
On the evening of December 29th, I walked down to the mailbox to 

get the daily mail.  Rarely do I wait until so late in the day to get it, 

but for some reason, this day, I did.  On the walk down the driveway, 

I was immediately drawn to one of the prettier sunsets I had seen in 

a long time.  It grabbed my attention enough that I went back in the 

house to get my phone and went back out to take a few pictures of it 

before the final bright hues faded into mundane nightfall.  I didn’t 

know at the time that it was going to be the final time the sun set 

over my father.  He passed away early the following morning, at a ripe age of 94. 

 

This month’s column is dedicated to him.  I have written about our running relationship, and how we 

bonded through running many times while he was alive. In all honesty, before running, we really didn’t 

have much of anything in common, but once we started running together, everything changed, and we 

were instantly and permanently linked in a way words cannot define.  That special connection remained 

unbroken even in the final difficult times after Covid hit and we could no longer visit each other like we 

used to. But even in those very limited 15 minute visits once a month through plexiglass and facemasks 

those final few months, the topic of running always come up. 

 

The first time we ran together was July 3rd, 1982.  It was a race called The 

Firecracker 5K, a race that still exists to this day.  These pictures were from 

that race.  Dad had already been running for years at the time, but he only 

ran for his health.  He had no personal interest in racing.  He was only 

concerned about his blood pressure, and on his 

doctor’s advice, he started running as a way of 

controlling it in the late 1960s.  In April of 1982, I 

started running because I wanted to race, and I 

wanted to start a T-shirt collection.  I found a race 

called The Firecracker 5K in our hometown of 

Massapequa, NY, and talked dad into running it.  So that it how we ended up on 

the same starting line on July 4th eve.  That evening, he beat me fair and square, 

by about a minute, and after that race, we both became hooked on racing.  At 

the time, I was 26, and he was just a few months shy of his 56th birthday. 

 

 



For the next few months, I started racing two or three times a month 

around Long Island, where I lived at the time, and, because I was still 

young and just getting in to running, my times improved drastically.  

Dad just continued doing what he was doing, running for his health.  It 

really wasn’t until the early spring of the following year that we started 

planning races together.  Dad was living in the downtown New York 

City, so often, I would take the train into the city, where he would meet 

me, and we would head off to Central Park for various races put on the 

New York Road Runners Club.  I would usually pace him, as 

suddenly, in his mid-50s, he caught the race bug and wanted 

to improve his times.  We would generally pick a goal time, 

and I would pace him accordingly.  He set many PRs this 

way, and I gained more satisfaction from his 

accomplishments than my own.   

 

 

Pictures are from some of our favorite Central Park and other area races the following year, 

including our first marathon, Long Island 1983.   

 

 

In the fall of 1983, I moved south to the Raleigh/Durham area of North Carolina, but I’d still travel up to 

New York fairly regularly to visit, and the cornerstone of each visit was running and racing.  A couple of 

years later, Mom and Dad decided to move to NC as well, in Wilmington, about a 2 hour drive from me.  

Our venue shifted to North Carolina races, and we did many.  Usually, I would drive down to Wilmington 

for the weekend, where Dad was active with the Wilmington Road Runners running club.  We did many 

runs and races there as well, as evidenced by the many T-shirts we acquired along the way.  

 

 

 

 



There was one race in particular that grabbed us and never let go.  In 1992, a 

month before Dad’s 66th birthday, we drove the hour north of Wilmington to run 

the  Camp LeJeune Half Marathon, a flat as a pancake course which could yield a 

very fast time.  We set a goal of trying to break 2 hours, a lofty goal for someone in 

his 65th year.  I was his pacer, and my goal was to run 9-minute miles for as long as 

he could go, then try to hold it to the finish.  The first 10 miles went well, but dad 

tired really badly after 10.  He hung tough as I pushed him to keep moving forward.  

We came very, very close, 

but just missed, finishing in 

2:00:14.  He said afterwards that if he knew he 

was that close, he might have pushed harder, but 

I honestly don’t think he had an extra push to 

give.  He left it all on the course that day. 

 

In 1995, I moved again, this time to my current city of 

Atlanta.  Dad was approaching 70 by then, but he kept 

running, and I kept racing.  Wilmington was about a 6-7 

hour drive, so we didn’t visit nearly as often as before.  

