
November 15, 1999

The Saturday after our soccer loss to Stagg, Marie and I drove out to 
Dick Pond Athletics to get �tted with a new pair of running shoes. 
Typically, I would have picked up a pair at Sportmart, ignorant about 
cushioning or how to �t shoes properly, but understood how import-
ant they would be in my success.

“Okay, so what si e do you wear and what are you going to use 
your shoes for ” The clerk gave me one of those looks that said, “this 
guy is clueless.” I had never actually spoken the words out loud.

“Si e 10½ and I m training to run the mile.”
I cringed inwardly at my bold words, ama ed they had come out 

so easily. It was like eating the corner brownie from a pan, reali ing 
you couldn t put it back. My statement suddenly made it real. He 
had me take o  my shoes and walk away and then towards him as 
he examined my feet.

“I ll be right back.”
I walked over to the section with track spikes, lifting pairs o  

the display, ama ed how light they were. Marie smiled at me but 
didn t say a word.

The clerk came back with four boxes, set them down in front of 
me and helped put on the �rst pair. I ran outside on the asphalt, doing 
the same with the other shoes, letting him know what I thought of 
each. The shoes felt great. Way better than soccer cleats.

I set the box on the counter and pulled out a credit card, suddenly 
aware of what I was doing. The purchase made it o cial. I don t know 



why, but when we left the store, I gave Marie a big hug, coming to 
grips with a new reality. I was a runner. Well, at least for now.

In mid-November when I �rst began my training, it had been easy 
to get up at six in the morning on school days and follow the same 
routine—north on Rt. 45 then east towards the oo, in the afternoons 
o  by myself through the Riverside neighborhoods.

The change of routine made it exciting, yet I obsessively avoided 
the intrusive eyes of my soccer teammates, Coach Ko ak, or anyone 
on the track team. I didn t want questions or even the slightest hint 
of what I was doing in case the plan didn t work. I worried I might 
be doing the wrong things, but it didn t stop me from training.

As December arrived and conditions worsened, I faced my �rst 
real challenge of running. Temperatures were dropping, the morn-
ings feeling more like winter than fall, and I struggled to get out of 
the warm bed. It was as tough as sticking a swollen ankle in an ice 
bath. I didn t wake up with the same enthusiasm I had three weeks 
earlier, the thought of thirty additional minutes of sleep much more 
appealing than thirty minutes of cold.

Fatigue became a constant companion, my eight hours of repose 
turning into nine as bedtime steadily crept closer to nine o clock. I 
questioned my sanity daily, wondering if I had made a good choice. 
The miles were sapping my resolve.

The last Friday before Christmas, temperatures had dropped 
dramatically overnight, the wrath of winter striking me like a moun-
tain avalanche as I turned into the wind. I lowered my head when 
a strong northwest gust pushed my trunk erect. It felt like I was 
running in place. Wind shot up my sleeves and down my neck, 
making me shiver despite the warmth of my stocking hat. The bitter 
cold told me I should have put on one more layer.

I laughed as I fondly recalled Dad s adage about sledding on cold 
winter days when I was nine or ten—“It s a one-sock day.”



“So, when are you going to tell Coach Ko ak about joining the 
track team ” Marie looked at me as we drove up Rt. 83 towards 
the mall.

“I don t want to tell anyone until I know I m ready.” I was uncer-
tain when that moment would be. “When do you think I should let 
him know ”

“There s no reason to tell him until the �rst team meeting. Is 
there  When is it ”

“The day after MLK Day. It makes me nervous to think about. I 
don t have a clue how fast I can run.”

Maybe I was making a stupid decision. Maybe I should stick to 
soccer. But then I recalled my disappointment last November and I 
got angry.

“Remember, don t tell anyone about this.”
“Chill out ” Marie looked like she was going to strangle me. “I 

won t tell a soul. But it s going to be hard to fool your mom.”
“No, I already thought of that. I told my her I ve gotta be the 

best conditioned soccer player in the state if we are to get further in 
the tournament.”

“This is exciting. I m glad you decided to do this. I think you are 
going to surprise a lot of people.” Marie smiled. “Coach Ko ak will 
certainly be happy ”

Marie was the constant, the person I could always rely on to 
provide support at times when I struggled and doubted myself. I 
honestly don t know if I would have made it through the training 
without her daily encouragement and positive attitude. She was 
always there when I was tired of the cold and she was there when I 
questioned my sanity.

