
 

 

Richard Peterson Training Diary 

2010 Dick’s Sporting Goods Pittsburgh Marathon  

 

Wednesday, January 20, entry:  

     I received an email yesterday from Patrice Matamoros, Race Director of the Pittsburgh Marathon.  

After reading my story in last Sunday’s Post-Gazette about running in the marathon at the age of 70, she 

wondered if I’d be interested in keeping a diary of my training. 

     So today’s entry is the first in what I hope will be regular, if not daily, entries in a diary that will 

continue right up until I run in the Pittsburgh Marathon in May. 

     I’d been running regularly (5 miles a day, 20 miles a week) around our campus lake and thinking 

seriously about the Pittsburgh Marathon since last summer.  When the Post-Gazette published my story 

and expressed interest in a post-marathon follow-up piece, I felt that there was no turning back and 

began a more rigorous training schedule. 

     I decided to increase my runs from 4 to 5 days a week (Monday-Friday) and, at a minimum, cover the 

marathon distance of 26.2 miles in those 5 days.  I ran a “long” distance this past Monday of 9 miles and 

followed that with an “easy” 5 mile run on Tuesday.   

     I ran another 5 miles today, but I also started worrying about my pace because, beyond the obvious 

goal of completing the marathon, I’m hoping to finish in less than 6 hours.  I timed out today’s 5-mile 

run in slightly less than an hour, which projected to a little more than 5 hours for running the marathon.  

So I ended the day feeling cautiously optimistic. 

 

Thursday, January 21 entry: 

     I encountered the outdoor runner’s worst enemy today: bad weather.  After a bitterly cold early 

January that turned southern Illinois into the South Pole, we’ve had balmy weather ever since.  But 

when our weather warms up in January, the humidity increases and Gulf moisture enters our region.  

Today we had heavy rain, thunderstorm warnings, and a tornado watch.  But, miraculously, it stopped 



 

 

raining by 2:00 p.m. (I usually run about 1:00 p.m.) and I was able to navigate around our slightly 

flooded campus lake. 

      I intended another run of 5 miles, but my energy level was up, so I ran 7 miles.  It also helped that the 

track, because of the nasty weather, was free of another runner’s curse: the unleashed dog.  The same 

academics that teach truth, justice, and the American way won’t keep their dogs on leashes even though 

there’s a campus leash law.  I’ve had so many confrontations with dog owners that my wife Anita 

bought me a “Dog Police” baseball cap to wear at the lake. 

      So today’s run was rain and dog free.  The 7 miles gave me a total of 26 miles for the week with one 

more running day and another projected 5 miles left before the weekend. 

                      

Friday, January 22 entry: 

     Friday is always my biggest challenge, but not just because it’s the end of a week of running.  My wife 

Anita and I eat an early lunch every Friday at Mary Lou’s, a greasy spoon and something of a local 

legend.  We always order the Friday special: a hot plate of turkey, mashed potatoes, stuffing, green 

beans, and, to add a nice Southern touch, macaroni and cheese.  By the time we leave Mary Lou’s, I’m 

ready for a stomach pump. 

     But I managed to burp by way through five miles this afternoon and finished the week with 31 miles, 

including a long run of 9 miles, and some serious misgivings about my eating habits.  I’ve no plans to run 

this weekend, so I’ll probably do some planning and fretting about the marathon.  

 

Saturday and Sunday, January 23 and 24: 

     I’ve always felt that, thanks to Pittsburgh’s hills and playgrounds, I grew up with the legs of a runner.  

But, thanks to my naturally slopped shoulders and sedentary career as an English professor, I now have 

the upper body of the “97 pound weakling” in the Charles Atlas advertisements.  So I decided to work 

with weights, but nothing strenuous, and a do a few exercises during the days I’m not running, just to 

build up a little upper body strength. 



 

 

     I’ve also given more thought to some practical matters, ranging from wearing the proper running 

shoes to getting to the race on time, but I’m trying not to get obsessive about things, at least not yet.  I 

enjoy being a recreational runner and would hate to lose sight of the fun of running because I’ve 

decided to participate in a marathon.  That said, tomorrow, I’ll be running for distance, though I’ll be up 

against some strong winds, gusting to over 40 miles an hour, and colder temperatures. 

 

Monday, January 25: 

      In Chicago, they call it “the Hawk.”  It’s a blast of winter air that roars out of Canada into the Midwest 

and eventually penetrates Southern Illinois.  The Hawk was an unpleasant presence at our campus lake 

today.  Its 20-30 miles an hour wind churned the lake waters into angry waves and its 40 miles an hour 

gusts took your breath away and flooded your eyes with tears if you had to run directly into it. 

      I thought about delaying my distance run until later in the week, but the weather down the road was 

for a wintry mix and the potential for freezing rain and sleet.  So I thought I’d start out with a modest 

goal of five miles and see how close I could get to the nine miles I ran last Monday.   

      There’s an open stretch between the boathouse and the campus beach that was brutal, but the rest 

of the way around the lake was bearable.  Once I had a comfortable pace.  I was able to push past five 

miles and, before I was done, actually exceeded my 9 miles last Monday.  Though a bit stiff and sore 

from the cold and the wind, I finished my long run with a new personal best of 11 miles.  

 

Tuesday, January 26: 

      I was worried today because I tweaked something in the back of my knee at the end of my 11-mile 

long run yesterday.  It felt a little stiff and sore last night, but after running 11 miles in the cold at my 

age, most of my body was stiff and sore last night.  When I woke up this morning, other than the usual 

aches and pains, I felt fine, and was able to run an easy five miles in the face of another strong and cold 

wind blowing across our campus lake. 

      I also had a good reminder today of one advantage in training for a marathon at my age.  Now that 

I’m retired I have all the freedom and flexibility I need in setting up a consistent training schedule.  I had 



 

 

to go on campus today to tape a commentary on my Reading Baseball series for our local NPR station.  I 

set things up so that, after the taping was over, I drove to the lake and ran my five miles before 

returning home.  In past years, I had so many classes, meetings, and other obligations that I felt lucky if I 

could squeeze in a run. 

 

Wednesday, January 27: 

      My wife Anita has a simple rule. If I’m I going to run more than five miles, she wants me to carry an 

identification tag.  When I told her I was going to run seven miles today, she handed me the tag and 

said, “Put it in the pocket of your sweat pants and be careful.” 

      That identification tag almost came in handy today.  When circling our campus lake, I have to come 

out of the woods and run along a sidewalk for a few hundred yards.  There is a sidewalk intersection 

with a crosswalk clearly marked for pedestrians, but still a bit dangerous because distracted student 

drivers have to turn from the main road through the crosswalk to get back to their dorms after classes.   

      Apparently a student saw an opening to turn into the intersection, but he didn’t see me moving 

through the crosswalk.  He accelerated his car, turned and darted right into me.  Fortunately, at the last 

second, he saw me, swerved his car and barely missed clipping me as he went by. 

      After the near miss, I discovered I was so worked up that I was having trouble pacing myself.  Before 

the incident, I had a comfortable stride, but now I kept accelerating my pace as if that car was still 

coming at me.  I finally got myself under control and finished the seven miles.  But I’d learned something 

about the risk of an adrenaline rush because I was physically spent by the time the run was over. 

 

Thursday, January 28: 

      The bad weather predicted all week was scheduled to move through our area late tonight and 

tomorrow.  The feared ice storm was staying south of area, but we were still in line for some snow, 

maybe 1-3 inches.  So I increased my easy run from five to seven miles just in case I’m snowed in 

tomorrow.  We live about five miles out of town and are at the mercy of the county’s unpredictable 



 

 

snowplows.  If we can’t get out, I’ll at least be going into the weekend with a long run of 11 miles and a 

weekly total of 30 miles. 

      This weekend, I’ll also be doing some serious thinking about my training for the marathon.  Based on 

some email exchanges that I’ve had with Joe Shuta, a baseball talk show host and ultra runner in 

Altoona (more on Joe’s advice this weekend), I seemed to be off on the right foot (running puns are 

getting irresistible) but I need to rethink my overall training strategy.  Based on what I’ve read on the 

Pittsburgh Marathon website about training in the winter, I probably also need to rethink what I’m 

wearing when I run on these cold, cold days. 

