San Antonio Rock n’ Roll Race Report
We arrived in San Antonio Friday night which means I got to sleep in on Saturday!  Yea!  After a relaxing morning we went to the Expo around 10:30 am to mill around with thousands of excited folks who were purchasing those souvenirs to remember this wonderful journey of courage.  The packet pick-up was smooth and we got a dri-fit shirt this time around (last year we got a cotton t-shirt).  There were lots of vendors pushing the latest snake oil for hurting muscles and feet!  We long distance athletes are always looking for that magical sock, headband, drink, stick, shoe, gel, insert, shirt, or timing device that is going to make the pounding easier!  I got a couple of dri-fit shirts and new running socks!  I saw lots of Go Run folks at the expo!  Everyone of them told me that they had bought new shoes and were planning to wear them the next day!  They of course were pulling my leg!  After the expo we dropped off the important race stuff and headed over to the River Walk for lunch!  The River Walk is beautiful!  
Then it was time to drive around San Antonio and find a easy route for Julie and Rachel to hit the marathon route at mile 2, 12, and 23!  Last year Julie had a hard time because our hotel was in the middle of closed roads!  But this year would be different because Rachel was going to be riding shotgun and surely they could find those rendezvous spots!  We saw some cool looking places like, “Terry’s Friendly Place!” and “Kike’s Ice House” just in case they got tired of watching crazy people they could take in local flavor.  We did not drive the marathon route, I stop doing that years ago.  It takes too long to drive 26.2 miles!  I wouldn’t even watch the course preview on the big screen at the expo!  After our Louis & Clark expedition to mile 12 / 23 I did get to rest a few hours then we met Fast Cliff, Rachel, and Gene for the ceremonial last supper at Subway! Of course, the main subject was the how hot it was going to be for the marathon (idea temperature is 45 degrees not 79 degrees) and our game plan.  Then we met with everyone at the hotel lobby for our final instructions and a  group picture.  
Finally marathon morning!  I got up at 3:45 am since I needed sometime to wake-up, diet coke-up, grease-up, and lace-up!  We met everyone at 4:45 am in the lobby for a group photo and a quick walk over to the shuttle!  They had about 25 charter buses ready to take us to the start.  We got on the shuttle quickly!  Then we got dropped off at the start line and had to walk about ½ mile to the port-cans and the UPS trucks that were located behind corral 32.  We made camp near the port-cans and enjoyed breakfast as we watched other runners do their strange rituals to get ready for this journey.  We did not need anything to keep us warm, because it was hot!  All of us who had been to the dance before, knew this day was going to be extra difficult because of the heat and humidity.  But as Owen always says, “It is, what it is!”  After visiting the port-can three times, eating breakfast, stretching, it was time to drop off our bags and make our way to our corrals.  As we made our way down the corrals we hugged and wish our friends good luck!  I needed the port-can one more time, but I was out of luck because there was 500 people in line for 10 port-cans.  I was fortunate I was in the same corral with Gene and Cliff, so I could chat and stay relaxed.  Although, we did not talk, for we had been on this journey before and knew what was ahead.  After the prayer and the National Anthem we gave each other a fist bump and we were off.  It was a fast start and before we knew it, we heard the first band.  This year the bands were great and I really needed their energy to battle the warm conditions.  Soon we were downtown and waving to Julie and Rachel!  We saw the Alamo and the downtown streets were packed with anxious friends and family ready to cheer their special hero on!  I would hear lots of encouragement in the next few hours but the best one came from a  little man who simply said, “bravo!”  After the 1st water stop Cliff and I separated, he knew what he was doing and I needed to get into a slower groove!  I pulled my pace back and started reviewing my game plan: pace, gels, port-can, and fluids. The first few miles went by pretty fast, since there were packed with runners, great bands, excited crowds, and a beautiful neighborhood around mile 8.  The halfers dropped off at mile 11 (I was jealous since I knew how the devil heat was going to torture me).  When I made it to mile 12 Julie and Rachel were standing there waving, just as we planned!  I then saw the press truck and the front runners go by.  The Kenyans were flying.  I had seen them at the same spot last year, so I felt good that I was on pace.  But at this point I had an usual burning spot on the bottom of my right foot, it felt like a frying pan slamming my foot each time I hit the pavement (turned out to be a blood blister).  Then before I knew it I was in the back country which is a lonely hilly place and where the wall showed up early for a lot of people who went out too fast.  There were a lot of runners pulling over and stretching out those ugly cramps starting around mile 17.  I tried not to look for fear of catching the cramps from them!  I finally reached the farthest point and started the trek back up the river bed and the heat was now in my face.  Unfortunately this year they did not put ice in the water or cytomax, which made getting that sweet concoction down even harder.  I saw a few runners throwing-up and lots of hurting in the back country.  It was the nasty heat beating people up.  From mile 19 to mile 26.2 I witness courage and guts.  I had to dig deep to keep from walking with the rest of the folks.  But I knew the longer I stayed on the course the worse the heat was going to be.  I started taking 2 cups of water and pouring one on my head (looks don’t matter in the heat) and drinking the other.  There was a couple spots where volunteers were spraying runners with water hoses.  I  stood there a long time!  At mile 22 a sweet little girl said, “ice!”  I think I cut off 4 runners to get to that ice!  I did offer it to others!  None of them took up me up on that offer (maybe they were in fear of losing a finger).  I finally got back on the road to civilization and saw those poor souls who still had the back country and 14 miles to go.  I started looking forward to see Julie and Rachel at mile 23 because they had my ice cold Gatorade waiting for me!  Something cold!  It was awesome!  I didn’t dare throw it down after a few sips instead I gripped it like it was a million bucks and carried it 2 miles until it was all gone.  Then I knew I was close for I met up with  the halfers who were making their turn at mile 11.  I started looking for our Go Run folks!  And to my surprise I saw Anthony!  I was so excited I called his name out and went over to say hi!  He looked great!  Now all I had to do was keep swinging.  That was my cue word I started using around mile 20.  I keep repeating to myself “swing, swing, swing, swing, swing.”   At mile 24 I almost cried thinking about everyone in my life that has shaped me in someway and given me strength.  I thought about my father and knew he would be proud of me of how I handled myself on this brutal day of heat.  With each step the Alamodome was getting bigger!  Then I saw mile 25!  Only 10 minutes to go!  Many runners were walking then running, others were pulled over with cramps, and I just kept swinging.  Then someone said something honest (people telling you that you look good at mile 24 are liars), “two turns and one hill!”  I made that turn and this year I was glad to see that steep hill because it meant I was done!  Then I made that last turn and crossed that sweet finish line.  I did it!  I was part of something powerful, I toed the start line with 25,000 other people who had the courage to take that first step on a journey of self discovery of grit and guts.
