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2021 #6 November/December 

 All the leaves are brown. Well, not ALL of them. Not yet. Some are still orange. Also it’s 
not winter. But the sky is gray, except when it’s blue. Or black. Whatever. You get the point. 
It’s November. The legendarily bleak month. The month when we runners lose the evening. 

 I actually generally like November. For one thing, it’s my birthday month, so I always had 
that to look forward to as a kid (though as an adult that’s come to mean less and less to me). I 
also like the late-fall feel and fragrance of November. And Thanksgiving is always a treat. This 
particular year is 2021, though, and that means I turn 50; I could do without that. Also I’m still 
nursing a bum hip with physical therapy and haven’t been able to run much for months. So 
it’s nice to take a little mental break from reality and let my mind wander to distant trails.  

 Like the John Muir Trail in the Sierra Nevada range. Or the Dipsea Trail in Marin County. 
Or the Telescope Peak Trail above Death Valley. All of which are in, you guessed it: California. 
Early on in the development of this issue it became evident that many of the articles shared a 
common geographic theme. They all took place in—or at least mentioned—that state. It’s not 
much of an actual “theme” to hang your hat on for an East Coast running club newsletter, but 
as a broad, appealing concept to lump most of the content under… well, it works for me. So 
then we asked you guys for more. And as usual, you delivered. Big time. Such good stuff. 

 So please enjoy this special issue of The Sugarloaf Sun and let yourself dream a little bit, 
as I’ve been doing. Dream of epic trail adventures. Dream of legendary marathon courses. 
And dream of just going for a spectacularly scenic run beneath the West Coast sun. Yeah. Just 
for this little window of time, thanks to you guys… I’m gone to California in my mind.  

               -Ben Kimball, editor  

California Dreamin’
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From the Editor 

The Sugarloaf SUN (2021, Issue #6) 

is a publication of the 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 

Please submit your written work or pictures,  
and feel free to send along any comments or questions. 

Special thanks to Jennifer Garrett for proofing assistance. 
Masthead and SMAC logo design by Amy Schmidt Bowse. 

For more about the club and for membership information, 
please visit our website at: www.sugarloafmountainathletic.org 

Publication date: November 1, 2021 

 Eureka! We’ve found it. A destination for runners with an 
appeal so strong we’re drawn to visit it over and over again. 
In case you somehow missed the cover of this issue, or the 
state motto reference above, we’re talkin’ California here. Or 
Kah-lee-FOR-nee-ah in Schwarzeneggerianese.  

 I’m not sure I could ever actually live there, on account of 
the earthquakes (the San Andreas fault line is LONG), the big 
city traffic made famous in any movie or T.V. scene shot in 
Los Angeles, the volcanoes (I heard that the town of Mt. 
Shasta has annual volcanic-eruption evacuation drills), and 
the tarantulas (as an arachnophobe, I have to ask: does any 
spider need to be that big??). But I do love to run there.  

The Golden State’s Moment in The Sun 

 Over the years I’ve been fortunate enough to race the 
California International Marathon in Sacramento (in 3:33:42), 
do the “Run to the Far Side 10K” near Golden Gate Park in 
San Francisco, work at the mile-85 aid station of the Western 
States 100 ultramarathon in Cool, and jog among the giant 
trees of Redwood National Park near the northwest coast. It’s 
pretty incredible in terms of variety. No matter what flavor 
you want to run, California’s got the route for you.  

 In this issue of The Sun, John Stifler goes WAY back for a 
story about a true test of a training run during the 1984 
Olympics in Los Angeles. Michael Hoberman writes about his 
recent hike on the John Muir Trail. Amy Rusiecki reminisces 
about Western States ultra experiences. There’s memories by 
Jeannie LaPierre and David Martula. Grace Coller recounts 
her recent race at the Aquathlon Nationals in Long Beach. 
Bryant Johnson offers a cartoon inspired by his recent run-
ning of the San Francisco Half Marathon. Guest columnist and 
great friend of our local trail running community Jason Sarou-
han shares a tale of tackling the infamous Donner Pass trails 
in winter. Plus we’ve also got member profiles, shorts, art-
work, and more, including a recap of the 2021 Northampton 
5K cross-country racing season by Sue Grant.  

 In six weeks (mid-December), keep your eyes peeled for 
the 2021 Annual issue. All of the member profiles from this 
year will be collected and reprinted in it, along with new ma-
terial, news about the Board of Directors, and a notice for the 
Annual Meeting. Until then, happy reading and running! 

           -Ben  

Jennifer Garrett gazes out into the distance from high atop Star 
Dune in the Mesquite Flats area of Death Valley in California. 

A pretty Pacific cove at sunset along the Big Sur coastline. 

http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/
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Playing Frogger at the San Francisco Half Marathon 

Runner’s Illustrated Original Artwork by Bryant Johnson 

I signed up for the SF Marathon’s Half Marathon shortly after getting my second Covid-19 vaccination (side effects  
included muscle soreness, fatigue, and a giddy sense of unwarranted optimism). After 18 months of avoiding crowds,  

I’m not sure I was emotionally prepared for 12,000 runners converging on one finish line!  

Bryant is a SMAC member from Easthampton. (email) 

mailto:bryantalpha@gmail.com
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Member Profile 

Job: International Education 

Where are you from originally? I’m an 11th generation New 
Englander (and a direct descendant/granddaughter of Rebec-
ca Nourse of the Salem Witch Trials). Born in Mass, I mostly 
grew up in NH (with a stint in MN) and moved to VT after col-
lege for nearly 20 years before moving back to Mass (after 
living abroad).  

Runner since: Good question! I was a sprinter since elemen-
tary school if we’re counting, but didn’t embrace longer dis-
tance running until my 30s. I tried running on and off from 
college onward, but it took a long time to teach my fast 
twitch muscles and asthmatic self to run longer distances. I 
found racing to benefit causes and was hooked.  

Personal Records? I’m a proud member of the Sloth Running 
Club, so my times are humble. But I’m up to running half mar-
athons now and look forward not just to improving times, but 
also pushing my distances.  

Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise): 
Recovering from a complete Achilles rupture (basketball) in 
November of 2019 and running my first half marathon (ever) 
this past spring. And completing my first Ragnar Relay this 
past weekend.  

Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: Working on it! 

Favorite distance to race/run: I love the 10K, but enjoy the 
Half and look forward refining that race/run.  

Favorite place to run: Norwottuck Rail Trail or in the Quabbin 
Woods where I live.  

Interests (besides running, of course!): Welllll, life has been 
busy and weird lately, so some of my usual interests are a bit 
off kilter. That said: I love basketball, kayaking, raising my 
chickens, gardening, watercolor painting, writing, travel, my 
fuzz-face cats, and doing pretty much anything with my love, 
Vince.  

Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): My 
favorite finish-line kick favorite is Work B!tch by Britney 
Spears. My playlist is all over the place in terms of genres. It’s 
all about getting me pumped and motivated. I also love lis-
tening to podcasts on my long runs.  

Greatest adventure: Picking up my adult life and moving to 
Ecuador for a year a decade ago to complete my Masters de-
gree. All my world travels are adventures, but that was a gi-
ant one.  

Secret ambition: Well, if I could’ve been anything, I would’ve 
been a WNBA player. But it didn’t exist when I was younger, 
among other obstacles. Now, perhaps running Boston would 
be a major ambition.  

Recent memorable moment while running? Running 11 
miles after midnight through several towns on 4 hours sleep 
after having run 4 miles earlier in the day.  

Secret tips or good advice? Some days motivation is low or 
the weather stinks or there’s a million reasons to not go for a 
run. The one thing I always tell myself is I will never regret 
having gone for a run.  

SMAC Member Profile  

Name: Heidi Bohn 

Age: 47 

Town: New Salem 

[Continued next page] 

Leaving for my first half marathon 
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Member Profile 

Training partners? I mostly train on my own accord, but I 
have a local running group I run with when I’m up for a part-
ner or group run.  

Cross training activities? Yoga, HIIT, basketball, strength 
training, and once I am fully employed again, I’ll start doing 
CrossFit again. 

What’s one of your biggest running aspirations? Run Boston. 

Favorite piece of running gear: I really love my Nathan hydra-
tion vest. I like being self-reliant, carrying everything I might 
need on my long runs.  

