
Blog 3: My First Boston Marathon 

After running the Disney Marathon, Boston was a mere 13 weeks away. This was the 
marathon's biggest stage. It was going to be my first time on such a stage, and while my 
ambition was to be there several more times, I had no idea if I would ever qualify again. I had 
run 4 marathons since my qualifier in Chicago and none of them were a Boston Qualifier. I 
wanted to make sure I made the very most of the experience. I had spent a significant 
amount of time online searching for local 
5Ks and 10Ks I could use as speed-work 
and practice. I also searched regionally for 
marathons I could run to knock off more 
states in my quest to run one in all 50 
states, as well as to help train for Boston. I 
was looking to rack up the race count to 
build my personal running resume, but also 
improve my training and prepare for 
Boston. It was a tall order. Running 
marathon after marathon takes a lot of 
time and a lot of training.  
 All my complaining and whining 
about smaller cities and less crowd support 
was about to answered resoundingly in 
Boston. I don't believe there is anything I 
can write or any photos I can share that could possibly capture how amazing that City is for 
that weekend. I recommend everyone, runner and non-runner alike, go to Boston for 
marathon weekend once in their life. If you ever need to see something motivational, 
positive, inspiring and encouraging, Boston on marathon weekend is the place! As a runner, 
you aren't just surrounded by a city full of other runners who are just as excited as you, but 
you are surrounded by a city that is excited to cheer you on. They are excited for your 
accomplishment and your journey! And, you can feel it everywhere you go. The biggest 
identifier for any runner that they are running the race is their Boston Marathon Jacket. 
Wearing that jacket all through the weekend I was encouraged and congratulated and 
celebrated by cab drivers, hotel concierges, bartenders, restaurant staff, and people 
everywhere. People are excited you're in their city. They are excited you're an accomplished 
runner. The city beams with pride. This was my first trip for the race. I traveled with a friend 
of mine who was a non-runner. After one day of walking around and visiting the race expo he 
was inspired enough to jump on the treadmill and run 3 miles, a distance he hadn’t run in 
years.  
 To this point it was hard to gauge where I was at in my running career. I had completed 
7 marathons, which was 7 more than most people, however, my career was less than 2 years 
old. Was I a veteran? Was I still a rookie with a lot to learn? I didn't know. I was about to learn,  
as with many things in life, I was both. It wasn’t just one or the other. I was a veteran who 
could still act and perform like a rookie at times. Boston’s race is a point-to-point race. It's 
nearly a straight shot from Hopkinton into Boston and you don't make a 90-degree turn until 
after Mile 17 of the race. It is one of only 4 turns you make at all. There are shuttle buses 
downtown that take runners from Boston Common to the start line between 5am and 6:30am. 
However, since I thought that was way too early considering the race didn't start until 10am, I 
figured I would outsmart everyone and stay at a hotel a few miles from the start line. That 
way I could sleep until about 8am and casually make my way to the start. Even with traffic, 
how long could it take to go 3 miles? I figured, just pull out of the hotel parking lot and follow 
the traffic. I was approaching the Boston Marathon the way that get-rich-quick junkies 
approach a pyramid scheme. You mean it’s that easy? Oh, and no one knows about this except 
me? Yeah…this is a great idea! 



 The morning of the race I followed my plan. My friend, Bryan and I, woke up and left 
the hotel by 8:30am. Most runners had probably been awake for 3 or more hours and were 
sitting outside at the athletes village. I had a full night's sleep and was nice and warm in the 
car. Bryan and I hit traffic pretty early on, as we had expected. However, it wasn't moving. No 
cars in or out. It wasn’t so much traffic as much as it was a roadblock. I was essentially sitting 
in a parked car expecting to make progress. So we turned and tried from another angle. Same 
thing. We kept adjusting and kept running into the same thing. By 9:20am, after 50 minutes in 
the car, I was starting to worry a bit. I was so turned around I wasn't sure we were even going 
in the right direction. Bryan had his navigation pulled up on his phone and was trying to figure 
it out. But, this was 2010. Navigation on phones weren’t nearly what they are today and 
networks weren’t nearly what they are now. It was a bit dodgy and cut in and out.  
 I was beginning to wonder if I should jump out of the car and try to run to the start. 
Was I going to miss the start of this race for a little more sleep? By 9:40am I was panicking. 
The women and the wheelchair start had already happened. I couldn't believe the mistake I 

had made. Bryan was making all 
kinds of twists and turns trying 
desperately to get us to or near 
the start. Finally, we saw a 
school bus sitting in a parking 
lot and runners, like me, 
jumping out of their cars and 
running to the bus. Bryan said, 
"Go, get on that bus!" I was out 
of the car and headed for the 
bus. I jumped on and the bus 
took off for the start. I looked 
around and I had the lowest bib 
number. There are 3 waves for 
the marathon. Your bib number 
is determined by your 
qualifying time. I was the only 
person on the bus in wave 1, 
which meant I was the only 
person with 18 minutes to get 

