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M'Moment of Silence

FROM RUNNER’S WORLD

Egjryone in the sporting world wants predictions. But who, Steve

FriAé_dman asks, can really predict what will happen to 2 man? This is the

story of a runner, running from the horror of 9/11, through trauma,

on to a new life.

- DM.

I WILL WAKE AT 4:00 A.M., as he does every weekday, except

Mondzi§n~ He'll wear shortsand a Tshirt, even in the rain, unless it’s

s when he might pullona Gore-Tex jacket and pants. When
h, he’'ll stretch thin rubber

Tonows and the snow is heavy enoug
He'llgraba small

sandél}ﬁth metal spikes over his running shoes.
out of the year, he’ll lace up
s that he keeps in a

Tanister of pepper spray: Three seasons
e £ his six pairs of “yctive” size 13 Saucony
hundred hanging Tshirts, and in the
£ active Nikes from

e anderneath his one
\mter he'll wear one of his half-dozen pairs 0
the layer of air in them doesn’t seem to
in the Sauconys.

e same closet, because
Sss in cold weather as much as the foam
=1l be out his front door at 4:15, back inside at 5:05. Then he’'ll
If a lunch of 2

showeff; eat 2 bowl of instant oatmeal, make himse
eanut putter and jelly sandwich or pack a cup of yogurt, and leave
\is house in Warwick, New York, at 6:10 to drive to the train station
T Harriman for the 6:42 train to Hoboken, New Jersey. The trip
vill take 2 little over an hour, and in Hoboken he’ll board a '7:55
mderground train bound for Manhattan. Once there, he’ll walk
Teen minutes to his office at an insurance company at Madison

e & and Thirty-sixth Street.

John Moylan is a man of habit and routine and caution, and for
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o STEVE Fgy, 9
xg;:rl:i ;)fs h;,sh 11feha7ttenti(.)n to detail has served hin"l : by, N
extra nogis; be‘z‘r;eee S4fjeelmg adventurous or wild, he’] m:k ' e
thir n :00 A.m. and 4:15 A.M., just to see € aliyy, 4
th years, Holly, will wake up. She hasn’t yet. ‘lf his Wife ¢
d fljrr;)r(m;ng route starts outside his front door, and '1 ; s
- Crys)t;lall‘zls(mcleilbe z'md Holly and their two daughters
surance. transh e,d inois, when his then-employer, Kep, oveq
through’ the smjliiiﬂ:;? L(;l:ew Si‘tl)ﬁ{'llcity. Down Kings Hil.;}fwlm !
f.he Mobil gasoline statio}l at sma L hill, and by the Fime he passa :
if the run will be easy or harfinec??f ;)tfstklllzxr?irs;?lllli;he’n knoiz

self to eat healthier that day, to make sure to get t;n Is?d him.- s
eep b

9:00 p.m. At one and a half miles, he might y
: , a

It)f:(t)tpllf?rg;n w;l\;idle. near the. black grani%e rr?e:z(?ri%x?%%li;: ;geese
D e a;‘wn:k who' died on September 11, 2001. He’lle‘jen
s anycfl armdand its herd of cows, and he’ll make n;: N
0B souncs 2 fawon er why they never moo back. Later, he’ll a(s)-
One of life’symyzzgr?;dlilne?ﬁ ?lt.lrtlh Osetcogs’  really o oo bECkS(
: . past what’s re '
;Ogrizmb g;c]llc;lehnext to the road that he thilrllfls,ll}(;ffl ;)sntll‘l)getfll;flz
towar,d " e he on’ce saw a turtle waddling across the concrete
e water. He’ll run four to five miles, ten or twelve on S?E

urday, and on Sund
’ ay anywhe .
he rests. y anywhere from ten to sixteen. Mond

hasp’, Var.

