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			PROLOGUE

			Life is short…running makes it seem longer.
—Baron Hanson

			 

			I earned my comma a few days ago. Earning your comma is a maxim I’ve become familiar with through my association with Streak Runners International. You get to join the ranks of this hallowed crowd once you have run at least one mile a day, every single day, for at least 365 days. 

			To get your ass out the door every day for a year is a feat reserved for those of us with a screw just slightly loose. I chronicled the adventure of doing so in my first book, Every.Single.Day—Unstoppable Wisdom from a Year of Running. It is, perhaps, less a book about running than it is about discipline and consistency and the power of what can happen to you—and potentially those around you—when you commit to one small daily action and execute on it relentlessly. It is also about what happens when you really have to go to the bathroom once you are out running and what kind of running shoes I like to wear and how maybe the best part of running is how delicious everything is if you eat it after a good run. 

			I got into this kind of streaking with your clothes on after my life took a left turn, or two, when my longtime business partner and our executive assistant both passed away—unrelatedly, and within two days of each other. Not surprisingly, my life had become hell on wheels for a spell and then, bit by bit, I slowly began to claw my way back to my new normal by taking on a year of 30-day challenges. I figured I was incapable at the time of doing anything extraordinary but that I could do one little thing, and try doing that every day.

			After the first few months of these challenges—30 days of meditation, 30 days of yoga, 30 days of random acts of kindness—that I’d executed to varying degrees of success, I took on 30 days of running. Like with many things in my life, I’d dabbled in running off and on for some time. I really liked running. I really did. I even ran a marathon once upon a time. But I always fell off the running wagon—for long periods of time at that. Then I’d have to earn all that fitness back. Like a yoyo diet I went up and down, up and down with my enthusiasm for and commitment to running. Up until that sneaky little 30-day commitment, that is! Because 30 days turned to 100, which turned into 365…and then some.

			You can imagine all of the things that might happen over the course of a month, let alone a year or more, to thwart your efforts to succeed at something like running every day. Some days you might wake up fresh as a daisy and bound out the front door full of energy complete with little birds whistling around your head. More likely than not though—at least for me—I was dragging my sorry butt out of bed because I’d stayed up too late, snoozed one too many times, had kids that needed attention, at least one dog that had gotten into the garbage (and—oh yeah, the garbage, it’s garbage day and I am running to the curb in my bathrobe dragging the garbage can behind me as the truck pulls up to my driveway), an overflowing inbox, and a day in front of me somewhere off the chart on the OMG–WTF spectrum. 

			That first year of my running streak had a lot of spillover of the positive variety in my life though—mainly that small steps really can add up to big impact and that if you can commit to doing one small thing every day, you can commit to doing just about anything and maybe even some pretty hard things. It also spilled over as I conquered moments when I really wasn’t feeling it, but did it anyway—no matter what (and there sure can be a lot of what!).

			All of this to say, life still has its moments, but this shi*t sure helps. And believe you me: If I can do this…so can you! By the way, what is up with that “believe you me” expression? Shouldn’t you just say…“believe me”?! So let me try this again—believe me: If I can do hard things, then so can you! And if you think you can’t, try breaking it down into small, bite-size pieces that don’t take a lot of time or money or fancy equipment or special gifts from God or anything else and just do it—a little bit every day, every.single.day.

			For a streaker, as we are affectionately called, after you hit the one-year mark and you are relatively unscathed and still able to make self-propelled forward momentum and then you pass the two-year mark like a boss, the next big milestone is…the comma. It is then once you have run every.single.day for two years, eight months, and twenty-four days that you join the ranks of folks who have run more than 999 days and thus necessitating the use of a comma when you now write the number of days you have run every day. That is the badge of honor of having earned your comma. 

			Someone asked me whether I set out to run one thousand days in a row when I first started this and I looked at them like they were nuts, because no one who sets out to do anything for one-comma-zero-zero-zero days in a row ever ends up actually doing it. But, as I have discovered, if you set out to do a little bit every day for a little while, there is this sneaky thing that happens to you, and the next thing you know, you’re on the streak train and you are not getting off at the next station. 

