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Two runners sporting the blue-and-white singlets of the Western Mass Distance Project
showed up at the starting line of this year’s Ron Hebert Road Race. Both won.
Not only did Mark Rabasco and Jenna Gigliotti win the men’s and women’s top prizes, but
they placed first and second overall. Rabasco crossed the finish line at JFK Middle School in
48 minutes and one second; Gigliotti finished next, a minute and a half later, in 49:37, with
the 89 other runners in the field following her.
Following, in fact, virtually all the way. From the start, Rabasco took off in front, and Gigliotti was his closest pursuer. By the time they turned onto Route 9 by Look Park on the
way toward Haydenville, Rabasco was all alone, while behind him Gigliotti had separated
herself from the rest of the pack.
Sometimes this race is tight for most of the first half. A couple of years ago, a lead group of
six or seven guys were still beating each other up as they scampered step for step up and
down High Street in Haydenville to the right turn that connects to North Farms Road. Other years, like this one, the winner eliminates any suspense early.
Rabasco, 23, ran up the long hill on Rte. 9 past Leeds like a guy doing a serious tempo run
with nobody else in mind or in sight. Gigliotti, 25, went through the first mile in 6:02, looking equally serious and totally comfortable. Not much changed as they made their way up
High Street past the 3-mile marker, then down the long hill to mile 4, and right onto North
Farms Road. Just one runner behind Gigliotti – Chris Pellicia – seemed stronger and faster
[Continued on page 9]

From the Editor

May is here! And that means big blockbuster movies, big
big blooms of wildflowers in the woods (if you know where to
go looking), and big chances to beat your race PR at all sorts
of distances. It also means that track season is in full swing at
lots of local high schools. And that ours is coming up.
SMAC’s weekly hill training series has been going on at
Mt. Sugarloaf State Reservation for a month now, and will
continue for another month until the end of May. Led by our
own Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger, these excellent
workouts combine warmup, stretching, and strength training
into one fun (and social) training session. At the end of May,
they will give way to SMAC’s summer track training season, in
which coach Barry Auskern leads weekly structured workouts
at the Deerfield Academy track. Everyone is invited to attend
and participate; check the club website and Facebook page
for details and updates as June 1st approaches.
I feel lucky to live in an area rich with so many excellent
tracks. Just within a 15-minute drive I can get to good ones in
Greenfield, Buckland, and Northfield, and two each in Deerfield and Turners Falls. That’s a far cry better than the one
single track within a half-hour’s drive where I grew up on the
coast of Maine. And that was a dirt track at the time.
Speaking of which, are there any dirt tracks around anymore? Are they tracks lost to time? As much as I love the
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sweet soft surfaces of newer ones, there’s a part of me that
wants to revisit the old-school style. I mean, I didn’t love it at
the time, when it seemed like we lost precious seconds on
any loose dirt or post-rain muddy spots, but now that I’m older (OK, a lot older), I’d bet there wasn’t actually that much of
a difference. Since I run many of my miles on dirt and trails
anyway, it might even be better for training specificity.
Anyway. Where were we? Oh yeah, spring! Or as much
spring as the past month has given us, which isn’t much. Old
man winter really held on tight this year (that one 70-degree
week in February notwithstanding). And holy moly how about
that wet weather in Boston. And oh what a race. At our
house we turned on the TV to watch coverage, intending to
just catch some highlights. Yeah, right. We ended up watching the whole thing, start to finish. The heavy rains made for
pretty dramatic coverage, and seeing Desi Linden pull ahead
and hold that lead with such confidence and strength in the
women’s race was simply magnificent.
Closer to home SMAC was proud to put on the FIFTIETH
running of the Ron Hebert Road Race (see John Stifler’s cover
article in this issue). It was tremendously uplifting to see so
many club members come out to race and/or volunteer. All
stops were pulled out and everyone went to town to make
sure we celebrated this special anniversary race in style. And
since John doesn’t mention it in his article, I want to give a
well-deserved shout out to the excellent slideshow he gave
about hiking the Appalachian Trail after the lunch and awards
ceremony. It was a terrific cap to a terrific event.
As always, do remember that the Sun newsletter only
happens with your help, so please keep your outstanding
contributions coming. Please, send stuff, stories, recipes, race
recaps, routes, rants, profiles, pictures, letters, and anything
and everything to me at alpinefin [at] comcast.net.
-Ben

Please submit your written work or pictures,
and send along any comments or questions (or even praise).
Photos by Ben Kimball unless otherwise credited.
For more about the club and for membership information,
please visit our website at: www.sugarloafmac.org
Publication date: May 1, 2018
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Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Christine Morin
Age: 54
Town: Orange
Job: Technology Coordinator at Swift River School
Runner since: In fall 2011, I felt weak and knew I needed to
grow my stamina just in case we had a zombie apocalypse.
Deciding that running was the way to do it, I jumped on the
Couch-to-5K bandwagon at 47 years young.
Personal Records? I consider all runs records! Though I love
data, I’m not very good at keeping it… my first 5K was slow,
so I sped up for the rest. I ran 39.9 miles at my first 12-hour
race while strategizing how I’d run 50 the next time. Last November, I amazed myself by PR-ing at the 6-hr. TARCkey Trot
run on Saturday then running a slow marathon the next day
at the Village Ultra. But most importantly, every time I can
run up the big hill that gets me home is a personal record.
Favorite distance to race/run: ALL THE MILES!

Favorite place to run: On my favorite 6-mile loop with three
awesome uphills, I cross over Rte. 2. It doesn’t look like much
when I’m there but when I drive on Rte. 2 and glance up, it
looks AMAZING!

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? I love to run on hot, humid, sunny days. I figure if I’m
going to sweat anyway, I may as well be running! Everything
feels right on those days.

Favorite author/book/movie or TV show (s): Stephen King is
my favorite author and I’ve probably watched Armageddon a
hundred times! I might be an adrenaline junkie…

What is one of your biggest running aspirations? To run for
the rest of my days! Anywhere, anytime, with anybody!

Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): We
Come Running, Youth of a Nation, Soak Up the Sun

Favorite piece of running gear: FlipBelt! I can’t imagine running without it. Keys, phone, tissue, food, gum, lip balm, ID,
money, more food…

Greatest adventure: I spent almost a month roaming around
our country on a whim. My car’s odometer turned 100,000
miles and I realized it hadn’t seen the Pacific… so, off we
went!
Secret ambition: Save the world
Favorite recovery drink: Water
Recent memorable moment while running? Recently, we
approached some turkeys hanging out on the side of the
road. Turkeys are funny. They got nervous, started running
away and around a house, then took flight. Oh, to fly!
Secret tips or good advice? Put plain lip balm on your eyebrows in summer. It helps to keep the sweat out of your eyes.
Training partners? Train… not so much, but I run a lot with
Nan Mead and Carla Halpern!
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What was the last running event you participated in? Village
Ultra in New Salem
Favorite non-running activity: Playing with my grandson is
the best!
Favorite food: ALL THE FOOD!
Personal goal for 2018: To run without injury is my goal again
this year. A stress fracture took me out during the summer of
2016. I never want to do that again! Still, months of floating
in the pool reading my backlog of Runner’s World magazines
kept my spirits up and taught me how to come back stronger
and healthier. I often say breaking my leg was the best thing
that happened for my running!
Best advice you ever got: In all things, be thankful.
[Continued next page]
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Member Profile
[Christine Morin profile, continued from previous page]

Article of clothing you own way too many of: t-shirts, of
course!
If you could pick one superpower to have, what would it be?
I already have several ;-)
What else should the club know about you? I’ve really enjoyed the camaraderie and support of SMAC members at races. One “you got this” or “nice pace” from someone with a
matching singlet means everything!
*****

2018 SMAC Board of Directors
Club Officers
President: Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger
Vice President: JoEllen Reino
Treasurer: David Martula
Secretary: Elayne Shields-Berger
Clerk: Patrick Pezzati
Directors-at-Large
Tom Davidson
Ron Hebert
Ben Kimball
Dawn Montague
John Reino
Judy Scott
Carrie Stone

Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger
Kathie Williams

The Board of Directors of the Sugarloaf Mountain
Athletic Club meets once a month at the Bement
School at 94 Old Main Street, Deerfield, MA 01342
(in Historic Deerfield). Unless otherwise announced,
Board meetings are at 7:00 p.m. ALL members are
welcome and encouraged to attend, especially if you
have ideas, information, or suggestions that you
would like to share with the Board.

