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            FOREWORD

         

         For the past 20 years, I have worked side by side at Runners World magazine with Bart Yassofact-checking historical running events, doing clinics at various marathons, running workouts together, collaborating on training articles, and just gassing on about our favorite races, runners, movies, and vegetarian restaurants. From this observation post, I can honestly say that few others, if any, have done as much as Bart to personify and inspire Runners Worlds missionor to unite all parts of the national and international running communities. Most important, it has been a privilege and a pleasure to have this association with Bart. He makes everything easyand fun.
         

         The exercise physiologists who poke and prod runners in basement laboratories often speak of something called running economy, which can vary widely from one individual to the next. Some runners burn a lot of oxygen while running at a steady pace. Others generally the best distance runnersburn relatively little oxygen. These lucky few have a superior running economy.

         In this sort of treadmill test, Bart wouldnt score very well. Hes an awkward, ungainly, knock-kneed runner, if you must know the truth. He doesnt win marathons so much as brute-force himself through the 26.2-mile distance. However, Barts skill and economy in so many other areas are where he tops the charts. Im thinking particularly of his talents at an expo booth, in race directing, and in organizing running adventures.

         I get exhausted simply thinking about the huge 2- and 3- and sometimes 4-day expos that accompany big road races. You have to stand on a concrete floor behind a row of tables, smile as constantly as a morning-TV host, try to remember the names of the people streaming past and answer questions like Can I use my Argentinean Banco Populaire credit card to order next years Runners World calendar?
         


         I usually hit the wall in just an hour or two and begin fantasizing about a nap in my hotel room. Bart? He can go hour after hour, even day after day, without showing any signs of fatigue. Not only that, but he seems to remember the first names of about 75 percent of the people who approach him to say helloand their marathon PR time to boot. Its no wonder so many of his friends call him the Mayor of Running. Hes shaken more hands, exchanged more pleasantries, and probably kissed more babies than any other runner I know.

         Bart no longer holds the title of race director for the Lehigh Valley Half-Marathon, but he filled that post for many years and is more responsible than anyone else for the events past and continuing success. Since Ive never had to put on a big race myself, Im sure I dont know the half of what he does. But Ive seen him work with volunteers, police, media, timers, announcers, hotel staff, caterers, clinic speakers, and more, and he never loses the smile on his face and the chipper tone in his voice.

         Almost every year, someone approaches me at the last minute with an entry requestmonths after the field had officially filled and registration was cut off. But I try to be a nice guy, and the person is always terribly sincere and has good excuses. You know, its a long-lost college teammate who just moved to Pennsylvania from New Mexico, and his heart transplant has finally kicked in, and hes up to 15 minutes of walking once a week, and he says that running a half-marathon would mean so much to him. So I creep toward Barts office and knock timidly on his door and ask how hed feel about just one more entry, and, by the way, could my friend also have a ticket to the sold-out pasta party?

         Anyone else would explode over these ridiculous requests, and I wouldnt blame him for a moment. But Bart doesnt even grimace or emit a low whistle. He says, Sure, thats no problem. I can take care of it easy. And he does.

         Bart has captained a number of Runners World teams at the Hood to Coast Relay in Oregon. Several Augusts ago, I got the chance to join up and experience the snow-to-surf race. It was better than I had heard, for two principal reasons: First, the concept, scenery, and organization were superb. Second, Bart took care of all the details. Give me the choice of any tour leader in the worldat a road-relay event, on a runners cruise, or while driving around Los Angeles to preview the marathon courseand Ill pick Bart every time. He knows how to drill down and get all the details just right. Without this, any adventure trip would quickly turn chaotic. Just as important, he does the right stuff without seeming to sweat the details.
         

         Like I said at the start, Bart has a balance and economy about so many things. Hes biked across the country, climbed Kilimanjaro, completed the Ironman, run through Death Valley to the top of Mount Whitney, and on and on and on  more than I can possibly mention here. But hes done all this without chest-thumping or braggadocioand without the isolated, sometimes alienated persona of many endurance athletes.

         Indeed, Bart is a friend and coworker first and a cardio champ second. Hes fun to be around. Hes fun to work with. Hes not just the Mayor of Running and Chief Running Officer at Runners World; these days, we dont always think highly of politicians and corporate mavens and dont always trust them. But Bart you can trust, from first step to last. Hes got the marathon mentality, combined with the good-neighbor helpfulness.
         

