By PATRICK GRISKUS

L IFE IS full of disappointments,
excuses and blisters. New York
gave me a (aircgorﬂon of all three. In
a year in which I had run in three
other marathens, six triathlons (in-
cluding an
. Ington and the Empire g,
I looked forward to the New York City
race as my best effort yet. Instead, the
best that could be uir i
marathon was that it wag my eighth
~ marathon.

It could be that my ambitions were
unrealistic, at least that is one of the
things that I have been told. But my
initia] goal to run & sub-3:40 race bere
was, o my way of thi 3
conservative. And earlier in the year
when I bad first put New York on my
schedule, I deligg:t:d in its late Octo-
berdate.wclusetolhecnspofﬂo—
vember. It was sure to be cool and
maybe even cold. But what do know?

“The temperature at street level that

hk&; into account the

tion of the runners, was in the mid-80's

~and, even worse, the bumidity hit the

96 percent mark. I knew that I was in
trouble,

The numbers themselves give some
Indication as to the kind of y it was,
For example, in the 1983 NYC
Marathon just nine participants were
taken to the hospital. In this year's
race more than 200 made the trip,
Also it a‘l:pea.rs that more than 4,000
runners dropped out and the number
‘of people treated at the medical tents
in the finish area topped 1,100. Most

unhappily, there was even ‘a fatality E:e's cheering would make me fee)
tter. I wish that I

; that it did, but all that

arrest on the Queensboro Bridge. He poige was a keener edge to the g

among the runners when a 48-year-old
Frenchman was stricken by cardiac

. died and soon after.
Compared to the latter, my prob-
lems that day were slight. time of
#:47:57 was a personal worst, But even
inmtrmpect,lmalmostsaythatl

don’t care because the reasons for my him yes. And then I realized that I

failure were honestly out of my con- hadn’t him and told him no,
trol. Either way, it made no difference as I
During the first 13.1 miles of the continued running and fallicg furiher

marathon course, I could never com.
fortably hit the stride I knew I needed
to break 3:40. After a frustratingly
slow first mile that took me nearly 12
minutes, I had all I could do to run at a
ce of eight minutes crlus. When I hit
halfway split, the clock read 1:53. I

. had planned on being there at 1:45 or
" less. I was still on a sub-four hour pace
with minutes to spare, but I was begin-
ning to feel a sharp amount of paj in
my stump. Ordinarily this kind of
Lh.[vn doesn’t really begin to bother me
until after 20 es. , and this I
couldn't believe, I was starting to get
_dizzy from the sun and hnmidjt&.al
don't know why, but I told m If that
once I reached Manhattan, all the peo-
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behind even the revised schedules that
Ikept setting for myself.

It began to dawn on me that ] wasn't
goingeto break four hours and that
maybe I really should quit. After all, I
rationalized, what was there to prove
and there would always be other
marathons to make things right, I
mulled this over as I ran until a little
past the 18-mile mark and had to stop
and remove my prosthesis. The water
accumulation inside its socket was fi.
naiiywomuchtoignore.ltookt.heleg

pplauded as he n

ears the finish line escorted by city
arathon volunteer as she is the last

off and poured out a good cup of wa-
ter. Whiﬁol was standing there on one
leg, a member of the marathon's med-
ical staff came by and told me not to
move, that he would be rj ht back

tha sg-ettc;:erdil told him that I wag
alright, but he dn't appear to be in-
terested. While he was one, I put my
leg back on and took off. For the re-
mainder of the course, u&unm the last
mile or 80, I continued dabble with
the ides of dropping out, but while
lust.inginﬂ:ebeartmaybeasinit‘s
Dot against the law.

With a little over a half-mile to go,
my stump was bleeding in three
places, my hamstrings and rj t calf
were cramped up, and I had w t was
euphemistically referred to as a diges-
tive problem and I wished I were back
in my botel room. I wa:gmbably past

ing what happened when some guy
ran by me and said, “Hey, why don't
you try finishing with some style.”

Reconsidering his words, I think
they were meant to impress his wom-
an companion and as such were not
meant unkindly. At that moment, how-
ever, tbeyenrafed me to run. I can'’t
say if I actually finished in style
(something any punk can do — the
trickislomuthemtoflberaoein
style) but I did finish substantially in
front of him, the 10,491st finisher out
of an original field of more than
18,000. I had a little victory and a big
defeat,

Patrick Griskus, 36, of Waterbury s
@ triathlete who has given a personal
account of his athletic adventures in
this publication — most recently his
effort in the Cape Cod Endurance Tri.
athlon, where he swam 2% mﬂes,r
biked 112 miles and ran 26.2 miles.
Griskus last his leg in a motorcyle ge-
cident in 1967,



