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      To Yazz, my partner in life, for the one thousand

      and more stories which we have run together.

      To Sofi, dancer in this life, for all the stories you're just starting.

      To the both of you, I dedicate this marathon.

    

  


  
    
      INTRODUCTION


      The Elixir


      My favorite medal is the one they give you at the Rome Marathon.1 It's bronze colored and it shows the outlines of athletes sprung to life, from Ancient Rome, running with a she-wolf. They hung the medal on my neck, but I had to keep on running.


      I saw some gladiator lying on the ground, a fellow marathon runner, completely dehydrated from the battle. The paramedics were trying to revive him. The Roma Forum was behind me, ahead was the Colosseum. I was now running my 26th mile.


      I continued through the Via Capo d'Africa, where I saw some other gladiators resting on the sidewalk. They were laughing and sipping beer. I I longed for a drink myself, but couldn't stop, I had to hold on to my own elixir.


      I ran through the Via Claudia, and I witnessed what seemed to me an apparition, for there were two female gladiators, bathing with buckets of water in their underwear. I couldn't say if they were real. Because of watching them a car almost ran me over.


      Going into 29th mile, I picked up the scent of oranges, coming from a small quaint fruit stand. And I couldn't help but picture myself squeezing the juice out of a slice of orange and into my mouth, and lying in cold water just to forget about the heat. But again, I couldn't stop, since I already knew in my mind what I wanted and I had to get it. It was now the final stretch, uphill.


      And so it was that I came to stop in front of the building with the number 202 on it, at Via Gallía.


      The door was made of wood, but when I tried to push it open, it felt like stone. I had to use my whole body to really push it open. The old elevator wasn't working, so I climbed up the stairs, leaning on the railing. The key was big and old, and the door creaked. I saw the lamps, the worn-out furniture, the kitchen, the coffee maker and finally my notebook, underneath a coffee cup that still contained its smell.


      I grabbed my pen, sprawled myself out on the floor, and wrote down the answer I had found. It was the answer I had been searching for when I ran outside that morning, through 3,000 years of history and almost 30 miles.


      This idea, this answer, was now caught in paper. I read it out loud and it felt as if I were listening to some part of me I had previously ignored, but had always been there.


      I read it again just to make sure, and I knew beyond a doubt that I had found the elixir.


      It wasn't just the answer to my life, it also gave me the knowledge of why I had decided to write this book, 28 weeks before the Rome Marathon. This idea gave me a feeling of sense, a central concept, clarity. It simply put everything in its place.


      Writing is the easiest part of creating a book, drafting is just like maquila labor2. The difficult part is to find what you really want to say indeed.


      The elixir, as I wrote it down, wasn't long. It was just the answer. It went straight to the heart of it, the guiding point.


      I was no longer in a hurry, so I took a shower before starting to get ready.


      I took my shirt off, and felt my armpits chafed. I noticed a few drops of blood dripping down my nipples. When I took my shorts off, I saw how raw my fleshed seemed, in my groin and my butt. When I felt the water, everything burned. But I couldn't have cared less, it only heightened my experience.


      Then I raised my head, opened my mouth and drank as much water from the shower head as I could. It was my celebration. I celebrated over my resistance, for holding on until I captured the elixir. Too many times I had told myself: I'll write it down later. Every single one of those times I had forgotten what I wanted to say.


      I walked very slowly down the stairs. After running like that, it's always a lot harder going down the stairs than up. I walked over toward the coffee shop just a couple of doors down from my building, and sat down in the terrace. I felt the April sunshine of a Sunday in Rome.


      —Prego —a gray haired man took my order.


      —Un'acqua frizzante, un espresso e un pasticcioto, per favore, signore.


      I took a drink from my mineral water, and felt the ice-cold fizz running down my throat. And then, while I was sipping on my espresso and taking a few bites of bread, I was overcome by the first lines I would write. After that, I couldn't' stop writing. I was desperate to write, and so I wrote everywhere: in coffee shops, in my apartment, on the subway, in the bathroom, on the plane and in the streets. Today, I finally stopped. I had finished the book. It's 28 weeks since my story. Or perhaps, since everyone's story. For we all share the same battle with our mind when we try to beat our limits.


