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MILE 2
 “Never Mind the Bullshit”

For the last two decades, I have worked with a man by the name of Bill Olsen. Bill comes from the blue-collar town of Everett that sits on the northern border of Boston. Everett is proud of its high school football team and doesn’t suffer fools. Bill’s grandfather was a roll-up-your-sleeves, no-nonsense type of guy who worked down on the fishing piers. He wasn’t one to listen to why you didn’t get a better grade, or a job promotion or a base hit. You either did or you didn’t. He lived by a motto that we adopted at our place of work for its raw frankness, the essence of which speaks to the difference between winning and losing—“Never mind the bullshit.”

In 1996, the four of us were prepared to succeed under any circumstances. We would either finish or not. There was no excuse that would justify failure. We had to “never mind the bullshit” and put one foot in front of the other all the way into Boston. We would run with only one purpose, in which no excuse was acceptable. We would fight any instinct to rationalize walking off the course. We had to be honest with ourselves and do what was necessary to cross the finish line in Boston. We were here to run. To stop, to fail to seek reasons for “why not,” was not on our agenda.

At minimum, we had made it into the race, and our intentions to complete the task were sincere. But we didn’t want to just be the man in the arena for whom Teddy Roosevelt spoke so eloquently back in 1910, about at least trying. For us on this day, that would be nothing more than a loser’s lament. “Only trying” wouldn’t carry the day for any of us. We hadn’t trained for eight months to just pull up on a sidewalk in some town far from the finish and feel fulfilled, or like we’d achieved some sort of a moral victory even though we’d failed to realize our goal. For us, only a finish in Boston would fill our hearts and souls with that sense of nirvana we yearned for.

Throughout the history of the race, other runners sought more than the mere satisfaction of participating, and this included Stylianos Kyriakides, who ran in the 1946 race.

Kyriakides came to Boston from Greece, leaving behind his starving family—and nation—who were still suffering from the effects of the rampaging Nazi war machine. During Germany’s occupation of his country, Kyriakides sold every one of his possessions to feed his wife and two children. His country was destroyed; there were no roads or trains or harbors left. “There is nothing—nothing except the soil of Greece and a people determined to survive and be great again.” When asked if he had the stamina to run the race, because of his hunger and the effects of war, he humbly answered, “I think I have the strength for it. If not in my legs, then maybe here in my heart.”

In the days leading up to race, the Boston Traveler printed a headline that spoke to the emaciated runner’s desperation: “Greek Food Relief Rides on Marathon.” The runner was hoping that a win would bring attention to his plight and inspire others to help.

On race day, Kyriakides wrote two notes to himself. At the starting line he opened the first one, which read, “Do or Die.” The message spoke to his desperation and the no-excuses approach he would adopt on this day. Twenty-six-plus miles later, he broke the tape and opened his other note, which proclaimed, “We are Victorious!” Kyriakides would return to Greece with a boatload of supplies. He would send a letter of thanks to the citizens of Boston, which was printed in the Boston papers: “The people of Greece are everlastingly grateful to the people of your magnanimous country.”

At the first mile marker, a statue of the 1946 winner Stylianos Kyriakides graces the Marathon course, reminding all runners that just being in the arena is not enough. So, we ran, channeling the courage of the great Greek runner and attacking the course with a genuine spirit that would pass muster with Bill Olsen’s grandfather. No excuses would be offered.

On Marathon Day, everyone has something wrong with them. Sore knees, sore feet, lack of sleep, chafing, new sneakers that are too tight or too loose, or a shirt with material that is abrasive. But you are here to run. People don’t want to hear why you didn’t make it to the starting—or the finish—line.

In 1919, runner Frank Gillespie from Chicago was running with brand-new footwear that were too tight, causing the skin on his feet to rip and blood to pool. With five miles to go, he stopped on the side of the road and procured some scissors which he used to cut off the front of each sneaker. He ran the last five miles, all the way to Boston, with his toes dangling on the ground, finishing fourth.

Running Boston isn’t supposed to be easy. That’s why those who run it are so unique and special. That’s why only 1 percent of the entire world has a marathon “conquest” on their résumé. Everyone who toes the line in Hopkinton understands that the challenge is mighty. They know that they can only conquer if they suffer. It was this very motivation that compelled Guy Gertsch to finish Boston in 1982 despite breaking his thighbone at Mile 7. He would collapse over the finish line and be brought to a local hospital where he underwent a five-hour surgery to mend his shattered femur.

In 1951, Guillermo Rojas from Guatemala finished twenty-seventh, despite a ruptured appendix that would require emergency surgery after he finished. In 1953, Kiyoshi Shinozaki was told not to run because of a leg issue. He went on to finish twenty-second, and was brought right to the hospital to have a cast placed on his decimated leg. Thirty-two years later, Welsh runner Bryan Price ran Boston sixteen months after receiving a heart transplant.

This is what running Boston is all about. The great Greek runner Kyriakides exemplified the power of the Boston Marathon. It is an event that transcends the arena. From start to finish, the effort must be Herculean. It was this mind-set that drove champion Clarence DeMar, who possessed a no-excuses spirit. When asked once about the challenges of running in extreme conditions, he said, “A champ can run in any weather.”

In Mile 2, the course continues to slide downward toward Boston in a moderate descent, allowing runners to test Sir Isaac Newton’s law of universal gravitation. The runners serve as the apple in a maniacal experiment, falling 165 feet from Hopkinton’s town common to the border of the next town of Ashland.

In the early steps of the race, the athletes move as a solid mass. Spectators waiting for the runners to come around the corner, or down the street, can hear and feel the oncoming stampede. The herd moves east in what appears to spectators as a mosaic of hats and bounding hair. This collection runs without distinction—one monstrous regiment of buoys bouncing up and down on a rough sea.

Up until now, most runners have been unable to open up to a comfortable pace. Each step must be carefully placed to avoid another runner’s foot. On the sidewalk, the contingent of spectators mostly comprises locals, as the streets of Hopkinton are closed to normal traffic early in the morning. The second mile continues with a series of quick-hitting ups and downs, and an occasional house among the woods and fields that line the road. Halfway through the mile, the runners pass Clinton Street and its admiring residents.

Later in Mile 2, as runners begin to extend their strides, they also start to assess their pre-race strategy, deciding to either respect or ignore it. In planning how to best attack the race, the runner must decide whether to run with consideration, or with a lack of restrictions. While the race can’t be won in Mile 2, it can be lost. For the elite, it’s critical to get to the early flats of Mile 2 before others do.

This is especially true for the wheelchair athletes. If a runner can’t move in a shared cocoon with others, then he or she faces the same fate as the slowest antelope in the Serengeti, with the course playing the role of the lion. Tardy wheelchair competitors left behind are forced to run Boston on their own as the lead group of wheelchair racers work together to share the burden of fending off the resistance of wind, thus moving faster. An elite wheelchair competitor who loses contact with the lead pack on the first incline is unable to draft off the front group, and thus faces the daunting task of running on his or her own. It has been estimated that separation from the pack here can add as much as ten minutes to a competitive racer’s overall time. If you don’t crest the first big hill back in Mile 1 with the lead pack, your day is probably over, so it is essential to push the envelope here.

