March 10, 2009 - The Garage Door Fiasco Incident

Often a group of fellow runners meets at Wekiva Sate Park for a trail run.   I usually have to hurry to dress, hit the restroom, pour a cup of coffee, get some water and feed the cats before making the three mile drive to the park.   One day I decided to get up five minutes earlier to give myself a chance to rush a bit less and to meet my running buddies on time.
All was going well and I was actually ahead of schedule as I started to open the garage door at 6:18 a.m.   I was meeting three friends at 6:30 for a 7-mile run so all was going great.   My electronic door opener had been out of commission for quite some time so the door needed to be opened manually.   As I attempted to lift the door, it stubbornly resisted.   I turned the handle and felt the cables move, but the heavy, double door only rose about six inches on one side.   I investigated the problem and noted that the left cable was off of the pulley.
By now I knew I would be late and my buddies would be waiting on my arrival.   Luckily a call to my friend, Jeff Cuddeback, who was en route to the park, alerted him to my predicament.   I told him I would try to get the door open and that if I wasn’t there by 6:45 to start the run without me.
Meanwhile, I tried to use screwdrivers to get some leverage and get the cable back on the pulley.   Of course that didn’t work.  My efforts proved fruitless.   All I did was strain my muscles.   My thoughts turned to how I would get to work.   Unfortunately, my daughter, Valleri’s, car was also trapped in the garage.
Then, Mr. Dedication took off running the three miles toward Wekiva State Park while contemplating the stuck garage door and trapped vehicles.   My back, neck, arm and knee were sore from trying to open the door.   If I hurried I would be able to meet up with the group of runners on the trails.   I ran much faster than usual which was a combination of the frustrating occurrences of the morning and my desire to get into the park as quickly as possible to find my friends.   A stop at a water fountain just inside the park hydrated me a bit, but I was definitely losing more fluids through sweat than I was drinking.   The garage door fiasco upset my routine and I drank less water than I normally do and forgot to eat a banana.   The shirt I mistakenly wore on this humid day was soaked.
I figured my friends were doing the 7-mile loop trail in a clockwise direction, so I ran counterclockwise.   After about a dozen minutes there they were – Jeff, Kenyon and Dale.   They thought they would see me sooner, but understood why I was so late when I related the events of the last hour.   I was tired from running too fast and dehydration and unfortunately they were all feeling strong.   I couldn’t even hold their pace and finished about 30 seconds behind the group.   But on a positive note, Jeff offered to let me borrow his old van for the day.   What a guy!
Before I left his home, he gave me a few last minute tips for operating the vehicle.   “When you unlock the door, it may lock on its own, so just unlock it again repeatedly until it works.   Also, sometimes the alarm goes off for no reason.   Put the key in the lock and turn it which should turn off the alarm.   Ignore the emergency brake light as it is always on.   And be careful if you adjust the rear view mirror as we just glued it on and it may fall off”.   Needless to say, I felt very safe and secure in his van.  I immediately buckled my seat belt!!!
When I returned home I scheduled a company to fix our door, cables, springs and garage door opener.   So, a couple hours later and with my wallet $531 lighter, I was able to go to work thanks to Jeff and his van.   He was smart enough to lend me a vehicle whose gas indicator was just above empty.   I thought that maybe it was malfunctioning along with everything else, but I played it safe and pumped ten dollars of gas into it.
At lunch time I stopped at my bank to do a few transactions and the cheery, young teller asked, “How are you doing today?”   I don’t think she really wanted to know.
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