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Before his daily commute
to New York City, Moylan
is up early running his
hometown’s backroads.

E WILL WAKE AT 4 AM.,
as he does every weekday,
except Monday. He'll wear
shorts and a T-shirt, even in
the rain, unless it's winter, when he might pull
on a Gore-Tex jacket and pants. When it snows
and the snow is heavy enough, he'll stretch
thin rubber sandals with metal spikes over his
running shoes. He'll grab a small canister of
pepper spray. Three seasons out of the year,
he’ll lace up one of his six pairs of “active”
size 13 Sauconys that he keeps in a closet
undemeath his 100 hanging T-shirts, and in the
winter he'll wear one of his half dozen pairs of
active Nikes from the same closet, because the
layer of air in them doesn’t seem to compress
in cold weather as much as the foam in the
Sauconys. He'll be out his front door at 4:15,
back inside at 5:05. Then he'll shower, eat a
bowl of instant oatmeal, make himself a lunch
of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich or pack a
cup of yogurt, and leave his house in Warwick,
New York, at 6:10 to drive to the train station in
Harriman for the 6:42 train to Hoboken, New
Jersey. The trip will take a little over an hour,
and in Hoboken he’ll board a 7:55 underground
train bound for Manhattan. Once there, he'll
walk 15 minutes to his office at an insurance
company at Madison Avenue and 36th Street.
John Moylan is a man of habit and routine
and caution, and for much of his life attention
to detail has served him well. Some mornings,
when he’s feeling adventurous or wild, he’ll

IT WAS A TUESDAY, AND WARM FOR THAT TIME OF YEAR. A MORNING LIKE THIS WAS RARE. IT
WOULD BE A GOOD RUN, AND FOR MOYLAN IT FELT LIKE IT WOULD BE A GOOD DAY, TOO.

make a little extra noise between 4 a.m. and 4:15 a.m., just to see
if his wife of 30 years, Holly, will wake up. She hasn't yet.

His running route starts outside his front door and it hasn’t
varied for six years, since he and Holly and their two daughters
moved from Crystal Lake, Illinois, when his then employer,
Kemper Insurance, transferred him to New York City. Down
Kings Highway, through the small village, up a small hill, and
by the time he passes the Mobil gasoline station at the end of
the first mile, he’ll know if the run will be easy or hard, and if
it’s hard, he’ll remind himself to eat healthier that day, to make
sure to get to sleep by 9 p.m. At one and a half miles, he might
pass a gaggle of geese that like to waddle near the black granite
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memorial to the seven people from Warwick who died on
September 11, 2001. He'll run past one dairy farm and its herd
of cows, and he’ll make mooing sounds and wonder why they
never moo back. Later, he’ll pass another dairy farm and moo at
those cows, who always moo back. One of life’s mysteries. He'll
run past what’s really no more than a giant puddle next to the
road that he thinks of as the turtle pond, because he once saw
a turtle waddling across the concrete toward the water. He'll
run four to five miles, 10 or 12 on Saturday, and on Sunday
anywhere from 10 to 16. Mondays, he rests.

Moylan is by nature conservative, by profession cautious.
He has been in the insurance business for 33 years and has



spent much of his life calculating risk, calibrating the costs of
bad planning and devastating whim. Men who worry about
the future can guard against the worst sorts of accidents. Men
who look ahead can avoid life’s greatest dangers. Even when
running, even during the time of his life that is devoted to re-
Jease and escape from daily tallies and concemns, he can’t quite
escape the principles that have guided him for so long.

“What do I think about?” he says. “God, just about everything.
Am I on target for my marathon goal? How am I going to pay my
daughters’ college tuition? Do I have good retirement plans?”

Some days—one of life’s mysteries—he thinks of that terrible
morning five years ago.

THE SIMPLE THINGS
He and one of his coworkers, Jill Steidel, had just arrived at
their office on the 36th floor of the north tower at the World
Trade Center in downtown Manhattan. They were carrying
coffee they had picked up from the Starbucks in the building’s
atrium. He had his usual —a grande-size cup of the breakfast
blend, black. It was 8:46 a.m., and Moylan was standing at
his window, looking west, gazing at the ferries on the Hudson
River. It was one of his great pleasures, what he called “one of
the simple things in life.” That's when he felt the building shake
and heard a loud “thwaaang.” He had heard longtime em-
ployees talk about the 1993 bombing in the building’s parking
garage, and now he thought the building might be collapsing as
a result of residual structural damage. Then he heard scream-
ing. He was one of the fire marshals on his floor, so he rounded
up his employees—there were about 25 of them—and herded
them to the stairs. As a longtime runner, he checked his watch
as the group entered the stairwell. It was 8:48 a.m.

The stairwell was packed, but orderly.
He remembers two “nice, neat rows” of
people, scared but polite. He remembers
many breathing hard and sweating, wide-
eyed. He remembers thinking that his
experience as a runner helped him stay
calm. “What was it?” someone asked. “It
wasn’t a bomb,” someone else said.

