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Author’s Foreword

In this tenth story of the Daniel Lyons series, he and Evangeline are newlyweds, living in rural West Farmington, Maine in the spring of 1991.

Daniel is retired military, works occasionally as a security contractor, and using a cover identity became a famous mixed martial arts champion.

Evangeline is a journalist who met Daniel by busting his undercover identity at a televised tournament. Later, she overheard a conversation he had with a preacher friend and through Daniel’s patient witness came to faith herself.

They shared many adventures in the next few years, and in time their friendship developed into a romance, culminating in their wedding after the eighth story.

In early spring, Evangeline approaches Daniel, with a surprising idea. She wants them to run the Boston Marathon as a charity team to raise funds for the orphanage in LaRomana they support.

Evangeline’s research takes her deep into Boston Marathon lore, and she and Daniel meet one of Boston’s living legends.

Raising funds for charity was not the altruistic project either imagined. Along their path they cross shady characters with dubious intent. Not everyone in the charity business is dealing above the table. Daniel and Evangeline’s presence acts as salt and light in the corrupt world of charity hustling, upsetting plans and causing stricken consciences.

Characters from previous stories make appearances in surprising ways, and Evangeline expands her circle of friends.

Evangeline and Daniel’s decision to enter the Boston Marathon has long term consequences, affecting many people in ways they never could have imagined.
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Chapter 1 Here’s Something We Should Do

Evangeline burst into Daniel’s home gym. She waved her notepad over her head, “Hey, mon Cher! I’ve found something we should do in a couple months!”

Daniel caught sight of his flaming redhead wife coming across the oversize room toward him. She was waving her notes over her head, attempting to get his attention. With flames like those you wouldn’t need to wave your hands for attention, I should think. Must be important, he surmised.

He stopped abusing the heavy bag for a moment and dropped his hands, still bouncing lightly on his feet. “What’s up, Red? Got some place for us to go?”

“Sure do. Another adventure for the two of us, dear hubby. An historic participation sort of thing.”

Daniel had a flashback to the pirate theater adventure a couple months back, on the way home from their Caribbean honeymoon. “Not historic participation like Captain LaSalle and Sea Fox Island, is it? I think we’ve had enough of mad pirates for now.”

“No, Silly! Not like that! This is different…and very historic, too.” Evangeline paused while she tried to remember all the places her husband said he had lived in his life. He told her his parents had moved frequently when he was a child.

“Did you ever live in Massachusetts? Like near Boston? I think I remember you saying something about that…way back when. You know, that time I picked you up here and we drove down to Machias to hear Carl speak. Being trapped together in the car for three hours was kind of like our first date.”

“How could I forget? You kissed me right in the doorway, in front of my landlady…then she berated me for not introducing you as my girlfriend. First date? Did that count as a date? I thought you were just giving me a ride as a friend.”

“I’d call you a clueless guy, but that’s sort of redundant when you think about it.” Evangeline paused, “Redundant is the English word I’m thinking of, right?”

“Yes, I’m afraid it is, ma Cherie. Clueless as always…that’s me.”

“Stop bouncing around like that so I can give you a proper kiss.” Evangeline pulled a colorful handkerchief out of her pocket and quickly wiped Daniel’s face so her lips wouldn’t slide off.

Evangeline habitually carried a handkerchief so she could quickly cover her flaming red hair when she didn’t want to be noticed. Ironically, a bright red kerchief worked best since it didn’t clash with her hair.

Daniel stopped moving and let his wife wipe his face and plant a major kiss. Almost six months and we’re still acting like a couple teenage newlyweds, he was pleased to note.

“You know about the Boston Marathon, right? The oldest continuously run marathon in the world…more prestigious to some than the Olympic Marathon?”

“Sure do, ma Cherie. I lived a few miles from the race course for a couple years. Watched it on Patriots Day…with just about every other person in Greater Boston. So, what’s the deal? You want to drive down and catch it in April? That would be a fun thing to do.” Daniel’s mind drifted back to his youthful days in Boston and marathons past.

Evangeline seemed to study her handwritten notes before speaking, “Road racing is getting much more popular these days, especially the big marathons. The international ones are drawing from the small pool of elite runners to keep up their prestige, but it’s getting more competitive. London and Brussels run the same weekend as Boston this year.”

