Journey to Run a 5K
By Torrie-Victoria Swann

I remember being free and young.  I was able to run and play outside.  We could not go past the yard and we would have games until it got close to nighttime.  Some of the games we played were Mr. Fox, hide and go seek, red light, green light and other childhood games.  But I did not realize how much those childhood games will come into play when I was going to live out the running fantasy.  It was a fantasy that could take me away from where I was living because with my father, it was not the most loving and caring relationship.  I witnessed my mom’s abuse and we were verbally abused as well as physically.
It started out as a tumultuous beginning I was in elementary school running relays, and that was how I found out I was pretty fast.  I wanted to be Olympic level with my pace.  A girl’s got to dream.  I would watch the Olympics all of the races and even the Winter Olympics and I would be yearning to be on that screen.
In middle school I only made it on the track and field when I was awarded the President’s Physical Fitness Award.  And that was something because of my long arms I was able to stretch further than most of the people in my grade and I was in the top three when it came to running.  Out of all the times that I had ran I just couldn’t get the long-distance running.  A mile was still above nine minutes and you had to be under six minutes to even qualify in track and field.  I still had hope and speed, but it was a quick burst of speed, not to mention I was quick enough to be on the relay team and passing the baton to my teammates.  But I just didn’t have that swiftness past a level that broke records in my middle years.
It was the same thing, but I got a little faster when it  am to high school and running the 400-yard dash and running 100m.  the speed was there but just not enough to break any records.  I also had to endure a rough home life.  Since my mother also had become close to my stepdad and had a baby by him.  I was being silenced as a stepdaughter of a child molester.  I was going away to Upward band, and during this time I also was experiencing the first signs of PTSD because the molestation somehow made my mind forget.  This happened to be one of the first instances that I made myself forget.  And the funny thing about memory is you will regain it even when you least expect it.
At first, I had regained my memory when someone talking on the TV triggered that memory by telling her story and it was very similar to mine.  It just flooded back at once and I wish I could’ve been someone else, but no, it was me.  All the misconduct of my stepfather was remembered.  And if that wasn’t horrible enough, soon after my stepfather passed away.  There was so much that wasn’t said, that I wish I could have said, but nothing would change what happened after his death.
I was distraught and I figured if I was going to die, then at least I would die doing something honorable like serving my country.  And so, I spoke to some recruiters who were more than happy to get me to sign up.  The second time I had a PTSD symptom was after I joined the military and got married to my ex-husband.  The PTSD that the military inflicted on me was also military sexual trauma.  And my ex-husband as well caused me to have my first mental health stay.
Through all of these incidents I still had an exasperate life and a new found respect for it after I had my daughter.  I found myself wanting to get back into running and the closest thing after the military I found was doing fun runs which included in Delaware, the Cinco de Mayo run, Red, White and Blue run and the Hornet Shuffle run.  All of those runs would become increasingly enjoyable, but on top of having PTSD I ended up having a stroke and this has hindered me from running.  As of right now, I’m getting back into shape in order to do the Rocky run in Philadelphia.


