Dear running friends as usual please delete now if you can't deal w another of my long winded reports and excuse typos went to bed at 2 am up at 6am this morning

      Bataan Memorial Death March March 21st  on the White Sands Missile Range, NM
                                                   State 36 Marathon 38
 

It all began very late one night last year on the phone with Marathon Maniac buddy Donna Jacobs (Boise, ID) while comparing states we both needed, we came upon this little ole marathon to satisfy NM.  As one of us drank numerous glasses of wine and the other was seriously sleep deprived and distracted, we hurriedly agreed to register. Not until the week before did either of us really read the race website and then we started to get nervous.

 

When we read, “you will test your mettle on this challenging course.” , “THINK SAFETY”, “IF YOU DIDN’T DROP IT.. DON’T PICK IT UP” this was a testing site, “SLEEP for free ON BASE IN THE GYM, AS HOTELS ARE SCARCE” we started to become concerned.  A flurry of emails ensued, and then we contacted local NM Marathon Maniac Beth D. and were assured we could do it and off to our respective airports we went.

 

Saturday, March 20th 5 am at Midway (stealing a quote from Donna Jacobs) was indeed “Amateur Day”, yup the start of Spring Break, think huge families, stupid adults that haven’t traveled since 9/11 and long lines, but the Marathon Gods smiled and had routed us to Los Angeles and Las Vegas, before we met up with each other in El Paso. Huge delays in other cities and freak snowstorm in Tulsa had rerouted lots of other travelers. While not exactly balmy, like weather.com had predicted we were soon off in our mini Toyota rental with MapQuest directions firmly in hand but within minutes thoroughly confused and directionless.  Seems no one told MapQuest that major highway construction outside the airport was going on and El Paso finds no need for signage especially the kind that lists highway and route numbers. Who needs those, I guess not the illegals!  Being women, we did what no self respecting man would do, yes we stopped at a gas station, but not any old gas station, this one obviously did an excellent business selling non petrol items.  The guy behind the counter quickly informed us he had no idea where RT 54 was, as he was from LA (what an hour ago?) he suggested I go into the kitchen and as for Mr. Johan, tentatively looking into the kitchen amid the boiling kettles and none too clean kitchen stuff, I called out to Mr. J, of course no answer, returning with Donna to the counter we were accosted by a pretty Mexican woman who took one look at the blond “gringa” Donna and immediately narrowed her eyes to slits and told us no one knows where that is!  I guess our time at the tanning salon did not help us blend in enough as locals.  Time to high tail it out of there but not with out a Facebook picture, (check Donna’s page) and a lot of laughing, inside the locked doors of the Toyota. 

 

Oh well, there is always the Wal Mart greeter for directions and off we went down some road, shopping list in hand for our supplies.  The camping section was a little pricey for two budget minded 50 Staters and then we saw it, the piece de résistance, “Little Princes” pink and purple sleeping bags and a steal at $15.00, two in the cart, a pillow, some diet Cokes and we were good to go.  Another Kodak moment at the check out counter.

 

After several attempts we did make it to the Missile Range and were greeted by a very friendly guard, who even offered me his jacket for the race after explaining that a surprise cold front had just moved in and it was gonna be a lot colder than either of us were prepared for.