      
        This book isn't intended only for runners. It's intended for swimmers, writers, cooks, entrepreneurs and lovers, everyone. We all have to face our own marathon, the challenge in which we fight ourselves. And which makes us heroes in our own story.

      


      
        


        1 The Marathon organizers set up a competition among artists, on this occasion it was won by Diletta Maria Buschi.


        2 Maquila refers to a low-cost assembly factory, where ideas and designs are not made, it just produces manufactured goods.

      

    

  


  
    
      The Marathon's Archway


      28 weeks before Rome
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      The protagonist of every story is the hero of a journey, even if the path leads only into his own mind.

      CRISTOPHER VOGLER

    

  


  
    
      It all began with Harvey.


      There was a hurricane wrecking Houston at the moment, and there were thousands of people who were impacted. The citizens were helping in any way it could, and even NASA had to cease its work for 11 days.


      I was 930 miles away, and I called my aunt Lupe, to ask about my cousins, she told me they were okay. I forgot the others' pain, and thought about the side effects that these storms have.


      Most of the times, when a force of nature strikes, it hits someplace directly. But at the same time, they have a slight effect somewhere else. In Mexico, they were saying there could be a storm.


      I was trying to sleep in some hotel close to the Alameda Central, two miles away from the Marathon's Archway. It was the eve of the Mexico City Marathon.


      The weather forecast announced there was 70% probability that it could rain, hard, all night. It could also maybe carry on during the first hours of the race.


      —It was the same three years ago. It rained, hard, all night —Dany, whom I was sharing the room with, told me— Just an hour before the race started, a full-on storm broke out. You couldn't even imagine it, it smelled like shit, and I kept wondering where this stench came from, and then I saw it, the sewers on President Masaryk Avenue were overflowing. We were all running on sewage water, and we knew from the smell of it that there were intestine wastes. Chapultepec Forest was completely flooded. We had to jump on huge puddles that splashed us with even more sewer water. I remember that my tennis shoes were drenched. When the rain stopped, the sun dried them off and I got blisters on my feet. During the final 6 miles, I had ulcers on my skin, and I felt so awful that as soon as I finished, I let everyone on Facebook know I would never run this, or any other marathon ever again. And yet, here I am. It took me just a few days to forget all about it and keep trying. I remember that my wife told me after we had our first child “never again”, but when she forgot the pain she told me that she would like to have one more; I think that she's like a runner, we runners forget all the pain because we want to run more.


      In spite of all the horror stories, the blisters, the childbirth and the sewers overflowing, I could get some sleep. It was the first time on the eve of a 26-mile race, that I was able to rest. I've been in debt, my company's been broke, and I've had to face some very tough crowds in very different parts of the world. Still, only a marathon has given me insomnia. I don't know why that is. It's not like it's my job. If I try to see it in an entirely objective way, there's no real loss in not running a marathon. Nor if I fail to achieve the goal I have set up for myself. It's not like I'm a professional athlete. No, I'm an amateur-amateur like the Molotov song said. Not only do we not get paid, it's actually an expense. The amateur-amateur runners like me have to pay to run. But maybe, the thrill comes from all of these reasons, and not in spite of them. There isn't anything quite like loving something that hurts, that completely involves you and excites you, and you certainly don't do it for the money.


      It's 5:30 am, and I'm having breakfast; an espresso, toast and jam.


      —Did you see the forecast, George? —Dany asked—. It's changed; there's no storm anymore. It's just cold and cloudy now.


      Which were the perfect conditions for a marathon. It was some miracle. It really was. Harvey stayed in Houston, and kept wreaking havoc there.


      The enemy was gone, off on its own. The downpour was no longer a possibility, the storm didn't visit us, at least not from Houston. But here's the thing with marathons, as in life: we spent way too much time worrying about things that never happened, and the things that truly happen are the ones that we've never foreseen coming.


      As a warm-up, Dany and I trotted from our hotel to the start corral. Just in case you've never run a race like this one, along with 44 thousand fellow adrenaline junkies, let me explain what a start corral is. It's a closed-off space, surrounded by traffic barriers, where all the runners are kept, and it's right next to the marathon's archway. The start corral… I guess it doesn't sound too fancy, but that's what it's called, both in Spanish and in English. It's impossible not to think of horses while you're waiting in the corral. And maybe that's a good thing, to think of horses just before a race. Just like them, we neigh nervously and wait for the gunshot and the beginning of the race.


