
Never having crewed a race before, the Arrowhead 135 was a unique experience for me.  For those reading who are unfamiliar with my racing circumstances, let me elaborate briefly.  I had my appendix removed a few days prior to the race and deemed it an unnecessary risk to compete this year.  


I’ve always appreciated the volunteers at a race, but never have I actually seen the side I participated in over this past week.  The Arrowhead attracts one type of person whether it is a racer or volunteer; a pure human soul.  The best people in the world come to compete in the Arrowhead, and I’m not talking about the best competition.  I’m speaking about the most genuine, down-to-earth, hard-nosed and whatever-other-cliché-you-can-find people.  I saw the racers come in at the 70 mile checkpoint both battered and in high spirits.  Luke, Steve and Garret in particular came in beaming with happiness.  I don’t know if it was because they had found the cabin or because they were truly enjoying the freezing cold in the darkness of the Minnesota night.  While they slept, I experienced the hectic life-style volunteers lead.  Constantly running here and there, drying clothes, making food, and doing whatever else would be beneficial to the racer.  As Blaine, the fathers and I saw them off I remember thinking, we need to see them as many times as possible between here and the finish line.  Needless to say, we did.  


As Blaine and I sat waiting in the window of the casino for Steve and Luke to finish, I remember imagining what the past 65 miles must have been like for them.  Brutal is a microscopic description.  Blaine and I sprinted out as soon as we saw Luke and Steve trudging to the finish.  After hugs were exchanged, the two of them with smiles gleaming asked if they could, “please” go inside.  


Although I didn’t experience this race as a competitor, it was still an extremely emotional experience for me.  At first I was jealous of the four others for being able to compete, but then I realized this race was much more than a stage to reveal my personality, it was an avenue to make a difference in someone else’s life.  It is funny however goal driven a person may be, they can so easily lose sight of the ultimate mission.  At the beginning of the race, filled with bitterness, I lost sight of our mission.  Crewing for these four during this race taught me more about myself and dedication to the mission than competing would ever have.  I learned there is not a single correct solution to a problem, no one option to make a difference.  My role in the race changed, and it was important I recognized that.  The culmination of all our fundraising could not be lived out with bitterness and jealousy in my heart, I soon realized this and changed my attitude for the better, pushing myself to aid not just our four boys, but all the racers to the best of my ability.        