         I hope we go another 20 years together. We might not log as many miles as we have the past 2 decades, and they certainly wont be as fast. But weve still got miles to go, things to accomplish, and good times to share.

         

         Amby Burfoot
         

         EDITOR AT LARGE,
RUNNER'S WORLD MAGAZINE
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            INTRODUCTION

         

         Ive been presenting a slide show I call Never Limit Where Running Can Take You for the past 20 years. Its a collage of photos from races Ive done across the globe and I show them at pasta dinners mostly to entertain runners who need a distraction from the next days race. There are shots of me on Mount Kilimanjaro, facing a disgruntled rhino in Chitwan National Park in Nepal, and running sans clothes across the finish line at the Bare Buns Fun Run.
         

         Afterward, someone will invariably tell me that they want to read my bookbut up until now, I didnt have one. Its not that I didnt have anything to say, I just didnt have the time to write it all down.

         My Life on the Run is an expansion of my slide-show message of not limiting yourself in running and life. I think a lot of people become complacent, or maybe just too comfortable, with their choices and dont feel the need to shake up things or seek new experiences. I could have chosen that path, and for the first 20 or so years of my life I did. I didnt go to college, and I drove a delivery truck for a pharmaceutical company. I spent a lot of time on a cracked leather stool at the same bar drinking cheap beer because it was all I could afford. But then I started running. And when I started running, I started dreaming. It couldnt be helped. The mind works as hard as the body does during exercise. It knows its role during these lonely interludesto inspire, analyze, and fantasize. I did a lot of the last. If only I could get a job that allowed me to travel and run, I thought as I ran on college tracks, the narrow streets of Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, and wooded trails.
         

         And guess what? I did. But it took more than a dream. It took a lot of hard work, determination, and, yes, luck. I know that last bit cant be scripted, but the philosopher Joseph Campbell once said: If you do follow your bliss, you put yourself on a kind of track that has been there all along, waiting for you, and the life that you ought to be living is the one you are living. When you can see that, you begin to meet people who are in your field of bliss, and they open the doors to you.

         In committing myself to becoming a better runner I met Budd Coates, director of fitness and health at Rodale, who helped me get hired by Runners World magazine. He opened the door and I sprinted through, surrounding myself with like-minded people who loved to run as much as I did. Then I met George Hirsch, the avuncular publisher of Runners World, who took a shine to me and opened the doors of travel. Again, I didnt stop to ring the bell before crossing the threshold.
         

         As a breed, runners are a pretty gutsy bunch. We constantly push ourselves to discover limitations, then push past them. We want to know how fast we can go, how much pain we can endure, and how far our bodies can carry us before collapsing in exhaustion.

         But Im urging you to take it a step further and test the boundaries of life, not just your physical prowess. You already know the rewards of putting one foot in front of the other. Sure, its hard at first, but who hasnt looked back and wished they had done it sooner or been baffled that they were ever afraid or hesitant in the first place? Moving outward is an act of courage, and in my life, running has also been a vehicle of introductionto people, places, cultures, and animals. I have run on all seven continents, but its not the details of the races I recall or the images I project in my slide show at a pasta dinner. And its not whats made my life book-worthy. The interesting stuff, the humorous stuffmemorable, life-affirming, and worth-reading stuffis the meeting of a stranger, the stamp on a passport, the glimpse of a never-before-seen sight, the outlandish adventure.
         

         Running may be the connective tissue, but the true essence of the sport is a passage to a bigger world. So open the door and run through. Just dont be surprised if you arrive in a place you only dreamed existed.
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               Bart at the start of the Marangu or main trail to the summit of Mount Kilimanjaro, 1997

            

         

      





    
         
         

         
            Chapter 1

            MOUNT KILIMANJARO

         

         I was two-thirds of the way up the highest mountain in Africa, and I couldnt see out of my right eye.
         

         But that was the least of my problems. The fever that had started several days before during a layover in Cairo, Egypt, burned with the intensity of scalding coffee through my veins, melting my 160-pound frame into a pool of delirium. At first I thought it was altitude sickness. After all, I was almost 16,000 feet above sea level on a craggy slope of Mount Kilimanjaro in Tanzania, only a few miles from the snow-ringed summit.

         Altitude sickness can overtake even the most seasoned climber, which I was not, but at the timeJune 1997I considered myself to be one fit dude. Being in shape was part of my job. I had been race and event promotion director at Runners World magazine since 1987, and my fortitude had been tested on some of the toughest terrain in the worldDeath Valley, the Himalayas, and Pikes Peak in Colorado.
         

