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Runners taking off at the start of one of the 2015 Northampton 5K XC Races. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

SMAC in 2015
2015 has been a big year for the venerable Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club (SMAC).
Among the highlights: former club president Donna Utakis handed off the baton to CW
Leach. We began offering not one but two track workouts a week all summer (thanks to CW
and to Barry Auskern). We recently set up a SMAC presence on MeetUp, so that members
can post group runs and such. And, for 3 local races that offered team scoring, we began offering to cover race entry fees for SMAC runners who signed up as team SMAC when they
registered and then raced in SMAC apparel.

The SMAC Race Series has enjoyed a terrific year, with spectacular weather gracing some
of the more recent events. There’s now just one more race left in the 2015 series, the Monson
Memorial Classic Half-Marathon on November 8. The annual Northampton 5K XC summer
race series, hosted by Don and Sue Grant, was also in full swing this year. As ever, races were
well-attended and cherished by many.
The club’s purpose is to promote running as a recreational activity and a competitive
sport by providing and supporting running and racing opportunities to all runners in the
Western MA region. It continues to attract new members, and aspires to reach out to others.
We welcome all ages and levels of experience, from young runners just learning about the
joys and benefits of the sport, to more seasoned ones who can tell a race story or two.
With this issue, regular publication of the esteemed SMAC newsletter The Sugarloaf SUN
resumes. We hope that you enjoy it and encourage everyone to participate by reading, offering feedback, and submitting material for future issues (articles, photos, etc.). Enjoy!
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From the Editor
Welcome to a new era for The Sugarloaf SUN (a.k.a. and more
often just: The SUN). After a little hiatus, SMAC’s newsletter is
back and the plan is to put one out every two months. Each club
member will receive a pdf copy via email, and it will also be posted on the club’s website.
For this issue, we’ve got a diverse selection of articles and
information for you, including race recaps, highlights of the 2015
SMAC Youth Program, personal journeys, and a coach’s training
plan to get ready for the upcoming Talking Turkey 6-mile race in
Holyoke. Please let us know if you have any feedback about this
or future issues, including thoughts about what works, how to
make it better, and what types of things you’d like to see covered.
One thing we feel it ideally would contain more of is news about
how club members (you!) fared in recent races; we can find results on Cool Running, and sometimes those results include club
affiliation, but what we really need are emails—quick and dirty is
fine—directly from the source. Your contributions are crucial. If
you’ve run a race and care to share your experience, have an interesting running-related story to tell, or just want to editorialize,
please send your submissions. They can be about anything run-

ning-related, not just club-specific topics (we’re a diverse bunch
for sure, and there’s lots of overlap between various local clubs,
sports, and regions), though naturally at least a tenuous connection to SMAC is preferable.
I will be stepping in as primary editor of The SUN, though
longtime SMAC member John Stifler co-edited this first issue.
Some of you may know me as the tall guy behind the camera lens
of Northeast Race Photo, and others may know me as the author
of the new guidebook Trail Running Western Massachusetts, but
hopefully you’ll mostly just know me as a regular runner who
enjoys pretty much all aspects of the lifestyle, from daily runs to
local races to getting together and socializing. Perusing some of
the earlier issues of The SUN, I was struck by how funny and
playful some of the material was, from amusing essays about dubious goodie bag inclusions (I got a spicy ramen packet once) to
Don Grant’s fantastic hand-drawn cartoons. My hope is to carry
some of that fun forward with us into the future. Cheers!
-Ben Kimball

