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I finished the 2014 Oklahoma City Memorial Marathon in 5 hours and 4 minutes on April 26,

2014. Not a fast time by any means, but still a personal accomplishment. I consider it running 2 Half

Marathons back-to-back, each in 2:30. Not too bad as my best Half Marathon time is 2:03. A month

later, I was still nursing an Achilles injury. Perhaps riding 86 miles in the Sam’s MS Bike Ride the week

after the OKC Marathon was a bad idea. Nevertheless, I ran my first full marathon in April 2014. While

the journey to that goal became a possibility only about 4 months prior to its accomplishment, I suppose

it really started in 2013 when I decided to damn the knees and run.

First, the backstory. Now I had not run further than a mile at one time in my entire life. And

then it was just exactly 1 mile at most (4 laps around the track at the local High School). And from 1990

until 2005, I pretty much sat on the couch, only exercising my fingers on the remote control. BMI was a

tad higher than my current 23. Something like 30. In the Fall 2005, I started riding the exercise bike for

30 minutes almost every day. By the Spring 2008, I was riding a road bike on road rallies. My first bike

ride was 40 miles in the Richardson Wild Ride, back when Lance Armstrong still had his yellow jerseys. I

remember that bike ride being fairly exhausting. Anyway, the only time I was not on the exercise bike

was when I was on a road bike. I rode about 4 or 5 bike rallies a year from 2008 to 2014, including the

Hotter than Hell ride in 2008. Only later did I learn that riding a bike is NOT nearly the same as running.

The jury is still out on whether distance biking (~60 miles) or running (13.1 miles) is more strenuous.

In late 2012, I was invited to run a relay leg in the Dallas White Rock Marathon with some co-

workers. Ha! Are you serious? No way am I going to destroy my knees running 5 miles. No thank you.

There was no way I was going to ever run that distance. Ever. This is even though I thought I could easily

run that due to my distance bike riding. Little did I know that muscles used in biking are not the same as

those used in running. So, I continued my bike rides. In 2013, these included 30 miles in the Tour Dallas,

65K in the Red Poppy Ride, 155 Miles in the MS Bike Ride over 2 days (brutal), 65K in the Mesquite

Rotary Ride and 100K in the Collin Classic. Yep, I was just fine biking and watching replays of the Tour de

France on YouTube, running being an idiotic hobby.

In early Summer 2014, a few people from work were going to run a 5K as part of their early

training for their upcoming marathons and half marathons. Did I mention that I had never run more

than a mile at one time in my life? Nevertheless, I knew I could walk if I needed, so I toed the line at the

Must Dash 5K on June 15, 2013 just to prove that biking was easily portable over to running. That was

the unofficial start of my marathon quest, little did I know at the time. I ran the entire distance in about

33 minutes and it nearly killed me. I thought marker 2 meant I had only gone 2 K of the 5K. That was

dispiriting, but I struggled along, determined to finish. I was so pumped when I saw the finish line after

marker 3 (duh, those are mile markers). Although gasping for air, and clutching my chest, I had a real

feeling of accomplishment. Maybe, I thought, I’d add 5Ks to my exercise routine. But I remained

convinced that running more than 5K is stupid.



Because I was now biking and running, I thought, why not a sprint triathlon? Ignorance is a

wonderful thing. In the Salty Dog Tri the following weekend after my first 5K, I almost drowned. I have

been swimming (more like, thrashing and splashing) all my life, but when required to freestyle swim 300

meters without stopping with people swimming over and around me, I was a wreck. I had to stop

several times at the pool edge or on the lane ropes to catch my breath. The lifeguards kept a close eye

on me. Although I again struggled and remarkably survived, I knew all I had to do was modify my tri

strategy and expectations (backstroke, awful swim and transition times, dirty looks from purists and no

open water swims). I continued running, biking and tri-ing through the Summer and Fall: Peace Love 5K,

29:38; Firecracker 5K, 28:31; Peach Pedal 70 miles; Cooper-Craig Ranch Tri ; Melon Dash 5K, 28:30;

Kiwanis Tri; Hotter than Hell 100, and then…the Hottest Half 10K, 58:30 and Labor of Love 10K, 1:02:30.