 

Friday, January 29: 

      I thought my entry today would begin with “Running called off today on account of snow.”  But when 

I woke up this morning, there was no snow on the ground, and we’re still waiting.  The snow’s out there  

-- actually it’s right on top of us, but evaporating before it hits the ground – and we’re predicted for 2-4 

inches overnight.  But the good news is that I was able to get in a 5-mile run today and finished the week 

with 35 miles. Up from last weeks 31 miles. 

      The big surprise at the campus lake was the number of joggers on the trail.  With the bad weather 

hovering over us, I assume I was witness to “jogger panic,” the runner’s equivalent to panic buying in 

grocery and hardware stores.  But panic or no panic, I got my running in this week despite the wintry 

conditions outside, though my weights training this weekend may be snow shoveling. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, January 30 and 31: 

      I had no trouble getting my weights training Saturday morning.  I woke up to the sight of about six 

inches of snow and spent nearly three hours shoveling out our driveway, which extends about 50 yards 

from our house to an old highway, officially designated as “Old Highway 51,” and our only route into 

town. 

      I’ve been pleased with the progress of my running so far, but I need to be a smarter runner as well as 

a stronger runner.  I’m still wearing layers of old baseball T-shirts and softball jerseys under my 



 

 

windbreaker instead of starting off with the recommended wicking undergarment.  I hadn’t even heard 

of wicking until I read about it on the Pittsburgh Marathon website.   

      I’m currently running in bargain-basement pair of Adidas that are rundown at the heels.  If running 

begins with a good pair of shoes, then I better head our to our local Dicks to find a better pair or two of 

running shoes before I injure myself.  I’ve received some good advice from Joe Shuta about buying 

proper fitting shoes, though I have to admit that when he mention that he was pronated I thought he 

was referring to some kind of foot fungus or deformity. 

      Lots more to fret about including shifting to a more balanced training program and running schedule 

and eating better (my diet is terrible) but I’ll save those worries for another snowy day. 

 

Monday, February 1:  

      Monday is usually my day for a long run.  Last Monday I ran five times around our campus lake.  Each 

time around is a distance of 2.2 miles, so at the end I’d run 11 miles.  If I ran one more lap around the 

lake this Monday, I’d cover a little more than the distance of a half marathon. 

      The problem today was the six inches of snow that fell last Friday.  I thought the path around the lake 

would still be snow covered, so I decided to delay my long run until midweek.  I was going to take an 

easy one-hour jog on plowed campus roads, but when I discovered that the path around the lake had 

also been cleared off, I changed my mind and went for my long run. 

      I’d brought my watch to time my jog around the campus, so I decided to time myself around the 

lake.  I found a comfortable pace, maneuvered carefully through the occasional patch of snow, no wind 

or dogs to fight, and kept plodding along until I’d run six times around the lake in a time of 2 hours and 

40 minutes.  So after less than a month of training I’d run a distance and a time that seemed to bode 

well for running a marathon. 

 

Tuesday, February 2: 

      After my half marathon yesterday, I was tempted to take the day off.  I spent the morning relaxing 

and browsing through books on running at a local Barnes & Noble.  Now that I’ve reached a sort of 



 

 

halfway point in my training, I thought I’d look for some professional help.  I looked at a book called 

Daniels’ Running Formula, which should have been subtitled Running for Rocket Scientists the way it 

deconstructed and demystified the act of running.  I also looked at Runner’s World Complete Book of 

Running, which should have been subtitled Running for Dummies.  Guess which one I bought! 

      After I got home and starting looking through my new book, I got antsy and went back in and ran five 

miles at a very, very slow pace.  I was so stiff and sore from yesterday that I never found a comfort zone 

until I was able to sit on my couch again and get back to my reading. 

 

Wednesday, February 3: 

      When I first saw the word “wicking,” an image of the Wicked Witch of the West chasing poor 

Dorothy and Toto around the Land of Oz came to mind.  I’d never heard of wicking until I read about it 

on the Pittsburgh Marathon website and received emails from an experienced marathon runner urging 

me to wear a wicking undergarment when I worked out. 

      This morning after three solid weeks of training and a half marathon behind me, I went to our local 

Dicks and finally bought a wicking winter jersey.  This afternoon, I ran seven miles and, when I peeled off 

my layers, discovered the wicking had lived up to its billing.  My clothing was soaked from sweat but my 

skin was dry.  So today I feel like I finally entered the space age of long distance running.  That’s one 

small step for an aging runner, but many steps to go before the Pittsburgh Marathon. 

  

Thursday, February 4: 

      The weather is coming into play again, so tomorrow’s run is in jeopardy.  It won’t be as bad as last 

Friday when we were hit with about six inches of snow, but we may get a cold, steady rain beginning 

tonight and lasting through Friday and into early Saturday, when it will turn to snow before ending. 

      I was going to run another easy five miles today and finish the week off with a seven-mile run.  

Instead I ran seven miles at a fairly brisk pace and now have 32 miles for the week.  If I can run five miles 

tomorrow, I’ll have a new weekly high of 37 miles, including a long run of 13.2 miles.  Either way it will 

be a good week of running. 



 

 

 

Friday, February 5: 

       I think I finally crossed the line today from recreational runner to idiot runner.  It’s been raining all 

day (a cold hard rain) but I wanted to get my five miles in before the weekend and reach that high of 37 

miles for the week.  So off I went and ran the five miles.   

       I can’t say I was soak to the bone because I’m now wearing wicking, but I was dripping wet when I 

got home.  Actually, there wasn’t much wind, so it wasn’t that bad; and the ducks and geese seemed to 

be having a great time honking at my foolishness as I ran by.  It’s been a challenging and productive 

week, but I’m glad it’s over and can’t wait for more spring-like weather. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, February 6 and 7: 

      I didn’t run this weekend, but I did finally buy new shoes at our local Dicks. The recommended Asics 

felt great (I was ready to start running around the store when I put them on) after my run-down and 

beat-up current shoes. I can’t wait to start breaking them in next week if I get a break from the weather 

(more snow on the way). 

      I talked with Joe Shuta this weekend and got some great advice about setting up a running schedule 

for the next 12 weeks, including an increase, every other week, in my long runs while weaning myself 

from our campus lake and running the back roads.  This biggest problem this week, other than my 70 

year-old body, will be the weather front moving in tonight.  I’ve been lucky with the weather so far, but 

I’ve added some flexibility to my schedule just in case. 

 

Monday, February 8: 

      Today I felt down in the dumps.  When I woke up this morning, I just didn’t feel like running, even 

though I hadn’t run during the weekend.  My guess is that it was a combination of suffering from the 

winter weather blues and maybe hitting a psychological roadblock after running that half marathon last 

Monday.  It’s like getting halfway up Mount Everest and wondering if I should be looking up or down, 

especially since the look down is so much more inviting. 



 

 

      By this afternoon, my mood hadn’t changed, but the weather front and the snow weren’t going to 

arrive until this evening, so I knew I had to take advantage of the delay.  Once got to the lake and started 

running. I felt rested and energetic.  I didn’t have a problem running my scheduled ten miles, so I ended 

the day looking up the mountain. 

 

Tuesday, February 9: 

      I had no trouble getting in some cross-training this morning.  We had another 2-3 inches of snow 

over night, so my first project this morning was shoveling out our driveway.  When I look at the 

mountain of snow in Pittsburgh and in the Washington-Baltimore area where our daughter Amy lives, I 

can’t complain, but, after three snowfalls in two weeks. I’m ready for spring. 

      Speaking of bad weather, the snow forced me to run the six miles of plowed road around our campus 

lake rather than the snow-covered five–mile path.  That was a good thing because it starting me running 

the back roads around campus, something I should be doing on my long runs.  It’s time to wean myself 

from running on a sheltered, level path and this was a good start. 

 

Wednesday, February 10: 

      Today was warmer and less windy.  The snow had melted from the path around our campus lake, but 

I decided to run around the road surrounding our lake rather than go back to the path.  I added a hilly 

stretch, so that I could run seven miles and get a little uphill work in as well. 

      One of my concerns in running on campus roads is the college student driver.  There’s a 20-25 mile 

speed limit on campus, but I’m also aware, after nearly being run down at an intersection two weeks 

ago, that students sometimes aren’t paying enough attention.  It’s a little unnerving in this day of cell 

phones and twittering to see a car suddenly appear around a curve and head right at me until the driver 

finally decides that it’s not hunting season on senior citizen joggers and veers away.  

