“Girlie girls need not apply, you will slip, you will slide but you won’t cry!”

Race Report April 2nd 2010 Battleground Marathon and more Lafayette, IN

The significance of the brown ink will soon be apparent should you read on…..

Okay here is the story, way back at the end of 2009 I decided that I would like to finish my 50 state quest in 2010 and had been advised to get my schedule done as scheduling the last dozen or more states can get tricky.  So never being one to dismiss good advice I planned my last 17 states and noticed a couple of big gaps in April and May.  As I was feeling good and actually running a few seconds per mile faster, thought why not rerun a couple states that had races close to me.  I registered myself and Larry with Planet Adventure Racing.  Their race was called Battleground Trail Marathon, Half, 15K and 5K.  Why not? it met all the requirements, close to home, holiday weekend, so childcare would not be a big issue and in a place we were intimately familiar with.  Our oldest son had attended Purdue for two years and we knew the location well, right along the Wabash River.  Oops big red flag number one………everytime we drove out to Lafayette in the spring, and even fall that particular area was noticeably under water according to the giant P painted on a concrete bridge trestle.  Silly us we just didn’t think about that.  Bigger red flag number 2…….the race director listed not one but two flood dates.  Never saw that before but we were trail marathon newbies.  Write the check and send it off, put it on the calendar and oh yeah don’t train for a trail or buy trail shoes, yup we was ready!  We was cool, we could do this.

Disaster strikes twice, Myrtle Beach gets 3 lousy inches of snow on FRIDAY Feb 13th and the SC marathon is cancelled creating a scheduling glitch in my year and I get a weird injury that I can’t get to heel (yes I know heal is the correct term but in my case it is my dang heal) Suddenly the replacement SC race is now April 10th the weekend after Battleground.  Oh well I have done lots of consecutive weekend marathons, except I keep promising myself I will rest my injury, stupid race schedule keeps getting in the way.

Race morning is still dry in Wheaton and Larry and I quietly sneak out of the house at 4:30 am after kissing everyone goodbye and Little Mikey murmurs in his sleep Love You Too mom so sweet.  I open the rear door to Larry’s surprise, stretch out, cover up and am sound asleep until we pull into Starbucks parking lot.  A huge coffee and a very short drive to the Tippiecanoe Battlefield Memorial site. Quite a few runners already milling about and they look like seasoned veterans of trail runs.  Gaitors, trail shoes, bandanas etc.  All eyes are on the darkening skies and one guy verifies on his Blackberry a big storm cloud arriving soon.  The races all start at 10 am and everyone is wishing we had started 3hours ago.  The RD is really friendly and shows off our participants medal.  Carved from some native trees and strung on a rawhide loop, pretty sweet. I meet a couple of Marathon Maniacs I know from other races and we wait for the start. He mentions we should be okay and most likely won’t get lost but if we do there will be volunteers at about 4 spots and just double back and ask!  The rain has started and it is about 50 degrees and windy and dark.  He mentions it will be muddy and then we line up in the cemetery with the tombstones of the soldiers.  Really.  I had decided earlier to run only the half and enjoy cleaning up and finishing a novel while Larry finishes the full. Luckily Larry had a poncho, I got my cute bubble design gaitors on and my phone in a baggie ready to go.  I take off with a group of about 50 half marathoners and start in the very back.  A slow run down the grassy cemetery then we turn onto the real trail.  It is about a foot and half wide at it’s narrowest and expands to it’s widest at maybe 4 feet.  It is muddy and getting muddier by the mile.  We cross slippery wooden bridges, stepping stones, water, climb steep muddy embankments where I have to pull myself up with the help of scrub brush, lots of roots, trees down all over across the trail including one Sycamore so wide I could not even straddle it and had to sit on it and slide over, though I am sure the real trail runners leapt atop and flew right over. Some of the downhills are so steep and slippery I am forced to veer off the trail several feet and go through thorns and branches to get across.  I am even passed by a gal about 70 wearing one of those Holly Hobby Amish style bonnets.  Now it is just me, the frogs, birds and mud.  Just a couple of water stops, manned by the nicest ladies.  Phone goes off and it is Larry at mile 6, he has decided to bail on the full and will wait for me at the turnaround.  Good I think and continue on.  By this time every 15K runner has passed me and soon many of them have hit their turn around point and repass me, I am pretty much dead last with the exception of two men walking the half.  Thank God.  I meet Frank, a fellow 50 stater and we continue together for a few miles, he is wearing trail shoes and slipping as much as me!  I manage to run right into a tree branch forehead high.  A pretty loud thud and my hat even flies off, pretty embarrassing but continue. At mile 6 Larry appears and mentions he got tired of waiting so he will run out to 6 and half with me then go back.  He mentions the volunteer at the half turnaround and her interesting method of recording bib numbers.  When I get there I have to take a picture.  She is so nice, seems the RD forgot to give her paper and a pen so she recorded our race numbers with her lipstick brush, yep #42 in kiss me pink was recorded!  We see a lot of the half marathoners heading back some are bleeding from various scrapes and falls and some are decorated in mud war paint, most if not all are filthy.  One guy even asks me if I am wearing shoes as it looks like I am barefoot.  At around mile 5 we came to the muddiest part of the route.  It was absolutely shoe sucking muck and I landed my first and only fall.  It did not hurt one bit even though I fell right on my left hip.  All that deep mud just cushioned the blow.  I was laughing so hard, covered in mud, rain and having a blast.  I could not believe how much fun this really was. I start singing a little made up song sung to the tune of Mack the Knife, “Oh the mud sucks off the shoes dear and your socks ain’t pearly white”. That goes on for about a half mile.  We walk a lot as some places the trail is really slippery and right above the edge of the river and I have no wish to rinse off yet.  We take pictures and mosey on back.  At around mile 10 I wonder if there is a chance the marathon winner will pass us and we decide to run more, it is actually easier to stay in the dead center of the trail as opposed to run on the sides.  Even though the mud is really deep for some reason it is easier.  Larry falls twice from slipping but he is fine.  Just a mile and a half from the finish a frantic father asks if we had seen his daughter, seems the 21 year old from PA had taken a wrong turn and no one has seen her for quite awhile! We ask what we can do beside notify the folks at the finish and he has no suggestions.  Our last mile to go and Larry sees a couple of marathoners behind us, no way do we want to be passed and we start to hustle, but just about 3/10 to go I know there is no way I can keep up the pace and Larry takes off.  Just before a long steep staircase near the finish, I hear the leader and let him know I am going to stand aside and congratulate him on a great run!  He is a young guy 27ish and disappointed with his time!  Considering how hard the course was I am amazed he ran as fast as he did.  Right behind him in second is a man about late 40’s then no one else for a while.  Larry and I collect our participant medals and return to the car and the nice clean bathrooms outside the museum.. Only one problem, they now are locked, I guess the museum people had no interesting in hosing out the mud.  We rinsed a lot of body parts off in big puddles in the parking lot, got fairly presentable, drove home and were even on time for a great dinner party at the neighbor’s house and the 5 hour Easter Vigil service at their church with our kids.  Luckily my outfit covered up any muddy parts I might have missed!

