San Francisco Marathon Trip Report by Maricar with Diana’s comments in Italics
Thursday July 28 - And the journey starts for our 3rd marathon in ’06…Diana and Maricar in a quest for 6 in ’06.

On Thursday, we met at Metropark and our kind husbands sent their crazy wives off to their marathon adventures.  Tom kindly drove us to the airport.  Once we boarded, we were seated in the plane before they broke the news to us that we were going to be delayed 3 hours due to thunderstorms in Jersey.  Of course, the only thing we could do was laugh about it since Diana had predicted this situation.  She was afraid this was going to happen because we were due for a Yosemite trip at 6am in the morning.  The delay of 3 hours meant we were not going to reach our hotel and bed till 1am, 4am Jersey time.  And of course, Murphy’s Law, since we had to be up for a Yosemite trip at 6am, we did not go to bed until 2:30am (California time, Jersey time 5:30am).  That was okay since it would give us more excuses if we didn’t do well on Sunday’s run.  Plus, Ian had taken me the night before to a Melissa Etheridge concert in which we truly enjoyed.  What a way to prepare going to San Francisco!!!  She even sang the song “I run for life!”  Talk about a pep rally.  

During the plane ride of 8 hours, I was able to start and finish the Dean Karnazes book called “Ultra Marathon Man: Confessions of an All-Night Runner.”  It was truly inspirational.  It was important to read this book because he was the host of the San Francisco marathon.  Also, he will be doing something called Endurance 50.  www.endurance50.com  This involves running a marathon in each of the 50 states in 50 days.  He’s obviously crazy and not susceptible to pain.  Not to mention rich.  He will be running his last marathon in NYC this year along with me, Diana, Renee and Lance Armstrong.  He’s had so many accomplishments.  It’s a book to be read not only by runners, but normal average people and couch potatoes.  We read books, joked in the plane, went to the bathroom a lot due hydration and just had a “plane” good old time.  You know you like someone when you can spend an 8 hour plane ride and it feels like 3.  Lots of life lessons.  During the plane ride, vowed to give up potato chips and do an ultra marathon in the next 10 years.  We’ll see how long this lasts.  I can tell you already – her quest to give up chips lasted until the evening of the marathon when there were ships offered and later fries ordered.  This gal knows how to live with gusto.  She likes chips so why give them up.  Just run a few more miles!   
We took the BART (Bay Area Rapid Transport), their subway system, to the hotel.  It was quite a challenge, but we met it.  It was so different from the NYC subways.  The stations were pretty deserted and signs not as well posted.  But we managed to navigate and be where we were supposed to be.  We got help from some nice San Francisco police officers and also some bums.  (I didn’t want you to think the police officers were bums!)  San Francisco’s BART system is quite impressive.  Clean and cheap.  A taxi would have been $50-$60, a shuttle $15-$16, whereas BART was $5.15 and ran continuously door to door.  
After stepping out of the station, we landed right out of our hotel.  The first thing I saw was a cable car!  Oh, so San Francisco!  I loved it!  Diana has been here 55 times.  I was here when I was 8 years old and don’t remember much.  So it was a great experience.  We stayed at the Hyatt in Embarcadero.  What a beautiful hotel.  When we checked in, the beds felt so heavenly and the view from our hotel was spectacular.  We had sliding glass doors from the 10th floor.   The best part was, you could open it!  Unlike NYC hotels, San Francisco hotels are not so worried about suicides!  We couldn’t leave the door open since it was freezing in San Francisco!!!  In July for God’s sakes!  Freezing!  

Since it had been record hot the week before, tourists had arrived in shorts and t-shirts.  Thus the tourist shops selling a zip velour jacket must have sold a zillion.  We’d be in a tour group of a dozen folks, and five would have on the same jacket.  If you saw the pics, it was the lime green jacket Maricar wore, when I wasn’t borrowing it.     
We slept for 3 hours.  

The Grand Hyatt Embarcadero was not only the marathon’s host hotel, it was the site of the speakers, and right out the door to the Expo and registration pick up.  It equally was the center of the touristy town we came to enjoy and within a block or two of the start and finish line.  I’ve pretty much decided to try to limit my marathons to those where I can be at the start and finish line.  This hotel is also well documented as being designed in an architecturally unique style of the Grand Lobbies with a gorgeous multi story ‘world’ sculpture and over-the-top fountains and water features, all surrounded by balconies at each floor overlooking the lobby.  It was in this lobby that we had a huge buffet breakfast the first morning, following a mere 3 hours of being anywhere near a bed, let alone sleep.  

Friday, July 29th - Half Dome…We’ll Be Back! (In Schwarzenegger’s voice)
After 3 hours of sleep, we plopped out of our beds to be at the lobby downstairs for a breakfast and 6:45am pick up to Yosemite.  We ate a big ass breakfast at the hotel.  Or at least I did and Diana had her usual healthy yogurt, fruit, blah, blah healthy stuff.  We had a scheduled tour of Yosemite via a van tour.  The guide’s name was Jack.  He was a very hippie looking man in his 50’s.  Again, it was so San Francisco.  

We hopped on the van and headed off to Yosemite.  The ride was very nice and scenic.  Not to mention it was also 4 hours to get there.  But it’s ok if we weren’t driving and got to nap along the way.  Diana had shotgun because she threatened the driver that if she didn’t, she’d puke all over the van.  And even with the front seat, I still battled nausea over those small and windy roads.  I’d been on some of these roads as a kid and always got sick then too.  Some things we just never grow out of but at this stage of life, I sure appreciated the scenery more so held my head by the a/c vent.  We saw beautiful sites along the way.  Got to go over the Bay Bridge, see wind generators, valleys and all these towns leading up to Yosemite.  We were very happy that we weren’t the ones driving since the roads leading up to Yosemite were very, very steep and narrow.  In addition, we had an elevation gain from sea level to 6,000 feet.  If you looked out the window, you could have died of vertigo!  It was these crazy, windy, steep and narrow mountain roads.  No breakdown lane at all.  

