Boston Trip Report by Maricar with Diana’s notes in Italics
There were many challenges associated with Boston that are not encountered elsewhere, but still, it’s an amazing race.   I have to sort of pinch myself to realize that I even got to the start line, let alone the finish line.  Or as I’ve said since, I had a glorious time finishing, despite my finish time.  

We’ve equally discussed this withdrawal syndrome that happens after a big race – the sudden mystery of why everyone doesn’t know and honor us.  For heavens sakes, it’s as though we should have a bumper sticker on our foreheads that says I DID BOSTON! and cries for all the same attention we got while on the course.  This all was a trip indeed, so our trip report follows which writing helped get us through the withdrawal stage -- 
Saturday

Diana, Debbie and I arrived at Boston around 12:30 Saturday.  Although Boston is a big town, we ran into Dana and Dave wherever we went.  We saw them 4 different times within a 2 hour window.  We drove straight to the expo where Diana and I continued to shop for 6 hours!  Yes, we were at the expo arguing which Boston outfit to buy.  As it turned out, it was fairly easy shopping with the mentality to just buy everything.  We did however get pissy at Adidas when they ran out of everything in our size, never mind that we didn’t want their merchandise when we first saw it, when we returned to their booth ready to buy it was like ‘how dare them run out.’   We walked for 6 whole hours.  Which I’m sure wasn’t smart, but we didn’t care b/c we were determined to spend our hard earned $$$ on Boston jackets, shirts, jewelry, and anything we could get our hands on!  Clearly we weren’t the only ones with the shopping mentality and others later told us about sell-outs in their size too, and yet they all managed to buy and buy more.  At the expo, we got pictures with Dick Beardsley, Frank Shorter and spoke to the Hoyt team (father and son who will run their 25th Boston Marathon).  You might recall that we met them at the press conference for the Marathon of the Palm Beaches in December ’05 and Maricar had taken their CD and pictures back to her classroom and wow’d them with the story.  As an aside, many of her students were so touched by Rick and Dick that there were tears.  I heard that the autographed Hoyt t-shirt from Boston that went back to one of the special students in her class was again moved to tear.  We also shopped till we dropped and signed our “reasons we run” billboard.  Adidas had long long walls with bib numbers – something like the Vietnam Memorial in DC? – where runners were encouraged to write their messages or reasons to run.  Those messages appeared all over town and then at the end were printed on our space blankets at the finish line.   We had customized pace bands made, tried all the free food, and kept walking up and down the aisle in search for perfect Boston outfits.  And yes, for 6 hours!  And after all that walking, when we finally decided on an outfit, they were all sold out b/c Adidas understocked their inventory.  So of course we couldn’t give up.  So we hit the running stores in town to see what they had to offer on Saturday.  We shopped so much that before we knew it, it was time to go to the Mayor’s Reception dinner.  

We did manage to find a high tech Nike shirt with Boston ’06 and had ours customized with “These Feet Ran Heartbreak Hill” plus one for our great friend who encourages us, Renee, “My BFFs Ran Heartbreak Hill.”  
Some unique things at the Expo included a very clever poster by Adidas.  As we walked by the booth one of their salespeople said “Your name is on the poster” to which we found rather silly, but darned if they haven’t done it.  There’s a crowd of runners crossing the finish line but as background when you look closely there are all runners names listed in tiny print.  It’s fairly easy to find yourself.  

