One for the road, please

Tt weas June 1986, near the end of my first year living in Maine, Sei-
thing with a child in & new place had been all-consoming, and seme im-
partant things, like my running, had been neglacted. It was neardy a yeor
before [ got arcund to running my first mce bere — the Doc's Tavern
Three-Miler.

My deciston to ran the Friday evening race was spur-of-the-momens,
0 geting on the read, finding the myswerious Biddeford and regisier-
ing were all in o bst-minue fhorry, with no ime for amy wammap or ly-
dration. That parficular Priday wes by all sccounts the botles! duy of the
seazan, the air soddea with humidity. Unprepared mmd wilting. [ was fur-
{her undone by the size of he crowd of nanners and the sipht of the up-
prace sian — and, oh-of, he scory cosel of 2 Bupe thirsd 55 my moath
prew dryer with pre-race jitiers, And nol o drop of wates in sight! The
anly wisible figuid was in the hands of the Tavem regulars, m the dooe-
way wiching the eraped runners assamble. Huving a1 Jews plammed for
he fabled post-race heer @ Doc’s, Thad wecked 2 couple of dollar hills
in my Bngenie, savoring the thooght of (his rewand: o Hile later in the
Iz

At the starting gun T hurihed inmo the race with legs of lead and a trisst
wonhy of the Sahara. |did all right For the Tirse mile, with a sphit of
£:00, bt the keal and lack of hydraiion were bringing me down fas,
I'd Beard there was a-water slop “just after the firg big right tm.”
Gratelully, | soon saw the tum coming, (e ranners abead flowing ints
a right-angled Iing. Bul finslly there, T saw no water 5i0p, oo hands
reaching out. no specks of white cups on the ground. Drai! Bul, just

weross the street was a small variety store, and onniy person wene those
o dollars, Shoukd [ ., naaahh, too weird -, baf olherwise ...

[ barst o of e ranks and sprimed acress the streed, thankful 1'd
been passed by enrough nunpers that few would witness my side mp.
Flying inio the stoee wish kib number fashing, sill poisg a1 aboul 400
pace, | PR 10 the back cooler and made one of my life's quickest
choices. (ood old Coke!

The surprised patrons were mostly open-mauthed st my appesrunce,
bl one old fellow cronked out, “1s that pace pill going oa®

“I hope so!™

With n epeple of fumbling motions [ dislodged the two sweaty hills
and threw themal the prinming cledk, yelling, “Keep the change ™ Then,
a5 ()1d Blue Eyes once sang, [ picked mysell up and zol back in the
Face,

Awkwerdly nmning with my purchase, § ook only & few sips of the
stckeningly sweet suull aml Gnally e wiker stop appeared. | naked up
and cajoyed & surge all the way o the sweet downhill finlsh (1 wasa't
even last!h, By then 1 didn't need that post-race beer, I'd ponen my re-
freshament just heyond Mile 1. And next time '3 know just where the
waler siop woukd be.

1've hai 5 nEmber of next times at the Doc's Taven Race Snce that
firss one. And always, &t (hat Tirst right tum, 1 smibe a siles preeting 1o
the “[1ile slore acrass thi sl

— Pai Buckley