When we got to Yosemite, Diana and I acted like little kids.  We ran to everything and took pictures.  Not too smart to be running out of a van like a bat out of hell, hiking for miles and miles at 6,000 ft elevation above sea level, walking, running, walking, running 2 days before a marathon.  But we didn’t care and we wanted to see it all.  Everything!  From Bridalveil Falls, Half Dome, El Capitan, Yosemite falls, everything!!!!  We hiked up everywhere we could.  We even saw a bear!!!!  We both decided that it was a gorgeous National Park and we could have easily done 1-2 weeks in there.  After staring at Half Dome in the face and reading the book “Shattered Air”, there was only one thing left to say on our way home to San Francisco.  We would be back in two years to hike, backpack and climb Half Dome for Maricar’s 35th birthday.  For those of you who know Maricar, you can probably guess WHO decided we’d return.  One of us forms goals, and the other sort of follows along.  YEAH MARICAR!  WAY TO GO!  This one, we’ll have to see.  I read “Shattered Air” too and it sounded pretty steep and risky going up to Half Dome and I’m not so sure that our legs will handle it.  If any of you can tell me if it’s an easier climb than Angels Landing in Zion, then I’ll go, but even then I will know that it would take some getting into shape first.  We would get up Half Dome and get the gorgeous views on foot.  Pictures from the gift shop weren’t going to be good enough.  We’d have to see it for ourselves from the top.  After touring the heart of the park, we went over the see the Giant Sequoias.  Oh did our legs love us then!  We hiked down these very steep mountains, 3,000 above where we were.  So now we are at 9,000 ft above sea level.  The trail was so steep and we definitely felt a shortness of breath due to altitude.  It was pretty scary to think we were supposed to run a marathon in two days and here we are short of breath from hiking!  It was a spectacular sight to see the oldest tree ever.  We also saw a dead sequoia and a tunnel built through a sequoia tree.  It was gorgeous and again we wished we had another day to do the other hiking trail.  

These giant sequoias, also known as Sierra Redwoods, keep growing wide (up to 40’ in diameter), whereas other trees that might also be large keep growing taller (300’ not unusual).  One of the cut out and petrified trees we saw was shown to be centuries old and in fact sequoias have been found that are 3200 years old.  The dead one Maricar mentions was a fallen sequoia and our pictures show us to be only the size of an ant next to its fallen trunk, and in fact, one could walk into the center of the tree.  The tunnel tree had been cut for cars to drive through which might have been the reason it died.  We’d ran down the hill 1.6 miles to see the largest of the sequoias, knowing we’d have to hike back up, and even after finding the tunnel tree, a friendly hiker told us of the other sights just a bit beyond.  Of course we pressed our luck and ventured farther, glad that we did.  You’ll love these pictures – once I get them downloaded.  See end of file at ***** for more description of the day.    
We then headed home and got back around 7pm.  We walked over to the North Point section where Little Italy was in search of some pasta.  We ended up going to a restaurant I’ve seen on Food Network called “The Stinking Rose.”  It’s a restaurant where they serve food on their garlic.  Enough said on that!  We did stink but I didn’t care because I loved garlic.  Diana felt bad for the other runners, but I didn’t at all!  

We heard from our running friend Gavin.  He’s from PA and we met him at the starting line of the Steamtown Marathon.  He ended up running with Diana and finishing his goal time due to perfect pacing by Art.  He’s our proud friend.  We are so proud of him for doing his first marathon in October and doing 2 more ever since and it hasn’t been a year yet!  He’s now one of us aliens who is not one and done.  He’s an artist and does beautiful work.  He also has an aunt and uncle who live nearby Oakland.  Lucky dog got free room and board.  We tried to meet up with him but it was hard an unplanned schedule.  Our Gavin, our project!  Gavin was also at the NJ Marathon and next time we’ve got to pre-plan.  This trip we didn’t and getting together was problematical by 2 cell phones that weren’t working for one reason or another. 
At The Stinking Rose we had garlic lasagna, bread to dip with our special garlic sauce, garlic hummus and salmon with garlic!  YUMMMMMMMMM!!!!!!!!!!  The ambiance was great.  We got to eat outside a terrace.  Our waiter was a hot, eye candy, gay guy…..so San Francisco!  We then walked back to the hotel, was approached by a bum……so San Francisco!  As if we didn’t do enough walking that day, of course Diana made us walk back.  But this time we went through Chinatown.  We found it odd that the place was pretty deserted for a Friday night.  We compared it to the NYC Chinatown who doesn’t shut down till 3am.  Everyone goes to sleep here so early!  

On the subject of the hot gay guy at the restaurant, I found it interesting to realize how comfortable San Francisco must be for a gay person.  I’ve never encountered so much open demonstration of affection by gays and it struck me how nice this must be for a gay to be among others and not worry how kissing and hand holding might appear.  Everybody needs somebody and why they should feel restrained?  On a similar subject, the neatness and high design standards of San Francisco reminded me how lucky it is for a city like our Asbury Park to have gays move in – nice things happen to these neighborhoods.  Still another observation is all the slim and healthy looking folks in San Francisco which I presume also has to do with the large population of gays.  I know not to categorize people, but in this case it was hard not to, and it was all very positive.    
We finally got back to the hotel.  Of course, it is now 11pm.  This is youth speaking.  I think it was closer to midnight!  Some of us just drop and sleep while some of us feel obliged to go through all this beauty routine . . . . Our bodies were asking for sleep and that’s exactly what we gave it.  We allowed our bodies to wake up naturally for Saturday morning.  So we only slept till 7am.

 Saturday July 29 - When you’re going to San Francisco!........(song)  

Training for the Goofy Marathon!
 We let our bodies wake up naturally.  After Diana got all dolled up (Maricar only takes 10 minutes to get ready due to no makeup and curling of the hair), (damn but some of us take more to look acceptable! – the brat doesn’t take a single minute of fixing up to look cute whereas I have to work on it!), we headed over to the expo.  It was so convenient for it to be across the hotel.  At first, we couldn’t believe how small it was.  But it turns out there was an outdoor expo and indoor expo.  We saw a line to go in and we almost turned around.  But after waiting a few minutes, the line finally got going and we were able to pick up our numbers and shirts.