The people in front of his group would
sometimes stop suddenly, which made
his group stop. That didnt make sense.
Neither did the smell. Moylan had been
in the Air Force as a young man, and it
was a familiar odor. “I thought, What the
hell is jet fuel doing here?”

AT THE READY By rotating a dozen pairs of running shoes,
Moylan is prepared for whatever the seasons happen to offer.

A MOMENT OF [SILENCE]

He and the others were marshaled to the overpass that
stretched over the West Side Highway and to the marina next to
the Hudson River. At the marina, he looked back. People on the
higher floors were waving pieces of clothing and curtains from
the windows. There were helicopters—he thought there were
eight or 10—circling. He could see that the helicopters couldn’t
get through the fire and smoke, and he knew that the people in
the windows could see it, too. He was used to synthesizing facts
quickly, and it didn’t take long to comprehend the horrible cal-
culus confronting the people in the windows: be burned alive
or jump. He wondered what he would have done.

Thousands of people were on the marina. Some stared
upwards. Others walked north, toward Midtown. The Kemper
employees for whom Moylan was responsible had all gotten
out safely; now Moylan needed to get home. The subway was
shut down, as was the underground train to New Jersey, so he
boarded a ferry to Hoboken. When he got to Hoboken at 9:59,
he looked back, and as he did so, the south tower, which had
been hit at 9:02 a.m., crumbled. The north tower, his tower,
would fall at 10:28 a.m.

In Hoboken he boarded a train for home, but first he tried to
call Holly and his daughters, Meredith and Erin. He had left his
cell phone in his office, so he borrowed one, but it wasn't work-
ing. Neither, he remembers, were the landlines.

He remembers the hour-long train ride to Harriman, and from
there the drive to Warwick. He remembers with absolute clarity
walking through his door at 4 p.m., covered in soot, smelling of
fire and death. Five years later, the memory still troubles him.

“The home office had called, looking for me, which just
scared my wife even more. My suit was ruined. I was reck-
ing. I scared the living daylights out of them. My daughters
especially were emotionally ruined, or
disturbed...When your family thinks
you're dead and you walk in your house
and surprise them...”

He stayed up all night, watching tele-
vision. In the moming, he knew what
he had to do. He rose from the bed
where he had failed to sleep. “I wanted
desperately to go out running,” he says.
He just couldn’t get his shoes on.

ACCIDENTS HAPPEN

Moylan knows better than most men
how accidents can shape a life. He had
been working in the East Norwich,

It took 28 minutes to get to the ground

floor. Moylan left the building at 9:16 a.m. He tumed to his right
and looked east, just as two bodies hit the ground. He saw other
bodies on the ground, realized that's why firefighters had kept
people from exiting the doors in a constant flow. He saw greasy
puddles of blazing jet fuel, huge chunks of twisted metal. He saw
more bodies falling. (It's estimated that of the more than 2,500
people who died in the twin towers, 200 had jumped.)

Long Island, post office in the summer
of 1970 when he learned he had drawn the 11th spot in one of
this country’s last drafts. He had always thought how neat it
would be to fly planes, so he enrolled in the U.S. Air Force. And
that’s how he got to Iceland.

There he was, in the summer of 1971, a cop’s son from East
Norwich, playing softball at midnight, soaking afterward in
thermal hot springs, gorging on fresh salmon, drinking beer
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A MOMENT OF [SILENCE]

with pretty girls who spoke another language. Forget planning.
He couldn’t have dreamed that summer—“one of the best years
of my life.” Pure chance. Then another one of life’s myster-
ies. Late one night, in April of 1972, there was a knock on his
barrack’s door. It was the chaplain. Moylan’s father had died; he
was only 46. After the funeral, Moylan asked his mother how
she was going to hold onto the house. She told him not to worry,
but he pressed. Did she need his help?

The Air Force gave him an honorable hardship discharge, and
he went back to the post office, and he might still be there if his
mother hadn't insisted that he go talk to one of the leaders of the
church she attended. He was an insurance executive, and he was
always looking for bright young men.

So in 1973, Moylan became a company man, a trainee for
Crum & Forster, a salaried student of chance and fate. Every
morning, he waited for the 7 a.m. Manhattan-bound train from
the station in Syosset, Long Island, and every morning he stood
in the same spot and walked through the same door and sat in
the same seat. And every afternoon, he did the same thing at
Pennsylvania Station, when the 5:06 eastbound train pulled in.
Then one afternoon, the train stopped 20 feet short of its usual
spot and people pushed and shoved and Moylan’s seat was taken
and he had no choice, there was only one empty seat left. He
found himself sitting next to a pretty blonde dress designer from
Huntington. Her name was Holly.

Accidents happen, and it's one of life’s mysteries the effect
they'll have, and all you can do is try to control what's control-
lable. And that’s how a young, married company man started
running. It was 1979, and Moylan had gone from a lean, 180-

HONOR ROLL

pound military man to a 220-pound 28-year-old, pudgy, listless
suit. He needed to do something. He had read an article about
Bill Rodgers, and the New York City Marathon, and he decided
that running sounded like fun.

