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I Ran the First
Sub-Four Minute Mile

By Eugene Knott
I must confess, I was the first human to run the mile in less than
four minutes, but it never was recorded! I did this when I was
about eight years old, growing up in Temecula. First, I must tell
you about the events leading up to my record-setting sprint.

It wasn't easy being the youngest of the four kids in my family,
growing up in the small town of Temecula. You believed anything
you were told back in the days before we had television, not to
say that we would have watched the news if we had one. Big
guestions occupied my mind. I wondered what those exotic
places I heard about looked like - far off places like Hemet, Perris,
and even San Diego. They all sounded like someplace I would
want to see, when I grew up. I'm sure you remember what it was
like being a little kid.

Getting back to my story, brother James, a family friend Peter and
I were planning to make a trip down into the Temecula River to go
fishing. We had heard of people catching "big ones" in big pools
of fresh, clean, water in the dark canyon, beyond where the
Murrieta Creek and the Temecula River merged. "Older Guys"
told us these stories, so they must be true, but there was a catch!

They told us of a "Demon" who lived in the canyon that chased
you and would eat you, if you didn't watch out! They said he was
a devil creature that was black as night, had big black eyes,
pointed ears, and would scream and yell, while chasing after you
and he could run like the wind! We were taking our lives into our
own hands going into that country.

Being forewarned and sensible, I cut down a willow sapling so I
could start making myself a fishing pole. I worked that willow
into the best fishing pole I'd ever had. I even wrapped a handle
on it using some of Grandpa's "Monkey Grip Tape" that he didn't
know I had liberated from his garage.

We used to run around everywhere barefooted and had calluses
on our feet so thick that you could step on just about anything
with no problem. We would walk into Grandpa's blacksmith shop