Five-time wheelchair champion Jim Knaub puts it this way: “If you make it to the top side of the first hill before everyone else, you have a great chance of winning. It’s like God picked you up and dropped you in the lead, and said, ‘It’s your day.’”

The decision to run fast, or deliberately—to run with the lead pack, or to let them go—is a determination that runners have mulled over and discussed for more than a century. The decision is as simple as the riddle posed in Aesop’s fable, “The Tortoise and the Hare”:


Hare ran down the road for a while and then paused to rest. He looked back at Slow and Steady and cried out, “How do you expect to win this race when you are walking along at your slow, slow pace?”



The methodical plodder sees the tortoise as wise and calculating. In 1941, the Globe wrote about a champion who ran at a pragmatic pace, similar to the tortoise, in the previous year’s race. “Leslie Pawson showed everybody how to run this course last year. He started away from that crazy fast early pace. He hung back until the leaders tired. Then he ran away from them.” The radical runners, however—well, they are all hares. To them, the hare is the essence of running. It’s putting one foot in front of the other without regard for winds or sun or competitors; if it’s their day, it’s their day.

While Pawson used pace to run to victory, others find that running with restraint is counterintuitive to the very act of running. Bill Olsen’s grandfather would say you came to Boston to run—so put your head down and go. That’s what the hare does. The emboldened runner is like the Italian speed-ster Franco, played by Raul Julia in the 1976 road race movie, The Gumball Rally. As Franco prepares for the start of the race, he rips off his rearview mirror and declares, “What’s behind me—it’s not important.”

The runner who wants to run without restraint is a piston-firing Corvette, not a peace sign–stickered Prius. Runners of haste don’t spend their days worrying about global warming—they create their own energy. These runners run hard because that’s what they do. In their minds, all fables are open to interpretation. Morals of stories are subjective, hinging on the perception of the reader. The runner knows that the hare’s only problem in Aesop’s fable is that he stops running.

The greatest competitor in Boston Marathon history was a hare. Seven-time champion Clarence DeMar ran not to run but to win. He was wired to let his legs—not his brain—decide where to go, how to go, when to go. “I always annoyed marathon coaches by telling them that the main thing was to get there as quickly as possible and to let the styles chips fall where they would.”

Like DeMar, in 1978, Gayle Barron also ran like a hare. She showed up at the starting line of the Marathon with training sneakers instead of her running sneakers, assuming her run that day would be respectable but not winnable. As she ran, she felt light and relaxed, despite the fact that she was running in the lead. When she came upon friends who were there to support her, they implored her to slow down, as she was running beyond her means on that day. But slow wasn’t in her nature. She would say later, upon reflection, “I said to myself that I’d run that pace as I could for as long as I could.” After running through the tape as the Women’s champion, she said, “Can you believe it? I’ve never run that way in my life. I never, never would have picked me to win.”

To run a marathon means that the enormity of the undertaking should be matched by the effort. To cross the finish line with more left to give, with more run in your legs, more fuel in the tank, is considered by some to be disrespectful to the course and those who have run before. Some view it as a sin.

In 1978, Jeff Wells ran with great speed, but in the end, he had more to give. When he sat after the race with beef stew in hand, he felt guilty for finishing two seconds behind winner Bill Rodgers, and begged God for forgiveness. “I had too much left in me. I hadn’t given out 100 percent as I had promised Him. And I didn’t. I had too much left.”

Jeff Wells never ran with the lead that day, but for those who have run the final yards of a marathon with no one in front of them, and the gleaming, unbroken tape in front, they claim something beyond victory. With that victory comes the knowledge that is bestowed upon someone with a marathon championship on his or her résumé and a laurel wreath in the trophy case. From that point on, the runner runs with a level of confidence and chutzpah that other runners are simply not wired for.

It’s the “been there before” attitude that allows the veteran to run the race without getting swept up in the challenge of the course or the threat of competitors. Boston Marathon champion Rob de Castella explains the core of his strategy: “I have a pretty simple theory, really. If you run as fast as you can, you should finish up there with a pretty good time. If you’re fitter than others that day, you may win. If someone’s with you the last couple of miles, then you’ve got to start racing. But I worry about that when it happens.”

Past winners Geoff Smith and Jim Knaub concur with the “run for the tape” mentality. They will tell you that there is no such thing as a game plan. Both runners have a common strategy: Attack every inch of the course the same. Knaub says: “Go for broke from the beginning to the end. If it’s not your day, then it’s not your day.” Smith agrees, and adds, “Line up and let’s see who’s best—whoever wins was the best that day.”

World-class runners have to run Boston with two game plans. The first is logical, composed of the best running strategies ever incorporated in road races. The second plan must be a spontaneous fire drill that compels you to react to weather, course conditions, and, mostly, the will of your competitors.

For the most part, you must run Boston at least once before you can win here. Very few runners have showed up at Boston and won the first time. Johnny Miles in 1926 and Geoff Smith in 1984 were both exceptions to this rule, while marathon greats Frank Shorter and Greta Waitz came to Boston for the first time and “withered” away, never to come back.
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Somewhere in Mile 2, your breathing begins to regulate and your pulse becomes more controlled. Adrenaline is still pumping, but at a more reasonable rate. In the first two miles, you work your way through the crowds of slower competitors. Richie and I spent the first two miles navigating runners, which only added extra steps to our journey. Some runners are still peeling off layers of clothes and throwing them on front lawns, while others are answering nature’s call.

Between the downhill running and the meandering around others, the early miles seem more like a slalom event than the world’s greatest race. The farther you run, the farther you separate from the masses.

Richie and I hugged the left side of the road along the sidewalk, Richie showing his appreciation to young well-wishers by high-fiving them. This was no different from the competitors in the first race in 1897 who thanked supportive bystanders who were waving handkerchiefs by bowing. I, on the other hand, knew that I couldn’t afford to waste a single ounce of energy, and reminded Richie that we still had twenty-five miles to run. He smiled as only Richie can smile.

At the end of the second mile, you cross into the town of Ashland, Massachusetts, where the race started all those years before.




MILE 11
 Thank You for Your Service

The beginning of Mile 11 starts at the intersection of Route 135 and Route 27. In the old days there was a water trough at this intersection for horses to refresh themselves. For the runners, this juncture is literally a crossroad. After running ten miles, runners will ask themselves the question they have been asking all day—what I’ve been asking myself—“Can I get to Boston?” For those who waver, the Natick town common is a good place to call it a day.

As soon as the runners enter into Mile 11, they can see the steeple of the First Congregational Church rising above the treetops of West Central Street, leading the athletes into the town center. On the steeple’s face sits a clock, and this is where the runners are exposed to truth. From a runner’s very first race, it has been the tick of time that has played the role of judge and jury. Time doesn’t lie. Fast or slow, paced or reckless, the clock gives testament to the runner’s performance. This is why Bill Rodgers always looked forward to Natick. “There are two things that excite runners,” Rodgers said. “They are people and clocks—you’ve got both here.”