What was the last running event you participated in? Ragnar 
New England! 

What is your favorite race? Definitely the most fun has been 
the Hot Chocolate Run in Northampton and all for an ex-
tremely important organization. 

Favorite non-running activity: Is there something besides 
running?  

Favorite recovery drink: Ice-cold water with Perfect Aminos 
in Strawberry (from BodyHealth). 

Article of clothing you own way too many of: Leggings!  

Best advice you ever got: I know I’ve received some, but 
clearly I haven’t followed it because I can’t remember! 

Personal goal for 2021? Enjoy each mile and survive the Rag-
nar Relay New England! (Epilogue: I did!) 

Why did you join SMAC? I lucked out in meeting several 
women in my small town that run not long after I moved 
here. They are SMAC members, which is how I heard about it. 
I loved the idea of having a larger community to support, in-
spire, and encourage my running. It also made me feel kinda 
official, like I’m a “real” runner! Haha.  

If you could run with anyone, who would be the person? 
Where would you run? Barack Obama. I mean really, I’d love 
to play him 1:1 in basketball, but since we’re talking running..  

What else should the club know about you? I look forward 
to meeting more local runners and experiencing additional 
events and camaraderie through SMAC. I continue to learn 
more about myself, training, recovery, and running opportu-
nities, especially from those who’ve been running around the 
block more than me!  

Contact: Heidi’s email 

***** 
 If you would like to suggest someone for an upcoming  

SMAC member profile, please contact us at  
alpinefin [at] comcast.net. 

[Heidi Bohn profile, continued from previous page] 
Seeking New SMAC Members! 

 Anyone interested in participating in and supporting rec-
reational or competitive running in Western MA is invited to 
join the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club (SMAC). Member-
ships will be valid from the day you join/renew through Dec. 
31, 2022 (all current 2021 memberships expire on 1/1/2022). 
Join or renew here at RunReg. 

 The club is open to runners of all ages and abilities. As a 
SMAC member, you’ll find positive and encouraging friends 
who will help you reach your competitive and fitness goals -- 
and have a lot of fun along the way.   

 SMAC’s purpose is to promote running as a recreational 
activity and a competitive sport by providing and supporting 
running and racing opportunities to all athletes in Western 
Massachusetts. We welcome all ages and levels of experi-
ence, from young runners who are just learning about the 
joys and benefits of the sport, to more seasoned runners who 
can tell a race story or two. We also support trail running, 
triathlon, and all sorts of other athletic endeavors that in-
clude running and related forms of physical fitness. 

Some SMAC Sponsored Activities 

• Weekly 5K cross-country races April through August 

• Organized club track workouts April through September 

• Youth Track League at Smith College in June 

• Indoor “All-Comers” Track Meets at Smith College 

• Ron Hebert 8-Mile Road Race in April 

• Nancy’s Run for the ACCRF 4-miler in July 

• The New England Green River Marathon in August 

• Summit Run 5K up Mt. Holyoke in September 

• Mt. Toby Trail Race in October 

• Organized youth track team with weekly practices  

• Monthly Board meetings (open to all) 

• Annual Club Meeting in January 

Other Benefits to SMAC Members 

 Certain SMAC members may be eligible for winning a 
Boston Marathon entry lottery. Each year, the club is given a 
number of Boston Marathon applications for non-qualifiers, 
to be distributed among interested club members via a ran-
dom drawing. See the SMAC website for full eligibility details. 
SMAC members also enjoy 10% off on clothing items 
at Marathon Sports on Pleasant Street in Northampton.  

 A slight membership fee increase this year reflects both 
decades of inflation as well as Covid-related club finances.  

Sign up now at www.runreg.com/smacmembership-2022 

mailto:heidi.m.bohn@gmail.com
mailto:sugarloafsun@gmail.com
https://www.runreg.com/smacmembership-2022
https://www.runreg.com/smacmembership-2022
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Member Profile 

Job: Physician 

Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what 
brought you to this area? I grew up in Framingham MA and 
came to the Pioneer Valley after medical school to do resi-
dency at Baystate in 1989.  

Runner since: 1981 

SMAC member since: 1989 with some gaps ☺ 

What got you interested in running? My father was a dedi-
cated runner starting in the early 60s and was one of the doc-
tors for the Boston Marathon. He’d examine the runners be-
fore each year’s race, then change into shorts and a t-shirt 
and run the marathon. He ran 15 or so Bostons between 
1961 and 1982 (we ran it together in 1982 – his last and my 
first). We had home movies from the early ‘60s of a few doz-
en (or so it seemed) guys chatting in groups near the start 
line in Hopkinton followed by a starter holding a pistol in the 
air, then the runners toeing the line, and bam, they’re off.  

My dad brought me to Hopkinton a few times when I was 
young prior to the marathon start. It was a fascinating collec-
tion of runners - many elite - from all over the world. The an-
ticipation was palpable, even as experienced by my four-year-
old self. Patriot’s Day was a special holiday in our house each 
year because of the marathon. Living in Framingham, it was 
only a short drive to watch my dad and all the other runners 
en route to Boston.   

But I was only an occasional runner until 1981, when as a col-
lege sophomore I walked on to the cross-country team. It was 
amazing to learn, after a month or so getting into shape, that 
I could sustain a hard pace for 8 or 10 miles on training runs 
with the team. The banter, the flow state and endorphins, 
and feeling part of a team had me hooked. Though I was a 
middle-of-the-pack runner at Wesleyan, it meant something 
special to be running in the footsteps of alumni Bill Rogers, 
Amby Burfoot and Jeff Galloway.  

Memorable “worst race”: My first race in college, with woe-
ful misjudgment, I started with the lead pack. I realized after 
a half mile that I was in serious difficulty. Over the next 2 
miles the entire race came by me until I was in dead last. Or 
so I thought, as the real dead last runner then passed me. At 

that point, I was truly, unmistakably last. All alone, I suc-
cumbed to the temptation to walk back to the start.  

Personal Records? All more than half a lifetime ago. Mile 
4:48 (1984); 5K off-road 16:29 (1991) on the upper Holyoke 
rez course, Community Gardens 5K 16:39 (1991); 5 miles 
26:40 (1991); 10K 34:20 (1984); 10-mile 1:04:54 (2002); 20K 
1:11:08 (1988); Half Marathon 1:17:42 (1987); Marathon 3:04 
(1984); Ironman 11:03 (2005); Half Ironman 4:41 (2004). 

Notable Achievements (running or otherwise): 1996 Ascent 
of the North Ridge, Grand Teton (a technical alpine climb) — 
imagine putting together the effort of 2-3 consecutive Iron-
mans combined with the continuous exposure of big moun-
tains and you have this climb; 2x winner, Greenfield Triath-
lon; starting in 1981, 40 consecutive years of competing in 
endurance sports – running, triathlon, ski mountaineering. 
2021 is also the year I celebrated the 50th anniversary of my 
first ski at Tuckerman Ravine on Mt Washington. It is a ritual 
passed on to me by my dad that I’ve embraced (while not 
every year, many times since then). This includes one of this 
year’s trips celebrating my daughter Maela’s 5th anniversary 
skiing “Tuck’s.”  

Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: I don’t do pure 
running races much anymore, as my focus has been triathlon 
since 1999 and more recently skimo. I held the age 28 men’s 
record at Community Gardens for about a year (it was oblite-
rated by Sandu R in 1992). In the early 90s SMAC had a com-
petitive men’s open team, organized by Ed Parrot, with Chris 
Farmer, Jim Clayton, Chris Sorenson, Peter Sheldon, me, and 
a few others. For a time we were as good as many New Eng-
land teams. In 1991, we placed second in a very competitive 
field of nearly 100 teams at the 65-mile Lake Winnipesaukee 
relay race (now defunct).  

Recently discovered activities runners might be interested 
in: Swimrun is the name of a sport that has been growing of 
late. As the name indicates, it combines running and swim-
ming. There are competitions that involve several hours of 
swimming alternating with running  often on islands in the 
ocean or large lakes. While I have no plans to compete, I have 
focused my swimruns on connecting swims of ½ to 2 miles 
with runs of 3-7 miles on lakes in NH and VT. It’s most con-
venient if workouts are self-supported, which means swim-
ming with an inflatable buoy which can store a small flask and 
an energy bar. I swim with running shoes on using a foam 
“pull buoy” between the upper thighs which removes the 
drag of the shoes. On land I simply carry the pull buoy as I 

SMAC Member Profile  

Name: Win Whitcomb 

Age: 59 

Town: Northampton 

[Continued next page] 
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Member Profile 

run. It has been fun scouting routes and linking the water and 
land segments to make a loop. 