>

ays,
Moylan i ; A
b ?n th:: ll;); Sf;lize (g)on?ervauve, by profession cautious. He has :
ot of his e o pusiness for thirty.three years and has spent \4
ning and devastatin ayt,l.ng risk, calibrating the costs of bad plan-
guard against the wog;"‘f e \fvho worry about the future can
avoid life’s greatest dZnséC;iis Clgfv:aeiclvcvlﬁ: - enwho look ahead can
. n running, even during the

i . T .
me of his life that is devoted to release and escape from daily tal

lies and conc

3 erns, he can’t quite O )

guided him for so long. q escape the principles that have
"’r',‘

ided . ) &
at do I think about?” he says. “God, just about every-

thing. Am I on tar,
get for my marathon ? .
pay my daughters’ college tuition? Do gloeklllévI:OW am I going to

plans?” good retirement

Some days — one of life’ ¥
ife’s g .
morning five years ago. mysteries — he thinks of that terribl
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The simple Things

and one of his coworkers, Jill Steidel, had just arrived at their
ce on the thirty-sixth 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
phad his usual — a grande-size cup of the breakfast blend, black. It
was 8:46 AM-, and Moylan was standing at his window, looking west,
azing at the ferries on the Hudson River. It was one of his great

jeasures, what he called “one of the simple things in life.” That’s

He

' when he felt the building shake and heard a loud “thwaaang.” He

hhad heard longtime employees talk about the 1993 bombing in the
puilding’s parking garage, and now he thought the building might
pe collapsing as 2 result of residual structural damage. Then he
heard screaming. He was one of the fire marshals on his floor, so he
rounded up his employees — there were about twenty-five 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 breath-
ing hard and sweating, wide-eyed. He remembers thinking that his
experience as a runner helped him stay calm. “What was it?” some-
one asked. “It wasn’ta bomb,” someone else said.

The people in front of his group would sometimes stop sud-
denly, which made his group stop- That didn’t make sense. Neither
did the smell. Moylan had been in the Air Force as a young mail,
and it was a familiar odor. “I thought, What the hell is jet fuel doing here?”

It took twenty-eight minutes to get to the ground floor. Moylan
left the building at 9:16 .M. He turned 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 exit-
ing 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 twenty-five hundred people
who died in the twin towers, tWo hundred had jumped.)

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
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f;;iiewa"ing pieces of clothing and curtains from the windor.
it W(;;e helicopters — he thought there were eight or t Ows,
o ::fj e could see that the helicopters couldn’t get throu: (;n -
cee it ¢ Sm;;ke, and he knew that the people in the windowsgc the
e | lOoo. e was used to synthesizing facts quickly, and it d?({llji

o ng to corpprehend the horrible calculus confrontin i
people in the windows: be burned alive or jump. He g the"
what he would have done. p- wondered

Thousands of peopl Auéns

ple were on the marina. Some st il

f?):ﬂhm; walked north, toward Midtown. The Kempfre(irzpvlvj 1ds. 2

Movlv om Moylan was responsible had all gotten out safell3 . yees.

theylj\rl;ldneeded to ge't home. The subway was shut down ﬁsno‘w ‘

HObokerelr%;%l;ﬁi train toHNew Jersey, so he boarded a i:'err}:N?(j

e e got to Hoboken at 9:59, he 1
he did so, the south tower, whi :59, he looked back, and as
’ , which had been hit at 9:02

bl(;i. [T.Ihi north tower, his tower, would fall at 10:28 -A MA.M., cr’um_

call Hocl)l Okeg he boarded a train for home, but first he trieg‘to

el phor}:e?:l ths i%aughters, Meredith and Erin. He had left his

. is office, so he borrowed one, but i ’ L
Ne;;her, he remembers, were the landlines.e, ut it wasn’t working.