         By some genetic twist, I had been given a body that was indefatigable. I could run across the Mojave Desert while others were reduced to crying like newborns on the side of the road. My pain threshold was incredibly high and had been tested many times while playing chicken with a cigarette as a teen. This was the game: You and a buddy each place one of your forearms on a table, side by side. Lay a lit cigarette in the crevice between the arms and see who can withstand the pain the longest. It was a torture test I never lost.
         

         Even if what Ive started is a sick game of self-abuse, I firmly believe in not giving up.

         But as I stood roughly 6 miles from the roof of Africa, I thought about calling it quits. For the first time in my life, I felt helpless, buffeted by forces greater than my iron will.

         A few days earlier, I had arrived in Cairo with my friend Paula Fahey. We were part of a tour group scheduled to first climb Kilimanjaro and then run the Mount Kilimanjaro Marathon. I had met Paula at the Twin Cities Marathon in Minneapolis, where she was on the race committee and I had just been hired by Runners World. Over the years, she dated Fred Lebow, the late founder and race director of the ING New York City Marathon, and our paths would often cross at races. When I mentioned I was going to Tanzania, she asked if she could come along.
         

         I certainly understood the pull of East Africa. As a kid, my all-time favorite television show was Mutual of Omahas Wild Kingdom. Every week the hoststhe graying, mustached Marlin Perkins and his youthful sidekick, Jim Fowlerwould be in the plains of Africa or some other exotic location, tooling around in a jeep spotting zebras, lions, and rhinos. Jim was my favorite, probably because Marlin was older, or was it wiser? Jim was the one who got up close and personal with the animals and once was even chased by startled elephants. I wanted to be Jim.
         

         

         When I finally went to Africa, it was everything I had imagined and more. This is where Darwins survival-of-the-fittest theory is played out day after day in real-life Technicolor. This is where man stood erect for the first time to claim his spot at the top of the animal kingdom. This is where a trail of footprints dating back 3.5 million years was discovered in Tanzanias Olduvai Gorge, the birthplace of distance running. This is where 1.7 million wildebeests pass through the high grass of the Serengeti to Kenyas Masai Mara in the largest annual animal migration on the planet. And this is where Mount Kilimanjaro rises from the earth in majestic splendor.
         

         More than anything else, Paula wanted to scale Kili, as its affectionately known by the thousands of people who have ascended its peak. Its a manageable 3-to 4-day climb to the top and one that can be done without special equipment or tons of experience. Its also near the equator, so the climate is balmy compared to that of other mountains, such as Pakistans glacial K2, making it an adventure junkies dream. But the broad shoulders of the mountain, once an extinct volcano, can be deadly, too. Two weeks after Paula and I returned home from Tanzania, a friends wife died suddenly only miles from the top of the mountain from a pulmonary embolism brought on by altitude sickness.

         

         The plane trip to our layover in Cairo was uneventful. I felt weak and run-down, but I dismissed it and blamed it on the 12-hour flight from JFK International Airport in New York. For the past few months, I had been traveling to overseas races pretty extensively. In fact, Id returned to the states from Peru only a few days before. I had nothing a good nights rest couldnt cure, I thought.
         

         I couldnt have been more wrong.

         The next morning, I awoke in a swamp of sweat, but instead of feeling hot, I was freezing. It didnt make sense. My room was on the 30th floor of a mid-class hotel, and the air-conditioning was broken. I couldnt stop shaking, not even beneath the weight of five blankets, so I did what I always do when Im feeling out of sorts. I went for a run, thinking a jog near the banks of the swirling Nile would rejuvenate me. I didnt get very far. After about 1 miles, pain flashed through my legs before settling into a steady throb. My body felt spent, as if I had just run a marathon.
         

         I walked back to the hotel, climbed into bed, and fell asleep for a few hours. When I awoke, my fever had broken and I was famished. I made plans to join Paula and the others for dinner.

         There were about 24 of us in the tour group, all runners whod gathered from around the globe in hopes of securing Mount Kilimanjaro bragging rightshope being the operative word. Forty percent of all climbers who attempt an ascent turn back at some point, usually after succumbing to altitude sickness, which can cause fatigue, vomiting, headaches, and sleeplessness.
         

         As the only runner in the group who had climbed the mountain before, I was the center of attention, and the others peppered me with questions.

