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Forty. Really?! I had my first child at 29 and the second at 31 so turning
thirty was a bit of a blur. I felt roughly where I was supposed to be at
thirty. I was a mom, a part-time graphic designer, a wife, and had found a
new and wonderful relationship with my parents as the creator of their
grandchildren. Thirty was just fine. Appropriate.
Between thirty and forty a lot went down.
My babies started school.
I increased my work to full-time.
I got a divorce.
I fell in love and moved in with the man I would ultimately marry and
grow old with.
I took up ultra running.
Even though it spanned a decade, the changes felt as though they came at
me like machine gun fire. I kept absorbing the blows of my new realities
only to pick myself up and get hit again. My feet weren’t solid beneath
me. Each day was a new something.
I was told to meditate by my therapist, to help calm me down. But I
couldn’t sit still. It felt as though I had wasted enough time already. I
wanted to move.
Instead of meditating, I chose to run long distances. It has—I believe—a
similarly therapeutic effect and was far more palatable to me.
Distance running afforded me therapy as well as a new circle of friends

and a fresh way to feel successful because, even though divorce was a
good decision for me, I’d never felt that I’d failed at something so brutally
as I did my marriage. No validations from my friends and family or new
life happiness pumped my deflated confidence like running.
I shot out of my old life with new energy and a fresh frame on my life
picture. It was no longer going to follow the path my parents took. Or
their parents. My path, like the ones I ran in the woods, would be twisted,
gnarled, rough, but beautiful. It would be fraught with hazards, but they’d
be the hazards I subject myself to. Not the ones imposed on me by
others.
I was learning new things about myself. As a mother, as a friend, as a
daughter, and as an athlete. I’d never been athletic before although I’d
always tried to stay in shape and be active. Now I trained. I ate to fuel and
I tapered to prepare for races. I sacrificed free time and evenings out and
pushed myself on early morning long runs. I felt different. And the world
was different.
It translated to all walks of my life. My work picked up and I was flush
with money. My boyfriend and I laughed and made new friends and
started our own traditions. My body started to square off and I lost some
of the roundness I’d always fought to accept. I played harder than I ever
had before.
The summer after I turned forty, I whisked the kids, then 8 and 10, off to
Colorado for a month opting to rent a small house outside Boulder rather
than our annual beach trip tradition. It was as though I was tearing down
old wallpaper and splashing the walls with brightly colored paint. The kids
resisted but only out of a sense of duty to the past. The reality was that
we were having a lot of fun. The air was vibrating around us.
It had been a struggle to try to make things work with their dad. And to
this day, they swear it’d be better if we’d stayed together. That it sucks to
live in two houses. I believe—or just want to believe—that my new
happiness, my new life with my arms wide open, gave them something

unquantifiable but crucial. Vital. Who knows? There is a great deal of
self-serving hopefulness to that, I know.
Colorado, like distance running, made me come alive. The combination of
the mountain air and the distance from everyone and the fresh environment made my body perk up. The small house we rented was devoid of
clutter and full of everything we needed.
I woke up each morning excited about what the day might bring. I never
consulted the weather app like I did religiously at home back east.
Everyday was bright and beautiful. I could see rain coming about 10
minutes before it would hit us. Then it might rain for 15 minutes, clear up,
dry out, and the day would be brilliant anew.
I was really fucking happy.
My friend from childhood who had moved to Colorado several years prior
showed me a cool hike that was halfway between the house and where I’d
drop the kids each weekday morning for their mountain camp. My routine
was to drop the kids at 8 for camp, head to the trailhead, attempt to hike/
run for a total of one hour and then get back to the house to work until it
was time to get the kids again at 5.
I stuck pretty seriously to my work schedule. This time was a wonderful,
extravagant gift I was giving to myself and the kids and I had to earn it.
Really earn it. No procrastinating or corner cutting. No blowing off the
very thing that made this all possible.
I allowed myself the hour of running because, the fact of the matter was,
unless I got exercise, I was barely able to focus on my work day. I
self-medicated for myriad real and imagined ailments—ADHD, Depression, Lackawanna disease, WannaCheeseburger syndrome—with exercise.
The tricky thing for me was figuring out the timing. I wanted to fill exactly
one hour and I wanted to get to the top. I figured the view would be
stunning. It was astounding how many breathtaking views I could absorb