			The other sneaky thing that happens is that soon you realize that the key to achieving a lot of things in your life that you think you might not ever be able to are within your reach if you just approach it a little bit at a time and stick with it. I know that might still sound like hogwash—whatever hogwash is—but it’s not. At least it hasn’t been for me. And it hasn’t been for some of the people around me who have used this philosophy for practicing music or meditating daily or doing yoga and some other pretty awesome things too.

			So, that was how I found myself after one year of running every.single.day, doing all manner of things that I’d never considered and perhaps still never should have. The first year of the streak was really about getting my butt out the door. After I proved to myself I could and would, I wrapped my head around running itself. I barely raced—except out the door—that first year. During the second year, I ran nearly thirty races of all different distances, joined a cross-country team and trained for and attempted my first ultramarathon. Me…I did that. Perhaps more impressively, I also managed to stay married, employed, and healthy, and I kept alive three dogs, a cat, and my kids. The garden, not so much—but something had to give. 

			Herein lie the chronicles of my adventures as I attempted to do some hard things by convincing myself they weren’t hardly hard at all if I tackled them one small step at a time. And though I’ve said it already, it bears repeating, that if I could do this then, believe me, that whatever your this is—you can too!

		


		
			CHAPTER ONE

			LOW BARRIER TO ENTRY, NO EXCUSES RACING: 
THE $5 5K

			RACE ONE. FERNHILL PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			Fact: Running in the rain will make you feel 100 percent more badass than covering the same route on a sunny day.

			 

			A 5k race in the park and a 5k run home all before 10:00 AM = winning. (Commence happy dance.) Portland1 Parks and Rec hosts a five-dollar 5k series ($5 5k) in local parks around the city. I love this for so many reasons, like getting out to different parts of the city I might not experience otherwise, but particularly for the low barrier to entry. Races can get expensive. For our family of four, it’s typically a minimal investment of one hundred dollars for four 5k entries and we have paid upwards of four hundred dollars for an obstacle run. Not everyone can or wants to do that, and this series breaks down that wall. And to clarify—it’s five dollars for adults and kids are free, so our family of four can run the race for only ten bucks. It doesn’t get much better than that. However, much as I’ve been a fan of the concept, the scheduling has never worked out to participate…until today. 

			The weather has been beautiful lately but it started raining yesterday afternoon and hasn’t stopped. In Portland in the spring, you sometimes feel like you can literally see things growing before your eyes…grass and trees and gardens and especially the weeds—not to be confused with weed, which also proliferates here. This is one of those days. 

			I took an Uber to the race, which somehow made me feel very sophisticated, stood around with some other folks under a giant tree to stay dry until the race start, had trivial conversations with a bunch of folks, met a woman who said my pigtails made her day (can only go up from there for her, right?!), cheered on the kids’ fun run (because they’re all cute when they run) and then we were off. 

			This was a loop course we would do three times. We started out on a track and then headed out into the park. There were ups and downs, mud and grass and roots and trees and crossing the start/finish line three times total—which may or may not qualify as psychological warfare. There were runners of all different shapes and sizes and ages. 

			 

			This is similar to the course the high school cross-country team runs at their meets and it was fun to experience it from the vantage point of the runner as I have cheered on my son Shea and his team a number of times here. It was my first experience running a loop in a race, and I have to say, it made something I’m not very good at—pacing—a bit easier. Invariably, in races it seems you eyeball someone on the course who runs a similar pace but perhaps a hair faster and you latch on to them for motivation, pacing and sometimes dear life. You do not want them to disappear from your sight, and you celebrate inside as you get closer to them or call yourself terrible names as they inch away from you. Today, I ended up passing my “pacer” during the race and afterwards he told me he chased me the whole race—which was gratifying and also pumped up my ego. It’s fun knowing you’ve been that person for someone, because someone is always it for me. 

			One thing I’ll say about races is that I push a whole lot harder during them than I do during my daily run which is one reason I participate in them. My favorite way to get kicked in the pants!

			On the run home, I passed by a bakery and picked up a cinnamon bun for my daughter Calliope, also a runner (Yes, the whole family runs—it is contagious.), who was sitting today out to stay on her training for her district track meet this week. Running through the rain with a warm bakery box stuffed inside my jacket and the sweet smell wafting up my flaring nostrils just made me smile the whole way home to my own delicious breakfast. The most amazing part of this morning may have been the fact that the cinnamon bun arrived home intact with not even one teeny tiny bite taken out of it. People talk about running miracles, and that was definitely one. 

