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Dedication

The 27th Mile is dedicated to the memory
of:

 


Martin Richard

Krystle Campbell

Lu Lingzi

Sean Collier

 


and to everyone injured on Boylston Street at
the 2013 Boston Marathon.



 Write on
Hereford, Left on Boylston

The Boston Marathon occupies a unique
position in the world of running. The race is a monument, created
over 117 years from the struggles of hundreds of thousands of
runners attempting to celebrate the spirit of Pheidippides with a
victory over the distance. The foundation of that monument is the
love and support from the millions more who have cheered the
runners on their way.

In 2013, that edifice was attacked.

Johnny Kelley must have been shocked when he
heard the thunder, looked down from above, and saw smoke rising
from near the finish line he crossed fifty-eight times on Patriots
Days past.

One thing is always present after any
tragedy: the powerful human need to help. First responders rushing
towards the blast as others ran away, runners tearing IVs from
their arms in the medical tent to make room for those with greater
needs, Boston area residents interrupting their lives to abet
police officers as they tracked down the perpetrators.

We’re a group of writers who run and friends
who wanted, in some small way, to be part of that effort. We got
together to create the book you hold in your hands. It is dedicated
to everyone who loves running or runners—first and foremost to
those who were killed or injured, but to the rest of us, too. In
particular, the book is dedicated to the people who, even as they
eat dinner with their family, put in another eight hours at work,
or sit and read this book, have already planned when they’ll go out
for their next run.

Within this book, you’ll find stories about
and reflections upon the events of Marathon Monday 2013. Many good
things happened on April 15, mostly in spite of the bombing, but
sometimes because of it. We want to remember those while we mourn
the people who were lost and feel sorrow for those who were
injured.

You’ll also find pieces that extol the
spirit that first got us out on the roads to run, that brought us
to Boston on a sunny spring day, and that will bring us back to
Hopkinton next year, and in the years that follow. This is the
spirit we celebrate every time we go for a run, whatever the
distance. Thanks for celebrating with us.

 


All proceeds from sales of
The 27th Mile will go to
charity in memory of the victims of the tragedy on Boylston St. Please tell your
friends about this book. For more info, visit our web site at  http://www.y42k.com/books/the-27th-mile/ or contact us at the27thmile@y42k.com.



 An Open Letter from Past
Boston Champions


Contributed by Amby
Burfoot

We, the undersigned
Boston Marathon champions, wish to offer our deepest sympathies to
the individuals and families harmed by Monday’s tragic bomb
explosions.

At the same time, we
express our appreciation to the citizens of Boston, who have
embraced us for so many years, and we likewise declare our support
for all future Boston Marathons. We shall return.

Some of us will toe
the starting line again next April, even though we had no such
intention before Monday’s events. Others will return to swell the
sideline and sidewalk crowds more fully than ever before. All of
us, even if not present in person, will be there in
spirit.

The Boston Marathon
has long been known for its start in rural Hopkinton, its
screeching coeds at Wellesley College, and its leg-searing
Heartbreak Hill. These, however, are mere geographies. To us, the
essence of Boston has always been its huge, supportive crowds—the
biggest, loudest, and most knowledgeable in the running
world.

Those killed and
wounded on Monday had gathered at the finish-line area with a
single purpose: to cheer for Boston marathoners. That makes them
part of our extended family. When they cheer for one Boston runner,
they cheer for all of us.

We will never forget
this year’s victims or the millions like them who line the
Hopkinton-to-Boston streets each April, challenging us to be our
best. Without them, we could not run so strong or reach our
goals.

We know they will be
back next April in greater numbers than ever and more enthusiastic
than ever. They are resilient, they are defiant, and they are
enduring. So are we.

We agree with
President Obama, who said in Boston: “Next year, on the third
Monday in April, the world will return to this great American city
to run harder than ever, and to cheer even louder, for the 118th
Boston Marathon. Bet on it.”

We’re betting on it.
We shall return.

 


Sincerely,

Gayle Barron:
1978

Sara Mae Berman: 1969,
1970, 1971

Amby Burfoot:
1968

Jack Fultz:
1976

Roberta Gibb: 1966,
1967, 1968

Jacqueline Hansen:
1973

Ron Hill:
1970

Nina Kuscsik:
1972

Greg Meyer:
1983

Lorraine Moller:
1984

Uta Pippig: 1994,
1995, 1996

Lisa Weidenbach
Rainsberger: 1985

Bill Rodgers: 1975,
1978, 1979, 1980

Allison Roe:
1981

Alberto Salazar:
1982

Joan Benoit Samuelson:
1979, 1983

 


This piece previously appeared on
multiple running-related web sites.