Skimo (or ski mountaineering), or uphill skiing enabled by 
grippy skins affixed to the bottom of skis, has become my pri-
mary activity from late November through April. This is a 
sport combining aerobic, running-like exercise while ascend-
ing with all the explosive, balance-y, isometric activity of 
downhill skiing on the way down. For a nominal fee, Berk-
shire East allows it on designated trails - the uphill part, that 
is. Once on top, you remove the skins from the bottom of 
your skis and enjoy downhill skiing on any open trail. The 
beauty of the sport is that you don’t need ski lifts, so you can 
access any suitable backcountry zone (of which there are 
many in New England), which opens up vast possibilities for 
human-powered mountain recreation. I’d like to encourage 
anyone interested in the competitive aspect of the sport to 
do a skimo event such as those held by NERando Race Series. 

Favorite running insight: The difference between the act of 
running in real time vs. the perception of the experience 

afterward as it is colored by time result, overall or age group 
place, Strava, Garmin, Training Peaks and other factors extrin-
sic to the immediate experience. Learning the result often 
changes my perception of the race experience. For example, if 
I feel fast and perceive I executed a good race plan, but then 
see that my result was less than expected, I will revise in a 
negative direction how I feel about the race. As time has gone 
by, I’ve adjusted my running goals to be more ‘process’ goals 
(i.e., a focus on things under my immediate control like 
breathing, nutrition/hydration, form, or just feeling grateful 
to be moving through space) instead of time or place goals, 
which often only capture a sliver of the running experience. 

Most inspirational running song(s): Run Baby Run by Cheryl 
Crow and Racin’ in the Street by Bruce Springsteen 

Greatest adventure: Being married to Heather Wark. Our 
greatest adventure together besides having Maela (24) and 
Nicholas (21) was perhaps the year we spent rural doctoring 
in Montana in the early ‘90s. Being the only doctor for hun-
dreds of miles makes for many harrowing yet gratifying sto-
ries. We also took plenty of time to run, hike, camp, and ski in 

the mountains of Wyoming, Montana, Idaho, British 
Columbia, and Alberta that year.   

Most memorable moment while running? At the end 
of the first of 2 loops of the marathon at the Lake Placid 
Ironman, with overwhelming, almost deafening crowd 
support as you run into the center of town, the lead 
motorcycle slowly came by me and for several timeless 
moments it was just the motorcycle and me, buoyed by 
the insane energy of the crowd. Then the moment 
passed, and overall leader Tony Delogne came by me on 
the second loop of his run just before claiming victory.  

Secret tips or good advice? With all the analytics availa-
ble these days on our workout devices, the best meas-
ure of effort is still how we feel, or “rating of perceived 
exertion.” During the final stages of a race, there’s no 
point in looking at your watch.  

What was the last running event you participated in? 
Lake Sunapee Triathlon last month, which finished with 
a 10K run. It was deceptively humid for mid-September. 
The bottom fell out at mile 2 but I was then able to find 
enough calories and electrolytes at two aid stations to 
survive to the finish.  

What is your favorite race? Greenfield Triathlon 

Last concert you went to / favorite band: King Crimson 
and The Zappa Band 

Contact: Win’s email 

***** 

[Win Whitcomb profile, continued from previous page] 

Skiing the backcountry near Mt Mansfield, VT. 

mailto:wfwhit@comcast.net
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Shorts 

Many of spring 2021’s cancelled or postponed events were 
held this fall, resulting in a very full slate of races. On top of 
that, there were a handful of summer races that we didn’t 
have time to include last issue. So here’s a wicked long list of 
races that Sugarloafers participated in the past four months. 

Chesterfield Gorge Ultras on 7/10/2021: There were tons of 
SMAC racers in the 25K event. Taking top spots for the club 
were Matthew Czaplinski (55) of Northampton (6th place, in 
1:49:09) and 17-year-old Sylvie Mahon-Moore of Leeds (16th 
place overall in 2:09:40). Other SMAC finishers in the 25K in-
cluded Sarah Nelson (2:12:43), Kristin Loiko (2:14:20) (see 
her race report in the last issue), Tom Davidson (2:18:16), 
Michael Paulsen (2:27:13), Christa Wallace (2:35:03), Teresa 
Vincent (2:41:36), Adam Gladstone (2:50:06), Kerry Smith 
(2:50:31), and Katie Carr (2:58:53). Sarah Bousquet (39) of 
South Hadley finished the 50-miler in 10:34:46. Results.  

Greenfield Triathlon on 7/1/21: In addition to tons of SMAC 
volunteers behind the scenes, including Amy Schmidt Bowse 
(who also designed the race’s t-shirt logo), Garth Shaneyfelt, 
Kathie Williams, Brian Williams, me, and too many others to 
name (mostly because I just don’t know who they all were), 
SMAC finishers at this early post-COVID race included the 
following, by category: Relay Team: Melinda Baughman, Nan 

Shorts Aplenty 

by Ben Kimball & Jennifer Garrett 

Mead, and Shelly Beck. Sprint Tri: Dan Bensen (1:12:48), Win 
Whitcomb (1:16:41), JoEllen Reino (overall 1st-place female, 
1:19:37), John Reino (1:22:33), James Farrick (1:34:34), and 
Amanda Koppenheffer (1:36:15) and Cathy Coutu (1:48:55). 
International Tri: Amy Bowse (3:21:42). Results.  

Mt. Greylock Trail Race (13.5-miler) on 8/15/21: 38-year-old 
Bryce Spare of Adams ran away with the overall win in 
1:46:33. SMAC runners who took on the state’s tallest moun-
tain’s many tough climbs, traverses, and descents included 
Lorin DeLisle (38th place in 2:45:49), Sarah Kells (40th place 
in 2:46:57), Bryant Johnson (42nd place in 2:47:14), Sue 
Tarnawa (49th place in 3:05:10), Daryl DeLisle (55th place in 
3:17:44), and Lisa DeLisle (57th place in 3:24:44). Results.  

New England Green River Marathon on 8/29/2021: The big 
SMAC volunteer contingent was far too large to parse out and 
list (suffice to say it felt like about half the club was present in 
some way or other). Club members who ran and finished in-
cluded Eric Ciocca (34th place in 3:09:50) (see his race report 
last issue), Doug Pratt (3:20:01), Amy Rusiecki (3:32:44), Neal 
Gifford (3:34:07), Sarah Nelson (3:35:59), Geoffery Oldmixon 
(3:40:59), Sarah Bousquet (3:46:30), David Wilson (3:49:36), 
Mary Bernier (4:04:45), Sue Monahan (4:06:06), Jay Durand 
(4:09:49), Josh Carnes (4:10:22), Deb Frenkel (4:21:07), Alli-
son Reding (5:02:25), and Amy Sternheim (5:45:48). Race-
director team Tom and Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger 
pulled off a spectacularly successful event despite several last
-minute emergencies (like the tents not being delivered to 
the finish area, at all). They were ably assisted all day by race 
committee members Dawn Montague, Glenn Caffery, David 
Martula, Patrick Pezzati, and David Theoharides. Results.  

[Continued next page] 

Dan Bensen on his way to a 2nd-place finish in the Greenfield Tri. 

JoEllen Reino, winner of the 2021 Greenfield Tri sprint race. 

L: Doug Pratt and R: David Wilson (red) at Green River Marathon. 

http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/smacwp/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/SMAC_Sun_2021_issue5_SeptOct.pdf
http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/smacwp/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/SMAC_Sun_2021_issue5_SeptOct.pdf
https://massultra.com/2021/07/15/results-chesterfield-gorge-ultra-3/
https://www.greenfield-triathlon.com/
https://www.runwmac.com/gt2021/greylock2021.html
http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/smacwp/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/SMAC_Sun_2021_issue5_SeptOct.pdf
https://aratrace.com/ne-green-river-marathon/
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Mt. Greylock Road Race on 9/5/2021: SMAC runners who 
completed this annual uphill road climb included Rich Larsen 
(19th place; 1:10:28), Mark A. Staples (21st place; 1:10:52), 
Toby Briggs (26th place; 1:13:08), Sylvie Mahon-Moore (31st 
place; 1:15:46), Lorin DeLisle (36th; 1:19:02), Michael Hober-
man (50th; 1:24:12), Daryl DeLisle (57th; 1:27:11), and Harry 
Hayward (100th place, in a time of 1:43:17). Results.  