(photo courtesy Christine Morin)
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SMAC Member Profile
Name: Craig Reed
Age: 50
Town: Westfield
Job: CFO, All States Materials Group.
Runner since? February 2012
Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what
brought you to this area? Originally from Eugene, Oregon,
moved here from Las Vegas in 1991 when I realized there was
more to life than chasing girls around town! I chose Massachusetts because I had served in the Air Force, and wanted to
join an Air National Guard unit that had my specialty available. The idea of living in New England was more appealing

than all of the other opportunities, so I packed my clothes
and headed east.
Personal Records?
5K: never raced one.
10K: Gordy’s First Race (1/1/14) 42:00 (also my only 10K).
Half: New Bedford Half Marathon (3/18/18) 1:27:14.
Marathon: Sugarloaf Marathon (5/21/17) 3:09:42.
Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise):
I am most proud of, in this order: my 20-year marriage to my
beautiful wife MaryBeth, my 18-year-old daughter Duncan
and 14-year-old son Colin, a 23-year military career, and raising almost $100,000 over the past few years to fight child
trafficking in Vietnam. Running. Hmmmm… probably surviving the Leadville 100 Trail Run. I didn’t come anywhere near
what I wanted to do, but I finished in 29:09. This is the event
that helped me realize the great role that our friends play in
our success, as I never would have made it past 50 miles
without the support, encouragement, and butt-kicking from
my crew.
Local running/SMAC “claim to fame”: I don’t think I have
one, except perhaps falling on my face (literally) on Lower
Road in February after hitting an ice patch one mile into a 20mile workout. Left some skin, some blood, and some ego
smeared all over the road, but finished the workout.
Favorite distance to race/run: I most enjoy runs between 1520 miles. For races I enjoy half marathons because I can walk
the next day. I enjoy marathons as well, but they are so hard
to get right!
Favorite place to run: M&M Trail south from Westfield, MA
to Granby, CT.
Favorite author/book/movie: The book is a toss-up between
Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina and Khaled Hosseini’s A Thousand
Splendid Suns. My favorite movies range from Casablanca to
Platoon (best war movie ever).
Interests (besides running, of course!): Eating, traveling, skiing, socializing, reading
Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): Fire
Woman (The Cult), How Soon is Now (The Smiths), Dancing
with Myself (Billy Idol), Maps (Maroon Five)
Secret ambition: To semi-retire early, travel, and spend half
of the year in a small town in Sicily.
Favorite recovery drink: Chocolate milk or protein shake.

Craig 25 miles into Leadville

The Sugarloaf Sun — May/June 2018

[Continued next page]

page 5

Member Profile
[Craig Reed profile, continued from previous page]

views.” Manny Sardinha when I was headed to Leadville.

Greatest adventure: Of the unclassified kind? Probably a toss
-up between the Leadville Trail 100 and my 100-mile run
across Vietnam (sleeping in a grass hut overnight).

If you could pick one superpower to have, what would it be?
Ha ha! The power to not care what other people thought of me.

Recent memorable moment while running? Getting lost in
the woods at Fitzgerald Lake just as the sun was setting,
when we had no flashlights.
Secret tips or good advice? Don’t take things too seriously,
don’t hold a grudge, don’t go to bed angry, and get a good
night’s sleep.
Training partners? Darkness, Patrick Pezzati, Sri Bodkhe, Peter Fratini, and, of late, Mike Lescarbeau and Mark Staples.
Cross-training activities? Oohhh, I need to work on that,
don’t I.
Favorite local running route? A 19-mile loop from Westfield
State University to Granville, which is a nice long climb, then
returning through the Granville Gorge.

What else should the club know about you? I’m involved in a
few non-profits, but primarily Orphan Voice, on whose Board
I serve, which serves children in southeast Asia. Also, on behalf of my company, I started a race in Sunderland last June,
that is running again June 2 (Pound the Pavement 5K & 10K).
We wanted to be able to connect with the local community
and raise some funds for local education and other charitable
purposes. We expected less than 100 participants but ended
up with almost 170! We are looking forward to a great race
again this year, scheduled for June 2. This is a beautiful, flat
course with a great chance for a PR! Registration is now open
at www.runreg.com/pound-the-pavement-sunderland-ma
*****

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? I prefer early morning in the spring and fall. I like to
run right around sunrise, as I get to experience nature waking
up, the dew on the leaves, and spectacular vistas. The bonus
is that I can finish the run, have some coffee, and still get to
spend the day with my family I like the spring and fall because it’s not too cold, usually in the 40’s which is great because I don’t have to carry too much water, and I’m never
uncomfortable from too much heat or too much cold!
What is one of your biggest running aspirations? To run a
marathon on all seven continents.
Favorite piece of running gear: Tifosi Tyrant 2.0 sunglasses.
What was the last running event you participated in? New
Bedford Half Marathon, 3/18/18. Next is Boston Marathon
4/16/18.

Craig with his family after the 2015 Boston Marathon

Favorite non-running activity: Chilling with friends, beer, and
a grill
Favorite TV Show: Naked and Afraid
Favorite food: Pizza. OMG isn’t that everyone’s? All four food
groups and portable!
Last concert you went to / favorite band: Last concert was
Pat Benatar, my wife’s favorite performer of all time. My favorite band is probably The Smiths.
Last movie you saw in the theater: I watched USS Indianapolis in Vietnam last year, with English subtitles.
Article of clothing you own way too many of: Race t-shirts!

Best advice you ever got: “Don’t forget to stop and enjoy the
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Spring Shorts
by Ben Kimball
There’s a lot of races out there. Far too many for us to cover
all of them in any given issue of The Sun. But while we can’t
have full recaps for every race SMAC members have participated in, we can offer quick snapshots of some of the ones
we know about, plus news stories and items of note. If you
would like to contribute to or see yourself in future Shorts
columns, please do pass information along to the editor.
WAMDA 5K at Look Park in Northampton (3/3/18): Edward
Appel finished 9th and took the top SMAC male spot, in
20:49. Dawn Lapierre was the first SMAC female finisher, in
28:08. Other club racers included John Thorpe (23:22), Peter
Kennedy (23:52), James Farrick (24:48), Phil Bricker (25:17),
Aleks Kajstura (who biked to and from the race from home in
Sunderland) (28:55), Nancy Mead (28:57), Lorraine Lapointe
(35:23), Don Grant (38:53), and Ray Willis (1:03:06). Results.
Stu’s 30K in Clinton (3/4/18): Several SMAC members made
the trek out to central MA for this annual long-run race. The
weather was nearly perfect this year, with low 40s and light
wind. Sri Bodkhe ran an impressively even-paced 2:22:20, I
finished over 12 minutes ahead of my time from last year, in
2:38:59, and Ericka Emerson finished in 2:42:19. It was nice
to see several other western MA peeps there as well, including Mike Lescarbeau, Jane Valenti, & Brian Beauvais. Results.
2018 US National Snowshoe Championships in Woodford,
VT (3/10-3/11/18): Several feet of snow fell the week before
this prestigious event, ensuring epic conditions for the racers.
There were no SMAC runners in the marquis events — the
men’s and women’s 10K races on Saturday — but Laure Van
den Broeck and club president Tom Raffensperger both ran
the 5K Citizen’s Race, finishing in 40:26 and 44:06, respectively, while the marathon was won by local ultra-running superstars Amy Rusiecki and Brian Rusiecki. (Brian won his race in
3:35, faster than I usually run a regular marathon.) Results.

Berkshire Highlands Pentathlon in Charlemont (3/24/18): For
the many-eth year in a row, John McCarthy dominated in this
crazy endurance test, finishing 2nd place in 2:31:55. Results.
It is astonishing how many local 5Ks were scheduled for April
7 and 8. Races were held in Florence, Amherst, Hadley, South
Hadley, and Agawam. On the 10K course of the Tiger Trot in
South Hadley, home-towner Pete Kakos took 4th place in
44:14 (a speedy 7:07-mile pace).

UMass Dash & Dine 5K in Amherst (4/7/18): Over 600 racers
did the 9th annual running of this popular event. Ed Appel of
Leverett took the top SMAC spot in 19:58. Results.
Ron Hebert Road Race (4/8/18): John Stifler wrote an extensive article (see cover story) about the fiftieth running of this
very long-running SMAC race in Florence, but here’s my short
take: I had a blast running it. Swapping places with my initial
cohort of JoEllen Reino, Ron Boyden, hometowner Sarah
Nelson (who got to run past her house and family!), Brian
Pickell, Kristen Sara, and Joni Beauvais, I managed to sustain
a more or less even-paced effort for a solid tempo run overall. The potholes were truly terrible, making it all the more
impressive that Lightnin’ John McCarthy was able to finish as
fast as he did while pushing a stroller over them. Results.
Purple Run for a Cure in Florence (4/22/18): In the 5K, a pair
of Betke-Brunswicks took the top male and female spots, and
places 1 and 2 overall, while SMAC’s James Farrick came in
11th place in 24:06. Meanwhile Ted Hale took 11th place in
the 10K, with a time of 49:11. Results.

Holyoke St. Patrick’s Day 10K (3/17/18): Chilly temps and
blustery winds greeted runners this year at the annual “start
of spring” run around town in Holyoke. Tons of SMAC runners
raced among the festive throngs, led by the nimble likes of
Eric Ciocca in 39:32, Jeffrey Levreault in 40:00 flat, Jason Arble in 40:06, Michelle Andrews in 49:47, Leeann Cerpowicz
in 50:50, and Ericka Emerson in 51:50. Results.
Fast Friends 4.5-Miler (3/24/18): Several big-hearted SMAC
members ventured north for this annual race that benefits a
Greyhound rescue shelter in Swanzey, NH (see photo —->).
Bob Bezio took 5th place overall in 29:54, while Jeannie
LaPierre took the top women’s spot in 35:21. Results.
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Animal-lovin’ SMAC racers Chuck Adams, Cathy Coutu, Mike
Barlow, Jeannie LaPierre, and Jodi McIntyre at this year’s Fast
Friends 4.5-miler in Swanzey, NH (photo by Vickie Barlow).
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SMAC Trail Series

Announcing the 2018 SMAC Summer Green Prix Trail Series!
What? A series of 4 trail races on mixed terrain in the Northampton area. Some hills, some flat, some singletrack, some carriage roads, all fun.
When? June and July 2018.
Why? To raise awareness and introduce people to the joys of running off the paved path. The race series kicks
off with the Sawmill Scramble 5K, a fundraiser to help send kids to Nature’s Classroom. Running around in the
woods is a fun challenging change of pace from miles of pounding the pavement. These races will be on a variety of terrain with some modest hills to keep things interesting!
Where? Various locations in state forests and city conservation land trails. Locations include Sawmill Hills, and
Fitzgerald Lake Conservation areas in Northampton, North and South Sugarloaf in Deerfield, and the iconic
Tuesday Night 5k cross-country race in Northampton.
Who? Road Runners! Trail Runners! Recovering Road Runners! Aspiring Trail Runners!