      A few weeks earlier, a Peruvian friend, Enrique Loyola, pointed out to me that us Mexicans were way too nationalistic. I told him he was wrong, that he was crazy. I believed back then that I was at least speaking for myself, but when I found myself waiting in the corral —6:50 am— on 20 de Noviembre Avenue, I couldn't help but feel goosebumps when they played our national anthem.


      ¡Mexicanos al grito de Guerra!


      Mexicans at the cry of war!


      I sang along as if we were waiting in a stadium for the World Cup. Waiting, at long last, for the National Team to advance to the next stage. Only this time I wouldn't be the spectator, I would be the player on the field.


      ¡Más si Osare un extraño enemigo!


      If, however, a foreign enemy would dare... but neither Maxi Rodriguez, nor Klinsmann, nor Stoichkov, nor Landon Donovan and nor a Robben penalty or any other foreign enemy to our country for that matter —would dare to cross my path.


      —Enrique, I guess you're right —I yelled— ¡Viva México, cabrones!


      So far, the National Team had lost their round of Sixteen. Six times in a row. Six times! USA 94, France 98, Korea-Japan 2002, Germany 2006, South Africa 2010 and Brazil 2014. Something similar had happened to me during my previous marathons. Six times before —six times goddammit!— I had been so close. I completed all of them, sometimes rather poorly and other times just plain bad. Still, it was my pride that I never had to walk one, and much less to have to walk-out on one. And yet, I still hadn't achieved my goal, and I knew I could achieve it. I could set a higher goal, I knew I had it in me, and yet, I was always falling short. I could come up with all kinds of excuses, but the fact was I still hadn't broken my record. And again, I knew I could.


      Someone was saying on a megaphone that it had been some years now since a Mexican had won the Mexico City Marathon. Today, our local hero Juan Luis Barrios was here to try again, and so was the Peruvian Gladys Tejeda, again trying to win first place, just like she had back in 2013. Also, there were Kebede, Korir and Onda, the Africans looking to be on the podium once more. Whichever of them won would get 30,000 dollars, which is the cost of 366 pairs of the tennis shoes I would be running in that morning.


      In a marathon, the professionals are competing for the podium, which gives them economic and sponsoring rewards. However, we can't forget about the amateurs and the amateurs-amateurs who are running the same race, same time and place. The amateur-amateur runner is competing against himself.


      Just imagine, it's as if the football fans could run down from the stands and on to the pitch, to play their own match. Or, if car enthusiasts could drive their own cars in competition against those of the Grand Prix in Formula One. Then, they could all celebrate with champagne. As if the tennis fans could play in Wimbledon, in the same legendary grass courts where all the greats have played. But no, it doesn't happen that way in other sports.


      In most of the marathons around the world, us amateurs-amateurs are allowed to compete3. These events aren't only for us to admire professional athletes, it's where we can be the heroes in our own story. During a marathon you're whoever you want to be: Nadal, Kipshogue, Cuauhtemoc, Phelps, Lincoln, Morelos, any hero you can possibly imagine.


      Other sports are held in stadiums, the marathon is held in the streets. It's here that professionals and amateurs-amateurs become heroes who have liberated the city's streets for at least a few hours, before the cars come back to claim what they have snatched.


      The sun was rising, and it was only a few seconds before the gunshot would let us know that the ninth largest marathon in the world by runner's number would begin. Never could I have known that in this race, running mile after mile, it was inevitable that this book would begin, because the things that happened put me in a search that I didn't expect, cause a Marathon, like life, is an adventure that challenges you completely. At times, you can enjoy it, but you also have to suffer through it. Sometimes you run up a hill, but then you have to run back down again. It can be either cold or hot, either way it's hell. There are moments of absolute beauty, and you feel strong. At other times, you want to give up; to throw in the towel. Some miles seem to disappear in an instant but others seemingly last forever. Again, just like in life, in a way. Not exactly alike, of course, since there are some differences. First of all, one is born into this life without ever asking for it, or at least that's what it seems like. When you run a marathon, however, you're there by choice. It's crazy, right? What disease is this where a person decides to face such a challenge? Especially when you compare it to staying home asleep on a Sunday. Why would 44 thousand crazy people in Mexico City, 50 thousand in Paris, 2 thousand in Papantla and 14 thousand more in Rome, train themselves for years? Just to put the body and will through pains we weren't even aware existed?