Two-tenths into the mile, the runners cross the Route 27 intersection and arrive at the Natick Common. It was here that the Great Fire of 1874 destroyed half of the town center in just six hours, including the post office, the Congregational Church, the fire station, and the brand-new shoe factory. For years, this point not only served as an ideal viewing location for fans of the race, but also as the second checkpoint (prior to their movement to more appropriate locations on the course).

Like Hopkinton, Natick Center has a village-like feel to it. It’s the small-town America that you see in pickup truck commercials or in country music videos. There is a soldiers’ monument on the lawn to honor the eighty-nine Natick soldiers who died in the Civil War. The common is a great meeting place for families. It’s usually busy with a concert on the bandstand, mothers with babies, and teenagers staring at their cell phones and taking selfies.

At this point West Central Street becomes East Central Street (but remains Route 135). Both sides of the road offer welcome and much-needed fan support. Runners might not feel worthy, but by this point in the race they are starting to crave the shouts of encouragement to assure them they are “looking good,” to urge them to “keep going.” The presence of the spectators and their supportive tone is like an emotional water stop.

Early accounts of the race spoke to the supportive and enthusiastic crowds in Natick, including “Natick women and girls [shaking] American flags hysterically.”

Moving through Natick Center, the race route continues flat and straight with a slight bump at the 10.4-mile mark. On the left side of the road, a new police station, fire station, and library represent the contributions of Natick’s taxpayers. Halfway through the mile, the runners pass by the front stairs of St. Patrick’s Church. It is here where babies are carried to their christenings, brides beam the smiles of newlyweds, and caskets are carried—better known as, “hatch, match, and dispatch.”

Runners work toward the end of the mile where Nick’s, the popular Natick ice-cream and hot-dog place, used to stand, on the right. Nick’s was best known for its Saturday-night gatherings of classic 1950s automobiles, especially Corvettes. For years the Boston Marathon marked opening day for the ice-cream establishment. Outside, they would dress the place up for the big race with balloons and American flags. If you were in need of ice cream some Saturday night, you could drop by (preferably not in your minivan).

Past a tricky little intersection with Union Street on the right, runners veer left and continue through the final tenths of the mile. On the right, the runners pass the courthouse and, at the 10.7-mile mark, the Natick Battalion Armory. The Armory was built to honor the veterans of the Spanish-American War. It was during that war in 1898 that the BAA and those who supported the race had to decide whether it was appropriate to run the second annual Marathon with war imminent. This would be the first time in the race’s history that the world around the Boston Marathon would impact the race—but it would be far from the last. The race was run that year, with officials realizing the power and importance of the Boston Marathon. Running Boston, even as war was on the horizon, demonstrated to people that although citizens respected those about to enter the fray, life must go on, and that the race could serve as a galvanizing force for the community.

Fortunately, the Spanish-American War was over in just three months, with the Americans scoring a decisive victory. Fifteen years later, the Boston Marathon, like the rest of the world, would again suffer from world conflict on a much grander scale. In World War I—dubbed the “War to End all Wars”—American soldiers went to Europe, including 168 members of the Boston Athletic Association, who knew that war took priority over all. “We believe that the entire energy and resources of the organization should be concentrated on the task of winning the war,” the BAA announced. Winner of the 1915 race, Edouard Fabre, regretted winning because he was then obligated to run a race in San Francisco instead of being able to enlist in the British Army.

As the war waged on, the death toll touched every corner of the world. In all, sixteen million people perished, including 1914 Boston Marathon champion James Duffy. The Globe wrote, “As Pheidippides gave his all for his country, so too have marathon heroes of later years laid down their lives for the honor of their countries, and will continue to offer and sacrifice their youth—their lives.”

The BAA was so concerned about the overwhelming effect of the war on the community that there was a heated debate about whether to run the race in 1917, the year America entered the conflict. Opinions focused on both respect and security concerns, and the organization issued a statement to explain their reservations and contemplated canceling the race “because of the tenseness of the American situation at present [and] because of the trepidation with which the flower of American manhood looks out upon the future.”

The race went on that year, and was won by Boston’s adopted son, William Kennedy, who before the race implored American runners to “[e]ndeavor this year, above all others, to prove to the world that America is supreme in all branches of endeavor.” The newspaper would write the next day about the runner who ran to victory with an American flag around his head. “He won a remarkable race,” the paper reported, “and carried Old Glory to one of the most popular victories achieved in this or any other country.”

The question of whether to run or not was again debated in the following year, 1918. This time, the BAA changed the tradition of making it an open race and instead dedicated the marathon to the American military by organizing a twenty-six-mile relay race for sixteen service teams. During the run, participants carried batons with a message inside that the runners read to the crowd at the finish line. “We will fight to the limit, and we expect you to buy [Liberty Bonds] to the limit.”

The winner that day was the Camp Devens team, who ran in their “khaki suits and leggings with government-issued shoes,” beating the Boston Naval Yard in their “spic and span white suits.”

The Allies were victorious in Europe, and those who were fortunate to survive the trenches, including runners Chuck Mellor, Frank Zuna, Clarence DeMar, and William Kennedy, would come back to win Boston. As did runner Richard Conboy, who would endure to run future Bostons, but with a hole in his face from where a bullet had exited after going through his mouth.

After the war, the Natick Armory was named after hero Michael Perkins of South Boston. Private Perkins was awarded the Medal of Honor for acts of valor during the campaign in France, in which he attacked a German bunker single-handedly. With grenades, he gained entrance to a machine-gun nest where he overwhelmed twenty-five German soldiers with a knife, taking out their seven machine guns.

The men returned home to America, believing the world had been freed from tyranny. Sadly, the war to end all wars didn’t end all wars. In 1941, America once again went to battle in Europe and Asia, and again the Boston Marathon community was committed to the cause. Larry Brignolia donated his Marathon championship statue of Mercury, which he had received for winning the 1899 race, for scrap metal. In 1942, the race was moved to Sunday by Governor Saltonstall, “to keep war work proceeding without moment of slow up.” Jock Semple, Gérard Côté, Johnny “The Elder” Kelley, and countless Marathon personnel and runners fought for the Allies, while the Women’s Defense Corps used Patriots’ Day to put on demonstrations on bomb drills and air-raid preparation.

Despite the war, the race continued. Canadian army soldier Gérard Côté took a leave from his duties to fly across the world and win his third Boston Marathon. Prior to the 1943 race, the runners were led down the course by an armada of army vehicles (each of which had their cost publicized to justify the $13 billion loan the government had taken out for the war effort). Two years later, in 1945, John “The Elder” Kelley returned from the war and won his second Boston, the same year his brother was killed in Japan.

In 1947, Francis Austin from Quincy would run the race after recovering from wounds suffered when his B-29 plane was shot down. Over two decades after being wounded, war hero Jimmy Demtralis would run Boston in 1967 with shrapnel still in his body.

While serving in Europe, Bill Fitz of Milton dreamed of coming home and doing the most Boston thing possible—run the Marathon. It was a dream of his, and war had a way of compelling people to make promises. So, when Fitz returned home, the six-foot-three veteran enrolled at Harvard University, playing first base for the school’s baseball team. Except on Marathon Day, when he told his coach he had a promise to keep. The paratrooper ran the 1946 race and then returned to the Harvard campus to pinch-hit in a game on the same day.