“That’s a shame,” Daniel broke in. “Cuts down on the available talent and publicity. Used to be one of the only sporting events in the world where you could get a curbside view—like right up in the sweat zone—of world class runners and not pay a dime. Like a seat in the Olympic stadium for free. And the best part: if you waited and watched for a while, you could see your neighbor, Joe Average, come trotting by, too. Very egalitarian sort of event.”

“Egalite…now there’s a word I know for sure,” Evangeline muttered. “Never liked that history teacher in high school. She was such a drone she managed to make the French Revolution sound like it was boring to live through.”

Evangeline’s face brightened, “Now here’s the thing…the race is no longer open, but is an invitational. The twenty-something-thousand runners have to submit qualifying marathon times in order to be official entrants and wear a bib number. But the BAA race committee reserved a small number of entrant slots for special cases—she paused dramatically—and it looks like we’re in!”

Daniel was stunned. Is she talking about running the Boston Marathon? Nah, it couldn’t be. I must have misunderstood something she said. She must mean something like getting accepted into the official press corps and covering the race for a newspaper column.

Yeah, that’s got to be it. One of those feature story assignments she gets from the Sherbrooke Journal every so often. I mean, she wrote up the inaugural Las Vegas Ultramarathon that time we ran it, right? She got published for that…wait a minute, he thought. We ran that race.

“You’re not thinking we’re going to run the Boston Marathon, do you?

Evangeline smiled at her husband. “Of course I do. Got our official invitation right upstairs on my screen.” She referred to the new desktop computer they had installed upstairs in the little home office.

Daniel looked blank. He really had no idea what she was talking about.

Evangeline had been working on this for weeks and knew this was definitely the time to spill. “You know all that charity stuff I’ve been researching? Well, it seems that new World Wide Web thingy has lots of information on it…a veritable Information Superhighway, I think they call it. Anyway, you can search stuff just by typing key words…way faster than searching a card catalog.”

Daniel spoke up, “Yeah, I’ve heard about it.” He wasn’t too impressed with it yet, thinking it was a bit of a fad.

“So, the Boston Athletic Association, BAA, has info out there about their key event, the marathon. They reserved a small number of official entries for individuals or teams that represent charitable organizations. That’s us!”

Daniel peeled off the padded gloves he used for punching the heavy bag. It was clear that Evangeline was just getting started on what was likely a rather long explanation. He wiped his face and hair on a towel and sat on the bench. “Okay, ma Cherie, hit me with your best shot.”

Taking that as a prompt, Evangeline released a veritable flood of words. She really had been quite busy with her latest project, Daniel realized.

It all started with a suggestion from her editor at the Sherbrooke Journal: a feature column series on Quebec’s cultural connection with Boston. That lead to research on the city’s major events, which naturally lead to the iconic Boston Marathon.

Because of their mutual interest in running, she dug deeper into this year’s race. The current entry qualifications made her realize she and Daniel could enter as a charitable team to raise funds.

“Think of it,” she concluded. “We’re entered as the Lion Pride, to raise awareness and support for the orphanage in LaRomana.”

Daniel had an idea where this was going. She no doubt was going to use his professional name, Marcotte, under which he was a famous mixed martial arts champion. “So, I’m going as Daniel Marcotte, the world-famous fighter?”

“Yes, the name recognition helps…a lot. I’ll use my maiden name, Rousseau, because those are the names we used in the Las Vegas Ultramarathon. It’s difficult to give up the Mrs. Lyons name I just managed to earn, but worth it if it helps raise money for the orphanage.

Evangeline continued her explanation. “I need to do more work on getting sponsors, but with an official team entry from the BAA and your high recognition name involved, I’m sure I can bring it all together.”

Daniel had a lot to think about. He was always up for a physical challenge, it’s true, frequently doing multi-hour stamina runs and workouts. Wasn’t he due for something big soon? Didn’t the two of them run that 100 mile Ultra in the desert? Didn’t they become romantically involved after trekking seventy miles all night through the snowy Maine woods that time?

Red has unusual stamina, that’s for sure. If she puts her mind to it, she can do it, he was convinced. We both put in lots of road miles and stay in really good shape. The time is short, I know, but the goal is not that far out of our reach.

Yeah, he realized, it might just be feasible. A challenge, to be sure…but one we can rise up to meet.