How? Registration for the series is available on RunReg (https://www.runreg.com/green-prix-trail-series), and is
only $10! Online registration is also already available for the Sawmill Scramble 5K race. The remainder of the
races in the series will have on-site race-day registration only. These races will all be timed, with results posted
online following the race.
The Events:
Sawmill Scramble 5K

Sat. June 9th

$15 pre / $20 post / $5 kids

Fitzgerald 5-Miler

Sat. June 30th

$10 day of

Sugarloaf Mtn. 10K

Sat. July 14th

$10 day of

Northampton XC 5K

Tues. July 24th

$5 day of

Points: Points will be awarded to all runners in the series who complete the events. Points will be given out in
Cross-Country meet fashion with the lowest cumulative score at the end of the series being the winner. Each
finisher will earn a point equal to their place of finish among the series competitors in the event (not their place
of finish in the race itself).
Awards: Awards will be given out at a ceremony TBA following the series conclusion. Prizes in the series will be
awarded to the top 3 male and female point winners as well as to any runners who complete the whole series.
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Race Report
[50th Ron Hebert race, continued from cover]

than the other guys in what might have been called the chasing pack if anyone was dreaming of catching Rabasco.
In the fifth or sixth mile, it seemed as though there might
be a race for second after all. Pellicia, 32, who teaches and
coaches track and cross-country at Williston Northampton
School, had separated himself from the following pack and
could keep Gigliotti in sight. On the long uphill stretch toward
where North Farms Road crests at the WilliamsburgNorthampton town line he shortened the gap, and he used
the long downhill to the six-mile mark to advantage. Approaching the seven-mile mark, he appeared ready to surge
by Gigliotti – until he discovered that she had another gear.
Accelerating, she zipped past the cemetery and Arcanum
Field while Pellicia leaned into the final uphill, expended all
the effort he could, saw the distance grow again between
himself and Gigliotti, and decided third overall (and second
male overall) would be okay. He finished in 50:07.

Behind Pellicia, an interesting repositioning was taking
place. Thirty-nine-year-old John McCarthy had labored a bit
on the uphills, mainly because he was pushing a baby stroller
with a two-year-old in it. McCarthy and daughter, however,
found the mile six downhill to their liking, and they passed
three or four other guys. After that, their momentum carried
them up the short hill to mile seven and back to JFK with a
fourth-place finishing time of 51:27. Jeffrey Levreault, 45,
and Sean Harper, 29, took fifth and sixth (fourth and fifth
male, with Levreault also first master) in 51:45 and 52:11.
Second woman was Ashley Guerin, 37, placing 24th overall in 58:52. The other top women were Joni Beauvais, 33,
28th overall, in one hour and seven seconds; Alice McKeon,
55, just behind Beauvais in 1:00:22, and Sarah Nelson, 41,
31st overall in 1:01:43.
In the men’s 40–49-year division, next after Levreault was
40-year-old Eric Ciocca in 52:32, eighth overall, followed by
Jamie Riddle, 42, 13th overall in 53:47.
[continued next page]

Mark Rabasco runs away with the lead (photo by John Stifler).

Jenna drops the rest of the field (photo by John Stifler).
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Heroic Race Dad John McCarthy (photo by John Stifler).

JoEllen Reino and Leslie Charles (photo by John Stifler).
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Race Report
[50th Ron Hebert race, continued from previous page]

Speaking of dads pushing baby strollers, Fred Venne used
to race with one of his children in the baby jogger. Those children now being grown, Fred ran the Hebert Race this year
without their help and finished 17th overall in 54:57. That
time placed him third in a rugged 50-plus age group, which
was won by 59-year-old Steve Power, ninth overall in 53:05.
Second veteran was Tony Ryba, 52, 11th overall in 53:07. Edward Appel, 60, was first in the 60-plus division, in 57:57,
good for 23rd place in the field.

Jenna Gigliotti at the Ron Hebert race (photo by John Stifler).

As McKeown finished ahead of Nelson, there was further
overlap in the women’s 40–49 and 50–59 groups. The second
woman in the latter group, 56-year-old Kerry Smith, was 33rd
overall in 1:01:56, one place ahead of 46-year-old Erin Cassidy, whose time of 1:02:13 was second among women 40–49.
Then Aimee St Hilaire, 46, finished 36th overall in 1:02:19, on
place ahead of Cheryl Ryba, 51, who took third in the 50–59
division in 1:02:25. If they had all been in the same age
group, this paragraph would have been easier to read.
Susanne Disessa, 61, placed 57th overall, winning the 60plus women’s prize in 1:06:40. The 70-and-older age group
this year included exactly one runner: Paul Peelle, 70, who
clocked 1:27:03 (87th overall).
The final finisher was Rebecca González-Kreisberg, in a
fitting performance. As Rebecca herself figured out last winter (and as you may have read in the previous issue of the
Sun), her real distances are ultramarathons and long trail
runs, so eight hilly miles was a decent warmup for the longer
races she has planned for later this year. Following one of his
Boston wins in the 1970s, Bill Rodgers observed that while a
2:10 marathon is nice, the runners working the hardest are
the ones who are out there for four or five hours. How long
you keep going matters more than how fast you are.
*****
Both winners were seeing this splendidly hilly 8-mile
course for the first time, and both liked it. Rabasco ran track
and cross-country at Keene State and now is in his first year
as a special education teacher at Mohawk Regional School.
Gigliotti, who competed at Duquesne, works as a physician’s
assistant in Amherst.

SMAC volunteers at the finish (photo by Vickie Barlow).

For its first 49 years, the post-race celebration at the Ron
Hebert Race was resolutely low-frill: oranges, water, and
sometimes bananas or bagels for refreshments, a brief
awards ceremony, and rapid crowd dispersal. (Exception: at
the 25th, runners received beautiful commemorative glass
mugs.) This year, in celebration of the fiftieth running of the
race, was a comparative splurge; thanks to the Northampton
public schools’ excellent food service, everyone sat down to a
very nice pasta lunch in the cafeteria.
Ron, however, still has never thought it necessary to include a race T-shirt as part of the scene. You don’t need another shirt. You need socks, and that’s what you get, in bright
Sugarloaf yellow.

“It’s a beautiful course,” said Rabasco later. “And pretty
challenging with some major hills at the beginning.” Looking
around at the start and not seeing anyone he knew could
beat him, he said he sensed that he would be all alone in
front. “I sort of used it like a training run,” he said, observing
that on the hilly Hebert course he maintained a pace that he
found he could match a week later in Delaware, when he ran
the Rehoboth Beach Marathon and clocked 2:49.
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Race Report

2018 Boston Marathon
by Chris Neoh
Mile 15. I was sloshing along, trying to figure out what
was so alluring about the Boston Marathon. What attracted
so many people to want to run the world's oldest annual
marathon? Was it the fact that one had to qualify? Was it the
history? Its amazing cash prize? At this moment in time, it
was eluding me as I was mired in a windy, torrential downpour, trying to run fast enough to avoid hypothermia. Only
after the fact, as I was driving back from Boston, that it hit
me — Boston is about its stories. Stories of the pluggers
fighting for that career-defining win, the Meb Keflezighis and
the Desiree Lindens as well as the stories that change the
history of running, the Kathrine Switzers and the Bobbi Gibbs.
It is also about the individual, personal stories of everyone
who crosses that starting line. The story about a lady who
was running her first Boston Marathon since her last Boston
forty years ago. The story about a guy who is running his forty-ninth Boston Marathon. Stories of valor, overcoming adversity and beating the odds. Unfortunately, I will be honest.
I did/do not have one of those stories.
I had entered the 122nd Boston Marathon on an invitational entry (with no qualifying time) that I was fortunate
enough to win through the SMAC lottery (thank you, SMAC; I
really appreciate the opportunity!). I had qualified two years
ago by running a sub-3:05 marathon but fell seven seconds
short of actually getting in (Boston Marathon does a rolling
cutoff where the qualifiers are ranked according to how
much under their qualifying time the runners achieve, and
entries are cutoff once a final number of runners is reached).
Hence, I was placed in the last wave (of four) and in one of
the middle corrals, along with Arielle Knudsen, who also got
in via invitational entry through SMAC. Yay, the perks of volunteering (you know, other than giving back to the sport and
all that...)! I was also running it with the intention of using it
as a training run for my sub-3:00 attempt at the Sugarloaf
Marathon in Maine in five weeks. With the throng of people
and how early it was in the season, I knew that the conditions
were not ideal for a goal race, regardless of weather.
The 2018 Boston Marathon can be aptly summed up as
aqua-jogging in a wind tunnel. Running like you are going
nowhere, being very wet and cold, with wind blasting in your
face. The final rain tally was around 2 inches of rain over the
course of the day, with 20 mph winds, gusting to 35 mph, and
with wind chill temperatures hovering around freezing. You
can read more about the race day conditions here.
Sloshing around the mud swamp that was Athlete’s Village, the steady, insidious seepage of ice water into my shoes
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intimately reminded me of last year’s IT100 where I had experienced very similar conditions for 12+ hours (you can read
that race report here.) Yay for experience running in adverse
conditions for extended periods of time! 3–4 hours? Not a big
deal. At least, I did not have to run through a muddy 40-milelong slip-and-slide. Isn’t there a saying: "There’s no such thing
as bad weather, only bad clothing choices"?