In the 1950 race, three Korean runners finished 1-2-3. Two months after the race, the Korean War commenced. Prior to the 1951 race, Korean runners were told they were forbidden to run, and Ki Yong Ham was not allowed to defend his championship. On race day that year, the crowd was diminished, as many people were at home in front of their televisions, watching General Douglas MacArthur speak to the American people about the war in Asia.

Six years later, Billy Cons came to run Boston, considered a dark horse to win the race. Cons was the recipient of a Purple Heart and a Silver Medal for actions in combat during the Korean War. After his platoon was ambushed, his leg was riddled with machine-gun bullets. He crawled one and a half miles to safety, where he argued with surgeons to not amputate his leg. Five years later, in 1957, he was leading the Boston Marathon, only to fade later in the race. He still finished ninth.

In the 1960s America was once again at war in Asia. It was in Vietnam that Eugene Roberts stepped on a mine and lost his legs. In 1970, Roberts became the first wheelchair competitor to run Boston. Before running the Marathon, Robert had only completed one mile in his hospital-issued chair. During the 1970 race he wore a T-shirt that read “Jesus Saves.” When he was confronted with the hills of Newton, he left the climb “in God’s hands.” As he made his way across the course, fans, who were taken by his efforts, joined him for the march into Boston. When he got to the finish line, he got out of his chair and pulled himself across the finish line, singing “Praise the Lord.”

Pat Messore would come home from Vietnam and fulfill a dream, like Harvard baseball player Bill Fitz. He would run Boston after reading about the race while fighting in the jungles of Southeast Asia.

Tragically, Boston Marathon runner Andrew Bacevich was killed by a roadside bomb in Iraq, in 2007. Twelve years later, a veteran of the Afghanistan conflict, Micah Herndon, would run Boston to honor his three mates, killed in the vehicle he was riding in at the time when they came upon an improvised explosive device. As he ran down Boylston Street, their three names tattooed on his hand, his legs gave way and he fell to the pavement of the Boston roadway. Desperate to fulfill his promise to honor his fallen friends, he started to yell their names over and over again: “Ballard, Juarez, Hamer—Ballard, Juarez, Hamer!” Hearing their names inspired him to start crawling, elbow over elbow. Little by little, he chewed up inches of the last pieces of the course until he approached the finish line. When he crossed over, fulfilling his dream, the Boylston crowd went wild.

After he had been looked after by medical staff, he would say of his courageous run, “The pain I was going through was nothing compared to the pain they went through.”
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I am humbled by those who have sacrificed so much in defense of American freedom. I grew up in a home that respected flag and country. My father was a marine, an experience that positively impacted who he was. We boys all knew the Marines’ Hymn—“From the Halls of Montezuma to the Shores of Tripoli.” My uncle Al fought in World War II and came home to join the Boston Police force. My great-uncle Thomas Crosby would die from complications related to his service (in the South Pacific), as would my godfather’s son, Lieutenant Colonel James Walton, who was killed in Afghanistan by a roadside bomb and is buried at Arlington Cemetery. Our next-door neighbor was a hero in Vietnam, while, sadly, the name of another neighbor, Paul Reid, is etched on the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Wall in recognition of his sacrifice for God and country.

Like the Marathon, war has always orbited around the Connelly family, which is true for all American families. When a family friend came home from Vietnam, my parents brought the six Connelly children to Logan Airport to greet him. We stood there at attention with little American flags in our hands. When he walked through the door, we waved our hearts out. We didn’t know at the time that while he had returned physically, emotionally he would never come home.

My sisters wore POW bracelets with the names of American prisoners of war on them. At St. Theresa School, we prayed for Henry Kissinger to be blessed with wisdom and compromise at the Paris Peace Accords. And when peace was reached and the treaty was signed, we Connelly children stood on our front steps and listened to the church bells ring, signaling peace.

At the end of Mile 11, the course rises just a little bit. Not a problem, but still, anything that causes you to have to do a little more will only diminish the fuel you have left in your tank.




MILE 13 
The Boston Marathon Community

Each April, people from every corner of the globe travel thousands of miles to run twenty-six. Nowhere on the face of the Earth do more people from more diverse backgrounds gather for a one-day event. The Boston Marathon is a celebration of tradition, a celebration of health and fitness, a celebration of life. From Hopkinton to Boston, the spectators and runners are provided a stage to act out a play that runs the gamut from Shakespeare to Will Ferrell (runner of the Boston Marathon). Tragedy, triumph, love, frustration, and comedy are all components of this road race.

The Boston Marathon is life itself. For over a hundred years the mecca of all running events is a metaphor for the world around it. As the world has evolved, the Boston Marathon has evolved with it.

The twenty-six miles of roads, sidewalks, and bridges are nothing more than a backdrop for athletic conquests and failures, weddings, inebriated college students, and overpriced vendors—all of whom play an intricate role in molding this race and its legacy.

The Boston Marathon’s ultimate purpose is as distinct as the people who embrace it. Whether your goal is to run, to barbecue, to say hello to your neighbor, to gather with your family, or to delay studying for college finals, the race is a willing partner for all who come to celebrate.

In this sometimes cynical and unfriendly world, people are more likely to keep their heads down as they hurry by than to offer a hello and a smile to a passing neighbor. This is not the case with the Boston Marathon—which is one reason the event is so special. If only for one day, the runners give each other reassuring smiles, the fans genuinely wish the competitors well and inspire them to go faster, and farther, and the volunteers freely give immeasurable support to the athletes.

As I was running by a table manned by volunteers, a runner came by and grabbed a desperately needed gob of Vaseline. As he moved on, he yelled, in thanks, “I love you!” The volunteer shouted back, “I love you too!”

As I took in this scene, I couldn’t help but smile at the sight of people happily giving their time to pass out water and assist the runners with whatever needs they might have. This simple story captures the essence of the Boston Marathon. It’s so much more than a laurel wreath and splits and the turn onto Boylston Street. In its purest form, the race has the capacity to break down the hard borders of nations and identities and allow total strangers to realize what they have in common is stronger than what makes them different. From Hopkinton to Boston, each runner is woven together by the thread of collective purpose: They are all there to run the world’s greatest race. In a cold world where the line between what separates seems so defined, so final, it’s on Patriots’ Day that the line begins to fade. In the back of the pack, two runners who would have never met otherwise may forge a profound bond—despite the fact that they might be from different countries, belong to different religions, and speak different languages—all because they ran the Boston Marathon together.

When President Obama spoke at the services in Boston after the 2013 terrorist attack, he reflected on the special nature of the Boston Marathon community:


Even when our heart aches, we summon the strength that maybe we didn’t even know we had, and we carry on; we finish the race. We finish the race, and we do that because of who we are, and we do that because we know that somewhere around the bend, a stranger has a cup of water. Around the bend, somebody’s there to boost our spirits. On that toughest mile, just when we think that we’ve hit a wall, someone will be there to cheer us on and pick us up if we fall. We know that.
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The slow, arduous incline toward Wellesley College continues from the previous mile into Mile 13. The slope is the most difficult ascent on the route—so far. In total, the rise in the route continues for the better part of a mile.