There were lots of vendors.  They gave out Jelly Bean substitutes for GU.  YUK!  Too sweet and I can’t believe that the runners they surveyed before marketing the product said it tasted good.  There were the same old vendors, but different brands.  We loved last year’s shirts that were on sale for 2 for $15.  So we bought those for our quilt.  We received a technical shirt that we thought was ugly at first, but is now growing on us.  This year’s shirt was gray with navy inserts and on the front was a red design representing the Golden Gate Bridge.  It was odd but it turned out that it looked good with jeans.  Last year’s white shirt was really special but it turns out that they ran impossibly small.  I rather doubt that I’ve ever had a top too small, but this bargain from last year was too tight to wear.  
Diana only had one hour to be in the expo to do all her shopping since we wanted to tour, tour, tour!  So we hit the streets of San Francisco.  First stop was the Ferry Building.  It’s a beautiful historic building in the city was not affected by either earthquake of 1906 or 1989.  The neatest part about it was it was a market where you can buy everything fresh!  Fresh flowers, fresh fish, fresh veggies, fresh, fresh, fresh!

I was so jealous of the people who lived there who got to do this every Saturday.  They got to go to the market and shop.  It looked so nice to be able to buy everything fresh.  And you couldn’t buy too much since you had to lug everything back.  It was real nice to see that.  It’s not like in Jersey where you did your shopping for the entire 2 weeks at Costco.  It was very refreshing and I wanted to spend my Saturdays that way!  Looking at fresh produce and getting free samples.  Again, she lives with gusto and loves it ALL which makes traveling with Maricar a real treat.  Those of you who know her can only giggle at the thought that she’d market for fresh produce and cook it every day . . . but the sampling was right in line with what the both of us do like to do: EAT and EAT FREE.  
We then walked the entire Embarcadero way towards Fisherman’s Wharf.  Mind you again, we had a marathon tomorrow.  But Diana wanted to walk, so we did!  Plus we both decided that it was good training for the Disney Goofy Challenge.  Why not start now?  When we do Goofy, we’re going to have to….run 5K on Friday, run 13 miles on Saturday and full marathon on Sunday.  So why not start training now?  We toured Fisherman’s Wharf and had crepes at an outdoor restaurant.  We saw the seals on Pier 39 and walked and walked until our (cable car) Grey Line tour started.  We hopped on the Grey Line for a 3 hour tour of the city.  We saw it all!  Coit tower, Exploratorium, Fine Arts building, Fisherman’s, Presidio and of course, what I came there to do…The Golden Gate Bridge!  We took pictures left and right.  We just loved it all.  We got goofy, silly pics and everything!  

This was a motorized cable car that managed to see most major tourist sites and set up down at some for picture taking and touring, which we always took full benefit of, running around the Fine Arts/Exploratorium, going into Fort Sutter, running up and out to the Golden Gate Bridge lookout points.  It was a bit short of 3 hours and we might have enjoyed even more had the time been available to us.  
After the tour, we were headed to the bathroom when we saw this big giant carousel!  I made a comment on how it was a double-decker carousel and didn’t it look like fun!  So of course, Diana says we just have to hop on it and there we were!  Two adults on horses at the carousel!  We called our husbands and told them how much fun we were having.

As if that wasn’t enough, we each ate a (huge) Ghiradelli chocolate bar after our ride.  We also took a cable car ride to Union Square to tour and shop.  Diana was a real sport waiting on an hour line with me just so I can say I rode the Powell and Hyde Cable Car.  We were able to see the men physically turning the cable car like the olden days.  Oh what a San Francisco treat!!!

We were riding on the cable car like children.  We had front row seats and were screaming blood-curdling yells on the down hills!  Oh what fun it was to breathe the San Fran air and feel like you’re the Queen of the World!!!  It was such great fun to go down the hill with screaming tourists.  We of course hung on the platform while the wimps rode the cable car inside.  It was worth the adventure.

We rode the cable car to the end of the line to Union Square.  We had a mission there and that was to look for Tom’s future couch that he saw on the Gump’s catalog.  He wanted Diana to take the pictures in person and feel and sit on it.  Thank you Tom because it allowed me to sit down!  Otherwise, I would never have gotten a break from all the walking with speedy Diana.  We hung out at Gump’s where the furniture is more expensive than my car!  It was top of the line and I was happy to be able to sit on expensive couches looking like a sweaty tourist runner.  

We then walked back to the Ferry Building where we were ate at a posh restaurant called “The Slanted Door.”  We had to order off the appetizers’ menu since they were booked for the night.  We ordered three big momma appetizers.  Fresh spring rolls…delicious!  And crepes and blue crab salad were also devoured within minutes.  Diana of course ate off a man’s leftovers.  This guy was a sugar daddy and treated to pay these two girls’ who were having dinner next him.  It didn’t look like they needed to be treated to a free dinner.  With posh outfits, a day at the spa and their Neiman Marcus shopping bags, it was us who needed a free meal!  That’s what I felt like saying!  Hey, over here!  The teacher needs a free meal around here!  But off he left with his sugar daddy self.  We devoured our meal.    

After we got back to the hotel, I decided that I needed to ride all the three cable car lines for the one-day pass.  I’d learn the routes and get on and off the cable cars.  Plus I wanted to smell the yummy and fresh San Francisco air while the cable car ride came whizzing by.  So off I went with my pepper spray, cell phone and money in case I get lost.  I was so excited to have memorized the cable car routes and where they go.  So first I hop on the California line.  Then, I hop on the Powell and Mason line.  I wanted to see the different parts of the city I saw during the day, also at night.  Then, I was on my third line, the Powell and Hyde line when the oddest thing happened.  Now I was supposed to be back around 9pm from all my rides.  