    Realizing too late that I did not have our NM buddy’s phone number, we parked secured our ID to the window and first went to “In Processing”, the term "packet pick up” nowhere to be found.  Mistake number one.  The line, which we thought was for the pasta dinner, was indeed for In Processing and we walked back to the end, which had added at least another 50 people.  Surrounded by military, families and some civilians we enjoyed interesting conversation, in the biting, windy, cold sun.  Temps now about 40 under crystal clear blue skies surrounded by snow capped mountains.  After about an hour we got inside and were issued our bibs, commemorative chips, nice t- shirts, dog tags (these would serve as our finisher medals) and a commemorative finishers award.  This is my second marathon where I got the medal before the race! Several volunteers mentioned that the gym was full and we most likely would be sleeping in our car.  Oh good grief, why did I cheap out at Hertz.  We hurried over to Bell Gym, a good distance away and were greeted by quite a sight.  A large gym floor completely covered in blue plastic and cots and Army guys everywhere.  No empty floor space and no Beth Davenport.  Donna put on her most winning smile and easily coxed out enough room for the two of us next to Mississippi National Guard, gotta love them southern boys all yes ma’m thank you ma’m.  We quickly dropped our stuff and decided to go over to the Frontier Club for the $10.00 pasta dinner, on our way out we ran into Beth and her Maniac friend JoAnn, she had a nice air mattress and a purple beach raft plus blankets for us to use.  Thank you, Beth!  We decided to walk over to the dinner and within minutes were lost.  We asked a lot of people and finally hopped into an RV driven by a nice guy with his 9-year-old son who was going to run/march the 15 mile loop.  He got us pretty close as we still couldn’t find the exact spot and we walked the rest of the way.  Dinner was good, filling and hot but now we faced the mile and half walk back to the gym.  It was lights out at 2200 and by now it was 8 30 pm luckily the wind had died down, but it was dark and we were lost for over an hour, while being stalked by a couple of guys in a big white pickup (pretty scary) and the only MP around we never managed to alert.  Toward the hour mark we both were frustrated, kinda scared and honestly we admitted to each ready to cry!  But we didn’t and over an hour later trudged into the gym.  Time to set up our girlie area, our gym mates were amused and fun.  As Marathon God would have it another Maniac, Susie, a neurologist from Seattle, who got in very late asked if a couple of spare inches next to us was open and we gladly added her to our number of females in the gym.  Not too many gross noises or I was exhausted from getting up at 4 am but we were asleep fast.  Lights came on at 4 am, after hundreds of cell phones announced 3 am, 3 15 am (you get the picture).  These guys were dressed quick and ready to go.  I had only two problems not enough clothes and I was entrusted to getting the race packet to LARRY MACON.  Putting on everything we owned including making a wardrobe choice only Newbies make, (we even put on the race t shirt), Susie, Donna and I ventured out hoping to jump into a car with others.  Not to be as most were stuffed, we joined in with an enthusiast young group of military and hiked over to the start in the pitch black across fields.  It was a beautiful start and after a tense hour finally connected with Larry , he had run in a snowstorm the day before in Tulsa and arrived in town, no car only hours before and the four of us huddled took pictures and joked.  Then the formal tribute to the Bataan survivors (they were so tiny and frail and a sign warned us to not shake too firmly their hands,whom we would meet and shake hands with along the course, we acknowledged the "wounded warriors" and we, Civilian Light started followed by Civilian heavy and Military Heavy. ROTC, JROTC and teams of National Guard etc.  Told about 5000 participants would be marching, most were military, ‘heavy meant 35lbs in a pack and teams had to finish together.  The course was challenging all on loose sand, lots of rocks which meant always watching where you placed your next step, and uphill for 5 straight miles at 4100 foot altitude and I soon realized my injury after 5 miles was not going to allow me to run any longer, I caught up with Larry, Donna ,Rosco and Rudy (Maniacs) and resigned myself to walking.  Donna took off, Rosco fell behind and I enjoyed 21 miles with our favorite Maniac, we keep each other amused and enjoyed lively conversation with the military marchers, who seemed to enjoy us.  My favorite, 5 absolutely drop dead gorgeous guys from the Pentagon including a 1 Star General who entertained us with stories of chasing cheese in circles around the Pentagon during training runs. Seriously!  Stopped at the hot dog water stop and bought a hotdog… Kodak moment.  The volunteers were wonderful.  Even the 2 straight miles in deep sand were doable. Donna and I had set a timeline, we had to be on the road by 3pm and we made it.  Excellent free food, burger, brats potato salad etc at the finish. Uneventful trip to airport lost only a couple of times, time for a beer before heading off to Denver and finally Ohare.  Met by loving husband who continues to put up with my madness. Home at 1 30am.  Phew done

 

PS  John Backman I scored a major addition to my BINDER!!!!

PPS I wish you all could have been there too, missed all of you!!!! Please try to run this one it is so different.

"Forget the potholes in the road and celebrate the journey ahead"