			 

			RACE TWO. LENTS PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			I don’t often participate, but when I do, I expect a ribbon.

			 

			I’ve got to hand it to Portland Parks and Rec for creating this $5 5k series. It’s not perfect, but geez, for five bucks you won’t hear me complain—at least not within earshot. Some serious folks are showing up for these races as well as the garden-variety runners like me. 

			I see some of the same folks I saw at the last race and have some conversation and laughs and a high five exchange at the end. The weather was absolutely perfect, the vibe is great and this park is cool. I run and at the end feel like I could have given it a lot more, but really, what I was thinking was less that I could have run a whole lot faster and more that I could have run a whole lot longer! That’s how I know I am riding the race train, because that’s not always the way I feel when I am running by myself. I am back home no later than 10:00 AM, clutching my little green participation ribbon like a treasure. I love this little silky thing. Such a great way to start the day! 

			 

			RACE THREE. LAURELHURST PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			It’s pretty warm this morning for my third in this series of 5ks in the Portland parks. My husband, Matt, is in town today and we left our house literally 20 minutes before the race start time, had plenty of time to get there, park, get our bibs,2 warm up, chat with new friends, and get started. Next time we might outdo ourselves and even bike there but…I’m getting carried away here.

			Like the other races in the series, this was a loop course—three-mile-or-so jaunts through a beautiful park, a mix of pavement and gravel path, with some decent hills…for a park. Matt and I both noticed we were stronger on the hills than in 5ks in our past. You know what…it actually pays to show up with at least a little bit of training under your belt! 

			My favorite part of the race is at one of the turns where an exuberant staffer looked directly at Matt and cheered, “Go, guuuurl!” Better yet, next time around the bend, he cheered “Go, girl” to me (Note the omission of all those u’s.) and “Go, qu-ween!” to Matt. 

			So happy to have knocked out this race early in the day and to be back home about an hour after we left, ready to rock the day. Woot! 

			 

			RACE FOUR. WESTMORELAND PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			But wait…. There’s more!

			 

			Today I’d forgotten all about the $5 5k that I’d signed up for a while back. Maybe going yesterday for my longest run in more than a few weeks wasn’t the best way to go into it either. My goal was to beat my time from the last $5 5k, and…well, that didn’t happen. 

			I still really love the whole spirit of these community races. Even with a bit of rain, there were lots of people out (This is Portland, after all.), and I saw some serious runners there in the mix of kids and families and, well, just a bit of everything. 

			Still, I left feeling a little disappointed. I just logged my slowest race time in a while. Runners are known for really taking their race disappointments hard. Disasters happen—weather anomalies, muscle cramps, upset stomachs, and training down the drain. Luckily, I’m not that disappointed. I’ll be back for you, $5 5k! 

			 

			RACE FIVE. BACK AT FERNHILL PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			Q: Why aren’t you signed up for the 401(k)?

			A: I’d never be able to run that far.
—Scott Adams, Dilbert

			 

			This was a trying week for our family. Everyone knows that parenting is not for the faint of heart and this week a lot of that proverbial poop hit the fan, which is why it was extra poignant and sweet to end it with a 5k race in the park and have Shea take home the overall winner honors. On top of this week from teenage hell, this was Shea’s first time back on the course that he broke his foot on during his district qualifying meet last year. I didn’t feel too bad going into the run, and Matt, who arrived at home at 4:00 AM after a three-night run of performances, even managed a decent showing. Now that was impressive. 

			A win–win–win scenario…and a literal win for the boy. Commence happy dance and put this damned week to bed now.

			 

			RACE SIX. LENTS PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			I’m typically not someone who arrives early for races, or let’s face it, anything, but for this race I cut it just a wee bit too short and arrive just a literal few minutes before the start. I hear the starting gun go off while I am still at the registration table collecting my bib. With no time to pin it on, I roll it up and carry it like a baton. Shea rushes right past me to the start line and leads the race the entire way—even with that extra 25 yards or so.

			A friend told me once that she was in the porta-potty when the starting gun went off for a race and she threw the door open and ran straight for the start. I mention it here because that’s a better story than starting your race from the registration table. 

			I ended up finishing this one a couple minutes slower than my last race. None of these have been my fastest times, but getting to run in the same race as Shea is its own reward—even if I don’t see him until the finish. 