Seeing the expectant look on his wife’s face, Daniel knew what to answer. “Yes, Red, we’ll run the Boston Marathon…together. The Lion Pride.”


Chapter 2 Barely Enough Time

They reached the thirteen-mile turnaround point in good shape. Moving side-by-side on the smooth, flat path of the Whistle Stop Trail, they ran further down the trail than Evangeline had ever ventured before. Today’s impromptu workout—just to prove they could do it—was a full 26 miles.

Jumping right in with that much distance was not a wise idea for most runners, but Daniel and Evangeline were far from ordinary in that respect. Both had shown remarkable stamina in the recent past.

The Whistle Stop Trail was an old railroad right-of-way that ran through parts of southern Franklin County, with one terminus just across the street from Daniel’s apartments in West Farmington. Maintained now as an all-purpose recreational trail, Daniel and Evangeline used it frequently for their daily exercise.

Running on this trail put Daniel in mind of times past. The wetlands section was where he and Carl retreated for privacy to discuss his first security assignment. That was four years ago, he realized. A bit further down the trail was where Evangeline encountered him when he emerged from that drugged dream state a year ago. That was a memorable reunion.

Daniel paid close attention to Evangeline’s running form: smooth, long strides, properly controlled breathing, efficient forward motion. She was a natural, that’s for sure. She might be dripping with sweat, but her form—including the rhythmically swaying ponytail—was very attractive he admitted.

Evangeline could feel Daniel’s eyes looking her over. “Not so bad looking yourself, mon Cher! Some might see a sweaty mess, but I see my darling husband, working so hard to make our shared dream come true.”

“Here’s where we turn around, Red. The thirteen-mile mark…halfway to Boston you might say.”

“We’ll have a full marathon distance by the time we get back. About when do you think that will be? We’re running a bit fast, aren’t we?”

“All part of the plan, Red. When you told me this morning, I knew we had to jump right in with some serious distance. A full twenty-six today—a virtual marathon--and maybe ten or twelve tomorrow…kind of a cool down day. Race day is less than seven weeks away. We won’t do much mileage the last few days, so that leaves about six weeks to top off our conditioning and get squared away.”

“We ran that Ultramarathon—all one hundred miles—not so long ago. Maybe two years. We can easily handle 26.2 miles in a marathon, right? I mean, it’s so much shorter…and we didn’t have as much time to train for the Ultra.”

“Different kind of animal, Red. That Ultra was a bit of a freakshow….an inaugural event, not a well-established and iconic race. Run, walk, take breaks…whatever you have to do to stay on your feet nearly all day and finish. That’s the big attraction: finish the course somehow under your own power. Race competition had little to do with most runners in that Ultra.

The marathon is different…totally different mindset. It’s a race in the truest sense of the word…all about finishing in your best time, being competitive. The elite runners will be jockeying for position the whole length, even sprinting to the finish. The average runners—middle-of-the-pack guys and girls—aim to run the entire distance without stopping, maintaining the best pace they can. Yes, some will walk when they have to, but the goal in every runner’s mind is to run the entire distance in what they consider a good time. Most marathoners run to compete against the clock.

Red thought for a moment. She and Daniel were now almost a mile beyond the turn-around, headed back toward West Farmington. It was the beginning of March and there was only a little snow left in the shaded woods. The ground was still partly frozen so there was only a thin layer of mud. Well, a thin layer of mud splattered up well past her knees anyway, she admitted. She could hear the constant squishing sound her running shoes made.

Evangeline began to realize that her OCD husband had obsessed on the Boston Marathon for some time now, probably since childhood. He hadn’t spoken to her about it, but it was obvious. Maybe unconscious on his part, but he had put in a lot of thinking about how others ran the race.

“What kind of finishing time are we aiming for, mon Cher?”

“I’ve been thinking about that. I think we can aim for between three and three-and-a-half hours to finish. Roughly, somewhere around a seven to eight-minute a mile pace. It’s just over a quarter of the distance of the Ultra, but almost three minutes a mile faster pace…with no planned stops, no mandatory medical checks or refueling stations.”

“What about restrooms?” Evangeline asked. “They’ve got water for the runners, right?”