Maybe running distances greater than 5K was not so dumb.

About the time I signed up for those 10Ks, I knew that I had to attempt a FULL half marathon,

all 13.1 miles. To make it special, I signed up for the Windward Half Marathon in Kaulia, Oahu Hawaii

scheduled for early September 2013. I made a deal with myself—I would allow myself to walk if I

needed, at mile 10 (keep in mind, the furthest I had ever planned to run at that point was 6.2 miles). So,

a 2 a.m. flight to Hawaii and I was on my way to running past another milestone. The most I had run

prior to the half marathon was 10K. Hal Higdon would not have approved. This was a small event with

no medals, but it was to be my first half so I planned to thoroughly enjoy it, even if I had to walk. I did

not have a Garmin at this time, so I had no idea how to pace myself. I tried a GU gel for the first time

right before the race which my digestive system let me know as not a smart move. Nevertheless, by the

time I reached mile 10 (after a long slow incline), I felt okay and convinced myself that I did not fly

halfway across the Pacific to walk the last 5K of my first half marathon. There was little crowd support,

but lots of the energy from dogs in the yards. I finished in 2:14:08 at a 10:14 pace. I still need to beat 2

hours in a half Marathon.

The next weekend, back in Texas, I backstroked most of the Fall Cooper-Craig Ranch Tri and the

weekend after that, finished the Plano Balloon Festival Half Marathon in a PR 2:04:47 at a 9:31 pace

finishing 276/800. I distinctly remember at mile 11-12 (this is September 22, 2013) that, as exhausted as

I was, I would never, ever, make it another 14 miles in a full marathon. So, in early Fall 2013, the chances

of me ever finishing a marathon were zero.

I ran the Plano Pacers Five Mile Fling in 45:05 at a 9:01 pace at the end of September, then ran

the IBM Uptown Classic 10K in Austin in early October and the Believe 2013 5K. My last run of 2013

was to be the Dallas MetroPCS Half Marathon in December, and I was not at all looking forward to

running in the cold. I would rather run in 78 degree weather before 35 degrees any day. Well, the

MetroPCS was cancelled due to an ice storm, so that took care of that and that ended the Run, Bike,

Ride season of 2013. On New Year’s Day, 2014, I’m fairly confident that the chances of running a full

marathon was still nil to non-existent.

The new season started early in 2014 and this is where the marathon bug bit. Disappointed as I

was (not really) with the cancellation of the MetroPCS Dallas Half Marathon, we saw that the Austin

Marathon was in mid-February 2014. Now everyone loves Austin. And this was a big (15,000 runners)



race. This could be my first run in a large crowd. And so it was done. And after receiving my half

marathon medal, we decided to go laugh at people at mile 22-23 hitting the wall. I had spent the Winter

reading about glycogen depletion and the horrors of hitting the wall so as to reinforce my decision to

never run a marathon. But I wanted to see it up close, like slowing down to see a traffic accident. So we

went to mile 22 on Duval Street in Austin and sat on our butts and watched people struggle and stumble

and walk through their own personal “walls”: about 25% of the marathoners walking, the rest actually

still running. While it was sad in some cases, in most cases what we saw was inspiring. Normal sized,

overweight, young, old, men, women, military guys, Longhorns, Aggies and just regular folks each

climbing their personal Mt. Everest. It was then that I decided that I had to experience what each of

these everyday people were experiencing. The cheering of the crowd looked to fall on the deaf ears of

zombies, but for others, it gave them the strength to keep going. I was going to have to experience that

from their perspective. What does it feel like to hit the wall? What does it feel like to run more than

13.1 miles?

So I started hitting all the running websites looking for the perfect marathon to accomplish my

goal. Cincinnati Flying Pig? Oregon Marathon? Anything in Hawaii? I had to time it with the then

trajectory of my running and training and other events schedule, and it had to be in late Spring or early

Summer 2014 so as not to be too hot. And the terrain had to be relatively flat. And it had to be a big

event with lots of crowd support because I was going to need that to keep those legs moving.

