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As I bent over to do one final double-knot check on my Nikes, the words I had 
read hundreds of
times echoed incessantly in my head: “Commitment begins the moment you lace up 
your shoes.”
Lacing these shoes was second nature to me, always providing me comfort and 
calming my
anticipation about the run to come.

But on this cold morning the stakes were higher, and the butterflies in my 
stomach weren’t about to
let me forget. This run was a bigger commitment than any I had attempted before, 
one for which I had been training for months, both physically and mentally, but 
as I neared the starting line, I began to wonder if I was ready. Here I was, a 
20-year-old girl looking no older than 15, bow in my hair, and bright orange t-
shirt with my nickname “Steeno” written across the front in blue glitter, pacing
 anxiously amidst 15,000 other runners who had all proven to be well-conditioned 
athletes with their
 impressive qualification times. Though I felt overwhelmed, I was anxious to 
prove to myself that I
 could do this. If lacing my shoes began my commitment to this marathon, that 
commitment would not  be complete until I crossed the finish line. As the logo on 
my shoes implied, it was time to “just do it.”

The gun went off. Two minutes later I made it to the starting line. I couldn’t 
help but want to take off, as the energy among the crowd of runners and 
spectators was overwhelming. Fortunately, the mass of runners ahead of me made 
this impossible, because I still had 26.2 miles to go. I finally got into a  
rhythm after a few miles of weaving in and out of runners, and I settled into my 
stride. The
atmosphere was more inspiring than I had ever expected and I found myself in awe, 
as the way the
crowd cheered me on was unlike either of the other two marathons I had run. I 
soon realized that
with Boston became transformed to love—and later this feeling would turn the tide 
in my decision of
whether to attend school here. Sure, most people would call me insane for running 
26.2 miles. I can’t
truly put into words what I experienced, and until you try a marathon yourself, 
you will never
understand, but I was having fun.

For the first twelve miles or so I was pumped. The weather was behaving which, 
for a southern
California girl, was a huge relief. On top of traveling 3000 miles, the fear of 
running in sub-freezing
weather, as I had the year before, was far from appealing. But I had trained hard 
for this day, so I
wasn’t going to let anything get in my way—with the possible exception of mile 
thirteen. When I
started to get tired, I began to worry. I had done many a run longer than 
thirteen miles, and I certainly wasn’t supposed to hit a wall so early—this 
wasn’t even Heartbreak Hill! I should mention that I had  developed a fairly 
severe head cold two days previous but was convinced that since I felt so strong 
during the first ten miles that I would have no problems maintaining my early 
rhythm. Perhaps I underestimated my own vulnerability. I would be lying if I said 
I just kept on smiling and sticking with it. In fact, I seriously contemplated 
dropping out right then. How was I ever going to finish with half the race still 
to go? But I am not a quitter, and I am stubborn and competitive almost to a 
fault. Besides, my shoes were laced, so I had no excuses. I kept going.

I suffered through the next five miles or so and became increasingly annoyed 
watching the time tick by—and the chances of hitting my target time slowly slip 
away. Fortunately, about this point I saw my family on the side cheering for me. 
Actually, their corny hats with the flowers popping out caught my eye, but 
nevertheless, hearing their enthusiasm reminded me why I was here, and more 
importantly, that I wanted to be here. So I let the crowd carry me, motivate me, 
and
get me moving again. Hills are my strength, I reminded myself, and I decided I 
needed to forget about my cold and my depleting energy. Time to get into action!

Of course, the shift in my mental outlook didn’t make Heartbreak Hill any easier—
the Bostonians don’t call it “Heartbreak” for no reason—but by the time I  
reached mile nineteen, I was on a roll again. After having run seven miles with 
my pace gradually decreasing, I put my legs (and mind) into gear and began  
running negative splits. I don’t know how this happened, but I felt good, and I 
knew I was back in the race. Before I knew it, I had made it into Boston.
(Remember, the race starts 26.2 miles outside of Boston). At that point, I 
couldn’t have been happier than to see the huge CITGO sign, signaling that I was 
almost to the end. I was dog-tired, but I wasn’t about to slow down. With most 
runners at least breaking stride for a couple of seconds at the aid stations, I 
absolutely refused to walk because I knew that once I stopped, I would never want 
to start up again. And so I kept running.

As I rounded that last corner, the decibel level doubled. Finally, I could see 
the finish line, though let me tell you, that last stretch of 200 meters was 
seemingly endless. Once again, however, the confidence and enthusiasm of the 
crowd pulled me through the finish. Good thing, too, because I had nothing left. 
In fact, for the past six miles I had nothing left. I have never felt so 
exhilarated, so proud, and so tired as I did when I crossed that finish line. The 
feeling was indescribable—something I had never experienced before and have never 
experienced since. Strangely, though physically I could barely stand to walk down 
the chute, emotionally I wanted to jump up and down because I was so happy. 
Amazingly, I did hit my target time, finishing in 3:18. But I realized then that 
the final
time was not all that mattered. More important was the experience I had during 
the entire 26.2 mile journey and the immense feeling of accomplishment that  
accompanied that experience.

Would I do it again? In a heartbeat. Lacing my shoes had never begun such a 
rewarding experience.

Kristine Shedd is a first-year student in Human Nutrition at the Gerald J. and 
Dorothy R. Friedman School of Nutrition Science and Policy.