 

Thursday, February 11: 



 

 

      After a string of cold, windy, and snowy days, today was glorious for running. We had clear skies, no 

wind, and a high temperature near 40.  I was going to run seven miles to test out my new shoes, but the 

weather was so great and the shoes felt so good that I ended up running nine miles, totaling 32 for the 

week.  I’ll probably rest tomorrow and run on Saturday to complete the week. 

      During my run today, I had another hard lesson on the potential danger of running on roads, and it 

wasn’t a student driver who created the problem.  As I approached an intersection, I could see a campus 

worker in a stopped pick up truck, looking back and forth.  I thought he looked right at me, but as I 

crossed in front of him, he pulled out and nearly hit me. When he stopped his truck and apologized, I 

realized that he never saw me because he was looking out for cars coming down the road and never saw 

me.  The lesson today was never anticipate, especially when you’re outweighed by a ton or two. 

 

Friday-Sunday, February 12-14: 

      With a nudge from the approaching Valentine’s Day weekend, I didn’t run on Friday.  Instead I took 

my wife Anita out for a lunch and a day at the mall.  It wasn’t a wasted day because I walked a few miles 

around the mall while Anita shopped.  I’ll catch up on my running tomorrow, though I think that splitting 

up the two days when I don’t run instead of having two consecutive days off is probably a good thing. 

      When I woke up this morning my body didn’t seem all that thrilled with running on a Saturday.  But I 

decided on mind over matter and went out today and ran six miles out on the back roads.  That gave me 

a new high of 38 miles for the week.  I had hoped that the back roads would be deserted for my run, but 

there were was a caravan of cars driving too fast to get to SIU’s home basketball game. The way the 

team’s been playing lately I couldn’t understand why they were in such a hurry. 

       I took today off and, at my son the screenwriter’s urging, Anita and I finally went to see Avatar.  At 

my age, maybe I’ll need an avatar when I run the marathon.  With the wet snow that fell most of the 

day, going to a movie wasn’t a bad decision.  The weather also looks uncertain tomorrow, so I may have 

to hold off on my 15-mile long run until Tuesday or Wednesday. 

 

Monday-Tuesday, February 15-16: 



 

 

     I woke up Monday morning and discovered another two inches of snow on the ground.  That’s our 

fourth measurable snowfall in the past three weeks.  More shoveling and another stiff back, but the 

roads were clear, if a little slushy in spots. 

     Because of the cold and snowy weather, I ran 7 miles instead of my projected long run of 15 miles.  

I’ve decided to take Tuesday off because I have to tape a commentary for my Reading Baseball series on 

our local NPR station.  It’s a piece on August Wilson for Black History month, so Pittsburgh will be on my 

mind today.   

     The weather is looking better for Wednesday (temperature in the 30s, a bit windy but no snow), so 

I’m anxious to see if I can run the 15 miles, which will be a new personal best for a long run. 

 

Wednesday, February 17: 

      The day started off well, but didn’t stay that way very long. It was sunny in the morning with 

temperatures in the 30s, but by the time I was ready for my run around noon it had clouded over, the 

temperature had dropped off, and the wind had picked up.  But I decided it was time to see if I could 

stretch my long run out to 15 miles on our back roads.   

      It wasn’t easy, especially when I had to run into a strong wind, but I managed to cover 15 miles.  I 

didn’t time myself, but I could tell by the clock in the car that I’d covered the distance in less than three 

hours.  I feel a bit beat up right now and I’ll be stiff and sore in the morning, but I feel good about 

reaching a personal best in my long run and hitting what seems to be a comfortable but efficient pace in 

my workouts. 

 

Thursday, February 18: 

      There’s a Chinese curse that begins, “may you live an interesting life.”  Well, it’s becoming a little too 

interesting every time I get out of bed after a long run in cold weather.  I’m at an age where I can’t 

remember when I wasn’t stiff and sore in the morning, but since I began training in cold weather for the 

marathon I’ve reached new levels of discomfort. 



 

 

      Today’s weather, fortunately, was compensation for yesterday’s wind and cold.  The sun was out, the 

wind had died down, and the temperature for the first time in days reached into the 40s.  That’s about 

average for southern Illinois this time of year, but it’s been so cold for so long that a normal day felt 

great.  After yesterday’s 15 miles, I ran 7 miles at an easy pace.  It was one of those days when it’s just a 

joy to be a runner, even an old runner.  

 

Friday, February 19: 

      Yesterday was a great day for running, but today was glorious.  By the time that I ran this afternoon, 

the temperature had risen into the 50s for the first time this year.  Ever since I started training on our 

back roads, I’ve had to face a northerly wind on the uphill portion of my route, but today the wind had 

shifted and didn’t amount to much more than a southerly breeze.  There’s still plenty of winter to go, 

but today was the first day since I started serious training that it felt like spring wasn’t that far away. 

      It was one of those days when the weather lifts the spirit and you really do feel as if you were born 

to run.  But I tried to act my age and kept my run to six miles because I’ve already done so much running 

this week, including a 15-mile long run.  If I do only five miles tomorrow, I’ll have another new high of 40 

miles for the week. 

      The only glitch today came as I was jogging past some parked cars.  An old colleague saw me and 

yelled my name.  I looked and waved, but when I turned back I ran right into a parked car.  I’ve been 

worrying about a car hitting me and I end up hitting a car.  I wasn’t injured physically, but my ego was 

certainly bruised. 

 

Saturday and Sunday: February 20 and 21: 

      Great! Glorious!  I’m running out of glowing adjectives to describe our remarkable weather.  When I 

left the house around noon on Saturday, the temperature was 59 degrees.  When I came back from my 

run an hour or so later, the temperature had reached 62.  It was tempting to extend my goal of six miles, 

but this was my fourth straight day of running, so I decided to stay on schedule.  But even with today’s 

six miles, I’d still run 41 for the week, a personal high, and a 15-mile long run, a personal best. 



 

 

      Sunday morning I watched (on the Pittsburgh Marathon website) Patrice Metamoros and Aimee 

Kimball’s television interview on mental mind mapping.  I was particularly struck by their discussion of 

goal visualization and physical triggers. 

      I’d actually used visualization during my 15-mile long run this week.  When I reached 9 miles, I 

imagined the remaining six miles were the last six miles of the marathon.  It helped give me an extra 

edge.   

      I shouldn’t have any problem located physical triggers during the marathon because I grew up in 

Pittsburgh.  But just in case, I’ll read through Franklin Toker’s Pittsburgh: a New Portrait (University of 

Pittsburgh Press) again.  It’s a great book on the city’s architectural city and identifies a number of 

landmarks along the Pittsburgh Marathon’s course. 

      It’s a rainy and gloomy day – a perfect day for rest.   

  

Monday, February 22: 

      Another cold and gloomy day, but it fits my mood.  I found out this morning that former Pirates 

pitcher Jim Waugh passed away after suffering a heart attack.  Jim and I spoke about the 1950s Pirates 

at a baseball conference held at the Heinz History Center during the weekend of last year’s Pittsburgh 

Marathon.  Jim was a great guy.   It’s sad to lose him. 

       After last week’s 15-mile long run, I wanted to use this week to ease back before I attempted an 18-

mile run next week.  I decided on a long run of 10 miles today, then a series of six-mile runs around a 

break in the middle of the week.  I did my 10 miles, but I ran stupidly.  Probably because of my dark 

mood today, I ran too hard.  By the time I reached about 7 miles, I’d tightened up and had a difficult 

time finishing.  I learned a practical lesson today about long distances running.  It’s all about pace and 

rhythm. 

 

Tuesday, February 23: 

      It was a different training run today after my blundering yesterday.  It’s still unseasonably cold and 

windy, but my approach and attitude had changed for the better.  I started out at a comfortable and 



 

 

relaxed pace and had no trouble covering my planned 6 miles.  I even extended the run to 7 miles and 

would have gone farther if I didn’t know that an 18-mile run was looming ahead next week. 

      Before running today, I worried that I might be getting into a training funk, and the return of cold, 

windy weather wasn’t helping.  Our snow is gone, but we’re back down to temperatures below freezing 

and strong northerly winds.  Our brief spell of spring weather last week was pleasant, but there’s 

nothing like a blast of cold air to snap you back to reality. 