So I Went for a Run


by Mark
Remy

I was angry, so I went
for a run. And things got better.

 


I was confused, so I
went for a run. And things got better.

 


I was exhausted, so I
went for a run. And things got better.

 


I was lost, unsure,
empty, afraid. Certain that whatever was left of my sanity had
snapped, had come untethered and floated away, to a place so high
and remote that I would never see it again, and that even if I did,
I wouldn’t recognize it.

 


So I went for a run.
And things got better.

 


I felt like things
could not possibly get worse, so I went for a run. And things got
better.

 


(Another time, I felt
like things could not get much better. I went for a run. Things got
much better.)

 


After enough miles,
over enough runs and enough years, I realized: No matter what, no
matter when, or where, or why, I can find my shoes and go for a run
and things will get better.

 


And that realization?
Just knowing that?

 


It made things
better.

 


Mark Remy is an editor at large for
Runner’s World and a veteran
of 22 marathons, including six Boston Marathons. He writes the
popular Remy’s World column on RunnersWorld.com and is the author
of three books, including The Runner’s
Rule Book. He lives in eastern Pennsylvania with
his wife and two children. For more, visit markremy.com.
“So I Went for a Run” originally appeared on
runnersworld.com.




Running Revolution


by Jeff
Galloway

I was running before
it caught on in America. Then in the late 60s I began to see a
trickle of other runners out on the roads I once ran alone. By the
early 70s, there were more, and now, millions are out running
regularly. It seemed to have been a natural evolution, but in
retrospect I can pinpoint a few key people who helped propel
running into the revolution we now see in our towns and cities:
three teachers — Arthur Lydiard, Bill Bowerman and Dr. Kenneth
Cooper; and three runners — Amby Burfoot, Frank Shorter and Bill
Rodgers. There were many others of course, but these six were
catalysts, reflecting and magnifying the spirit of the times. They
were at the right places, at the right time, with the right
inspiration for the new outlook that was crucial to the birth of
fitness running.

 


Running in New
Zealand

In the 1940s, Arthur
Lydiard, a former rugby player, overweight and working on the line
at a New Zealand shoe factory, decided he had to make a change in
his own life. Playing rugby on weekends had done nothing to deflate
the spare tire around his middle, so he decided he’d try to run off
the excess weight. But watching the local runners of the day was
discouraging. They sped around and around the track at full speed
until they collapsed. “No pain, no gain” was the philosophy of the
day.

Arthur wanted to get
in shape, but not that way. Instead, he took to the open New
Zealand roads and embarked on a conditioning program of long, slow
runs. Over the months he lost weight. Over the years he became
addicted to running and discovered a long-hidden competitive
spirit. He began to wonder how he might fare in a marathon and soon
Lydiard the jogger became Lydiard the racer. He eventually came to
represent New Zealand in the 1951 Commonwealth
Games.

A few local youngsters
had begun running with Lydiard and eventually they asked if he’d be
their coach. Lydiard agreed and developed his own program,
emphasizing long slow runs, into a sequence of running workouts for
his students. In the 1960 Rome Olympics, three of these
neighborhood kids — Peter Snell, Murray Halberg and Barry Magee —
won distance running medals. Lydiard became an acclaimed public
figure and a national hero.

You might say Lydiard
invented jogging. After the Olympics, he was frequently invited to
speak to groups of sedentary men and women in their 30s, 40s and
beyond. The people he talked to began to sense that they, like the
formerly overweight rugby player, could run gently and improve
their physical condition. Running not only could take off the
weight but could be fun. Lydiard transformed the public’s image of
running from an intense, tedious, painful activity into a social,
civilized component of the active New Zealand lifestyle. The
credibility of the Olympic medals gave Lydiard a platform from
which to reach millions. He got them out of their chairs and onto
the roads in the early 60s, and the underground running movement
began.

 


Jogging in
America

Bill Bowerman is one
of the most successful track coaches in the United States, but his
role in bringing jogging to America is of even greater importance.
In the winter of 1962, shortly after his University of Oregon
four-mile relay team broke the world record, an invitation came for
a match race with the team from New Zealand, the previous world
record holders. Bowerman and his team were the guests of Arthur
Lydiard.

