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      December 1, 2004
Dear Friends,






 

When I woke up the morning of the New York Marathon, I knew it was going to be unlike any of my other races because I had a surprise stomach flu. Giving up was not an option so I said a little prayer and made the best of it. After all, the signs pointed to this being a good day for me.

Stephen would have been 35 this year. As I prepared to finish this 4th marathon in two years in his memory, I realized it was the 35th anniversary of the NYC Marathon. In honor of this, they increased their field to 35,000 runners. My hotel was on 1335 Avenue of the Americas and I picked my number up on 35th Street. My number, by the way, was 37,535.  

The weather was a challenge, but quite the opposite of what I expected. When I left Boston on Friday it was windy and cold, but Sunday morning was one of the warmest to date for this late fall marathon, in the low 60’s. In my suitcase I had a turtleneck, coat, long tights and warm socks. Well, I was warm alright!


The race started on the Verazano-Narrows Bridge, undoubtedly the most beautiful marathon mile to date. Leaving the chorus of “New York, New York” by Frank Sinatra behind us, we ran across this magnificent bridge made only for cars and us lucky marathoners. Helicopters circled overhead, boats spouted red, white and blue water and the Statue of Liberty and the Manhattan skyline teased us from the finish line across the Hudson River. 

Much of the rest of the marathon was similar to Boston, with each NY borough taking great pride in its heritage.  Wearing my name across my chest resulted in a constant stream of encouragement from the spectators. At one point I heard “Go Beth” and there was Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer, cheering. 

One of my favorite all time memories of Stephen was as a little boy when he couldn’t fall asleep on Christmas Eve. I told him that if Santa came and he was awake he wouldn’t get any toys.  Just then someone’s brake lights outside made the bedroom glow with red. Stephen muttered, ‘Rudolph,’ and fell asleep instantly.  Every Christmas Eve there after, Steve would say, ‘Remember when we saw Rudolph?’  I’d always say, ‘That wasn’t Rudolph, it was...’ and he would cut me off, saying, ‘Ssshhh.  It was Rudolph.’ Seeing Rudolph at mile 20 felt like Stephen was reminding me our private joke, and telling me to hang in there. 
During the last six marathon miles, I reviewed all that I’ve experienced the past few years. The miracle of our lives comes from the balance of sadness and joy, grief and happiness, pain and fulfillment. I miss my brother Stephen, but I’ve found a way to keep him in my life. And that has not been the result of how many miles I’ve run or how many marathons I’ve completed. As I approached the finish line and saw my friends cheering for me at the Tavern on the Green, I realized that the best part of this trip was the little piece of home waiting for me at the end. Much like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz, I had traveled a long road to find happiness lies in my own backyard. Stephen’s legacy and your generous support of my efforts for the Boys and Girls Club of Greater Salem and the Stephen M. O’Grady Foundation has taught me the importance of friends, family and community. 

It is appropriate my journey was complete around Thanksgiving. I am immensely grateful to everyone who supported me, had faith in me, and believed in me. It is true that with love, all things are possible.

Best Wishes,

Beth O’Grady
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