 

Wednesday, February 24: 

      No running today, but I certainly got in my exercise.  There are several sweet gum trees on our acre 

of land.  They’re great looking, but they produce hard, prickly, sweet gum balls that blow off during the 

winter months.  When our snow cover melted off, it exposed hundreds of sweet gum balls.  Between 

shoveling snow the past few weeks and bending over and picking up sweet gum balls today, I don’t think 

I’ll need to visit a gym any time soon. 

       When I told my wife Anita I was going to work on my abs by picking up sweet gum balls, she said we 

certainly needed to get rid of them, but Anita couldn’t resist adding that she was surprised that, at my 

age, I still had abs. 

 

Thursday, February 25: 

      When I woke up this morning our temperature was in the upper teens with a strong northerly wind.  

The prediction was for a sunny day with temperatures warming into the 40s, but when I went for my run 

it was still cloudy with the temperature struggling to reach freezing. 

      For all my grousing about the weather, the sun came out early in my run and warmed things up. I 

wanted to run 6 miles today, but it was so pleasant that I ended up running 9 miles.  I think part of the 

reason I kept going was to shake off some lingering doubts after my lousy 10 mile run on Monday.  I felt 

upbeat after today’s run, but I also felt a bit guilty about all my wintry complaining at a time when 

Pittsburgh just set a record for monthly snowfall. 

 



 

 

Friday, February 26: 

      My wife Anita couldn’t resist taking another light-hearted jab at my marathon madness after she 

found out last night that the United States Olympic team has an aerial skier named Speedy Peterson.  

When she suggested (with tongue firmly planted in cheek) that Speedy Peterson would make a great 

marathon moniker for me, I told her, after I my Monday folly, that Aesop’s slow and steady tortoise 

would better serve me as a role model for the marathon. 

      It was a pretty day for a run.  We still have a nasty, persistent northerly wind, but today was sunny 

and the temperatures climbed into the 40s.  The forecast is for steadily warmer weather over the next 

few days, so I hope our improving conditions are headed to Pittsburgh.  I ran an easy 6 miles today and 

will probably stay with that distance for the rest of the weekend. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, February 27 and 28: 

       My original training strategy for this weekend was to run on Saturday and rest on Sunday to prepare 

myself mentally for an 18-mile run on Monday.  But my best-laid plans hadn’t taken Casimir Pulaski Day 

into account. In 1977, Illinois, under pressure from its strong Polish population in Chicago, declared the 

first Monday in March a state holiday in honor of the Polish-born Pulaski, a hero of the American 

Revolution. 

       I forgot I’d promised my Polish wife Anita that I’d take her to the Pierogi Fest this Monday at the Old 

Main Restaurant on SIU’s campus.  So instead of running 18 miles on campus roads at the noon hour on 

Monday, I’ll be stuffing myself with pierogis, kielbasa, and kraut in honor of Casimir Pulaski. 

       While thoughts of garlic and gas danced in my head and the whiff of cow manure from SIU’s 

experimental farm filled my nose (one of the unfortunate by-products of our early thaw), I ran six miles 

on Saturday and Sunday at an easy pace.  To my surprise I finished what seemed to be a bumpy week 

with a new high of 44 miles but with a concern that I had run more when I planned to run less. 

       My plan for next week – pierogis on Monday and 18 miles on Tuesday.   

 

 



 

 

Monday, March 1: 

      I may not survive the Pittsburgh Marathon, but I did survive the Pierogi Fest in honor of Casimir 

Pulaski Day.  The Polish buffet, from the kapusta, kielbasa, and kraut to the pierogis, kotlet schabowy, 

and borscht, was great.  My wife Anita, the Julia Child of Polish cooking, actually complimented the 

pierogi-making chef.   

      I didn’t feel all that guilty about stuffing myself because I’m not running today.  I’m also hoping that 

my Polish “pasta party” will help tomorrow when I try to run 18 miles.  Today was a windy and cold day, 

and tomorrow promises to be just as unpleasant. 

 

Tuesday, March 2: 

      When I went out to get our newspaper this morning, the temperature was below freezing and the 

wind had a wintry bite to it.  My initial reaction was to delay my long run of 18 miles until the predicted 

warmer air moves into the area.  But I felt ready mentally and physically, so I decided to run the 18 

miles. 

      I was able to complete the run despite the nasty weather, but I was surprised at how much more 

challenging the 18 miles were compared to the 15 miles that I ran two weeks ago.  The last three miles 

were especially demanding.  It was the first time since I began my training that I could feel by body 

running out of energy.  I won’t be running tomorrow, but I need to do some serious thinking about what 

I can do to help my body during the last stage of the marathon.  

 

Wednesday, March 3: 

      I had trouble getting my old bones out of bed today, but once I started moving around most of the 

stiffness and soreness from my 18-mile run went away.  I just glad I’m not running today.  While I give 

my body some deserved rest, I need to think more about getting enough liquid and the right food into 

my body during recovery time. 

      I grew up a working-class kid on Pittsburgh’s South Side and rarely ate a healthy meal.  My mother, a 

waitress at Rodger’s Dairy out in Oakland, typically served up a meal of what she called “hamburger 



 

 

steak,” greasy fried potatoes, and vegetables (usually Heinz baked beans) out of a can -- all washed 

down with a Coke. I didn’t eat a salad until I went off to college. For me, learning to eat a healthy diet is 

like acquiring a second language. 

 

Thursday, March 4:  

      Any hope that I wouldn’t be as stiff and sore this morning after a day of rest was dashed as soon as I 

climbed out of bed.  If anything, I felt even worse today than I did yesterday.  My lower back was stiff 

and hurt when I bent over.  My legs were tight and heavy.  I have to admit that this morning I felt like an 

old man, which, of course, is what I am. 

      This afternoon, when I ran my easy six miles, I started out carefully, as if I were jogging on eggs.  But, 

after a few miles, I felt better.  My back loosened up, and my legs didn’t feel as heavy.  It was a windy 

day, but the temperature was in the upper 40s.  By the time I was done, I felt better – not younger, just 

better. 

 

Friday, March 5: 

      When I told Joe Shuta, my Altoona ultra-runner buddy and advisor, that I was stiff and sore two days 

after my 18 mile run, he said there’s something called “delayed muscle soreness (DOMS), so I shouldn’t 

worry.  In my case, the cause of my aches and pains may still be old age, but I thanked him for boosting 

my spirits. 

      I did feel physically better today and had no trouble running my scheduled six miles.  I ran at a 

comfortable but fairly brisk pace and, with no wind to fight and temperatures in the low 50s, thought 

about extended the run another mile or two.  But I decided to behave myself and stopped after six 

miles. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, March 6-7: 

      Today was a beautiful day for my 6-mile run.  The sky was clear and the temperature soared into the 

upper 50s.  What made the run even more fun was the sound of batting practice nearby.  At one point, 



 

 

our campus back road winds close to the SIU baseball field, so today I could hear the pings (college 

teams use aluminum bats), as our Salukis were getting ready to play Purdue. 

      After three days of 6-mile runs, I decided to take Sunday off and give my body some more rest and 

recovery time.  I hope to run 10 miles on Monday and maybe 45-50 miles for the week in anticipation of 

my 21-mile run the following week. 

      While browsing through books on running at our local B&N over the weekend, I came across a food 

list of “buried treasures” to boost my energy level.  I’ve eaten most of the foods (sweet potatoes, 

pancakes, beans and more beans), but it’ll be a cold day in Death Valley before I eat cactus.      

 

Monday, March 8: 

      Today turned out to be a great day for a run, but it didn’t start out that way.  When I woke up this 

morning, a thick fog had covered our area.  It stayed dreary until late morning, but, once the fog lifted, 

the sun warmed things up dramatically.  By the time I ran my 10 miles, the temperature was in the low 

60s. 

      I had an odd moment of lightheadedness and weakness in my legs after running a few hundred yards 

today.  Once I stopped and took a few deep breaths, I felt fine and had a great run.  I don’t know what 

caused the lightheadedness.  It’s happened before, but not for a long time, and it always goes away 

quickly. I assume it’s nothing serious, maybe just the result of my body not getting enough oxygen when 

I start running. 

 

Tuesday, March 9: 

      With temperatures predicted for the 70s, spring has certainly sprung, but today was a reminder of 

the downside of spring in southern Illinois.  When we get a rapid warm up, it usually comes with Gulf 

moisture and the threat of thunderstorms or worse.  There were tornados in Oklahoma, and we had 

strong gusty winds. 