			 

			RACE SEVEN. WESTMORELAND PARK, PORTLAND, OR

			Last one of these for a while, and I finished it just a handful of seconds beyond what’s been a typical time for me during this series. Clearly, I’m not doing anything to get any faster, though I suppose I could remind myself that I am getting older, and if I am running almost the same as last time, maybe I am actually getting faster. (That’s sound logic, right?!) There’s more than one way to accelerate toward the finish line.

			 

			
				VOLUNTEERING

				Independence Day—Portland, OR

				You are NOT almost there.

				—Sign at the first marathon aid station

				 

				With my kids involved in track and field, I’ve volunteered in various capacities at track meets over the last few years. Yet, for all the road and trail races I’ve run, I’d never volunteered at one until today. Sauvie’s Island is a river island next to Portland, a wonderful place full of farms and ponds and beaches and home to annual half and full marathons sponsored by a local running company. Our cross-country team is hosting the first water station along the route, just a couple of miles in, handing out electrolyte drinks and water and, of equal importance, cheering the runners on. 

				It was a fascinating perspective to see the full parade of runners from the very fastest to the sweet couple at the end pushing a stroller and carrying a teeny tiny baby.  We had a great group of volunteers who efficiently filled cups and handed them out as smoothly as you can put a cup of liquid into a moving runner’s hand. It felt good to be on the other side of the table for a change and to be in that environment supporting the running community in a different way. As an event producer, I also know the myriad things that go on behind the scenes to create these amazing experiences for the participants, which fills me with even more gratitude for the experience. 

				I also love cheering! Crazily enough, it’s sometimes challenging to figure out what the heck to say to the runners. I know myself that during races it can sometimes be irritating to hear things like, “You’re almost there!” when you’re not, or, “Don’t let that guy pass you!” when you are so not trying to let him pass—but he is clearly passing you. And really, if I “got this,” why am I in so much pain?!

				As a parent, I’ve always tried to say things like, “I see you used many different colors in that painting,” instead of, “That’s the most beautiful painting I’ve ever seen!” when it clearly isn’t, just to provide both encouragement and keep it real.

				So, what then to say to the runners? I typically stick with universal things like, “Nice job!” “Go (insert runner’s race number or jersey color)!” “Keep it up!” or “Stay strong!” if it’s a challenging portion of the race. Cheering might not fully make or break a race, but it sure feels good, no matter which side of the sideline you are on.

				Since we had to be at the volunteer station by 5:30 AM and we were the first station in the race, we were done quite early, so Matt and I headed over to Forest Park for a trail run. The miles went by so fast on this stunningly beautiful morning with echoes of cheers between my ears. Volunteering for the win!

			

			 

			
				
					1	Portland, Oregon. The big city of rain, coffee, tattoos, beer, brunch, lakes, forests, dogs, and weed. No duck boots or moose here.

				

				
					2	Running bibs are not for drooling runners. A bib is a rectangular piece of some kind of synthetic paper that you pin to yourself for a race. It has a big number on it that race directors use to address the seemingly impossible task of identifying the runners. They often have a timing chip attached to the back of them that triggers as you run over a mat at the start and finish lines and often at different points throughout a course as well. Unlike babies, runners are known for collecting and displaying their bibs proudly.

				

			

		


		
			CHAPTER TWO

			RACING OVER THE RIVER AND THROUGH RAIN, ICE, MUD, HEAT, INJURY…DID I MENTION THE RAIN?

			RAIN

			Alsea Falls Half Marathon. Along a 
Bureau of Land Management National Back Country Byway, Oregon

			 

			Running in the rain—exercise, therapy, and a shower…

			all at the same time.

			 

			It was pouring when Matt and I left the house at 6:00 AM, and it didn’t stop for even one moment during the two-plus-hour drive to the race. In fact, not only did it not stop, but as we turned off the main road toward the forested park area the rain started coming down sideways…in sheets—a phenomenon not entirely unfamiliar to Pacific Northwesterners in the winter. It was dark and there were downed trees and streams of water running across the road. The GPS went haywire right around this time. 