A new offering is called MyDVD.  Pay your $50 and they guarantee that you’ll not only have a DVD of the marathon, but you’ll see a few seconds of yourself crossing the start line, at 10K, 15K, the half, 30K and the finish line.  They can do this because of the electronic chip attached to your shoe.  Just as fun, while at the Expo they give you the option of recording a 60 second personalized message which Maricar and I did together.  And might be one of the few pictures I am willing to frame.  
Maricar had always said that she’d never seen an Expo as large as Chicago, but she said this might have come near.  There were 200 exhibitors with 75,000 expected to attend.  I’m sure they all worked at bankrupting themselves.  There was no need to eat, for all the samples of foodstuff.  This is another good reason to go to a marathon a day early so you can eat and walk and not ruin your marathon performance, as our feet were very sore and my tummy wasn’t quite up to all the new tastings either.   
Before going to dinner, we checked into the hotel.  We’d chosen to stay in city center, at the Marriott Copley, because it was in the middle of all action and exactly at the finish line.  Thus we didn’t have to check baggage or walk very far home after the marathon.  They had 2000 rooms and of all the rooms we got, we were assigned Room 606.  It just so happens that Diana and I are running 6 marathons in ’06!  And we were assigned to room 606!  
While at Cincinnati’s Flying Pig Marathon in May ’05, we met Dick Beardsley who talked about ‘signs’ and that year our room number was 230 – a sign to double it which caused Maricar to browbeat me out of the 5:30 pace band and into the 5:00 band.  This year she was reading an article about John Kelly who ran and won the year I was born, with a winning time of 2:30, another sign she said.  Being into the 6s, with Boston being my 6th marathon, for my 6th year, in ’06, she’d convinced me it was meant to be so we have signed up for 6 marathon in ’06 to keep the 6s going.  (I refused her idea of 7 in ’07 – hell, I’m not 70!)  Vermont City Marathon coming up in May has given me bib number 1666, and my Boston bib was 18069.  (Later we saw where Dana came in as the 6666th woman.)  Maricar says SHE is the Devil of the 6s as in The Devil Made Me Do It!  
We ate like queens at the Mayor’s reception.  The reception was at the Fairmount at Copley Square.  Totally gorgeous!  Diana used her MOJO and through her connections, she was able to get us in.  We were hanging out with a man who had run Boston 38 times and he’s 68 yrs old.  Emilio.  We were hanging out with Bill Rodgers.  And we were schmoozing with big wig race directors.  Diana was handing out that business card like it was going out of business!  I sat in the corner and pigged out as much as I could.  They had fancy schmancy food and we had a good old time feeling special at the Mayor’s party.  It was a real nice touch.  We even got to be with the Hoyts!  Free food and schmoozing with the race directors and famous Boston marathon participants.  We were in heaven. 
Maricar knows how to live with gusto.  Very few people know for sure what they want and are willing to just go for it.  It’s not just one marathon, but she just ‘made’ me sign up for 6 in my 60th year in ’06.  At the Mayor’s Reception it was no exception.  Does she like scallops?  Have one big plate full.  Does she like chocolate covered strawberries?  Another big plate full.  Were it not for her, we’d never have met so many people, like Emilio with his wife.  Emilio is on his 38th marathon.  I think they were dumbfounded to watch her go through those strawberries, but they got into the spirit of the party and helped her with the large dinner plate of scallops.  She has that effect on people.  If the Hoyt’s didn’t remember her, you couldn’t tell.  They were like long lost friends from our Palm Beach Marathon days.    

We returned to the hotel Sat night and couldn’t sleep.  So we talked to each other for an hour like we were girls at a slumber party!  When Diana finally shut up, we were able to sleep.  She’s probably correct.  I’m not sure who got the last word in but it wasn’t a night to sleep.  Unfortunately the night before had been slim due to a hospital emergency that ended up just fine, but you’d have thought I would have slept like a baby.  Then after the marathon we were mystified about why we still couldn’t sleep.  Was it the high state of adrenalin?  
Sunday

Woke up and went straight to the Freedom Run held the day before the marathon.  It’s 2.8 miles (had traditionally been 2.62 miles).  We would have had a super Freedom Run t-shirt but the supply of 5,000 ran out by the time we got there!  We would have had a big breakfast with dozens of types of food given out, but the lines were a block long and we don’t wait for food.   Dave, Dana, Diana and I ran it real slow.  I always feel honored to have Dave pace us and he is usually generous with his advice.  It gave us a nice tour of a part of the city.  We were even able to finish at the real finish line.  We headed straight to breakfast and hung out.  But of course there was more shopping to do.  So we headed out for more.  We were able to hit 2 more stores and even had custom made shirts made for us.  One that says, “This Body Ran Heartbreak Hill”, the other says, “My BFFs ran Boston” (for Renee, of course.)  In cool max too!