      Whenever I talk about a marathon, I'm not just referring to the 26 mile-long race. No, the marathon begins months and sometimes even years before we ever hear the gunshot: it begins when you hear the call.


      It's like an entrepreneur's pitch, the presentation doesn't start when you start talking. It's long before that. It's rehearsals, research and the construction of an idea. Sometimes, it begins to germinate even farther back than that.


      Marathons don't break out at the starting line, they break out in your mind the moment you receive the call, the moment you accept it and throw yourself into this quest, full-on, to whatever consequences.


      Several times, I refused the call.


      Not only was I not interested in running. It seemed to me a pointless activity. “It's just a bunch of idiots running around and around. Just like farm animals”, I would say.


      My passion growing up had been playing soccer. One day, however, I realized all the younger players were simply running circles around me. I had neither the speed nor the physical condition to compete. It was so bad, in fact, I couldn't even finish a whole game. Many of my friends, those of my same age group, had retired by then. They would blame their jobs, their wife, their kids. I knew if I wanted to keep playing, I had to change my habits. My sole objective, then, was to improve my physical condition by running 30 minutes three days a week. Back in those days, that felt like martyrdom. I couldn't catch my breath, I tried counting the minutes expecting the fucking running session to finish, God damnit! Each time, I hated more this activity I hated this activity more.


      I was so fed-up I started to hallucinate. I was seeing runners everywhere. Friends, clients, the people I admired —Nacho, Rene, Dany, Arturo and Luisa— would pop up and run. I was convinced that running was an activity for brainless idiots but that stopped making sense since the smartest people I knew were runners. The true revelation came, however, while I was telling Nacho about this Japanese novel I was reading. I told him I had already read several books by the same author: Kafka on the Shore, 1Q84, Tokyo Blues… I told Nacho I loved the author's rhythm —it hypnotized me— and also his imagination, which was fascinating. I told Nacho this Japanese man was quickly becoming one of my favorite writers. Nacho simply replied that he loved Haruki Murakami also. And by the way, did I happen to know he was a fanatic runner? I couldn't believe it. Even my new favorite writer was baiting me into running.


      Nacho then gave me Murakami's book on running, and what it running meant to the author)4 I still remember how Murakami tells about the amounts of sunblock he would have to wear, to run for a couple of hours in Hawaii. Even more significant, he pointed out that's how he came up with so many of his stories. Running made him a better novelist. I closed the book and decided — for the first time in my life — to run 10 kilometers. I ran them on an old tar track, beat up by the rain, at the sporting ground near my house. The first laps were, as always, martyrdom. Even more so, apparently, since I was running on a 400-meter track, and that meant running 25 everlasting laps just to reach 10 kilometers. Trying to find a way to keep my mind busy, first I was counting every lap I ran, then I counted them in pairs. Then, I tried subtracting from the laps I still had to run. And anything worked. I tried to focus fully on my breathing, but I discovered that my breath was more desperate than me, until I focused on music:


      They will not force us.5


      That's what the tune said, in reference to some outer space aliens trying to dominate Earth. As I listen to the music, the tar track becomes in an alien battlefield. Matt Bellamy's beats, and otherworldly sound had helped me to connect myself. I had found the soundtrack to my own movie; I was a survivor; and I would be victorious along with my species.


      They will not control us, we will be victorious.


      …the lyrics said again. I found myself full of energy then, imagining a dormant power inside of me activating. I wasn't aware of this power, but it gave me back the force; music was the catalyst to make me the character of one fictional story that absorbs me and raises me up.


      The aliens never captured me. But even so, I still wasn't grasping the importance this moment would hold over my life.


      Only after I had finished running the 10 kilometers —and felt the euphoria of this new drug begin to fade— did I then switch to a walk. I was walking home and my legs felt like lead, but I could realize the journey had been fucking awesome: as if colors had been switched on, and new characters and feelings had appeared in my mind. I called Dany:


      —Listen, man, you won't believe this. I know I've been making fun of you ever since that Sunday when I went to that race with you. I told you only an insane person would wake up, voluntarily, at 5 o'clock am just to attend a collective torture, remember? Now I'm swallowing my own words because I ran 10 kilometers and I really liked it.


