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There are times in your life that define you. Moments that you will look back 
upon and realize that the decision you made in that second shaped your entire 
life. The hope is that the decision you made was the right one, the just one, the 
one which you can proudly tell your children about. “I was there,” you want to 
be able to tell them. “I stayed true when nobody else would. And because of me 
we won.” In essence you want to be able to tell your kids, “I mattered.” But this 
isn’t always the case. You don’t always make the right choice. You don’t always 
stay. You don’t always matter. 

When my moment came for me I was surrounded by thousands of other 
marathoners. Now let’s be clear: I am not a runner. I am not even physically fit. I 
am made of play-dough. Yet somehow I found myself jogging down the road, 
mile two of twenty-six. Do not ask me how I got here—I ran a race on acid and 
somehow made qualifying time. I didn’t even mean to run the first marathon. It 
was a stupid dare. Something we did for laughs. But I made it. It didn’t matter 
that I couldn’t move for three whole days afterwards. Or that I couldn’t use my 
legs for another whole week. Somehow I had qualified for the Boston Marathon.

This time though I planed to do it right. I did not take acid. I bought proper 
running attire. I tried to get in shape during the few weeks between races. I felt 
proud of myself, that I had managed to do what so many other people had not. 
As I drove down to Boston I couldn’t help but gloat to my friends who were 
with me. I had done what they could not. It wasn’t until I stood on that starting 
line that the first glimmer of doubt occurred. Obviously I knew I was not going 
to win but as I looked around at the other contestants I realized that I was the 
only one who was not taking this seriously. No one else was standing around, 
joking with their friends. They were stretching or hydrating or meditating. They 
were getting focused. This was not a game. 

When the starting pistol fired I felt that thrill of adrenaline. I was running. 
And for the first mile I was running well. I kept up with the pack, thousands of 
other sweaty bodies jogging around me. I was in the zone. I just wanted to make 
it to the end. That was all that mattered in that moment. I wanted to make it. So 
I ran. The sun was hot and already the sweat was stinging my eyes. My muscles 
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were stiff. I hadn’t spent my time warming them up. But I knew I could make it, 
after all I had already done it once. My throat was beginning to feel parched. I 
looked around for one of those aid workers, a shot of water would go over 
perfectly right about now. But there was nobody. The only thing ahead was a 
mile marker: MILE 1.

As I pushed into my second mile I could feel my legs turn to jelly beneath me. 
They no longer seemed to be attached to my body. I even doubted that they 
would stop if I wanted them to. They were no longer a part of me, instead they 
were just something pushing me forward. As my mind floated away my vision 
narrowed as if blinders had been placed over my eyes. I was no longer thinking, 
I was just running. 

And yet, I grew farther and farther behind the pack. Even the spectators 
watching the first mile were beginning to leave. I was the end of the race. But I 
pushed on. Every step, every labored breath was pushing me forward. I was 
going to make it. And then I saw the next sign: MILE 2.

I collapsed like a deflating balloon. My legs gave way, my lungs gave way, 
even my vision gave way. I found myself on all fours retching onto the pavement 
bellow me. I was beat. What was worse was that I was beat at mile two. My 
friends were waiting for me at the end. I had rubbed my physical prowess in 
their faces for weeks. Only I could be so tough as to qualify. I was carved 
marble. I was gods gift to woman. I was sick. I was weak. I was out at mile two. 
They would rub it in my face for years. Not only did I not finish they will 
probably have to come lift me out of a pool of my own vomit.

This was my moment. The moment I will look back to for the rest of my life. 
The moment that shaped all things to come. I did not want to look weak. I did 
not want to be laughed at. I wanted to be the adonis I thought I was. So I failed. 
Somehow I got to my feet but I did not start running again. I left the racetrack, 
unpinned my number, and found the closest busy street. Traffic was stop-and-go 
because of the race but a block down a bicyclist wove in and out of the cars. As 
he got closer a lightbulb clicked. He sped by me and I shoved with all of the 
remaining strength in my body.


