
The Summer of Discontent, and the Rise of the Fall of Hope 

For those who know me, which I am happy to say is many of you, you know that I am pretty passionate 

about running.  I find it to be a necessary way to start each day, and of there is a morning I don’t run, the 

rest of my day is out of sorts.  If there is a morning I CAN’T run, my whole being gets knocked severely 

off center.  Running is a central fiber of who I am.  It is a need, just a notch below breathing, eating, and 

sleeping. 

Summers in Atlanta are always challenging, but this summer has been a summer of discontent for me.  

After setting an over 60 PB of 25:02 for a 5K on a flat, fast course in mid May, a nagging mild case of 

Plantar Fasciitis suddenly flared up and took me out of meaningful running, and as a result, everything 

else became much more difficult.  My main coping tool was gone, and my mood suddenly turned south. 

Every one or two weeks, I would try to run, and the results were always negative.  The pain flared, 

telling me I wasn’t quite ready to return to my passion, and everything else in life continued to be a 

chore. 

I have been there before.  The first time was in my early 40s, when shin splints evolved into a stress 

fracture which took me off the roads for months, because I didn’t have the patience to let it heal, and I 

kept trying to come back too soon.  Once I started running again, I was still favoring the leg and 

developed sciatica on my opposite side. The end results was almost a year and a half that I wanted to 

run, but just couldn’t. 

 

In 2014, I tore a meniscus in my left knee, and needed surgery to repair it.  This 

one went a lot better than I would have expected, but it still took me mostly off 

the roads for several months.  During that time, I spent a good amount of time 

walking, and working on a stationary bike to try to stay fit and rehab the knee.  

Eventually, that chapter got pushed to the background and I got back to a normal 

running routine, but never got back even close to my former running self. 

 

 

 

 

Then, in 2015, I hit rock bottom when my joints started hurting right as I was starting to round into good 

shape again.   I had just run a 27:03, my best 5K in years, when my toes started swelling and hurting.  

Even with rest, instead of getting better, I was getting worse, and over the next few months, the pain 

worked its way up my body.  After several months of being clueless as to what was happening to my 

body, I was finally diagnosed  with Lyme disease, which was treated with months of heavy antibiotics.  

The only problem is I wasn’t getting any better.  Just the opposite.  I was free-falling into hopelessness 

as the pain permeated my entire body and just getting out of bed every day was an extreme effort.  

After several months of getting worse and worse, I gave up hope of every running again, but I kept going 



from one specialist to another.  From everything I read, if Lyme Disease is not caught and treated right 

away, it can become chronic, and becomes something you just learn to live with. 

I continued to go to specialists seeing if there was anything that could easy my pain and stop me from 

deteriorating.  Finally, a rheumatologist suggested that what I might be dealing with wasn’t Lyme after 

all, but might be Psoriatic Arthritis, and started treating me with appropriate medications. Over the 

course of the next several months, I started to round a very wide corner and feel a little better, but still 

far from normal.  During this whole time, I didn’t run a single mile, and even a walk around the block 

would wipe me out for a few days after.  But as I started feeling better, the rest of my life started getting 

back to normal, just with no running. 

 

The first time I tried to run a mile again was in February, 2016.  It 

was a single mile in over 11 minutes, but I did it.  At the time, I 

called it my Miracle Mile.  It was only a mile, but it gave me hope, 

which is something that had escaped me for what felt like forever.  

I continued to dabble in running for the next year and a half, but 

stayed very cautious.  During that time, I ran a small handful of 

races, running a 5K in the 33 minute range.  I wasn’t worried about 

the time.  I was just grateful to run again. 

 

 

 

It took until August, 2017 for me to take real control of my running again.  I was working in South 

Florida, not a conducive place to run in the summer months, but made it a goal to run 100 miles for the 

month.  For the first time in years, I went to bed at night planning to run the next morning.  And that 

was the month I once again became a consistent runner.   

Next month, I’ll document my journey from that point to now, when I find myself starting over again, 

ready to complete my next cycle, and very hopeful for the next comeback and the next journey to 

success. 

 

 

 

 


