September 28, 2008 – Treasure Every Day
Most Sunday mornings I meet a group of runners to run the trails at Wekiva State Park.   Today was similar and I looked forward to running with and discussing training with Lauren, a high school senior who is a new coaching client.   But while I was driving to the park I received a text message from my mom that changed my entire outlook on the day.   My dear Aunt Annette had passed away during the night.
I didn’t even know how I could run and thought about just driving back home.   I thought back to when my maternal Grandma passed away 25 years ago.   There is an entry the next day in my running log of three miles including one fast half mile and then, “not into running since Grandma passed away yesterday so called off workout.”   A few minutes later I met Lauren and others and we set out on a 10-mile trail run.   Yesterday was a day for high school cross country racing so Lauren and another runner, Olivia, detailed their exploits.   This helped the miles go by.
My mind also had thoughts of Aunt Annette and how she always remembered my birthday and subsequently my daughters’ birthdays.   When I finished my graduate degree and was earning some income I thanked her for her annual birthday card and check and wrote that she didn’t need to send money anymore - just a card would be fine.   After that the cards kept coming.

As our group of runners approached the halfway point in our trek, there had been a prescribed fire conducted by the rangers to clear out underbrush.   It reminded me that the park would have new life sprout from the ashes just as Aunt Annette would find new life.   My funniest memory of Annette was when a group of us were having pizza a couple of days before my brother, Doug, married his wife, Kathy.   One pizza had sausage on it and my Great-Aunt Rachel, who was a devout Jew, didn’t eat pork.   Annette told her it was beef, Rachel ate it and everything was perfect.  We got a laugh out of that one.
The run went by smoothly and before I knew it 10 miles were in the bank and we were cooling off in the spring.   As I drove home I thought about how Annette was afraid of driving and at age 73 had never learned to drive.   A friend was driving her with her husband, Johnny, and took a wrong turn onto an expressway exit ramp.   The head-on collision was violent and left them all badly injured.   Johnny will survive though his two broken femurs will require time and physical therapy to mend.   Doctors were amazed that Annette even made it to the hospital with her tremendous internal injuries.   She required 16 units of blood in the first two days as doctors fought to stabilize her.
The valiant efforts of hospital staff and prayers of family and friends gave us hope, but it just wasn’t meant to be.   I’m flying to Chicago, my birthplace and Annette’s lifelong home, later this week for my niece, Lauren’s, wedding.   I had hoped to see Annette but instead I will celebrate Lauren’s joy while mourning Annette’s passing away.   It’s just a reminder to treasure our families and friends, treasure every run and treasure every day.