on any given day out there.
Never a big believer in god or frankly anything I couldn’t break with my
hands, the constant pushing of chi and goddesses and ethereal bullshit
was the thing that made Boulder a place where I could never permanently
reside. There is very little room for snark and sarcasm—the only two
languages in which I am 100% proficient—in a world of love and flowers
and other people’s positive energy. All that shit felt phony to me and I
resisted it like a cat to a bath—all four paws and four sets of claws right
out in front of me.
And yet…I was moved by the beauty and grandeur of the mountains and
I felt it in my bones. I worried that more than a month in this place might
leave me feeling less edgy. I was very comfortable with my edges.
When I set out for the hike that morning, I had decided that, fuck it, I was
going to get to the summit and see that view. I’d estimated poorly every
other time. I’d set out and try to figure how long it would take to get up,
and then how long to get down and try to make that equal one hour. No
matter how long it took me to get up, I always flew down and came in
under 50 minutes. This day I wasn’t going to worry what my watch said. I
was going to get to that summit. I’d woken up early that morning to get a
few extra hours of work in to compensate for whatever time this might
take.
I picked up my rock at the head of the trail. I always chose a fist-sized
rock to run with. Somehow, in the event of a mountain lion attack, I’d be
safe with my 1-pound rock and horrible aim. As foolish as I knew it was,
it felt more foolish to have nothing. Warning posters all over the parking
lot of the trailhead and the local papers never failed to document a
“sighting” at minimum.
I was euphoric, though. The air was crisp and cool and the mountains
were majestic and made me feel small and frightened and a little protected. I was pumped and ready.

I did a quick inventory of myself. I was forty years old. I’d never imagined
this was what forty was going to look like. Not only do I have a boyfriend—which felt like a silly descriptor at this age—but I was more able
bodied and confident than any time I could recall in my past. I had
opened a new door in myself with ultra running and inside was a rich and
lush life full of strength and community.
I began my ascent. With the exception of a few flat stretches, the trail was
uphill with big rocks everywhere. It was a thrill of the circus ride variety
going down, but a steady slog of a climb going up.
My hands on my hips, I breathed heavily still not 100% acclimated to the
altitude.
I thought about my divorce. My mind seemed to slide to it by default
unless I made a concerted effort to stay away. It felt unresolved, unexplained, unfair. I constantly argued with my ex husband in my head during
these times—new arguments, old arguments, appeals—to get him to see
my point. In my fantasies, he would understand all the ways he had
wronged us and be sorry.
It wasn’t more complicated than that. I just wanted him to be sorry. I
didn’t want him back. I didn’t wish he had made the changes he needed to
make in order for us to stay together because my life was better now. Joy
wasn’t something he was capable of and trying to shove myself into the
unhappy, cramped, dark box that was his world was miserable. Untenable.
Even if he had changed like we’d discussed ad nauseum in therapy, I’d still
have had to leave at some point. This plant needs sunlight to grow.
To punctuate that thought, I spread my arms wide and breathed in the
mountain air. This space was happy, vast, and sun soaked. The opposite of
his world.
The squeak of bike brakes brought me back to earth and I looked up in
time to watch a man coming down the trail from a bit of a distance. How
he managed to navigate the rocks on his bike was beyond me.

I was curious to try mountain biking but my badass quotient wasn’t quite
there yet. Eventually, I would try it and like it but I would never be able to
do what this guy was doing. I was an overly cautious rider and determined
not to get hurt. This guy was hurtling down a mountain on a very
technically challenging trail. That famous movie quote popped into my
head “I’m too old for this shit.”
As he got closer, I saw that not only was he older than I, he was just plain
old. White hair came out from under his helmet and his spindly knees had
the tell tale old guy dark and veiny skin. I stepped aside to allowing easy
passage. He was able to offer a convincingly cheery “thank you” before
blowing past me.
I got back on the path and continued up, replaying what I had just seen.
The man was easily in his 70s. I had been getting to know a bunch of
older athletes from my running club. Men in their late 60s running several
100 mile races a year—a goal that seemed too far-fetched and too hard for
me to even contemplate at 40. I met one woman who fell during a 50
miler and broker her nose on a rock. After getting the blood to stop
gushing, she continued to run, finishing in a time that I couldn’t dream of
getting. A solid hour better than I had ever done with all of my bones
intact. She was 72.
As I made my way up the trail and past the farthest point I’d gotten to up
to then, thoughts of aging and what it meant to me replaced the gerbil
wheel of angry thoughts rotating around my ex. It was beginning to seep
into my brain that the experience of aging wasn’t jiving with my preconceived ideas. That the people I was meeting who were in their 60s and 70s
weren’t acting like I thought people that age should act.
It was beginning to dawn on me that this life was going to be a hell of a
lot more__________ than I expected. Fill that blank in as you wish: Fun,
Exciting, Hard, Rewarding, Unexpected, Challenging, Active, Sexy. Better
or worse, it was different.

I reached the point I had wanted to climb to. I had expected a summit. A
view. A vista. But I’ve never been much a map reader and it was just an
intersection with a choice to go left, right or straight on other paths.
Just an intersection. The trail didn’t end there.
I turned around and ran the trail down envisioning I was on a bike.
Imagining how exhilarating it would feel. Feeling thrilled just to be
running and feeling…young.
Another day, I promised myself, I’d go farther.