Black Birch Vineyard 10-Miler in Hatfield (9/12/2021): SMAC 
runners who finished this “five miles up, five miles down” out
-and-back event on a steamier than expected day included 
Matthew Czaplinski (8th place in 1:06:53), Lorin Delisle (13th 
place in 1:20:00), Brian Williams (20th in 1:23:22), Daryl 

Delisle  (22nd in 1:24:25), Geoffrey Oldmixon (1:25:48), Peter 
Kennedy (1:34:33), Rebecca Groveman (1:37:23), Katie Carr 
(1:45:19), and Heidi Bohn (1:58:36). Results.  

Don Maynard Memorial 5-Miler in Greenfield (9/18/2021): 
On a gorgeous fall morning, Aaron Stone was the overall first-
place winner of this road race in a time of 31:20. Other SMAC 
runners who finished included Lorin Delisle (38:05), Brian 
Haley (38:36), JoEllen Reino (37:24), Neal Gifford (39:27), Jeff 
Folts (41:48), Jim Farrick (41:55), Lisa Delisle (42:52), Jodi 
McIntyre (46:54), Becky Hannah (47:09), Harry Hayward 
(50:00), Amy Sternheim (53:37), Paul E. Peelle (1:02:25), and 
Francia Wisnewski (1:15:11). At this and many other small 
local races (like the Summit Run and Mt. Toby races), SMAC 
members continued to show up in significant numbers to 
help make them happen, as volunteers. Results.  

Summit Run 5K up Mt. Holyoke (9/26/2021): SMAC runners 
who finished this annual club race (on yet another perfect fall 
day) included Taylor Williams (25:35), Brian Pickell (26:51), 
Sarah Nelson (27:20), David Wilson (27:33), Brian Williams 
(28:34), Lorin Delisle (29:34), Daryl Delisle (30:40), Julie Co-
rey (30:54), James Farrick (31:17), Jennifer York (31:37), Lisa 
Delisle (33:37), Cara Rigali (35:37), and Sarah Vular (37:06).  
New race director Grant Ritter put on a great event, while 
former race director David Martula supplied the traditional 
pie awards to age-group winners at the finish. Overall, 57 run-
ners topped out at the summit that day. Results.  

Clarence DeMar Marathon in Keene, NH (9/26/2021): Becky 
Hanna of Greenfield ran a 4:08:04. Results.  

[Shorts, continued from previous page] 

Amy Rusiecki (left) striding strong at Green River Marathon mile 9. 

[Continued next page] 

Sarah Vular finishes the Summit Run 5K. Lorin Delisle in the Summit Run. Taylor Williams finishes the Summit Run 5K. 

https://store-nfairco2km.mybigcommerce.com/content/2021%20Race%20Results/Greylock%20Results%202021.pdf
https://results.raceroster.com/en-US/results/7e9jsrnr6u4n43t5
https://runsignup.com/Race/Results/94373/#resultSetId-275161;perpage:5000
https://results.raceroster.com/en-US/results/auhuvvy32hqjwfqq
http://www.millenniumrunning.com/results-clarence-demar-marathon-half-marathon-2021/39647?fbclid=IwAR1FqhfWPTbHftf2r2hLcuEqSHMIC4EtKIZOuVm9_OwHVkHx5e9b_y3S2bc
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Shorts 

Covered Bridge Classic 10K road race in Conway (10/3/2021): 
The annual Festival of the Hills celebration was cancelled this 
year due to COVID, but this hilly race was held anyway. SMAC 
runners who finished it included Taylor Williams (42:30), 
Brain (sic) Williams (47:47), Sarah Nelson (46:16), JoEllen 
Reino (47:17), Patrick Pezzati (49:05), Mike Murphy (52:02), 
James Farrick (53:45), and Ted Hale (53:52). Results.  

Fort Hill Brewery Half Marathon in Easthampton (10/3/21): 
SMAC runners who raced the half included Abbie Zaret 
(1:45:49), Liz Lierman (1:48:30), Derek Postema (1:53:07), 
Daryl Delisle (1:55:16), Sri Bodkhe (2:00:27), Rachel Achmad 
(2:01:54), Susie Benson (2:04:36), Kevin Coyne (2:07:50), 
Allison Reding (2:10:05), Katie Carr (2:14:38), Dave Feasey 
(2:30:25), and Heidi Bohn (2:32:29). Congratulations! Results.  

The Steel Rail Races along the Ashuwillticook Rail Trail in 
Lanesboro, Cheshire, and Adams (10/3/2021): In the event’s 
inaugural marathon, Eric Ciocca took second place overall in 
a blistering time of 3:06:25. SMAC runners who finished the 
half marathon race included Flannery Geier (1:47:26), Mary 
Bernier (1:48:03), and Barbara Graf (1:58:53). Other events 
held were 8K and 5K runs. Registration is already open for 
the 2022 edition, to be held on Sunday, May 22. Results.  

Power of Horses 5K in Holyoke (10/9/2021): SMAC members 
who finished this equestrian-center benefit event included Ed 
Appel (who took 3rd place in 22:37), Jeff Folts (10th place in 
25:12), and Don and Sue Grant (55:53). Results.  

Monroe Dunbar Brook Trail Races (10.5-miler and 3.5-miler) 
(10/10/2021): In the long course, Kevin Kells took third place 
overall in an impressively fast time of 1:31:20. SMAC runners 
who finished the short course included Sarah Kells and John 
Ferris, both of whom were out there running wild with their 
young kids (who were clearly LOVING it), giving their friend 

the photographer pretty much all the feels. Numbers were 
way down this year, but the weather was glorious and those 
who did run clearly had a great time doing so. Results.  

Mt. Toby Trail Race 14-miler in Sunderland (10/17/2021): 
SMAC runners who finished this annual club event directed 
by Patrick Pezzati and staffed by SMAC volunteers included 
Matthew Czaplinski (who took 9th place overall in 1:52:01), 
Taylor Williams (1:56:45), Toby Briggs (2:02:07), Bridget 
Macdonald (2:04:15), Sarah Nelson (2:07:51), Michael 
Hoberman (2:10:58), Brian Williams (2:14:24), SMAC’s cur-
rent club President Dawn Montague (2:21:10), Lorin Delisle 
(2:22:47), Justin Fermann (2:24:08), Mike Barlow (2:29:43), 
Leslie Charles (2:37:31), and Harry Hayward (3:34:06). Partic-
ipation was down considerably this year compared to past 
years, likely due to a host of circumstantial factors involving 
the glut of pandemic-postponed races that had been resched-
uled in October, but according to a highly scientific analysis of 
people’s comments on Strava, literally everyone who ran had 
a really great time and the efforts of the course markers and 
post-race grillmasters were particularly praised. Results.  

[Shorts, continued from previous page] 

[Continued next page] 

Far left: Sarah Kells runs with her 
youngest daughter (who looked 
like she couldn’t possibly be hav-
ing a better time out there) in 
the 3.5-mile short course race at 
the Monroe Dunbar Brook Trail 
Races on October 10th.   

Left: Kevin Kells descends an in-
credibly fun section of the Mon-
roe Dunbar Brook Trail Race, a 
quarter-mile long drop down to 
Dunbar Brook beneath a dark 
canopy of hemlocks that you hit 
about 3/4 of the way through. 