to the start. The rest of them 
had at least 20 more minutes, some 40.  
 The bus pulled up to Athlete's village with 11 minutes to go. I started running, like a 
mad man through the village, yelling, Where do I go? A race official saw the color of my bib 
and yelled, wave 1 that way, and pointed. “You better hurry,” he added. That much I already 
knew. I ran past the high school and headed down the long road toward the start. Unlike most 
races, Boston's staging area is about a mile from the start line. While I was anxiously awaiting 
arrival someone on the bus had mentioned it. I knew how tight I was going to be on time so I 
searched for a GPS signal with my Garmin and did as much pre-race prep as I could while on 
the bus. When I jumped off I had started my watch. Here I was, in a dead-sprint, toward the 
start and I could only hear one thing, The National Anthem. I was in the 3rd corral so I knew I 
had maybe one extra minute from the time the official race started to the time I was moved 
out. At this point, I'd take any minute I could get! I reached the end of the road, which put 
me directly outside of corral 9. I looked to the right and up the hill the numbers dropped, 
8...7...6... I sprinted up the hill. The race had begun. I could see the hoard moving forward, 
up the hill. Then I saw Corral 3! I ran to the entrance and a race official looked at my bib, 
then looked me over with a sense of, "Thanks for making it. Sorry to interrupt whatever you 
were doing." As I squeezed past him I was gently nudged from behind. We were moving out. 
There was no time to look around, no time to adjust, no time to revel. This was it. I looked 
down at my watch and I had already run over a mile. I hadn’t stretched. I had about 5 



seconds before I crossed the official start line so I took a deep breath, tried to relax and said 
to myself, "What's the gameplan?"  
 This was my first Boston. I wasn't going to let it be my last. Afterall, my time in 
Chicago had conveniently qualified me for 2011 as well. Clearly this morning hadn't gone as 
planned. So, I decided to readjust my approach. I wanted to make this an experience. I 
wanted to remember as much of it as I could. So, I would go out at a comfortable pace, and 
re-evaluate as I went. The first few miles felt 
easy because much of them are downhill. There 
are rolling hills but you are making your way 
further down toward sea level. At Mile 8 I 
stopped for a quick bathroom break and took 30 
seconds to stretch. I hadn't stretched at all to 
this point.  
 I couldn’t help but to admire the crowd 
support. Here we were running through small 
towns like Hopkinton, Ashland, Framingham, and 
Wellsely and both sides of the street were lined 
with people. As we would make our way toward 
the main part of town people would be 4 and 5 
deep on each side. It was impressive! The people 
of Boston are amazing! Their support of the race 
and how they celebrate you and your 
accomplishment is like no other place. 
  By the halfway point I was beginning to 
feel the pulling in my muscles a bit. The hills 
were taking a toll on my legs, which had no 
stretching or warm-up. My mind went to one 
thing, Heartbreak Hill. Everyone had talked about the infamous Heartbreak Hill. At the expo, 
I had learned, while watching the course video, that Heartbreak Hill wasn't just tough 
because it was right where most runners hit the wall during a marathon, but also because it 
was the last of 4 significant hills that stretched out over 2 miles of the course. I was worried 
about those 4 hills. Would they really be as tough as people say? Would my legs have enough? I 
didn't want to walk. Not here! I never wanted to walk during a race, but especially not here 
of all places. I didn't want to feel like Boston was too much for me. As I came to Miles 18 and 
19 I started to mentally prepare myself. I didn't know if the hills would be as bad as I had 
heard. As I climbed the first, I definitely felt it. I could feel my hamstrings pulling, but I 
crested it, the pain and pulling relented and I started preparing for the next hill. In between 
the hills of Boston there is a reprieve. However short, it is a downhill reprieve. I tried to 
imagine my legs rebuilding, recollecting themselves and refueling for the next climb. I started 
into the second hill. It was slightly more challenging. The course was starting to take its toll. I 
tried my best not to think about the lack of warmup and stretching. I focused on short strides 
that were steadily getting me up the hill. While it was poor running form, I kept my head 
down, looking only at the ground 3-5 feet in front of me. I didn't want to be able to see too 
far ahead. My mind would wander onto negative thoughs, and in a marathon that isn't a good 
thing. I could feel my pace slowing though. As I looked around a bit I could see others starting 
to walk a bit. The course was beating us up. As we cracked into the 20s we came into the 
third hill. It was beastly. I remember wondering if it was three and four merged into one and 
that I didn't actually realize I was finishing off Heartbreak Hill. I wasn't so lucky. But, I knew 
there was only one hill left. Regardless of what you named it, it was one hill. Everyone I had 
spoken to had said, once you climb Heartbreak, you're going to finish. While I always said, "It's 
never over til it's over," I liked the idea of knowing that the hardest part was behind me. As 
we headed for it a guy next to me said, "There it is." It was as if he could read the 
apprehension in my steps and knew I wanted a warning. Mentally I geared up. I pulled 
together all the fear, joy, apprehension, courage, doubt and confidence, mashed into one big 