In 1904, it was said that the runners “could recognize Wellesley College by the lofty spires.” This hilly terrain, which tests the quads and spirits of even top athletes during the race, prompted the most prolific landscape architect of his time, Frederick Law Olmsted Jr. (son of the famed designer of Central Park), to bemoan that the location was problematic because of the “complex topography.”

Wellesley College was founded in 1870 as a “Seven Sisters College,” to serve as a “female seminary … [to] prepare women for great conflicts for vast reforms in social life.” In the first years of the institution, 704 students paid $250 to attend the school. Currently, there are 2,350 undergraduates from 62 countries who pay $73,148 a year to live and learn. The school is ranked in the top five nationally for liberal arts schools, according to US News & World Report, boasting such illustrious alumnae as former first lady and secretary of state Hillary Rodham Clinton, journalists Diane Sawyer and Cokie Roberts, former secretary of state Madeleine Albright, and Katharine Lee Bates (class of 1880), author of “America the Beautiful.”

In the late 1800s, there was a four-story factory situated near the Wellesley College campus. Town benefactor Horatio Hollis Hunnewell did not feel that industry was good for the image of the town, so he simply bought the factory and donated the land to Wellesley College for dormitories. Currently the college is the town’s largest employer, with over 1,200 workers. Despite its educational mission and prestigious history, Wellesley College is best known to marathoners as the high-water mark on the course in terms of shrieks and screams.

If there was ever a segment of the first half of the course where a runner needed distraction, this is it. Some runners climb with their heads hung low and spirits starting to melt. Thankfully, the runner discovers this oasis of relief at the gates of Wellesley College.

When the runners arrive, they realize that the legend of Wellesley College is not hyperbole; if anything, it’s understated. It is here that the past quiet miles turn into a tsunami of well wishes, screams of encouragement, and pleas for a kiss.

At the very first Marathon in 1897, the papers would say of the school’s spirit, “The pretty college girls at Wellesley, who had assembled along the highway to cheer on the tired runners, had flaunted their dainty kerchiefs and class colors in the faces of the heaving, panting leaders.” Ever since that first greeting, the young ladies from the dorms of Pomeroy, Munger, and Shafer have welcomed Boston Marathon runners. In 1899, the papers referred to the students as “fair belles” or “fair maids of Wellesley … pretty girls all gowned in fashionable and varicolored gowns.” Since that first race in 1897, the women of Wellesley College have hurried through lunch in order to stand on the old stone wall to encourage, inspire, and deafen the passing athletes. Runners need to stay disciplined in this stretch, known, for obvious reasons, as the “Scream Tunnel.”

From the first runner to the last, the women scream their love. This choir of primal yells can be heard from miles away. They offer good tidings, kisses, and unconditional support. Runners finish this section completely oblivious to form, splits, or terrain. They are so appreciative that one year, a runner kissed as many fans as he could and then reversed his course and returned to the beginning of the Tunnel to do it all over again.

The women of Wellesley epitomize the unique contribution the crowd makes to the race. For more than a century—beginning with the very first year when they lifted winner John McDermott up on their shoulders—the race has served as a platform for the love affair between fans and runners. The fans are sincere in their adulation, and the runners, sincere in their appreciation. Italian champion Gelindo Bordin, who won Boston in 1990, called the Boston Marathon his favorite race. “As a total experience, it’s unparalleled,” Bordin said. “The history behind it; the level of competition; the educated fans; the festivities of the day.”

Four-time Women’s champ Catherine Ndereba agrees. “Boston is my finest and my favorite milestone. I like the people and the atmosphere down there because they are very friendly … the fans are very welcoming.”

Boston Marathon fans are not only educated on the event and the sport, but also very protective of their race. Their attendance is not random; it’s not impulsive happenstance that brings them to the side of the road. It’s not because they saw helicopters overhead and heard sirens down the way. Boston fans come to watch the race because it is a New England rite of passage. A fan that stands on the side of the road quite possibly could be the fourth or fifth generation of that particular family to do so—like the Connellys. At each race, a fan could be standing alongside multiple generations, including parents and children.

The Boston Marathon isn’t a road race for people with short shorts and sneakers; it’s a family heirloom. It’s a part of the community’s identity. Year after year, decade after decade, generation after generation, families line the streets on both sides. Parents bring their kids out to the course to expose them to a positive and traditional pastime—a baptism in the waters of the Boston Marathon. When one lives in these parts, the Boston Marathon is a way of life. Marathoner Pat Williams is amazed each year to see the same faces in the same spots. He wonders, “Could these families lay claim to a piece of the roadside as a function of squatters’ rights?”

New Englanders are traditionalists with parochial allegiance to any possession they perceive as theirs. In fact, the obsessive ownership and passion that fans feel toward the race occasionally causes them to give the impression they are more than just fans.

For months leading up to the race, locals have been forced into hibernation by blizzards and storms. Being trapped in the house by the sadistic blasts of a winter nor’easter means that by the time Patriots’ Day arrives on the calendar, the antidote for cabin fever is the Boston Marathon. The fan base is sincere not only in their love for the race, but also in their actual role within it. From offering words of encouragement to opening bathroom doors in Hopkinton, from screaming out how much farther a runner might have to go to cooling warm runners with garden hoses or slices of oranges—all of these actions speak to the fan’s role in the race. This is not a parade that they are passively watching; the spectators are part of the race, earning the undying appreciation of the runners. It is an impressive display of goodwill in its purest form—people caring for others without previous acquaintance.

Whether the marathoners want it or not, this is what Boston is all about. Runners, officials, fans, and the terrain of the city itself—all have a role to play. Every year following the race the Boston Globe is inundated with letters to the editor from runners who are desperate to thank the million-plus fans who lined the course and served as that extra motivation the runners so desperately need in their battle to run Boston.

Following the 1967 race, runner Bill Taylor wrote to the Globe: “To the people who lined the way from Hopkinton to Boston, for all the refreshments and sincere moral encouragement given all the runners—I was very much impressed and felt like a hometown boy.” This sentiment was echoed in another note to the Globe from “Forty Runners from Northern California”: “We wish to express our heartfelt thanks to all of you from all of us. You spectators of this race make it what it is, simply the finest race ever … Your cheering was an inspiration, to say the least. We couldn’t have done it without you.”

Some fans are so supportive, their help sometimes goes beyond just a well wish or slap on the back. In 1976 a runner ripped his sneaker running through Wellesley. A fan, seeing him in distress, took off his own sneakers and gave them to the runner. One year later, Vince McDonald was running a sub-three-hour marathon when a fan came out of the crowd and handed him a beer, which he proceeded to drink. After the race, McDonald would say, “The people here make the race. Don’t let them change a thing.” The encounter is so heartwarming that it once provoked a runner in the 1930s to ask, “Is this heaven?”
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When I ran past the tunnel, I actually got emotional. The women were so sincere in their support that I felt unworthy of their regard. They didn’t know me, but they treated me like a friend. They were new friends that made a difference in my quest. When I came out the other end of the Tunnel, I was sad to leave the warmth of their embrace, but I was also re-dedicated. I now needed to honor their kindness by working harder as I continued my way down the road.