Moylan is not a man to make a big deal out of things, and he
doesn’t make a big deal about that decision. But two years later,
in the spring of 1981, he ran the Long Island Marathon. He ran
it in just under four hours. In the fall, he ran the New York City
Marathon, and did even better, finishing in 3:51.

He cut out junk food, started eating lean meats. He woke early,
ran before the sun rose. He experimented with equipment and
distance and learned “to not let my mind get in front of my body.
[ learned that patience is a virtue.”

He wore his running shoes when he walked from the train to
his office building, and he wore them when he took his midday
45-minute walks around Manhattan. He always worried that
people thought he looked funny.

By 2001, by the time he was 50, he had run 14 marathons,
many half-marathons, countless 10-Ks and 5-Ks. Running helped
him reduce his blood pressure from 120/90 to 110/60, helped him
reduce his weight from 220 to anywhere from 180 to 195, depend-
ing on where he was in his training cycle. His resting pulse is 50
now, and when he gives blood, Red Cross officials routinely ques-
tion him to make sure he’s not a fainter. Running helped him
cope when his mother died in 1985 at age 59, with the birth of his
daughters in 1982 and 1985, with the demands of being a middle-
age father and husband and provider and company man. He ran
because he didn't want to die young, as his parents had, and be-
cause it relaxed him and was part of his life. Accidents would

Over the past five years, the running community has launched dozens of runs and races across the United States commemorating

9/1 victims. The following events are open to all runners. For more races, go to runnersworld.com/91iraces. —~LORI ADAMS

ARLINGTON POLICE, FIRE, SHERIFF 9/11
MEMORIAL 5-K

Arlington, Virginia; September 9

The flat course takes 3,000 runners past the
western side of the Pentagon, where American
Airlines flight 77 crashed on September 11, killing
64 passengers and crew members and 125
Pentagon employees. More than $135,000 has
been raised for 9/11-related charities, and awards
are presented for law enforcement, firefighter, and
military divisions. arlington91lrace.com

JOHN PAOLILLO 5-K MEMORIAL RACE

Glen Head, New York; September 9

The 25-year New York Fire Department veteran was
killed when the World Trade Center's north tower
collapsed. But Paolillo is remembered as much for
his dedication to running as to the department. “if
John worked a 24-hour shift, hed come home and
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go for arun,” says his brother Joe. "He aiways gave
it his all." Appropriately, the race's slogan is “Did you
give your all?" Proceeds go to a scholarship fund in
Paoliios memory. johnpaoiitio.com

FRANKLIN TEMPLETON INVESTMENTS
MEMORIAL 5-K AND 10-K

San Mateo, California; September 10

Franklin Templeton, a San Mateo-based financial
services company, lost 87 employees on
September 11. This run commemorates those men
and wornen, with proceeds directed to Friends for
Youth, a nationwide mentoring program for young
adults. franklintempleton.com/race

I TIDAL BASIN 3-K

Washington, D.C.; September 11

At noon, on the third Wednesday of each
month, the DC Road Runners club organizes

a 3-K run around the Tidal Basin. A special
version of the run takes place on the
anniversary of 9/11, with the names of those
lost at the Pentagon site read aloud before the
start. geocities.com/tidalbasinrace

9/11 MEMORIAL RUN

Belmar, New Jersey; September 11

More than 140 residents of Monmouth
County, a popular Jersey Shore area, were
killed on 9/11. This remembrance run goes
through three towns in a quiet formation, with
runners pausing briefly in each town to listen
as victim’s names are announced. jsrc.org

SHAWN M. NASSANEY 5-K

Smithfield, Rhode Island; September 17
Nassaney, a 1998 graduate of Bryant College,
was aboard United Airlines flight 175, which



AN KNOWS THERE ARE THINGS BEY!

THINKS OF A TERRIR| F

happen, and there were some things a man couldn’t do anything
about, terrible things. But with discipline and attention and will,
aman could carve out a safe place, a part of life that was predict-
able, calming in its sameness. Half an hour or so in the early
morning stillness could help a man deal with almost anything,

It was Tuesday, five years ago, the week after Labor Day, and
warm for that time of year, in that part of the country. A morn-

Along Moylan's route, a memorial honors the area’s 9/11 victims.

ing like this was rare and precious. It would be a good run. It
felt like it would be a good day. At the Mobil station. Moylan
picked up his pace.