The Sugarloaf SUN
is a publication of
Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club (SMAC)
and is produced by, for, and with
the considerable help of its members.
Ben Kimball, Editor
Greenfield, MA 01301
(603) 491-1839
alpinefin [at] comcast.net
John Stifler, Co-Editor for this issue
Please submit your written work or pictures,
and send comments or questions (or even praise) to:
sugarloafsun@gmail.com
For more about the club and for membership information,
please visit our website at: www.sugarloafmac.org
or call Ron Hebert, Membership Secretary at (413) 584-2917
Jen Garrett running free at Monroe State Forest.
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Chicago Marathon (and GPS Over-Dependence?)
by Patrick Pezzati
The decision to try to get into the Chicago Marathon happened
about a year ago, and was mainly motivated by the fact that my fatherin-law lives near there and my children, ages 15 and 13, had only met
him once. We thought it would be nice to visit Chicago as a family and
get two birds with one stone by running a race and also visiting with
my wife’s father.
Choosing to run a big-city marathon, especially one of the World
Majors, is a decision that must be made many months in advance, well
before the training for the race even starts. The two main ways to get
into the Chicago Marathon are by qualifying or through a lottery. The
qualification time for men over 50 is 3:14:59, so I set that as my goal
for Boston ’15. I had run 3:21:25 there in 2014, and that was a PR, so
sub-3:15 was a stretch but not unrealistic. My training was solid but
was hampered by a few minor injuries, most notably tendonitis on top
of my left foot late in the training cycle that was at its worst when running downhill—which is most of the Boston course. Race day also
featured cold rain and a headwind for much of the run, which is better
than heat and humidity but definitely not ideal. I finished in 3:23:26,
good enough to qualify for next year’s Boston but not for Chicago—
so much for Plan A. The Chicago lottery, not by accident, closes the
day after Boston. I entered and was informed a few weeks later that I’d
gotten in. We rented an apartment and began planning the trip.
After struggling to recover from Boston in the spring, partly because I added a second marathon in Burlington at the end of May to
my already tired legs, I changed my marathon training significantly
over the past summer. I ran a lot more trails and dirt roads, and biked
a lot more than I ever had in the past. Instead of spending 6–7 hours a
week pounding the pavement, I reduced my road running to about
2 hours a week—usually a tempo run of 3–5 miles and a medium-long
run of 12–15 miles. I added a couple hours a week of trails, usually
easy recovery but also some hill workouts at Mt. Toby, and a couple
hours of dirt roads, also mostly at easy effort. I biked a few hours a
week, also mostly at easy effort. I was really pleased with the results
and saw significant fitness improvements without feeling as beat up as
I had in past training cycles. I went from being over a minute slower
than last year at Bridge of Flowers and the Mug Race, both in August,
to running a personal record by over a minute at the Don Maynard 5Miler in late September. My training runs were also good and I ran the
fastest long runs I’ve ever run.
After a two-day drive (stopping for the night at a friend’s in Cleveland), we arrived in Chicago around 3 o’clock on Friday. We swung by
the expo to pick up my bib and then made our way to the apartment.
The place we rented was around the corner from Halsted Street, a few
blocks south of where the marathon makes a right turn at mile 17 and
only a block away from where it returns at mile 20. From our window,
we could actually see 18th Street right before the turn back onto
Halsted.
On Saturday, the day before the race, I decided that we needed to
walk around Chicago a bit. I sadly underestimated the length of those
city blocks and we ended up going about five miles and being on our
feet for several hours. I knew I’d feel it the next day when my legs
started getting tired. We tried to take a bus back and ended up waiting
over an hour because some bus lines were re-routed due to the race
(but none of the locals we asked seemed to know where to).
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I got to Grant Park around 6 a.m. for a 7:30 start, so in plenty of
time. Security was heightened, as one expects since Boston 2013, but
having run New York and Boston since then I expected it and it went
smoothly. The forecast called for warm, breezy conditions with an
11 a.m. temperature of around 70°F. That is generally too warm for a
marathon but humidity would be low and I expected most of the
course to be shaded by tall buildings and trees so I wasn’t too worried.
I actually could have used a throwaway pullover because it was fairly
chilly, maybe 50°.
I was talking to a man from Colorado who was running his third
Chicago Marathon when I saw local friend Karin George approaching.
We knew we were assigned to the same corral but we didn’t know how
easy it would be to find one another. We spent the next hour sitting on
the grass chatting, in between the usual porta-potty visits.
Once the corrals opened, Karin and I moved from the grass into
the gated area and awaited the start. Didn’t hear a gun or horn but
gradually people started moving and we were off, and I lost Karin in
the crowd almost immediately. It took about three minutes to cross the
start line, first walking and then jogging. I was worried that it would be
very congested for the first few miles as it always seemed to be in bigcity marathons, but in spite of it being the second largest marathon I’d
run in, the wide streets made it much easier to find a place to run than
Boston, New York, or even some of the mid-sized races like Hartford
or Burlington.
The first couple miles were a tad faster than planned at 7:40 and
7:18 but felt smooth and easy. I slowed down a bit after the second
mile and settled into a 7:25–7:30 pace that felt right. Heart rate was in
the mid-140s (I wear a monitor) and the stride felt smooth. Of course
it takes at least 6–7 miles to settle into a marathon, but the beginning
was going well. There was a nice breeze, no humidity, and plenty of
shade, so at least in the early going the weather was great.
The race course heads north and back, then west and back, and
finally south before finishing back in Grant Park. The flat miles ticked
by as we ran through Lincoln Park and back down towards the skyscrapers of the financial district. I always run with a Garmin GPS
watch and expected to have some signal issues when surrounded by
tall buildings, but as I approached the halfway mark my watch was
telling me my pace was around 6 minutes per mile. I knew there was
no way that was accurate and when mile 13 clicked on the watch with
the mile marker nowhere in site I knew I was way off.
I’d hoped to cross the halfway point somewhere between 1:37 and
1:39 and felt disappointed when my watch said 1:39:56. To break 3:20
I’d need to run at least as fast in the second half, a tall order as the sun
rose and the air got warmer. My legs weren’t feeling as fresh as I’d
hoped, perhaps as a result of the long walk the previous day. Driving
for close to twenty hours before that probably hadn’t helped either.
From the halfway point on I was definitely not in the ideal mental
space to run a good marathon. I was tired, but mainly I was frustrated
at having to unexpectedly do a lot of math in my head in less than optimal conditions. The race clock was ahead of me by over three
minutes (the time I’d taken to cross the start line after the clock started
running). My watch was ahead by over a half mile. I basically had to
[Continued, Page 4]
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[Chicago Marathon, Continued from Page 3]
use the time on my watch and divide it by the actual race miles to
know my pace and was finding it harder to run well as the miles progressed.
To get my mind off feeling tired and discouraged, I focused on
mile 17, when I hoped the family would be waiting at the corner of
Halsted and Taylor where the race heads west. I was still running
around 7:30 pace, but it was getting harder. At least my watch seemed
to be displaying the correct pace and I knew that if I could hold that
pace for the last miles I could still have a chance to break 3:20.

I hobbled out of the chute looking for the family reunion area. It
was very sunny and warm. People everywhere but there was no clear
indication of how far I’d have to go. In the end it may have only been
a half mile or so until the “P” reunion area but it felt so much longer.
When I got there the family was not there yet. I borrowed a phone and
called, to find out that they were stuck in the crowd as well. I lay in the
grass, in the hot sun because shade was nowhere to be found, and they
finally got there. A long slow walk to the car and we were on our way
back to the apartment.

I had another good mile
after turning west but the
legs quickly started feeling
heavier. The sun was high in
the sky and the pace slowed.
I had taken a few gels and as
usual I’d sipped water at
every station so I was well
hydrated, but my legs hurt
and I was struggling to keep
my pace below 8 minutes
per mile.

Some friends drove down from Wisconsin and spent the afternoon with us. We watched out the apartment window as people slowly
moved past mile 20; the sun blazed high in the sky and the temperature
soaring above 70°, as race time now exceeded five hours. I was very
thankful to have finished
while it was still cooler and
without having to spend
hours battling the heat like
these poor people had to
do. The back of the pack in
a marathon is always the
most inspiring for sheer
perseverance. While there
are Kenyans who amaze us
all by running 26 miles faster than most of us can run
400 meters, they get to finish in about two hours.
Meanwhile the brave fiveand six-hour marathoners
are out there three times as
long as the heat rises, the
crowds thin, and the physical toll becomes heavier and
heavier.

