My Road to Boston,
the Story of a Family

for all registered runners in the 1930 Boston
Marathon, as well as where each rumner was
from ~ 167 in all It shows most of a course

by Karen Connolly
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M’y m grandmother lived on the third floor
a vnstone on Beacon Street, and the race
passed in front of her every year.
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part of something so historic
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down to find kf
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an havis chﬂd:mufthenuwn,thekrps
to lm Patriots” Day weekend events
continued. Available family
friends would arrive in Waltham before noon,
eat at the same |m mdwntdnthem
of the race on group would then
drive to select lnuhmﬂn get far enou;
tnw:och&:kidnmmi by. My
the secret side roads and hij
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road closures and traffic delays. We would stand
and cheer for 60-90 minutes as the runners
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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 Ibecame a runner, and in 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 | m«k
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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I can’t mmagine runming a dressed as a
chicken, a ]\l&\i dancer, 2 viki niplete with
., but they were there, and
d zo on and on about all I
{aud would be happy to sha
would like to hear more!) Sy
the opportumity the \{TC Board o
e, and m
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saw and felt

My fm‘xl\ tradition with Boston started n 1911
kvxher tooe\ notice of Cmence

one nefore me had ever mn nit
to m\ dad (I think
much to him as it
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Thank you all for vour encowragement and
d forthisonceinalifetine oppornury.
ervthing I had ever dreamed and more.

fast enough to grant me eny to the ranks of a

Ficial Boston qualifier. Running as a bandit was
never an option. so I voluntesred, and watched,
and dreamed {and kept oymg!)

‘hen the Maine Track Club recerved the tweo
rvitational Entries to Boston. I thought leng
hard abour entering. I talked o my “dad an
v hmshand, and decided I had nothing to los
toula cernamnly think of many club nzembe:s
more deserving than myself, bu felt T just had 12
try. Fanuly wadition, don't vou know

The day that changed my life was Monday,
eanum 16th, 2006, M‘, husband and I amived
heme from a weskend away to find a message
from Mark on the answering machine, telling me

Ihadrecerved one of the two Boston Invitamonal
Entries. After I recoversd from the shock of the
message. stopped jumping up and down, crying
and velling and squeszing my husband so hard
he almost tumed Slue. I called my dad Telling
him first was the most important thing I coul:
de. His reaction? Priceless.

No one m my famuly has ever been where Iwill
be on Apnl 17th, 2006. 1 have been blessed o
have a “village” of training parmers, a coach,
family and frisnds to help 22t me o the start
Ime. I could not have done 17 without them.

My first marathon in 2000 was dedicated to my
mom. who died unexpectedly i 1999 and never
saw me fulfill my dream. While T know she will
be with me on race day. I dedicate my nmning
of the 110th Boston Marathon to_the memery
of my grandfather and to my dad. I will o for
wy Samily, my friends, snd mvself Some family
members will be watching from the sidelines,
and will meet me at the finish. Other fanuly and
friends will follow my progress from home. This

once in & lifetime opportunity for us all. and
1 reasure every step of the way.

Dad. this one’s for vou.

Rumning the Boston Marathen - what an
experience. I never dmlzht I would have the
»pp»nunm and_barely it xhen my
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are m all of the
e\penence, and events.
Race momung, it was
AMAZING 10 Ie€ 30 many
people 1 the athlete
village, and realize I
was only sesing half o
all the runmers! [ LO\lld
not get over how many people were there.

The spectators were amaung, as were the
coshumes some of the runners were weanug.




