My Road to Boston,
the Story of a Family
by Karen Connolly

My road to Boston he%ln with my ﬂm‘
Reginald H Harris. we 't ks

exactly wh:x sparked his mferest in chstamx

gH the Boston Marathon, my fmha
Harris tells me, “He was captured

the legends.” As such, Reginald followed the

accomplishments of running legends such as,

("Inrsm-p Demar at his first Boston victory in

for all registered runners in the 1930 Boston
Marathon, as well as where each rumner was
from ~ 167 in all. I

finishing places and times
of nmmshcwnsﬁ)lowmg?

In 1959, yours
ofleenmflrf::;ly ledthedxudedand

Odd how even

1911, PuwN\mm(ﬂx!’lymgFlm) hieving

Ius world and Ol pic Tecord races i the
1920%s, deohmwA K y;Boswn victory

m 1933 (though his first Boston was in 1928)

Asa child (:E; 8.9) my ﬁthu

emthz

m:e dIY covera; d}o o
1940 s) he §y

Oneym(mx
bers be and

general: “At the ume it was
my unusual in
see anyone black. Or tin.
Eve:rymz looked just like us.
It seemed so very exotic to me
to :ec Lhm extraordinary thin,
o ?&n &?mhmh Ise
in Africa (which also
mg;msm 50 W mge and far
away) come to Boston... and win the marathon.
These also had extremely strange sounding
names. wmmmystumst abcm how

they lived i m xcmote
n:y from villa, sﬂlg‘a and ﬂnt aIl their
people dmugi:x nmhlng of munning incredible

&mmnﬂ(l]ldmmmy le there. 1
mean, it was a big crowd, but by no means a
crush. As I recall, you could w. glmdsee
the finish. T remember seeing ish. The

amazing ﬂ:ungu that&ﬂepeopkdxduvt seem

tired. Dad (Rzgm:ld) talked a lot
zbomd:emmﬁy ton Hills,
ﬂzesegugc{en edbketheywuldm

Mymgﬂnﬂm&hu lived on the third floor
a vnstone on Beacon Street, and the race
passed in front of her every year.

Thave a copy of a partial clij from the A
19,1950 me ufc?n.e of the % pnl
the time, the Boston Evening American. hm
the “Ccrmplﬂz marathon names and mumbers™

May/June 2006

Clarence Demar 1928 (top)
Jolmry Eelley 1935 (batiom)

Hill
mywhest days of life were near the course.
you it was something i the air? The
water? It seems like fate. .

As T was
| tradition gchtts o
trek to Lexington fmm me
for Patriot’s
events. We woul
1n Lexington,

mymﬂ:ehonschhpancake
ukﬁu.anzndﬂxmﬂmry
eenactments,  watch I.h;

ﬁansk corps was a big hif),
then, of course, go to the
race. The funny thing was, we
never knew anyone wl\o was
but we wuted o be
pm of something so
and awe mspmng My dad
always kuew whn rood' 1o go

down to find kf
3 E::ce, and would get us there
t runmers came

weekend
stay with

an havis chﬂd:mufthenuwn,thekrps
to lm Patriots” Day weekend events
continued. Available family members and
friends would arrive in Waltham before noon,
eat at the same |m mdwmtdnthem
of the race on group would then
drive to select lnuhmﬂn get far enou;
tnw:ochtb:kldnmmi by. My
the secret side roads and hij
wecunldmakemumycdwnlhem\nseﬂwnd
road closures and traffic delays. We would stand
and cheer for 60-90 minutes as the runners

st ki lommng Aponzbhndmww]dk

,"’ety:ge touch with the race progress and and
status of the leaders. Over the years, some of the
faces and events changed, but a new generation
was exposed to our family history, and the race
was always part of it.

In 1998 became a runner, and m 1999 a triathlete.
Once I made the transition from spectator to
runner, the dream of “maybe someday™ being a
participant instead of a spectator at Boston | muk
a step closer to reality.
and frying as hard as cwld,themagmmber
on the finish line clock never reflected a pace
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