The last day of winter break we got together for pi a and drove 
down to Palos for an ice cream at the Plush Horse. Marie took a lick 
of Rocky Road.

“What did you get on the Chemistry mid-term ”
“I got an 81 percent, but on my �rst test in late October I didn t 

do so good.” Marie handed me the cone. “I ll probably get a C, a C+ 



if I m lucky, despite all the help you gave me. Coach Ko ak makes a 
point of never giving an athlete a break, so there s no chance to get 
a B. At least I m getting As in English and History. And maybe in 
Spanish if I do well on the �nal.”

January 6, 2000

Thursday night before �nals began, Marie and I went to the city 
library to study, both of us desperate for a change of scenery. I was 
tired from all the training and my concentration was fading fast, 
especially in Chemistry. Finals started Monday, and I needed to put 
in more cram time or I wouldn t even get a C. The lights dimmed 
for a second and then came back on.

“Either the library is closing,” I smiled, “or that was last call.”
The start of the season was ten days away. As if she read my 

mind Marie asked, “What kind of shape do you think you re in
“It s hard to tell.” I really wasn t sure. “I know I m in much better 

shape than when I started in November. But if you asked me to guess 
a time for a mile, I d be hard pressed to give an accurate estimate
so  I was wondering could you meet me at the �eldhouse Monday 
before school and time me in a mile  Neither of us have a �nal until 
ten.” I gave her my best smile.

“Of course.”
“I m going to change when we get to school, warm up outside, 

and then be ready to go at seven. All I want you to do is read me 
the splits. Ten laps for a 1600m and my goal is 4:40, so I should hit 
twenty-eight seconds each lap. Maybe I m dreaming, but I think I 
can run this fast.”

I stood at the line in a t-shirt and soccer shorts, watching the 
janitor back towards me, his shoulders swinging side-to-side as he 
mopped the entrance area of the �eldhouse. Looking down at my 



training shoes I wished I could have borrowed some racing ats, but 
I wanted to keep any hint of this to myself. I toed the line, looked 
over to Marie and nodded.

I stood posed, staring at the ground, waiting for her mark. She 
raised her arm.

“Go ”
I took o  rapidly, quickly building speed, feeling the strain on 

my lower limbs as I circled the �rst corner. Here we go.
As I neared the line on the �rst lap Marie shouted, “Twenty-four

twenty-�ve twenty-six ” from lane three.
Dang. I knew I was a little fast, but I convinced myself two seconds 

wouldn t be a problem. Next lap: “Fifty...�fty-one...�fty-two ”
Shit! Still too quick. I mentally shrugged my shoulders. It wasn t 

like I was going to die. Was I
Warmth began to embrace my body as the muscles heated up, 

the eighteen degrees outside leaving my skin cold to the touch. My 
breathing fell into a steady pattern, deeper but more relaxed.

“1:16...1:17...1:18 ” Shit, a twenty-seven second lap. I wasn t tired 
yet but knew there would be a price for my impatience.

There was a good chance I might have stepped o  the track, 
but I felt bad making Marie get up early, so I pressed on despite 
an overwhelming desire to quit. I stared at her hand as she �nally 
showed one �nger, pulling her towards me like a �sherman reeling 
in a catch. 160 meters to go.

God, I was dead. Why did I decide to do this? I didn t know if I could 
make it. No amount of running in soccer had ever hurt this bad.

An internal monologue took over: Just keep your legs moving. Get 
down the backstretch one more time. Okay, see what you have the last eighty 
meters. C’mon. I struggled to stay tight on the inside line and drove 
my arms as hard as I could into the �nish.

I ew by Marie, watching her hand go down in my peripheral 
vision as she matched the stopwatch to my body crossing the line. 
I stopped immediately, putting hands on my knees, waiting for the 
pain to subside. My mouth was as dry as a desert, saliva caught in 



my throat like shredded wheat. I thought the worst pain was behind, 
but it continued when I stood tall, as though it had been trailing �ve 
yards behind and �nally caught up. My chest rose in a steady rhythm, 
breaths coming in rapid bursts.

Marie skipped over to me yelling something, but I was too tired 
and in too much pain for it to register. My breathing �nally slowed, 
and I turned my head to look at her, the hollowness in both ears 
�nally gone, her words beginning to register in my brain.