But there were two races that became annual events 

because we could meet there and spend the weekend.  

One was Kiawah Island, which became a highlight 

weekend every year.  It was a beautiful location for a 

weekend family gathering.  I would usually run the half or the full, and dad would run the 

5K.  The other race was Maggie Valley, because it was a fun race, and a reasonable trip for both of us.  

Eventually Mom and Dad moved to Asheville, which make Maggie Valley weekend much easier.  Dad 

participated in both races for the last time when he was 77 years old.  Unfortunately, they discontinued 

the 5K at Kiawah Island after that year, and Maggie Valley was discontinued for a few years at about the 

same time. 

 

Finally, a few years ago, Mom and Dad moved to Atlanta to be closer to 

family.  By then, Dad was in his 80’s and didn’t run any more.  But he still 

walked.  We lived near each other once again, and every time I’d come to 

visit we’d walk 2 or 3 miles together, and it would feel exactly like all those 

runs did for so many years.  And occasionally, we would pick a race and 

walk it together.  One of the last times we walked a race together was May 

15, 2010, when my brother David and I 

walked the Alpharetta Mayors Challenge 5K with Dad when he was 

83 years old.  Kelli and I walked a race with him the year after that.  

And on visits, I continued to walk with him until he was nearly 90.  At 

that age, he could still walk, but his balance was becoming an issue, 

so I chose to not take the chance that he might fall during a walk, so 

we stopped doing them, with one exception. 



 

 

On his 92th birthday, I had a special surprise for him.  I went over for a 

visit, and when I got there, I said “Dad, how would you like to go for a 

walk?”  His eyes lit up, he got dressed in his running attire, and for one 

last time, we went outside, and walked a single mile.  It took over 30 

minutes.  We walked very 

deliberately, and though he 

wobbled and wavered, he 

didn’t fell.  I know going in that 

this would be our last walk ever.  His balance was becoming too 

unstable to walk on a regular basis again, but I just needed that 

one more walk I knew neither one of us would never forget.  

These pictures are from that walk.                                                                                                                        

 

 

 

The last 10 months have been very difficult for everyone reading this, 

for reasons I don’t even have to go into.  Everyone reading this has 

been negatively touched in multiple ways since mid-March when 

everything suddenly change along with our way of life.  2020 will go 

down as one of the most horrible years of any of our lives.  One of the 

hardest things for me personally was that the long term living facility 

they lived in basically locked down in Mid-March, and we lost the 

privilege of giving Mom and Dad a single hug, or even come within 10 

feet of them.  The only exception would be when my brother and I could drive them to or from doctor’s 

visits, or drive them home from intermittent hospital stays.  Other than that, the family was limited to a 

single 15 minute visit a week with no more than 2 family members, which meant we all had to rotate 

weeks, and that meant about one visit a month for each of us.  The last picture of me with both of them 

was when they both had a doctor’s appointment at the same time and my brother and I drove them 

back and forth from their visit.  

Despite best efforts, Covid infiltrated their facility just before Christmas, and Mom and Dad both fell ill 

with the virus.  Mom’s condition was initially more dire than Dad’s but Dad was the one who ended up 

succumbing after a very short fight.  I learned that he passed around 6:30 in the morning of December 

30th, and within 30 minutes, I was running and grieving the loss of my hero.  I cried a lot, prayed a lot, 

and felt his presence every step.  I ended up running 4.94 miles in honor of his 94 years.  The route I ran 

that morning was on typical neighborhood roads, but I ran them in a sequence had never run exactly 

that way before.  I dubbed it my “Dad Route” and have run it many times in the past month, any time I 

need special time with him.   



Of course I miss him more than I 

can express every day, but in a 

strange and comforting way, I see 

him more now than I did in the last 

year before he passed.  I have run 

every day since his passing.  Instead 

of 15 minute snippets of visitation 

once a month that I used to get, 

now, I spend a good hour with him 

every day.  Every time I run, he is 

with me, pushing me along like a 

wind at my back.  And every time I 

run, we run.  We can finally visit 

once again with no limitations of 

time or space and do what bonded 

us in the first place.  Run.  The bond 

just continues to grow tighter. 

 

 

 

 