      I have no desire to end up running a marathon on the yellow brick road, so I decided to run my 7 

miles on the sheltered path around our campus lake instead the open campus back road.  I’ve been 



 

 

reading about road camber, so it’s probably not a bad idea to return to a softer, level surface for some 

of my easy runs. 

 

Wednesday and Thursday, March 10-11: 

      Our campus is the middle of its spring break, so my wife Anita and I decided we’d take our own road 

trip, if only for a day.  I’d already run 17 miles this week, so I had no problem taking the day off.  Anita is 

becoming increasingly fretful about my 21-mile long run next week, so she needed her own break.   

      At lunch, she said my long runs may be hard on me physically, but it’s hard for her emotionally to sit 

at home for hours until I come back.  She told me we’d have to work something out, so that she can 

come with me next week.  

      There was more violent weather Wednesday night in our part of the country.  This time the tornados 

hit Arkansas.  We had a tornado watch until early morning, but after a few noisy storms, the weather 

calmed down. 

      For the first time since I ran 18 miles 9 days ago, I felt stronger and ready to run.  I returned to the 

back road and ran 7 miles and could have pushed for more, but I didn’t think that was a good idea with 

my 21 mile run looming next week. 

 

Friday, March 12: 

      We started out with heavy rains this morning, but I thought that’s probably a good thing for my 

training.  While I hope it’ll be bright and sunny for the Pittsburgh Marathon, it’s always possible we’ll be 

running in the rain.   

      I ran 7 miles this afternoon in what wasn’t much more than a drizzle – so much for running in the 

rain.  The campus is still deserted, so I went back to the path around our campus lake.  I thought the 

Canadian geese would have headed north by now, but there were still several waddling around and 

honking as I ran by.  I’m hoping for a better reception from spectators when I’m running in the 

marathon. 

 



 

 

Saturday and Sunday, March 13-14: 

      The students will soon be coming back from spring break, so I decided today on one more 7 mile run 

around our campus lake, before resting on Sunday.  My plan for next week is a short run Monday, rest 

on Tuesday, and 21 miles on Wednesday. 

      When I was growing up on Pittsburgh’s South Side in the 1950s, I swam in a polluted river, breathed 

in filthy air, and watched rats scurrying around a nearby junkyard.  

      When I’m running around our campus lake, I encounter squirrels and chipmunks and even an 

occasional deer.  There are songbirds, woodpeckers, and hawks in the trees, and an armada of ducks on 

the lake.  And if I’m lucky I’ll see a startled great blue heron leap into what seems like a prehistoric flight.  

Not a bad field trip for a city kid. 

      I wrote in last week’s diary that it would be a cold day in Death Valley before I eat cactus.  This week I 

received emails telling me it does get cold in Death Valley and offering cactus recipes.  Even Anita got 

into the act by bringing home a jar of pickled cactus.  She claims the cactus will probably taste just like a 

Heinz dill pickle, but it will be “ladies first” when she opens that jar. 

 

Monday, March 15: 

      Our weather has been in a rut the past few days.  It’s been gloomy and windy with temperatures 

never straying out of the mid to upper 40s.  It’s not awful weather for running, but it’s certainly 

monotonous.  We haven’t seen the sun around here for days.   

      I went back out on our campus road and ran six miles at my marathon pace.  It was mostly a 

rehearsal for my 21-mile long run on Wednesday.  I felt a little anxious because of what’s looming 

ahead, but I tried to relax and visualize running one mile at a time. 

 

Tuesday, March 16:  

      My wife Anita and I worked out an “agreement” for my 21-mile run tomorrow.  She’s coming with 

me and will set up a water station in a campus parking lot along my route.  The circular road around our 



 

 

campus covers three miles, so every three miles she’ll hand me a cup of water or sports drink until I run 

7 laps. 

      I’m nervous about tomorrow, but I’m trying to relax and stay off my feet as much as possible.  I’m 

also eating things (bagels for breakfast, potato soup for lunch, and pasta for dinner) that I hope we’ll 

give me an edge tomorrow.  

 

Wednesday, March 17: 

      Today is the biggest day of my marathon training and the day I’ve been anticipating and dreading for 

weeks.  I’d read that on the day of the marathon some runners are irritable and filled with self-doubts, 

and I was no exception.   

      I had a lot of good omens going for me today.  I was running on St. Patrick’s Day, so I figured I could 

count on the luck of the Irish, even though I’m not Irish.  I was also running 21 miles, the same number 

that the great Roberto Clemente wore during his playing career.  And my “water girl” was my wife Anita.  

When she came down the aisle on our wedding day, my best man leaned over and called me a “lucky 

dog.” 

      As it turned out, I needed all that luck.  I ran the 21 miles, but the last three miles were brutal.  When 

I finished Anita had to prop me up for a few minutes and by the time we made it home I was so stiff and 

sore I could have cried. 

      But by this evening I felt better and satisfied with what I’d accomplished.  I’m concerned, though, 

that, even with Anita’s help, I’m still not drinking enough liquids.  At my age, I have to do better.  To 

paraphrase a famous line from the Clinton years, “it’s the hydration, stupid.”  

 

Thursday, March 18: 

      I didn’t feel as bad as I feared when I woke up this morning, but the 18-mile run didn’t really hit me 

until two days later.  I won’t be running today, but I’ll take an easy jog on Friday before picking up the 

pace again. 



 

 

      I’ve been trying to figure out why I’m so resistant to drinking while I run, and I think it has to do with 

my ball playing days as much as my age.  When I was young, we were told not to drink water during a 

game because we’d get stomach cramps and throw up.  With our wool uniforms, it’s a wonder we didn’t 

collapse with heat stroke. 

 

Friday, March 19: 

      I was stiff and sore this morning, but it wasn’t as bad as the way I felt two days after my 18-mile run.  

I ran a cautious 6 miles today and actually felt relaxed and in a nice rhythm at the end. 

      After my 21 mile run on Thursday, I checked to see how many miles I’d run since I started my training 

in late January.  With today’s 6 miles, I’ve run about 325 miles.  That’s half the distance from our home 

in southern Illinois to my old home on Pittsburgh’s South Side.  When I told my wife Anita she said she 

couldn’t wait to tell family and friends she’s married to Forrest Gump. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, March 20-21: 

      I ran 6 miles on Saturday and experienced no major discomfort.  Afterwards I went out and bought a 

new pair of running shoes as a backup. I’ll break them in with short distance jgs, and run my long 

distances in my “experienced” shoes. 

       My wife Anita opened the jar of pickled cactus at lunch and declared that it tasted like the “chow-

chow” (pickled green tomatoes) her mother used to make.  I decided to take her word for it and ate a 

banana for lunch. 

       Sunday looks cold and rainy, but I’m not running today.  I’ll start a series of 6-mile runs on Monday, 

leading up to a 15-mile run on Friday.  That’s down from 21 miles, but we’re only 6 weeks away from the 

marathon.  Speaking of the marathon, its director, Patrice Matamoros, told me they’ve ordered 300 

porta-potties, 16,000 bagels, bananas, pretzels, and smiley face cookies as well as 13,000 gallons of 

water and 6,000 gallons of Gatorade.  My 70 year-old bladder was relieved (what an awful pun) to hear 

about the porta-potties. 

 



 

 

Monday, March 22: 

      We had thunderstorms last night, but the rain stopped by this afternoon.  I ran a hard 6 miles today 

and hope to build up some miles this week before my 12-15 mile long run at the end of the week. 

      Joe Shuta, my Altoona buddy and marathon advisor, thinks I should accelerate my long runs after this 

week instead of decelerating them.  He recommended a 15-18 mile run next week, then 18-21 the 

following week before finally tapering off.  He thought I might gain some more strength and confidence 

by running another 21 miles.  I like the idea, but I’ll have to see how my 70 year-old legs handle the extra 

running. 

  

Tuesday, March 23: 

      What a great day for running – clear skies, a warm breeze, and temperatures in the 60s.  I ran a hard 

7 miles this afternoon and felt tired but relaxed at the end.   

      I’d asked Joe Shuta why he set up my 21 mile run prematurely (6 weeks instead of 3 or 4 weeks 

before the marathon).  He was blunt. He said he didn’t think I’d make it at my age and wanted to leave 

some time for another chance.  After dealing almost daily with my family’s misgivings, my first thought 

was “et, tu, Joe,” but, on second thought, remembering I barely finished the 21-mile run, I decided he 

did the right thing. 