“The first Sunday I
was down there,” Bowerman recalled in Bill Dellenger’s
book, The Running Experience, “Lydiard asked me if I wanted to go out for a run with a
local jogging club. I was used to going out and walking 55 yards,
jogging 55 yards, going about a quarter of a mile and figuring I
had done quite a bit … . We went out and met a couple hundred
people in a park — men, women, children, all ages and sizes. I was
still full of breakfast as Lydiard pointed toward a hill in the
distance and said we were going to run to Two Pine Knoll. It looked
about l ½ miles away. We took off and I wasn’t too bad for about ½
mile, and then we started up this hill. God, the only thing that
kept me alive was the hope that I’d die. I moved right to the back
of the group and an old fellow, I suppose he was around 70 years
old, moved back with me and said, ‘I see you’re having trouble.’ I
didn’t say anything — because I couldn’t. So we took off down the
hill and got back about the same time the people did who had
covered the whole distance.”

Bowerman, then 50,
spent six weeks in New Zealand and ran every day. He lost nearly
ten pounds and reduced his waistline by four inches. By the time he
returned to Oregon, he had learned to jog — slowly and comfortably.
As soon as he arrived home, he got a call from Jerry Uhrhammer, a
sportswriter from the Eugene Register Guard. Uhrhammer wanted to
know how the team had run, but Bowerman was much more excited about
what he’d learned about jogging. Uhrhammer, who later became a
jogger after open-heart surgery, published several articles based
on Bowerman’s revelations. Bowerman began staging Sunday morning
runs and Uhrhammer publicized them.

Interest in the Sunday
runs grew and Bowerman was asked to hold classes and clinics for
neighborhood groups in Eugene. He did so, using some of his great
Oregon distance runners as instructors. Before long Bowerman was
overwhelmed with requests for information on this new phenomenon,
so in 1966 he wrote a 20-page pamphlet —
Jogging — with a Eugene
cardiologist, Dr. Waldo Harris. The following year he published an
expanded version of Jogging, which eventually sold over a million copies. The seeds of
the jogging movement had been firmly planted in American
soil.

 


Aerobics for
Fitness

By 1960, more
Americans were dying of heart disease than any other malady. A
generation of Americans had leaped too quickly into the “good
life.”

People worked
relatively hard until the mid-1940s. Finances kept meat consumption
down and vegetable consumption up. Postwar prosperity, however,
ushered in more leisure time, sedentary jobs and the funds to buy
meat, cream, butter … . The rate of heart disease climbed
rapidly.

The Air Force became
concerned when its pilots started dying of heart failure, often
bringing multi-million dollar planes down with them. Air Force
officials showed great interest when one of its young doctors,
Kenneth Cooper, suggested a study to see if exercise could
influence the risk factor in heart disease.

Cooper had been doing
his medical residency in Boston when Bill Bowerman returned from
New Zealand. A high school and college track star (he ran a 4:18
mile), Cooper had high blood pressure and had gained 40 pounds
after medical school and internship. One day, as he recalls
in The Aerobics Program for Total
Well-Being, he decided to go water
skiing. Having been an expert skier in his youth, he “… put on a
slalom ski, told the driver to accelerate immediately to almost 30
miles per hour, and prepared to have a great time, just like in the
old days.

“But I was in for a
surprise.

“Within three to four
minutes I was totally exhausted, and I suddenly began to feel
nauseated and weak. I told the boat driver to stop and get me back
to land as quickly as possible. For the next 30 minutes, as I lay
in nauseous agony on the shore, my head was spinning — and I
honestly couldn’t put a series of logical thoughts
together.”

This experience had
the same effect on Cooper that the Sunday New Zealand run had on
Bill Bowerman. He embarked upon an exercise and diet program that
brought his weight down from 210 to 170 and reduced his body fat
from 30% to 14%. His enthusiasm about exercise and the heart
disease factor in airplane crashes convinced the Air Force brass of
the value of his proposed testing program. The results of his
studies were published in the landmark book
Aerobics.

Cooper’s book was a
popular explanation of the facts that were beginning to pile up —
that the good life would be cut short by poor eating habits, and
that exercise could overcome many of the risk factors. Americans
were receptive to these ideas. What good were a fine home, family
and income without the good health to enjoy them?

Cooper’s aim was to
counteract the great lethargy and inactivity of most Americans by
demonstrating the benefits of regular exercise. Most importantly,
he showed how to do it. His point system gave even out-of-shape
beginners a guide to exercise. Millions of today’s fit Americans
owe their good health to
Aerobics.