The Powell and Hyde line had the two funniest conductors operating it.  I was on my way to Fisherman’s Wharf when these two cop cars come whizzing by.  They cut right off and plopped themselves in front of the cable car line.  So of course, the cable car is now at a dead stop.  So we didn’t move for half and hour and of course the passengers start getting antsy.  The people start hailing taxis, they start taking other lines, etc. 

So 6 of us decided to walk to Fisherman’s Wharf, 2 miles from where the cable car ride was stopped.  The reason the cable car was stuck was that the police had to investigate the man who died on the sidewalk.  They didn’t know if he died of a heart attack or if it was a homicide, so they had to do and investigation.  The 6 people ended up all being teachers!  Isn’t that something?  3 were teachers from San Jose, 2 were teachers from Maine, and me!  I was the only one not attending their convention for learning disabilities.  It ended up that the teachers were pretty out of shape.   I had to walk even slower and give them a city tour myself!  They thought I was from San Francisco!  But in fact, I was only repeating all the facts I had learned from the day.

The people from Maine were insistent on seeing the Golden Gate Bridge, so we walked and walked.  I wanted to see the bridge lit up at night.  So I didn’t mind it either.  So we headed back and saw that the Golden Gate Bridge is really ugly at night because it’s not even lit up!  It was so strange.  The Bay Bridge was lit up, but the Golden Gate was not.  Poor people from Maine had not seen the bridge, it was their last night in town, and they couldn’t even see an outline of it.

So we decided to hail a cab and share it back to our hotels.  I didn’t mind because now it is 11pm and I know that if I had to get up and run a marathon at 5am, I had best be headed back to the hotel.  I finally got in to find worried Diana waiting up for me because she thought something had happened.  I didn’t want to call her because I thought she was already asleep.  So we didn’t end up falling asleep till 12am since I just had to tell her all the exciting things that just happened in the 3 hours she left me alone.

See what I mean about Maricar getting a lot out of life and travel in particular?  She left at 8:30pm and didn’t get back until 11:30pm, and from about 9:30pm I was wondering what I was going to do about a missing runner.  I couldn’t call Ian to ask if he’d heard from her, since I really shouldn’t have let her go out along.  Of course I would have gone out alone . . . Then when she came in and said I should sleep and she’d tell me the story the next day, there was no way I was waiting.  I think we quit talking sometime well after midnight and then got up at 5am. 

Sunday July 30th - It was the best of times, it was the worst of times. 
If you’re going to San Francisco……don’t run a marathon out there, just put some flowers in your hair! (song)

We woke up at 5am and left at 5:45.  The start was right outside our hotel.  A 5-minute walk which was a plus.  

While we’re singing here – She really did sing: In the shower, Maricar would sing “If you’re going to San Francisco . . . “ and end it with some different phrase depending on her mood and phase of story telling.  
It was the best of times….(positive outlook of the marathon)
1.  5 minute walk from hotel.  This is really awesome as far as potty needs.  You can pee and take care of business at the hotel instead.

2. Staggered start.  We love the wave start.  Less congestion.  No lines for the porta potty.  

3.  The course was the most beautiful we’ve ever seen.  Not that many spectators for sure.  I mean, who’s up at 5am in San Francisco?  You didn’t need them though.  You were too busy looking at the scenery that you didn’t need them at all.  There was too much sightseeing to see along the course that you totally didn’t need the people.

4.  Course highlights…

**Ran through Embarcadero to get to see the entire pier.

** Fisherman’s Wharf with no tourists, just seals.

**Up the Golden Gate Bridge and back.  We were there for quite some miles.  There’s nothing like getting to run on a bridge with no traffic.  It’s just great to be able to go on the actual road.  Once up on the Golden Gate Bridge, it was amazing!  Totally amazing!  I had to walk lots to take a gazillion pictures.  There’s something about the orange glow and the massiveness!

**Through the gorgeous neighborhoods of Presidio and to Golden Gate Park.  At the Golden Gate Park, we saw buffalo hanging out, Japanese gardens, gorgeous waterfalls, beautiful greenery, oasis of beautiful manicured lawns.

**Went through hills to the neighborhoods of Haight--Ashbury where we saw some pretty neat remnants of the flower power people from the ‘60s.  This is where the hippie movement began.  Jerry Garcia and Janis Joplin lived here.

**We then went to the Mission District.  Hills and Hills.  Did I mention hills?  Cause there were lots of hills!!!!!

**We saw ATT Park where the San Francisco Giants play.  It’s a pretty beautiful stadium with history.

**From there we were almost home because we could see Bay Bridge.  Which clearly doesn’t get as much press as The Golden Gate Bridge.

**I wanted to quit, but it was my mom’s birthday.  So there was no way that I wasn’t going to finish this marathon on her birthday!  I couldn’t live with that!  That really kept me going even with the big blister that hurt like hell. 

5.  Volunteers were Harley guys and Dykes on Bikes….so San Francisco!!!

6.  Gorgeous Medal.  HUGE!  It had a picture of the Ferry Building on one side and the Golden Gate Bridge on the other side.  The medal also had little feet on one side so it could be used as a coaster.  
7.  Nice tech shirt although the color could be better than gray.  But it finally grew on us.

8.  Nice organized finish.  My favorite part of the finish line was the hot sailors giving out the medals!!!  They were sooooooooo hot!  That’s what I’m talking about after 26.2 miles!  I want some eye candy!  I just ran 26.2 miles for goodness sakes.

9.  Easy to get to food.  Believe it or not, I never eat right after because I don’t have an appetite.  Back at the ranch, Diana has a whole quesadilla and a banana and yogurt and chips and power bar and a large bottle of Gatorade and still claimed to be hungry.  

10.  San Francisco weather is awesome in July and it was nice and cool.  It was perfect marathon weather.  No complaints there even though that’s not in anyone’s control.  Lows in the mid-50s and highs in the mid-60s.  What more could you ask for.  There was quite a bit of wind but no complaints here.

