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Right: The Stumptown Hood to Coast
Posse at the start of the relay race.
That's Mount Hood behind them.

Below: The Fresh Pot crew! From the
looks of joy on our faces you can
tell this photo was taken before our
2 to 6 a.m. leg.

extract massive amounts of energy on
little more than a handful of almonds
and a glass of water. By the end of this
second section, the sun had started to
rise, sleep deprivation had begun to take
hold and we spoke less and mumbled
more. Stumptown was there to greet us
in Mist, Ore., and we had another five
hours to kill.

The major exchanges along the course
always remind me of some strange
festival. Hundreds of vans pack in
tightly while runners wander around
in brightly colored clothes. Some folks
try to sleep, some stand in line for
pancakes or Honey Buckets; some make
coffee. Intuitively, Skip produced his
camp stove, we filled our French Press
with fresh Ethiopia Tega and Tula, and
in short order, created an early morning
haven.

Running the third set of legs requires
different levels of motivation. Starting
out, I felt “this is it—I’m almost done,” which turned into, “I must run faster
before the van sees me,” and then finally, “just make sure you look good for
the last 200 meters.” Along the way, we took in some truly stunning scenery.
Unfortunately, our most memorable moment would be backing the van into
a ditch. As Kyle rapidly approached the next exchange, we cursed our luck
knowing that four weary runners were no match for a heavy-ass cargo van.

A Nike team of German men tried to push us out, while a woman from
a Hawaiian team shoveled dirt from our wheel with her bare hands. This
is what makes Hood to Coast truly special—dog-tired strangers dropping
everything to assist other runners. Finally, a man in the world’s largest truck
showed up with a tow-strap; he pulled us out, Jill sped towards Kyle at the
exchange, and we were within sight of the ocean.

It was raining at the beach. The Stumpy crew was waiting
for us and together we ran across the finish line as the
announcer called out our name. We clustered around each
other and then fumbled towards a series of gates leading to
the team photo stage. Standing in line, other teams spotted us
and asked if we had any coffee to spare.

After the photo, we wished Stumptown well and as they
jumped in the van for home. We gorged on sushi in Seaside.

We planned to crash at a cabin in Rockaway Beach, about
30 miles down the coast. As we pulled up, it appeared someone
was already there. Turns out, the cabin was overbooked and
we had stumbled upon a romantic interlude. Skip and I looked
at each other and realizing there was no other choice, turned
the van around and headed for Portland. A union of iced
coffee concentrate, loud music and chilly nighttime air ensured
that our eyeballs remained wide open as we dropped down
into the Willamette Valley and home.

I cannot wait to do it again next year. m
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