
MILES FOR 
MEDICINE



JOURNEY
What does an eighteen-year-
old kid with a dream have that 
Ƴƻǎǘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘΚ LƎƴƻǊŀƴŎŜΦ

Yeah, I was ignorant as to 
what I was embarking on. I had 
an idea that turned into a plan 
and a new Kickstarter account 
by the end of the day. 

I drafted my roadmap in 
English class, opened every 
type of social media account at 
lunch, and had a financial goal 
postedby the last school bell.

The steps I set in motion that 
day changed my life forever. 

the



Mom was dying, and we were broke. She had lost her job, had 
ƴƻ ƛƴǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŎŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘΦ L 
wasnΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ aƛƭŜǎ ŦƻǊ 

Medicine was born.



Her doctors reached out to an experimental clinical facility in Seattle. 
Mom was accepted into the trial under the conditions she moved there 

for treatment and paid for the patient care costs since the sponsor 
coveredthe researchcosts. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ wŀƛǎŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ aƻƳΩǎ ƳŜŘƛŎŀl 
expenses by skateboarding from our apartmentin Texas to Washington.

L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ƛŘŜŀΣ aƻƳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ 
intending to sacrifice herself for me. It took some convincing her that I 

needed her longer on Earth than Heaven needed her early. In my opinion, 
I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. 

She relented, only ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ LΩŘ Řƻ ƛǘ anyway. We sold everything 
we owned and bought only the essentials we needed for our trips. 

Everything else went into her account, which was still ridiculously short of 
the amount she needed.   

The day she flew out, we hugged, cried and made a pinky promise to 
celebrate her remission over smoke infused macaroons at the top of the 

Space Needle. It was something shesaw on the travel channel and 
thought how grandiose it was. I thought it was the perfect way to 

celebrate both our future victories. 

I started skating the next day, going live on socialmediafor part of it and 
posting pics along the way of cool or funny things I saw. I decided to 

ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎǊŀǇōƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǿƛǘƘ aƻƳΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴ 
social media.    



I didnõt always have smooth concrete and wiped out often on rough roads. 
It reminded me of Mom. Hertreatments were brutal. The vomiting, 

sickness, and weakness were too much at times. I didnõt complain about 
each skinned elbow or torn knee I incurred, or when I broke my arm and 
battled stomach flu, she was going through so much worse. Irolled on

raisingmoneyand staying healthyto make it to back to her.  