         How tough was it?

         It was a lot harder than I thought, I said. You dont get much time to acclimate to the elevation, and the altitude really takes a toll.

         Is it cold?

         At the top it is, but if you didnt bring enough warm clothes, you can rent them from the guides.

         I saved my best advice for last: Dont be a runner on the mountain. Be a very slow walker. Save the running for the marathon.

         The next day we caught a plane to Nairobi, then rode a bus for 8 hours into Tanzania, where we spent the night in a lodge at the foot of Kili. It was 25 miles to the top, although you couldnt see it from the staging area. It was hidden by a curtain of fog like natures own Wizard of Oz, but I already knew the secret: The reward is completing the climb, not the fleeting view of the panoramic scene below.
         

         

         The first day I was weak but felt well enough to start the climb, and Paula and I walked side by side through the rain forest on a dirt trail. About an hour into the trek, the trail became an overgrown path that followed a babbling stream. Monkeys yammered, and moss dripped in long strands from the trees. But they dont call it a rain forest for nothing. It was wet in this lush, green bubble, and the soft drizzle bathed our faces in a warm mist. I was thankful when we emerged a few hours later into a meadow of high grass.
         

         The air was cool, and the breeze felt good. Our shorts and T-shirts quickly dried in the sunny field. It didnt feel like I was on a mountain at the moment, the peak obscured by clouds. This was good. I tricked myself into believing my final destination was our sleeping quarters in the Mandara Hut and not the top of a once-mighty volcano that was a 2-day hike away.

         That night Paula couldnt stop talking about the beauty of the mountain. Its like being in paradise, she said. The clear streams  the trees so green and lush.

         Its the only place in the world where you pass through five ecosystems, I said, repeating information I had heard on PBSs Nature show, my second-favorite TV program behind the Weather Channel.
         

         This is the best day of my life, she said.

         Soon after, a New Jersey lawyer crashed into camp swearing like Tony Soprano. This sucks, he said, pulling off his boots to reveal painful blisters. I didnt know there was going to be this much walking.
         

         Did the guy think there was elevator service to the top?

         Paula and I laughed, not at the guys misery, but at the stark contrast to her cheery disposition.

         

         Somewhere between Mandara and Horombo Huts on the second day, I started to wonder if I was going to make it to the top.
         

         The altitude at 9,000 feet started to affect me, and I was having a hard time catching my breath in the thin air. Paula was struggling, too, and the pain in my legs that I had been trying to ignore since Cairo returned like an unwanted houseguest. The slope became steeper as we scrambled over lava ledges. The air was colder. To keep warm, I was forced to pull out my sweater, then gloves, and finally, my hat.

         Dinner that night was chicken, but neither Paula nor I ate it. She had witnessed its neck being snapped at the base of the mountain and didnt trust a 2-day-old meal. I saw that chicken when it was alive, she said, reaching for the jar of peanut butter and crackers she had stashed in her bag. For my part, Im a vegetarian. I unwrapped a PowerBar.

         But at least the chicken was dead. The rats that scurried beneath our picnic table were very much alive and hungry.

         We spent the night at Horombo Hut, 12,300 feet above sea level. The clouds were spread below our feet like dollops of whipped cream. It was ethereal, but all I wanted to do was go to bed.

         Paula sensed my exhaustion. I dont think we should run the marathon, she said.

         Well see how I feel when we get off this mountain.

         With the rats still vivid in Paulas head, she grabbed an upper bunk. I took the one below and fell asleep in minutes. Cold wood slats never felt better.
         

         

         The next morning we departed for Kibo Hut, where we would rest a few hours before attempting to summit. Each step was a struggle, and I had developed a rash. I thought it could be caused by brush scraping my bare legs, although I wasnt sure. I didnt want to ruin the trip for Paula, so I kept my mouth shut, but I knew something was terribly wrong with me.
         

         The terrain was different here, as though we were on the moon or some windswept lunar crater. The dirt was red. There were no trees or grass, just rocks, and the going was slow. We didnt talk much, both of us focused on navigating the steep path to Kibo.

         Paula could tell I was hurting. Lets go back, she urged. If we turn around now, we can make it to Horombo before sunset.

         No, I said. The distance back is the same forward.

         But I was not stupid enough to believe I could make it to the top. I told Paula that when we reached Kibo, I would rest, and she could make the push to the summit with the others.

         She agreed, albeit reluctantly. Take these, she said, handing me walking poles that I had teased her for bringing.