He ran past the cows and the geese and the turtle pond. He
thought about his retirement fund, even though he had many
years to go before needing it. He worried about his daughters’
college tuition, even though he had been saving for years. He
wondered if he would run as swiftly as he wanted to in the New
York City Marathon, even though it was still two months away.
He was back at home at 5:05 a.m., and showered and had his
instant oatmeal and caught his train and met Jill Steidel at Star-
bucks, and they rode the elevator up to the 36th floor, and less
than a minute later, he felt the building shake. And the next day,
he couldn'’t get his running shoes on. He couldn’t put them on
the next day, either. He woke at four each day, got out of bed,
thought about running, got his shoes out of the closet. then put

LUN | RUI

them back. Then he would sit on the couch and watch televi-
sion and his mind would drift. He thought about a framed pho-
tograph he had left on his office desk. Holly had taken it, and it
showed Moylan and Meredith and Erin at a Yankees game in
July. It was cap day, and they were all wearing Yankees caps. He
doubted he could ever find the negative. Then he thought about
all the people who didn’t get to say goodbye to their families.

struck the south tower of the World Trade
Center. The race, with nearly 1,000 runners,

DEPUTY CHIEF RAY DOWNEY “FOREVER
RUNNING” MEMORIAL 5-K

takes place on the same course where
Nassaney, Bryant's former cross-country
captain, competed. Proceeds from the event
go to scholarship funds at the college as well
as to St. Raphael's Academy in Pawtucket,
Rhode Island, which Nassaney also attended.
S!?.:'.\’Hw’l!l';.ﬁ"SSd!]C‘y,()rg

TUNNEL TO TOWERS RUN/WALK 5-K
Brooklyn; September 24

This race commemorates the run New York City
firefighter Stephen Siller, off-duty at the time of
the attacks, made through the 1.7-mile Brooklyn
Battery Tunnel in order to provide assistance
at the World Trade Center. Siller later was killed
at the site. The event draws 10,000 runners and
thus far has raised more than $2 million for such
causes as the New York City Firefighters Burn
Center. tunneltotowersrun.org

w STEPHEN SILLER

TUNNEL 1o TOIVERS RUN 7 WALK

i
% Follow the footsteps...

The Tunnel to Towers Run, honoring
fireman Stephen Siller, draws 10,000 runners.

FLIGHT 93 MEMORIAL 15-K

Shanksville, Pennsylvania; November 12
Located 80 miles from Pittsburgh, Shanksville
is where United Airlines flight 93 crashed after
passengers reportedly confronted its hijackers.
The race includes a .7-mile climb to the crash
site, which the Shanksville community intends
to preserve as a memorial. dmapes®sssd.com

Deer Park, New York: June 17, 2007

A 39-year veteran of the New York Fire
Department, Chief Downey was one of the highest-
ranking department officers to die on September
1. More than 1800 runners take part in this 5-K,
whichis held on Father's Day and is preceded bya
kids' run. The event has raised $100,000 for more
than 30 different charities and scholarship funds.
chiefraydowney.com

MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 5-K

East Meadow, New York; September 9, 2007
The U.S.S. New Yorkis a 684-foot assault
craft being built with 24,900 tons of steel
salvaged from the twin towers. The ship, with
the capacity to carry 800 U.S. Marines, will
be ready for service in 2007, Proceeds from
the race will fund a sterling-silver serving tray
commemorating 9/11. reillysj@aol.com
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HEW Moylan with his family—daugther Meredith (far left), wife, Holly, and
daughter Erin—outside their home in the New York City suburb of Warwick.

Friday, September 14, was his 26th wedding anniversary, and
on that morning he got dressed and he laced up his Sauconys,
and he opened up his front door. He looked outside, into the
darkness. Then he closed the door and went back inside.

THE FUNNY SENSE

It is late spring, nearly five years later, and he is looking at the
space where the World Trade Center once stood. It is the first time
he has been back here. He says he’s surprised that the footprints
of the two towers aren’t more clearly marked. He’s disappointed
that the twisted cross of metal that became the focus of so many
Christians is no longer on the site.

He gazes into the sky.

“When I came out,” he says, “it was on this level. | had a
view—right in this area, the bodies were already falling. I could
look up and see the people hanging out the windows. The
news footage, you just saw smoke. From down here, it was like
looking up from the bottom of a grill. I remember seeing how
ungodly hot it was—there was an orange glow.”

“| SCARED THE DAYLIGHTS OUT OF MY DAUGHTERS. THEY WERE EMOTIONALLY RUINED. WHEN
YOUR FAMILY THINKS YOU'RE DEAD, AND YOU WALK IN YOUR HOUSE AND SURPRISE THEM..”

Moylan is a handsome man, square-jawed, grey-haired,
hazel-eyed. He is 6, a solid 190, on his way, he says, back to
180. He wears a blue suit and a pin of the twin towers and an
American flag, and he looks like a soap-opera actor or the Air
Force pilot he might have been. If this were a different place, he
might appear to be just a tourist searching the New York City
skyline for wonders.

He turns from the ghost buildings and looks toward the bank
of the river, at the benches where he used to unpack his peanut
butter and jelly sandwiches or his yogurt cup. “This place was my
luxury suite for lunch in the summertime. ..I used to come out
here on the bench and just dream.”

In the weeks after the attack, Moylan studied a New York Times
article about the sequence of events and realized that had he
taken two or three minutes longer to get his coffee with Steidel at
Starbucks, he still would have been in the elevator on the way to
his office when the plane hit and he wouldn’t have survived.