“Yes, I believe they set out tables with cups of water at intervals along the route…but not a lot of them. You might be able to look into that…something we should be aware of. There are Port-a-Potties at the starting line in Hopkinton and at the finish line in Boston, but not along the twenty-six mile route, if I remember correctly. That was maybe twenty years ago. Otherwise, runners have to find porcelain facilities…knock on doors, try gas stations, maybe find some bushes. People along the race course are used to it, and most are reasonably helpful to a runner in distress.”

Again, Evangeline considered just how well Daniel seemed to know the marathon. He really had put time and effort into learning every aspect of Boston. Interesting how OCD minds work because running it himself never seemed to cross his mind…just not a conscious thought for him.

Evangeline ran in silence for a few minutes. The enormity of their undertaking was beginning to sink in a bit. This was not just a casual run after all. Sure, she could run the distance…that was not the question. Could she run a respectable race? That would be a challenge, she knew. Her mind drifted back almost ten years to when she was a high school cross-country runner. Those races were all-out gut-busters, and only about three miles. She wondered what a full twenty-six-mile race effort would feel like.

“What’s our pace now, mon Cher? Are we running fast enough for our goal?”

Daniel thought carefully. Unlike his wife, he was not a natural distance runner. He achieved his impressive level of stamina the old fashioned way: years of putting one foot in front of the other. He estimated his pace from long experience with stopwatches. “We’re hitting just under nine minutes a mile now…maybe closer to eight-and-a-half when we started. That’s not bad, all things considered…but not quite at our goal for the race. Almost twelve miles to go. Do you think we can pick up the pace a bit?”

Daniel noticed a very determined look on his wife’s face.

“After all that research I put into it, you’d better believe I’m going to go all-in on doing this right. Lead the way, mon Cher! Put this filly through her paces…see if she can take it.”

The two of them splashed and squelched along the trail at a faster clip. This wasn’t just for themselves, they reasoned, this could make a big difference to the orphanage. Running a respectable time would get them noticed and bring better publicity for the orphanage. At least that’s what they told themselves…over and over as the miles crept by..

Daniel pushed the pace, but didn’t overdo it. He kept a close eye on Red and made adjustments as fatigue inevitably set in. Working hard was good, but it wouldn’t help if muscle soreness meant having to take days off from training to recover. This was just a workout after all, not the race itself.

They ran for another hour-and-a-half, passing familiar landmarks. The same cow that always got out through her fence was in exactly the same place on the trail. Hadn’t moved in over an hour they figured. Some horseshoe marks, and what looked like deer prints, in the thin mud let them know they weren’t the only critters on the trail today.

Red’s level of effort was near maximum, Daniel figured, based on her strained efforts to keep up a conversation. Just about where we need the pace to be, he felt reassured. Conditioning for this race and time frame requires consistent effort a little beyond your comfort zone.

The wood trestle bridge over Temple Stream loomed ahead as Red looked up. “Almost there! We’ll be soaking in a steamy shower in five minutes, mon Cher. I can’t wait!”

“Don’t be in too much of a hurry….be sure to look both ways before crossing Bridge Street, Red. More than two cars an hour come by in peak traffic,” Daniel teased his wife.

It wasn’t until she stepped into the hot, steamy shower that he saw her weary expression turn into a smile at last.


Chapter 3 The Letter Arrived

Evangeline flung the door open and ran up the stairs. Waving the letter, she burst into the kitchen as Daniel poured two mugs of coffee and sat at the table.

“It’s here! The letter from the sponsor network!” She began tearing at the envelope.

Daniel motioned for her to sit and handed her a knife to slit the envelope open. The knife was right at hand because he had a feeling about this morning’s mail. Evangeline was so anxious she could barely contain herself.

It’s a minor miracle she didn’t rip the envelope apart right in the post office lobby. Shows a remarkable level of restraint on her part, Daniel thought to himself.

Earlier, he saw Red glance at her watch, say a quick goodbye, and leave the apartment just as the local post office opened. It was only about four houses up the street—a two-minute walk—but he knew she couldn’t resist a chat with Marty, the postmistress. That was now an established daily routine for Red.

Timing things perfectly, he perked the morning coffee and poured the mugs just as she got back. Dominican coffee was an established morning routine that had great meaning for the two of them. It brought back so many memories of their shared adventures with Marina, the Haitian orphan girl they rescued and still stayed in touch with.

Evangeline nearly squealed in delight as she scanned the letter. “They want to talk to us about lining up sponsors! It’s really happening!”