We promised to not shop so much and stay off our feet the day before.  So we took a trolley ride around the city to learn about Boston’s rich history.  We had the funniest tour guide EVER!  We laughed and laughed and were in stitches.  We ended up staying on the bus another round since we loved her sense of humor so much.  I’ve been on this Old Towne Trolley ride before but never with a guide who got the entire trolley-full singing and yelling so much that folks on the sidewalk were gawking at us.  She had flash cards to teach us how to speak Bostonianese.  She went a mile a minute with good information, funny stories, and history too.  I guess it was good for our legs not to walk around.  But you can’t keep us back.  So we went to another running store, “Bill Rodgers” running store and bought another jacket.  The Bill Rodgers Running Center is a hoot in itself.  Odd characters work there.  One had a mustache and beard that was groomed into 12-15” pigtails. The guy who checked us out simply wadded up our treasures and jammed them into a bag as though that was what a store clerk was supposed to do, all with a big smile.   The place holds enough merchandise that they should expand it by three times the square foot and would still look full.  Yet people come.  Just outside is the Bill Rodgers Memorial with his shoes – which are oddly small – bronzed like baby shoes.  We were planning to have two dinners that day.  One at a restaurant and one at the free pasta dinner.  So we ate at the restaurant McCormick and Schmidts and when it was time for the pasta dinner, there was a two block wait.  I kid you not – two blocks and about 5 deep.  Don’t think for a moment that Boston Marathon cares.  The VIPs would have been taken care of elsewhere.  We decided to screw that and there was no way we were standing in line waiting for food.  After all, the legs were tired from all the shopping.  So we decided to get a food tray (from Au Bon Pain, our second trip there, and guess who maxed out on the buffet line where you weigh in your food?) and pack it up and eat in our room.  We were beat from all the walking the previous day.  We tried to get to bed, but anxiety was killing us.  We just couldn’t wait till tomorrow.

Monday

Anticipation Phase:  

We got up at 7 and got together with Dana to catch the bus to the start.  Actually, Maricar got up at 6am and went down to Au Bon Pain again for what she calls a big-assed breakfast, and I couldn’t sleep and was up by 6:45am, need to or not.  It was mobbed but we were able to get on pretty quickly.  The ride took 1.5 hours to Hopkinton.  Most amazingly coordinated schedule.  Picture a dozen buses lined up with a dozen lines of people forming.  They are all loaded and off with a police escort taking them to Hopkinton, and another line of buses comes along.  There had been stories about the bus ride with delays and super hydrated runners in such excruciating pain that they reverted to relieving themselves in water bottles.  As we pulled up, the nice female bus driver let some ladies off early who were clearly in need.  We finally were allowed to get off so we quickly exited to the nearest porta potty.  Surprisingly, the wait was 2 minutes.  We must have gone to the bathroom 8 times before the start.  And believe it or not, we only had to wait a max of 10 minutes.  It didn’t start getting too crowded until the last half hour.  
Apparently the surveys show that what runners hate the most about races are the long lines for the porta potties and Boston listened.  Boston listened for more reasons, as I read where the residents of Hopkinton have risen up in revolt about runners using the bushes in front of residential housing.  We were given warnings that we could be disqualified and to only use porta potties.  If you’re not a runner you probably find this disgusting, but until recently, even ladies would drop their drawers at the start line and just go.  Now even Central Park threatens to disqualify anyone who does.  The fast runners don’t bother to stop and the running community was incensed at reporting and /photographers a couple years ago when a fast female runner was photographed in a disgusting state.  
The waiting drove us nuts.  It was too long to wait from 8 to 12:30 b/c it drove you

nuts and you didn’t know how quite to eat.  Did we eat too much or too little?  We didn’t want to waste energy at all, so we tried to remain calm.  We finally decided to head out to the start.  Dressed in our statue of liberty hats and matching NJRRC outfits, we were ready to go. 
The numerous challenges of the Boston Marathon include the long delay to the start.  How to be up at 6am and eat and drink properly and yet get through the long bus ride?  How to eat during the many hours at the start line?  How to dress is just as difficult and in this case it was cold and therefore we had tights/sweatpants and shirts over our running gear to discard at the start.  Also plastic bags (we are a size-30 gallon, thank you very much) to wear and to sit on.  But the ground was cold and I shivered for hours even with my hand warmers and layers of clothing.  Even the course is known to be challenging weather wise in that you can be warm in the sun at one stage and then near the water and cross winds the next.  The day before the marathon we had experienced 17 mph winds with gusts to 24 mph, so I chose to retain my thin little jacket that could go around my waist which looked a bit better than the garbage bag but annoyed me for about 25 ½ miles.  
Background Info:  Pre-Cursor to Big Bad Bernie’s Transformation