Moylan turns back east, away from the water. Reflection can
be healing, but he has work to do. He needs to get back to his
office, five miles north in Midtown. “The funny sense that I get
being here,” he says, “is, life goes on. It's continuing.”

"I DON'T REMEMBER THAT"

Itis early spring, dusk in Orange County, New York, and Moylan
and Holly and their oldest daughter, Meredith, are driving the
back roads of Warwick. Holly points out a place where George
Washington slept. Meredith points out a dairy farm and cream-
ery. We drive through the gaggle of geese and past the granite
memorial to the people from Warwick who died on 9/11.
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At dinner, we talk about past races, about what running meant
to Moylan before 9/11. Meredith talks about watching her father
finish one marathon on an ocean boardwalk, yelling, “That’s my
Daddy and he loves me,” and years later joining him in center
field of San Francisco’s Candlestick Park for the end of a 5-K
run. Holly and Meredith talk about how they enjoy staying up
watching The Gilmore Girls and chatting when John goes to sleep.
Holly wonders aloud why her husband—or any man—needs 100
T-shirts, and Moylan speaks mournfully of the “boxes and boxes”
of his T-shirts she donated to charity.

I'ask Holly and Meredith how long it took for them to get
over the shock of seeing Moylan walk in the door, how they
dealt with the hours of uncertainty.

“T wasn't uncertain,” Holly says. “When we were watching
the coverage on television, I told Meredith, ‘Dad will be fine.
He’s a runner and he’ll run right out of there. Besides, he called
us from Hoboken, before he got on the train.””

Moylan blinks, shakes his head.

“No, I didn’t call you. I didn’t have my phone.”

“You definitely called us,” Holly says. “You borrowed a phone
and called us to let us know you were coming home.”

Moylan blinks again. “I don't remember that,” he says.

“Yeah, Dad,” Meredith says, “you called from Hoboken. To
let us know you were alright.”

STORYTELLERS

Harold Kudler, M.D., is an associate clinical professor of psy-
chiatry at Duke University and a nationally recognized expert
on post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). He hears part of



John Moylan’s post 9/11 story and says, “It's quite common for
people in the middle of an acute stress response to have disas-
sociative phenomena.”

To Dr. Kudler, Moylan’s elaborate memory of his family
being traumatized as a result of not hearing from him makes
psychological sense. “Sometimes,” Dr. Kudler says, “the effort to
create meaning and to create a meaningful narrative about what
has happened to you actually becomes more important than the
actual memory and might replace it. This story about coming
home as a ghost and having everyone else scared might be a
way to say, ‘Boy, was I scared. I felt like a ghost in my own life. I
wasn't even sure when I got home if I had survived that.”

Moylan’s responses during and after the attacks—his vivid
recollection of details, his construction of false memories, his
nightmares, his long avoidance of the WTC site, his difficulty
running afterward —are entirely consistent with symptoms ex-
hibited by people facing extreme trauma, even the most resilient
people, according to Dr. Kudler.

“There’s a tendency to medicalize or pathologize responses,”
Dr. Kudler says. “It might be better to think that here’s someone
who is faced with a new challenge that’s so radically different
than the one he faced a few days earlier.

“Think of it like mourning. When you’re bereaved, you
wouldn’t be able to invest in yourself, because you'd feel over-
whelmed, and you'd sort of lose your center. For a while you
wouldn'’t be able to do the things that reminded you of who you
were, of the thing you did for yourself.”

And Moylan’s inability to go for his normal run?

“Running for him was something he did for himself, was
important to him, and he made a point of always doing this
regardless of anything else. Great exercise, recreational, self-
affirming. But in the context of the disaster, when people are
overwhelmed and filled with doubt, it’s easy
to see why someone wouldn’t do those self-af-
firming things.

“And if he was angry, that anger may have
drowned out his capacity to enjoy a simple plea-
sure like running, and take that simple time for
himself. That anger could have drowned out a
lot of those normal, good impulses.”

When I tell Moylan what Dr. Kudler said,
he is silent for a few seconds.

“He nailed me,” he says.

PERSPECTIVE

He would wake in the middle of the night,
certain that his house was under attack. He

{7 Moylan can never
forget where he was on September 11, 2001.

A MOMENT OF [SILENCE]

During the day, he thought of the people who had died. “I
couldn’t rationalize what had happened. People in the normal
course of living, going to work, murdered. I thought about how
they never got to say goodbye to anyone. I thought about my fam-
ily, and about facing a decision to burn to death or to jump.”

Every morning in the weeks after 9/11, he would get up and
he would plan to run. But he never made it outside. He would
make coffee, and sit on the couch, and sometimes watch televi-
sion, and have his oatmeal, and when it was time to take his
shower and catch his train, that's what he would do.

He couldn’t stop thinking about chance, and fate, and won-
dering why he had survived.

At his company’s insistence, he had two conversations with
Red Cross officials, once in a group, once alone. He talked
about how angry he was that there had been an attack. He
talked about how angry he was that he had survived while others
had died. He talked about how angry he was that he couldn’t
run. “And that about covers it,” he says.