I continued with runs and rides: March 8, Leaping Leprechaun 15K in 1:32:35 and Dallas Rock N

Roll Half Marathon in 02:09:28. As you can see, the miles were adding up and the time to choose a race

was closing. Looking at all the options, I decided on the well-regarded Oklahoma City Memorial

Marathon on April 27, 2014. This marathon met most of the required criteria that I had set, although

saying I had run my first marathon in Oklahoma certainly does not have the wow factor (especially for a

Texan) as running Chicago, Boston or New York. But this was a big event, the week after Boston, so

there was a lot of interest and all the reviews had given it high marks. Also, since it was just 170 miles

from Dallas, it was certainly cheaper than flying somewhere beyond NM, TX, OK, LA.

Now running a marathon is serious business so I definitely had to follow a plan. I had been

roughly following the Hal Higdon Marathon schedule (Novice 2) and slotted in organized runs on the

weekends. During the week I was running 3-6 miles at a time about 3 times a week around the

neighborhood and cross-training at Cooper Fitness. It takes about 20 laps on that little, indoor track of

theirs to rack up a mile. One gets dizzy. About a month before the marathon, I was scheduled to run the

long run, which would be the longest run of my life. This would also be my only “long run” before the

marathon—It was 20 miles to be run on April 1. I started out running this long run in my neighborhood,

around a large 6 mile loop, and while jamming to Aerosmith, or maybe Zebra, who knows, I stumbled on

a sidewalk crack at about mile 10. In slow motion, I started falling forward (don’t land on the knees or

face, don’t land on the knees or face). About 10 minutes later (in slo-mo time) my hands and elbows hit

the coarse sandpaper like sidewalk, leaving a good amount of skin on the concrete. Blood streaming off

my palms, knuckles and elbows, I jumped up, thought briefly about calling for help, but instead ran the

next 2 miles at about a 6 minute pace (fueled by adrenaline) and the next 8 miles at about a 13 minute

pace. But I ran all of those damn 20 miles in 3 hours 50 minutes. If that disaster was not going to stop



me, neither was a wall at mile 22. The “fall”, rather the survival of the” fall” confirmed for me that I was

going to finish a marathon. I just had to start designing the 26.2 tattoo for my calf. I spent the next 4

weeks tapering, down, running the Austin Capitol 10K in 59:35 on April 6 and the Peace Love Run Half

Marathon San Diego on April 12.

As far as diet, the week before the marathon started on Marathon Monday. I watched the

Boston marathon “wall” cam streamed over the Internet. Monday was a low carb day with lots of

water and a pickle. Tuesday was a low carb day with lots of water and a pickle (and I ran a 5K in my

neighborhood). Wednesday was a water and Gatorade day with 1 pickle. Oh, and I pulled a chest

muscle in Wednesday trying to pull a seatbelt from around from the back seat of a small car. Hurt like a

mother. It made it difficult to take a deep breath and impossible to sneeze. Even when I needed to

sneeze, and I’d look at a bright light, the best I could get was a cough. I was somewhat concerned that if

this did not resolve itself, I would not be able to run the marathon. I had a Turkey sandwich and chips

for dinner and had another pickle. On Wednesday April 23, I ran 1.3 miles and walked .7 miles after

getting light headed. That concerned me. Was it psychological? I had a pickle and a high carb lunch and

dinner. On Thursday, I forced myself to run a 5K—to prove I could at least start the run on Sunday.

Thursday was a big carb day. Friday, I rested. No running, lots of carbs and a pickle.

So the plan was to drive to OKC on Saturday morning, pick up my bib, carb load around 1 pm,

check into the hotel and have a light dinner and go to sleep early. Then I would get up at 4:30 a.m., eat

a breakfast of banana, banana smoothie, banana walnut bread and coffee. Then at 6 a.m., I would be

near the start line, have a Gatorade and at 6:30 a.m. would start the marathon at a 10:30 pace. I would

have a great time, waving to the crowd, not even noticing a “wall”, finish under 4:45 at about 11:15

a.m., comb my hair, get a finish line picture, get in the car and drive back to Dallas, victorious.