“Let me see that, ma Cherie,” Daniel asked. Taking the letter from his wife, Daniel began to read. She was right, he soon agreed. “It sounds legit…some kind of network to assist small charities…based primarily in the Tropics, it says,” Daniel skimmed and read portions aloud.

Evangeline’s sudden, crushing bear hug nearly knocked Daniel off his feet. “Whoa, Red! Don’t suddenly attack me like that…I can’t help it, but it tends to not end well.” Daniel referred to a past time when Evangeline had playfully tried to punch him in the chest, and much to his lasting embarrassment he had trapped her fist in mid-air out of reflex.

The two of them barely knew each other at the time, and due to circumstances Daniel had to change clothes in front of her. Red never let him forget that he wasn’t embarrassed by briefly being naked in front of her, but by revealing his almost inhuman reflexes.

Daniel handed the letter back to Evangeline, “You give it a careful going over, ma Cherie. I’ll run downstairs and smack the heavy bag around a bit. Nothing too strenuous. I’m saving it for our run. I’ll be back up and you can give me the capsule version before we head out for another long one today. Deal?”

“D’accord, ma tarte au sucre!’ Evangeline laid the letter flat on the kitchen table and lifted the ceramic mug to her lips. A shot of caffeine would help get her brain into high gear, she figured.

Daniel paused in the doorway before heading downstairs. Red’s really deep into this, he realized. She lapsed into her native French…and probably doesn’t even realize it. Said okay, and called me her sugar pie, which normally embarrasses her when she realizes she slipped up like that.

Daniel was good for his word. Thirty minutes of light striking, mostly fast-hand drills, and only the bare minimum of kicking the heavy bag, and he was toweling off and back upstairs. The upper body strikes kept his muscle memory sharp, but he wisely refrained from a full kicking regimen lest he overdo it and strain something. A kicking injury wasn’t likely with all his experience, but he didn’t want to take even a small chance.

A minor leg injury might take two weeks to fully heal, and that would be disastrous for their marathon training. It was very important to Evangeline that they stick together and finish in a good time, and Daniel was willing to sacrifice some martial arts training to ensure their success.

“What’s the good word, Red? Is this letter something that’ll help us?”

Evangeline looked up from the papers spread out in front of her. “Almost too good to be true, mon Cher. The outfit is called TCA, Tropical Charity Associates, and claims to be a pro bono group of attorneys and media types who volunteer to assist small charities with raising funds and working in the Tropics. Large charities maintain their own staffs, but small ones get left out of the scramble for funds. They say that most independent charity groups in North America spend far too much of their money on administrative costs. It’s typical that fifty cents of every dollar never makes it on site where it’s needed.”

Daniel was taken aback. “So much? That’s outrageous.”

“You’re right, mon Cher. C’est un indignation contre quelqu’un…oops! I did it again…sorry, dear,” Evangeline apologized for her lapse into French.

“No need, Red. Go on…s’il vous plait. See, I can do it, too.”

“Anyway, TCA promises to charge zero fees for their own work—that’s the pro bono part—while incurring the lowest feasible expenses. No mark-up, no billing for their time. They don’t make a dime off the charities, it says.”

“You’re right, Red. A bunch of attorneys with their hands in their own pockets, for once. What’s this world coming to?” Daniel couldn’t help a little sarcasm creeping in. He wasn’t a big fan of lawyers.

“They list examples of optional services: travel and medical insurance for volunteers, videographers for publicity, and all kinds of stuff to operate ongoing projects. Sounds amazing…like they really know what they’re doing.”

“Sure does,” Daniel agreed. “How long have they been doing this?”

Evangeline perused the letter. “Only about two years…but they include testimonials.”

“That sounds a bit like a sales pitch if you ask me,” Daniel added. “How did they get our names? Who’s the contact?”

“The BAA released the list of charity teams entered in this year’s marathon. Must’ve been through that, I’d guess,” Evangeline offered. “We’ve only existed on paper as a charity team for a couple weeks—no public events yet—and already we’re on their radar. It goes to show you how powerful a celebrity name can be. Looks like I made the right choice by putting down Marcotte and Rousseau as our names for the application.”

“Yeah, the big ultramarathon stars,” Daniel teased. Truth was, they both knew, that their acceptance in the 100-mile race was a bit of a publicity stunt for the inaugural event. They had done remarkably well considering how little serious training they had, but their finish was not likely to make their names well known.