Lots of SMAC runners at the start of the Mt. Toby Trail race. 
(photo by Chandra Hancock) 

http://www.harriers.org/RaceResults/2021/COVERED_BRIDGE_10K_2021_OVERALL.html?fbclid=IwAR2QBeti8GP_KoYaTbKIm6_T5IZreZwoG3wjuXmmh_qpOgLTMgSt_yuaio8
https://www.impactracingevents.com/fort-hill-photo-results
https://steelrailraces.com/
https://store-nfairco2km.mybigcommerce.com/content/2021%20Race%20Results/SRR%20Half%20Marathon%20Results%202021.pdf
http://maxcadence.org/results/2021/ma/PowerOfHorses5K-2021.html
https://www.runwmac.com/gt2021/monroe2021.html
https://www.runwmac.com/gt2021/toby2021.html
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Happy Valley Half Marathon in Florence (10/17/2021): SMAC 
runners who finished the half included Abbie Zaret (1:45:56), 
Daryl Delisle (1:48:03), Alessa Farinella (1:51:32), Christa 
Wallace (1:57:23), Jennifer York (1:58:23), Katie Carr 
(2:14:00), and Kevin Coyne (2:17:08). Jeffrey Ahlman took 
2nd place in the 5K in 18:51. Other SMAC runners in the 5K 
included Sarah Kells (22:10), Jeff Zilch (25:49), Lisa Delisle 
(27:30), Don Grant (48:45), and Sue Grant (49:04). Results.  

Mt. Tom Trail Race 12-miler (10/23/2021): In a scathingly 
fast field of fierce competitors in this new event, Matthew 
Ferrari took the top SMAC spot at 28th place overall in 
1:49:59. John Ferris was hot on his heels in 1:50:57. Other 
SMAC finishers included Bryant Johnson (2:02:25), Sarah 

Nelson (2:06:18), Sarah Kells (2:07:29), Lorin Delisle 
(2:07:47), Audra McGee (2:10:22), Jeff Hansen (2:11:31), 
Craig Reed (2:16:18), and Julie Corey (2:18:36). Results.  

In non-local racing news, club President Dawn Montague ran 
the Crested Butte 55K ultra in Colorado on October 2nd, 
while Vice President Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger ran 
the Green Mountain Marathon in South Hero, VT in 3:27:29 
on 10/17. It also has to be noted that Brenda Fortin and 
Rufus Chaffee got to take place in the infamous Barkley Mar-
athons event in Tennessee this year, and race director Carla 
Halpern’s Village Ultra event took place in New Salem in early 
September, but those are all long stories for another time.  

***** 
(photos by Ben Kimball unless otherwise noted) 

Here’s The Deal With Shorts 

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. As always, your help with future shorts (and any corrections and omissions) would be 
greatly appreciated; it’s kind of an insane amount of work attempting to keep track of all current members in these things. 

[Shrots, continued from previous page] 

Cathy Coutu and Amy Bowse volunteering (Jen Garrett photo) 

Bridget Macdonald, Justin Fermann, Toby Briggs, and Dawn Montague finishing at Mt. Toby (photos by Chandra Hancock) 

Start of the Summit Run 5K 

https://results.raceroster.com/en-US/results/syg5qytevrvkhwh6
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/18PgWekXOHAXBiFwaINPlaQUJFPzE4wxYmQPjb3KbLG4/edit#gid=0
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SMAC Racing 

In March of this year (2021), we decided to revive Sugar-
loaf’s 5K cross-country races, following a year’s gap due to 
the coronavirus lockdowns. We began the season using the 
“Time Trials” format that Dick Arsenault of Empire One had 
introduced us to. In that approach, runners came to the race 
course between 5:30 and 7:00 p.m. each Tuesday night, reg-
istered with us, ran the race individually, timed themselves, 
and reported their times to us. The next day, we sorted out 
the sequence of finishers and put the results on the SMAC 
website, via club president Dawn Montague. This method of 
staging the races was approved by the Northampton Board of 
Health and we were given the green light to start in April. 

As Tuesday, April 6th came closer, we didn’t know what to 
expect. Would anyone turn up? We decided that if we got a 
dozen runners for the first race we’d be satisfied. As it turned 
out, we got 34! Many were long-term race regulars like Jim 
Farrick, Tom Bassett, and Suzanne and Lou DiSessa, but to 
our surprise we also got some new people. Several of them 
have since become regulars. Henry Domnarski, who had run 
our race a few times previously, came nearly every week and 
won the race eight times this year, getting his time for the 
course down from 17:54 to 16:58. 

We stayed with the Time Trials format ‘til late in May, 
when Governor Baker lifted the state-imposed limits on out-
door gatherings. On May 25, 2021, we returned to the tradi-
tional race format we’ve followed for 34 years and over 800 
races. That day also saw the return of long-term race regular 
Aaron Stone, who has won the race 21 times over 17 years. 
All our remaining races this year began at 6:30 p.m., with us 
doing the timing, and keeping official age-group records. Our 
numbers grew, with a high of 72 finishers on July 20th. Our 
average for the season was 44 runners per week. 

In August, we were able to celebrate the outstanding 
accomplishments of three long-term runners in our race. 
Tom Davidson, Daryl DeLisle, and Harry Hayward all joined 
our “200 Club,” since each of them had completed over 200 
races on our course. On Tuesday, August 3rd, the honorees 
received plaques to commemorate their achievements, to 
much applause. Tom, Daryl, and Harry graciously accepted 
their awards and bouquets, then shared applesauce spice 
cake (made by Sue) and delicious cheesecakes (made by Lisa 
DeLisle) with all the onlookers. 

Five age-group records were set for our race this year. 
Janit Romayko ran 43:30 for a new women’s age-76 record. 
She also holds five younger age-group records. Jim Reis set 
26:15 for the new men’s age 76 record, and Lou DiSessa ran 

28:24 for the new men’s age 77 record. The fastest new rec-
ord was set by the Greater Springfield Harriers’ remarkable 
Nat Larsen, who ran 17:58 for men age 59, breaking the rec-
ord set in 1999 by Roland Cormier, also of the Harriers. The 
longest-standing age-group record broken this year was the 
one for boys age 11, set in 1997 by Asif Abdul-Wadud; it was 
replaced by Tim Yanko’s time of 19:38 on July 23. 

Jim Farrick continued his phenomenal record of races run 
during this season. He began the year with 630 races under 
his belt, and completed it with a total of 652, a total no one 
else has ever come close to in the 34-year history of our race. 

 We really enjoyed our 2021 race season, especially once 
we were able to return to the traditional race format. It was 
great to hear people talking about their times, and the 
course, after they finished. The races were made easier for us 
by assistance from our crew of dedicated volunteers that in-
cluded Brian St. Jean, Lou and Suzanne DiSessa, Brian and 
Kathie Williams, Daryl, Lorin, and Lisa DeLisle, Ron Boyden, 
Harry Hayward, JoEllen Reino, Mike Duffy, Dan Lynes, Erin 
Mahon-Moore, Lea Williams, Anna Klimes, and others. 
Whether it was mowing the grass, lugging the traffic cones 
back to the van, handing out water, giving the finishers their 
place cards, or reading times to Don for the results board, 
they all helped make our races happen this year, and we are 
grateful. Thank you to all the runners and volunteers alike, 
from Don and Sue Grant. We look forward to a full season in 
2022, starting on Tuesday, April 5th at 6:30 p.m., and we hope 
to see you there!   

* * * * * * * 

Sue is a SMAC member from Northampton. (email) 

Northampton 5K Cross-Country Race Report: 2021 Season  
by Sue Grant 

Tom Tift and Jenn Case examining personal race record cards. 

mailto:donandsuegrant@yahoo.com
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Ben, Master SUN editor suggested California as a loose 
topic for the next issue. I clicked on the link and up popped 
Cass Elliot with Michelle Phillips bouncing along through Cali-
fornia Dreamin', a Momas & Papas classic.   

 In 2009, I ran the Avenue of the Giants Half Marathon in 
northern California, a location whose history is strangled with 
politics about Northern Spotted Owls vs. logging and timber 
companies, environmental concerns, and giant, ancient, red-
woods. Cable TV featured captivating Humboldt County se-
lect board meetings involving illegal search and seizure, and 
more specifically to do with illegal cannabis growing. In-
censed hippie lawyers who’d checked out of corporate part-
nerships for a low-key lifestyle ran circles around the baffled 
board. The entertainment factor was as caffeinated as our 
morning coffee.  

Pre-race, we toured the area. Lowland beaches featured 
signs that cautioned us about “sneaker waves” that could 

suck you out into the deep blue ocean without warning. Tsu-
namis from Japan have tumbled onto their shores, wreaking 
havoc. Ignorant tourists or bold locals have lost their lives to 
sneaker waves. And, what were all those signs about warning 
sirens? Seek higher ground immediately. My race was unre-
markable except for the gracious giants lining the course 
through the Humboldt Redwoods State Park.  