Csaba and Bernie arrived on Sunday.  We had learned that Csaba (Bernie’s BFF) was ditched by the infamous Big Bad Bernie(dette).  More background for those who don’t know Bernie:  He recently had an accident on a spin bicycle at our health club where he slipped and got a huge cut very, very high up on the inside of his thigh resulting in a gash of about 4-5” and many stitches, and finally to his being known as Bernadette, or, as he referred to himself, as one of the Sopranos.)  Bernie decided to use his VIP treatment and keep it all to himself and make his BFF Csaba wait in the dust.  Bernie had all sorts of access to warm gyms to wait in while watching tv and eating free food.  He also was going to have VIP treatment to the starting line.  All without Csaba!  And we thought that Diana and I would never do that to each other at all!   It’s either we’re together or not!  And here is Bernie leaving his guy in the dust!  So we were yelling at Bernie for being a bad friend and that Csaba could hang out with us anytime.  Bernie didn’t care as long as he got VIP treatment!  
Start line:  Bernie is opening his cocoon

This was Bernie’s 7th Boston marathon.  His PR at Boston was a 3:18.  But today, since he said he didn’t feel well, he’d take care of us girls (Dana, Diana and I).  I guess we were officially Bernie’s Babes (we’ve also been called Csaba’s Chicks) and he was going to get us through the Boston marathon since he was such a veteran.  To say nothing of the fact that he had just run the Shamrock Virginia Marathon just two weeks before . . . . (Another funny story – Shamrock misspelled the state name on the medal making it a collector’s item – Virgina.)    
Well, it started with him calling us to meet him so we could walk to the start.  He escorted us to the start, making sure that we got to a good spot.  Everyone moved for Bernie!  For those who don’t know, Bernie is a Lt Colonel in the Army reserves, well over 6’ tall, a big boy all the way around, and weights about 300 pounds.  He could see over everybody and everybody moved for him as well.  There were many national guards around and I think I overhead him tell them to salute to him . . . . So he was able to get us as upfront as can be.  We just wanted him to be our wind blocker at first, but then he ended up pacing us. 
BIG BAD BERNIE becomes SWEET PAPA BEAR:  He’s not as mean as we thought he was!  

Maricar, are you sure? He is one of America’s finest, after all!   
So we get to cross the start and Dana bolts off.  It’s a good thing Dana bolted as she ended up finishing in 4:40, as compared to our plus 5:00s.  We told Bernie to go with her, but he saw that Dana wasn’t the one who was going to need help.  So he stayed with me and Diana.  We were supposed to run on pace, and since Diana kept taking off, Bernie would try to teach her that there is no such thing as leaving your wing man.  He kept scolding her and we were so separated at one point that he had to go get Diana.  Once he finally did, he came back to get me!  We all finally all reunited and Bernie was getting pissed that Diana kept taking off that he nicknamed her “YO-YO. “ She would be in back of us, front of us, etc.  And he kept trying to teach us to run together.  He didn’t understand that this is how Diana worked.  We were together the entire time until mile 21.  I should have stayed near or at least waited at the finish line for pictures together.  I was hell bent to get to the massage table . . . more on that later.  
The course was amazingly difficult.  It really took a toll in your legs.  We loved the old town atmosphere.  There were so many families cheering, so many people cheering loudly and it was so amazing to us how into it and involved they got.  Compared to NY, in our opinion, Boston’s crowd was way more involved and excited for the runners.  They were much more into the marathon than NYkers were.  They really understood when you needed a pick me up.  We had a great time with the spectators hearing them cheer “Lady Liberty, Statue of Liberty” for an entire marathon.  The people also set up their own extra water stations.  I surprised myself by taking food from just about any and everybody.  It became clear that I had not eaten properly and food on the course was rather limited.  Again, this is a marathon for 2 and 3 hour people, not us 5 hour folks who need fueling mid-way.   
Our favorite highlights include the beautiful buildings throughout the course, the Wellesley girls, little kids amazed by our hats, good looking spectators, and getting past Heartbreak Hill.  We had decided to run a part of it due to the fact we had those shirts made for us.  The Wellesley girls were offering free kisses to the guys.  (And many more but this is rated PG).  I’ve never seen so much excitement and cheering.  There were signs that said “Kiss Me” and signs that said “Flash Me and I’ll Flash You” and the funniest one, x-rated or not, said “Kiss Me and I’ll F--- You Later” (spelled out) which certainly got some attention.  I thought those Wellesley girls were supposed to be conservative?  This is where Diana cried and I got goose bumps.  We could hear the roar of the girls from a half a mile down the road.   I’m not sure what happens but the running has already made you feel important and special, you know that it took a year to get where you are, with the training, qualifying, negotiating, planning, and that only 20,000 people qualified and you’re pretty darned lucky to be there.  And then comes these roaring cheerleaders saying your name and clearly pushing you on, and you just lose it.  Wonderful feeling.  Many men admit to high emotion and crying at this area, and certainly as they cross the finish line.  
Diana and I started to feel bad that Bernie was really holding back for us.  Speak for yourself Maricar!  He could have easily left us to finish the 4:40 he wanted (he just did Shamrock marathon 4 weeks ago), but he told us “he doesn’t leave his troops behind.”  He insisted that he would stay with us.  Diana and I were so flattered that he wanted to make sure we had a good time.  He was even carrying $ and offered to buy Diana and I anything we needed along the course to make our journey better.  Well, he didn’t offer to me, so this tells you who he was really wanting to run with and I don’t blame him at all!  
After hitting the hills of Newton, we started to feel a bit slower and started seeing our goal of 4:58 go by.  The hills were brutal and they were coming in late. One of the downhills is known for being as steep as a AAA Black Diamond Ski slope.  We were on the money every single mile till mile 20.  Bernie even allowed us to take walk breaks!  He really coached us and got us through by talking to us.  He was such a good pacer and gentleman.  A total antithesis of the man we were mad at last night!  It was at this time that Diana started to feel good again and she left us at mile 21.  She got people in the crowd to say, “Go Maricar.”  Bernie and I started wondering how these people knew me and we finally figured out that Diana was telling them to do that.   
It was downhill at this point and my Power Bar with some protein had finally kicked in, and recognizing that I am good at downhills and very bad at uphills, and knowing that Maricar can always beat my ass by kicking it up in the last couple miles, I took off and oddly felt very strong for awhile which had NOT been the case on the Newton Hills when I wondered if a finish was possible.  Also, I knew Bernie was pledged to stay with Maricar and it was my chance to make some time, all of which paid off with all of us crossing the finish line within a minute of each other.  Somewhere around mile 22 I came across Larry M., our Iraq military guy, who had decided to walk it in, and I stayed with him awhile.  
Bernie Brings His Babes Home (Diana and Maricar see why Csaba keeps him around)