      —That's great, George! You'll have to compete in one of these races now. Then you'll know how it feels —he insisted.


      —Let's not get carried away, though, Dany. Yes, I enjoyed my run, and I wanted to let you know. But my religion is still soccer. Running is just a supplement”. Murakami talked about running, but the soccer prophet himself —Juan Villoro— had claimed in his soccer bible6: “God is Round”.


      Later that night, I checked my email: “You're now signed up for the XXV edition of the Atlas half-marathon”. Goddam Dany, he had signed me up without even asking.


      Sometimes, you get to pick your own adventures. Other times, you're invited. In some cases, you're just dragged along.


      Thanks to my training, my physical condition improved greatly, and I kept on playing soccer. As time went by, though, and my physical condition continued to improve, I found I had a crush on the streets rather than the soccer field. Even I who had always liked the soccer ball had dumped her.


      It wasn't a choice, I simply fell in love. I was dragged into it; and I finally took the call. My heart became a marathonist.


      Still, I couldn't have guessed the answers I would find, and the way they'd reach spaces much farther than the realm of sport.
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      Each of us receives the call.

      Even if we refuse it, it will still haunt us

      Maybe we'll be thrown into it.

      If we keep refusing and we don't dare to cross that archway, then, we'll find sadness in our eyes, without knowing where it came from, because one day we'll forget that

      adventure had indeed come calling.

      We'd become people without any jolts in life.

      We would have been in a life where death is commonplace.
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      I believe you haven't fully grasped the meaning of the call when you're waiting in the corral. You can only begin to understand it once you leave the archway, and start running.


      We're about to break out now: The Mexico City Marathon. The Marine's Band are is playing “Guadalajara”, my hometown's song. And I'm getting fired up; it's 7:05 am, and thousands of runners are about to cross the threshold.


      —C'mon Danny, we're up —I tell him.


      —All right, mother fucker, let's give it everything —He says.


      On your marks, get set…


      
        


        3 The following are the exceptions: The Olympics, the World Championships in Athletics, the Pan American Games and the Boston Marathon. Amateurs-amateurs are allowed to compete in these, but have to meet certain qualifying standards. The time to run in order to qualify varies depending on age groups.


        4 Haruki Murakami, What I Talk about When I Talk about Running Tusquets, 2010.


        5 “Uprising”, by Muse.


        6 Juan Villoro, God is Round, 2006.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        What about you, what's #YourOwnMarathon?


        What challenge is calling you today?


        Will you give it a name?


        You know it's your marathon. There have been

        signals all along that point out: “Here's your challenge”.

        Sometimes, you get to pick, it's voluntary.

        Other times, life drags you along. Maybe a

        friend singed you up for the race.


        If you want to build a bridge between Marathon and

        the most important challenge in your life, just follow the code:
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      MÉXICO


      Battle of the storm

    

  


  
    
      The origin of your route
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      Going back to the origin means finding the strength we need in our mother's womb.

    

  


  
    
      1st Mile


      The race broke out in the middle of the Historic Center for the first time since the Olympic Marathon back in 1968. The starting point was right in front of the National Palace.


      —I feel better than ever.


      —It's the perfect day —Danny replied.


      We're going through El Zócalo, that enormous square in the Historic Center of the city, surrounded by the National Palace and the Cathedral, and just a few blocks away from the Templo Mayor of Tenochtitlan. Our beginning, as Mexicans, was through that painful combination of the Aztecs and the Spaniards. That's the womb we went through. We spot a sign that reads “The origin of your route"; it's the slogan of the race.


      I glance towards my right side at the Palace of Fine Arts, and then to the Central Alameda, where the hemicycle which honors Benito Juárez stands: there are no foreign enemies lurking by.


      Once we arrive at the Paseo de la Reforma we have to take a right. Dany tells me we might be going just a little bit too fast. Thirty seconds per kilometer faster than we'd planned. It takes its toll, going too fast in the first kilometers. Which is why I try to slow down, this isn't the hundred-meter dash, after all. But still, it isn't easy; there's euphoria when you break out amongst thousands of people right in a Historic Landmark, and it's easy to just let go and burn out, it's happened to me before, several times; I break out like a race horse, but then, I simply burst out. These memories help me keep my speed in check, since I'm trying to achieve a record, and the first goal is being able to control myself. I have to control my pacing, and then I've got the rhythm right: control, control, control, now I follow the plan perfectly.