 He remembers the hourlong i ride © Hatrisiar, 0¢ from
B rlvehto‘Warmck. He remembers with absolute clarity

fire ang d;;ng‘hls doorlat 4:00 p.M., covered in soot, smelling of |

. Five years later, the memory still U‘Oubl’ )

« es him. 0
myTv;?Ee Ielséne office had t{alled, looking for me, which jusinscared
living dayli s ore. My suit was ruined. I was reeking.  scared the-

, Or ed. ... When your family thi ) §

aualc}I you walk in your house and surprise them)f inks youre dea .

e Vi ‘i’t?’ei up all night, watching television. In the mornin h j

to sleep 'itl wirl:zec(litg ot 11056 from the bed where he had fi’iled :

. esperately t P 8
couldn’t get his shoes gn. y to go out running,” he says. He jus:

iz,
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Accidents Happen

M

Hfzyl;{r; }lizg\a[;s better tk'lan most men how accidents can shape 2

Ofﬁ.c e ha een working in the East Norwich, Long Island, post
e summer of 1970 when he learned he had draw;apthe g

e
. 4 Moment of Silence
. elev

.S, Air Force: And that’s how he got to Iceland.
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enth spot in one of this country’s last drafts. He had always
ought how neat it would be to fly planes, SO he enrolled in the
There he was, in the summer of 1971, a cop’s OB from East
Norwich, playing softball at midnight, soaking afterward in ther-
mal hot springs gorging on fresh salmon, drinking beer with pretty

irls 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 mysteries. 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; be was only forty-six. After the
funeral, Moylan asked his mother how she was going to hold on to
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

ent back to the post office, and he might still be there if his

he w
mother hadn’t insisted that he go talk to one of the leaders of the
wecutive, and he was al-

church she attended. He was ant insurance €

ways looking for bright young men.

So in 1973, Moylan became 2 company man, 2 trainee for Crum
& Forster, a salaried student of chance and fate. Every morning, he
waited for the 7:00 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

noon, he did the same thing at Pennsylvania Station,

every after
when the 5:06 eastbound train pulled in. Then one afternoon, the

train stopped twenty 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 blond 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 controllable. And

that’s how a young, married company man started running. It
was 1979, and Moylan had gone from 2 Jean, 180-pound military
man to a 220-pound, twenty—eight—year—old, pudgy Jistless 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
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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 Mara-
thon, 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 dis-
tance and learned “to not let my mind get in front of my body. I
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 forty-
five-minute walks around Manhattan. He always worried that peo-
ple thought he looked funny.

By 2001, by the time he was fifty, he had run fourteen marathons,
many half-marathons, countless 10-Ks and 5-Ks. Running helped
him reduce his blood pressure from 120/90 to 1 10/60, 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 fifty-nine, with the birth of
his daughters in 1982 and 1985, with the demands of being a mid-
dle-age father and husband and provider and company man. He
ran because he didn’t want to die young, as his parents had, and
because it relaxed him and was part of his life. Accidents would
happen, and there were some things a man couldn’t do anything
about, terrible things. But with discipline and attention and will, 2
man could carve out a safe place, a part of life that was predictable,
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-
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 pon
thought about his retirement fund, even though he ha

d. He

ears. He wor~

lege tuition, even though he had been saving for
ge tultion n gh he ha g y he New york

dered if he would run as swiftly as he wanted to in t

d many |

years to go before needing it. He worried about his daughters’ col- 4

¢ Itis late spring,
. Where the World Trade C
b been back here.
b two towers aren’t
. twisted cross of metal that beca
, 1810 longer on the site.

’ and he opened up his front door. He loo
| ness. Then he closed the door and went
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gh it was still two months away. He was
» and showered and had his instant oat-

City Marathon, even thou
back at home at 5:05 a.m.
meal and caught his traj

;f:::l ;i:z ];eit'her. He lw;voke at four each day, got out of bed thought
ning, got his shoes out of the closet. th ’

. , then put them back.