He reported for work on September 13, in Kemper’s New
Jersey office. The company assured Moylan and his coworkers
that they would be reassigned to a building in midtown Manhat-
tan, on a lower floor. The morning they reported for work there,
on the 10th floor of Rockefeller Center, was the day authorities
discovered an envelope filled with anthrax addressed to Tom
Brokaw in the same building. Some of the Kemper employees
left and never came back. Moylan stayed.

The nightmares continued. He kept jumping at the slightest
noise. But Holly didn’t say anything. “We had talked about coun-
seling,” she says, “and he just said, ‘Let me see how things go.”
He knew that running would help him get over all his problems.
So he got up every day, ready to run. But he couldn’t do it.

Then one day, he could. Just like that. One of life’s mysteries.

There were no grand pronouncements be-
fore he went to bed the night before, no stirring
speeches at dinner. He was still angry. He was
still scared. He still thought about the falling
bodies. But on Columbus Day, almost exactly
a month after the attack, he managed to get his
shoes on, and to get out the door. He made it
four miles, and every step was difficult. His legs
were heavy. He had trouble breathing. But he
made it.

His first race was a half-marathon in Pennsyl-
vania the next April. It was a clear day, warm,
“almost like September 11,” he says. “I re-
member that for the first time in a long time, I
smelled grass, could smell flowers.”

would dream that he was up in a tower and
flames were licking at him. He would dream of having to make
a terrible choice but not knowing what to do. He would dream
of dying, “that I went through what those people went through.”
Noises startled him. “He was restless and jumpy and things
would frighten him,” Holly says. “If we were out somewhere
and a child cried out, he’'d jump, he'd be scared.”

A few months later, in October, at a half-
marathon not far from his home, he happened to overhear one of
the runners mention that he was a firefighter. Moylan approached
him. “He said he wasn't there, but he knew people who were. 1
told him I was in tower one. We both had similar feelings. ..about
losing people. It was the first time I had verification that I wasn’t

the only person who felt like [ did.”  (continued on page 144)
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ACCESSORIES & EQUIPMENT

NATURAL ENHANCHERS

Still Sitting on Towels?
Waterproof Seatcovers
designed for runners.
Soft, comfortable fab-
rics are Odorproof and
Machine Washable. On
and off in seconds.
Don’t let sweat ruin your seats.
www.SeatShield.com. 888-643-8976.

ENERGY FOODS

watelProgy
A

SEATSHIELD

Honey Stinger

O\ Pure, Natural Energy!
Energy & Protein Bars,
Gels, Honey, B-vitamins,
electrolytes, low-glycemic.
Buy at Whole Foods, REI,
EMS, Performance, Nashbar.
www.honeystinger.com
1-866-GO-HONEY

HEEL LIFTS

HEEL LIFTS
www.fitfeet.com
Toll Free (877) 433-5438

» »
A
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CANADA

“Gord’s is ‘a step ahead in fitness’ in
providing running shoes, clothing and
accessories.” Calgary, Alberta
www.gordsrunningstore.com

FLORIDA

Running Wild Largest & Friendliest
Running store serving Broward since
1986. (954) 565-9400. 1133 N. Federal
Hwy., Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33304.

ILLINOIS

DICK POND ATHLETICS: USA’s oldest
running shoe store. Best service, prices,

& selection. Seven Chicagoland locations.
(630) 665-3316.

RUNNER’S HIGH ‘N TRI

Great Location in NW Suburb of Chicago
121 West Campbell, Arlington Heights, IL
60005 (847) 670-9255 www.runnershigh.biz

MAINE

MAINE RUNNING Co.

Maine’s ONLY Run Walk specialty store.
563 Forest Ave., Portland (207)773-6601
www.runwalkcompany.com

MARYLAND

FALLS ROAD RUNNING - Named “Best of
Baltimore”. 6247 Falls Road, (410) 296-5050.
736 South Bend, (410) 342-0305.
www.baltimorerunning.com

MASSACHUSETTS

MARATHON SPORTS BOSTON
671 Boylston St., Boston, MA
(617) 267-4774

MARATHON SPORTS BROOKLINE
1638 Beacon St., Brookline, MA
(617) 735-9373

OR AD » 2 A 0

ARNEEA A

Yarrow Drops - Great Natural Energy
Gentian Drops - Perfect Pacing
Elm Drops - Endurance
Larch Drops - Self Confidence
Benediction Oil - Muscle Massage
emotionalremedies.com

SKIN CARE

HEALTHY FEET RUN LONGER.
Mineral-moisture balm for
happy, healthg feet. FREE sample
of Awakening® FEET at
www.awakeningskincare.com

or 800/200-6546.