         Thanks, I muttered, angry at my body for failing me. Never before in my adult life had I needed someone to take care of me. It was a new experience, and I didnt like it.

         Eight hours later we reached Kibo, and I immediately hit the sack. It was bitter cold, and there was no heat source. I was wearing everything Id packeda fleece pullover, wool tights, and a turtleneck. I even slept with my balaclava on.

         The group awoke at midnight to start the 6-hour journey to the summit. They wore headlamps to illuminate the path. As I sat up to wish Paula good luck, I noticed my vision was blurred. I cant see out of my right eye, I said.
         

         What do you mean? she said.

         I dont know. Everything is kind of blurry.

         I stood up, pitched to the side, and fell down.

         Paula ran to help me up. Your face, she said. Its drooping.

         I tried to blink, but my right eye stayed open. Nothing moved on that side of my face. It was paralyzed.

         Maybe you were bitten by a spider, Paula said.

         I was freaked out, really freaked out, and I wasnt buying her spider theory. You go, I said. Ill stay here until you get back. Then well walk down together.

         No, she said. Ill stay here with you.

         That doesnt make sense, I said. I dont want to leave until its light out anyway, and I want to rest some more. Youve come this far. It would be a shame if you didnt summit. Ill be fine.

         Eventually she agreed and headed into the darkness with the others.

         The next time I saw her she was nudging my shivering body. Paula had turned around at 17,500 feet after developing a severe headache from the altitude. She never made it to the summit.

         Lets go, she said, her voice thick with concern.

         It was 7:00 a.m., and the sky was filled with a pink and orange glow.

         We started walking down, but the lid of my right eye wouldnt close, and volcanic ash and red dust irritated my retina. My eyes wouldnt produce tears, and it felt as if my eyeball was shriveling like a November leaf. I covered it with the fleshy part of my palm, which helped relieve some of the eye pain, but I soon developed a throbbing headache.

         A little while later we saw a porter wheeling a climber down the mountain in what looked like a jogging stroller. Porters not only carry supplies but also transport people to the bottom who get sick or cant make it on their own.
         

         We need to get you one of those, Paula said.

         I am not coming down the mountain in a baby stroller, I said, my pride clearly interfering with my better judgment.

         I hadnt seen myself. I didnt pack a mirror, and Paula didnt have one, either. But she did tell me that I looked like Popeye with a squinty eye and slanting mouth.

         Is there any chance I resemble Clint Eastwood? I asked. Maybe a little?

         No, she said.

         Even the porters wanted no part of me. They were scared and thought I had been possessed by an evil spirit.

         We made it down to Marangu Gate at the bottom of the mountain in just 9 hours, a trip that takes most climbers 2 days because they stop for the night. There wasnt much therejust an information booth, general store, and a few benches. With no public transportation, we had no choice but to hang out until our hotel shuttle showed up. We werent alone. Two other climbers came back early, too. One was having trouble breathing, and the other had lost a few toenails scrambling up rocks on the ascent.

         Paula made friends with the guy at the general store, and he jotted down the address and phone number of a local hospital. In return, he wanted her to send him some Madonna CDs. Go here, he said.

         A few hours later, the shuttle arrived, and we headed back to our hotel in Moshi, where we showered off 4 days of grit and stink. Then I collapsed on the bed, and Paula called a cab driver she had met at the orientation before the climb. As Americans, we commanded a certain interest among the locals hoping to earn some cash.


         His name, he told us, was Ringo. It means stick in Swahili, he said, holding up his finger in case there was a problem in translation. We immediately thought of Ringo Starr and associated the name with drumsticks. He told us to call him if we had any problems.

         Mayday, mayday, Ringo, and bring the band.

         A little while later, he arrived in front of our hotel in a small blue car without a meter. He took one look at the scrap of paper scrawled with our destination and shook his head. That place is no good, he said. I know where to take you.

         I didnt argue. Paula was calling the shots now. I was never one to be fussed over, and she knew it, but I was letting her take care of me because I no longer could. This unspoken admission worried us both.

         Eventually, we arrived at the hospital, a one-room concrete outpost in the middle of nowhere. Steel bars guarded the pharmacy, and the nurses wore crisp white uniforms and stiff hats. They looked like characters in a Bugs Bunny cartoon, but there was something about their starched efficiency that instilled confidence.

         Ringo asked Paula if we had money.

         I have a credit card, she said.

