says 33 miles done.  I look at my watch; I am at 7:04.  I start thinking, "maybe it is possible to get a sub-ten".  It’s mostly downhill from here; I may be able to pull it off.  I start feeling really good all of a sudden and I take off.  A runner from Ridgecrest (Keith) catches me at the Edison Loop Aid Station.  We end up running together.  We both want to get in in ten hours.  We push ourselves to the max.  The legs are good for some reason, we blast down the mountain.  At every aid station I stop just long enough to down some Coke.  I have plenty of salt this time and every time I feel cramping I down a salt tablet.  The last 12 miles is a race against time.  All I want to do is stop.  But I can't.  I know I will not be able to live with myself if I give in.  I am grateful for the few remaining climbs.  I can slow down and walk them, its a break from the downhill pounding. I separate from Keith in the last 6 miles.  I hit the edge to the County Park; I can't bear to look at my watch.  My body just wants to stop.  I come around the ball diamond and see the finish line.  I don't take my eyes off it.  I cross it, stop, bend over trying to catch my breath again.  I ask the timer what she has.  It’s an official 9:58.12.  I walk over to a picnic table, sit down and lay my head on the table.  I am breathing heavy.  I look up and see Keith cross the line.  He is in in 9:59.something.  He may it.

 

Post race: Dean had a 9:30 finish.  Great race for him.  He was second in our age division.  I was fourth.  I am always a bridesmaid never a bride.  Dan came in just over 11 hours.  It was a personal best for Dean.  I told him it was the shoes.  He is an inspiration to us all.  I came out of it with my best 50 mile time, tired and worn, another toe nail gone, a new friend from Ridgecrest and a head full of memories.  I am truly blessed. 