      For Dany, however, this isn't the main event; he's merely preparing himself for his first Ironman. He's here to support me and also for his training. He tells me that he'll help me up until we reach the middle of the competition, and then he'll slow down and finish the race.


      Now we go over our strategy: he reminds me we're supposed to split the race in four parts and then a bonus. Each part consists of 6 miles and an additional bonus of 2.18 miles. He tells me that I should only put 50% of my effort in the initial 6 miles, and only afterwards speed up, gradually, always watching the terrain.


      Just like Dany, I'm enrolled in an online training platform, where they help us out with work-out routines, programs and advice. Last night, they sent us a video to keep in mind that we have to stick to the plan. Just in case, I wrote it down with a marker on my forearm, as if it were a tattoo to remind myself that I'm in the middle of a lifetime which consists of 26 miles. So, I stick to the plan, and I hold it in, because this isn't a sprint. It's a long-distance run.


      My line of work involves creativity, so sticking to a plan isn't exactly my strong suit. I'm supposed to change plans, to tear them apart in order to create something new. Today, however, I promise myself to do something different, in order to separate myself from my previous failures.


      This is my paradox: I have to act conservatively in order to beat all my previous times.


      Dany tells me he has the entire strategy down in his wristwatch, which looked like it was stolen from an astronaut's movie set, and tells me the watch will make a noise as soon as we're going too fast or too slow.


      The beginning of your route. I turn off my own wristwatch, so I can guide myself through Dany for the first 12 miles.


      2nd Mile


      We continue with our run through the origins of this city, near the old location of the most important market of the Aztecs, Tlatelolco. As I write this, I can see apartment buildings, and I know that somewhere behind them is the Square of the Three Cultures, the landmark where so many students were slaughtered. It was during the same year of the Olympics, a year of worldwide disturbances: 1968.


      Tlatelolco reminds Dany of his own origins. He points out to me that we're just a few blocks away from the Gonzalo Castañeda Hospital: “That's where I was born, George, and now I'm literally starting a marathon in the very origin of my route. It's like in life we keep going back to the departing point; one way or another”.


      I believe that in Marathon, what matters most is not what happens on the outside. It's in the meanings we attribute to such things. Dany could've easily believed that Tlatelolco and the Hospital were mere buildings. But he could see the meaning behind them, the symbolism in beginning a marathon right where he was born.


      All of us —the thousands of runners here— might've easily believed that we're only running, mile after mile, like it we were a bunch of blindfolded assholes. But we can also give a meaning to today's challenge, like Joseph Campbell said: “Life has no meaning. Each of us has meaning and we bring it to life”.


      
        Dany's first marathon also held its own meaning. It was in Torreon.7 His mother had been diagnosed with cancer, and Dany had only trained for a half marathon, but still, he went. And he ran 26 miles. He felt like it was the only thing he could do for her: to pour out all of his efforts and his thoughts, and to give them out to her.


        When he finished, it was rough on him, since he hadn't been able to prepare himself for the entire challenge. Nonetheless, he told me the race had been worth it, since it had its own meaning.

      


      We are always going back to the origin, either literally or symbolically. We're beginning new adventures and we're born again. We go back to where we found something, where we were happy or we weren't. We go again.


      The origin is the womb, the mother. The place where we feel warm again, protected, back to being just born, and where we find the springboard to this life.


      
        The origin of my life wasn't a marathon, it was an ultramarathon. My mom had to put in a whole 18 hours of labor into it.


        I wanted to be born, but couldn't. She tells me that in those 18 hours, of racing to be born, she alternately prayed a holy father, only to swear and call the doctors mother fuckers afterwards; I was fighting, fighting to complete the race, fighting to be born. But still, I couldn't. I cramped up and the blessed mother fucker doctors had to help me. They used some horrid metal clamps, called forceps. Luckily, they only messed up my face, and not my brain —that's what they said— And as I grew, the scar started to fade, and finally, all that was left was a tiny mark on my chin.


