Running the short distance

	Growing up, I was a sprinter. My parents said I never crawled—only got on all fours and traveled the floors like a monkey. I remember having a strong urge to run and move fast everywhere. In sixth grade, the house we rented had a screen door at the front door with a lock that fastened at the top of the door. As I exited one day, in my fast mode, I suddenly met what felt like a brick wall, falling to the hardwood floor and losing my breath. I tried never to do that again.
	Moving slowly was just not in my vocabulary. The physical education department in the different schools I attended usually had a competition in the Spring called the “President’s Physical Education Award.” To receive this award, each student must complete several tasks in a certain amount of time, such as a broad jump, softball throw, 50-yard dash, shuttle run, pull-ups, sit-ups, etc. I usually beat everyone in my class, even the boys.
	The athletic ability I stunk at was running long distances.  As I have had asthma since I was young, running long distances inflamed my lungs—I started coughing and wheezing, eventually causing an asthma attack. 
	When I moved to a new school, joined the Track Team, and showed up for the first practice, the Coach invariably started with "Go warm up—run your mile around the track. " And then I would explain that it wasn’t a good idea for me. Fortunately, most of the coaches would listen to what I had to say.
	Running a 5k has always been on my bucket list to conquer, but now that I’ve had two hips replaced last year, I’ve filed that item in Drawer 13.