California Connection Part II 

The evening coffee house was sponsored by a male dorm, 
not a frat, at the college I attended in Nova Scotia. No one 
drank coffee. A regional musician named John Murray would 
be performing. He was a cousin to Anne Murray (a singer best 
known for the gold-record song Snowbird). John asked me to 
accompany him on the song California Dreamin' as I had per-
formed at some of the campus variety shows, which also fea-
tured a few fiddlers with the last name of MacMaster. Cape 
Breton is abundant with talented fiddlers. My harmony that 
day was a little bit Phillips and a little bit Elliot. I survived to 
tell the tale of seven degrees of separation in approximately 
three minutes of minor fame. 

Dreaming should be the theme for the past two years. I 
ran my first race in September in Haddam, CT at a 4-H fair 
after a 20-month layoff. Four more races followed including 
the Food Truck 5K in Rhode Island and the Salmon River Run 
in Colchester, CT. I’ve happily rambled back into racing. It’s 
been a while and it sure feels that way. I’ve experienced an 
age adjustment in my times. Who knows what's next? Glad 
you asked: finish watching Ted Lasso, season 2 and binge 
watch Schmigadoon again. Dream on. 

***** 

Jeanne LaPierre races with a song spinning in her head while 
assessing the competition. Lately she hears “Sweet” by Todd 
Rundgren, a no-show for the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame induc-
tion by choice. Sing and shout it, tell the world about it, the 
truth is sweet. The truth is also true. (email)  

Running: The Musical 
Sung by Jeannie LaPierre 

Race Report 

Jeannie LaPierre at the Food Truck 5K in RI. (photo by Paul Keary) Big trees and big dreams. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dN3GbF9Bx6E
https://runsignup.com/Race/RI/Warren/FoodTruck5k10k
http://salmonriverrun.org/
http://runjeanne@att.net
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The Running Life 

When my brother lived in the Bay Area, visiting him was 
an opportunity for excellent California workouts. Long runs 
on the endless trails of Berkeley’s Tilden Park. An 18-mile run 
south from the middle of San Francisco to the dunes at Lake 
Merced, then back north along the beach to the Presidio, and 
south again through Golden Gate Park. Across the Golden 
Gate Bridge itself, from Fillmore Street to Marin County and 
back again. It was all cool moist air, inspiring views, and re-
freshing atmosphere. 

Running on the streets of Los Angeles in midday in early 
August during the 1984 Olympic Games was something else.  

That summer, with friends and cousins who lived in L.A. 
and could put us up during the Games, Nick (the aforemen-
tioned brother) and I had ordered tickets for a day in the Coli-
seum plus two preliminary soccer matches. (One of those 
was the ultimate matchup: Brazil vs. West Germany.) And we 
could watch the women’s marathon from two different 
streetside locations without needing a ticket.  

Over the preceding two or three years I had written a few 
articles for The Runner, an outstanding magazine then pub-
lished by George Hirsch and edited by Marc Bloom, who be-
came a good friend. Shortly before departing for California, 
Marc or one of the other editors alerted me to the fact that 
the magazine was renting an apartment near the Coliseum 
for the duration of the athletics events at these Games and I 
should be sure to drop in and say hello. 

Easy to do. Each day’s track and field schedule was divid-
ed into two parts: preliminary rounds in the morning; quarter
- or semi-finals and finals in the afternoon and evening. That 
morning we had watched the men’s 200m opening heats, 
pole vault prelims, and some other events. Later afternoon 

and evening would include finals in the men’s 110m hurdles, 
the women’s javelin, the men’s pole vault, and the men’s 
10,000m race, plus the men’s 200m quarterfinals and the 
women’s 400m hurdles semis.  

I was particularly excited at the prospect of watching the 
10,000m event. What television network will ever broadcast 
that entire run, all 25 laps of it? In the stadium we’d be able 
to see the whole thing. Moreover, it promised exceptional 
competition, since the field included world champion Alberto 
Cova from Italy, world record-holder Fernando Mamede from 
Portugal, Ireland’s John Treacy, Mike Musyoki and Joseph 
Nzau from Kenya, future marathon world-record-holder Steve 
Jones, American cross-country star Pat Porter, and more. As 
for the time between noon and 3 p.m. – are you kidding? In 
August in L.A.? Get indoors. Drink lots of fluids. Relax. 

Shortly after noon I walked up a flight of stairs to the sec-
ond floor of a modest building where the windows looked out 
on the streets and toward the Coliseum. Lounging on sofas, 
soft chairs or the floor, members of the magazine staff wel-
comed me and invited me to join them for lunch. Fine. Buck-
ets of Colonel Sanders fried chicken – not a staple item in my 
diet, but I can handle those thick-crusted wings and legs 
when they’re offered. The ice-cold Budweiser was delicious. 
Potato salad. More Budweiser, More chicken. In the stadium 
later, no one would be sitting near a source of food, so this 
was the big meal of the day.  

All very relaxing. Nice group of friendly people.  

I contemplated eventually getting up, saying thanks, and 
then wandering around the souvenir kiosks and side streets 
for a while. Whereupon Royce Flippen, one of my editors, 
said, “Okay, are we ready to go?”  

Royce was not suggesting a group stroll to buy ice cream 
or T-shirts. “To go” meant to go for a run. Right now, right 
there. Five miles, maybe six, around the neighborhood, in 80-
degree temperatures. Fifteen minutes after eating... 

Much later, I found out that in running-journalist circles 
Royce was famous taking hard runs on a full stomach. At that 
moment, I found that the group about to go for this run 
would include him, me, a guy from Colorado who managed 
the magazine’s subscriptions, and Don Kardong.  

Right. Don Kardong, who finished fourth in the 1976 
Olympic marathon. Monstrously fast and strong, deeply expe-
rienced, and intimidating with his 6’4” height. To make things 

~ California Hallucinatin’ ~ 

Or How I Ran an Absurd Workout at the 1984 L.A. Olympics  

by John Stifler 

[Continued next page] 
Fuel of Champions? 
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The Running Life 

[L.A. Olympics, continued from previous page] 

even more interesting, it turns out that on a full stomach 
Royce can run six-minute miles, and that the subscription 
manager from Colorado is a 2:30 marathoner. And I’m going 
to run with these guys?  

It seemed I had no choice. Down the 
stairs, out the door, and off we went.  

I’m still amazed that I survived. 
Maybe the heat accelerated my body’s 
ability to turn beer, potato salad, and 
the crust of fried chicken into useful 
glycogen. Maybe it was the absurdity of 
the whole thing.  

Whatever the explanation, Don Kar-
dong’s enormous sense of humor 
helped. When we ran in single file, as 
we had to frequently in order to get 
around the throngs on the sidewalks, 
Kardong brought up the rear, striding 
along and cracking one joke after anoth-
er, making fun of everything about the 
sport of running, especially of serious competition.  

At one point he tripped on a curb, fell forward onto the 
pavement, then bounced up and resumed telling jokes while 
he ran. When it became apparent that we were near the end 
of the run, he announced, “Now, here’s Alberto Cova, win-
ning tonight’s ten thousand meters.” He promptly sprinted 
past me and the other two guys, threw both his arms straight 
up into the air, and turned his head to look this way and that 
while waving to the imagined applauding multitude. 

When we got back to the air-conditioned office space in 
the rented apartment, I don’t recall having any more Bud-
weiser. Water, yes, lots of it.  

That evening’s events illustrated the value of watching 
sports live. No video replays, but a much better opportunity 
to catch details as they happen. For the hurdles, our seats 
were directly behind the starting line, so that we looked 
down onto the runners’ backs as they took their marks. The 
starter gave the command “Set!” The athletes froze, spikes in 
the blocks. Then, in lane five, the Finnish sprinter Arto Bryg-
gare seemed to flinch. Next to him, the American favorite, 
Greg Foster, relaxed slightly, sensing that the starter would 
call a reset. Not having noticed any early movement, howev-
er, the starter fired his pistol. Foster and Bryggare both re-
covered and blasted out of the blocks, but the other Ameri-
can finalist, Roger Kingdom, hadn’t been thrown off by the 
instant’s uncertainty, and by the second hurdle he had a lead 
he wouldn’t relinquish. Foster won silver, Bryggare bronze. 

