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The Shadow of the Giants 50k was the last stop before Western States.  The whole purpose of doing the run was for training.  I needed at least one more good run after the Bishop 50 miler and the easiest way to get it done was to enter a race.  The race takes place at Fish Camp just 1 mile from the south entrance into Yosemite.  It was a beautiful course through the trees and meadows.  It had good enough climbs to wear you down but not to severe to tear you up.

 

Debbie and Heather came along for they had entered the 11k race or fun run is what us Ultra runners call it.  In fact anything under 31 miles is considered a fun run in Ultra circles but these are perfect runs for family members who come along for the event but are not as loosely attached in the brain cell area as their Ultra family members.

 

My attitude was as probably as carefree as I can ever remember.  The distance was no longer daunting to me.  After so many 100k and 50 milers a 50k seems like a sprint.  This should be a warning sign that maybe my ego is getting a bit out of hand and I am setting myself up for some humiliation in the future but at present my training is at the point that this distance is nothing to get too concerned about.  I was more excited about Debbie and Heather than I was about myself.  Dean wasn't here so there was no pressure to try and beat him so everything was pretty laid back.

 

The event was loaded with the best in the Ultra field.  From So Cal there was McKenzie and McNair.  From No Cal there was Beverly Abbs and her husband and from Nevada there was good old Frank Bozanich.  Now Frank and I go way back together.  Like 1970/71.  He was a first Lt. and I was a Lance Corporal in the good old USMC.  Frank used to run our asses in the ground every morning and evening and bitch about how slow we were.  Frank became famous as a runner, in fact he held the American 100k record for a couple of years and was featured in the old Sports magazine.  He is sixty now and still holds about every record there is for age groups for about every Ultra he runs in.  We chatted for awhile talking about old times but mostly we talked about running. 

 

I will not bore you about the race.  I took a wrong turn on the first loop.  I missed the ribbon marker and went across a creek up a hill and into a horse ranch before I realized I was not on the course.  By the time I got back on course I gave up a lot of positions.  I burned the next hill trying to get back what I had lost which is really stupid because you can never get it back.  Anyway before all was said and done I ended up doing a 5:50.12 which was not too bad considering the course and my little course error.  What I was more concerned about is how I would feel after the race.  When I did Bishop I went into a deep depression afterwards.  Mentally, physically and emotionally I was really down.  Doing Miwok 100k and then the Bishop 50 miler within two weeks took a big toll on me.  It took me two weeks to come out of it.  Finally the week before this run I started to feel normal again. 

 

 Well I felt great after the race.  In fact yesterday I went up to Wrightwood and ran a section of the AC100 up to the top of Mt. Baden Powell which is 9400 ft.  My legs were strong and the altitude was not a factor.  After Saturdays race and yesterdays 4 hour plus run I feel fine.  So what this means is I am about as ready as I ever will be for Western States which is coming up in two and half weeks.  There is nothing else I can do.  One year of training and preparing will come to a conclusion very soon now.  The quest is in total control, I am not.

 

Heather and Debbie did really well and had a great time.  This means more to me than anything I experienced last Saturday.  They want to do it again next year.  They also said the course they trained on at Irvine Park and Santiago Oaks had them prepared for this course.  That is good because training is the key come race day.

 

I want to thank everyone for reading my bullshit these last three months.  I am not good at writing a journal and this is a easy way for me to jot down my thoughts and document my preparations for this event.  Western States is HUGE for anyone who runs Ultras.  It is the granddaddy of them all for us.  I cannot rest in peace until I have at least made the attempt.  Has this become all about as Solomon would say "vanity and vexation of the spirit?"  Probably, but I no longer can control any it there will be no peace until the deed is done.  Thank you all and may God bless and may you all be dangerous men and women.

 

"Only those who risk going too far can possibly find out how far they can go." - T.S. Eliot.

 

"All men dream: but not equally.  Those who dream by night in the dusty recesses of their minds wake in the day to find that it was vanity: but the dreamers of the day are dangerous men, for they may act their dreams with open eyes, to make it possible." - T. E. Lawrence

 