   

Wednesday, March 24: 

      I wanted to increase my short runs each day this week as a prelude to my 12-15 mile long run on 

Friday.  After running 6 miles on Monday and 7 miles yesterday, I ran 8 miles today.  I’ll rest tomorrow 

before my long run on Friday. 

      Today was another beautiful day and for the first time this spring temperatures rose into the 70s.  As 

I was running today, I wondered if the warmer weather was a mixed blessing.  I have no interest in 

running in cold, snowy weather again, but it seemed easier to breathe when I was training in the winter. 

 

 



 

 

Thursday, March 25: 

      I picked a good day for a rest.  We’ve had a steady downpour with an occasional rumble of thunder 

since this morning.  It should stop sometime this evening and clear off in time for my long run 

tomorrow. 

      Thanks to my superstitious mother, I tend to look for omens.  I have 3 university degrees, but I still 

throw salt over my shoulder and avoid stepping on sidewalk cracks.  So I’m trying hard to forget the 

sight of three turkey vultures that were hanging out in the back woods behind our house yesterday.  

There’s was no sight of them today, thank goodness. 

 

Friday, March 26: 

      I certainly felt like a grumpy old man this morning.  The temperature had dropped overnight to 

below freezing and there was a strong northwest wind.  It seems like every time I go on a long run I’ve 

had to battle a strong cold wind. 

      I guess anger is a good motivation because I was able to run 15 miles today without feeling wobbly at 

the end.  Along the way, I also ate a few energy beans, which seemed to help.  The only incident came 9 

miles into the run when my wife Anita wasn’t at her water station.  She’d been sitting in the car and fell 

asleep.  I think I’d better pick up my pace or find Anita a good book to read while she’s waiting. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, March 27 and 28: 

      Not running on Saturday seems strange, but, after my 15 miles yesterday, I’d better take it easy 

today.  Anita wants to do some shopping, so maybe I’ll tag along and walk the mall for exercise.  I was 

stiff and sore this morning, but didn’t feel as bad as I did after my last 15 mile run.  I hope it’s a good sign 

with the marathon only 5 weeks away. 

      Saturday’s weather was beautiful, but Sunday was an awful day.  It was raining and blustery, but I ran 

7 soggy miles and finished the week with 43 miles. 

      Patrice Matamoros, the race director, told me she and her staff are plagued with nightmares as the 

marathon approaches, including being dressed in their pajamas at the starting line.  I actually took 



 

 

comfort from Patrice because I have a recurring nightmare that I’m driving around in Pittsburgh on the 

morning of the marathon and can’t find the starting line. 

 

Monday, March 29: 

      After running 7 miles yesterday, I ran 8 miles today and plan a 9 mile run tomorrow.  I’ll rest on 

Wednesday before attempting a 15-18 mile long run on Thursday.  The weather is improving and should 

be warm and pleasant for the next several days. 

      I’ve had to move my long run up this week because my wife Anita and I are driving to Pittsburgh on 

Saturday.  Our son Stephen, who lives in Los Angeles, is getting married this summer and asked for one 

last bachelor trip to Pittsburgh.  He wants to see the Pirates home opener next Monday and a Penguins 

game the following night.  So I’ll have to work my training schedule around the trip. 

 

Tuesday, March 30: 

      After taking forever to warm up, southern Illinois is having a heat wave this week with temperatures 

soaring into the upper 70s and low 80s. 

      I ran 9 miles today without any serious problems, but I could tell that dehydration was becoming an 

issue again.  I’d lost a little more weight than usual after today’s run, which is probably an indication that 

I’m still not drinking enough liquids before and during my runs.  I’ll certainly need to do a better job on 

Thursday when the temperature should be approaching 80 degrees. 

 

Wednesday, March 31: 

     I’ll rest today in anticipation of running 18 miles tomorrow.  It’s warming well into the upper 70s, but 

the winds are blowing at 25-35 miles an hour.  The day looks great, but the winds are gusty and would 

be a real challenge on the back roads if I were running today. 

      I received an email from an editor at the Heinz History Center and a first-time marathon runner.  She 

said she taped the headline from my article on running the Pittsburgh Marathon at the age of 70 on her 



 

 

refrigerator next to her daughter’s drawing of the Gingerbread Man.  I thought that was really sweet 

until I remembered what happened to the Ginger Bread Man. 

 

Thursday, April 1: 

      When I saw today’s weather report, I thought it was an April Fools joke.  We were heading for a 

record-breaking high of 83 degrees with winds gusting to over 40 miles an hour.  When I started my 18-

mile run at about 9:30 am, the temperature was already in the low 60s.  When I finished at about 1:00 

pm, the temperature was in the upper 70s.  The winds were so strong that at times they almost lifted 

me off my feet. 

       I managed to complete the 18 miles, and thought the heat and humidity actually provided a good 

test to see if I could stay hydrated during my run. I was stiff and sore and a bit washed out from the 

heat, but I didn’t feel dehydrated, thanks to my “water girl” Anita handing me bottles of Gatorade every 

3 miles. I drank more liquids and had a better run than my last wobbly 18 miles.   

      After today’s run in the heat and humidity, it’s hard to believe that a few weeks ago I was 

complaining about the bitterly cold weather. 

 

Friday, April 2: 

      Today will definitely be a day for recovery after yesterday’s long run, but I didn’t feel as bad as I did 

after my earlier 18 miles.  I’m not as stiff and sore, so either I’m making progress or I’m getting used to 

living with the pain.  I was also worried about the effect running in yesterday’s heat and humidity would 

have on my body, but I didn’t feel as drained of energy as I’d feared. 

      Instead of running today, I’ll be doing a lot of running around with Anita to get ready for our trip to 

Pittsburgh tomorrow. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Saturday and Sunday, April 3-4: 

      Before Anita and I began our drive to Pittsburgh on Saturday, I ran six miles on the highway that goes 

by our house.  That gave me 41 miles for the week.  I had to start my run before 8:00 am, because we 

wanted to leave for Pittsburgh by late morning.   

      It was the first time I ran so early in the morning.  It was a shock to the system after running so often 

in the afternoon, but it’s something that I need to do routinely for the next few weeks to get ready for 

the 7:30 am start time for the marathon. 

      After staying Saturday night in Ohio, we arrived in Pittsburgh late morning and had brunch with our 

daughter Amy and her husband Dean who came up from Maryland for a brief Easter visit.  After they 

headed home, Anita and I drove out to the airport to pick up our son Stephen.   

     I really had no chance for a run today, but we took Stephen along the North Shore and through the 

South Side and Oakland to give him a partial tour of the marathon course.  After the tour, Anita told 

Stephen, who wants me to be his best man, that he better have a back up plan for the wedding. 

 

Monday, April 5: 

      At 7:30 this morning I ran the streets of Pittsburgh for the first time in over a decade.  Years ago, 

during family visits to my mother, I’d jog on the South Side from 23rd Street down to South High and 

back.  This morning I ran 6 miles in Oakland, mostly along Bigelow Boulevard, and, at one point, ran by 

Schenley High, which seemed as cold and dark as a tomb. 

      This afternoon I went with my wife Anita and my son Stephen to the Pirates home opener.  It was my 

first since 1954 and their first ever.  The Pirates were terrible in the early 1950s, but I never saw them 

lose a home opener.  They kept my perfect record in tact by hitting three home runs and beating the 

Dodgers.  The home runs were great, but Anita loved the pierogi race.   

       That evening Stephen, who lives in Los Angeles and makes an occasional trip to Las Vegas, dragged 

us to the Rivers casino, where we encountered a number of Pirate fans from the game.  I hope they had 

better luck on the slot machines than the Peterson rat pack. 

 



 

 

Tuesday, April 6: 

      I woke up last night to flashing lightning and loud thunder, but when I ran this morning the 

Pittsburgh skies were clear.  I extended my run to 7 miles by adding a hill near the Pitt campus that was 

so steep it nearly took my breath away.  After driving yesterday on the nose bleed section of Forbes 

Avenue that’s a part of the marathon course, I thought I’d better get in some practice running up a 

steep hill.  

      Stephen and I watched the Penguins lose tonight, but we still had fun at the aging and doomed 

Mellon arena.  The last time I saw a hockey game in Pittsburgh was at the dilapidated Duquesne 

Gardens in the 1950s.  At that time, Pittsburgh’s hockey team was the minor-league Hornets.  The 

Penguins game was the last event for Stephen’s bachelor fling. 