11.  We saw new areas that Diana had never seen and were not on the tour, with the most interesting one being Haight Ashbury where there were more spectators than anywhere else and more unique shops and homes than I could have imagined.  Love ‘n Haight.  Distractions.  Dykes on Bikes.  Tie dyed shirts and curtains.  Hippies still exist here.  

12.  There might not have been a lot of spectators, and in fact it was very slim, but some that were there were quite notable.  One man saluted us and sang a loud and good operatic rendition of God Bless America to which we all applauded.  Imagine our surprise when we saw him again down the road.  And again, and again, and at the finish line.  We can’t yet figure out how he got himself to all those locations.  

13.  Other spectators recognized us, as did some runners.  They had read the marathon web site’s page for bios where Maricar had written ours **.  You can read this off the website www.runsfm.com or at the end of this report.  

14.  The website has the most delightful video as a start up.  www.runsfm.com and tell me you don’t tear up!    

It was the worst of times…(negative) Hills, hills and more hills!
1.  Pacer?  I don’t think so.  Their pacers were inexperienced and didn’t give great advice.  We’re used to the professional pacer teams of Clif Bar.  This guy may be nice, but he didn’t give us much confidence and trust for him.   In my humble professional opinion, don’t be a pacer unless you are really serious about it.  People’s dreams rest on you!  If a person runs a 4 hr marathon, that’s when they should be 5 hr pacers.  This guy could barely breathe!  He wasn’t consistent at all.  We left him at mile 4.  Although we knew we couldn’t do a 5 anyway, he still burnt us early.  Don’t you think that after all our hiking Yosemite on Friday and touring the town on Saturday, that a nice pacer might have offered to carry us or do SOMETHING?  He wasn’t the best, but nor were we.   
2.   Worse Med support ever!!!!  I know that we’re supposed to not rely on the support for Tylenol and Vaseline, but they didn’t have this starting at mile 7!  They ran out and these very sedentary medics who looked like they couldn’t bend over were telling me there was nothing they could do about it!  They couldn’t radio it to the next stop! 

3.  Water stations every 2 miles?  Not after mile 13.  Sure maybe you can get away with to mile 13, but not all the way to 26.  It got hot out there towards the end.  Worse, they had this Cytomax that was real grossly sugary.  Pink stuff.  I can generally eat and drink most anything but I had to really think about needing the electrolytes in order to stomach this stuff.  Then they gave it in bitty 2 ounce cups so I’d grab 2 and 3 at a time, knowing it would be two miles for another chance at liquid.    
4. Our time sucked.  It was the worse marathon time we’ve ever produced on a watch.  However, it was the best marathon time we’ve ever had!  Diana ran the NJ Marathon in 17mile an hour Noreaster winds and gusty rain, and still produced a better time then than in San Francisco.  We were happy to come in under 5:30.  Official time is 5:28.  I guess when you add in the hills, it’s not that bad.  And trust me, there are hills!  

We are really truly schizophrenic.  We had convinced ourselves earlier that we’d run as slow as necessary to be comfortable because (1) we wanted to have fun, (2) to take pictures and have our pictures taken, (3) Dr. Connors said we could get by with this many marathons if we only ran them like long Sunday runs, (4) we can’t afford any injuries, (5) we only needed to finish under 6 hours, (6) we wanted to hike and tour too, etc., etc.  We even chose to run without a watch and simply go by feel whereas usually Maricar takes on the burden of pacing us and counting out our walk breaks every 6 minutes.  Then what happens?  We come in over  5 hours, which by the way is the average of all 350,000 marathoners in the U.S. who probably only run one or two in a year for heavens sakes, and we act disappointed?  Yep, me too.  I was rather pissed off at myself on one hand, but proud of myself on the other.  This was more than an hour longer than my BQ.  But it was precisely our assigned long run pace of 12:30 minutes per mile.  Precisely!  And it was fun and we didn’t carry a watch and came in together and we don’t hurt any and we were able to walk literally miles thereafter and run the week afterwards, etc., etc.  Still schizophrenic but I guess we’re happily schizophrenic.        
5.  Speaking of hills, we felt it was harder than Boston and NY combined.  There were many steep hills back to back.  But this wasn’t such a downer because we must have used different muscles.  Believe it or not, it was better than being flat all the time.

After the marathon, Diana and I got our post race massage.  Then we soaked our legs in a fountain in front of the Ferry Building.  We thought we were going to get arrested, but no one said anything.   Diana continued with the ice soaking in the bathtub when we got back.  Being a bit older (smile), I have to hedge my bet, so I got a full garbage can full of ice and read the Sunday paper in the tub after screeching and hyperventilating at first dip into the ice.  It’s supposed to help in healing.  Maricar sat with zip lock bags of ice while on the phone filling in BFF Renee as well as Ian.  
In defense of the SFO Marathon, they did have a Saturday night pasta party that looked like it should be good, and a huge $10 BBQ under the tent at the finish line.  We did not participate in either party, having been so burned with long lines at other marathons and/or food gone by the time we got there that we didn’t even attempt to go.  I have zero tolerance for paying to stand in a line and even less for finding the food in short supply so until I’m without a paycheck, I’m all for trusting restaurants instead.   
We went back to the hotel.  We found out our friend Gavin finished in 4:45 which was very excellent!  After getting ready and showered, we walked some more mileage up really steep hills into Chinatown.  There, we had bubble tea at a tea house and went to the Fortune Cookie Factory.  It’s the only factory that makes fortune cookies by hand!

Then we headed over (aka walked another 3 miles) to have sourdough bread and soup at Boudin.  Diana surprisingly sat with me for an hour.  I was so honored.  She told me to act like Tom, aka practice sitting still.  We people-watched, that age-old distraction that I claim is for old age, and distraction there really was, from huge and sloppy tourists to young fit gay couples.  We sat on a park bench just in front of Fisherman’s Wharf where our Alcatraz ferry was due to depart.  I didn’t think she was going to go for it, but my blisters were really bad.  We sat and people watched while waiting to board our ferryboat to Alcatraz.  