 


The Final Push for
Runners

Just as the Olympic
medals provided the fuel for Lydiard’s fitness wildfire in New
Zealand, Olympic success by Americans showed fellow citizens that
they, too, could be distance runners. Prior to the 1964 Tokyo
Olympics, there had been only one gold medal won by an American
distance runner since 1908 — Horace Ashenfelter in the 1952
steeplechase.

All this changed in
the Tokyo Olympics when Billy Mills, a complete unknown, upset
Australian star Ron Clark and Tunisian Mohamed Gammoudi to win the
10,000 meters. Four days later, American Bob Schul won the gold
medal in the 5000 meters, and one second back in third place was
Bill Dellenger, a 30-year-old high school track coach from
Springfield, Oregon.

After years of small
fields, the number of entries in major U.S. road races began to
increase. In 1964 the Boston Marathon, the country’s oldest road
race, topped 300 entries for the first time. In 1967, it went to
479; in 1970, 1150. San Francisco’s Bay to Breakers showed a
similar growth. From a field of 15 in 1963, there were 124 the
following year, 1241 in 1969 and 75,000 in 1984!

Although there were
more racers each year, Americans had still not won the country’s
most important marathon — Boston — since 1957, when a schoolteacher
from Groton, Connecticut named John J. Kelley broke the course
record. After Kelley’s victory, the Finns and Japanese dominated
the event until 1968 when another New Englander, also from Groton
and coached by Kelley, won. The now historic victory by my college
roommate Amby Burfoot inspired thousands of recreational runners to
take up the burgeoning sport.

Then, in the early
1970s, Frank Shorter, a Yale graduate and law student, developed
into a national-class distance runner while a former track star in
Oregon — Kenny Moore — moved off the track onto the roads and
finished second in the 1970 Fukoka Marathon.

In 1971, both Shorter
and Moore qualified for the Pan Am Games Marathon, which Shorter
went on to win. Kenny Moore was a writer who went to work
for Sports Illustrated where he wrote some inspiring accounts of world-class running
that appealed to millions of readers.

The force of the
American fitness revolution was magnified in 1972 at the Munich
Olympics by ABC Sports, which selected the marathon as one of their
feature events. That Shorter beat one of the greatest fields ever
assembled by more than two minutes was final confirmation that
Americans could indeed be successful distance
athletes.

Further proof was
provided a few years later when Bill Rodgers surprised everyone by
winning the 1975 Boston Marathon. He went on to win it in 1978,
1979 and 1980. The likeable Rodgers had a young-kid-like energy and
openness so different from the cocky professional athletes of the
day. He was accessible to the countless fans who lined up after the
races to talk to him and he seldom refused an
autograph

Just as Lydiard,
Bowerman and Cooper were teachers who awakened an interest in the
benefits of regular exercise, so Burfoot, Shorter and Rodgers (all
from the “baby boom” generation) provided inspiration at key times
to the country’s growing group of runners. Americans knew that
physical activity was the secret to their future health, and that
running, for many, was the common denominator.

 


Jeff Galloway was an All-American
collegiate athlete and a member of the 1972 US Olympic Team in the
10,000 meters. He remains a competitive athlete, with a successful
masters running career. Galloway’s quest for injury-free marathon
training led him to develop a low mileage training program, the
Galloway RUN-WALK method, which has a success rate of over 98%. For
more, visit www.jeffgalloway.com.
“Running Revolution” is an excerpt from Galloway’s Book on Running.




It’s a
Miracle


by Lawrence
Block

I’m sorry I can’t
remember learning to walk. Because it was a miracle. Oh, not a
personal miracle—although, given my own innate clumsiness, it might
well have been a marginally greater achievement for me than for the
average incipient toddler. No, I’ve come to believe that learning
to walk is a remarkable accomplishment for the entire human
species, and not so much a miracle of evolution as a triumph of the
will.

Nobody’s born knowing
how to do it. Grazing animals are on their feet and walking from
the moment their mothers drop them; they have to be, or they won’t
keep up with the herd. But human infants are born as helpless as
hamsters, and walking is something they have to learn. Or teach
themselves, one might say. You can’t read the manual, and, except
by example, it’s not something your parents can teach you. You
crawl for a while, and then you stand up, and then you fall down.
And you stand up and fall down again, and then the time comes when
you stand up and take a few steps before falling
down.

And so
on.