HYDRATION & CARRIERS

<3
amphipod
Amphipod Running Gear
Top-rated for comfort, performance
and access. Waistpacks, hydration,
music-carriers, reflective. Available at
specialty Running & Outdoor stores.
www.amphipod.com

MARATHON SPORTS CAMBRIDGE

1654 Massachusetts Ave., Cambridge, MA
(617) 354-4161

MARATHON SPORTS NORWELL

134 Washington St., Norwell, MA

(781) 871-2979

MARATHON SPORTS WELLESLEY

255 Washington St., Wellesley, MA
(781) 237-0771

Over 200 models of shoes...your feet are
Our Business. Tremendous selection of
apparel and accessories.Visit us at our
web site; www.marathonsports.com

NEW YORK

SINCE 1979. PERFORMANCE SHOES,
EXPERT FITTING. THE RUNNING START,
2113 Avenue U, Brooklyn, NY 11229.
(718) 934-9113.

RUNNER’S EDGE
242 Main Street Farmingdale, NY 11735
(516) 420-7963 www.runnersedgeny.com

PENNSYLVANIA

ELITE RUNNERS & WALKERS -
Pittsburgh’s #1 run/walk shop.
Robinson (412) 490-0881 or
Murrysville (724) 733-2101.

Toll Free 1-877-RUN-WALK.

TENNESSEE

RUNNERS MARKET - Knoxville, TN. For
all your running needs, local race informa-
tion. (865) 588-1650. runnersmarket.com

WISCONSIN

TRIATHLON WORLD

Shoes, apparel, tri-suits, tri-bikes, wetsuits
and more. 7435 117th Ave., Kenosha.
(262) 857-8743 Triathlonworldusa.com
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A Moment of Silence
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 125

He ran the New York City Marathon in
2002 and 2003. He ran more marathons,
more half-marathons. The nightmares faded
away, as did his preoccupation with death
and the randomness of fate. (He still jumps
at the slightest noise, something he never
did before 9/11.) Three years ago, Todd
Jennings, who lived near Moylan and who
had just started running, spotted Moylan on
the train “in his gray flannel suit and run-
ning shoes.” Eventually, they started talking.
About training regimens, and race strategy,
and running in general. “No,” Jennings says,
“we never talked about 9/11.”

Moylan and Jennings traveled to the Boil-
ermaker 15-K in Utica, New York, in 2005,
and the night before the race they went out
for a pasta dinner. “He told me,” Jennings
says, “I want to be remembered on my tomb-
stone as a runner. Running is who [ am.”

There are things you can’t control, no mat-
ter how much you worry and plan. Terrible
things happen, and there’s nothing you can
do to stop them. Those are lessons that will
change a man. For better or for worse.

After 18 years, Moylan left Kemper Insur-
ance in 2002 to go to work for Greater New
York Insurance. He doesn’t worry about what
others think about his blue suit/vhite run-
ning shoes combination in Midtown any-
more. He ran a 3:22 marathon in 1982 and a
4:50 marathon in 2003. He still wants to get
back to a four-hour time, “but I don’t worry so
much about time anymore.” He is training for
this fall's New York City Marathon. He still
thinks about retirement and paying for his
daughters’ education, but it doesn'’t eat at him
quite as much as it used to. He still calculates
risk and calibrates the likelihood of disaster
and does his best to protect himself and his
family, but he knows there are some things
beyond a man’s control, and to worry about
them is to waste precious energy.

When he finds himself irritated or impa-
tient, he thinks of a terrible choice he never
had to make, and he is grateful. Every mom-
ing, as he steps out his door, he is grateful.

“I told my wife, I should have a new birth-
day,” Moylan says. “My new life started on
9/11. The fact that I survived is a gift. I know
quite a few people who didn’t. I made a prom-
ise to myself. I was going to live differently.” He
tries not to dwell on the past, or to look too very
far into the future. But he has made one prom-
ise to himself. “Yeah, I'm going to go back to
Iceland sometime. That's a plan now.”

THE HILLS BEYOND
Weckends, he treats himself. Friday and



Saturday nights, he soaks a pot of steel-cut
oats in water so he can have homemade
oatmeal after his runs. He sleeps till 5:30,
has a cup of coffee, “my luxury,” and dawdles
for a full hour before he heads out the door.
September 11 falls on a Monday this year,
so he won’t run. But the day before, he'll
step out of his front door just as the sun rises
above Warwick. He'll pass the Mobil station
and the silent cows and the mooing cows, but
that day he’ll go at least 15 miles, so there
will be other sights, too. He'll run by the
VEFW hall where the old men always wave
and the fire station in town where the guys
always have a nice word to say. He might see
adeer, ora porcupine, or even a bear. At mile
seven, he'll run by a house where a snarling
rottweiler is tied to a tree, and he’ll grip his
pepper spray a little more tightly.