There were many points where I just wanted to walk home, but Bernie wouldn’t let us give up.  If we needed to do a certain pace, he would try to push us.  He even said for us to stop telling him to leave us b/c he “wasn’t going to leave his troops.”  If it weren’t for Bernie, we may not have been able to enjoy the run as much.  Bernie was a real trooper sacrificing his time to be with us to make sure we enjoyed ourselves and took in the time.  He was making jokes with the spectators and making us laugh at times we wanted to die.  Since Diana sprinted ahead, Bernie and I finished together with a time of 5:03.  Diana came in one minute ahead of us.  Bernie and I ran the last two miles nice and strong.  They ran the last two miles at a 10:30 pace, where I certainly would have fallen way behind as some of the very last included uphills.  Maricar also had the handicap of taking pictures all along the way.  There would be no way I would be able to do that alone.  At the finish, Bernie sprinted to his VIP tent to get the massage he was longing for while I crawled back to find Diana. 
I’d gone to the massage center at the John Hancock Center which was to stay open until 6pm, but it had closed down when I showed up at 5:42 and the poor guard standing at the door sure got an earful.  Again, this marathon is not friendly to us slow pokes.  
In took me an hour to get back to the hotel by the time I finished.  I was walking at snail speed.  It was 7pm and I need to catch a 9:30 train.  I needed to shower, eat dinner and be at the train station.  We had heard from Sue Ann and Jacqui (who were on tv), that they had invited us to Jacqui’s party on Commonwealth Ave.   At 8:30, we spoke to the concierge.  He said that the roads were still closed and we would not be able to make it back to the train station with all this traffic.  So we missed out on some good food at their post race party! 
Maricar kindly let me have the bathtub for a 20 minute ice bath.  When in the hallway for ice, I was in a line up of marathoners who were filling up their trash baskets with ice, so it’s the accepted thing to do.  Then she got worried about time and was dressed and standing by the door with her pack over her shoulders with me protesting that I had to dry my hair first.  NOT.  

We took a taxi (well, what can I say?) to the South Street Station, an old historical building that had a decent food court.  My ice bath was helping so after eating some big time protein meals and her catching the train, I walked the 40-45 minutes back through the financial district, Chinatown, the Boston Commons and into Copley.  There was a light rain, again reminding me how perfect the weather had been, but feeling very good at 10pm.  It should have made me sleep well, but after 2-3 hours on the computer catching up, I remained keyed up and didn’t catch a wink until some time after 2:30am.  An odd occurrence, this not sleeping, and we all suffered it.  