“Jim. Jim...you ran 4:29 ” She hopped up and down as if she had 
won the lottery. “Look at the indoor school record on the board 4:24.4. 
You only missed it by �ve seconds  Your �rst attempt at the 1600 and 
you re almost the best the school ever had ”

I broke out in a big smile. All doubt was gone. At that moment 
I knew I was ready to tell Coach Ko ak I was going to be running 
track. Finish �nals, MLK Day o  on Monday, and then the �rst prac-
tice on Tuesday.



November 27, 1967

“You interested in running an indoor meet at the University of 
Chicago  It s right before Christmas.” My face lit up as I nodded. 
Dave continued as students rushed back and forth between classes. 
“Oh, and we re going to stop out in Glen Ellyn on the way back on 
Sunday. There s a store that has running shoes. Bring money if you 
are interested in getting a pair. I m going to get some Tigers. I think 
they re called Limbers. They re cool. White with blue and red design.” 
He grinned. “I may even buy two pairs.”

The thought of owning a real running shoe was exciting. The 
Converse All-Stars I used all cross country season were killing my 
feet. I walked like an old man after every run, the pounding on my 
legs like a jackhammer each foot strike. There was a hole over my big 
toe on both shoes and the rubber tread at the heel was worn down 
to nothing. I had to run almost exclusively on grass, or my feet were 
sore all day.

I d seen pictures of the Tiger shoes in the Track & Field News Chick 
had in his PE o ce, but there were none to be found anywhere in 
Iowa. I considered buying a second pair, but twenty-four dollars 
was out of my price range. And I wasn t going to sell my coin collec-
tion. Yet.

I sat in Mrs. Lowman s English class minutes later thinking about 
the meet, suddenly nervous. I hadn t run more than �fty miles since 
the cross country season ended four weeks ago and now it was four 



days short of December 1. I had three weeks to get ready for the �rst 
indoor race of my career. What in the hell was I thinking?

“I m stoked about getting some new Tigers.” Fomby leaned 
forward from the back seat to �ddle with the radio as Dave drove 
us the four hours to Chicago. “My Adidas are on their last leg. I have 
holes over the big toe on both shoes, and they re cracked from all the 
slop we ve been running in the last few weeks.”

“So, I m curious, is your cousin hot ” Dave turned his head 
towards Fomby. “I hope she has no resemblance to you.” We all 
laughed. “Doing the nasty with your pug looking back at me...” Dave 
leered. “Yikes.”

“If you re asking if she puts out, the answer is no.” Fomby �nally 
got WLS on the radio and leaned back. “She has a nice rack, but she s 
only in ninth grade. You d get locked up if you messed with her.”

I found the courage to ask a question that stuck in my head since 
last October. “What s the story behind the Sea Cup route  Where did 
that name come from ”

Jack cut in. “Dave, let me tell the story. It s ‘C-cup  as in brassiere, 
not s-e-a.” He turned to look back at me over his shoulder. “Our 
sophomore year, Fomby had the hots for a girl in his Spanish class. 
Grace Schult .” Jack grinned. “She had a pair of knockers on her 
men die for.”

He gave Fomby a smirk. “Anyway, on our eight-mile run one day 
he made us go by her home. He was hoping to get a peek at the pair 
from her bedroom window. So, when we get to her house there s a 
bra hanging on the clothesline, apping in the wind. Dave starts 
going over, you know, acting like he s going to take it.”

Dave cut in. “Actually, I wanted to try it on.”
We laughed. Jack continued. “Fomby was pulling him away and 

all the guys were laughing their asses o . He could see Grace at the 
window with a big frown on her face. Anyway, ever since then, we ve 



called it the ‘C-cup route.  And that was as close as Fomby ever got 
to them ”

We all roared. Fomby didn t.
I d been on a dirt indoor track at the university but never raced 

on one. We warmed up outside on the streets of Hyde Park, running 
in a four-by-four block square so we didn t get lost in the unfamiliar 
neighborhood. There was a foot of snow on the ground with a cloudy 
sky that foretold more, temperatures in the upper twenties.

When we got back inside the �eldhouse Dave turned to me. “Did 
you put in the half-inch spikes  The clay surface won t be too torn 
up, so you can stick with shorter ones today. You know, instead of 
the one-inchers.”

I pulled out my Adidas Avantis and the plastic wrench from the 
bottom of my gym bag. The rust-covered spikes were still encrusted 
in mud, a remnant of the State Meet. Dave dropped eight half-inch 
spikes in my hand as I sat against the �eldhouse wall, removing the 
long ones with the blue wrench. Four in the right shoe, four in the 
left, and then it was time to race. It felt good to step back into the 
shoes and compete.