Then he would sit on the couch and watch televisior}: and his m?;d

to say good-bye to their families,

Friday, September 14, was his twenty-s

ixth i ;
and on that morning he got dressed and wecding Snaversary,

he laced up his Sauconys,
ked outside, into the dark-
back inside.

nearly five years later, and he is looking at the space

€nter once stood. It is the first time he has
He says he’s surprised that the footprints of the
more clearly marked. He’s disappointed that the
me the focus of so many Christians

‘He 8azes into the sky.

- right in this area, the bodies we
- and see the people hanging ou

; the bottom of 2 grill. I remembe

Wearg

en ” i i
I came out,” he says, “it was on this level. I had a view —

re already falling. I could look up
t the windows. The news footag

here, it was like looking up from’
T seeing how ungodly hot it was —

You just saw smoke, From down

there was ap orange glow.”

yi\:[i()ﬂan- is a handsome
- He is six feet, a solid

a blue suit and a pin

man, sqgare-_jawed, gray-haired, hazel-
‘190, on %us way, he says, back to 180. He
of the twin towers and an American flag
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and he looks like 2 soap-opera actor or the Air‘Force pilot he \r)ni.ght
have been. If this were 2 different place, he might appear to be just
4 tourist searching the New York City skyline for wonders. ok of
He turns from the ghost buildings and looks tow.ard the ?Dn o
the river, at the benches where he used 1o unPack his peamutl utter
and jell;Z candwiches or his yogurt cup- “This place was myh uj;ugzzl
suite for lunch in the summertime. . - - 1 used to come out €

bench and just dream.” ‘ .

thfi.n E‘:che weekg after the attack, Moylan studle:ii :;1] Nz;u go;k t?;zlzr::ersl
d realized that had e

article about the sequence of events and I : o

i his coffee with Steide at
or three minutes Jonger tO get A
tS‘,Ntz(:rbucks he still would have been in the elevator on the way to his
office when the plane hit and he wouldn’t have mgv;lvecciion o be
from the water. Reti€
Moylan turns back east, away R s offce
ing, but he has work to do. He needs to get ba ce,
}{;flzhxrﬁles north in Midtown. “The funny sense that 1 get being
here,” he says, «ig, life goes on. 1t’s confinuing.

“I Don’t Remember That ”

It is early spring, dusk in Orange County, New York, aélgw-hf,oyﬁz
and Holly and their oldest l(}ilaug}}ter, M:rsdéﬁéea::here Ggorge
back roads of Warwick. Holly pomts out 2 ;

i i Meredith points out a dairy farm and Freame Y-
y\lisgiig:g:riigh the gagglep of geese :fmd past the granite memo-
sial to the people from Warwick who died on 9/11. ntto

At dinner, we talk about past races, about what rmr‘mm%1 .
Moylan before 9/11. Meredith talks about watc}%mg I Te; gl
finish one marathon on 21 ocean boardwa'lk., Yellmg:r, . acemer
daddy and he loves me,” and years Jater joining gm; 1115-K o
field of San Francisco’s Candlestick Park fo.r the end 0 awatcmng
Holly and Meredith talk about how they enjoy staymfl ullc_l) A
Gilmore Girls and chatting when John goes O sleep. ohy T
aloud why her husband — or any man = ne:‘eds one du;xoxes” o
shirts, and Moylan speaks mournfully of the “boxes an

. Tghirts she donated to charity.
hlslrl;sslinlilolly and Meredith how long it took for them tc(»1 g,;ltt (;XE;
the shock of seeing Moylan walk in the door, how they de
the hours of uncertainty.
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«] wasn’t uncertain,” Holly says. “When we were watching the

coverage on television, 1 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.

b “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 all right.”

Storytellers

Harold Kudler, MD, is an associate clinical professor of psychiatry

at Duke University and a nationally recognized expert on post-trat-

matic 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 disassociative phenomena.”