Bernie called to arrest Diana for leaving her BFF.  He said it was an offense and crime to do that.  It was ok with me since whoever had their good day needs to capitalize on it.  We ended up only a couple minutes after goal time.  And although we were disappointed at first, we had to keep in mind that this is the hardest course we’ve ever run and we still came in only 5 minutes after our goal pace.

So Big Bad Bernie(dette) isn’t that bad after all.  He was a total teddy bear who made sure his buddies had a good Boston experience!  Thanks Bernie!  We knew you had a nice side!   Someone said that Bernie reminds them of Buzz Lightyear on Toy Story – I’ve no idea what or who that is.  
My students loved the pics of the marathon.  I always try to get crazy pics for them.  But no one really dressed up funny.  It’s not like NY with crazy costumes.  So Bernie was a star with his bloody nipples.  They had so many questions.  They loved it!  Bernie’s nipples made up for the lack of crazy costumes.  Thanks Bernie for taking it for the team again.  People have notified me that there’s a collection out to get you some nip guards. 

At first Maricar surprised me with being concerned about wearing our Lady Liberty hats.  Its true there weren’t so many people dressing up like in SFO or in NYC, as this is a more serious marathon and very few slow runners.  People at Boston either qualified (20,000) or they paid in big bucks to a charity or they have a VIP sponsorship (taking the total number of runners with bandits upwards towards 45,000 on one occasion.)  We did however see an old and very ugly big nosed man dressed in an suitably ugly wig and a brides dress.  We also saw a full costumed Big Bird, and a Cow Man.  There were probably more costumes along the spectator route and certainly a lot of entertainment on the side of the road instead of in it.  We had recognized while in Cincinnati’s Flying Pig Marathon that we get more attention and pictures, as evidenced by the reporter getting our picture into the newspaper, so we’ll probably keep wearing our Lady Liberty headdress.  
Thanks Bern.  We are greatful you were there for us, --"Wing Man" and "Yo-Yo"
Some congratulatory notes and comments:  
From Dennis who we met at Flying Pig
Subject: have a great experience

Hey Diana, Thanx for that great article.  I sent it on to our club’s president (who is a good friend of Vera Stek). It was a great tribute to you and your running career, which is still in its infancy. I hope I caught you before leaving for Beantown. I wish you a great time, and a great running time in Boston, as well as a safe trip back and forth. I look forward to catching up with you in Burlington, and listening to your story.   Cheers, Dennis

From David at our stock watch company, a good jock himself:  I'd love to see the article and I think your time is really impressive.  I don't know much about marathon times but one of our two team leaders works out of Boston and finished in 4 hours and 47 minutes.  He is in great shape (or at least he looks like he is) and was a division 1 lacrosse player.  Congrats again.  Hope you have today off to relax.  Best, Dave

Earlier: Congrats on the marathon!!  We have been tracking you on the website.  I have to take off now and you are almost finished with the race...but I wanted to congratulate you on this huge achievement.  Terrific job!  Dave

From Jim Higgins who I hitchhiked with after my first marathon on ’02:  Maricar, Diana, Congratulations to both of you in finishing a most grueling race. The president of the Bucks County Roadrunners Club couldn't even finish it. Very impressive! My hat's off to both of you.   Jim 
From Vera Strek, author of Home News Tribune Article, Great job at Boston! That's one very tough race, not all because of the course, either. That late start, after having to get up there so early in the morning, is exhausting. Congratulations! Vera
From Maricar with pictures:  Here's some Boston pics.  Hard to take them when the course is so hard!  http://pg.photos.yahoo.com/ph/njchem/album?.dir=/1561&.src=ph&.tok=phEK1uEBPxF2OGfL
From Usha our running buddy:  

Congragulations Diana!! You did it!! You did it!! I am beyond proud today!!! 5:02 with all the challenges!! You rock woman!!! You truly do!!!!!!!!  Congragulations to you too Maricar!! You stayed with your girl the whole time and shared her moments!! You guys are ultimate friends ;-)   Usha