As I walked towards the starting line, I looked down the short 
straight, ama ed at the quantity of dust oating in the air, the scene 
reminding me of Pig Pen in Charlie Brown and the dust of count-
less ages.

A white-haired Irish-looking guy waved his hand above his head 
and yelled out, “MILERS over here.”

As we assembled the smell of analgesic balm rolled at us like 
a wave, overwhelming any scent of B.O. from the rest of the �eld. 
The odor reminded me of the Bengay Dad used whenever his back 
hurt. I eyed the runners, trying to determine who brought it over. 
The o ensive smell was coming from the stocky runner rubbing 
one hamstring and the other as he listened attentively to the o cial. 
Everyone backed slightly away.

“OK, listen up. Any of you that can break 4:30, step over here.” 
He pointed at a spot.



A group of us, including Dave and I, shu ed over. “One-two-
three-four-�ve-six-seven. OK, let s get two or three more. How many 
can break 4:34 ”

Four more raised their hands and stepped forward. “Good. Now 
we have eleven. OK, you guys are heat one.”

Five minutes later he raised the starting pistol. “Runners set ” 
BANG! and we were o .

My �rst indoor meet. I had no idea about pace, a predicted time, 
or what the competition would do. All Dave said was to make sure 
I got in the fast section. So, I lied, pretending 4:29 was my PR. I was 
trapped in the pack of runners on the initial backstretch, encircled 
by the �eld like a participant in a schoolyard �ght, swept along in a 
tidal wave of arms and legs. I had second thoughts about being in 
the fast heat. Maybe I should have chosen the slower one.

Staring at the back of the maroon jersey just in front, I circled the 
track, wondering how much more I could take of the scrub brush 
running up and down in my throat. God was I tired. The crack of 
the pistol was a welcome relief, like the sound of the bathroom door 
opening for a man with a full bladder. I increased my tempo and 
charged hard into the last 220, my lungs screaming for me to stop.

Thirty-three seconds later I crossed the line to the lap counter 
yelling, “4:37...4:38...4:39.”

I quickly decelerated and leaned forward with hands on my 
knees, waiting for my breathing to slow.

Dave came over and patted me on the back. “I think you were 
about 4:39. I circled back to see if I could catch it.”

He pointed out the water fountain and we shu ed over to get 
some liquid into our parched throats. I ran a 4:39 in my �rst meet. 
Cool. More importantly, Dave was pleased with my e ort. His respect 
meant more to me than he would ever know.

We threw on our sweats and did a twenty-minute cooldown 
outside, the plummeting temperatures producing pu s of steam as 
we ran around the edges of Washington Park.



Back in the �eldhouse, Dave pointed out the Heisman Trophy 
in the glass case and we headed to the locker room for a shower. I 
stripped o  my socks, shocked at the amount of dirt on my legs. My 
feet were white as snow, but my calves were engulfed in brown.

I stood under the warm stream of water and blew snot out of my 
nose. It was a good day.

I don t know what possessed me to give Patty Murray a bottle 
of Wind Song perfume before Christmas on our date to see Planet of 
the Apes. But I did. She was SO happy. I wanted to thank her for all 
the help she had given me in Chemistry during the fall and this gift 
seemed like the right gesture. Her reaction took me by surprise. It 
was like watching a �ve-year-old open a present. She gave me a huge 
smile, an emphatic hug, and a thank you that was quite sincere.

We sat next to each other the �rst day of Chemistry class and 
somehow ended up working together as lab partners. On some level, 
I knew this might not have been a coincidence, but I hated Chemistry 
and she promised to help.

When I asked her to study with me for the �rst test in early 
October, she was ama ingly eager. I got the impression she wondered 
why it had taken me so long to ask, but then again, I was clueless. 
Reading a girl s mind was even harder than interpreting a chemis-
try equation.

We studied at the city library because it was too awkward to go 
to her house, and I certainly didn t want to be under the watchful 
eyes of my parents or siblings. The fact I had chosen the city library 
to study was out of practicality, but I quickly learned she had agreed 
so readily for other reasons. Patty always made a point to say hi to 
her girlfriends before sitting down, grabbing the attention of other 
girls as she sauntered over and sat beside me.

I had never dated before, so everything about this was certainly 
a new experience. I felt like a �rst-year violinist thrown in with the 



New York Philharmonic. I was the wall ower at junior high dances, 
the one who leaned back against the wall and made snide remarks 
under his breath.