			Even with the crazy weather, I was enjoying the opportunity for a ride together to connect and have an uninterrupted conversation…up until the moment that Matt tells me he feels decidedly nervous about the race. I’d been fine until that point, but a flock of butterflies descended into my belly as we arrived. We had to park our car about three quarters of a mile away from the registration area, and by the time we made it over, there wasn’t much point in trying to stay dry any longer. The place was a mess, we were drenched, and the race director—bless his heart in his Gorton’s fisherman outfit, warned us about things like mossy, slippery bridges and sasquatch sightings. The guy next to me on line turns and says he’s backing out of running the half marathon in favor of the 10k. Gulp. 

			At last we’re off, and, miracle of miracles, the rain kind of lets up. I say kind of because the trees are dripping and the ground is so wet—in fact, everything is so wet it was hard to tell if it actually was raining any more. Despite this, the trail is awesome—single-track and varied. There were three big climbs—one so steep at points I scrambled roots and rocks with my hands—and lots of bridges and places where the trail became a big muddy stream. There were several stretches of running up to my knees through the icy, muddy water. Ker-splash, ker-splash, ker-splash—the best way through it was right down the center, lest you get your shoes sucked off in the deep muck on the banks. It was downright freezing plunging in, and you could hear runners shrieking throughout the forest. It took a while for me to be able to feel my feet again after plunging through these sections, though they seemed to serve as a nice shot of adrenaline. 

			I have to say that despite the way I was feeling before we started, this was the first race I have ever run where I didn’t have that inner dialogue moment while my breath is heaving so hard and my legs are burning that I am asking myself why the hell I ever signed up to do this.  I didn’t even ask the usual how soon is it going to be over or am I having fun yet…none of that. They say if you can’t run fast, run long, so I just enjoyed the heck out of the whole thing. 

			I met recently with a running coach and actually took his advice and power-hiked the steep uphills. Since there were three big ascents, this really saved my legs. Power-hiking is not for wussies, by the way. Lots of the great ultrarunners do it, so if it’s good enough for them…

			During that last two miles, I really bombed downhill. I was loving the speed, the trees whipping my face, and the mud splashing around me everywhere. However, I think the thing that was really driving me was my stomach! I was so incredibly hungry I could literally hear my belly weeping. We’d been promised burgers at the end of the race, and as a near lifelong vegetarian, I wondered—please, oh please—if they might have any veggie burgers. In fact, I was so hungry I wondered if I might actually break my decades of vegetarian lifestyle (save for that one drunken night in college) to satisfy my full-on ravenousness.

			I hadn’t set any goal for myself other than finishing, which was probably smart. I really had so much fun, loved being on the trails and in a new place, meeting other runners out on the path, the mud and the satisfaction of the longest distance I’d ever run on a trail. I laughed a lot and, in the end, felt like I wasn’t done yet and could have kept on running. Really.

			I needn’t have worried about eating, because they were equipped and that veggie burger and those potato chips were about the best thing I’ve ever eaten. Perhaps the best part of this race experience was being called to the podium for taking third in my age-group (Never mind how many in that age-group—take it when you can!) and accepting a most appropriate award—a pint glass, with burger in hand and a soggy pocket stuffed with potato chips. It was exactly like the Olympics! Can’t wait to get after it again.

			 

			ICE

			January 14. Portland Running Company Winter Series, 5k, Beaverton, OR

			 

			You are not spiraling out of control.

			You are free-falling into something awesome.

			 

			Portland was declared an actual state of emergency this week due to all of the snow. School was cancelled three days in a row! I know, I know…If I lived in Boston or Chicago or in a lot of other places, I would laugh heartily at this wee snowstorm, but around here, well, let’s just say it’s a big, fat deal around here. 

			When I signed up for this 5k a couple weeks ago, I never would have guessed that the temperature would be in the teens and that the ground would be covered in ice and snow—mostly ice. What I also didn’t realize when I signed up for the race was that this one was not at a downtown location but rather in the Portland suburb of Beaverton (AKA home of Nike world headquarters). On a normal day this would be no big deal, but our ice- and snow-covered roads are not normal right now. 

			I waited until the last possible minute to leave the house, not wanting to stand around in the cold before the race. I almost turned the car around when I got stuck on an icy incline approaching the freeway. It took a little east coast driver on the west coast ingenuity and then I was on my way. I had a couple of minor fishtails on the freeway—enough to get the heart pumping. Geez—runners will do crazy things for their sport. 

