
Every since I read Ultra marathon Man by Karnazes, I thought: why not?  I’ve never been any sort of outstanding athlete.  Not to regret anything I’ve always played the what if game.  I probably should have run hard my senior year of high school but didn’t.  I should have walked-on at a school to run cross country but didn’t.  So fifty pounds later, I got back into running.  I spent college doing 12 ounce bicep curls.  Once I had more free time I ran again.  After a hard road in San Antonio, I decided to put my money where my mouth was and run an ultra.  I rationalized 31 miles on trails would be easier than 26.2 on the road.  I was partially right.

Upon arrival, after spending money on a hotel and food, gels and travel, I found that the race director didn’t have me registered.  So I sped back to the nearest ATM in Huntsville for 60 bucks.  After running 20 miles alone in 80 degree heat and the failure in San Antonio, I was going to do whatever it took to run.  As the race was about to start I noticed it was dark, I would run on trails, and everyone had a head lamp.  I debated water bottle no water bottle and seven gels versus four.  I just ran into the woods, gingerly.

After a while I struck up a conversation with an accountant from Canada.  He fell first.  I fell 7 times total, I found all the roots.  I ran the first 15.5 in 2 hours 39 minutes and ended up with scraped palms, knees and elbows.  I guess I fell kind of like a war movie, when the explosion propels the guy from behind, through time and space and he supermans on to his stomach.  Then I learned how a NFL quarterback feels.  On one fall, my elbow went up and it seemed behind my ribcage.  That knocked the wind out of me, I was pretty stunned.  My strategy changed, I soon realized if I kept taking abuse and punishment like that I wasn’t going to finish.  I just wanted to finish so I wogged (walk-jog) and avoided roots.  I ran the last mile hard because it was pavement.  I crossed the finish line surprisingly refreshed.  I was not tired.  The strain came from the beating I took from falling, it knocked the wind out of my sails.  
Now a word from our sponsors:


Ladies! Ladies! Ladies!  Do you have 10 pounds that just won’t go away?  Not in love with your love handles?  Tried the 48 hour Hollywood diet?  Boy, do I have the solution for you!  The Ultra marathon diet, guaranteed to help you lose those ten pounds in six hours or less!  Of course, you lips will be chapped but hey that’s why they invented lip balm!  

Would I run another one?  Absolutely…where? I don’t know.  I want to have more of a New Balance feel.  Running through the Redwoods or Sequoias in Cali or somewhere with no roots, that’s my idea, pretty soon I’ll call it an easy 50 miles.  Cool, calm and easy.  Other runners, older more experienced ultra runners complained about the roots.  They say Paloduro, near Amarillo there’s a race, flat and grassy and hilly...  Cue the George Strait, may be I can run an ultra in a pair of cowboy boots.

My advice, cross train harder than you run! Run the mile you’re in, never give up!  The next day, your toe nails will go from night black, to Mardi Gras purple to Icelandic blue.  Take your time the finish line will be there when you complete the race.  It’s cool to spend 7 hours in nature with out the outside world.  Roots not so cool, nothing against Alex Haley!  Above all, I want to thank everybody at GoRun, especially Phyllis and Julie. Good luck in San Antonio! Catch you on the run; I’m going to sprint a 5k next week, a relative girly man race, lol!