 

Wednesday, April 7: 

      Before we took Stephen to the airport, we had breakfast at Nadine’s, made famous by “Diners, 

Drive-Ins and Dives.”  It was the last stop on our tour of guilty-pleasure food palaces, which included the 

Original Hot Dog and South Side Pretzel shops, and DeLuca’s, and Ritters diners.  After a few days of 

stuffing myself with “snappy” hot dogs, salty soft pretzels, Super Bowl omelets, and gravy-soaked hot 

beef sandwiches, I’m worried about a relapse into my old working-class diet. 

      I spent hours on the road today, but unfortunately it was in a car.  We managed to drive 450 miles to 

Terre Haute, Indiana, and just beat a major storm.  No running today, but if the weather cooperates I 

can run on the Indiana State campus before heading home. 

 

Thursday, April 8: 

      The weather didn’t cooperate this morning.  The winds were so cold and gusty that I decided to run 

after the drive home.  Two hundred miles later, we were back in southern Illinois and by late afternoon I 

was running on the SIU campus for the first time since last Thursday. 



 

 

      I was worried about my legs cramping after so many hours in the car, but, after laboring through the 

first two miles, I found a comfortable rhythm and ended up running 7 miles.  I’ll try to increase my miles 

and pace tomorrow in anticipation of my last long run this weekend before tapering my training. 

 

Friday, April 9: 

      I’d hope to run in the morning, but I was so tired from all the traveling that I decided to wait until this 

afternoon.  So I join Anita in running errands this morning and felt better by the time we came back 

home. 

      It’s warm and sunny day today. By the time I started my run the temperature had soared into the low 

70s.  I felt a bit sluggish at the start, but I had no trouble finding a good pace for my 9-mile run.  It’s hard 

to believe that just two months ago running 9 miles was a major accomplishment, and now it’s a prelude 

to my last long run before the marathon. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, April 10-11: 

      I won’t be running on Saturday, but with 18-21 miles scheduled for tomorrow, I’m dealing with some 

anxiety.  I just hope the trip to Pittsburgh didn’t affect my endurance.  I’d hate to come up short on my 

last long run just three weeks before the marathon. 

      Sunday was a beautiful day in southern Illinois, perfect for picnics and sunbathing, but a bit of a 

challenge for runners because of the unseasonable heat and humidity.  When I started my run at 9:30 

am, the temperature had already climbed past 70 degrees.  But with the help of my “Gatorade girl” 

Anita keeping me hydrated, I ran the 21 miles. 

      I’m tired, stiff, and sore, but I didn’t experience the wobbly feeling that hit me at the end of my last 

21-mile run.  I did tweak the area around my lower calf early on, but it didn’t prevent me from finishing 

the run.  With today’s 21 miles, I finished the week, even with the trip to Pittsburgh, with a total of 50 

miles, my highest total since I began training in late January.              

 

Monday, April 12: 



 

 

     Monday is a day for rest and recovery, though I feel a lot better than I did the last time I ran 21 miles.  

Tomorrow I’ll run an easy 6 miles and build toward a 13-mile run by Saturday. 

      While I was running 21 miles in southern Illinois yesterday, nearly 16,000 runners were participating 

up the road in the St. Louis Marathon.  I thought there was typically about a 50-50 split between the 

marathon and half-marathon runners, but in St. Louis 12,500 ran the half-marathon, while 3,000 did the 

marathon.   

      Even the elite runners complained about the humidity and the warm temperatures in St. Louis, and 

several dozen runners needed medical help for heat-related problems.  There were two listed finishers 

in my age group.  I’m embarrassed to admit that the competitor in me checked out their times. 

   

Tuesday, April 13: 

      At 7:30 this morning, I ran an easy six miles on the highway near our house to begin my three weeks 

of tapering.  It was the first of a series of morning runs that will take me out of my comfort zone of 

running in the early afternoon, so I’ll be better prepared for the 7:30 am start of the Pittsburgh 

marathon. 

      It was also my first run after feeling some pain in my right calf early in my 21-mile run on Sunday.  I 

was concerned enough to ice my calf last night and wrap it this morning, but, much to my relief, I had a 

relatively pain-free run this morning. 

 

Wednesday, April 14: 

      I can no longer claim that I’ll be running in the Pittsburgh Marathon at the age of 70.  Today is my 

birthday, so I’ll be 71 when the marathon begins on May 2.  I’d like to think having my birthday fall just a 

few weeks before the marathon is a good omen, but my wife Anita reminded me that April 14th is also 

the day President Lincoln was assassinated and the Titanic hit an iceberg. 

       There were no icebergs looming on my 6 mile run this morning, though some of the cars and trucks 

on the highway seemed to be traveling faster than a speeding bullet.  But I’m getting used to morning 

runs and had a good birthday outing.  



 

 

 

Thursday, April 15: 

      I ran another 6 miles this morning.  It’s a good thing I’m no longer running in the afternoon because 

we’ve had record-breaking heat this week with temperatures reaching summer-like highs in the mid to 

upper 80s. 

      Patrice Matamoros mentioned the other day that there would be 52 bands along the course, so I had 

some fun this morning recalling road songs as I was running.  I came up with everything from the 

Impala’s “I Ran All the Way Home” to Willie Nelson’s “On the Road Again,” but my favorite was the 

Eagles’ “Take It Easy.”  If you substitute “feet” for “wheels” in the line, “Don’t let the sound of your own 

wheels drive you crazy,” you’ve have a great mantra for running in the marathon. 

 

Friday, April 16:  

     I rested today because I ran the last three days and have a 13-mile run coming up Saturday morning.  

Instead of running the highway tomorrow, I’ll probably go back to SIU’s campus roads because there are 

a bit safer for a long run. 

    Joe Shuta, my Altoona marathon guru, recommends that I run a 40-30-20 mile schedule for my last 

three weeks.  After Sunday’s 21 miles, I ran 6 miles each of the last three days for a total of 39 miles.  If I 

repeat that pattern after my 13-mlie run, I’ll be down to 31 miles next week.  If I run 10 miles at the 

beginning of my final weekend of training and two easy runs after that I should be right on schedule 

when I head to Pittsburgh. 

 

Saturday and Sunday, April 17-18: 

      The front that did so much damage when it hit the Pittsburgh area produced some heavy showers 

and cooler temperatures, but nothing worse, when it passed through southern Illinois yesterday.  

Saturday morning, when I ran my 13 miles, there were some gusty winds and the temperature was in 

the low 50s, quite a contrast from the summery 80s of the past week. 



 

 

      I was a little nervous about my right calf, which still seems a little tender and sore, so I took it easy 

for the first few miles, then got into a comfortable pace the rest of the way.  I didn’t experience any pain 

during the run and had just the usually stiffness and aches after finishing the 13 miles. 

      Sunday is a day of rest, so I spent some time combing through the Pittsburgh Marathon website.  

One of the intriguing items was the pace team groups led by experienced runners.  I’ve been worried 

about setting a proper pace for the marathon and may well join a pace team.  I thought about the 4:30 

group (I can hear Joe Shuta saying, “Act your age,”) but 5:00 is probably more realistic. 

 

Monday, April 19: 

    As I ran my 6 miles this morning on the highway near our house, I encountered two striking reminders 

of the dangers of highway running.  Last Saturday, there was a head-on collision about a mile from our 

house.  When I ran by the scene of the accident, I could see traces of an oil spill on the highway and 

spotted a few pieces of debris along the side of the road. 

    A mile later, I encountered a state trooper who’d set up a speed trap.  While I was glad to see the 

trooper because the sight of him was slowing down traffic, I worried, unnecessarily as it turned out, that 

he might tell me to get off the highway. 

 

Tuesday, April 20: 

      This morning I ran another six miles on the highway as part of my tapering program.  I’ll probably 

walk a few miles tomorrow and run two more six milers before by last long run of ten miles this 

weekend. 

      There was no state trooper this morning, but about two miles into my run an ambulance went 

whizzing by with its siren blaring and lights flashing.  A few minutes later a tow truck went by with its 

lights flashing.  Near the end of my run, the ambulance passed me on its way back into town, but, 

ominously, with no siren or flashing lights.  It may be time to head back to our campus roads for my last 

series of runs. 

 



 

 

Wednesday, April 21: 

      I took the day off from running and walked a few miles at the mall, while my wife Anita hit the shops.  