			When I arrived I got the very last spot in the parking lot, and they closed it as soon as I came in. No time to waste here; got my bib, hit the Siberian porta-potty, checked out the station where they were drilling screws into the bottom of your running shoes for traction—since all the stores were out those things you strap to the bottom of your shoes to keep you from sliding around—and…we were off. 

			The ground was completely frozen, lumpy, bumpy, icy, snowy—we hit all the frigid conditions. The course ran alongside a road for a spell—slightly sketchy, given the conditions and that there were some cars on the road and an ambulance that sort of sped by. I figured it was picking someone up at the front of the race! Then we were off road. There was the requisite slipping and sliding and a variety of approaches from the runners, from total trepidation to full-out reckless racing. There was a bridge and a turnaround, and truthfully, I still have no idea where we were. I had to keep my head down the entire time to avoid twisting my ankle or falling on my ass. 

			There was a nice after-party with tons of crappy food and lots of giveaways and age-group awards. I stuck around, mostly because getting to the car meant walking across the frozen parking lot. I walked away with a belly fill of electrolyte shots, a crazy granola bar of sorts, and a ribbon for taking second in my age-group. Again, don’t you ruin the moment by asking how many were in my age-group. 

			By the time I got home, after another sketchy drive on Portland’s icy freeway, I was ready to sit down and chill, admire my pretty ribbon, eat a mountain of real food, and gaze at the view of the snow still covering everything through my window. Amen.

			 

			MUD

			December 4. Nike Cross National Community Run, Glendoveer Golf Course

			 

			Think of it like a mud spa.

			Eventually, it will fall off and your skin will glow.

			 

			Last year we went to the Nike Cross National high school championship race to watch our own high school champion pitted against the best in the US. We were incredibly impressed with the production value of the entire day—the staff, the scene, the course…it was all first-class, which I’d never experienced at any of my races—$5 5k, anyone? When I saw that Nike was hosting Nationals again here in Portland this year and that there was a free community race on the same course after the championship races, I jumped at the chance to sign up.

			We got there in time to watch the high school races. The winner of the girls’ race was so far ahead of the pack she finished 28 seconds in front of the second-place finisher—this in a race with more than 20 state champions and other racers with fat qualifications! Seriously badass. The boys’ race was won by the same winner from last year. You can only wonder how many colleges are lined up to snap that guy up! At one point I stood behind his grandmother, cheering. You might well be wondering how did I know that she was his grandmother? And I will tell you it was because her sweatshirt said: “Casey’s Grandmother” on the back. How cute is that?! 

			Our race was last, and for a while there, Matt and I thought for sure we’d be the oldest folks in the race. Now there’s a feeling for you. There were several high school teams out there getting experience on the Nationals course and aspiring to qualify for next year. By the time we got to the start, though, I saw a number of folks I recognize from other races. To be clear, I recognize them from their backs, the only view I’ve ever had of them. They, of course, do not recognize me, never having seen my front or back. The course is at a golf course with wide slopes and turns, and it was knee-deep muddy after the first two races. 

			After we take off and I’m quickly relegated to the middle of the pack, I see some folks I recognize and huff out some pleasantries. I pass Calliope and her friend somewhere around two and a half miles. Matt almost passes them shortly thereafter, but when he comes up behind them and tells them he’s going to beat them, their pace quickens. Nothing like the prospect of being beaten by your Dad to give you a little motivation! There are points in the race where my feet are slipping and sliding and my arms are wheeling and going uphill is like a losing proposition, but other than a few slips and near misses I manage to stay upright and give it my best. It is hard. Running is hard. Running through sloppy seconds mud is even harder. I finish with a time that feels…good—to me. The rain holds off, the girls are happy, and we head home to get Matt cleaned up before another flight. 

			As we’re leaving the race, we see a local-donut-company truck selling boxes of their amazing, beloved donuts. My Garmin (runner’s watch) tells me I have burned 280 calories out there on the course. Google tells me that one of those donuts is about 250 calories. Really? All that mud and sweat and huffing and puffing barely earns me one lousy donut?! Life can be so cruel sometimes.

			 

			HEAT

			Sunset on the Springwater 10k. Portland, OR

			 

			WTF? 

			(Where’s The Finish?)

			 

			I think I can safely say that this was the hardest race I have ever run! It wasn’t the most challenging course—in fact, it was completely flat. It wasn’t the hottest race I’ve run, but it was hot! Why then so hard? 