From Jon my email coach from Utah who I met in ’02 and who is a 50 stater a couple times over:  Dee, I am glad that you finished. I saw the race live on TV. This should have been my turn in the every other year cycle. No wind, PERFECT WEATHER, which led to the fastest time ever, and Tatoo- the woman winner who had untold problems getting to Boston, and whose hard work paid off as it has for her whole family. I know that you did not get a chance to practice as hard as you should have. BUT, there is always the next time, provided that your coach is NOT the one who wants to qualify for Boston, and have better motivation than the other woman who felt that 6 marathons were just too much. All that pounding etc? Relax and congratulations-remember as watered down as the race has become for the non professionals- it is one of THE GREAT marathons, and you were in it. Best yet Jon 

From a stranger off marathonguide.com with a viewpoint from a fast guy:  This race certainly lives up to its famous reputation! All I can say about Boston is, 'Its Boston.' If you are blessed with the opportunity to do it, you gotta do it.  For those of you going in without a clue (like me), here is a glimpse of my experience last weekend: 

I flew in Saturday morning and out Tuesday afternoon - this was a perfect amount of time to see the city as well as prepare for and cool down from the race. My family and friends toured the Freedom Trail on Sunday, which was awesome.  Freedom Run that morning is definitely worth doing and it's slow enough for anyone to join in the fun! 

The buses start running out to Hopkinton at 6:30am on race day. I caught one about 7am and had plenty of time to relax and enjoy Runner's Village. Take a blanket, food is provided (bagels, PowerBars, drinks) as is live music - it was like a Ben Harper concert! Porta-john lines can be 45 min., so calculate that into your chillaxing time. I layered my clothing and took the bare minimum with me.  Don't forget the sunscreen and chapstick! We were herded into our corrals at 11am.  Depending on your corral number (1-22) there can be a significant delay in crossing the start line, but no worries, the ChampionChip in your shoelaces marks your net time. I would strongly suggest registering online with the Athlete Tracking system so that friends can get text alerts as you pass checkpoints. Anyone with internet, a palm pilot, or phone can track your progess in real time as you run every 5K! 

The run itself was such an experience - quarter of a million spectators cheering you on the entire way! It was crowded the entire 26.2 miles and I was within spitting distance of other runners every step of the way. This is why they say you shouldn't expect to run a fast Boston. It's simply impossible to cut loose and keep a steady pace. I started in the back third of the pack and finished in the top third, so the entire race I was ducking and dodging and weaving through runners! 

The infamous Heartbreak Hill is actually a series of small hills between miles 16-21 and it's NOT nearly as bad as they say. Actually, this was my favorite part of the race because my quads were on fire after all the downhill running and it felt GREAT to run uphill for awhile! You should LOOK FORWARD to Heartbreak Hill! 

The crowds only get crazier as you approach the finish - and that's the time to really kick it with everything you have left! Because I was running under pace through the crowds the whole time, I had fuel to burn at the end and it was a great way to finish, sprinting over the line. It was an amazing marathon - the fans, the frenzy, the hype, the scenery during the run, it was madness! 

What would I have done differently if I knew then what I know now?  Well, I would have trained running DOWNhill. I also would have trained during the hottest part of the day this spring. Being in Iowa, I did most of my running during the blisteringly cold winter and it was a real shock to the system running in the Boston heat! I would have lubed up like I saw other runners doing beforehand and during the race at vaseline stations. Let friends and family know they can track you online, and if they are in Boston, beware that public transit is packed to the max on race day, making it hard to get from one point to another during the run. 

If you're running Boston 2006, plan on the 'legal high' they advertise and make the absolute most of this magical event!  End 
Now for the Academy Awards thank yous.  Where to start?  Well, were it not for Mother Superior Maricar, I would never have thought it possible.  The teacher in her creates this sense of confidence and she gets more than just her students to perform.  She is always at me to JUST DO IT.  It’s never enough to do just 20 miles, but get on with making it a whole 21 miles for heavens sakes and keep moving faster faster that last mile!  Coach Tom was surely the impetuous of making my qualification at Steamtown possible, with Art Castellano’s pacing making it happen.  Not to make light of our 3:30 group, all the way back to Karen Balcerzak and Robert King when we started this craziness in 2002.  My next closest training buddies Stephanie and Dana talked me through the miles and the self-doubts for many training runs and for many months, and dearest BFF Renee had to serve as Dr. Renee and Psychiatrist Renee far too many times.  Hubby Tom just doesn’t get it so his continual support with cooking specially for me, willingness to be alone, and honoring my monstrous needs to sleep, is just far above the line of duty for even a husband.  It really does Take A Village.  
Maricar and I were reviewing our marathon favorites and all of them are so different.  Boston didn’t give us the pasta party nor the finish line food like Flying Pig and Steamtown, it didn’t even give us a massage like all our other marathons manage to do.  It didn’t give us a 10 minute walk to the start line like Palm Beach or Flying Pig and it didn’t even give us a warm gymnasium to wait in like Steamtown.  No where on the course were there refreshments like the small town marathons and even at the start line, the food was next to non-existent due to lines.  What it did give us was probably the prestige to get to run with the big boys, for where else does just the word “Boston” mean so much?  
Boston did give us the most competitive field we’ll ever be in.  It gave us one of the largest vendor expos (and biggest debt.)  It gave us big time bragging rights, a unique Boston Marathon & Beyond commemorative book that kept me up reading every single page of it, and lots of things to remember when we’re in our rocking chairs some day.    