Evangeline re-read the last page of the letter. “Says here they want to meet in person for an interview…very soon. They say time is flying and there’s much to be done in terms of publicity for us.”

“Go ahead and give them a call, Red. Set something up. I’d like to meet these guys in person before we commit to anything. Things that sound too good to be true often are just that.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that, mon Cher. Three years ago, I was a journalism student chasing a very shy boyfriend…and now look at us. We’ve traveled the world on awesome adventures, you’ve become wealthy and famous, and best of all, we’ve agreed to share our lives together. Who says dreams don’t come true?”

“You say the sweetest things, Red.” Pausing to kiss her first, he added, “Speaking of dreams coming true, it’s time we laced up our running shoes and got out on the roads for a couple hours.”

“Not a woods trail?” Evangeline asked. “The Whistle Stop Trail is so pretty—if a bit muddy—and I can lose myself for hours just being isolated in the deep woods.”

“The Boston Marathon is run entirely on pavement…we’ve got to condition our ligaments and joints to the additional pounding they’ll absorb. To succeed you’ve got to train under competition conditions. Solitude is wonderful—I love running deep in the woods—but the marathon will be held in a fishbowl; a quarter million or more spectators will line the route. You’ll have eyes on you nearly every step of the way. If we run near our goal time, we’ll be solidly mid-pack, rubbing elbows with a continuous stream of runners. The first five miles are notorious for runners accidentally catching a few elbows and getting tripped.”

“I hadn’t considered that,” Evangeline paused. “Will the race course really be all that crowded?”

“Every step of the way, I’m afraid…at least if we stay competitive.”

Evangeline took a final slug of coffee, stood up from the table and said, “I’ll call TCA when we get back…let’s hit the pavement, mon Cher!


Chapter 4 Not Quite Signed and Sealed

Daniel and Evangeline flew into JFK early in the morning and took a cab to mid-town Manhattan for an appointment with TCA in a fancy conference room of a major hotel along Fifth Avenue.

Josiah Greene, attorney and TCA representative, opened the meeting with the usual pleasantries, shook their hands, and made a few quite sincere remarks about feeling privileged to meet them in person. Formalities soon out of the way, he dove right into the business at hand.

He impressed Daniel and Evangeline as being well-mannered, glib, and eager to roll up his sleeves and do some work.

The first half hour of the meeting was used to examine the Lion Pride’s credentials as a charity. Evangeline came well prepared with a thick file of papers, documenting their sponsorship of Marina D’Ouville and the orphanage in LaRomana, Dominican Republic.

Joshiah was impressed with the documentation, clearly expressing his approval. Well organized and complete, was the way he put it when he looked up after his close perusal. Yes, he told himself, these two have their act together as a charity. Several years involvement and in-country experience in the Dominican Republic were laudable credentials to bring to the table.

“You’re self-financed, then? No public or private funding or grants of any type?” Josiah inquired carefully. “No other members of your team working with you on this project?”

“Just the two of us newlyweds,” Evangeline replied. “The money has all been our own…well, his money until we got married.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Six months…and still in the honeymoon phase, right, dear?” Evangeline blurted out, while pointedly looking at Daniel.

“Oui…mais certainement,” Daniel answered in French to tease her back.

Josiah had picked up on Evangeline’s soft Quebec accent, but was a little surprised to hear a plausible French accent from Daniel. His English sounded native American. There’s a little more background to their story, he realized. I should establish their identity a little more clearly. Let’s dig in a bit, he thought.

“I see you entered as Evangeline Rousseau and Daniel Marcotte, is that correct?”

“Yes, our professional names. My husband is a world class fighter, mixed martial arts tournament champion. I’m known in Quebec as a journalist. Together, under those names, we were invited to run in the inaugural Las Vegas 100-mile Ultramarathon. We ran the whole way together, as Team Marcotte, and finished decently….well, at least finishing the race without killing ourselves.

At home, we are just known as Mr. and Mrs. Daniel Lyons. I’m not one of those Women’s Lib types; I’m proud to be Mrs. Lyons in my personal life, but this might be one of those times when using my more public name could be helpful,” Evangeline explained. “Anything to help the cause.”

“Which brings us to the matter of your qualifications to run a marathon,” Josiah segued smoothly. Hear me out, please
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