Subsequently I saw no mention in the press of a distracting 
movement on the starting line. 

Except for Romania, the Soviet bloc had boycotted those 
Games in retaliation for the U.S. boycott of the 1980 Moscow 

Olympics. Thus, with the incomparable 
Sergei Bubka absent for the pole vault, 
French champion Pierre Quinon beat 
American Mike Tully for that gold. Teresa 
Sanderson of the U.K. dominated the 
women’s javelin. How much of the wom-
en’s javelin competition have you ever 
seen on television?  

In the 10,000, the potential battle be-
tween Mamede and Cova hardly materi-
alized. Mamede ran somewhere in mid-
pack, seeming unfocused, and dropped 
out halfway through the race. John 
Treacy was leading at 5000 meters, then 
was passed by Nick Rose of the U.K., but 
Cova and Martti Vainio of Finland were 
merely calculating when to move. They 

caught Rose before the 6000-meter mark, 
and the rest of the race consisted of watching to see whether 
or not Vainio, with a lead slightly less than ten meters, could 
hold off Cova. 

He couldn’t. Vainio put in a surge at 9000 meters, but 
Cova matched it pace. On the final turn, he blew by the Finn, 
sprinted to the finish line, threw both his arms straight up 
into the air, and turned his head to look this way and that 
while waving to the applauding multitude.  

p.s.: The finish was even more lopsided than it looked. 
Vainio had the silver medal for a couple of hours. Then he 
failed the drug test, so silver went to the next finisher, Mi-
chael McLeod of the U.K., the bronze to Musyoki. As for Cova, 
he looked almost as good as Kardong, but a lot shorter. 

Now and then, to refresh the memory of my own run 
that day, I’ll eat something right before a run, but it’s just a 
small peanut butter sandwich with plain tea.  

***** 

John Stifler, a SMAC member since 1979, is a senior writer 
 for New England Runner magazine and a former Daily  

Hampshire Gazette columnist and UMass writing teacher.  
He lives in Florence.  (email). 

Don Kardong, ice-cream runner in 1983. 

mailto:jstifler@umass.edu%3e
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The Running Life 

Do you remember how great you felt this past spring, 
when everyone around you was getting vaccinated, going out 
to restaurants, and making travel plans? Road races were 
starting up again, friends were gathering in each other’s 
houses, and you realized that simply returning to what we 
used to call “normal” life was as good as it gets? Early this 
summer, I happened upon a way to sustain that feeling. At 
the end of June, I flew to California, made my way to a little 
town called Lone Pine, and started a three-week northbound 
thru-hike of the John Muir Trail. For twenty-one days I had no 
internet or phone service, no news of the outside world 
where the Delta variant was rising and moods were darken-
ing. Instead, I experienced day after day of natural-world 
splendor, rigorous high-elevation hiking, and surprisingly ap-
petizing backpacking meals. When I came off trail on July 18, 
my spirits were as high as they’ve ever been, I felt as physi-
cally fit as I had in several years, and I couldn’t wait to tell 
everyone what a spectacular and soul-reviving time I’d had.  

Most of the John Muir Trail doubles as a segment of the 
Pacific Crest Trail (PCT), which runs 2,600 miles from Mexico 
to Canada. The JMT, as every thru-hiker refers to it, is the 

section of the PCT that travels through the most stunning 
portions of the High Sierra. Its official length is 215 miles, 
from Happy Isles in Yosemite Valley to the summit of Mt. 
Whitney, but my hike ended up being about twenty to thirty 
miles longer than that. Because permits for the standard 
north-to-south Yosemite to Whitney itinerary are very diffi-
cult to obtain, I chose to follow a popular work-around, which 
involves applying for a south-to-north permit beginning at a 
place called Cottonwood Pass (just outside Lone Pine, and 
about a twenty-mile hike along the PCT south of Whitney) 
and ending at Happy Isles. I’d originally planned to do the 
hike with a couple of friends during the summer of 2020, but 
you can imagine why that didn’t happen. In late December of 
2020, I applied for the same permit I’d gotten for the previous 
summer. I had six months to plan and dream and prepare.  

The preparation, for me, involved just sticking to my ordi-
nary 40-mile per week running regimen. It certainly helped 
that a bunch of us were training for the Mt. Washington Road 
Race. Once I got on the trail (barely a week after I’d run Mt. 
Washington), I was raring to go on the long climbs. Even with 
a forty-pound backpack on, I found that the ascents (most of 
which ranged between 1,500 and 3,500 ft. of steady climbing) 
were my favorite part of the hike. I was moving slow (at best, 
maybe 2.5 mile an hour), but loved that feeling that, if I need-
ed to, I could just keep climbing. Of course, hiking 10- or 15- 
or 20-mile days at 10,000 feet plus of elevation isn’t the same 
as hiking in our closer-to-sea-level hills of western Massachu-
setts. My hiking itinerary included two nights at the Cotton-
wood Pass trailhead (10,000 feet), which was time spent just 
getting used to the thinner air.  

The JMT passes through the most stunning landscapes of 
the High Sierra. Every mile of the trail is a scenic wonder, at 
least by our northeastern standards. You ascend high passes 
(the highest one, Forester—near the southern terminus of 
the trail—is 13,100 feet), hike through one wildflower-strewn 

Hiking the John Muir Trail  
by Michael Hoberman 

[Continued next page] 

“You ascend high passes, hike 
through one wildflower-strewn 

meadow after another, pass 
next to beautiful waterfalls,  

and climb in and out of dozens 
of scenic lake basins...”  

Final moment on trail, at Happy Isles, in Yosemite Valley. Bittersweet. 
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[John Muir Trail, continued from previous page] 

meadow after the other, pass next to beautiful waterfalls, 
and climb in and out of dozens of lake basins. Every campsite 
I stayed in felt like the most beautiful place I’d ever been. If 
I’d had the stamina to stay up late (it’s difficult to do because, 
for obvious reasons, campfires are prohibited, and it’s gener-
ally too cold to sit around after the sun goes down), I’d have 
seen incredible night skies. Everyone is different, of course, 
but my highlights included the Rae Lakes Basin (I’d been 
there a couple of summers before with my wife, Janice), Low-
er Palisade Lake, Muir Pass, Evolution Lake, the Evolution Val-
ley, and the area around Garnet and Thousand Island Lakes. I 
can honestly say that there was no place I passed through in 
twenty-one days of hiking that didn’t please me.  

Hiking the JMT offers plenty of solitude if that’s what you 
are seeking. Even if you find yourself camping near other 
people at night (which I certainly did), you are likely to have 
hours upon hours to yourself while you are hiking, and it’s 
easy enough to find campsites that set you apart from other 
hikers. For my part, I wasn’t seeking solitude, and so I spent 
quite a bit of time—which I loved—with other people. During 
the first four days I spent on the trail, I hiked with my son 
Lang (he and I haven’t missed a single year of backpacking 
together since he was nine years old, and he’s now twenty-
six). After he left the trail at our first re-supply, my good 
friend Dan joined me for twelve days, from Onion Valley 
(outside Independence, CA) to Mammoth Lakes. Even after 

Dan left at Mammoth Lakes, and I hiked “solo” for the final 
four days to Yosemite, I had company if I wanted it. The com-
munity of thru-hikers, both JMT people and PCT people, is an 
easy one to join at will (or separate from, if that’s your prefer-
ence). I met more interesting and pleasant people than I can 

count during my twenty-one-day hike.  

 If you have ever had thoughts of doing a 
thru-hike, I would highly recommend this one. 
Six years ago, I “did” the Long Trail in Vermont. I 
was glad to have completed that intense hike, 
and my overall experience of it was positive, but 
there really is no comparison, scenery-wise. The 
JMT presents you with a non-stop barrage of 
unfathomably beautiful things to look at. It’s 
interesting to note, by the way, that for the 230-
odd miles that I hiked, I gained 47,000 feet (had 
Lang and I climbed Whitney on our second day 
out, which we didn’t do because of inclement 
weather and tight timing, that number would 
have been 53,000). By comparison, the 275-mile
-long Long Trail entails about 60,000 feet of ele-
vation gain.  

