
Eminent Speech 

 

I was in the zone. Despite my rigidness, I felt agile and responsive. I felt myself hit the 

cool ground before I pushed off again. I could hear the crowd above me, cheering, shouting 

encouragement. It was an extraordinary feeling, and I’m sure that Terry Fox felt the same too. 

I still remember those first moments, where I was a mere stump of wood and metal. 

Then, I was united with him. It was an... unpleasant experience. Even now, I can still remember 

the pained expression from him as I became bound to him. 

Throughout that year, I discovered that my companion was a victim of a cancer know as 

osteosarcoma. He had received this cancer in his right leg when he was 19, and so he had to 

have gotten it amputated. 

 When Terry was in the hospital, undergoing treatment, we could hear the patients in 

the hospital cry out in pain or be told that they had a low chance to live. 

I hadn’t known him for long, but I could feel him change. I could sense something, 

something deep inside of him stir as the pain continued around us. I sensed that he had an idea, 

a goal. At the time, I could only guess about what he was thinking of. 

I realized his goal after we had left the hospital. It had been 2 years now since the last 

time Terry had treatment, but I was sure he had not forgotten the horrible things that he 

witnessed at the hospital. I certainly hadn’t. Terry’s dream was to run a marathon across 

Canada to raise money towards cancer research. I was doubtful that we would succeed. We 

trained together for the next 15 months, running until I felt trickles of warm blood flowing 

down from the stump of Terry’s right leg onto me. At first, I was clumsy, hitting the ground with 

a dull thud, causing Terry to lose his balance. But gradually, through repetitive and hard 

training, I became smoother, more rhythmic. 

I remember entering the filthy waters of St John’s harbor, feeling a mildly cold sensation 

on my wooden skin. It was there that we took off and began what Terry called the marathon of 

hope. It wasn’t an easy journey. We ran for about 40 kilometers a day, no matter the weather. 

Sometimes, Terry was actually crying in pain while we ran. When we ran, Terry would be rigid 

with determination, forcing us to persevere. Despite the physical torture, I could feel his 

satisfaction at the end of each day. He cared not about his own well-being for he knew there 

were countless people who were suffering much more pain than he was. He was determined to 

take himself to the limit to help them. 

Unfortunately, Terry did not receive as much support as he had wished for. In 

Newfoundland, Prince Edward Island, and Quebec, many did not hear of the run; This resulted 

in little donations. I could tell he feared that we would continue to receive little support. But he 

cast his doubts aside and we continued to run, with donations or without. 



Things changed after we reached Ontario. More and more people had begun to hear 

about our goal. Crowds gathered when we ran. Donations poured in. We began to raise 

thousands of dollars each day. I was so excited for Terry. We were accomplishing his miraculous 

dream. 

And then it happened. We were running in Northern Ontario, crowds cheering us on. It 

was then when I felt myself shake as Terry began to cough. I could tell instantly that Terry was 

in pain. We continued to run, motivated by the cheering crowd that treated him as a hero. It 

was only after the crowd had disappeared that we stopped. It could tell that something was 

amiss. 

I suggested Terry to call the hospital, feeling an uneasy in my metal bolts. 

I was in shock when the doctors announced that the cancer in Terry’s leg had spread to 

his lungs. Terry would be unable to continue his dream. The journey would be over. 

Incomplete. We had only managed to run about 5300 kilometers. 

We were flown back to BC. For the nine months, Terry went through chemotherapy to 

help treat his cancer. On some days, he was in terrible pain. On other day, he looked well 

enough to run again. I was with him all the time, hoping that he would get better. 

Terry passed away with his family and I by his side on June 28, 1981. My constant 

companion, who had inspired me to accomplish a miracle, was gone. I felt hollow and dull, as if 

a part of me was missing. 

Here I am now, in the Royal BC museum, telling you our tale. Although Terry is gone, his 

legacy remains. The year Terry passed away, the Terry Fox run was held in over 700 locations 

across Canada to raise money towards cancer. This event raised 3.6 million dollars. The Terry 

Fox foundation was formed, raising over 715 million dollars towards cancer research. He 

showed the world that somebody with a disability is no less capable of achieving a goal. Terry’s 

actions inspired countless people to help those who are suffering. As long as people continue 

Terry’s dream, he will always be here with us. With me. 

Terry Fox’s story will not be forgotten. 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                          