Saturday, we picked up the bib (3169), had a carb loaded plate of Manicotti at Zios in

Bricktown in OKC. I had 2 pickles and drank the pickle juice from the jar of the pickles I had been eating

all week. We went to Starbucks to load up on breakfast stuff (banana walnut bread), then had dinner

(breakfast) at Cracker Barrel: 1 scrambled egg, turkey sausage and 1 pancake with sugar free syrup. We

drove the marathon route after dinner/breakfast, which was a great idea and highly recommended. I

think routes seem longer if you are unfamiliar with them. We got lost a couple of times as the streets

were not yet marked, but we probably drove 25 miles of the route.

We went to bed at about 10 p.m. with the help of some Tylenol PM. The alarm went off way

too early at 4 a.m. and race prep started in earnest. I immediately took a Claritin (stops the runny nose)

and 2 Advil and had breakfast, with the start time anticipated of 6 a.m. Breakfast was ½ banana, ½ cup

of coffee, a banana mash and the Starbucks banana walnut bread. We turned on the television to check

the weather to learn three was a line of severe thunderstorms heading toward OKC. Thunderstorms in

April in OKC? Go figure. We drove to a parking lot near the start line, arriving at 5 a.m. and walked to

the start corrals at 5:30. Plenty of time to stretch and get in the zone for the human endurance test of a

lifetime. At about 5:50 a.m., the first line of storms were hitting west OKC. The announcers asked

everyone to head to one of 4 parking garages. Others huddled under cantilevered window coverings at

the new OKC Federal courthouse. Because of lightening within 10 miles of the 26.2 mile course, the



announcers postponed the race first to 7 a.m. then to 7:30 a.m. So much for the carefully timed

breakfast! Sensing a soccer stampede in the parking garage (which was humid and stifling hot), we

walked back to our car as it was near the start line. We listened to the UHF radio communications of

one of the local television news crews to get up to the minute reports on the weather and what spotters

were seeing on the course. The main squall line went through the start line area at 8 a.m. Now it was a

race against time as the OKC police would not let the race go if the start was after 8:15 a.m. due to

traffic logistics (and likely, extra overtime costs). When they announced a new start time of 8:15, we

high tailed if from the car back to the start line. I was assigned to corral C, but as we were walking past

the Start line, the gun sounded, so I squeezed through the fence about midway of corral B, which by

then, runners had started walking forward toward the start. The skies were still cloudy and grey and the

streets wet but the clouds cleared by mile 2. Mile 1 snaked through OKC Bricktown. There were a lot of

people lining the streets, shouting and clanging cowbells which energized the runners. I was feeling

good, the iPhone on, Aerosmith jamming to “Train Kept a Rolling”. The first water stop was under a

bridge as we left Bricktown. I was expecting Powerade, but at that stop, tepid water was the only liquid

available. I slowed my pace through the stop, grabbing water toward the end of volunteers, thanking

them, drinking half a cup down and tossing the rest. Slowing to chug those 3 ounces was tough as I had

run at a good clip through all my prior half marathons, and slowing at all seemed to go against that. But I

had to remind myself that 26.2 miles was going to be brutal and I had to reserve every ounce of energy,

at every opportunity to last the entire run. Because they did not have any Powerade, I decided to pop

my first Orange Gu block. I did not want to overdo the Gu, as I had heard anecdotally from other runners

that too much Gu sitting in a pool of water in the stomach can lead to nausea, especially in the later

stages of a run. I wanted to make sure to avoid that, so was judicious in downing the Gu blocks. My

goal was to rely on Powerade for my electrolytes and hydration.

Miles 2-4 were fairly uneventful, I suffered no fatigue at all, and occasionally would turn down

the music in the ears to hear the cheers of the crowd. The crowds really do make a difference in

motivating the runners. At mile 3, the second water stop had Powerade. I slowed my pace and took 4

gulps of Powerade, a cup of water to douse my head and back, and resumed my pace. Miles 3-5

traversed NW 2nd Street, under an overpass (steep drop and climb), but still no problems. Again, great

crowd support and a number of really funny signs.