I �nally asked Patty out the second Friday in October, hoping she 
was interested in going to the Putt-Putt Golf Course. It took me a day 
to �nd the courage, making the call from a downtown phone booth 
so no one would be listening to me fumble through the invitation. I 
was walking on clouds all the way home.

Ultimately it was Patty who asked me to Homecoming. She was 
tired of being subtle and tired of listening to Sally s excitement with-
out any of her own to share. We double-dated with her friend, sharing 
the backseat of a station wagon as we rode to the party at the school 
gymnasium. Patty hugged me when I gave her the wrist corsage, the 
sti  crinoline dress puckering as she leaned forward, showing me a 
hint of cleavage that might be mine.

I rode the rest of the way with her hand wrapped around mine, 
the hormones oo ing from our bodies. The rest of the evening went 
by in a ash, highlighted by slow dances in tight embraces, her body 
language encouraging me to put my hands lower than her back.

As we pulled up to my house I leaned over to Patty, uncertain 
if I was to kiss her on the check or the mouth. She tilted her head to 
mine and our lips touched, her tongue exploring my mouth with a 
short kiss I would not soon forget. I said goodnight, telling her I had 
a great time. I oated through the front door and upstairs into bed.

We continued to date and spent most of our following Fridays 
and Saturdays together, although I could tell she was put o  by my 
requests to get my sleep the night before Sunday runs.

Our small group of runners—Eastman, Wilson, Fomby, and 
O Hara—had resumed our team get togethers at East High on 
Sunday s after the UCTC Holiday Classic race. Ray Clancy joined 
us the second weekend after hearing of our group, his addition 



improving our chances for a good cross country team the next two 
years. He had started the cross country season a decent runner, imme-
diately number two on our sophomore team, but steadily closed the 
gap on my dominance, �nishing the season as the MVC Sophomore 
Champion after I joined varsity.

It was a rare Sunday when there wasn t a driver yelling snide 
comments out the window as they passed, thinking they were the 
�rst ones to come up with some stupid line. Dave typically didn t 
get too worked up about it, not bothering to look at them, yet always 
made a point to extend the �nger so they knew what he thought.

Near the end of a Sunday s run, tired and cold from wet snow 
pelting us in the face as we neared East High, a car slowed beside 
us with the window rolled down, the driver s shout ew at us like 
a dare.

“Hey dumb shits, why are you running in the snow ”
Fuck this guy. Without a thought, everyone bent over and scooped 

handfuls of wet snow, our fatigue disappearing in an instant as we 
sprinted towards the car with a renewed vigor, pelting the Chevy with 
a machinegun-like barrage from twenty yards away. He managed 
to roll up the driver s window just as we got close enough to toss 
one through.

The driver pulled farther ahead and jumped out of the car, 
screaming at the top of his lungs like we were the assholes. His 
action had the opposite e ect. Most of us slowed, but Dave and Jack 
surrounded the car, whooping and hollering. They hit the car in a 
hail of snowballs before he sped o .

We laughed all the way back to the statue, energi ed by the 
encounter, recalling the thunk of the snowballs hitting the metal car 
door in a loud staccato beat, Dave s last salvo leaving an impression 
in the passenger door.

This incident described Dave to a T. He approached life with the 
same bravado, rushing headlong into any fray, taking no prisoners 
when the moment asked for it. Yet he was as compassionate as a 
mother, willing to give you the shirt o  his back if needed. It was 



cool to be a part of his life. I wasn t going to mess this arrangement 
up for anything. Or so I thought.

Patty and I met at Harmony Hall Records one Saturday over 
Christmas break, checked out �ve ‘45s from the clerk, and went into 
the glass booth on the far side to listen. When I closed the door, 
the scent of her perfume and our body contact created an intimacy 
that sent my hormones into high gear. I held the sleeved records by 
the Strawberry Alarm Clock, Sam  Dave, The Monkees, Je erson 
Airplane, and Sonny  Cher, slid each ‘45 out of the dust jacket, 
loaded it on the center post, and pushed the tone arm over.

We put on the headphones as the music began, looking over the 
pictures on each record jacket, swaying back and forth to the beat 
of every song. Cracks and pops introduced each new hit, followed 
by a sound like car tires rolling over gravel. We listened to the stack 
three times, trying to decide yes or no.