We boarded the ferryboat to Alcatraz for our tour.  It was a brief but nice ride providing views of the city.  We took the night tour for better views.  When we got there, we decided to go with tour guide Jim because we couldn’t stand the other guy’s voice.  It ended up that tour guide Jim was excellent.  One of the best we’ve ever had.  He was so cool aka as geek as they come with a log of keys on his waistband, a crew cut, glasses and newly faced buck teeth, so we knew he was right for us.  After all the other people left (no endurance to listen to history), he took us to parts of the island banned to tourists.  He took us to the factory and to the power plant.  It was soooooooooooooooooooo freaking spooky at night.  We just followed Jim and his flashlight.  We were joined by another die hard family of 4 (cool kids) and a couple from Europe.  It was really neat to be at the factory where Jim told us stories and added more ghost stories with that.  We were all freaked out!  He really knew his stuff and was passionate.  It was really neat for all the visitors to have headsets and listen to the tour.  We got to hear ex prisoners speak.  We got to hear narration.  We even got to see the cell where they tried to escape with a spoon!  Jim knew even for more having been on the Island for 8 years – wonder if he ever left? – and even more because he participates in the Alcatraz Alumni Days where ex convicts and guards alike get together and share stories while visiting Alcatraz. ***  
We were pretty proud of ourselves for having purchased tickets weeks earlier.  We heard people willing to pay about anything for a tour, and even higher for a night time tour, but they were sold out for many days. Thank you Tom and Maricar for encouraging these reservations.  I’d been on Alcatraz with Tom, but not at night, and not only was the tour well worth it, but the lighted view back to the City is spectacular.  We were on the 6:20pm departure and stayed through the last ferry out at 9:30pm which arrival back at 10:00pm is one reason most of the restaurants were closed, San Francisco being an early city.     
We boarded the ferry back to SF and by this time I was beginning to feel ravenous.  Diana just wanted to crawl in bed but I wanted to eat!!!!  Weird thing about SF is that restaurants shut down pretty early for being in touristy spots.  We went back and had crepes because they were the only ones open for a fast meal.  Yes, I was thinking of curling up under the ferry seat, or then under the restaurant table, as heck, we’d been up since 5am, it was nearly 11pm, and we’d been going on 3 and 5 hours of sleep a night.  I NEED my beauty rest.  One of us didn’t need to worry about that and the other was concerned about packing out – wondering if everything would fit in the suitcase.    
Of course I wanted to take a taxi or cable car back, but speedy Diana wanted to walk another 3 miles back to the hotel!!!  We just ran a marathon, walked towards Chinatown and Fisherman’s Wharf, walked all over Alcatraz and now she wants to walk back three miles to the hotel!!!!

I guess she wanted to do an ultra and train for Disney.

We got back to the hotel and passed out.  We slept well that night.  

Monday July 31st I don’t wanna leave…. I think she was singing that too (grin)!  
We woke up and I didn’t want to leave.  After packing, we finally headed out to take the BART back to the airport.  I didn’t want to say good-bye to our balcony view of the city.  I didn’t want to say good-bye to the cable car on the corner of the street.  I didn’t want to leave.  I really loved San Francisco.  More singing.  
It is certainly fun seeing a city anew out of the eyes of someone else and even better when its Maricar.  I’d grown up in the Bay area, been back many times for business, for conventions and also for holidays, but there were new sights and new ways to look at the City this time.  

Cute story: Tom and I are embarking on an excursion to Paris next month where we’re renting an apartment to ‘practice being a Parisienne’ per se.  Well, Maricar thought it might be fun if we (meaning Tom and I) did something like that in San Francisco -- rented an apartment in the San Francisco Marina district for instance.  So enthused was I at her idea that I quickly called Tom with the idea, and he thought I meant Maricar, not him, and without a moment’s hesitation he said that sounded like a great idea.  What a guy!  He got the idea quickly enough and by the time we were back to the hotel room, he’d found an apartment to rent.  

Timing was so very good for this run.  The week before had been in the 90s, and a couple days later San Francisco had a 6-point-something earthquake.  We also lucked out on timing in that a young 41 year old man died at milepost 24 but we didn’t see any of the commotion.  While sad, my being there wouldn’t have helped so I’m glad to have been much farther behind.    

On the subject of timing, a major record was set by a Olympic male who ran 2:26.  The first place female ran 2:54.  We think they must have trained on hills!  

We came home with about 450 tourist pictures (Tom’s camera but used by Maricar)) and 120 or so marathon pictures (Maricar’s camera.)  And now we have a unique PhotoStory due to Maricar’s recent computer class. Also, for Hat Trips (see www.MarathonofthePalmBeaches.org) we will be able to contribute pictures in front of the Golden Gate Bridge, at Alcatraz, and in Yosemite.  Our hats are now getting cluttered with pins depicting where the Hat has been photographed.      
We got to the airport and had a big ass breakfast.  Some woman on line challenged me and actually asked if I could eat all of the food I had on my plate.  I told her that since I just ran a marathon, of course I could.  

The following paragraphs were written while I was experiencing it on the plane.  I had Diana’s laptop. 

We were about to board when Diana surprised me with a first class ticket back home. It’s a different world out here.  After 32 years of life, I had never flown first class at all.  Never.  Nada.  Zilch.  I would stare at the people at first class having their cocktails.  But I never ever flew first class.  No wonder they keep a curtain between the peons and first class.  They don’t want any riots in coach.  If they say what the heck first class ate and how they went to the bathroom and how there’s only 14 people here and 250 go in the back!  Boy, when they say first class, they mean it.  We were the first to board the plane.  We had roomy leather seats, unlike coach’s polyester.  When I first sat down, I was offered champagne.  I was in shock.  And if that wasn’t shocking enough, the man hands me a menu and asks me what I would like for dinner tonight!!!!  I nearly fell off my leather chair with extra arm room, when I saw the menu!  It was a 5-course meal!  What?  They put the food on dishes!  Where are the cellophane wrappers?  Where is the garbage bin that flies up and down the aisle?  Where are the plastic cups?  Where is the peon stuff?