Arielle and me dressed up in our throw-away ski outfits from
Goodwill, hiding out in a cafe while waiting for our time to board
the buses to Hopkinton. (photo courtesy Chris Neoh).

The start was rather… anti-climactic, to be honest. As
Wave 4 was shepherded towards the start line, I saw a sign
for Corral 8 so I started looking for signs for Corral 5, which
Arielle and I were in. After 10 more minutes of shuffling like
salmon swimming upstream to breed, I saw, less than 10 meters in front of me, what looked suspiciously like timing mats
and a start line setup. I stared in disbelief, ran over to the side
and asked a volunteer if that was really the start line. He said
“Yeap! Good luck and have a good race!” I started swearing
and pulling off my oversized ski jacket and my makeshift sock
booties (plastic bags covering my socks). To think that I had
almost started the Boston Marathon by unknowingly wandering over the start line. I had definitely expected more pomp
and circumstance, but I guess the deluge of rain had dampened some of the fanfare a tad.
Arielle had gone ahead while I was disrobing but I soon
caught up with her. I wished her good luck on her first road
marathon, and then promptly sprinted off to run my own
race. My original race plan for the day was to stay around
[Continued next page]
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7:15–7:30 min/mile for the first half and then accelerate to
marathon pace (7:00 min/mile) for the latter half. After seeing the abhorrent race conditions and the throngs of people, I
quickly discarded that plan and just ran to see what the day
held. I still tried to hold to around 7:15–7:30s and see how I
felt mile by mile.
I soon paired up with a local Framingham runner named
Jeff who was running around the same pace I was. He was
rather distinct as there were only so many people running
through the crowd like a baby iguana running through a
horde of racer snakes. While we were weaving around like
looms... I mean, loons, he asked me what my goal was, and I
replied snarkily, “Not to run into someone.” He laughed at
that and that was a good feeling on a day like today.
So. Much. Weaving. (Game of Thrones spoiler ahead!): I
swear, if Rickon Stark had run like we did, Ramsay Bolton
wouldn’t have had a chance in hell in hitting him. Serpentine,
man, serpentine! My Garmin estimates that I added more
than a quarter mile throughout the whole race just by weaving through the crowd. After the first 4–5 miles, the crowd
started to thin out a bit and I could run in a straight line for
some modicum of time. I stopped around mile 4 to strip off
my rain-soaked track pants as they were starting to get
heavy, clingy and restrict my movement. From the start, my
socks and shoes were already soaked so I chose to go straight
through puddles that most other runners avoided which
afforded me some measure of breathing space as well as
straight-line movement. Ah, just like trail running, except
these puddles did not conceal a foot of mud.
I was just focusing on clicking off the miles and not running into people. I was either running alongside Jeff or drafting behind him, using him to part the crowd and as a windshield. He was a tall dude (around 6'4") so he was great for
drafting. I was breathing easy, but my legs were starting to
tighten up from the rolling hills. I don’t remember much of
the first half until we reached the Wellesley “Scream Tunnel”
as they call it. In years past, the metal road barriers were
filled with hordes of screaming girls carrying signs, rows
deep. This year, it was mostly just one row deep but the enthusiasm they brought was inspiring. The rain certainly didn’t
dampen their spirits, and the volume of their cheering rivaled
any that I have experienced in any of my road marathons.
By this point, I was trying to figure out what was different
about the Boston Marathon than any of the other road marathons that I have experienced. I might be sacrilegious here
but almost everything about Boston felt... the same as most
other road marathons. It is just on a different scale (except
the start line. Seriously, I was expecting an arch). More peo-
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ple, more support, more cheering, more history, more atmosphere, a bajillion more aid stations and porta-potties. If I
were to distill it down, it really was just a bunch of runners,
running on a road, through some urban or suburban areas
with other people on one or both sides of the street holding
funny signs and shouting encouraging things.
It is a bit ironic though, given the number of portapotties, that I started to feel like I needed to pee pretty early
on. I just did not feel like stopping as it meant possibly getting
cold and needing to weave through all those people I had just
woven through all over again. I really should have just done a
Shalane Flanagan and pulled over as it really came back to
bite me later on in the race.
And the hills were bigger. All those little rollers are deceptive as they take a cumulative toll on your legs so that the
Newton hills starting at mile 16 deliver the final knockout
blow. After the second hill at mile 18, my left calf was starting
to cramp slightly. From what I know of cramps, I figured it
was from overuse. Then both my quads started to twitch on
the downhills. I just
couldn’t get a break.
The quads screamed
“It was on the long downhill
on the downhills and
after Heartbreak Hill that my
the calf was a nightmare on the uphills.
quads starting showing signs
And Boston is just
of full-on cramping, and
full of uphills and
cramp they did...”
downhills. It was really being stuck between a rock and a
hard place (not like my muscles were rocks… maybe more like
pebbles, but they felt as hard as one).
It was on the long downhill after Heartbreak Hill (which
snuck up on me) that my quads starting showing signs of fullon cramping, and cramp they did. A total lockup of my left
VMO stopped me at the mile-23 aid station where I downed
several cups of Gatorade. I had realized that the cold and the
rain had nullified my ability to gauge how much I was
sweating and the need to pee for the last 13 miles had
caused me to stop drinking so I was probably very underhydrated. Similar to what winning champion Desiree Linden
talked about in her post-race interview, I was not drinking
enough and had been a cramp case waiting to happen. The
Gatorade offered some modicum of relief for a very short
while, but it was too little too late.
Stopping at every aid station to drink Gatorade after mile
23, I shuffled to the finish. When the exposure increased and
the wind picked up at mile 22, I was already pretty much
done with the race and the obnoxious weather. I tried to soak
[Continued next page]
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it all in (har har) but, after fighting a headwind for the whole
race, I had mentally checked out and was just focused on
making it to the finish line. Rounding the last corner onto the
finishing straightaway on Boylston street, I couldn't help noticing how long it was, and how small the finishing arch
looked. Bloody hell. I finished in 3:24:57.
After finishing and walking (more walking -_-) through
the tunnel of volunteers handing out space blankets, food
and medals, I got my post-race drop bag and ended up
changing in the first available porta-potty I could find. I was
shivering pretty badly and peeled my soaked clothes off. The
porta-potty was a pleasant alternative (never thought I’d say
that) to the changing tent as my body heat warmed the enclosed space a tiny tad. It was enough just to be dry and
somewhat warm again.
After changing, I found an indoor plaza where I could sit,
and waited for Arielle (who would later finish in 5:34:19).
All in all, a bad race but a good training run. Boston could
be a fast course, but it is not an easy course. It is probably the
hardest road marathon course I have run so far. If I look at it
as a hard long run meant to highlight deficiencies in my training though, it was actually quite good. The hills were a real
quad-seasoner, which is great for the net-downhill Sugarloaf
Marathon in 5 weeks’ time. I definitely need to do more targeted hill work for more leg conditioning. Cardiovascularly, I
think I am close as I never really felt like I was breathing super hard at any time during the race, except on the Newton
hills, but the leg muscles have a ways to go. The key is to see
how well I can recover for the last build phase before taper. The race also reminded me very poignantly (and very
bluntly with a punch to my legs) about the importance of hydrating in a race, so I know what to keep in mind for my goal
race. Drink early, drink often.

Me trying to do my best tomato impression. You can see my
bright red track pants here. They were meant to be thrown away
at the start, but it was cold enough that I kept them on for a bit.
(photo courtesy Chris Neoh).

