














the 
runner 

He sat at h is desk as i~ 

chained the re , a mountain of 
papers confronting him. 
Virtually a prisoner. He was as 
Promethus aching to be free . 
Every paper he put pen to tore 
someth ing out of him , not from 
his liver but from his heart. 
He hated his work , walled in as 
though in a prison , struggling 
against the elements to keep 
alive . He seemed a beaten soul 
but deep inside a persistent 
fi re kept burning , urging him to 
struggle on . 

Only to be free of this 
seem ingly eternal damnat ion , 
only to be rescued , he was not 
a lump of c lay to be pushed 
around, moulded to his 
tormento r's wish es. No by God! 
He would mould himself , but 
only to be free. He would not 
be as Sisyphus condemned to 

rolling a rock up a hill for 
eternity, only to have it roll down 
again at dusk. He would 
succeed! 

He moved agonizingly on 
towards the end of the day , 
His body ached to be free and 
unfettered , moving free with the 
wind , runn ing , occupying a 
world of which he was master , 
not slave . He dreamed of his 
wi nged feet carrying him with the 
speed of the w ind li ke Hermes, 
of the ground flash ing under his 
feet , the trees moving sw iftly 
passed and out of existence. 
He had an ideal to strive fo r 
and to fulfil , he would run ; 
run with the best. 

He dreamed of running with 
the Gods. But first he would 
have to be free. The dragging 
movements of the office clock 
dragged slowly on towards his 
release . The siren at five o 'clock 
released him like a spring 
uncoiling , snapp ing into an 
awakening. He cou ld feel the 
life throbbing through his 
hitherto cramped limbs. He was 
alive again , re leased from his 
st ifl ing confines. 
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