        My origin was an hours-long battle. I guess that's why I'm drawn to these long-distance runs. Whenever I wish to connect with the strength of my origin, I pray a Holy Father or I say mother fucker to everybody, both make me feel wonderful. I read that fighting is easy for those of us who were born with the assistance of a pair of forceps, we love to battle, the difficult thing is receiving help, to flow. So, when I want to get away from the spirit of the forceps and all this war, I prefer going away and finding myself a different origin. I have some coffee and milk, and that takes me back to those nights when my mom joined me, didn't say anything, and let me get on with my school work, late into the night.


        During my first marathon I found yet another origin, and a different starting point. Back then, it had been exactly 20 years since I back-packed for the first time in my life. I offered to give lectures out for free, and they took my offer in many schools and even in some businesses of Mexico. Since I didn't have any money, I worked loading ham in a food processing plant. And with Luis and Fer, my brothers and my friends, we travelled through Mexico with one hundred and sixty bucks each: which is the equivalent of two pairs of sneakers, according to the amateur runner index. We travelled from Papantla, Veracruz to Oaxaca, going through Tabasco, Yucatan and Chiapas. We slept in bus stations, and ate as guests in the houses of our hosts. And so that journey became my first marathon in the world of being a speaker. Papantla, Veracruz was the womb of my profession, Tonacayohua the Goddess of Vanilla was the mother of my first adventure in life as a lecturer, that's why I returned to her lap to run my first marathon.


        Back when I ran my first race, the Atlas half marathon (Dany made me), I felt so fine that when I finished, I was certain I would run a full marathon. I knew I had found something that was part of me. I loved being one of those idiots who simply ran and ran. I searched for options, and found that in eight months' time the Papantla-Tajin Eco-Marathon in Veracruz was taking place. Given that Papantla had also been my staring point as a lecturer, I found it very symbolic to go back there and be born again, this time as a marathon runner. I couldn't have imagined what was coming.


        The race broke out at the main square, and then you had to leave that warm and colorful place to immerse yourself in the tropical jungle of Veracruz. Just as when you're born, you're thrown from a warm and cozy place only to find yourself in the middle of a jungle.


        Most of the path was very green, and there were moments when the sun couldn't reach you; the underbrush was very dense. There weren't many people standing by the route, but once we reached the farmlands, there were a few who were giving out fruit and their support. However, I never saw so many ambulances involved in a race. They were picking up people suffering from heat stroke. Not surprising, since these were the conditions: 102 Fº and 97% humidity.


        A few kilometers before the finish line someone yelled to me: “You have to take a right”. So, I replied, “Which right?”, since I no longer knew what that even meant. All the suffering was worth it, thanks to my seven-year-old daughter, Sofi, who was there waiting for me and gave me her hand to carry me those last half miles. It was the first adventure of my brand-new life. All my wariness seemed very small now in comparison to the feeling of arrival, which was at the Ceremonial Center of Tajin, right next to the Pyramid of the Niches. A film was playing in my head; I was a Totonac warrior, a survivor from a battle returning to claim victory in the name of his Cacique.


        Two thousand five hundred years ago, the first marathon broke out. This was a race with plenty of meaning. The Athenians were competing with the Persians: had the Persians won, they'd have reached Athens and raped the women there. However, the Athenian women would never have allowed this. They had a pact amongst them; if the Greeks lost, they'd kill themselves. So, the meaning was: We'd rather take our own lives than lose our honor.


        The Greeks prevailed, but they weren't able to reach Athens in time to claim their victory; no Wi-Fi back in those days. It was up to Pheidippides to run 26 miles8 which he completed in time to let the women know the Greeks had triumphed. He saved their lives, and then, due to the fatigues of war, injuries and effort, he collapsed and died.


        Nowadays, when we say the word Marathon we immediately think of those 26 miles. If we were to think of the origin, however, we would realize a Marathon is no ordinary race: it's also something heroic. When we consider things this way, being an entrepreneur, for example, or winning a battle with a disease or with your own body weight; these are all different kinds of marathons. Any act that involves our body and our mind to the degree that can be considered this way. Marathons are achievements that hold meaning. Just like Pheidippides ran those 26 miles, every time we face a marathon or some other kind of challenge, we're giving out a message that needs no words. Our own effort sends a message.
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