So, first they serve us warm nuts.  Warm nuts?  I didn’t know they could be warmed!  Then, my shrimp cocktail and lobster with cocktail sauce came out.  Oh, my gosh!  Are they serious?  Then my delicious salad!  Oh dear….I almost felt bad for Diana on coach.  But only for 1 minute.  (  I then had my main course.   It was salmon with asparagus and green onions.  They even wrapped a cute little lemon in this cute bag.  Ohhhh…to die for!  Then as I thought it couldn’t get any better, sundaes with chocolate fudge for dessert!  

Thank heavens I didn’t take that seat myself.  I got much more out of Maricar’s enthusiasm and besides, I lucked out and had what might have been the only spare seat in the plane right next to me.  I also meet a young hottie, to use Maricar’s term but one which I don’t disagree with, who had finished in about 3 hours, had been in both NYC and NJ marathons  when we were there and who I hope keeps in touch.    
Wow!  What a BFF!  I wanted to thank Diana after every course but I was sitting on the window seat next to a European lady who was snotty and smelly.  She was bitchy and never said thank you.  She took up the whole seat, so it was hard to squeeze through to go anywhere.  The extra space wasn’t enough for her.   She would take her feet and put them up on the other person’s seat.  Not for nothing, but her feet were so nasty and ugly.  The worse part was, she would fart every 10 minutes and it would be so nasty I had to make a gesture to cover my nose before she suffocated me.  Please make this girl stop farting.  She’s probably in her 40’s but looks like she’s in her 50’s.  Some things never change.  I wanted to sit next to Diana at this point because I was suffocating!

Even though I’m in first class, first class people still fart.  And they stink. I wished she’d go over to the bathroom so I can say hello to Diana.  She obviously has to go!!!  Every time she farts and the smell whiffs my way, I take my glass of water with lemon and pretend to drink it so that I can breathe in the glass for some oxygen.  There were points I wanted to put my oxygen mask or put my face in a barf bag.  Ugh….she may be rich, but she stinks.  Good observation – even rich people can’t buy their way out of stinking. 
But overall, wow!  What an experience.  I just wished some of these people would have better manners though.  I don’t like that feeling that they are giving the stewardess that they are entitled.  So I tried to be the better first class passenger and actually showed them some manners.  Saying “thank you” and “yes, please” very loudly.

Boy, if this is how the other half flies, I’d fly to NY!  I hope this flight gets delayed 3 hours.  I wouldn’t mind hanging out here in first class!  Just make this girl stop farting nastiness!  She had duck.  Maybe that’s why.  Yup, they have duck in first class.  They have hamburger leftovers from McDonald’s in coach.  I’m sitting next to a porta potty right now!  Thank you Diana.   This was a first class experience!

In Conclusion…..

I can’t believe it!  3 down, 3 to go!   It’s so much fun!  I just love it!  Overall, Diana and I felt it was the best scenic course we’ve ever run, although our finishing time was the worse we’ve ever done.  At least we had fun doing it.  Plus, what do we expect from our bodies? We stopped and took 123 pictures on the course.  People also stopped us at least 5 times to get a picture taken with them with our Liberty hats.  Apparently, they don’t see many costumes while running here in San Francisco.  We decided that we ran the SF marathon as a training long run.  We did not race it at all whatsoever.

All we did was walk and walk and walk the last 3 days prior to the marathon.  It was great training for Goofy marathon for Disney.  For Disney, we are running 3.1 miles on Friday, 13.1 on Saturday and 26.2 miles on Sunday.  San Francisco was a great training run.  We definitely didn’t race it.  We both agreed that nothing beats getting to run on the Golden Gate Bridge back and forth.  Nothing beats the touring San Francisco provided for us.  This was my 14th marathon, Diana’s, 8th.  The state of California doesn’t count for me since I had done the San Diego Rock n’ Roll marathon in 2001.  However, we decided that we’d do many more marathons in California even though that would mean repeating the state.  We are still on a quest for our 50 states.  

Maricar has already qualified for the ’50-States’ club by doing 10 states and I’ll qualify after New Orleans Mardi Gras Marathon in February.  While we’re well on our way to running all 13 colonies by ‘08, we are equally letting ourselves do Destination Marathons as evidenced by Mardi Gras and followed by OKC Memorial. 
We’re sorry we didn’t see our friend Gavin.  We really should plan it better next time.  Gavin, we should have bought tickets to Alcatraz as a group so you could have hung out with us.  You really kicked butt in SF and we are so proud of you for you success in marathoning.  Keep it up so you can join us for more!  Gavin was not only at Steamtown with us, but he came to New Jersey Marathon in April too.  If he’s to be at Hartford, we must corner him and schedule a meet-up well ahead of time.  It would be our priority but as you can see, we book as heavily as possible.   
We’ll be back for a Yosemite Half Dome hike.  The elevation is a 9.000 feet climb and requires pulling yourself up the last bit of the steep face of the mountain by your arms using cables that have been strategically placed and could take an hour or two more!   Maybe we’ll run a marathon the next day…just because we can!  Here’s to Hartford, Connecticut!  Next stop!  Then running NYC with Renee and Lance Armstrong.  Finally, our finale will be at West Palm Beach.  

Here’s to 7 in ’07* and 8 in ’08.  Let us know if you want to join us in our escapades!   I wouldn’t miss it for the world! 

Footnotes: 

* With caution, knowing 1 of the 7 deadly sins is greediness.  

