During the marathon, I wished I had my computer so I could write what I was thinking along the way. Instead, I am going to try to recap my experiences today, the day after.

I confess, there are some people who rolled me whose names I can’t recall.

I will title this the Good, the Bad and the Ugly.

We rose early. In the hotel room, Megan discovered she had 2 different shoes, a size 7 and size 8. She wore them anyway. Met Mark in the lobby, took pictures and went down the hill to the staging area/starting line for the wheelchair division. I met two men with ALS from the Sacramento area who still had arm strength and were racing in crank wheelchairs. Took pictures with them. Took lots of pics with Rachel, Hannah, Megan and Harvey and me.

And we were off, my girls rolling me, Harvey along side. Uphill. People were on the sides, cheering and clapping and waving. Megan stepped on road kill, not sure which size shoe it was.  Mark ran ahead, taking pictures. I was relieved to finally start. Soon, the first mile was done, and I said goodbye to my family. Mark took the handles, and down, down the hill we went, stopped to watch the elite women runners zip by. Met my friend and fellow twin mom, Linda and her son Matt, and they rolled me past the Hollywood Bowl, down into Hollywood, then passed me off to Mark again. Stopped at Hollywood & Vine to watch the very moving passing of the torch, in memory of the fallen SWAT officer.  We continued on, buoyed by the cheers of the crowds through pristine neighborhoods and towering trees. Martin joined us for a couple of miles, and then came my friends Donna and Dianne. 

I knew eventually the call of nature would come. After several miles of roads that were in serious need of repaving, it was time. My legs were like noodles after that ride, so Donna and Dianne had to hold me up in the porta potty, as Mark and Martin held up a blanket for some privacy. Donna and Dianne saw way more than any girlfriend should. That was the ugly, part I.

Back on the road, I was so awed by the other runners giving my rollers and me high 5’s, thumbs up, and “good job”. That was really cool. It seemed like we were moving along pretty fast at that point. Chad and Alina took over rolling.  At this point, I was marveling at the vast diversity in LA as we passed through various neighborhoods, and the residents were cheering for us all along the way. There were bands playing, drummers, dancers even girls doing the hula hoop.  We were then met by Pearl and Sylvia and followed by Gary and Larry, down Normandy, toward Exposition Park. Erica and her friend took the handles, and we continued on. During this stretch, I was really taking in the scenery, waving senior citizens hanging out the fourth story window of their retirement apartment, watching all the runners (I was eye level with thousands and thousands of butts).

Into Exposition  Park we rolled. I heard ‘em before I saw ‘em. My friends Cindy, Vicki and Krystin were hootin’ and hollerin’ and waving a bright orange sign at mile 14. Such enthusiasm should be bottled and sold! They took over rolling, still yelling. Never a dull moment with these ladies. Finally it was time for me to stop and “eat”, for which Krystin was grateful, for the rest and shade. I got a lot of stares as the ladies poured my liquid nutrition down my feeding tube (hey it’s not something you see everyday).  And then nature called again. 

Thankfully, there was a McDonalds on the corner. They maneuvered the wheelchair into the door (I didn’t think it be done, was proven wrong), and assisted me into a very smelly bathroom. My girlfriends went above and beyond today! End of the ugly, part II.

At some time around here, Rebecca and her coworker from Permobil (the maker of my motor wheelchair) took over rolling me. Frankly, I can’t remember which mile it was, but I know it was by a cemetery in serious need of maintenance. My brain was getting pretty tired here.

Now rollers Cory, Catherine, Cassidy, Cole and Nikki took over. It was getting pretty hot by this time, but we felt fortunate to have good weather. Water became a necessity. Firemen along the way had now opened the fire hydrants and they were spewing water across the whole street.  We were soon joined by three young men, Dave, Brian and Chris (I can’t remember his name, but for the purpose of the story, I’ll call him Chris). They were supposed to join at mile 21, but decided to run a few extra miles. Dave is going to swim to Catalina to raise money for ALS in the summer. (www.swimthechannel.com) These young men were with me the rest of the race.

At 17, Lynda and Denise joined us. I remember lots of potholes, passing the ALS booth, and laughing when Lynda wanted to take a picture of the cups and oranges littering the street. At 18, Dana’s boyfriend (name failure again) joins us. At this time, I am starting to get tired, and start thinking about my family waiting for me the last three miles of the race. I also think three years ago, never would I have imagined that I would be in this position. Life takes some crazy turns.

Coming up on Staples Center, I was so happy to see Kristi, my college roommate, and her family. They began rolling me, but unfortunately, after a few blocks, were left behind by other over eager rollers. Though we stopped to wait for them, we were not reunited, and with sadness and regret I crossed mile 20 without my dear friend Kristi.

I cheered up when I saw Brandon (my godson) in bright neon shorts at the mile marker. Brandon is a runner, so with Dave, Brian and Chris, we were tearing up the pavement for a couple of miles. If I were in my 20’s, I’d have been in heaven surrounded by these 4 handsome and very fit guys!  I remember watching runners stopping at the side of the road with muscle cramps, in pain, and one man tossing his cookies right next to us. Of course, Dave and Brian were running backwards, flirting with the female runners! They also made sure to slow to point out the LA skyline and the Hollywood sign.

On the bridge over the LA river, mile 23, were my sister Diann and brother-in-law John, niece and nephew Caitlyn and Adam. They rolled me downhill toward the rest of my family and the finish. I saw mile 24 and got so excited, and I saw Rachel waiting there, I held out my arms for her and she ran into them. Yes, a bit of emotion there. With Rachel were her boyfriend, Tommy and his mom Carrie.  I was rejuvenated now. We were talking the whole mile with Tommy running backwards, taking pictures. 

Mile 26! There were Harvey, Hannah and a barefoot Megan. The mom in said “Megan, where are your shoes?” Apparently, the size 7 shoe was too tight. She walked the next 1.2 miles barefoot. So with Harvey and Rachel, Hannah, Megan, Diann, Caitlyn, Brandon, Dave, Brian and Chris, we were on our way to the big finish. As we crossed 7th and Hill, I told my girls that down that street is where Daddy and I bought our wedding rings! 

The people on the sides of the street were holding signs that said You Are Almost There! Indeed, we could see the finish banner. Suddenly, we were approached by 2 police officers and were told only people with bibs (numbers) could continue. My “pack” was protesting, but Brandon was threatened with being arrested. Harvey and the girls held onto my wheelchair and continued walking, but everyone else was rushed to the sidewalk. Chris was running along the sidewalk, trying to give us back a camera. I had Brandon’s, Chris’s and Dave’s cell phones in my bag. We couldn’t connect to do the exchange.

Ok, so there was the finish line. The girls pushed me to about 2 feet before the line. Then Harvey and Rachel helped me out of the chair and supported me as I walked across the line! What an exhilarating feeling. Barefoot Megan was ahead of us taking pictures.

Overall, it was a great day, but I could have not made it two inches without the help of every roller, people who I didn’t know, people who I knew very well, family and friends.

The cell phones and camera have returned to the rightful owners.