By the time I got back
to Halsted at mile 20 and
the next planned rendezvous, the picture shows a
very different mood. I knew the next ten kilometers would be tough,
and I very much wanted the race to be over. I was running right
around 8 minutes per mile and knew I was not going to break 3:20 at
that pace. I also would not beat my personal record of 3:21:25. I tried
several times to pick up the pace but it just wasn’t there. My legs felt
like lead and the hot sun was not helping.

I checked results online
Mile 20
and saw that Karin had fin(Photo by Chandra Hancock)
ished just a few minutes
after me. We had plans to
meet my local friend Francesco downtown at an Italian restaurant that
he recommended and I reached out to Karin, who was kind enough to
join us. We had a fantastic meal and got to compare notes. After the
usual post-marathon restless sleep, the next morning at 8:00 we left for
Massachusetts. We stopped for lunch in Cleveland, and finally got
home around 1 a.m.

I like to run races so I’m passing people towards the end. Doing
that at the end of a marathon is a big mental boost and can help you
feel a little less tired. (“I feel like garbage, but I just passed those guys so
they must feel even worse.”) I was not passing people much in the last
few miles at Chicago, though, and when I was there were probably as
many people passing me also.

The goal for the race had been under 3:20 (or maybe even 3:15, a
7:26 per mile pace) or, failing that, a personal best. I did neither, but I
did run a time that should comfortably guarantee entry into the 2017
Boston Marathon (and a slightly improved corral position in 2016), so
in terms of finish time the race has to considered a success. Any time
you can run a marathon and finish in a reasonable time it has to be
considered a good race. 3:22 would have been a dream come true just a
few short years ago, since I didn’t break 3:30 or qualify for Boston
until my tenth marathon, two days after I turned 50. Still, I can’t help
but be a little disappointed because I know I could have run quite a bit
better, and, more importantly, not felt as lousy near the end.

Right after the mile-17 marker I saw the stream of runners turning
right. I looked ahead and expected to see Chandra and the kids shortly.
Sure enough, as I rounded the corner I saw them and amazingly was
able to get their attention—it’s easy to miss “your” runner in a sea of
almost 40,000 people and of
course I was several minutes
past the time I had hoped to
round that corner. The picture Chandra took makes it
look like I was feeling pretty
decent, or at least happy to
see the familiar faces.

Mile 17
(Photo by Chandra Hancock)

After what seemed like hours and several more miles that were
just under 8 minutes, I could see the sea of runners making a right turn
and knew that Grant Park and the finish were finally in sight. I was
aware of a climb into the park and, sure enough, it felt much longer
and harder than the quarter mile it probably was. One more turn, to
the left this time, and finally the finish. I pushed as hard as my dead
legs could and crossed the line in 3:22:42.
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Go Ahead and Try a Tri!
by JoEllen Cameron
Are you intrigued by the idea of doing a triathlon, but also a
little daunted? Does the idea of an open water group swim discourage you? Do you think you need to have lots of expensive
equipment or unlimited time to train? I’d like to encourage you
to sign up for one of the local triathlons anyway, and see what
fun the sport is.
Swim
Many runners are particularly nervous about the swim. I’ll
agree that it is the part that takes the most getting used to; however, many triathletes don’t swim all that well, especially in the
beginning. When I started swimming a few years ago, I could
only swim one lap of the pool without stopping. In my first triathlon, I let everyone go and just did the backstroke. Anything
goes—you can breaststroke, butterfly, or dog paddle. At some
races, such as the Greenfield Triathlon, you can even stand up
and take a break!
A typical sprint tri swim is about 10–12 laps of the pool
(back and forth counts as one lap). Basic swim lessons are readily available at most local swimming pools, and specialty classes
are offered as well. John Reino and I took Total Immersion lessons
at the Springfield JCC; it’s the swimming equivalent of chi running in that relaxation and efficient form are the goals.
It’s a good idea to swim in open water before race day.
There are practice groups to join so you don’t have to swim
alone (something you shouldn’t do anyway) and that can also
help prepare you for the conditions of a group swim start.
There’s one in Greenfield every Sunday starting in June, and

there are also practice sessions in Westfield. The Northampton
Cycling Club also has a triathlon team that gets together for
group swims.
Equipment helpful for the swim includes goggles, a bathing
cap, and wax to plug the ears. Wetsuits are not required but can
be useful for buoyancy and warmth. XTERRA makes an inexpensive wetsuit model. For the Westfield Wave Triathlon in
June, you can even rent one for the day.
There are plenty of places to practice swimming, including
indoor pools at the Greenfield YMCA, the Northampton
YMCA, JFK Middle School, and the Hampshire Athletic Club.
Outside, you can swim at places such as Musante Beach in
Leeds, DAR State Forest in Goshen, Lake Wyola in Shutesbury,
the Green River in Greenfield, Puffer’s Pond in Amherst, or Tri
-Town Beach in Whately. It’s fantastic cross-training, something
to do on a running rest day, or even just a good workout on its
own. I know people who now love swimming (including me)
who never thought they would.
Bike

For the bike, you can use whatever bicycle you have. You
don’t have to have a fancy carbon “tri bike”; you can ride a
mountain bike, a hybrid, or your old Schwinn from 20 years ago.
I have a women’s Trek road bike with an aluminum frame. It is
a good idea for your bike to fit you properly if you plan on training regularly with it, though. Many bike stores can check this for
you. I got fitted for mine at Laughing Dog Bicycles in Amherst.
Now it fits me so well I want to keep it forever. You certainly
don’t have to get clip-in pedals and bike
shoes, but many of us have discovered that
once you get used to them, you can’t imagine riding without them.
The sprint triathlon bike distance is
usually about 15 miles. You ride alone in a
race—if you “draft” directly behind or beside someone, you get a penalty. So you
don’t have to know how to ride in a peloton
like in a regular bike race. You can even
practice on a stationary bike. Many people
have “trainers,” a bike tripod that holds the
back wheel so that you can ride indoors. If
you prefer to ride with others, there are
groups that ride from Greenfield (you can
check with the local bike stores there) and
[Continued, Page 6]
SMAC racers Jodi McIntyre, JoEllen Cameron,
Jim Farrick, John Reino, and Tammy Charbonneau at the Westfield Wave Triathlon
(Photo courtesy JoEllen Cameron)
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Northampton (through Northampton Cycling Club). Bicycling
is another great cross-training activity.
Run

