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Runner’s only answer
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is a ‘talk’ with Jesus
He was watery-eyed, fiftyish, and had tiny red veins which
" showed through the skin on his nose. I was engrossed in a
magazine article as he settled wearily in the seat beside me
on the plane. ;

After fumbling with his seat belt he sighed, reached in his
coat and withdrew a pocket calendar. I glanced at it and then
turned back and stared. I thought my travel schedule was
full; but I could see nearly every day of the month on his

. calendar markedwith the names of such cities as Dallas, St.
Paul, Fresno, Omaha, Richmond. . .

He looked up at me and smiled weaily. “Wonder how the
-weather is in Chicago this morning?’’ he commented.

We chatted a few minutes and I finally asked him what he
did for a living. ; :

«On the surface I sell pharmaceuticals,” he said. “But if
you really want to know the truth, ’'m a runner.”

Having just written a book about a Harlem Black who
ran’” heroin for the Mafia, the word “runner” had only one
_meaning. I stared at the man, finding it hard to believe that

this tired, pudgy man was involved in a dope ring.

“Runner?”’ 1 asked, swallowing hard.

“That’s right,” he said. “I'm running away from my
family, myself, and reality.”

Seldom do I find such honesty in a- total stranger.
Something must have happened at home that morning to
drive him to the desperate measure of talking to a total
stranger: I closed my magazine and said, “Tell me what
you're talking about.”

“Most guys like me are running,” he said, speaking so
softly I could barely hear him over the roar of the engines.
“On top I’m a fabulous success. I'm the sales manager of one
of the nation’s largest drug companies. Last year T cleared
more than 80 grand. I've got a big estate in the country and a
‘man’ who drives me to the airport. But my family doesn’t
‘respect me.
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