To Dr. Kudler, Moylan’s elaborate memory of his family being
. traumatized as a result of not hearing from him makes psychologi-
" cal sense. “Sometimes,” Dr. RKudler says, “the effort to create mean-
ing 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 1
scared. 1 felt like a ghost in my own life. 1 wasn’t even sure when I
- got home if I had survived that.”
~ Moylan’s responses during and after the attacks — his vivid rec-
. ollection of details, his construction of false memories, his night-
" mares, his long avoidance of the WTC site, his difficulty running
* afterward — are entirely consistent with symptoms exhibitéd by
. people facing extreme trauma, even the most resilient people, ac-

cording 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 s radically different than the one

he faced a few days earlier.

“Think of it like mourning. When you’re bereaved, you wouldn’t
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ecause you'd feel overwhelmed, and
For a while you wouldn’t be able to
you were, of the thing you

be able to invest in yourself, b
you’d sort of lose your center.
do the things that reminded you of who
did for yourself.”
And Moylan’s inability to go for his normal rur.l? '
“Running for him was something he did for himself, was imnpor-

tant 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
flled with doubt, it’s easy 1o s€€ why someone wouldn’t do those
selfaffirming things.

«And if he was angry, that anger may have drowned out his ca-

nd take that simple

pacity to enjoy 2 simple pleasure like running, &
time for himse
normal, good impulses.”

‘When I tell Moylan wh

onds.
“He nailed me,” he says.

1. That anger could have drowned out a lot of those

at Dr. Kudler said, he is silent for a few sec-

Perspective

He would wake in the middle of the nigh
was under attack. He would dream that he was
flames were licking at
terrible choice but not
ing,
startled him.
him,” Holly says. “If we were out somewh
he’d jump, he’d be scared.”

During the day, he thought of the people wh(?
couldn’t rationalize what had happened. People 1
course of living, going to
they never got to say good-bye to anyon . :
ily, and about facing a decision t0 burn to death or to jump-

Every morning in the weeks after 9/11, he would get up an
would plan to run. But he never made it 0
coffee, and sit on the couch, and sometime
have his oatmeal, and when itwa
his train, that’s what e would do.

1, certain that his house
up in a tower and
him. He would dream of having to make a
knowing what to do. He would dream of dy-
“that I went through what those people went through.” Noises

“He was restless and jumpy and things would frighten
ere and a child cried out,

had died. ‘1
n the normal

work, murdered. 1 thought about how
e. 1 thought about my fam-

d he
utside. He would make
s watch television, and
s time to take his shower and catch
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He couldn’t stop thinking about chance, and fate, and wonder-

ing 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 cov-
ers 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 Manhattan, on a
lower floor. The morning they reported for work there, on the
tenth floor of Rockefeller Center, was the day authorities discov-
f;. ered 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 counsel-
ing,” 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 before 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 man-

; aged 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 trou-

ble breathing. But he made it.

His first race was 2 half-marathon in Pennsylvania the next April.
Tt 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.” a

A few months later, in Qctober, at a halfmarathon 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
o wasn’t there, but he knew people who were. I told him I was in

tower one. We both had similar feelings . . . about losing people. It
was the first time 1 had verification that I wasn’t the only person

~who felt like I did.”
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He ran the New York City Marathon in 2002 and 2003. He ran

more marathons, more halfmarathons. The nightmares faded away,
eoccupation with death and the randomness of fate.

s at the slightest noise, something he never did be-
who lived near Moylan

as did his pr
(He still jump:
fore 9/11.) Three years ago, Todd Jennings,
and who had just started running, spotted Moylan on the train “in