The run distance for a sprint tri is a 5K. However, running
after riding is a little different from running fresh. You should
practice running right after biking to experience that wonderful
feeling of clumping along on trashed legs. It’s like racing on the
Sunday of one of the SMAC series’ double-header weekends.
Another great thing about triathlons is that it’s fun to ride
and swim in July and August when it’s often uncomfortable to
run. John and I have had a blast traveling around the area for
weekend events. It’s like a mini vacation with a fun activity.
Other triathletes are generally cheery and encouraging, and it’s
easy to make friends.
Triathlons make you a stronger runner, especially after tri
season is over. The cross-training develops other muscles and
helps prevent injuries. And if you have an injury, biking and
swimming are wonderful alternatives to have in your workout
repertoire. The best reason, though, is that they’re just a lot of
fun.
Are you convinced yet? The website TriFind
(www.trifind.com) features a big list of triathlons. You can customize your search by state, distance, and date. Local sprint tris
are Westfield Wave Triathlon in June, Greenfield Triathlon in
August, and Check for Change Triathlon (in Chicopee) in August. There are plenty more within a couple hours. See you at
the races!

The SUN

SMAC Summer Youth League 2015
by Sydney Henthorn
Once again, SMAC’s Summer Youth Track League (SYTL)
was held in both Amherst and Northampton. The five-week
series of meets was fun for all the kids, who ranged from ages 7
to 14.
Overall numbers were down in the Northampton League,
285 from our usual 320, but the 6 teams had great competition
and lots of help from the Northampton High School Track &
Field team. Thanks to Jim Clayton and Tyler Keefe for running
a great meet, and to Andrew Cameron for his expert computer
work.
The Amherst League had 110 kids on 4 teams, and lots of
fun was had by all. The Amherst High School Cross-Country
team helped out by coaching and officiating the five meets at the
Amherst Regional track. Thanks to Leisure Services & Supplemental Education (LSSE) for their support and the coaches and
staff of Amherst, including Sydney Henthorn, who served as
meet director, and Chris Gould and Eric Nazar.
Results can be found under the Results tab on the club website:
www.sugarloafmac.org

Thanks to our Sponsors!!
Northampton:
Northampton Cooperative Bank
Rigali & Walder Orthodontics
Serio’s Pharmacy
Whiting Energy Fuels
General Cleaners

Paradise Copies
Amherst:
Amity Street Dental
Integrity Builders
Fee-Only Financial Planning
Rigali & Walder Orthodontics

JoEllen on the bike leg at the Westfield Wave Triathlon
(Photo by Ben Kimball)
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New England Junior Olympics Championships, Fitchburg, Massachusetts
by Sydney Henthorn
It was a good day for our SMAC youth athletes at the New
England Junior Olympic Championships held at the Fitchburg
State University track in Fitchburg, MA, on June 20, 2015. Five
SMAC members attended the meet, and placed as follows:
Natalie Shaw (9–10 girls)
100m dash, 3rd place, 15.62
800m run, 3rd place, 3:05.09
Long Jump, 2nd place, 10’ 1.25”

Jack Yanko (13–14 boys)
1500m run, 9th place, 4:54.63
Javelin, 3rd place, 103’
The top eight performers in each event then advanced to
the Region I meet, which was held July 9–12. That meet has
grown in numbers and quality, and had over 860 entrants this
year. Natalie and Marissa Shaw attended and placed as follows:
Natalie Shaw
100m dash, 7th place, 15.46
800m run, 8th place, 2:51.65 (Personal best)
Long Jump, 13th place, 10’ 1.75”

Marissa Shaw (15–16 girls)
400m run, 3rd place, 1:06.32
Long Jump, 2nd place, 16’ 0.5”
Marshall Hanke (13–14 boys)
200m dash, 5th place, 27.07
400m dash, 4th place, 59.05
Shot Put, 2nd place, 29’ 5.5”
Discus, 2nd place, 30’ 44”

Marissa Shaw
Long Jump, 2nd place, 16’ 1.75”
The top five finishers in each event qualified for Nationals.
We are so proud of these two young club members and their
desire to compete at this level. Natalie accomplished her goal of
running a major PR, dropping her finish time in the 800m run
by 13 seconds. Marissa improves her long jump each season and
will be jumping at Belchertown High School.

