
What We Do for Love 
Adela Crandell Durkee  

 

  “You’re going to kill her!”  My husband George’s eyes bulged as he 

shook his head in a down-turned-you’re-crazy motion. 

My daughter, Cecily, let a nervous chuckle escape.  “She knows what 

she’s doing.  She wouldn’t do it if she didn’t think she can.” 

“Are you kidding.  She’d do anything 

that you ask.” 

I put both palms on his crooked forearm, 

which is about chest high to me.  “It’s only 

walking.  I walk all the time.” 

“It’s sixty miles!  You’re almost that 

old.”  He raised one eyebrow as he looked at me from the corner of his eyes. 

“Oh for Pete’s sake, it’s just walking, and we have three days to do it.  And 

I’m not old; I’m only half way through my life.”   

“You’re crazy.”  This time he said out-loud what his body language was 

already screaming. 

And so it was, back in April when we began our training for Chicago’s 

“the3day” Susan G. Kohman Walk for the Cure.  On August 7th, 8th, and 9th we’ll 

walk a total of 60 miles with thousands of other women and men. The net 

proceeds will support breast cancer research, education, screening and 

treatment through Susan G. Komen for the Cure and the National Philanthropic 

Trust Breast Cancer Fund.   



Soon after she and I began training, Cecily convinced two friends, Gloria 

and Michelle, and then Britt, my daughter-in-law, to joined Team Loved Ones.  

The training started out with one or two mile walks with the long walks at about 

five miles.   During the week we trained on our own.  Cecily, Britt, and I joined 

each other for the long walks, scheduled for the weekends.  Piece of cake, I 

thought. 

Each week our schedule got a little tougher working up to something like 

this:  Monday – rest (I’m best at this), Tuesday – walk 4 miles, Wednesday – 

cross-training (for me that’s pilates or yoga), Thursday – walk 5 miles, Friday – 

cross-training, Saturday – walk 10 miles, Sunday – walk 15 miles. After the first 

8-mile “long” walk, I leaned back in my recliner, put on my Yoga Toes, and slept 

for 2 hours.  Maybe this is a little crazy, I thought to myself.  I hope I can do it.  I 

began to see the importance of good shoes. 

Running Depot in Crystal Lake took a lot of time getting us fitted with just 

the right shoes and inserts.  Our saleswoman did the3day a few years ago, so 

she gave us some good advise about toe-care, socks, and sunscreen.  My shoes 

are 2 ½ sizes bigger than I normally wear.  She assured me my feet would swell 

with the long distances.  She was soooo right.  Thank God I followed her advise, 

in spite of the fact that my shoes still look like small boats to me.  Although, I’ve 

heard that I can get the shoes cheaper on-line, I am convinced that the service 

we received is the reason we haven’t had any blisters, back-aches, or sore feet. 

Maybe you've seen us out training.  We walk to the Cary Metra station and 

back home, to Cary Dairy Queen and back, Crystal Lake’s Benedict's la Strada 



and back, and we walk the Illinois Prairie Path to the I-Hop in McHenry and back. 

 Mid-July, just to make sure we could walk at least 20 miles, we walked from 

Reese’s Restaurant in Algonquin all the way to I-90 and back again, with only 

one stop at the Dairy Queen in West Dundee for a Peanut Buster Parfait.  

(Thanks Dairy Queen for customizing my order with more Queen and less 

fudge.) I'm logging in 30 miles or more every week.  I'm not losing any weight, 

but my legs are sure getting strong, and my feet are so tough, I can walk barefoot 

over thistles.  Cecily, Britt, and I got an extra bonus; besides the increase in 

fitness and the good feeling of working toward a worthy cause, it’s great for our 

relationships.  We hope we can keep walking together, even after the3day event.  

In order to participate in the3day, each team member must raise at least 

 $2300 in donation. That’s only 115 people donating $20 each. Easy as pie, or so 

I thought.  It seems all the training is easier than the fundraising.   We’ve had 

bake sales and Shop & Share through Wisted’s and Jewel.  Cecily sold popsicles 

at two different Marengo community functions, which turned out to be scheduled 

on the two coldest, rainiest days of the summer. Friends, family, and co-workers 

are very encouraging, and in spite of the tough economic times, so many people 

are generous with donations, but we’re still quite a bit shy of our minimum.  Lucky 

for me, my co-workers at Organics L.L.C. in Northbrook have pitched in, and our 

parent company has a matching gift program, so I’m almost at goal. 

We each know women and families:  neighbors, friends, or friends of 

friend, who have been diagnosed with breast cancer.  I lost my best friend Nancy 

to breast cancer. The heart of her family, she left her husband, Ed, to raise three 



teenage sons by himself.  Each time we’re out walking, or fundraising, we hear 

about other families affected by breast cancer.  Those long walks really give us 

time to think about the many families that are impacted by breast cancer.  Our 

desire to be part of the solution just keeps growing. 

According to Susan G. Komen for the Cure, more than 200,000 American 

women will be diagnosed with breast cancer this year, and nearly 40,000 will die 

from the disease. That’s why we’re walking so far. To do something bold about 

breast cancer. I hope that you'll share this incredible adventure with us by 

supporting Team Loved Ones’ fundraising efforts. 

If you wish to donate just go to the3day.org and search for our Team 

name, Loved Ones.  Feel free to donate to any team member; we all need your 

help. You can also call 800.996.3DAY to donate over the phone.  None of the 

businesses or organizations mentioned in this piece are sponsoring Team Loved 

Ones, however, we are happy to accept such a donation.  Donations will be 

accepted through September 7, 2009. 

So, for the women you love, and the breasts we cherish, Thank You in 

advance for your generosity!   

Oh, and if you see a tall, good-looking man, that any child will call 

grandpa, walking around looking blissful, yet exhausted, that’s George.  He’s 

been busy watching Britt’s and Cecily’s seven kids, ages 2 through 10, while the 

three of us are out training.  
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