At just over 3 miles, I smiled, knowing I had just run a 5K with little effort—I was feeling so good,

that I felt like if the run had been a 5K, I could have done it in 26 minutes, a PR (although it was actually

33 minutes into the run). But that was just 3.1 miles of 26.2, gulp. Although I felt good physically, in the

back of my mind, I could not shake that around mile 20 or so, I might be in bad shape. I was concerned

about if I would hit the wall, and if so, how I would react.

I did not notice mile markers until mile 4. By then, I was still enjoying the sights and atmosphere,

taking care to keep a close eye on my pace on the Garmin 910. My mantra was “Don’t go out too fast”.

Even though people were passing on the left and right, I was intent on remaining disciplined so as to

avoid, hopefully, the mile 20 bonk. This may seem slow, but I wanted to stay between 10:30 and 11:00

for my pace-which is why I freaked when I looked down around mile 4 and saw I was running a 9:50

pace. Looking North toward the Oklahoma State Capitol, I noticed that the helicopters following the



leaders were fading off into the distance. Around mile 5, I developed a slight cramp in my right leg. At

one level, it seemed like a phantom cramp. I worked it out by favoring my left leg and running gingerly

on the right, for about ½ mile, and it faded. By now, the crush of runners were spreading out which gave

me more room to relax in my stride, without having to dodge and weave.

By the time I hit mile 6, the helicopters were gone. I suppose by then, the leaders were at mile

12 or so. At mile 6-7, the slow climb of Gorilla Hill came into view. Here is where the first big group of

runners started walking. I thought to myself that, half’ers or full’ers, if they are walking so soon, it is

going to be a long afternoon for them. Hitting the ascent of Gorilla Hill, one is entertained by gorillas

handing out bananas. I took half of banana, thanked the ape and wolfed it down. It is about here that I

noticed the timing chips around the ankles of some of the runners. Only later did I realize that these

were relay runners. Around miles 7-8, it was a long slow, straight climb at which point the cut-off for

the half marathon loomed. At the turn back toward downtown for the 13.1 runners (we full

marathoners continued straight), I estimated about 4 half marathoners for every full marathoner. But

even that was not correct as mixed into the full marathoners were the relay runners. At the split, I still

felt pretty good, and I did not think for an instance for turning left with the half’ers. Nor was I jealous of

the half’ers because I knew that once I finished the full, my bragging rights would last a lifetime. Miles

8-12 were uneventful—just slowed my pace through the water/Powerade stops and popped another Gu

gel. I do not chew these, but rather let them slowly dissolve in my mouth. That is the best way to avoid

biting the inside of your cheek. I continued to be concerned about a molasses gel soup sloshing around

my stomach and making me sick, so I was careful about how many of those I consumed. Thanks to the

onlookers with the signs about the odds of vomiting during the run—those kept me for overdoing the

Gu.

I thought mile 12 was really way too long. I started getting anxious looking for the 13.1 sign,

because I really wanted to start thinking that from then on, it would be downhill, metaphorically. For

some reason, the stretch from mile 12 to 13.1 through the Village seemed equivalent in distance to

miles 7 to 12. Finally, on the main East to West stretch at the northern part of the route, the flag for

13.1 came into view. Now, the fatigue started to creep in. My legs started feeling sore, like they do

during a half marathon. The knees would only bend from 180 degrees to 150 degrees, nor more. Trying

to sit at that point, with the legs bent at 90 degrees would have been quite uncomfortable. Even though

the legs started to feel the pain, mentally I had no desire to stop. I recalled the second half marathon I

had run, the Plano Balloon Festival Half Marathon. I was convinced at mile 12 of that run that I would

never run a full marathon. Yet, here I was (of course, at that time, I still had another 13.1 miles to go to

run a full marathon).