Aidan Shea (13–14 boys)
1500m run, 6th place, 4:44.06

New Board Members Elected at USATF-NE Annual Meeting
by Sydney Henthorn
Several position changes took place at the USA Track &
Field – New England (USATF-NE) Annual Meeting held at
Brandeis University on Sunday, September 27. George
Braun (HFC Striders) took over as cross country chair,
and Kevin Chu (Sprinticity) and Rich Hartnett both joined Jen
Mortimer as athlete reps. Other board positions remain the
same for 2016.
Athlete of the Month presentations started the meeting,
followed by reports from officers and committee chairs, selection of seventeen delegates to represent the association at the
USATF Annual Meeting in Houston in December (see more
information about this below), and introduction of new initiatives following a year-long association planning and review process.
The net assets of the association are $492,800. Most of the
money to run our USATFNE office comes from over 546 race
sanctions ($66,000) and 156 clubs and 5,453 membership dues
($72,000). Youth membership is the largest growth area, with
dues up by $26,600. The executive board would like to hire a
second person to work in the office but the job description and
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duties are still being drafted and funding to pay the new employee are still being planned.
Discussion continued on grant programs and what money is
available to clubs and individuals who are members of our Association. Members of The SISU Project recommended that a review of the grant program be started and a report be made available in 90 days. The executive board will meet to discuss this
and write new information on the grants and funding that are
available to clubs and make it more visible on the website.
Seventeen delegates were selected to represent our regional
association at the USATF Annual Meeting, which takes place in
Houston, TX from December 2–6, 2015. Delegates are eligible
to vote and participate in the general sessions and if they serve
as chairs of association committees they can vote on separate
committee platforms (LDR, Youth, Coaches, Masters T&F,
etc.). Among the delegates elected to represent USATF-NE in
Houston this year are Carla Coffey from Smith College and Sydney Henthorn (youth coach) from SMAC.
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Coaching Advice from Ned
Amherst College coach Erik (“Ned”) Nedeau
suggests workouts to get yourself ready for the Talking Turkey
You’ve run mostly 5Ks this fall and clocked times that feel good. You
feel in decent shape. Your mind is on the Talking Turkey in Holyoke, six
miles around the reservoir under the pines, all on that nice gravel-dirt jeep
track. You’re going to run it, and you want to make a real race of it, not
just a fitness exercise—but you haven’t run a hard 6-miler or 10K this fall.
Can you run the Talking Turkey at a pace that approaches, maybe even
matches, what you’ve run in shorter races? How do you build stamina at
this point in the fall? How do you get yourself mentally and physically into a
place where, when the throng starts, you go out with the same confidence
you’ve felt in running a 5K?
If you’re reading this on the first of November, you’ve got four weeks.
Here’s what Ned suggests:
Assuming you’ve been doing some consistent training with
decent mileage—either all from running or some from biking,
swimming, etc.—do one of these workouts each week. Preferably, do it early in the week, especially the final week, to allow for
recovery time before the race itself.
For easy math, we’ll base these workouts on an 18-minute 3
-mile race result, targeting 36:00 for 6 miles. With the exception
of its uphill finish, the Talking Turkey is flat and can be a great
course to run quickly if the weather is decent. If your pace is
slower (or faster), adjust the times accordingly.
Workout #1: Get on the track to get the feel of the pace and, if
it’s too quick or too slow, make the adjustments accordingly. To
learn what this 6:00 pace feels like, do 10 x 800m @ 3:00 with
an easy 200-meter jog between these intervals, with a full-lap jog
after the fifth. On the final lap of the last 800, pick the pace up
and push your legs a little.

Workout #2: Start on the track with four mile intervals at 6:00
each, with an easy 200 m rest after each of the first three. After
the fourth mile, take a full lap easy. Then go onto the grass or
the road and do four repeats of 3:00 hard/1:30 easy, trying to
run the hard three minutes at the same level of effort as you did
on the track.
Workout #3: On the grass or the road, do 4 x 10:00 at your
race pace effort, following each with an easy four minutes.
Then, at the end, do 4 x 30 seconds of fast intervals, with an
easy jog back to the start as your rest after each interval.
Workout# 4: On grass or dirt, do 4 x 3:00 (race effort) with
easy three-minute jogs in between. Then run 2 x 1 mile—the
first at 5:30 (or at whatever time is 30 seconds faster than your
race effort (see above about simplifying the math) and the second at 6:00 (i.e., at race effort). Jog for three minutes after each
of these two intervals. Then run four 30-second fast intervals
with a jog return to your starting point.
These workouts are the primary building blocks. On other
days, you can add some non-specific distance and/or short intervals to sharpen up a bit. Also, include a long run of 8-10 miles
at least once a week if not twice. Running a distance beyond the
race distance will help build the confidence that you can do this
race.
*****
Look for more coaching advice in upcoming issues of The SUN!

Runners in the 2013 Talking Turkey race (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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How To Come Back,
When ‘Back’ Is Not Actually Where You Used To Be
by John Stifler

I was miserable.
What had happened to my running?
I had been a serious runner for 25 years. I wasn’t counting
on setting any new PRs, but until recently I had felt like something resembling, well… an athlete. Someone who could train
hard, focus on a workout or a race, sharpen the edges with
speedwork, enhance endurance with a two-hour run, feel capable. A week after turning 50, I had not only won my new age
group in a 10K in Amherst but had won it by outkicking a fellow 50-year-old who had a lot more track speed than I ever had.
A year later, at the Talking Turkey in Holyoke, the same
fellow runner passed me in the first mile, giving me a friendly
greeting and encouraging me to stay with him and see how we
could do. He was running the same pace we had both run a year
earlier, but I couldn’t stay with him for 20 strides, and he finished several minutes ahead of me.
My problem wasn’t a latent injury; the arthritic toe joint was
under control. It wasn’t lack of training; I was doing the same
mileage. It wasn’t a lack of motivation, although that would
come later. It was—well, I had just become slower.
And to all my friends who would nod and smile and say,
“Hey, you’re just getting older,” I would reply, “Then why are
these other runners in my age group not slowing down too?”
The change had been dramatic. In six months, I’d gone
from being able to sustain a 7:30 per mile pace in any workout,
at any distance up to ten miles, to having to struggle to run faster than 9-minute miles.
“You’re just getting old” is, to put it mildly, an inadequate,
and to some extent insulting, explanation for deteriorating
speed, strength, or endurance. As any amount of research has
told exercise scientists and doctors and general readers for decades, aging is a complicated process, determined not only by
biology but also by societal expectations. If you’re reading this,
you probably already know that weight-bearing exercise
strengthens bones, thus helping prevent osteoporosis; also, that
people over the age of 40 often have higher endurance than
younger people of comparable build, diet, and health. Also, that
older people can be plenty active. It is normal to discover that
you can’t do at 69 all the physical things you could do at 39, but
you can still feel strong and lively.
True, years of running do take a toll on most people, including many who have run the hardest. Charlotte Lettis, co-founder
(with Tom Derderian) of the Sugarloaf Mtn. Athletic Club, won
the inaugural L’Eggs Minimarathon in New York in 1972, then
was the first woman to win the Mt. Washington Road Race.
When Charlotte approached 40, she anticipated soon being able
to break national Masters records at several distances. Instead,
an increasing pain in her hips forced her to give up running and
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settle for bicycling to stay fit. Frank Shorter found that before
he turned 40 he had to cut back on his running mileage and do
more alternate exercise. On the other hand, John Campbell of
New Zealand ran a 2:11 at Boston at the age of 42, Bill Dixon
has been faster in his 60s than most runners in their 40s, and I
know a few SMAC runners who seem to be getting faster with
age.
I couldn’t chase Bill Dixon, but my hips and knees weren’t
giving out, my resting pulse was low as usual, and orthotics were
helping me manage the toe joint. So what was wrong?
It seemed to be metabolic. An accupressurist had prescribed a
regime of nutritional supplements to eliminate what he concluded were parasites in my system; after I completed the cycle of
treatment, without changing anything else in my workouts or
diet, I had gained ten pounds and slowed down by more than a
minute per mile.
And I wasn’t just slowing down; I was stopping. One week I
missed a day of running, the next week two. The next week, I
didn’t run at all. I laced up the shoes, went out the door, and felt
too sluggish to go more than a few steps. A real depression began to set in. Running had always been my surest way to get out
of a bad mood, and now it seemed as though I might be finished
with running, and with hard exercise in general.
I’ll skip further wallowing and get to the point, which is how
to restart yourself after a setback that damages your selfconfidence as a runner, maybe even as a whole person. Whether
it’s an odd systemic change like what seems to have happened to
me, or a major medical operation, or a life change (parenthood,
job, relocation), there may be a solution—a solution that lies in
your ability to regard yourself and your physical capability from
a different vantage point.
The principle is practically a cliché: positive thinking. What
counts is the application, which can be pretty specific. Instead of
contemplating where you used to be, in terms of strength,
speed, etc., and trying to get “back” there, look at where you are
now and think of how to build on the present.
Some particulars:
ADJUST EXPECTATIONS (A LOT). I had to get over the
idea that I had to run more than 40 miles each week or else I
wasn’t really a runner; also, that a workout didn’t really count
unless it was at least five miles. My new goal became much simpler: Just. Get. Outdoors. And. Move. However I do it: move.
START AT ZERO. As my high school chemistry teacher said
of the exams he gave us, “You don’t start with 100 and lose
points for what you don’t know; you start with zero and get
points for what you get right.” I used to run a ten-mile workout
whenever I wanted to, and mentally I was subtracting points if I
[Continued, Page 10]