** From the bio page on www.runsfm.com as written by Maricar:  

My running best friend and I are from NJ and we have a goal this year.  It all started on New Year's Day.  We went out for our New Year's Day run and ended up starting year 2006 with a 6.06 mile run (according to the GPS).  Well, at that moment, right then and there out on the road, we declared that this was a sign.  A sign that we must do 6 marathons in '06.  Diana was 60 years old and the numbers just made sense.  During her 60th year, we must do 6 in '06.  Diana had just qualified for Boston as her 6th marathon.  The stars were just all lined up.
So that's how our dream started.  With a run on New Year's Day.  This year, we are scheduled to do the following:
1.  Boston
2.  Vermont
3.  San Francisco
4.  Hartford
5.  NY
6.  Palm Beach
I am sure we will accomplish this goal.  At the Boston Marathon, we saw another "sign."  Out of 2000 hotel rooms, our room number was 606!  Is that meant to be or what?
So when we see you guys in San Francisco, we will be half way done with our goal.  Look for us!  We are known as the Liberty Ladies.  We run with a Statue of Liberty crown on our heads to represent NY/NJ.  We are striving to be 50 state marathoners.  Diana continues to inspire me.  I am 32 years old.  I hope this inspires others who run your marathon as well.  You are never too old to try crazy goals!
When we fulfill our dream this year, I see that this may become a number obsession tradition.  Do I hear 7 in '07?
".......We are going to San Francisco with Liberty crowns in our hair!" (like the song)
***Alcatraz tour: 

The Alcatraz Evening Tour has been selected as "Best Tour of the Bay Area" by San Francisco Magazine and has also been highlighted by the Los Angeles Times, CSAA's Via magazine, Family Fun Magazine, and the television show "Bay Area Backroads."  Experience the many moods of Alcatraz with an evening visit to the Island. Enjoy the beauty of a sunset silhouetting the Golden Gate Bridge. Learn compelling stories about the Island's history and residents. Get spectacular 360-degree views of the whole Bay Area lit up at night… and feel a chill run down your spine as you venture into dark corners of the old island prison.  A unique program limited to just a few hundred visitors per evening that includes special programs, tours and activities not offered during the day. Roundtrip ferry transportation, a live boat narration, a guided tour from Dock to Cellhouse, the Cellhouse Audio Tour, a keepsake souvenir brochure, recreation use fee, and a variety of special programs and presentations offered only at night, are all included.

**** Marathon Course Description - Best Marathon of 2005, by City Sports! 
Your tour starts along the famed Embarcadero - at the newly renovated Ferry Building and Food Mart, going west through Fisherman's Wharf and passing the fishing boat marina. Running just feet from the Bay in Aquatic Park and up Fort Mason hill, spectacular views of the Bay and of the Golden Gate Bridge greet you at the top.  

You continue west along the Marina, where the course takes you past private yachts. Then Crissy Field in the Presidio shows off the some of the most beautiful San Francisco coastline with sweeping views of the Golden Gate Bridge and the Pacific Ocean.

You will then run up to the Bridge entrance, enter the road bed and cross the amazing Golden Gate Bridge. The high, reddish beams will tower over your head as thousands overtake the Bridge for the marathon. At the Bridges end, you will exit the roadbed and loop around Vista Point only to return back across the Bridge. Heading southwest, you will continue on through the Presidio, past Baker Beach and through the magnificent Seacliff neighborhood. Turning south you will exit the Presidio running through the Richmond Neighborhood District entering Golden Gate Park. Turning west you will pass serene ponds & the Half Marathon point at Spreckels Lake. Buffalo greet you as you loop around to Martin Luther King Drive and run the length of the park. The new course now takes you around Stow Lake with paddle boats and a waterfall. Continuing through the end of the park, past the Japanese Tea Garden, the De Young Art Museum and the Conservatory of Flowers.

As you continue east exiting the Park, you will enter the famed Haight Ashbury District. Running along Haight Street into the Mission & Potrero Districts and on to the newly developing Mission Bay neighborhood, where you pass SBC Park, the Giants Baseball Stadium. The course ends along the water front under a stretch of palm trees back where it started at the Ferry Building. 

The San Francisco Marathon course is moderately difficult. Surprising but yes, we do have a lot of flat areas on our course. Along the Embarcadero, through Mission Bay and the Mission District, as well as other marathon course areas, it remains nearly flat. We have stuck to the waterfront to avoid most hills and stayed clear of areas like, Lombard St. (site of the curviest street), and Broadway to reduce elevation changes. The biggest hill you will encounter is about a 200’ climb, that takes place over 6/10 of a mile. There are three short, fairly steep hills (1/10 of a mile and a 48’ climb at Mile 2.5, or 1/10 of a mile 25’ climb, at miles 22 and 23) and there are some gradual hills (Golden Gate Park- 2 miles of 200’ incline and decline). Since our course is a loop course, you have to remember that what goes up also comes down.  

*****Yosemite and Giant Sequoia Park Tour 

Yosemite is one of the most beautiful National Parks in the world. This all day tour with 12 people or fewer will guide you through the highlights of the park in one day. Our small tour groups allow much greater flexibility for sightseeing and various options inside the Park. The Yosemite tour lasts between 13 and 15 hours.  Yosemite National Park is located 200 miles east of San Francisco - around a 3 1/2 hour drive.   After a scenic drive through the East Bay the tour heads up into the foothills of the Sierra Nevada. It was here, in 1848 that the discovery of gold by James Marshall started the California Gold Rush. The Tour passes through some of the original Gold Towns. At around 10:00 am you will arrive in Yosemite National Park. Your tour director will narrate your journey through all the wonders.  Yosemite is home to North America's five highest waterfalls including, Yosemite Falls, Ribbon Falls and Sentinel Falls. The valley tour includes stops at the famous Half Dome, Cathedral Rocks and the 3500 ft El Capitan. El Capitan is a favorite rock climbing location for experts from around the world. This full day tour includes over 5 Hours inside Yosemite National Park. 

Lunch is not included included in your tour price. There are numerous spots to purchase lunch while you are in Yosemite Valley.  Depending on weather and traffic the afternoon tour may include a hike to the Giant Sequoias - some of the largest and oldest trees in the world.  Visit Giant Sequoia Grove, home to the worlds largest living thing, the Sequoia Redwood. The largest tree in the grove, Grizzly Giant is 31 feet wide and over 3500 years old. Time permitting you may have a chance to visit the California Tree with the tunnel through the middle.  