I had arrived at the gates of Wellesley College more than two hours after the wheelchair competitors had passed. I didn’t expect much at that time of the day, but I still looked forward to passing the area that veteran runners had talked so much about. As I came upon the campus, I was amazed to find the place still packed with enthusiastic college students. The cheering was unbelievable; it made me wonder if Wellesley applicants had to send in recordings of themselves screaming along with their transcripts and SAT scores. To maintain such a level of volume for so long must be nearly as challenging as running the race. This great outpouring of passion truly lifted my spirits. I felt I owed it to these women to keep working hard. To stop now would be to betray their trust and let them down; the only way I could repay them was to dig in and concentrate on putting one foot in front of the other.

In the closing tenths of Mile 13, the competitors bid the students goodbye, hopefully with renewed strength and commitment in addition to smiles on their faces.
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With the train tracks still on the left and the grounds of Wellesley’s campus on the right, the runners continue uphill until they are welcomed through the gates of Wellesley Center, where the course flattens out. Here, the echoes of exultation still reverberate and the cheers continue to inspire, with the understanding that this is not just a physical endeavor, but a spiritual one as well.

Wellesley is an aesthetically pleasing town. The center serves as a stark contrast to the hollowed-out factories back in Framingham, where the roads in 1898 were described as dusty, as opposed to Wellesley. This is where the shouts of “Run!” are replaced by golf claps from the town’s citizens, who are wearing the latest fashions. For the other 364 days of the year, Range Rovers and Mercedes pass through these streets, as shoppers with bags in in their hands and discretionary income in their pockets poke in and out of places like The Cheese Shop, London Harness Company, and dueling cafes selling lattes and finger sandwiches. The town’s main thoroughfare is the home of the affluent and the commerce hub of the wealthy.

The runner must be conscious of an important change to the course here. Between the quaint brick-and stucco-faced buildings, the town has made the streets pedestrian-friendly by extending walkways and thus compressing the race route. In the previous mile, the course provided runners with four lanes on which to spread out, but now, as they enter Wellesley Center, they’ll be unceremoniously forced to squeeze into two. Three-time winner Uta Pippig reminds herself when running through Wellesley to run with caution. “As you move past the halfway mark, the road narrows,” she explains. “It’s not a concern, but I am aware of it.”

Since the early 1800s, this town has leveraged its capital to its advantage. The Wellesley Historical Society contains many accounts of the town’s history. One from the 1800s noted the town’s ability to use its considerable wealth to its advantage by claiming, “Wellesley was getting a reputation as a town that gets what it wants. Might was right. There was no problem too big [that it couldn’t] be solved with money.” The town was named after Isabella Pratt Welles, wife of the town’s largest benefactor, Horatio Hollis Hunnewell. Along with his wife’s maiden name, Hunnewell also gave Wellesley a great deal of land, and financial support.

After passing the boutiques and cute eateries, the course drops down and slides left at Tutto Italiano, where Rob Palizzolo makes the best Italian sandwich around. Soon, the runners will pass the library and the town hall, coming to a fork in the road. Here, at the end of Mile 13, runners will turn onto Route 16, the first time they will not be running on Route 135.