			I think it started perhaps even before late last night when I surprised myself by saying to Matt, “Wow, I’m drunk!” I think it started before last Wednesday night when I caught a glimpse of myself in that piece of metal that passes for a mirror in a porta-potty and diagnosed myself as pretty darn under-hydrated. (And yes, that’s two porta-potty encounters in one week.)

			Now, I’ll take the opportunity to beat myself up while analyzing my shoddy performance: 

			Mistake #1: A week full of just not drinking enough water. Any way you slice it, it didn’t happen enough. Once of the big ironies of life seems to be that when you are well hydrated, you get thirsty, but a little under-hydrated, and that mechanism seems to shut down. At least for me. I just wasn’t that well hydrated at all, all week, and it didn’t get better. This is one of those rare occasions where, try as I might, I cannot find anyone to blame but myself. 

			Mistake #2: All that drinking (Not talking water here.) the night before. I’m not a huge drinker, but my old college housemate and his wife are in town. We haven’t hung out in years and years and were committed to making the most of the time by behaving like we used to when we were in college. Also, our friend was the bartender at the place where we went out. I remarked to Matt upon being served my first glass of the night, “Wow, that is like a whole fishbowl full of wine!” Lots of wine. Lots and lots of wine and who knows what else. I can assure you now there is a reason people talk about carbo-loading the night before a race and a reason no one recommends wine loading. 

			Mistake #3: An out and back course—blech. When you run in the forest you have to pay attention. At any moment you could step on a rock or a root or—yikes—a snake. You really have to be aware. When you run on the trail, there’s so much scenery to see. My mind goes places and sees things it’s never seen before. I swallow gnats and get distracted by forest fairies. It’s an adventure. But…on an out and back road course, all you can think of is OMG—all of this running I am doing now, I am going to have to do it again in the other direction. Very demoralizing! 

			Mistake #4: Did I mention drinking and dehydration?! It’s worth mentioning again because…it’s stinking hot out! The day started out cloudy, and we thought we might have lucked out with a nice mild one, but by the time the race rolls around, the sun is blazing, and the blacktop is steaming, and the heat index is extra crispy, and darn it—I should have planned for this better. 

			Mistake #5: Pacing. I’m not a particularly experienced 10k racer—lots of 5ks, lots, but 10k? Not so much. I paid attention to my pace, however…. I had no idea how fast I should be running it. I know my basic time for one mile. I know the pace I generally run in a 5k. I can see what I’ve been running on the trails. But, a flat, out-and-back six-plus-miler? How fast should I run? Apparently, I have no idea. 

			Never have I ever enjoyed the feeling of lying in the cool grass like I did immediately after the race. As I got closer to the finish line, all I could think about was getting off the pavement and lying down in the shade, which is exactly why I staggered over to the grass and fully pitched myself forward into it and laid my cheek in the cool, cool dirt for what felt like it needed to be an eternity until the fire on my head was put out. The sensation of not running any longer was indeed the very, very best part of this race.

			 

			INJURY

			The Thankfulness Run 

			Thankful I Get to Eat Guilt-Free Pumpkin Pie!

			 

			Keep Calm: Injured Runner May Bite

			 

			What is not to love about the Thankfulness Run?! This long-held tradition, started by my son Shea’s cross-country coach, gathers the team and their families, friends, and neighbors to run loops around the trail in the park on Thanksgiving Day, each one with someone or something in mind to be thankful for. We write these things down on a little sheet of paper and pin it to our shirts so we can share our gratitude with others. Half the group runs clockwise and the others run counter clockwise so we can see more of each other as we run our loops. Seeing each other face to face instead of only the backs of the people in front of you is one of my favorite parts of this run, and I wish that more races would adopt this structure, because it adds sweetness and levity both.

			It was pouring—and remember, this is Portland, so when I say it was pouring, I mean it was pouring. But, the rain didn’t seem to hold anyone back. I ran loops with the girls’ varsity coach who is also an adult distance coach. She won the best quote of the day by proudly wearing the sentiment we all share with her “I ♥ CARBS” T-shirt—a cotton T-shirt wet and wrinkled from the pouring rain, so it looked more like IRBS, which doesn’t make any sense at all. We ran our loops and high-fived the runners coming in the opposite direction. 
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