
Reflections … On the Edge of 70 December, 2010

This is the 100th entry into the series of Reflections essays which began over ten 
years ago.  So for those who are regular readers of these essays, pardon me 
while I digress …

Someone asked the other day, “Are you still running?”   I know I’m moving slowly 
these days, but I wouldn’t call it “still” running.  I try not to be flippant when asked 
that question.  I am still running, and I hope I’m supposed to continue.

Over the years there have been a few things in the culture that “bother” me … 
sideways and backwards hats … obese healthcare workers (not a good sign) … 
multiple  tattoos  and  piercings  …  and  the  ongoing  assault  on  the  English 
language.

When it  comes to  running,  the one issue that  overrides  the  others  is  what  I 
perceive as a failure to honor, recognize, and respect the older runners for their 
contributions in growing the sport.  I remember in the ‘60s and ‘70s people would 
throw things out their car windows at runners, and utter obscenities (just jealous);  
but  now  that  the  fitness  craze  is  in  full  bloom,  I  note  at  races  and  award 
ceremonies that the last ones standing are the elderly.

The older runners stand and wait for the youngest to receive their adulation and 
praise,  which  is  certainly  fitting.   But  it  seems  that  the  Rodney  Dangerfield 
syndrome (no respect) is alive and well.  I don’t mean to over state it, but it’s rare 
when a race director  presents awards beginning with the oldest  down to  the 
youngest.  It is generally just the opposite.

So now it’s almost 2011 … another year … another decade.  That will make six  
decades (in and out) of running and being.  What a gift and what a treat.  Still  
running?  You betcha!  Am I supposed to stop?  Surely not.  We’ve only just 
begun.  Happy New Year!

And may the wind be always at your back!
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