Appendix


Men’s Open Champions



	1897
	John J. McDermott, New York City, NY
	2:55:10



	1898
	Ronald J. MacDonald, Cambridge, MA
	2:42:00



	1899
	Lawrence J. Brignolia, Cambridge, MA
	2:54:38



	1900
	James Caffery, Hamilton, Ontario
	2:39:44



	1901
	James Caffery, Hamilton, Ontario
	2:29:23



	1902
	Sammy Mel lor, Yonkers, NY
	2:43:12



	1903
	John C. Lorden, Cambridge, MA
	2:41:29



	1904
	Michael Spring, New York City, NY
	2:38:04



	1905
	Fred Lorz, New York City, NY
	2:38:25



	1906
	Timothy Ford, Cambridge, MA
	2:45:45



	1907
	Tom Longboat, Hamilton, Ontario
	2:24:24



	1908
	Thomas Morrissey, New York City, NY
	2:25:43



	1909
	Henri Renaud, Nashua, NH
	2:53:36



	1910
	Fred Cameron, Amherst, Nova Scotia
	2:28:52



	1911
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:24:39



	1912
	Mike Ryan, New York City, NY
	2:21:18



	1913
	Fritz Carlson, Minneapolis, MN
	2:25:14



	1914
	James Duffy, Hamilton, Ontario
	2:25:01



	1915
	Edouard Fabre, Montreal, Quebec
	2:31:41



	1916
	Arthur Roth, Roxbury, MA
	2:27:16



	1917
	William Kennedy, Port Chester, NY
	2:28:37



	1918
	Armed Services relay, Camp Devens, Ayer, MA
	2:29:53



	1919
	Carl Linder, Quincy, MA
	2:29:13



	1920
	Peter Trivoulidas, Greece
	2:29:31



	1921
	Frank Zuna, Newark, NJ
	2:18:57



	1922
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:18:10



	1923
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:23:37



	1924
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:29:40



	1925
	Charles Mellor, Chicago, IL
	2:33:00



	1926
	John Miles, Sydney Mines, Nova Scotia
	2:25:40



	1927
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:40:22



	1928
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:37:07



	1929
	John Miles, Sydney Mines, Nova Scotia
	2:33:08



	1930
	Clarence DeMar, Melrose, MA
	2:34:48



	1931
	James Henigan, Medford, MA
	2:46:45



	1932
	Paul de Bruyn, Germany
	2:33:36



	1933
	Leslie Pawson, Pawtucket, Rl
	2:31:01



	1934
	Dave Komonen, Ontario, Canada
	2:32:53



	1935
	John “The Elder” Kelley, Arlington, MA
	2:32:07



	1936
	Ellison Myers “Tarzan” Brown, Alton, Rl
	2:33:40



	1937
	Walter Young, Verdun, Quebec
	2:33:20



	1938
	Leslie Pawson, Pawtucket, Rl
	2:35:34



	1939
	Ellison Myers “Tarzan” Brown, Alton, Rl
	2:28:51



	1940
	Gérard Côté, Sainte-Hyacinthe, Quebec
	2:28:28



	1941
	Leslie Pawson, Pawtucket, Rl
	2:30:38



	1942
	Bernard Joseph Smith, Medford, MA
	2:26:51



	1943
	Gérard Côté, Sainte-Hyacinthe, Quebec
	2:28:25



	1944
	Gérard Côté, Sainte-Hyacinthe, Quebec
	2:31:50



	1945
	John “The Elder” Kelley, Arlington, MA
	2:30:40



	1946
	Stylianos Kyriakides, Greece
	2:29:27



	1947
	Suh Yun-Bok, South Korea
	2:25:39



	1948
	Gérard Côté, Sainte-Hyacinthe, Quebec
	2:31:02



	1949
	Karl Gosta Leandersson, Sweden
	2:31:50



	1950
	Ki-Yong Ham, South Korea
	2:32:39



	1951
	Shigeki Tanaka, Hiroshima, Japan
	2:24:45



	1952
	Doroteo Flores, Guatemala
	2:31:53



	1953
	Keizo Yamada, Japan
	2:18:51



	1954
	Veikko Karvonen, Finland
	2:20:39



	1955
	Hideo Hamamura, Japan
	2:18:22



	1956
	Antti Viskari, Finland
	2:14:14



	1957
	John “The Younger” Kelley, Groton, CT
	2:20:05



	1958
	Franjo Mihalic, Yugoslavia
	2:25:54



	1959
	Eino Oksanen, Helsinki, Finland
	2:22:42



	1960
	Paavo Kotila, Finland
	2:20:54



	1961
	Eino Oksanen, Helsinki, Finland
	2:23:39



	1962
	Eino Oksanen, Helsinki, Finland
	2:23:48



	1963
	Aurele Vandendriessche, Belgium
	2:18:58



	1964
	Aurele Vandendriessche, Belgium
	2:19:59



	1965
	Morio Shigematsu, Japan
	2:16:33



	1966
	Kenji Kimihara, Japan
	2:17:11



	1967
	David McKenzie, New Zealand
	2:15:45



	1968
	Ambrose (Amby) Burfoot, Groton, CT
	2:22:17



	1969
	Yoshiaki Unetani, Japan
	2:13:49



	1970
	Ron Hill, Cheshire, England
	2:10:30



	1971
	Alvaro Mejia, Colombia
	2:18:45



	1972
	Olavi Suomalainen, Otaniemi, Finland
	2:15:39



	1973
	Jon Anderson, Eugene, OR
	2:16:03



	1974
	Neil Cusack, Ireland
	2:13:39



	1975
	Bill Rodgers, Melrose, MA
	2:09:55



	1976
	Jack Fultz, Arlington, VA
	2:20:19



	1977
	Jerome Drayton, Toronto, Canada
	2:14:46



	1978
	Bill Rodgers, Melrose, MA
	2:10:13



	1979
	Bill Rodgers, Melrose, MA
	2:09:27



	1980
	Bill Rodgers, Melrose, MA
	2:12:11



	1981
	Toshihiko Seko, Japan
	2:09:26



	1982
	Alberto Salazar, Wayland, MA
	2:08:52



	1983
	Gregory Meyer, Wellesley, MA
	2:09:00



	1984
	Geoff Smith, Liverpool, England
	2:10:34



	1985
	Geoff Smith, Liverpool, England
	2:14:05



	1986
	Rob de Caste 1 la, Canberra, Australia
	2:07:51



	1987
	Toshihiko Seko, Japan
	2:11:50



	1988
	Ibrahim Hussein, Kenya
	2:08:43



	1989
	Abebe Mekonnen, Ethiopia
	2:09:06



	1990
	Gelindo Bordin, Milan, Italy
	2:08:19



	1991
	Ibrahim Hussein, Kenya
	2:11:06



	1992
	Ibrahim Hussein, Kenya
	2:08:14



	1993
	Cosmas Ndeti, Kenya
	2:09:33



	1994
	Cosmas Ndeti, Kenya
	2:07:15



	1995
	Cosmas Ndeti, Kenya
	2:09:22



	1996
	Moses Tanui, Kenya
	2:09:26



	1997
	Lameck Aguta, Kenya
	2:10:34



	1998
	Moses Tanui, Kenya
	2:07:34



	1999
	Lameck Aguta, Kenya
	2:09:47



	2000
	Elijah Lagat, Kenya
	2:09:47



	2001
	Lee Bong-Ju, South Korea
	2:09:43



	2002
	Rodgers Rop, Kenya
	2:09:02



	2003
	Robert Kipkoech Cheruiyot, Kenya
	2:10:11



	2004
	Timothy Cherigat, Kenya
	2:10:37



	2005
	Hailu Negussie, Ethiopia
	2:11:44



	2006
	Robert Kipkoech Cheruiyot, Kenya
	2:07:14



	2007
	Robert Kipkoech Cheruiyot, Kenya
	2:14:13



	2008
	Robert Kipkoech Cheruiyot, Kenya
	2:07:45



	2009
	Deriba Merga, Ethiopia
	2:08:42



	2010
	Robert Kiprono Cheruiyot, Kenya
	2:05:52



	2011
	Geoffrey Mutai, Kenya
	2:03:02



	2012
	Wesley Korir, Kenya
	2:12:40



	2013
	Lelisa Desisa, Ethiopia
	2:10:22



	2014
	Meb Keflezighi, United States
	2:08:37



	2015
	Lelisa Desisa Benti, Ethiopia
	2:09:17



	2016
	Lemi Berhanu Hayle, Ethiopia
	2:12:45



	2017
	Geoffrey Kirui, Kenya
	2:09:37



	2018
	Yuki Kawauchi, Japan
	2:15:58



	2019
	Lawrence Cherono, Kenya
	2:07:57












Women’s Open Champions



	1966
	Roberta Gibb Bingay, Winchester, MA
	3:21:40*



	1967
	Roberta Gibb Bingay, San Diego, CA
	3:27:17*



	1968
	Roberta Gibb Bingay, San Diego, CA
	3:30:00*



	1969
	Sara Mae Berman, Cambridge, MA
	3:22:46*



	1970
	Sara Mae Berman, Cambridge, MA
	3:05:07*



	1971
	Sara Mae Berman, Cambridge, MA
	3:08:30*



	1972
	Nina Kuscsik, South Huntington, NY
	3:10:26



	1973
	Jacqueline Hansen, Granada Hills, CA
	3:05:59



	1974
	Michikoa Gorman, Los Angeles, CA
	2:47:11



	1975
	Liane Winter, Wolfsburg, West Germany
	2:42:24



	1976
	Kim Merritt, Kenosha, Wl
	2:47:10



	1977
	Michiko Gorman, Los Angeles, CA
	2:48:33



	1978
	Gayle Barron, Atlanta, GA
	2:44:52



	1979
	Joan Benoit, Cape Elizabeth, ME
	2:35:15



	1980