Since I started running the highway, I’ve had numerous people say they saw me as they were driving 

into work.  One even said I looked like Forrest Gump.  With that in mind, I checked my total mileage 

since starting my training.  It’s now more than 500 miles, so move over Forrest Gump. 

      I’ve also started gathering information, mostly from the Pittsburgh Marathon website, on the 

logistics of the race (my recurring nightmare is that I can’t find the marathon).  I’ve been invited to speak 

at 3:00 pm on marathon day at the First Unitarian Church of Pittsburgh in Shadyside, so one of my 

worries is street closures.  According to the website, I shouldn’t have a problem as long as I’m capable of 

driving to the church after running the marathon. 

 

Thursday, April 22: 

     Despite my growing uneasiness, I ran on the highway this morning, but there were no ambulances 

and speed traps in sight.  With my six miles today, I’ve run 18 miles since my 13-miler on Sunday.  The 

weather has been mild and breezy this week, perfect for running, but that’s about to change.  With 

storms predicted for the weekend, I may have to adjust my tapering schedule. 

     I’m still in the process of gathering information and making up a list of necessities.  I noticed on the 

marathon website, for example, that there will be lemon-lime Gatorade at the water stations.  I’ve been 

drinking orange Gatorade during my long runs, so I started drinking lemon-lime this week.  It seems like 

a small matter, but I didn’t want to wait until the day of the marathon to find out if I liked lemon-lime 

Gatorade. 

 

Friday, April 23: 

     It still looks like a stormy weekend, so I ditched my six-mile morning run on the highway for a light 

four-mile run on campus this afternoon.  I’ll move up my last long run (10 miles) to Saturday, so that if 

there are bad storms I can use Sunday for my rain check. 



 

 

     I gave my wife Anita my growing list of necessities.  She said she’d help me get ready, but when it 

comes to trimming my toenails I’m on my own.  I also told her she should expect me to become 

increasingly difficult as the marathon gets closer and closer.  After living with my grumpy disposition for 

nearly 45 years, she wanted to know how she’d be able to tell the difference.  

 

Saturday and Sunday, April 24-25: 

      I had a dramatic ending to my last long run before the marathon.  With storms moving into the area, 

there was just enough of a lull this morning to get in my ten miles.  It rained and rumbled a little, but 

everything was fine until my last mile.  Suddenly, there was a brilliant steak of light in the sky, followed 

by a loud, long crackle of thunder.  If I ran the entire Pittsburgh Marathon at the pace of my last half-

mile this morning, I’d probably qualify for the Boston Marathon. 

     It’s a rainy and gusty Sunday after a stormy Saturday, but we were very fortunate to escape the 

terrible and tragic death and destruction just south of our area.   

    In going through my folders of marathon material, I read through all the wonderful emails I’ve 

received since my first article appeared in the Post-Gazette.  It’s humbling to see how many people took 

inspiration from my determination to run in this year’s marathon at my age, but the truth of the matter 

is that I’m just an old athlete looking for one last hurrah in my hometown.  The real heroes next Sunday 

will be those who had to overcome personal and professional demands, including, in some cases, 

battling back from injuries, to run in the marathon.  I may not have the chance to meet them at the 

starting line, but they’ll certainly be in my thoughts next Sunday. 

 

Monday, April 26: 

      English novelist Alan Sillitoe died on Sunday.  The title of his 1959 novella, The Loneliness of the Long 

Distance Runner, became a catchphrase for runners, through the story was more about class warfare 

than long-distance running.  Coming out of the working-class, I admired Sillitoe and taught a few of his 

“angry young man” novels and short stories. 



 

 

      I ran a very careful 4.5 miles at the campus lake this afternoon.  I’ll wrap up my training by repeating 

the run and the easy pace for the next two days.  On Thursday, my wife Anita and I will begin our drive 

to Pittsburgh for the marathon and should get there by late morning Friday. 

 

Tuesday, April 27:  

      They’re predicting showers and thundershowers for Pittsburgh next Sunday, so I bought a couple of 

emergency rain ponchos.  I experimented with GU, an energy gel, which will be available at water 

stations in the latter stages of the race.  It has the texture of pudding and the taste of a milkshake, 

especially the vanilla bean.  I’ll keep it in mind as an option, but I’m not a big fan of pudding. 

      I took advantage of some spotty rain showers today and wore a poncho for my easy 4.5 mile run.  At 

first I felt like a giant baggy with arms and legs, but after a while I hardly noticed, except for the constant 

rustling sound, that I was wearing it.  I hope we have decent weather on Sunday, but at least I got in a 

little practice running in the rain today. 

 

Wednesday, April 28: 

      The Weather Channel is still predicting thunderstorms for Pittsburgh on Sunday, but the Post-

Gazette is calling for cloudy skies with temperatures ranging from the 50s to the 70s.  The PG prediction 

is perfect for the marathon, though it eliminates my “I got struck by lightning” excuse if I don’t make it 

to the finish line. 

      Today was my last run before the marathon.  It was an easy 4.5-mile jog around the campus lake.  I 

thought at the end of the run that I’d experience a sense of accomplishment and exhilaration, but, 

instead, I felt an emotional letdown and growing anxiety now that the training was over and the 

marathon is a few days away. 

 

Thursday and Friday, April 29 and 30: 



 

 

      Anita and I left southern Illinois Thursday morning and drove until we reached Cambridge, Ohio.  

We’ll stay here overnight and drive the remaining 100 miles to Pittsburgh tomorrow morning.  I was 

worried about my legs cramping up during the drive, but other than some stiffness they seemed fine. 

      We arrived in the Pittsburgh area late Friday morning and drove to Sewickley where will stay with 

Anita’s brother and his family until Saturday.  After we dropped off our luggage, we headed into 

Pittsburgh for the Marathon Expo to pick up my packet and jersey.  At one point, I joked with the person 

in front of me that the line for the “small” size jersey always seems shorter than the line for the larger 

jerseys.  He said size wasn’t his only problem and held up his bib, which had the number “666” on it. 

      In the evening, Anita and I drove to the Roberto Clemente Museum for a Pittsburgh Marathon 

reception.  It was a great event and a wonderful opportunity to thank Patrice Matamoros and Dee 

Stathis for their generosity and many acts of kindness over the past few months.  It was also a delight to 

view the remarkable Clemente displays, including a photo of the Great One with clouds in the 

background in the shape of angel wings.  My day may have started with a bit of devilment but it ended 

on a heavenly note. 

 

Saturday, May 1: 

      Anita and I drove from Sewickley to the South Side and had lunch with one of my old ball-playing 

buddies and a new friend and fellow marathon runner from Utah.  We checked into our hotel this 

afternoon.  It’s located just a few blocks from the marathon starting line, but roadblocks and heavy 

traffic made it a nightmare getting there. 

     We had a great pierogi dinner on the South Side before returning to our hotel.  Anita and I did a last 

minute check on my running gear and attached my chip and bib.  There’s nothing left to do except keep 

an eye on the unsettled weather, hope for the best, and keep reminding myself to take it easy 

tomorrow. 

 

Sunday, May 2: 



 

 

      As much as I tried to prepare myself, there is nothing comparable to the actual experience of running 

in a marathon.  From waiting for the start to crossing the finish line, it was one of the most remarkable 

experiences of my life. 

      Right now I feel like a 71-year-old man inside a 91-year-old body, so it’s still too soon to look back at 

the marathon with any proper perspective.  I do know that running in today’s marathon was both 

challenging and grueling.  An early downpour and humid air guaranteed running with soak shoes and 

heavy clothing and the hills in the second half of the marathon (more than I expected) just kept sapping 

my energy. 

      There were so many memorable moments in the marathon, but one of the most striking was the 

split between marathoners and half marathoners.  I was running for miles with a teeming mass of 

runners, but when the half-marathoners turned off Carson to head back to the finish line, suddenly the 

street seemed almost empty of runners. 

      I also remember with gratitude those hearty souls who cheered us on and the wonderful volunteers 

who were there to hand out water and Gatorade.  My heart also goes out to my fellow runners at the 

back of the pack who struggled but persevered and finished the marathon.   

      Of course, nothing can top the moment when I crossed the finish line and received warm hugs from 

my wife Anita and Dee Stathis.  They both seemed happy and relieved that I’d made it, so I guess there is 

at least one advantage to running your first marathon at my age. 

 

 


