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As I pushed through the thousands of runners who, like me, had tired feet and shiny new 

medals around their necks, I spotted it.  My face.  Or, to be more accurate, a five-foot cardboard 

cutout of my face, glistening high above the crowd.  I made my way towards…well…myself, 

and was met with hugs and smiles galore. 

But wait; let’s back up.  I’ve been running since 2006.  As a college student in LA, it’s 

easy to find an hour to run through the leafy streets blossoming with jacaranda trees and mini-

mansions.  Running was a stress reliever, a form of therapy.  I never raced, not even a 5K, and 

always ran at the same pace.  After graduating in 2009, I moved to Greece and continued 

carving an hour out of my afternoons to run as a way of decompressing after work. 

While abroad, my best friend, Lara, and I communicated regularly, despite her being 

seven time zones away.  I’d regale her with my travels, and she would piss me off by NEVER 

having news.  A 22-year-old living in D.C., and she had no news?  I’d berate her to give me 

something, anything…to no avail. 

And then I received an email.   

“So I know you say I never have any news, but this news isn't so good. Yesterday I was 

diagnosed with Hodgkin's Lymphoma.” 

It was the hardest two sentences I had ever read in my life.  The kind that lodges in the 

back of your throat, and sticks.  What could I do 5,000 miles away?  I couldn’t fly home.   

So I ran. 

We spoke regularly as Lara underwent chemotherapy and began losing her hair.  We 

weren’t together physically, but we were with each other every step of the way. 



Lara went into remission just as I returned home, and since then she’s been healthy, and 

I’ve continued running.  In December 2012, I decided to make a change.  I spent so much time 

running for myself, why not run for someone else?  I registered for the 2013 NYC Half Marathon 

in honor of Lara on behalf of the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society.  Thirteen miles is daunting 

when you normally max out at five.  But with Lara’s perseverance as inspiration, I pressed 

on.  

Which brings me to my giant head.  Lara and my family were there to cheer me on at the 

finish line, and I couldn’t have felt more thrilled to see their faces.  I had run 13.1 miles, raised 

over $7,000 for LLS, and pushed myself to limits I never thought I’d see. 

I’ve since run two more half marathons, and upon completing my first More 

Magazine/Fitness Magazine Women’s Half-Marathon this April, will begin training for my first 

full marathon, again in honor of Lara on behalf of LLS.  26.2 miles is intimidating, for sure.  But 

it’s not just about me anymore.  So that 26.2 miles?  It can either kiss it or tone it, but one way or 

another, my ass is crossing that finish line.  

  