Page 9

Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club
[How To Come Back, Continued from Page 9]

ran only five miles, or three. Today, starting from zero, I’m going outdoors, walking for ten minutes, then jogging for ten, then
walking some more. Half an hour of moving forward. It counts.
After a week like this, I ran comfortably for half an hour. Not
fast, but enough to want to keep doing it.
FIND NEW ENVIRONMENTS. For the better part of two
decades I had done almost all my workouts on pavement or on
tracks. I had avoided trails, especially since, in the first trail race
I ever entered, I sprained an ankle and nearly missed running a
marathon for which I was preparing. Now I started doing trails
often, relishing in the fact that I had to concentrate much less
on speed and much more on not spraining my ankle or doing
face-plants. Running took on another dimension when I did
more of it in the woods, over rocks, on beaches, and even—
yep—on treadmills. If these aren’t new ideas for you, consider
taking up orienteering, where you can be slow of foot but finish
well because you’re a good map-reader.
RUN IN RIDICULOUS PLACES. For me, Exhibit A is inevitably the Mt. Washington Auto Road. I had run the Mt. Washington Road Race once—hard—and loved it. Now, working as
the publicist for the race each year, I created the day-before-therace-staff-runup, in which at least a couple of us would trot the
7.6 miles up the famously steep hill and then get a ride down so
we could get back to work. When you can average 17 minutes
per mile and feel really good about it, you know you’re freeing
yourself from the burden of past measurements. Another goodie
is the Seven Sisters race on the Holyoke Range. The first time I
ran that one, my main goal was not to crack my skull open on
any of those jagged basalt outcrops. The second time I ran it, my
goal was to avoid hitting the wall, which I had hit hard the first
time when I was thinking of the race as being simply 12 miles
rather than a three-hour endurance test. Carrying a couple of
energy packets in a fanny pack, and consuming the contents at
the right moment, was a new, smart accomplishment for me in
running. I forget what my time was, but I felt good the whole
way. Another great opportunity is the New Year’s Day run from
Mystic, Conn., to Groton Long Point, where runners then pull
off their shoes and shirts and plunge into Long Island Sound.
The rules in this one: (1) Nobody runs faster than the slowest
person in the field. (2) You have to plunge in, get out, and then
plunge in a second time. (In fact, it’s easier the second time.)
Running back to Mystic is optional.
In other words, attitude counts. When I stopped fretting
about how I wasn’t really running in those just-get-outside
times—I could hardly call them “workouts,” but I reminded
myself that they did, and do, count as exercise—I started being
optimistic again. To repeat the chemistry class analogy, I had
gotten up from zero. I was above 10, maybe 15. Twenty-five
was certainly possible, eventually 30. Furthermore, in this test
there was no grade that differentiated between failing and passing; I was showing up, getting out, moving forward.
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A sense of humor also helps a lot. I remind myself of that
fact whenever I recall an interval workout I ran on the splendid
indoor track at Smith College one weekend afternoon five years
ago. Friends had been telling me I’d stand a better chance of
regaining some speed if I would resume doing speedwork,
which I had pretty much abandoned. So I was doing 200-meter
repeats, and I was really focused: in touch with every muscle and
ligament in my body, breathing under control, enjoying the
touch of the shoe’s sole on the track’s surface, gliding around
the curves, sweating enough to know that, yes, this was a serious, strong workout. I felt the competitive edge getting sharper
with each interval. I thought of how I could look forward to
some racing, not just running-to-finish.
I checked the stopwatch for the last three or four 200s.
Fifty seconds each.
Doing the math took a lot less time than I might have
wished. I was running these intervals at the same pace at which I
used to run marathons. The realization was sobering, for a moment, but then I laughed at myself. Okay, I was—I am—getting
older after all. Inside, I’m feeling the best I’ve felt in a while.
Outside I probably look pretty funny—and it’s about time I realized that fact generally—but I’m ready to do another of these
interval workouts next week.
Running feels good again. And if I need further inspiration
now, I get it from two runners I’ve met a few times, Bill Rodgers and George Etzweiler.
When he was winning the Boston Marathon, Rodgers observed that the runners who were doing the hardest work in the
race were those who finished a long time after him, since he was
running a little more than two hours, while they were out there
on the course hammering away for more than four.
Also on the subject of how it’s not how fast you go but how
long you can keep going, consider Etzweiler. A now-retired
physical education professor at Penn State, George has run Mt.
Washington several times. Last year he set a new record for his
age group—men aged 95 and up. He took more than three
hours, so he wasn’t blazing away with the hotshots, but he was
smiling the whole way to the top.
So yeah, I’m slow. Some days I’ll be out for what feels like a
brisk 5-mile run, pushing my pace, concentrating on breathing
and arm-swing, pushing off crisply with each step… and a couple of high-school kids will come loping past me in what for
them is obviously an easy jog. They glide ahead into the distance
while chattering between themselves about their homework or
something. I’m doing maybe a 10-minute mile. But I am doing
it, and if it’s raining or snowing I’m doing it, and if I feel more
sluggish than usual, I’m still doing it.
And now and then comes a tangible reward. For example,
after a year or so of working my mind back into thinking of myself as a runner again, I entered the next Talking Turkey with a
new goal: It’s a six-mile race, and my goal was to run one of
those miles in less than nine minutes. Just one. I thought I could
do it.
I averaged under 9:00 for all six. The mental lift was huge.
Still is.
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Running Ties
by Sean Norton
With the exception of a few solo 18-milers, I have never felt
lonely while running. And while I cherish the many friends I
have made through the sport, most of my miles have been run
alone. This solitude has been a source of comfort, a time for
reflection, a space to be angry, for catharsis, for dreaming, even
for meditation.
In high school, I would often do my long runs alone, preferring dirt horse trails to the pavement of my suburban town. In
my twenties and thirties, I occasionally ran with friends, but only
on weekends. In my forties, I began to run with my son Sam,
until he got too fast for me. That happened sooner than I would
have imagined.
Last year, my father-in-law, who ran cross-country for Cambridge University in the 1950s, gave Sam the video of The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner, starring Tom Courtenay. The
1962 adaptation of Alan Sillitoe’s 1959 short story, it was the
perfect gift for an Englishman to give his running grandson. It