The route over I-44 to Lake Hefner was a climb that people struggled over—even the relay

runners, many of whom were walking. Here I was 13 plus miles in, still running and 3rd leg relay runners

were 2 miles into their legs and walking! I had to laugh to myself. I remembered back to my first 5K in

June 2013 when I was gasping for breath at mile 2. I had come a long way in less than a year. Over the

Interstate, a slight north jog to the 14 mile turnaround, and we were greeted with a stiff wind coming off

the lake. With the morning storms headed to the east at 45 miles per hour, It was dragging in hot, drier

air from the west. Since we were running the first 10 miles generally north, 4 miles to the west then the



rest of the route generally southeast, the wind vector for most of the run was at least from the side. But

it did have a noticeable effect. Miles 14-17 were down and around the lake and it was clogged with lots

of relay walkers, um, runners. Because of the wind vector from the west, we were not just fighting the

pavement’s co-efficient of friction, but also a component of the wind. Mile 17 or thereabouts is where

the fatigue started to hit physically, as well as mentally. Miles 17-20 were run toward the east through

Nichols Hills, a neighborhood whose nicely manicured broad green lawns stood in contrast to the agony

of what my body was starting to feel. With each plodding step, the euphoric feelings I had experienced

a few hours earlier at miles 2-4 had were fading. Now things were getting real. No more fun and games.

Although miles 17-20 constituted a relatively flat part of the route, and the wind from the west was

giving us something of a push, my mind did start to think about how great a nice comfortable mattress

would feel just then. All I had to do was grab a SAG wagon ride, head back to the hotel and crash. To

take my mind away from that, I grabbed a couple of GU packets that were being handed out by

volunteers in Nichols Hills. Mmm, vanilla and orange flavor. Thankfully, I lost both of them when I was

pulling Kleenex out of my pocket. Had I eaten them, I probably would have been puking by mile 21. I

tried a GU packet for the first and only time at the Oahu Windward Half in 2013 and had my digestive

system rebel. So delirious was I becoming, I would have eaten them had I not lost them.

Twenty miles was the furthest I had ever run in my life 4 weeks earlier (in 3 hours 50 minutes),

and here I was running through 20.5. So if I had collapsed, at least I had set a PR for that distance I

thought. Around this point, I became acutely aware of how bad my thighs ached and my calves were on

fire. I started to question why I thought I could ever do this. Miles 21-26.2 were a blur. Hallucinations?

Check. Despair? Check. Pain? Definitely. It was absolutely the worst my body had ever felt, ever.

I felt like I was running, but likely, my legs were just scraping along the pavement. Yet,

somehow, I kept going. I had come too far to stop quit. I remember a shot of energy as I turned the last

corner and saw the Finish Line straight ahead. That by far was the greatest personal sporting

achievement of my life. Yes, I had earned that stupid 26.2 magnet. I stumbled around the finish line,

taking in this momentous milestone. We headed back to the hotel, where I iced up both knees. I could

barely walk for 3 days. After finishing, my body was so wrecked I knew that I’d never do it again.

But, now 2 years later, it is time to do it again. Having just finished the Austin Half Marathon, in

week 8 of training, the schedule nicely aligns with the Dallas Rock-n-Roll Half Marathon in Week 12

(March 19) and a Marathon on May 1, 2016. Time to get this going again.



Marathon Training Schedule

Week M T W Th F S Sun
1 Rest 3 m run 3 m run 3 m run Rest 6 Cross
2 Rest 3 m run 3 m run 3 m run Rest 7 Cross
3 Rest 3 m run 4 m run 3 m run Rest 5 Cross
4 Rest 3 m run 4 m run 3 m run Rest 9 Cross
5 Rest 3 m run 5 m run 3 m run Rest 10 Cross
6 Rest 3 m run 5 m run 3 m run Rest 7 Cross
7 Rest 3 m run 6 m run 3 m run Rest 12 Cross
8 Rest 3 m run 6 m run 3 m run Rest Rest Half Marathon
9 Rest 3 m run 7 m run 4 m run Rest 10 Cross
10 Rest 3 m run 7 m run 4 m run Rest 15 Cross
11 Rest 4 m run 8 m run 4 m run Rest 16 Cross
12 Rest 4 m run 8 m run 5 m run Rest 12 Cross
13 Rest 4 m run 9 m run 5 m run Rest 18 Cross
14 Rest 5 m run 9 m run 5 m run Rest 14 Cross
15 Rest 5 m run 10 m run 5 m run Rest 20 Cross
16 Rest 5 m run 8 m run 4 m run Rest 12 Cross
17 Rest 4 m run 6 m run 3 m run Rest 8 Cross
18 Rest 3 m run 4 m run 2 m run Rest Rest Marathon