] suit and running shoes.” Eventually, they started

his gray flanne
talking. About training regimens, and race strategy, and running in

general. “No,” Jennings says, «ye never talked about 9/11.7

Moylan and Jennings traveled to the Boilermaker 15-Kin Utica,
New York, in 2005, and the night before the race they went out for
“He told me,” Jennings says, « ] want to be remem-

bered on my tombstone as a runner. Running is who 1 am.””
There are things you can’t control, no matter 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 eighteen years, Moylan left Kemper Insurance in 2002 to

go to work for Greater New York Insurance. He doesn’t worry

about what others think about his blue suit/white running shoes

combination in Midtown anymore. He ran a 3:22 marathon in
get back t0 2

1082 and 2 4:50 marathon in 2003. He still wants to
four-hour time, “but 1 don’t worry 80 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
ite as much as it used to. He still calculates

doesn’t eat at him qui
risk and calibrates the likelihood of disaster and does his best 10

himself and his family, but he knows there are some things
2 man’s control, and to worry about them is to waste pre-

a pasta dinner.

protect
beyond
cious energy-

When he finds himself irritated or impatient, he thinks of a terri-
ble choice he never had to make, and he is grateful. Every morn-
ing, as he steps out his door, he is grateful.

“1 told my wife, 1 should have a new birthday,” Moylan says. “My
new life started on 9/11. The fact that I survived is @ gift. 1 know
quite a few people who didn’t. 1 made 2 promise to myself. 1 was
going to live differently.” He tries not to dwell on the past, or 0

Took too very far into the future. But he has made one promise O
ack to Iceland sometime. That's 2

himself. “Yeah, I'm going t0 g0 b
plan now.”
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The Hills Beyond

Weekends, he treats hi
, imself. Friday and Saturd i
It)e(;t glfs sltreel-cut oats in water so he can have }for?er;igzs’oh;sloaks .
" dawg;’fs. fHe sleeps till 5:30, has a cup of coffee “ma 1u§,all ai:-’
B L Bls Ono; ;I full hour.before he heads out the :tlooz Se t;l}',;l
fore, he'll step o onday _thlS year, so he won’t run. But the dz be:
W e e ]Ii) ut of his frf)nt door just as the sun rises a‘)t,)ove
mooing cows b];&:sih the MObll, station and the silent cows and the
will be other ’sights t(a):)d;?’e{;;ﬁ 1 gobat least fifteen miles, so there
. run the VFW
men al y the hall wh
. 2; VIJI?ZZ “‘,?;fda?d the fire station in town where the ;rlfystl;?wzly‘i
o say. He might see a d
ev A eer, or 1
ro(tetr:vea‘;b%‘r’ At mile seven, he’ll run by a house v?hlé;)g G arling
iler is tied to a tree, and he’ll grip his . snar}mg
more tightly. P pepper spray a little
Just past that house, M i
, Moylan will ascend a tle hi 3
:l;t},, tagzlﬁr)lo matter how hard the run, no maf:rn hswh;i, s}llee a? }:I}llg
S r;:t’(s);'h(;w he"s feeling, as he crests the little hillphé’lel
spot of an. f h~ls avorite spot on the weekend run — his fa,v Lt
Ko ityho is runs. It’s just a little hummock, but when o
g ,V E can turn .to the right and look south, and he ca e
g h‘?] ey stretching before him, and beyon(i that vall . fs o
e e els i all the way to the horizon. He will still have ar‘?;thor-
ples amd bangngaCS), an(;i then his homemade oatmeal, with the a;r
and raisins and cinnam s hi )
wveek on he allows h
Chan;:((iisﬁ g?;:n on Monday he’ll think again about thengzelft}? r:;
e i ai; ;r(l)crll ot?l thctle dalayf after that he’ll catch the 6'42ytra?n
» e day after that he’ i i
Wh ) y at he’ll do it
e (;n :in really pr(;ldlct what will happen to a mzu;1 g:;;.n(zrcnon
2 man who tak ! , , are-
mysteries. es precautions? That’s another of life’s
M ] i
o thzyl?;r; rlizll .alllow h}mself to walk a little bit on Sunday at the t
g rise, to linger, to look at the valley and the forests aog
n

»

the looming hills beyond. He loves this spot

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