also got me thinking about the role that running has played in
my life.
I first read Sillitoe’s story in the seventh grade when an early
growth spurt made my knees ache and I had to quit running for
a while. It seemed like forever at the time, the way everything
does when you are 13. Consequently, I had some resistance to
the story’s protagonist, Smith, because he could still run—and
seemed not to enjoy it enough (living vicariously is a pleasure
you learn later in life). By the time I saw the film version, I was
running in high school and I had more sympathy for Smith. My
father’s financial prospects had dwindled, and I found myself on
the wrong side of the tracks in an affluent town. Adolescent
angst had made me disaffected from my Reagan-worshipping
teammates. I may not have been remanded to a reformatory like
Sillitoe’s hero, but there were days when it occurred to me that
such a fate might have been easier.
Yet I never entirely embraced Smith, because I still wanted
to find glory in running. I was living on the opposite side of the
1960s from Smith. For his ‘angry young man’ generation, success in running was to conform. Smith’s decision to quit a race
yards before the finish line was the act of ultimate defiance. I
too resisted conformity, but unlike Smith I had a generation of
countercultural running icons to emulate. Bill Rodgers had been
a conscious objector during the Vietnam War; Steve Prefontaine
stood up to the paternalism of track and field’s functionaries,
and his 1975 death in a car crash established his permanent status as running’s James Dean.
So it was cool to be a runner, even if it was not the kind of
cool that was celebrated in my peer group. Running gave me the
courage that others got from punk music. My friends were getting mohawks; I wore black socks like the Kenyan runners.
However, I now realize that running, for all its solitude, has
not only been a refuge or a way to define myself against the
grain. It has also been the opposite. In 1978, when I was ten, my
father drove us four hours south to Lynchburg for the Virginia
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Ten-Miler. This race was an improbable event, which saw the
likes of Rodgers, Frank Shorter, and Lasse Viren roaring
through a sleepy southern town. Outside the 600-yard dash in
gym class, it was only my third race, and I was thrilled to be in
the same event with Olympians.
The race began and ended at E.C. Glass High School, which
sits at the crest of a long hill. With hopes of running 8-minute
miles, I fell in with a small pack of older runners as we headed
out into the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. At some
point we were treated to the sight of Rodgers, out in front and
already on his return. He whipped past and everyone picked up
the pace, only to be gutted at a massive hill that looked down on
the James River.
At the top of that hill, a young woman running in her college singlet slowed at a water stop and looked back. She told me,
“You’re doing great.” When I reached the water stop she put
out her hand and said, “I’m Kat.” I mustered up all my courage,
shook her hand, and said my name, thankful that the effort of
running hid my blush.
We began running next to one another, with Kat chatting
and offering encouragement. Southern drawls cheered us on. It
got hotter and the race began to hurt—badly.
Every runner hits the wall for the first time. My number was
up that day. I slowed to a shuffle, but Kat stayed with me. The
final hill is about a mile long and you can see the finish line forever—it seems to recede with each step. At the ‘half-mile-to-go’
sign Kat grabbed my hand. I was mortified but her smile was
irresistible. By the time we were nearing the finish line I enjoyed
the flutter in my tummy that her attention created. We crossed
the line and she gave me a little hug.
My father and his friend saw me finish and they teased me
about my “girlfriend.” This was mortifying, but it did not stop
me from finding Kat in the crowd at the award ceremony to
show off my finisher’s ribbon. Looking back to that day, 37
years later, I am deeply thankful to Kat, not only for slowing
down at the top of the hill and staying with me, but also for
coaxing a shy boy out of his shell.
I have run thousands of miles and many races since the ‘78
Virginia Ten-Miler, and I think—thanks in part to that day—I
have enjoyed in equal measure the solitude running affords and
the solidarity it engenders. Few of us are entirely introverts or
purely extroverts. We are a mixture of those tendencies, and
running gives us an opportunity to nurture both. The SMAC
community has featured prominently in many of my favorite
racing moments. There was the serendipity of getting passed by
Jeff Hansen seven miles into Boston one year; getting encouragement from Jean Henneberry during a bad patch at the Amherst Ten-Miler, and all the conversations on Tuesday nights
during the cross-country race—those friendships have made me
who I am, just as much as the solo 18-milers.
Wherever you are Kat, thank you.
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Why I Run
by Owa Hughes
As a runner, there is one question that people have asked
me more than any other. They ask, “Why do you run?” The following is my attempt to answer this often asked question.
Sitting down at my favorite writing spot, a trusty mug of hot
chocolate in my hand, I realized something entirely unexpected;
I didn’t really know the whole answer to this question. Despite
being asked the question multiple times, when I sat down to
think about it I honestly didn’t have a ready response. I could
say, as I often have, that running is challenging, or that running
is fun, or that running keeps me in good shape, but it really is so
much more than that.
How can one convey the joy that can be found in getting up
at five in the morning to run a hilly ten miles as the sun rises, or
the beauty of looking up at the stars at the end of a summer
evening run, or the thrill of racing through the freshly snowy
woods when an unexpectedly early snowstorm blankets your
race course? This may be something that you need to experience
for yourself. If you are a runner you know what I’m talking
about.
Judging from the runners I’ve met, there is something special about runners. These are dedicated and determined individuals. They are people who get up in the morning and regardless
of other circumstances tell themselves that today they are going
for a run. In fact, most truly look forward to the time when
they’ll have the opportunity to run. The weather might be bad,
they might have other work to do, or have plans to meet up with
friends, but still they run. Some may think us crazy (masochistic,
even), but we don’t let that stop us.
Running is something that is both universal and deeply personal at the same time. During any run, whether it be a race or
training day, every step is a commitment. As my coach says, “No
one is forcing you to do this, every step is a recommitment, you
could slow down, and nobody but you would know.” For me it’s
this element of personal commitment that is really the most important part. You always know. You know at the end of the day
if you tried your hardest, if you were able to dig deep and find
even just a small reserve of strength to shave a few seconds off
your PR. That is what makes runners so special; with every sin-

