As I write this, I have to be careful not to bump my oozing left wrist wound on the keyboard, not to sit too heavily on my bruised and abraded left butt cheek, and be careful to avoid touching my aching, scabby knee to the edge of the desk leg.  And I have just discovered that the strange throbbing feeling emanating from every square inch of my body is not the result of muscle fatigue—it’s my bruised ego. I have just completed a 35-mile hell-fest around Washington state’s Mt. Adams and it is clear that my lengthy history of running did nothing to atone for my complete lack of preparation.   
I’m not sure who came up with the original suggestion, but three friends and I decided it would make for a lovely Sunday jaunt to circumnavigate Mt. Adams in Washington State. It’s never been a goal of mine to complete extreme-distance challenges, but the Mt. Adams Wilderness is a beautiful place that deserves more investigation and I figured what better way to sight-see than via foot. With three disposable cameras at hand, Torrey, Win, Eli and I were ready for a beautiful day in the mountains. Looking back, we would have been better off saving the weight and tossing the cameras. At least then we could have brought a flare gun.   
I’m not sure what I consider to be the most bewildering reality heading into this run: the fact that two of us hadn’t run over 10 miles in a half year—I hadn’t run more than 3 days a week period; the fact that our new friend, Win, had just run 35 miles around Crater Lake the day before; or the fact that we didn’t really give a damn about any of that. With caution gone by the wayside, we set our sights on a 3 a.m. meeting time in order to make it to the mountain early enough to avoid the afternoon swell of the many glacially fed rivers. 

CORPORATE BLASPHEMY:

Before I venture on to the next stage of the story, I must preface it by saying that I’m aware of and have partaken in the infamous late night parties and their ensuing hang-over crushing runs the following day. In fact, a few of us have managed to make this approach rather customary.  But I want to make it extremely clear that this takes the cake for THE most ridiculous late-night stunt I’ve taken part in.  The ratio of alcohol consumed (free drinks multiplied by zero inhibition equals…well, that equal zero doesn’t it? The point is, libations flowed freely) to hours slept (none, unless you count when I fell down at mile 13 and stayed down for about two minutes) is unparalleled in my experiences. Given our night, we should have slept until 4 o’clock the next afternoon. Instead, we jogged straight into the firey pits of hell covered in gasoline.  

The day before the scheduled departure, the four of us confirmed our commitment despite our acknowledgement of a likely brief night’s rest. Torrey had a long-planned party to attend the night before. Win insanely scheduled his 35-mile run around Crater Lake for the day before. And Eli and I, co-owners of three local running stores, had a night of hobnobbing with a certain large shoe corporation to attend to.  All of this amounted to a minimal rest before our rendezvous at three o’clock the next morning. Nevertheless, we rationalized that we were still pretty young and besides, if we got home by 12:30 a.m. and slept a little in the car, we could sneak in a cool 4 hours of beauty-restoring sleepy time. Sure, someone had to drive us, but that’s what Torrey’s for. 
Unfortunately, our confidence was wildly delusional. Our free drink pass with the “shoe company” resulted in a later night than we expected, and the hobnobbing of earlier in the evening led simply to hobbling…to other bars.  At 2:55 a.m. I found myself arriving “on time” at our meeting place.  “Five minutes to three o’clock. Plenty of time to spare,” I said. On cue, Torrey and Win drove up with sleepy, but anxious looks on their faces.  It was about this time I realized I misplaced Eli. 
OFF TO THE MOUNTAINS

Consummate professionals, Torrey and Win did a valiant job of hiding their bewilderment at my belligerent and swaying approach towards them and the glaring fact that we were missing an important constituent of the run: Eli. 
“I’ve got my stuff all ready to go, guys,” I croaked as I leaned against their car, trying to play it cool and hide my concern I wouldn’t be able to get myself back upright.”  They weren’t convinced. About this time, Eli rolls up with his escort and heads inside to get his stuff. I follow him in to find he hasn’t packed and doesn’t have any food to take with him. “We’ll just pick up some food at the mini-market on the way there,” I suggest as I run into the side of the wall. With a quick grab of some running clothes and shoes, we were back outside with the group and only 20 minutes late.   
I’m honestly surprised that our friends didn’t decide to leave us while we were inside. In fact, looking back, I’m kind of mad that they didn’t. But those resilient fellas were patient (and cruel) and we climbed in the car for the expected 3 hour drive. Finally a chance for some shut eye. No such luck.  Two and a half bumpy hours later, I arrived dehydrated and a little perturbed that Eli kept trying to snuggle with me on the ride.
When we got onto the trail, any positive energy harnessed on the drive over was subsequently squashed by immediately having to run uphill. OK, it might not have been uphill, but I still couldn’t see straight, so who knows?  It probably didn’t help being dehydrated, dizzy, and having to smell Eli’s beer burps every few steps. Other than that, we were happy to be heading around the mountain on a beautiful morning right as sun was coming up. In fact, the first few miles were well-maintained and quite pleasant. Needless to say, the disposable cameras were snapping away great shots of the morning light on the beautiful scenery. Looking back, we should have set up a nice picnic right there and hung out for the rest of the day. Instead we trusted our “instincts” and moved on. I have since learned to ignore all instinctual urges. 
I’m convinced those first miles were a deliberate attempt to lure unsuspecting runners into what can adequately be depicted as ankle-busting orienteering. There was no trail—only glaciers and very loose Volkswagen-sized boulders to climb upon.  As we continued to hack our way around the south and east sides of the mountain, it became clear that this was a very different landscape than we were used to. Granted, the wild variety of scenery on the same mountain was phenomenal and unparalleled in my experiences, but the unique Moon-like lava fields and scree fields were only good for looking at, not traveling across. 
By the time we were five hours into the run the haze of our hangovers wore off and left us feeling just plain tired. Word to the wise: getting no sleep and running through a hangover does nothing to help your dexterity, but it does wonders for giving you cool scars on your extremities. Yes, I fell down. I fell down a lot. I fell on really sharp, hard rocks and ice. And yes, I was lucky enough to have these moments documented on camera.   
SMOOTH SLOG HOME

By the time we finished only one-third of the trail, we were nine hours into the day and feeling exhausted. However, the final two-thirds of the route promised to be much calmer and less desolate. If only we felt fresh enough to enjoy it more. Instead we focused on initiating what I can only describe as an ultra-shuffle to get through the final 19 miles. This final section was primarily on the Pacific Crest Trail so we finally started passing actual human beings. Despite our resemblance to a geriatric Sasquatch, we did our best not to scare the Boy Scout troops.   

Eventually we made it back to the car with daylight to spare. The entire trip took us twelve and a half hours, but it was that first third that made us weep…well, almost. The truly weep-worthy part is that there are countless numbers of runners who have made it around this mountain in one reasonably uneventful day. But Torrey was right about one thing: it was safe to say we were the only ones on earth who did it that day. Good enough. 