	Jacqueline Gareau, Montreal, Quebec
	2:34:28



	1981
	Allison Roe, Takatuna, New Zealand
	2:26:46



	1982
	Charlotte Teske, Darmstadt, West Germany
	2:29:33



	1983
	Joan Benoit, Watertown, MA
	2:22:43



	1984
	Lorraine Moller, Putaruru, New Zealand
	2:29:28



	1985
	Lisa Larsen Weidenbach, Battle Creek, Ml
	2:34:06



	1986
	Ingrid Kristiansen, Oslo, Norway
	2:24:55



	1987
	Rosa Mota, Porto, Portugal
	2:25:21



	1988
	Rosa Mota, Porto, Portugal
	2:24:30



	1989
	Ingrid Kristiansen, Oslo, Norway
	2:24:33



	1990
	Rosa Mota, Porto, Portugal
	2:25:24



	1991
	Wanda Panfil, Poland
	2:24:18



	1992
	Olga Markova, Russia
	2:23:43



	1993
	Olga Markova, Russia
	2:25:27



	1994
	Uta Pippig, West Berlin, Germany
	2:21:45



	1995
	Uta Pippig, West Berlin, Germany
	2:25:11



	1996
	Uta Pippig, West Berlin, Germany
	2:27:12



	1997
	Fatuma Roba, Ethiopia
	2:26:23



	1998
	Fatuma Roba, Ethiopia
	2:23:21



	1999
	Fatuma Roba, Ethiopia
	2:23:25



	2000
	Catherine Ndereba, Kenya
	2:26:11



	2001
	Catherine Ndereba, Kenya
	2:23:53



	2002
	Margaret Okayo, Kenya
	2:20:43



	2003
	Svetlana Zakharova, Russia
	2:25:19



	2004
	Catherine Ndereba, Kenya
	2:24:27



	2005
	Catherine Ndereba, Kenya
	2:25:12



	2006
	Rita Jeptoo, Kenya
	2:23:38



	2007
	Lidiya Grigoryeva, Russia
	2:29:18



	2008
	Dire Tune, Ethiopia
	2:26:11



	2009
	Salina Kosgei, Kenya
	2:32:16



	2010
	Teyba Erkesso, Ethiopia
	2:26:11



	2011
	Caroline Kilel, Kenya
	2:22:36



	2012
	Sharon Cherop, Kenya
	2:31:50



	2013
	Rita Jeptoo, Kenya
	2:26:25



	2014
	Disqualified Winner
	






	2015
	Buzunesh Deba, Ethiopia
	2:19:59



	2016
	Atsede Baysa, Ethiopia
	2:29:19



	2017
	Edna Kiplagat, Kenya
	2:21:52



	2018
	Desi Linden, United States
	2:39:54



	2019
	Worknesh Degefa, Ethiopia
	2:23:31




*unofficial







Men’s Wheelchair Champions



	1975
	Robert Hall, Belmont, MA
	2:58:00



	1976
	No contestants
	






	1977
	Robert Hall, Belmont, MA
	2:40:10



	1978
	George Murray, Tampa, FL
	2:26:57



	1979
	Kenneth Archer, Akron, OH
	2:38:59



	1980
	Curt Brinkman, Orem, UT
	1:55:00



	1981
	Jim Martinson, Puyallup, WA
	2:00:41



	1982
	Jim Knaub, Long Beach, CA
	1:51:31



	1983
	Jim Knaub, Long Beach, CA
	1:47:10



	1984
	Andre Viger, Quebec, Canada
	2:05:20



	1985
	George Murray, Tampa, FL
	1:45:34



	1986
	Andre Viger, Quebec, Canada
	1:43:25



	1987
	Andre Viger, Quebec, Canada
	1:55:42



	1988
	Mustapha Badid, St. Denis, France
	1:43:19



	1989
	Philippe Couprie, Pontoise, France
	1:36:04



	1990
	Mustapha Badid, St. Denis, France
	1:29:53



	1991
	Jim Knaub, Long Beach, CA
	1:30:44



	1992
	Jim Knaub, Long Beach, CA
	1:26:28



	1993
	Jim Knaub, Long Beach, CA
	1:22:17



	1994
	Heinz Frei, Switzerland
	1:21:23



	1995
	Franz Nietlispach, Switzerland
	1:25:59



	1996
	Heinz Frei, Switzerland
	1:30:14



	1997
	Franz Nietlispach, Switzerland
	1:28:14



	1998
	Franz Nietlispach, Switzerland
	1:21:52



	1999
	Franz Nietlispach, Switzerland
	1:21:36



	2000
	Franz Nietlispach, Switzerland
	1:33:32



	2001
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:25:12



	2002
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:23:19



	2003
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:28:32



	2004
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:18:27



	2005
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:24:11



	2006
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:25:29



	2007
	Masazumi Soejima, Japan
	1:29:16



	2008
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:26:49



	2009
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:33:29



	2010
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:26:53



	2011
	Masazumi Soejima, Japan
	1:18:50



	2012
	Joshua Cassidy, Canada
	1:18:25



	2013
	Hiroyuki Yamamoto, Japan
	1:25:33



	2014
	Ernst van Dyk, South Africa
	1:20:36



	2015
	Marcel Hug, Switzerland
	1:29:53



	2016
	Marcel Hug, Switzerland
	1:24:01



	2017
	Marcel Hug, Switzerland
	1:18:03



	2018
	Marcel Hug, Switzerland
	1:46:26



	2019
	Daniel Romanchuk, United States
	1:21:36










Women’s WheelChair Champions




	1977
	Sharon Rahn, Champaign, IL
	3:48:51



	1978
	Susan Shapiro, Berkeley, CA
	3:52:35



	1979
	Sheryl Blair, Sacramento, CA
	3:27:56



	1980
	Sharon Limpert, Minneapolis, MN
	2:49:04



	1981
	Candace Cable, Las Vegas, NV
	2:38:41



	1982
	Candace Cable-Brookes, Las Vegas, NV
	2:12:43



	1983
	Sherry Ramsey, Arvada, CO
	2:27:07



	1984
	Sherry Ramsey, Arvada, CO
	2:56:51



	1985
	Candace Cable-Brookes, Long Beach, CA
	2:05:26



	1986
	Candace Cable-Brookes, Long Beach, CA
	2:09:28



	1987
	Candace Cable-Brookes, Long Beach, CA
	2:19:55



	1988
	Candace Cable-Brookes, Long Beach, CA
	2:10:44



	1989
	Connie Hansen, Denmark
	1:50:06



	1990
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:43:17



	1991
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:42:42



	1992
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:36:52



	1993
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:34:50



	1994
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:34:22



	1995
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:40:42



	1996
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	1:52:56



	1997
	Louise Sauvage, Australia
	1:54:28



	1998
	Louise Sauvage, Australia
	1:41:19



	1999
	Louise Sauvage, Australia
	1:42:23



	2000
	Jean Driscoll, Champaign, IL
	2:00:52



	2001
	Louise Sauvage, Australia
	1:53:54



	2002
	Edith Hunkeler, Switzerland
	1:45:57



	2003
	Christina Ripp, United States
	1:54:47



	2004
	Cheri Blauwet, United States
	1:39:53



	2005
	Cheri Blauwet, United States
	1:47:45



	2006
	Edith Hunkeler, Switzerland
	1:43:42



	2007
	Wakako Tsuchida, Japan
	1:53:30



	2008
	Wakako Tsuchida, Japan
	1:48:32



	2009
	Wakako Tsuchida, Japan
	1:54:37



	2010
	Wakako Tsuchida, Japan
	1:43:32



	2011
	Wakako Tsuchida, Japan
	1:34:06



	2012
	Shirley Riley, United States
	1:37:36



	2013
	Tatyana McFadden, United States
	1:45:25



	2014
	Tatyana McFadden, United States
	1:35:06



	2015
	Tatyana McFadden, United States
	1:52:54



	2016
	Tatyana McFadden, United States
	1:42:16



	2017
	Manuela Schar, Switzerland
	1:28:17



	2018
	Tatyana McFadden, United States
	2:04:39



	2019
	Manuela Schar, Switzerland
	1:34:19










OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg
LYONS
PRESS






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
MILES

“26 Miles to Boston offers a unique look at the
event and what it means to runners and the Boston
community as it has never before been chronicled.”
—Boston Athletic Association

MICHAEL CONNELLY :
Foreword by Bill Rodgers @
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