gle step we need to recommit. A coach or a friend can encourage you before the race, but ultimately it is only you who is responsible for your run.
Additionally, I’ve found runners to be some of the friendliest and most supportive athletes out there. Runners stick together and encourage each other regardless of the team they represent. At both the start and finish line you will see people smiling
and chatting. After the starting gun goes off, people do of
course run to win, but still there is always a pervasive feeling of
good sportsmanship at the races I’ve attended. Runners just
want to run, and what could be more fun than running through
the woods with a group of skilled and like-minded individuals. I
believe that there is a certain beauty in these races that you
won’t find anywhere else.
Once the race begins, everyone is working hard, everyone is
going to hurt. But they aren’t going to hurt alone. Everyone out
on the course is feeling the same way. They feel the exhilaration,
the fatigue, the pain. Yet somehow, through all that, runners still
often manage a smile or a word of encouragement to another
runner. As a race wraps up one can find the runners who finished early cheering on those who are nearing the finish. After
the race you’ll hear runners congratulate each other. Running
brings people together through a shared experience. When you
and the person running just ahead of you finish, you can’t help
but talk about the race. You both just went out and pushed
yourselves mentally and physically, and from that comes the
camaraderie of runners.
Why do I run? I run for all of you. I run for everyone who
has the strength to get out there and run. I run for every runner
from the new runner at their first race to the veteran at their
tenth marathon. I run for all runners and the amazing community that we make up together. So lace up your running shoes, and
join me in enjoying the fresh fall air in the best way possible.
Owa Hughes is a freshman at Northfield Mount Hermon, where he has the
pleasure and honor to run on Coach Grant Gonzalez’s Boys’ Varsity
Cross-Country Team.

Gateway, on Sugarloaf Mountain (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Photos!

Don Grant at the Bernardston Kiwanis Falltown Classic 10K on October 31st.
You can almost hear him getting ready to “HOOO!!!” (Photo by Ben Kimball)

Racers along the Turners Falls bike path at the Chase’n a Mason 5K
on October 10. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

Pete Kakos at mile 4.5 of the Bridge of Flowers 10K
on August 8. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

Carla Halpern at the Don Maynard Memorial Road Race
on September 19. (Photo by JoEllen Cameron)

Mike Townsley at the Chase’n a Mason 5K
on October 10. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Photos!

L: Jackie Boudreau-Kinsey at the Chase’n a Masen 5K in early October; Middle: Bosiljka Glumac at the Bernardston Falltown Classic 10K in
late October; R: Al Ladd in a classic-style Sugarloaf singlet at the Bridge of Flowers 10K in early August. (Photos by Ben Kimball)

L: John Reino at the Chase’n a Masen 5K; Middle: Garth Shaneyfelt at the Bernardston Falltown Classic 10K; R: Tom Davidson finishing up
one of the Grants’ 2015 summer series 5K XC races in Northampton. (Photos by Ben Kimball)

To all club members not pictured here: everyone else wants to see you too. Please submit your photos to The Sun!
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Winter Indoor Practice Program at Smith College Indoor Track
by Sydney Henthorn
10-week training program on Sunday nights; fee = $60
Sydney Henthorn, program director shenthorn20@gmail.com

Youth Track Mission:

To foster the development of youth through participation
in track and field training to develop athletic strength, sportsmanship,
and a passion for lifelong fitness.
To help us achieve this mission, we the coaches ask for your support in helping your child meet the
following expectations:
Come to practice with a willingness to participate and put forth your best effort.
Be sure that you have had a snack before practice.
Bring water and stay well hydrated.
Wear comfortable athletic clothing and proper footwear.
Be kind and respectful of your teammates.
Encourage everyone’s effort.
Listen to your coaches.
Wear your nametag.
HAVE FUN!!!!!

Program dates for this season:
2015: December 6, 13, 20
2016: January 10, 24, 31; February 7, 14, 21, 28
Practices will be held from 5:00 to 7:00 p.m.
Smith College Indoor Track and Tennis (ITT)
off West Street, Northampton
Indoor SMAC meets
2016: January 3, 17
Northeast Indoor Classic, Reggie Lewis Track, Boston, MA.
February 7, 2016 (optional meet if interested)

Register online at Runreg.com

Natalie Shaw

(Please send YOUR contributions for inclusion in future issues of The SUN!)
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