Just past that house, Moylan will ascend
a gentle hill, heading east, and no matter
how hard the run, no matter how he slept
the night before or how he’s feeling, as he
crests the little hill, he’ll slow down. It's his
favorite spot on the weekend run—his fa-
vorite spot of any of his runs. It’s just a little
hummock, but when a man reaches it, he
can turn to the right and look south, and
he can see an entire valley stretching be-
fore him, and beyond that valley, forests and
hills all the way to the horizon. He will still
have another seven miles to go, and then his
homemade oatmeal, with the apples and
bananas and raisins and cinnamon he allows
himself on weekends. Then on Monday he'll
think again about the day that changed his
life, and on the day after that he’ll catch the
6:42 train to Hoboken, and on the day after
that he'll do it again. Or not. Who can really
predict what will happen to a man, even a
careful man, a man who takes precautions?
That's another of life’s mysteries.

Moylan will allow himself to walk a little
bit on Sunday at the top of the gentle rise, to
linger, to look at the valley and the forests and
the looming hills beyond. He loves this spot.

“It’s a nice place to get perspective,” he

says. @
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ADVERTISING SECTION

FLEET FEET

Fleet Feet Sports is a running and walkin,
stores throughout the country. Each of o

* superior customer service

* afull line of footwear, apparel & accessories for all your fitness needs
* complete gait analysis by qualified staff

¢ aone-stop source for running, walking & fitness information

¢ commitment to the success of our customers and our communities

* awarm, welcoming environment for all ages and abilities

g specialty retailer with 69 locally-owned and operated
ur stores offers:

ALABAMA NEVADA

Huntsville, (256) 650-7063. Carson City, (775) 883-3361.
ARIZONA NEW JERSEY

Tucson, (520) 886-7800. Hoboken, (201) 533-1200.
ARKANSAS Mahwah, (201) 828-9880.
Fayetteville, (479) 571-8786. Marlton, (856) 810-0051.
CALIFORNIA Montclair, (973) 509-9707.

Aptos, (831) 662-0886.

Chico, (530) 345-1000.

Davis, (530) 758-6453.

Fair Oaks, (916) 965-8326.
Laguna Niguel, (949) 488-3356.
Monterey, (831) 372-5664.
Pleasant Hill, (925) 827-4772.
Pleasanton, (925) 426-5576.
Redding, (530) 226-0600.
Roseville, (916) 783-4558.
Sacramento, (916) 442-3338.
San Anselmo, (415) 258-8190.
San Francisco, (415) 921-7188.
Santa Rosa, (707) 569-1494.
Stockton, (209) 952-1446.
Vacaville, (707) 449-9266.

COLORADO

Boulder, (303) 939-8000.
CONNECTICUT

Hartford, (860) 233-8077.
FLORIDA

Stuart, (772) 232-9225.
GEORGIA

Atlanta, (404) 255-3338.
Duluth/Alpharetta, (678) 475-1555.
Savannah, (912) 355-3527.

NEW MEXICO
Albuquerque, (505) 299-8922.
NEW YORK

Albany, (518) 459-3338
Buffalo, (716) 332-3501.
Rochester, (585) 697-3338.
Syracuse, (315) 446-1444.
NORTH CAROLINA
Carrboro, (919) 968-3338.
Hickory, (828) 304-4786
Raleigh - Coming Soon
Winston-Salem - Coming Soon
OHIO

Columbus, (614) 846-5625
Cincinnati, (513) 793-8383.
Northfield, (330) 908-3234.

OKLAHOMA

Tulsa, (918) 492-3338.
PENNSYLVANIA
Pittsburgh, (412) 851-9100.
SOUTH CAROLINA
Greenville, (864) 235-4800.

HAWAII TENNESSEE
Kailua, (808) 262-3278. Memphis, (901) 761-0078.
IDAHO Nashville, (615) 373-1123.

Coeur d'Alene, (208) 765-7604.
ILLINOIS

Chicago-Lincoln Square, (773) 271-3338.

Chicago-Piper’s Alley, (312) 587-3338.
Elmhurst, (630) 559-3338.

KENTUCKY

Louisville, (502) 479-8786.
MARYLAND

Baltimore, (410) 484-6565.
Gaithersburg, (301) 926-6442

MISSISSIPPI

Jackson, (601) 899-9696.
MISSOURI

Chesterfield, (636) 532-0522.
St. Peters, (636) 939-0161.

MONTANA

TEXAS

Corpus Christi, (361) 225-3338.
Houston, Louetta Rd., (281) 370-4140.
Houston, Rice Blvd., (713) 520-6353.
Houston, Woodway, (713) 465-0033.
San Antonio, (210) 805-0845.

VERMONT

Burlington - Coming Soon
VIRGINIA

Roanoke, (540) 777-1166.
WASHINGTON

Bonney Lake, (253) 862-8890.
WASHINGTON, D.C.
Adams Morgan, (202) 387-3888.
WISCONSIN

Bozeman, (406) 587-1135.

For information about owning a Fleet Feet Sports franchise in your community,
or about career opportunities in stores throughout the country, please visit
www.fleetfeet.com, email us at info@fleetfeet.com, or call 91 9-942-3102.

FLEET FEET Inc, = 110 E. Main Street, Suite 200 » Carrboro, NC 27510 « info@fleetfeet.com

Madison, (608) 833-9999