After the race, I asked myself the one question every runner asks after a race. Will I do it again? At this point in time,
by potentially being ostracized as a heathen to the road racing gods, I will have to say no. Boston was an experience and
I am very grateful for the opportunity to experience it once
and share the experience with Arielle (her first road marathon!) but it is just not my kind of race. Perhaps in time, I will
change my mind but, for the near future, there are many other experiences to be had. That is the great thing about running. It is big and wide enough that you can find whatever
experience it is you are looking for. Although, might I suggest
California?
Chris is a SMAC member from Pelham
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Huh, there is still water dripping off of the medal a day later.
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2018 Boston Marathon: A Tale of Too Many Ponchos
by Arielle Knudsen
To be fast(er) or to be warm — that was the question we
faced at the start of the race. I chose to be warm! I may have
been the only runner at the Boston Marathon to be wearing
(what were supposed to be throw-away) snowpants across
the finish line, but I was toasty warm while doing it! After being in the rain for 9 hours by the end of the race, my soaked
extra layers added a good amount of weight to my legs. In
the end, I did not make my “A-goal” of 5 hours; however, I
finished in 5:34:19 and still got a 30-minute marathon PR despite the terrible conditions.
I learned three things about myself while running Boston.
First, I learned within the first few miles that I am the sort of
person who will cut halfway across the road to high-five a
child. Second, the spectators who bring food for the runners
are my heroes; I ate pretzels, Swedish Fish, oranges, and
Twizzlers from those wonderful angels sent by the marathon
gods. Third, road marathons are not my cup of tea. This was
my first road marathon, following two prior trail marathons. I
prefer the trail running culture where it feels like there is a
stronger sense of community and respect for the environment. By the time I got to the last mile of Boston, the roads
were trashed with shed ponchos, trash bags, and layers. I
wanted to soak in the energy of the finish line, but found that
I was too busy making sure I didn’t slip or trip on anything.
Earlier in the race, I watched as a runner in front of me
dropped a half-full cup of peanut butter in the middle of the
road, with no effort to make sure someone else didn’t step in

it. Despite the frequent porta-potties, I saw another runner
step off the course to pee in someone’s front yard. Overall,
these events left me feeling like I was alone in the crowd of
27,000 runners. I am grateful to SMAC for the lottery entry
ticket I received: if I am only going to run one major road
marathon, I’m glad it was the iconic Boston Marathon.
Arielle is a SMAC member from Pelham. She ran Boston
through one of the SMAC lottery tickets. You can also read a
longer version of her race report (with pictures) here.

The last stretch before turning onto Boylston Street. Arielle ran
through about two hours later when the poncho-litter was
worse. (Photo by Jesse Costa/WBUR ).

Upper Left: Arielle’s gear. Lower Left: Arielle and Chris waiting for Blue Man Group to start.
Above: The iconic route. (Photos courtesy Arielle Knudsen; Map on Strava.com).
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Fort Hill Brewery Half Marathon & 5K: A Race Director’s Report
by Grant Ritter

Everything starts as an idea, and as long as you don’t tell
yourself that it isn’t possible, you can probably do it; at least
that was the case with the Fort Hill Brewery Half Marathon &
5K. It seems like it only took seconds for this race to go from
an idea on a map to an event that is already several weeks in
the past. In reality there were countless hours of volunteer
work and endless planning that reached its peak at 2 a.m. on
race day. It is humbling and exciting to be able to play a part
in bringing running events to the Pioneer Valley.
The running scene in the Pioneer Valley is beyond great,
with plenty of friendly people, iconic races, and endless scenic places to log some miles. A few years back, Justin Killeen
and I were running one of those amazingly scenic trails when
we had the idea to create a race event that could compliment the existing race scene in the area: the Happy Valley
Half Marathon & 5K. As much as we love that event, we still
wanted to give back more to the local running community.
One day we were at the Fort Hill Brewery enjoying a beer (OK
maybe two) when one of us noticed how scenic the area was
and suddenly the light bulb went on. Beer plus scenic roads
and an opening in the calendar that didn’t compete with other local races sounded like a great combination to us.
Justin and I had organized a few races but here we were
in a new town, at a new venue with a brand-new course. We
were back at square one, so we just mapped out a vision of
the race we wanted to run and went from there; knocking
out one to do item after another while inviting as many ideas
as possible to make it the best possible event. However,
spreadsheets and to do lists don’t make the race; people do.
The more we reached out the more we found inspiration and
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support from the runners in the Pioneer Valley, the Easthampton and Southampton police departments, the Fort Hill
Brewery, and the local community who all went above and
beyond to help us organize an event that would showcase the
area’s amazingness.
After months of planning, phone calls, and emails, race
day finally arrived. For Justin and Meaghan and me, the “day”
actually started at 1:30 a.m. Thankfully, the forecast of snow
and rain had not (yet?) become reality. Armed with coffee,
headlamps, and a trailer full of signs, we patrolled the course
to mark every turn and set up every aid station. Slowly but
surely, the roads of Easthampton transformed into a racecourse; the only thing missing was runners.
Justin, Meaghan, and I mingled with the crowd as runners
began to arrive. We could hear the excitement, the nervousness, and the positive energy that you can only get from the
[Continued next page]

Runners surge ahead at the start of the Fort Hill Brewery Half.
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anticipation of a race that is about to start; there is something awesome about that. There was a slight chill in the air
with overcast skies, but the rain and snow held off as the 5K
and half marathon start times approached. The volunteers
were in place, the police details were at their locations, and
suddenly we had everyone lined up and the runners were off.
Months of planning were all coming to fruition in the next
few hours.
It was extremely exciting to see the 5K and then the half
marathoners crossing the finish line. It didn’t matter how fast
they ran; it was their accomplishment that really mattered.
The most exciting finisher, in my view, was the final half marathoner who came to the finish line with an Easthampton
Police cruiser escort with lights flashing. After the runner
crossed the finish line the officer exited his vehicle and
hugged her; you just don’t see that every day.

The post-race party at the Fort Hill Brewery was full of
stories, runners having a great time, and some well-earned
slices of pizza. Justin and I were amazed and inspired by the
stories of every runner we talked to. The Fort Hill Brewery
Half Marathon & 5K was one of the most exciting days of my
life and it was one of my favorite races that I ever attended
even though I didn’t run. But neither Justin nor I take credit
for that; it was the people who signed up for it, the people
who volunteered for it, and the community that embraced it
that made this event special.
A few hours after the race it looked like it had never even
happened as we picked up signs, put away cones, and took
down aid stations. Although the physical reminders of the
race are gone now, the memories will remain. We can’t wait
to see you next year!
Grant is a SMAC member currently living in Fort Collins, CO.

Abbie Zaret heads into a cold headwind at mile 8.5.

Elaine Puleo (right) in the finishing stretch.
Elaine Puleo (right)
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Francie Lin opens it up at mile 13.

Cara Rigali

Jennifer Garrett strides past the brewery.
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Dowsing (or, The Art of Recharging Your Well)
by Jeannie LaPierre
When we agreed to let our neighbor dowse our property,
we engaged in the sport of eye rolling, trying to squelch the
skepticism. Even though I hail from New England, does that
make me a mystic? I’d noticed low water pressure two weeks
before a race I’d signed up for, the Cherry Blossom 10-Miler
in D.C., but that’s not unusual. The well water ebbs and
flows; it fixes itself eventually. But 24 hours became 48
hours, and then we made some calls, one to the recommended well driller and the other to our neighbor, Kirk.

Like soup on a low simmer, my stress level bubbled. I’d
not visited a laundromat since my college days. As the doors
slid open, I was greeted by the comfort of clean, warm air.
Another neighbor set out her garden hose for non-potable
water, offering her shower and other facilities of necessity.
Activities of daily living became extended sessions. Well drilling is a process.

Finally, race-day Sunday dawned. Due to construction on
the grounds of the Washington Monument, as well as a lastminute course change due to the Memorial Bridge closure,
runners were required to corral an hour early. New course,
new PR.
Once underway, the effort felt flat. You know the feeling:
breakfast not quite digested despite fueling 3 hours prior;
constitution not frisky as Coach predicted. If I understood
quantum entanglement theory better, I’d say maybe that was
the explanation, but I don’t. I perceived every mile as a series
[Continued next page]

Our flight to D.C. was scheduled to depart at noon on
Friday, allowing time for early race packet pickup to collect
the bib I’d paid to have mailed but for the wrong bib. Wave
placement is important for this short race. All strapped in
with tray tables disinfected, we were told to deplane due to a
mechanical issue. With limited options to get to the race by
Sunday, we exited the plane, pulled up some leather chairs in
the airport hotel lounge, kicked off our shoes and watched
the Masters, periodically checking screens and calling agents.
And fidgeting.
So, I didn’t have to run this race, I told myself, considering that the race website sent out a weather alert that it
might be cancelled due to snow. I know snow, I’ve trained in
it. My determined crew, who is also my husband, said, “We
could drive!” Finally, at 10 p.m., a plane arrived from Indianapolis to whisk us away. My crew knew better than to be too
cheerful. I turned off the stress and let the movie unfold.
Tiger didn’t have a stellar day, either.

Jeannie at work.