ball and threw it into my emotional engine. I powered up the hill. I used the people on either 
side as fuel. Their cheers pushed me. Their screaming, clapping, outstretched hands and 
smiles were gas on a dying fire. I crested the hill. I remember feeling a lot of relief. Not just 
in my legs, which were burning, but mentally and emotionally. I allowed myself to remember 
that I was just 4 miles from completing the Boston Marathon. It didn't matter how many miles 
I'd run today or at any stage to get here, I merely had to run 4 miles. I pushed on through. I 
pushed past Fenway Park. I pushed to the "1 Mile to Go" Sign and I did my best to revel in it 
all. As I made the final turn onto Boyleston Street all I could see were people 6-10 deep on 
either side of the street. My right hand went into the air. I couldn't help it. I was there! I was 
a few hundred yards away and all I wanted was for it to last forever. I slowed my pace. I 
didn't want to leave this place. I wanted to freeze it in time. I wanted to remember it 
forever. A wide open street, 4 lanes wide was spread out in front of me. Like the other 
runners out there it belonged to me. Just for me. As my career progressed, Boston meant 
more and more to me every year, but there is nothing quite like experiencing something for 
the first time. This was, as they called it, "The People's Olympics." This was an Olympic 
Marathon for people that were behind the true Olympians. Even to Olympians like Ryan Hall, 
it's the pinnacle of road racing. Boyleston Street is the iconic end to one of the most amazing 
journeys I've ever attempted. It's the reason I wish to qualify and go back every year of my 
life. I came across the finish and felt such a sense of accomplishment and joy. I had done it. I 
had done something so many others never attempted. I had gotten here and run it. It 
solidified me mentally, as a runner.  
 One of the biggest debates, especially in the running community is, what makes you a 
runner. Is a runner someone who runs? Is a mile a week enough to be a runner? If you buy 
running clothes does that make you a runner? Does running a marathon make you a runner? 
There's a sense of self-doubt amongst most runners of what truly makes someone a runner 
versus someone who has run. It's an interesting dynamic. When I first began running I 
certainly didn’t see myself as a “runner,” but more so as someone who ran. I didn’t really 
identify myself with the stereotype that I had created in my head. Based off my limited 
interaction, I knew runners to be very skinny, wear high socks, short shorts, tiny tank tops and 
carry themselves in an overall goofy and awkward manner. My first two years of running were 
typically done in short-sleeve or long-sleeve shirts, soccer or basketball shorts, and cotton 
ankle-socks. I never thought I’d find myself wearing tights. Furthermore, I never ever thought 
I’d identify myself as a runner. Throughout my years though, running has become extremely 
popular. Even though less than 1% of people will ever complete a marathon in their lifetime, 
the number of people running marathons and even shorter distances has increased every year 
since 2008 when I started. Furthermore, the number of races offered throughout the United 
States has increased dramatically.  
 For me, qualifying and then completing the Boston Marathon back in 2010 was a huge 
step toward my identifying as a runner. To this day I don’t always see myself as a runner. It 
varies based on current success, failures, mileage and self-reflection of my current 
commitment. Because so much of running is built on mental obstacles, more than physical 
ones, I think it leads greatly to a sense of identity confusion for many runners. It’s hard to 
identify what makes a runner. Are you simply measured against yourself? Are you measured 
against others? What’s more important? Speed? Distance? I’ve heard people make the 
argument for all different kinds of things. The truth of it all is, it doesn’t matter. Identify 
however you want to identify. I’ve seen groups that identify based on their race, age, 
hometown, etc… The way I see it, is if you’re running, you’re a runner. If you’re asking 
yourself whether or not you are a runner, you are a runner. The races, distances, groups, run 
clubs and people we run with help define and sustain our identity as a runner. Throughout my 
career I’ve been a loner who listens to music, a group runner who joins a club, a coach who 
leads first-time marathoners, a group leader and captain for workouts, and probably 
everything in between. I debate is ongoing of what makes a runner a runner. I debate it within 
my own head daily. What really matters is how it motivates you.  



 Boston in 2010 changed my perspective of runners. It made me see the community 
that running is. I got to see how running brings so many people together. I saw the positive 
nature that stems from more than 20,000 people running through a city as over 1 million 
watch and cheer. It’s the only sport that brings out that many people. It’s the only sport that 
involves that many charities and volunteers. The number of people giving their time, money 
and energy on a given marathon day is baffling! Running has a very deep, rich and amazing 
community and I am proud to be apart of it! 