         They do not take credit cards, he said.

         How about American money?

         No. You need Tanzania currency.

         But we dont have any.

         Come with me, Ringo said. But do not tell anyone I am doing this. It is illegal.

         While the doctor examined me, Ringo drove Paula through the back alleys of Moshi in search of black-market shillings. They arrived at a run-down garage on the outskirts of town. Inside, a large, wrinkled woman sat on a chicken crate. Paula handed her $200 in exchange for a wad of Tanzania shillings. The transaction complete, they returned to the hospital, where my doctor delivered his diagnosis.
         

         We have never seen anything like this, he said.

         What should I do?

         Get to Nairobi as quickly as possible.

         We took his advice and arrived in Nairobi 8 hours later, in the midst of a government-enforced lockdown.
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               George Yasso (left) and brother Bart drink some beers in the yard of their parents home in Fountain Hill, Pennsylvania, in 1976.

            

         

      






    
         
         
            Chapter 2
 
            BATTLING LYME DISEASE

         

         Her screams pounded in my head with the force of a nail gun, making it feel like my brain would explode. She was only a child, an 8-year-old who had fallen out of an acacia tree and broken her arm, but she was shrieking like a banshee on the table next to mine at Nairobi Hospital. I felt sorry for her, but I wanted her to stop.
         

         A day after getting off Mount Kilimanjaro, I was finally in a modern medical facility and about to be examined by a doctor trained in Western medicine. I was fortunate to be there. As our tour bus from Tanzania had crossed into Kenya at Namanga Gate, we were met by a chaotic carnival of peddlers, swindlers, and customs officials, which was disorienting enough, but then our driver received a call on the radio and made an announcement.

         Nairobi is under lockdown, he said of the frenetic city populated by 2 million people. Once you arrive at your hotel, you cannot leave.

         Apparently, this had been happening all summer. Kenyan president Daniel arap Moi had been cracking down on protesters demanding political reform, and sometimes the demonstrations turned violent. The night before, there had been an uprising.
         

         This wasnt good, not only for the state of democracy but also for my health. I still had a fever, my one eyelid was frozen open, and the right side of my face drooped. The glands in my throat were so swollen that I hadnt eaten anything for 3 days. The doctor in Tanzania had said Nairobi Hospital was my best chance for figuring out what was wrong with me, and now I couldnt even get there. The lockdown may have been a regular occurrence in Kenyas capital, but it was my first brush with dissidence. I didnt know what to expect, but it wasnt thisdarkened streets devoid of people or cars. The silence was eerie as the bus made its way to our hotel.

         Once we arrived, Paula called a friend from Minnesota who had married an Indian from Kenya and was now living in Nairobi. The woman was a nurse by training, and she understood the severity of my situation. Because her in-laws were also well connected to the political elite, she was able to arrange for a cab to take us to the hospital, Nairobis largest and most reputable. No exchange of cold cash for black-market shillings would be needed this time. Credit cards were accepted. The waiting room was gleaming white and clean, and even though there was a wait, I was immediately ushered into the emergency room and given a gurney next to the screaming girl.

         A few minutes later, a doctor in a white coat pushed aside the curtain and looked at me. How are you? he asked.

         Not good. I have this weird rash, and my right eye wont close.

         You are an American?

         Yes, from Pennsylvania. Im a long way from home.

         He could tell I was anxious and tried to put me at ease. Do not worry, he said, peering at my disfigured face. We have some of the best doctors on the continent here. Still, he looked puzzled. I want a neurologist to look at you.

         A short while later, another doctor came by to examine me. I explained my symptoms, and he did a quick check of my reflexes. My right side was noticeably weaker, as if the paralysis had spread to my lower extremities.
         

         You have Bells palsy, he said, explaining the reason for my facial paralysis. I do not know whats causing it or why you have a fever and rash. But I do know that whatever it is, you didnt contract it in Africa.

         What should I do? I asked.

         I strongly recommend that you return to the United States as soon as possible. 

         My flight wasnt scheduled to leave for another 5 days, but the doctor believed it was imperative I get on the next plane home. If you cant, we will treat you here, he said. We will do what we can. We are not throwing you out the door.

         I appreciated the offer, but I, too, felt the best place for me was back home. Paula and I rushed back to our hotel, grabbed our bags, and headed to the airport.

         As I stood in line to change the return date of my ticket, I started talking to the guy in front of me. He noticed I couldnt blink. Turned out
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