The pre-race dinner I’d frozen had defrosted. Rather than
being tourists on Saturday, we picked up groceries. Then we
hit the expo, weaving amidst the throngs to claim my bib.
Crew & I got in line for an autograph from Joanie Samuelson, who turned 60 in time to jump into my age group. We
chatted about her Mom, Maine, and her next upcoming race.
Noting my bib color, she asked what pace I was targeting. My
training would not reveal that bit of info this year. I shook my
head. Absurdity aside, who wouldn’t be flattered to be asked
by an elite runner and Olympian about pace. Are you kidding?? She was kind.
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Paul, Joanie, and Jeannie.
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of choppy, hard fought steps rather than a smooth linear
path. There was still hope, though. The energy would kick in.
At mile 6.5, Michael Jackson’s “PYT” blasted. That was
the innervating Yang. I wanted to dance. The beat gradually
faded into the Yin, all quiet and focus. By mile 8, I’d invoked
the “Yes, you can” mantra, a somewhat helpful strategy. The
other was to keep the runner in the medical vest within sight.
The elastic in my leggings sagged because of their age, but
they were the only pair that had pockets for fuel. I was too
apathetic to tug them up. Photos revealed that the crotch
was riding south and my expression read “Don’t interrupt,
I’m working here!”
I only knew I’d finished when I saw the runners ahead of
me stop and check their watches. We skipped the post-race
festivities and trudged back to the hotel by 9:30 a.m. The
wind bit through the down vest and the fleece jacket. I
tugged the foil wrap tighter. A runner training around the
mall congratulated me on the race. Okay, that was a nice gesture. And the sun shone. And the delicate pink cherry blossoms fluttered in the breeze. That was nice, too.
With a few spare hours, we visited the National Portrait
Gallery. The four ladies of the Supreme Court greeted us:
Sandy, Sonia, Elena, and the notorious RBG, Ruth. Women
Power! Barack calmly peered down at me against a riotous
backdrop of shiny green leaves. His vibe told me to “Chill out,
Jeanne. It’s done.” Yeah, I get it, Barack. Michelle Obama
looked ethereal in a billowy white gown, sharing the gallery
with LL Cool J, Kathryn Hepburn, and Bill and Melinda Gates.
We visited with family, ate celebratory cake, flew home.
______________________________________________
The well driller pointed to the most level location in our
yard. The dowser, Kirk, arrived with tools of the trade: two
divining rods (coat hangers bent at a 90° angle) and a 2-foot
long wishbone-shaped apple stick. Though I expected him to
meditate to get into the divination zone, he immediately began walking down the slope with a loose hold on either side
of the stick, pointing it forward. As he ambled across certain
spots the stick would rotate inward toward his body, the tail
pointing toward the ground. He located two supposed veins
of water. Ye of little faith.
The American Society of Dowsers is headquartered in
Danville, VT. Chapters include the Mile-High Dowsers and the
Buckeye Dowsers. Divination is a real thing, though it could
be considered occult or pseudoscience. If you believe, it
works, sometimes. My husband, now retired as race crew,
picked up the metal rods. The cat and I watched him traipse
around the yard past the nascent flower garden soon to be
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desecrated by powerful machines in search of water (plant
donations gratefully accepted). Two guys walking around
with sticks and rods looking for a sign; not unlike our current
way of governance.
The race effort was divination. With purposeful training
you should have a grasp on your goal pace. On race day, I
could only tell by running. The watch provided data, but my
body couldn’t react. When the energy you’ve sourced for
training and racing gets diverted, where do you pull from?
Though we still don’t have water, it runs through and soon
enough will recharge a new well. Me, too. Recharging. I still
have that apple stick.

Post Script
• April 8, 2018 Credit Union Cherry Blossom Ten-Miler
• Six waves, 16,000 runners in the 10 mile, 2500 runners in

the 5K.
• Weather unpredictable. New back-up course for 2018.

Flat with out and backs and an uphill finish. Cherry blossoms: hit or miss.
• Race-day logistics can be a challenge. Have a Plan B.

Sometimes the best plot lines are the ones that twist toward their own surprise ending. Despite a series of unforeseen circumstances, I started and finished with some kind of
funky narrative in between. While I did not hit my goal to
finish in the top five last year, I broke that barrier this time
even though I was slower, or maybe it was the revised
course. I’m ambivalent. Joanie took the age group, of course.
Now for something completely different.

Jeannie is a SMAC member from North Granby.
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About Time, About Gender
by Jeannie LaPierre
The Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club began in the early
to mid-seventies as a women’s-only club, no boys allowed.
My Dad, a high-school administrator, sat on a committee that
discussed issues of equality for women in sports, among other things. Subsequently, I was “allowed” to run with the boys’
cross-country team (after the passage of Title IX). Eventually,
SMAC ladies relented and gave the guys the secret password.
Local running events back then included The Greenfield
Classic, a summer track series at UMASS, indoor winter track
at the Curry Hicks Cage (an athletic facility on the campus of
UMASS Amherst), that long race in Boston, and the Highland
Pond Trail summer race series whose race directors were the
Martino brothers (one quite volatile, the other not). As one
of the youngest participants, I thought the lanky gray-haired
guy named Jerry who also raced weekly was ancient. I liked
the camaraderie and acceptance. We identified as runners;
that was it. Award categories were male and female. If there
were age-group awards, I don’t recall.
When I raced in high school, whether girls track or crosscountry, rankings were by time as we were already single-sex
teams. Top five scored for the team in X-C. In a road race in
those days, first was first and it usually was a male. Races like
Bonne Belle or Tufts 10K for Women solved for that issue and
eventually women garnered their own award
“Was that person in the
category. Mostly, male
runners appreciated our
jog bra and grayish hair
participation, recognizahead of me in my age
ing that we were athgroup or category…?”
letes who happened to
be women.
Today, age groups are the thing. Five-year age groups
offer more equity, but age-graded placement is even closer.
As explained on one website, “Age grading compares the performance of runners of all ages and both genders with one
another on a level playing field.” An age grade is a percentage of the “ideal” time for your age and gender at that distance. The quibble is what determines the ideal and what
kind of scientific jargon is a “level playing field”? “Flat as a
pancake?” No such thing. The phenomenon of age groups is a
means to entice more runners with awards.
So, it was interesting to note the categories for the Brick
House 5K race in Turners Falls in 2017. The non-binary gender/gender queer category was a new category, though it
was specific to the sponsors of that race.
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In the documentary Paris Is Burning, produced in the late
eighties, an older drag queen laments the days when drag
competitions were more about glam than all those darned
new categories: military, school girl, executive, butch queen
18–30. Too many categories was too much. On the flip side, it
offered opportunity to succeed by those standards. Still, contention exists within the community as cited in the book
"You're in the Wrong Bathroom!": And 20 Other Myths and
Misconceptions About Transgender and Gender-Nonconforming People by Laura Erickson-Schroth, MD and Laura A.
Jacobs, LCSW-R. Even those educated in the topic have no
easy solution to the issue regarding sporting events.
Asia Kate Dillon, a person who acts, is gender nonconforming (or as I recently learned, some prefer the term
“gender expansive” because “non” signifies negative) and
plays the same in the TV show Billions. Dillon wrote to the TV
academy questioning eligibility requirements for awards regarding the terms “actor” and “actress” because where was
the gender/non-conforming category? Athletic performance
is physical, and the variables are age and sex (or whatever
combination of hormones are swimming around in your
body) and perhaps, biomechanics as with Usain Bolt. Then
consider Caster Semenya who endured humiliating testing
and scrutiny as governing bodies and supposed experts tried
to figure out the gender issue. By what standards should performance be evaluated? If not for rules, it would be hard for
an athlete to determine goals. Fastest. Strongest. Gender.
Weight. Age. Likes broccoli. Favorite color. Of course, those
latter categories don’t determine performance. Or do they?
The inaugural Nancy’s Run in Westhampton offered a
different prize structure; a raffle! The runners around me
were my competitors. Was that person in the jog bra and
grayish hair ahead in my age group or category? Who cared?
Well, I cared even though no awards would acknowledge either of us because that runner was my competition. Corral a
group of runners with a start and finish line, and it’s a race.
In smaller races, those in charge designate categories like
that confounding age group of 40–100. Gender, time, categories, awards. Physical advantages are just that, but how to be
inclusive because performance is rewarded? Put prize money
into the mix and it gets as muddled as a plotline from an episode of Columbo. A non-runner friend said, “What about the
category called People?” I definitely would beat my cat, but
not necessarily my neighbor’s horse.
Jeannie is a SMAC member from North Granby.
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There is an Elephant in the Room
by Ben Kimball
As editor of this newsletter, I spend a fair bit of time with
race result lists and club membership lists. I’ve found that it
can sometimes feel a bit weird to report on race results by
saying “the top male SMAC member was” and “so-and-so
took the top female SMAC spot,” etc., both because the language is a little awkward and because it’s started to dawn on
me that I might be unwittingly participating in the tacit perpetuation of an (arguably) outdated norm. I’ve wanted to say
something about this for a while, and thanks to Jeannie’s article about the subject (see previous page) I’ve gotten over the
fear of mentioning the elephant in the room.
The issue is gender. Specifically, gender identity. And the
binary categories of male and female that we the running
community force people into every single time we ask them
to fill out a registration form. I don’t pretend to be an expert
on the subject so please bear with me as I toss some of these
ideas around (and maybe repeat myself a few times). There’s
a lot of related concepts, such as transgender issues, that can
confuse things. For the moment, I want to just focus on the
gender categories, and the notion of adding another option.
It’s like asking a question “Are you black or white” of a
population where 1% of the people are green. I’m projecting
here, but I would imagine that it’s got to feel weird for any of
the green people to have to answer that question. Really
weird. In fact, I imagine that the green people might quite
justifiably feel marginalized, oppressed, or disenfranchised.
There ARE people among us who do not identify as either
male or female. Ignoring the issue won’t make it go away.
Collectively, we need to address it. I know this sounds
preachy, but it’s the moral responsibility of the majority to
ensure equality for the minority, no matter how small the
minority (and let’s be clear here, I do think the percentage of
people not identifying as male or female is actually pretty
small). Regardless of how any one of us may feel about it, it’s
not up to us to decide for others. A major societal shift has
occurred, and it’s time for us, the running community, to
stop pretending that we don’t see the elephant.
So. Here we are. We’ve seen the elephant. Time to forge
ahead and chart a new path. What can we do, at the local
level? For starters, we can simply swap out the number 2 for
the number 3. Most current race registration forms have two
gender categories only. We can just add a third category. As
race organizers, we can always offer a non-binary gender option, to allow for the inclusion of those who are neither male
nor female, or who don’t identify as such, or who prefer to
not have to choose just so they can participate.
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Several local races, including the Brick House 5K in Turners Falls and the Hot Chocolate Run for Safe Passage, have
already added non-binary and/or prefer not to answer gender categories. SMAC’s brand new big race, the New England
Green River Marathon, has followed suit. As near as I can tell,
we are trailblazing a bit here, leading the way not just locally
but also worldwide. A quick Google search won’t yield a ton
of results on the topic (at least not specific to running races),
but I bet you in a few years time you’ll see a LOT more pages
pop up. I’m proud that we’re part of the vanguard on this.
Regarding trans athletes: every athlete should be allowed
to register as the gender that they identify with. There are of
course understandable questions that arise regarding body
differences and strength and fairness and such, but for the
sake of doing what’s right, that’s a question that the sport
should wrestle with and come to an agreement on. At the
Boston Marathon, the question has already been answered,
with transgendered runners allowed to take part as their
identified gender (see a recent NPR story about it here).
I fully recognize that for some people this could be a potentially controversial topic, and for that reason I do want to
be clear that this editorial article is an opinion piece. It’s just
my personal thoughts, not the stated position of the club.
That said, it IS the stated position of the race committee for
the marathon, which is a SMAC race, so it’s probably safe to
say we may be moving in that direction. Part of my reason for
writing this article, in fact, is that I would like to see it eventually become an official policy of the club that we strive for
inclusivity wherever possible, including with gender issues. I
think that would fit well with our club’s stated mission of
supporting the (entire) running community in the region.
I’m sure we can all agree: running is supposed to be positive, healthy, and fun. For all runners. We’re a club that welcomes everyone with open arms, regardless of any attributes
that might otherwise divide us. Let’s preserve that spirit by
removing barriers. Let’s embrace this. Let’s be inclusive.
There will of course be challenges in making the changes.
But it won’t be that hard. There are ways to make it work.
And we’re up to the task. Not doing something now that
we’ve acknowledged the elephant just feels kind of... mean.
For now, let’s just do it; we can figure out the specifics of
awards and such later. Here in America in general, and certainly here in our Happy Valley, it is the right thing to do.
Ben is a SMAC member from Greenfield.
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The Boylston Street Report
by Patrick Pezzati
On Patriots Day in 2017, as I fought heat and dehydration
through the last miles of the Boston Marathon, I decided it
was time for a year off. Next year I was going to be a spectator at the finish line. All winter, as my friends ran Saturday
long run after Saturday long run, I joked that my sitting out
would ensure perfect weather on Marathon Monday.
Instead, as just about everyone knows, this year’s Boston
Marathon featured some of the worst weather ever: cold
rain and a stiff headwind for the entirety of the race. I also
ran in 2015, when we had a headwind and it rained from
about noon (roughly half way for those of us in the second
wave) on and it was miserable. This was much, much worse.
I’d found a parking space around the corner from the
Harriers’ bus and walked to Boylston Street, arriving around
11 a.m. Standing where I could see the finish line, I could also
see the big jumbotron that was showing the broadcast of the
race. It was raining intermittently, but hard enough that I was
soaked and cold within minutes despite the corporatesponsored poncho someone handed me as I turned the corner from Clarendon Street.