Some stats:  

	Category 
	Number
Entered
	Number
Started
	Number
Finished
	

	


	Runners 

	    all 
	22473 
	20117 
	19688 
	

	    male 
	13630 
	12326 
	12063 
	

	    female 
	8843 
	7791 
	7625 
	


	Seniors 60-69 

	    all 
	877 
	767 
	721 
	

	    male 
	753 
	658 
	620 
	 

	    female 
	124 
	109 
	101 
	


For my stats, with emphasis on getting to the start line at all (smile), 
-  #85 in my division out of 124 who signed up, 109 who started and 101 who finished.  

- #18789 overall out of 22473 who entered, 20117 who started and 19688 who finished.  
- #7195 out of all 8843 females who entered, 7791 who started and 7625 who finished .  

I choose the # who entered comparison not only because I was near the tail end, but because the number who were accepted is a small enough number as it is when you consider how hard it is to get an entry.  But also as importantly, because much of a marathon is training wisely so you can get to the start line.  
From: alert@verizonwireless.com

Date: Mon, 17 Apr 2006 13:47:01 -0400 (EDT)

Subject: Marathon Alert

110th Boston Marathon 2006

At  1:46 PM, Diana Burton at 10K.

Pace: 06:53 per kilometer

Projected Finish Time:  4:50:21 (Net)

```````````

From: alert@verizonwireless.com

Date: Mon, 17 Apr 2006 15:04:56 -0400 (EDT)

Subject: Marathon Alert

110th Boston Marathon 2006

At  3:04 PM, Diana Burton at 21K.

Pace: 07:00 per km

Projected Finish Time:  4:54:47 (Net)
```````````

From: alert@verizonwireless.com

Date: Mon, 17 Apr 2006 16:09:29 -0400 (EDT)

Subject: Marathon Alert

110th Boston Marathon 2006

At  4:09 PM, Diana Burton at 30K.

Pace: 07:03 per km

Projected Finish Time:  4:57:06 (Net)

From friend Ellen as a congratulatory remark and after reading the trip report: 

 

Dear Diana,

I read yours and Maricar’s trip report on the Boston marathon with interest, amusement at her graphic descriptions and real admiration for those of you who finished this race.  Congratulations, Diana, on finishing that race.  I can’t even imagine running that far, that long.  Your discipline is amazing.

I think I understand that running these races is about more than just time.  It’s about camaraderie, about bonding with others who are also putting themselves through the same grueling paces.  It’s about helping each other, having a family of runners to share experiences with.  It’s about pride in accomplishment, pride that you could push yourself that hard, pride in completing something you set out to do, and a sense of specialness as the crowds cheer you on.  Did I get some of that right?

I can understand the letdown when the crowds are gone and the people you encounter don’t have a clue about what you’ve’ done.  I remember the entourages that followed us everywhere we went on our first trip to China. (We were the first westerners they’d ever seen).  I remember standing on the steps of one of the pavilions in the Forbidden City, changing film in my camera while a crowd of about 50 people watched my every move as if I were some wonderful magical creature.  When I got home, it was a real letdown.  There were no crowds.  There was nobody watching every move as if I were special.   I understand how movie stars can get hooked on the adulation of crowds.  It’s very satisfying, isn’t it.

The Bernie story is a wonderful story.  That this seeming “pig” turned out to be a real mensche is quite wonderful. It sounds like you had a great time and that overcoming the hurtles is part of the challenge.  Like having to eat and drink well hours before the race.

Again, congratulations, Diana for running and finishing the Boston Marathon. And thanks for sharing the experience with me.

Hugs,

Ellen