I didn t want to leave the booth, our proximity making it was 
hard to focus on the music. The psychedelic beat on “White Rabbit” 
and “Incense  Peppermint” were cool, but “The Beat Goes On” and 
“Daydream Believer” were hits she really liked. Patty didn t have 
much to say about “Soul Man,” but I loved the horns, and it felt cool 
to listen to black music.

I walked halfway between the two roads and bought the Sonny 
 Cher record and the hit by the Je erson Airplane. One for her and 

one me. I wasn t a huge fan of Sonny  Cher, but I hoped my gesture 
might pay o  down the road.

As we walked out of the store, Patty grabbed my upper arm with 
both hands. “Let s go to the party tonight at Terri s. All my friends 
will be there. It will be fun.” She gave me a big smile.

“How late will it go because I have a run tomorrow at eight.”
I want to be rested and ready. We were going ten miles for the 

�rst time since cross country.



Yet for as much as running consumed my life, I was ama ed 
how quickly she could rearrange my priorities. Make me consider 
an option based entirely on hormones. Even though running was 
more important than a girlfriend, all it took was a smile or the touch 
of her hand for me to change my mind.

“Maybe we could see Cool Hand Luke instead.” I gave it a shot. 
“It s at the Varsity Theater.”

“Ah, c mon,” cooed Patty. “It s only running. Live it up a little. 
You never know how exciting things might get.”

She put an arm around my waist and pulled me tight. She was my 
kryptonite. Impossible to resist. In a battle of hormones and running, 
she knew she would win out every time.

“OK, I ll go.” I was defeated.
She smiled and grabbed my hand, swinging it back and forth 

as we walked towards the bus stop. She gave me a big hug as the 
bus pulled up. I jumped on, turned to give her a smile and waved. 
Staring out the window as the stores disappeared and houses slid 
by, I dreamed about how exciting things might get that night.

The bus made a sudden stop, and I was jolted out of my reverie. 
Had made the right decision  Would get home too late and not get the 
rest I needed for the Sunday run  It was a decision I would examine 
many, many times in the weeks ahead.

I didn t get home until almost two in the morning. When the 
alarm went o  at seven thirty it felt like I had just closed my eyes. 
Patty and I made out at the party and in her car before she dropped 
me o , my hand brushing across her breasts once or twice, but right 
now I wasn t sure a taste of sex was worth it. Although, if you had 
asked me that question with her tongue in my mouth, I knew I would 
do it again.

Jogging up the street towards East High, rubbing the fatigue 
out of my eyes, I reali ed I d succumbed to the forbidden fruit. Why 
had I done it  Girlfriends would come and go, but I had only one 
opportunity to be a State Champion. The choices seemed so unfair.



It was a Sunday run I ll never forget. But for the wrong reasons. 
We had a light snow overnight and the temperatures were in the 
upper 20s—a decent day for early January, but on the return from 
the Old Quarry it felt like I was dragging a �fty-pound sled. The �ve 
of them pulled away from me with three miles to go.

As we stretched at the Statue of Liberty after the run, Fomby 
smirked. “Gatens, you better have gotten some last night, because 
that was the crappiest Sunday run I ve ever seen.”

My face burned. I didn t say a word. I knew he was right.
At the �rst real increase in pace, I fell apart and the guys pulled 

away like I had fallen o  a turnip truck. The look Dave gave me 
when I dropped �fty yards behind when they crossed Highway 6 
was almost too much to acknowledge.

I was ashamed. I had let him down. He glanced at me after 
Fomby s comment, the slight shake of his head sending a message. 
It’s either us or her.

All the way home I castigated myself, wondering how anyone 
could be expected to balance romance and running. I had no 
experience dealing with a relationship. There weren t any books 
or maga ines or counselors that could tell me how to deal with it, 
and I certainly wasn t going to ask Mom or Dad. It would be much 
too embarrassing.

With each step I thought about how late I got home, replaying 
my mistake in an endless reel. The reminder only served to make 
me angrier. Eight hours later, the foolish decision clearly seemed 
so wrong.

Running I understood. If you weren t good, it was as simple as 
working harder, dedicating yourself more. As for dating, I didn t have 
a clue. My parents weren t ones to discuss feelings or show much 
emotion. I knew they loved each other, but it was rarely expressed 
with a hug or a kiss. I guess it was just assumed. When things weren t 
going well, I didn t know how they dealt with it.

Now, when I needed some guidance I was at a loss. I had to make 
a choice. And I knew what it would be.