At first the race looked as though the expected pecking
order was taking place among the leaders. In the women’s
race, Americans Desiree Linden, Shalane Flanagan, and Molly
Huddle were in the lead group alongside the usual half dozen
or so African runners. In the men’s race, last year’s winner
Kirui, from Kenya, had a sizeable lead. The women’s race
soon narrowed down to just three runners, Linden and two
Africans, and Desi was looking strong. Somewhere around
Chestnut Hill and the famous Heartbreak Hill, Desi made her
move by decisively passing both of the other contenders and
gaining several yards within seconds.
The crowd on Boylston watched as she ran down Beacon
Street, into Kenmore, down the Comm Ave underpass, and
then finally right on Hereford and left on Boylston. A couple
minutes later, as cheers grew louder and louder, we watched
Desiree Linden run past us and break the tape, first American
woman since 1985 to do so.
Meanwhile, everyone was so caught up in the excitement
that few noticed Japanese racer Yuki Kawauchi, known as the
“citizen runner” because he is not sponsored and works a full
-time job as a school administrator, had first caught and then
passed Kurui and was also in the lead turning onto Boylston.
Kawauchi cruised past a few of the elite women before being
directed to the right and through the chute. He apparently
had no idea he was in the lead until he saw the tape!
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The other thing that happened with hardly anyone noticing is that all of the elite women faded in the cold, wet
weather and were passed by a handful of essentially unknown amateurs. Sarah Sellers, a nurse from Washington
State who qualified and paid the fee (like I and many SMAC
members have done), was passed by Kawauchi so close to the
finish that she was not even televised crossing the line until
later. When she asked what place she’d come in and was told
“second,” she reportedly asked “second what?” The third,
fourth, fifth, and sixth women were also not known to the
general public, yet they walked away with top finishes and big
cash prizes. All except Jessica Chichester, that is. The New
York native, another nurse, didn’t even start in the elite corral
– she was in wave 1, corral 2 – and so not only did she have
no idea she’d come in fifth, she was not even eligible for her
$15,000 prize money under the race’s rules.
At the time, I knew that Linden and Kawauchi had won, of
course, but had no idea about the rest of the women’s race. I
stayed on Boylston as long as I could, hoping to see friends
who’d braved the ridiculous weather cross the finish. I missed
Eric Ciocca, who ran a fantastic race, but did see Craig Reed
and Annie Kalter de Paredes, both of whom also ran well, finishing among the soaked and shivering runners who passed
by in their last few steps before completing the ordeal. After
that, I was frozen and needed to get a towel and some dry
clothes, which were at least ten blocks away in the car.
As the news about the race came in, it became more and
more obvious that we had all witnessed a great, historic
sporting event. The times may have been “slow” by recent
standards, but the guts shown by the top finishers as well as
everyone who collected a medal that day, were something
you just don’t see in elite sports. What other sport could offer
the possibility for amateurs working day jobs to finish on the
podium at an elite, world-class event?
Patrick is a SMAC
member from Montague
and serves as Clerk on the
club’s Board of Directors.

Right: Why, yesss, Boston
IS usually quite lovely in
the spring…
(photo courtesy
Chris Neoh).
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Boston 2018: Together Forward
by Erica Belanger
“Make friends with pain, and you will never be alone”
-Ken Chlouber

The nurse who was treating me stepped out of the tent and I
took that as my window of opportunity. I checked out with
the tent staff and was off.

“Are you going to finish?”

I did my best to zip up the hills the way I had practiced in
training, trying to get as far as I could before the debilitating
cold and nausea set in again. I faded in and out of awareness,
the whole time just plugging along putting one foot after the
other. When I finally crested Heartbreak I looked up across
the BC campus and attempted to catch a glimpse of the skyline the way I’d pictured it in training – I saw nothing, just a
hazy grey abyss. I closed my eyes, focused in, picturing it in
my head. “It’s there, you know it’s there, just keep moving.”

My eyes snapped open and once again I became painfully
aware of my surroundings. I looked over at the man next to
me, who repeated his question, “are you?”
I slurred my response. “I’m going to try,” I said, reminding myself that this was real. Once again, the skies opened up
and the rain hammered down on the roof of the medical
tent. I went back to slowly rocking back and forth and doing
my best to clutch the stack of space blankets and real blankets the tent staff had given me. I just needed to get warm
enough to convince myself (and the nurse treating me) that I
was capable of getting back out there.

[Continued next page]

I had no clue how long I’d been in the tent. I’d watched
several waves of demoralized runners come in, admit defeat,
and get on the shuttle buses headed back to the finish. I’m
not going to lie: that sounded really appealing. What was I
doing here? Why was I doing this? Just as my mind was teetering on the edge of surrender, a man came in broke down
in tears, threw his water bottle across the tent, and shouted,
“I did not sign up for this shit!” He kicked at chairs as he
stumbled around. None of us did, I thought to myself. He sat
down next to me and sighed, “I’m done.”
That’s when it hit me. I thought back to all the years that
I’d stood on the corner of Boylston and Hereford with my
family, watching runners of all ages and abilities approach
the finish. Watching my cousin finish in 2007, my sister finish
in 2016, and my mom finish in 2017. I thought back to when I
upped my mileage in April of last year and made the decision
to find a way to run Boston. I thought back to all the SMAC
races I volunteered at over the past year and all the training
I’d put in over the last four plus months. One way or another,
I was going to finish.
After vomiting at mile 15, then again at 17, and spending
over an hour in the medical tent across from the Newton
Firehouse with hypothermia, the original race plan was out
the window. The only thing I could do at this point was adapt
and figure out what I was going to do about it.
I surveyed the tent. Most of my comrades had thrown in
the towel. I knew this was it – now or never. Nine miles was
nothing; I could walk it if I needed. Anything to cross that line
and make sure I never had to put myself through this again.
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Erica moving forward through Boston. (photo courtesy E. Belanger).
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Race Report
[Braving Boston, continued from previous page]

Whenever my training got difficult I always thought
about the final miles of the race. How excited I’d feel to see
my family at Hereford and Boylston, turn the corner and
stride towards the finish line that I’ve watched so many other
people cross. I knew I would be tired, and I knew I would be
hurting, but the anticipation of running down Boylston is
what would keep me going. I thought about how I would feel
if I was ahead of my goal or behind my goal – worried about
feeling embarrassed or ashamed. It turns out I didn’t think or
feel any of those things. I was completely spent, void of all
emotion, just moving forward – finishing was the only thing
that mattered.

