he day of Sept. 5, 1983, began just Three-time was humiliating,” he recalls. “ thought, ‘If this is

like any other for Victar Konovalov. = it, then I don’t want it.””

A l9-yé:u'—0]d air-conditioning me- Wheelchall‘ To make matters worse, his marriage of just

chanic in Southern California’s Nationals nine months collapsed under the stress of the

Orange County, he was blowing situation, and he had no work prospects, since
some free time by dirt-bike racing, just as he so champ he was unable to continue the laborintensive

often did.
Victor’'s new wife was there, oo, but they’d

Victor

job he held before being injured. He couldn’t
find the will to live for himself, so he did it for

lost sight of each other over the vast desert Konovalov those who loved him most — his parents, Paul

track. That turned out to be for the best,
because witnessing his final ride would no
doubt have been horrifying: the bike spinning
out of control, Victor flying 12 feet in the air

rises above
the best with

and Janet. “I visualized myself at my own
funeral, and 1 saw my parents standing there,
weeping.” he says. “That killed me. T had to
convince them I wasn't a quitter. I fought for

and somersaulting to the ground, crashing power 'Packe‘-‘ them. The pain in their eyes from secing their

down squarely on his feet. The landing com-
pressed his spine, collapsing it like an accor
dion. It was, he says, as if the plug was pulled
on his life force. “I could feel the energy just
draining out of my body,” he recalls. “And then
the agonizing pain.”

The Long Road Back

Today, at age 36, Victor looks nearly every
inch the one-time high-school football player
turned professional bodybuilder. Tanned and
ripped with blond hair, he epitomizes the typ-
ical California guy who has spent some time at
the beach — Gold’s Gym and environs in 59
Venice, to be exact. You could say the so-called mecca is this
athlete’s office, to which he drives every week from his home
in Walnut, California, in his tricked-out new Camaro.

Bur it has been a long road to success. “I never expected any
of this,” says Victor. He still remembers waking up in a hospital
to find himself completely immobilized in a full body cast, his
back fused with a rod stuck through it, dependent on others to
feed him and take charge of his most basic bodily functions, “It

arm training

son a paraplegic was bad enough. If I quir,
what pain would I bring them then?”

So Victor resolved to go forward. T thought,
“This is my situation, now I'll make the best of
it and see what I can do.”” He admits that ini-
tially he wasn’t expecting that to be much. I
thought T'd be a person struggling through life
with a disability, who people would look at and
think, “That poor guy . . ™"

To hear Victor tell it, the 140-pound shell
of a man who left the hospital would indeed
have elicited some pity. Just transferring from
the bed to his chair seemed like an impossi-
bility, and it required months of physical ther-
apy to perform. T had a picture of myself with my body
jacket on. The picture was so pathetic that I tossed it — I
didn’t want to be reminded of that,” admirs Victor. who
today wishes he’d kept that saddening souvenir. “I'd like to
show it to people and say, ‘This is where I came from, and
this is where I am now. If I did this, you can do this,
because I'm nobody special.” I just found a passion and
stuck with it.”
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