And here’s what makes
it a miracle: Every child, but for the severely handicapped, does
all this and does it successfully. Some are early walkers, some are
late walkers. Some fall a little and some fall a lot. But, sooner
or later, everybody walks. Nobody gets discouraged. Nobody gives
up. Everybody stays with the program. And all this with no reward
promised or punishment threatened, no hope of heaven or fear of
hell, no carrot and no stick. Fall, rise, fall, rise, fall,
rise—and walk.

Amazing.

Imagine, if you will,
an adult in similar circumstances. Imagine the thoughts running
through the adult mind:

The hell with this.
What’s the point in getting up when I’m only going to fall back
down again? If I keep this up I’m only going to hurt myself. And
look like all kinds of a damn fool while I’m at it.

What was so bad about
crawling? I was pretty good at it. I got around just fine. Why
would God give us hands and knees if he didn’t expect us to get
from place to place on them?

Who says everybody’s
meant to walk? It works for some people, but that doesn’t mean it
works for everybody. You need balance, for one thing, and you need
good foot-eye coordination, and some of us aren’t gifted in those
departments.

I hate falling down.
Makes me feel like a failure. Why reinforce that feeling by
repeating the process?

It’s
hopeless.

What’s the point,
anyway? I mean, it’s not as if there’s anyplace I really have to
get to. What’s so bad about right here?

Screw it. If
crawling’s not good enough for them, they can pick me up and carry
me. Because I’ve had it.

I
quit.

But that never
happens. I couldn’t begin to guess what goes through a kid’s mind
when he’s learning to walk, but I don’t think the possibility of
giving up ever enters into the equation. Sooner or later he learns.
And, once he learns, he never forgets.

……….

It was the spring of
1977, and I was living in a second-floor rear tenement apartment on
Bleecker at Sullivan Street. I walked up Sullivan two blocks to
Washington Square Park, stood on the sidewalk alongside the park
facing east, and began to run. I proceeded counterclockwise around
the little park. It’s not microscopic, the circumference comes to
just about five-eighths of a mile. (In other words, a kilometer,
but I wasn’t thinking in metric terms. Later, when I ran races
measured in kilometers, the word would have more meaning to
me.)

I couldn’t run the
whole way around. I ran as far as I could, until I had to walk and
catch my breath. I walked until I felt I could run again, and ran
until I had to walk again, and so on. I circled the park five
times, which I figured came to three miles. Then I walked home, and
took a shower that no one could have called
premature.

I did this every
morning.

My running wasn’t much
more than a shuffle, and I’m not sure I even called it running. I
may have used the term “jogging,” which was getting a lot of use at
the time. I wouldn’t use it now. There is, it seems to me,
something both patronizing and trivializing about the term. If
you’re jogging, you’re taking it easy. You’re plugging away at it
to keep in shape. It’s good exercise, it’ll help you keep your
weight down, and if what they say is true, it’ll work wonders for
your cardiovascular system.

But it’s not exactly
athletic, is it? Dr. George Sheehan, a distinguished runner,
writer, and physician, was once asked the difference between a
jogger and a runner. “A race number,” he replied.

Whatever it was, I did
it every day. It wasn’t like learning to ride a bike, or even like
learning to walk in the first place, because there was no falling
down involved. I ran until I had to walk, walked until I was able
to run. The day came when I ran all the way around the park, a full
five-eighths of a mile, before I had to walk. And there was another
day, not too long afterward, when I was able to run for the whole
three miles. Five laps, three miles, running all the
way.

Who’d have thought
it?

In a word,
nobody.

For almost 39 years,
if you saw me running, you knew I had a bus to catch—and that I’d
probably miss it. I was born overweight and out of breath, and by
the time I slimmed down some, I’d been smoking cigarettes for
several years.

Back in seventh and
eighth grades, they had a citywide running competition. At PS 66,
the gym teacher, Mr. Geoghan, stood there with a stopwatch and had
us run the length of the playground. He timed us in the 75-yard
dash, and I wasn’t the very slowest in my class, but I came
close.

My freshman year in
high school, my friend Ronnie Benice announced that he and another
fellow, Ron Feldman, were going to try out for the cross-country
team. I didn’t even know what that was. “Come on along,” he
suggested. He explained what cross-country was, and I thought he
was out of his mind. Run? Over hill and dale? Me? You’re kidding,
right? Both Rons ran cross-country in the fall and track in the
spring. I spoke with Ron Feldman at a reunion a couple of years
ago, and he said he still ran on a regular basis. Ron Benice is
living in Florida, but I haven’t been in touch with him in 25
years, so I have no idea if he’s still running.
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