That didn’t last long. I’ve already run in the rain three
times and have my sights on another marathon this summer.
After years of chasing my limits I came as close as ever to
breaking them and, dare I say it? I don’t think the next one
could possibly be worse.
*****

It’s fitting that the theme of this year’s race was Together
Forward. From Des slowing to ask Shalane how she could
help, to the resilient spectators, volunteers, and race staff,
and, most importantly, to the 30,000 other runners who did
their best to dig deep, support each other, and keep moving.
We couldn’t have done it without each other. This race was
special and an experience I will never forget.
At the finish (and for the entire week to follow) I adamantly declared I would never put myself through that torture again. I was never running in the rain again and NEVER
running another marathon – I’d be sticking to 5Ks, thank you
very much.

2018 Boston Marathon Finisher (photo courtesy Erica Belanger).

John McCarthy races to a second-place finish at the
2018 Berkshire Highlands Pentathlon
(photos courtesy Berkshire Highlands Pentathlon)
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Upcoming Races and Events
Some upcoming SMAC, SMAC-affiliated, and various other races and events around the region
Northampton 5K XC race series every Tuesday at 6:30 p.m. [Trail]
EORC Weekly Series alternating 5K/10K every Thursday at Ashley Res Holyoke
Starting in June
Wednesday Night Track Workouts every Wednesday at Deerfield Academy at 6 p.m. [Track]
Summer Sizzler Series every Wednesday at Forest Park in Springfield 6:30 p.m. website [Trail]
Summer Trail Race Series 2.6 miles every OTHER Wednesday in Brattleboro 6 p.m. (see Red Clover Rovers Facebook page) [Trail]
Northfield Summer Road Race Series 3.3 every Thursday at 6:30 p.m. Facebook page [Road]

May
5 (Saturday) Seven Sisters Trail Race Amherst, MA 8:30 a.m. website [TRAIL] [FULL]
5 (Saturday) Chesterfield Fun Run 5K and 10K Chesterfield / Pisgah, NH 9 a.m. link
6 (Sunday) Holyoke Marathon (a.k.a. Walter Childs Marathon “Race of Champions”) Mt. Tom/Holyoke, MA 8 a.m. registration
6 (Sunday) Pack Monadnock 10-mile hill climb Wilton, NH 9 a.m. Facebook
13 (Sunday) Mother’s Day Half-Marathon Whately, MA 8 a.m. website
19 (Saturday) Rabbit Run 10K XC New Salem, MA 10 a.m. registration
19 (Saturday) Westfield Flat Fast 5K Westfield, MA 1 p.m. website
20 (Sunday) Rafters College Town Classik 5K and 5-Miler Amherst, MA 10:30 a.m. registration
20 (Sunday) Steel Rail Half-Marathon and 8K Adams, MA 9:30 a.m. website
20 (Sunday) Wild Goose Chase 5K Look Park, Florence, MA 10:00 a.m. registration
20 (Sunday) Soapstone Mountain Trail Races (13 and 3 miles) Stafford Springs, CT 9 a.m. website [Trail]
26 (Saturday) Friends of Pisgah Run in the Park 5K/10K Trail Races Chesterfield, NH 9 a.m. website [Trail]
26 (Saturday) Wachusett Hill Climb (road race) 10K Princeton, MA website

June
2 (Saturday) Ididarun 10K Swanzey, NH 8:30 a.m. website
2 (Saturday) West River Trail Run South Londonderry, VT 9 a.m. website [Trail]
2 (Saturday) Chesterfield Gorge Ultras Chesterfield, MA 6 a.m. registration [Trail]
2 (Saturday) Pound the Pavement 5K and 10K Sunderland, MA 10 a.m. registration
2 (Saturday) Firebird 5K Greenfield, MA 9 a.m. Facebook
3 (Sunday) Iron Horse Half Marathon, 10K, and 5K Simsbury, CT 7:30 a.m. website
9 (Saturday) Saw Mill Hills Scramble 5K Florence, MA 9 a.m. registration [Trail]
9 (Saturday) Ascutney Mountain Run (3.7) West Windsor, VT 9 a.m. registration
10 (Sunday) Nipmuck South Trail Race Mansfield Hollow, CT 9 a.m. registration [Trail]
10 (Sunday) Westfield Wave Sprint Triathlon Westfield, MA 8 a.m. website [Triathlon]
10 (Sunday) Lake Wyola Road Race (4.8-miler) Shutesbury, MA 10:30 a.m. (no link)
16 (Saturday) Brick House 5K Turners Falls, MA 10 a.m. registration
16 (Saturday) Florence 5K Florence, MA 10 a.m. registration
16 (Saturday) Strawberry Fest 5K Hatfield, MA 8:30 a.m. (Google for website)
16 (Saturday) Vegan Power Ultra 50K and 25K Pittsfield, MA 7 a.m. registration Facebook [Trail]
16 (Saturday) Drummer Hill Trail Race Keene, NH 8 a.m. registration [Trail]
16 (Saturday) West Windsor Forest 5 and Dime 10K Trail Race Ascutney Resort W. Windsor, VT 9 a.m. website [Trail]
16 (Saturday) Mt. Washington Road Race Gorham, NH 9 a.m. website [FULL]
17 (Sunday) Mt. Greylock half-marathon and 5K trail races Adams, MA 10 a.m. registration form [Trail]
17 (Sunday) JCC Father’s Day 10K Springfield, MA 8:30 a.m. website
21 (Thursday) Green Mile Pittsfield, MA 5:30 p.m. registration
23 (Saturday) West Brookfield Classic 5K Race West Brookfield, MA 9 a.m. website
23 (Saturday) Westfield Half-Marathon & 5K Westfield, MA 9 a.m. website
24 (Sunday) Wild Thing 5K/10K Trail Race Kennedy Park, Lenox, MA 9 a.m. registration [Trail]
30 (Saturday) Xterra French River off road sprint / Olympic triathlons (durtyfeets) Oxford, MA 8 a.m. website [Triathlon]
July: 4 on the Fourth (Keene NH), Firecracker 4-Miler (Brattleboro VT), Massachusetts State Triathlon (Winchendon MA), Give Peace a Tri (sprint)
(Surry NH), Twin Reservoirs Half-Marathon (Holyoke MA), Nancy’s Run for the AACRF 4-miler (Westhampton MA), NoHo 5K XC races, & more.
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Sawmill Scramble 5K Trail Race
and Kids Fun Run!
June 9th, 2018, 9:00 a.m.
at R.K. Finn Ryan Road School, Florence, MA
A 5K trail run through the trails of the Saw Mill Hills in Northampton. This loop course will follow marked trails as it
climbs, dips, and scrambles through the woods. There are 2 climbs on the course and a number of smaller rollers. The
route is rocky and there are roots, but is a great spot to try out trail running.
•

For kids there will be a short trail fun run with Finisher Awards for all Kids!

•

Prizes: Overall Male and Female Winners

•

This race will benefit the Nature’s Classroom Scholarship Fund at R.K. Finn Ryan Road School (a program that
sends all 5th grade students on an overnight trip to the Berkshires).

Raffle prizes to follow the race.

Entry Fee: $15.00 Pre-Entry (by May 27th, 2018); $20.00 after May 27.

Kids Run (Kids Under 12): $5.00

Online reg: www.runreg.com/sawmill-hills-scramble-5k

The

Is ON!

SMAC’s annual road race series is back for its 9th year, and it’s better than ever, with a new finale race!
What is it? A sampling of 15 fun and challenging road races.
Where is it? Across Hampden, Hampshire, and Franklin counties, from Greenfield to Monson.
Click here for a detailed list of races included in the series
When is it? The series began with the Ron Hebert Road Race in April and goes through November.
Why? Some of us run for the sake of competition, others just to participate. Some of us enjoy the sportsmanship, some do it just for
fun. This series has been put together with all of us in mind, in the hopes that all of us will have a reason to give it a try.
And if that's not enough, how about this?
Awards will be given to all runners who complete at least 9 of the races in the series, with special awards for anyone who completes
the entire series of 15 races. Awards for top scorers, to be presented at an end-of-series recognition ceremony.
Bonus! – Enter for a chance to win “Race for Free in 2018” – where the winner has all their entry fees reimbursed for the entire Series!
Click here for a complete list of race series rules and an explanation of how race series points are earned.
Sound tempting? Sign up now! If you are interested in participating in the 2018 SMAC Road Race Series, please print and fill out the
registration form and send it with your registration fee of $25 to the address at the bottom of the form. YES, you can still sign up to
participate in the series even though it has already started; you may even still have a good chance at winning!
Your registration fee covers the costs of the end-of-series recognition ceremony, finisher t-shirts, and awards.
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Runner’s Illustrated

Weather Model
by Jeannie Lapierre

Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership in 2018

(and please send YOUR contributions for inclusion in future issues of The Sun!)
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Parting Shot

Sunrise in Scottsdale

Photo courtesy (and of!) Craig Reed. See Craig’s member profile on page 5 of this issue!
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