 The summer weather on the JMT is notori-
ous for its near perfection. I can’t say that my 
experience was perfect—the afternoon thun-

derstorms that either happened to us or threat-
ened nearby were intense, started early and 
ended late. The heat during the day was up in 

[Continued next page] 

June 29, 2021: My son Lang and I standing at the top of Forester 
Pass (13,200 ft.). The view is to the north. For the next 100-plus 

miles, the John Muir Trail passes through Sequoia and Kings  
Canyon National Parks. The sign doesn't specify this fact, but  
Forester is actually the highest point on the JMT/PCT. It was 

about 9 a.m. or so when we reached the summit. 

July 15, 2021. Looking west over Thousand Island Lake toward Banner Peak, in the 
John Muir Wilderness. This was my one 20-plus mile day on trail. This view took in 
more snow than any other on my trip. In my twenty-one days on trail, I didn't step 

in snow once except once for purely ceremonial purposes. In the old, pre-global 
warming days, so little snow would have been unthinkable in early July.  
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the 90s a few times (a couple of days after I got off trail I 
heard about a thru-hiker who died from heat exhaustion). 
The nights were warmer than I’d experienced them on previ-
ous trips to the Sierras. Instead of bottoming out in the high 
30s and low 40s, most nights felt closer to the mid-50s. Still, 
for the most part, the weather was to my liking. I thrive in a 
dry climate, don’t sizzle in the sun, and carry many layers of 
clothes. I managed fine.  

Logistically, a hike like this one is easy to organize be-
cause so many people (thousands per year?) have been com-
pleting it for decades, and they’ve worked out the kinks. I 
never had to carry more than seven days’ worth of food. If 
you’re traveling south to north, Onion Valley (four days north 
of Cottonwood) is a good exit point, and I had the luxury of 
my friend Dan joining me there, so all I had to do was to hike 
an extra six miles to his trailhead and back to retrieve my first 
resupply. Muir Trail Ranch, which is the unofficial halfway 
point on the JMT, receives and stores hiker buckets, as they 
are called (you send your food to yourself in a 5-gallon buck-
et), as does Red’s Meadow Resort, which also has a café and 
easy bus service to downtown Mammoth Lakes. From Red’s 
Meadow, I hiked three days to Tuolumne Meadows (another 
café and store), and then one day more to Yosemite Valley.  

As I mentioned before, when I completed this hike, I felt 
as good as I have felt in years. I ended up spending three full 
R & R days in Mammoth Lakes, which, as you may know, is a 
popular running town. I hit the bike trail as soon as I could (it 
was a few hundred yards from the youth hostel where I was 
staying) and ran a ten-miler the first day and a twelve-miler 
the day after that. 

A few days after I returned to Shelburne Falls, I put myself 
to the ultimate test: a timed run up the local Strava segment 
in Buckland that my friend James Callaway coined as the 
“B.A.R.F” (Bray Assessment of Running Fitness). I clocked my 
fastest time up that hill in years. You can’t beat that high-
elevation training!  

***** 

Michael is a SMAC member from Shelburne Falls; he runs with 
the “Chandler Hill Boys” (AKA, “The Running Buddies”). (email) 

Photos by Michael Hoberman unless otherwise noted. 

[John Muir Trail, continued from previous page] 

July 9, 2021: My friend Dan Lederer ("Umbrella Man") and me 
standing at the top of Selden Pass, looking northward toward 
Marie Lake, where we ended up camping out that night. The 
night before we had camped at a resupply (Muir Trail Ranch),  

so our packs were FULL on the climb up to Selden!  

The John Muir Trail in Yosemite, just uphill from Vernal & Nevada 
Falls. Only a few more magnificent miles left. (Ben Kimball photo) 

Leaving Yosemite Valley (photo by Ben Kimball) 

mailto:magpiefarm@comcast.net
https://www.nps.gov/yose/planyourvisit/vernalnevadatrail.htm
https://www.nps.gov/yose/planyourvisit/vernalnevadatrail.htm
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Sometimes, in a blink of an eye, one can slide (wet rub-
ber slide style) into the most ultimate week of one’s life. A 
week that, without much pomp or circumstance, may tie up 
like a pretty bow — all of one’s achievements, relationships, 
hopes and dreams, realized to a degree. This week recently 
happened for me. I simply raised my arms up, let the slippery 
current take me, and enjoyed the ride. Sharing this week with 
you is something I have been looking forward to. Sharing this 
week with you, was made possible BY you, and the support, 
training, by-laws, and benefits of our amazing club.  

At the beginning of each year, as a triathlete with a very 
long active season (May–Nov.), I choose the goals, dreams, 
and events I’d like to partake in. Some races have qualifica-
tion standards (World Championships, Triathlon National 
Championships), some do not (small local triathlons, Multi-
sport National Championships, Aquathlon National Champi-
onships). This year, there was a lot of planning, erasing, and 
re-planning before I found the races most worthy of blowing 
my budget on and putting into my annual training plan.  

One race I initially put on my calendar was the World 
Championships in Almere, Denmark, for Aquathlon. I had 
qualified for this race the previous year, but then it was can-
celled due to Covid-19. I then began to consider Aquathlon 
Nationals in Long Beach, CA to re-qualify for 2022, until I 
found out I automatically qualified for Australia 2022 World 
Championships because of my previous achievements. Fast 
forward to Australia being cancelled (goodness!), and the 
Long Beach event hovering on my calendar on July 18, 2021. 
Crossed out but not scribbled out, taunting me.  

The next wrench delightfully thrown into my cogs was 
the amazing news that for the first time ever, I qualified for 
the Sprint Distance Triathlon Nationals in Milwaukee, WI 
scheduled for August 8, 2021. I had only raced one triathlon 
in 2019, before the pandemic really hit — but this race alone 
qualified me! To say I was excited was very much an under-
statement. I began budgeting for this trip immediately. I ap-
proached SMAC for a scholarship toward this event and the 
Board approved my request. Amazing. Except for one thing. I 
grossly underestimated the cost and hassle involved in ship-
ping my bike to Wisconsin.  

This was when lightning struck. I was exactly 3 weeks out 
from the Long Beach event (July 16), with a 10K swim event 
scheduled 2 weeks away (July 10). If I could share a hotel 
room with a friend, swim a 10K in the same week (only 6 
days apart!) from a National event with A LOT of travel in-
volved, I could still afford to compete in a National Event this 

year. I even had a shot at becoming Athena National Champi-
on. I love the “stripped down’” nature of Aquathlon. No fancy 
bike is going to make you faster. Just you, 1,000m of swim-
ming, and 5,000m of running. I re-circled the event on my 
calendar. I scratched Wisconsin and I was going to California 
for the first time ever! 

While the fire was still hot in my soul, I called one of my 
best friends (and also my biggest competition), Leslie Battle, 
to see if she’d share her hotel room with me. “Of course!” 
she squealed… then upon realizing the competition part, she 
joked, “just don’t beat me.” Right then, it was on. I have an-
other best friend that lives near Long Beach, as it turns out, 
and planned to meet up with her while I was there as well. 
Elaina and I used to spend a lot of time together when she 
lived on the east coast mere miles from my home. Her daugh-
ter Maria and my daughter Rose were best friends as well. It 
had been years since I was able to spend time with her. 

Based on my budget the trip was going to be a whirlwind, 
and was going to be a mere 5 days after my big 10K swim 
with travel considered. I was breathless with the excitement 
and beauty of potentially spending time with two of my best 
friends, seeing many of my Team USA teammates from past 
years at the competition, and defeating some old demons I 
had carried with me regarding my level of effort, stress and 
managing expectations at a National Championship event. 

I had wanted to do well to represent SMAC. I had wanted 
to do well to earn a National Championship. Mostly, I wanted 
to do the best I could and not have my Paroxysmal Atrial Fi-
brillation (a heart condition I have that is triggered by heat, 
humidity, and stress) reduce my ability to compete, as it has 
in the past. I was about to add another motivating factor, a 
“Why” if you will, to this list of reasons I was at Aquathlon 
Nationals and why I wanted to bring my best self. 

This new “Why” came the evening of the competition. 
Before I get into this, I need to remind the reader what cate-
gory I compete in and why. I compete in triathlon and Multi-
sport (Aquabike, Aquathlon and Duathlon) in the ‘Athena’ 
category. The Athena category includes all body types of 
women who are over 165 pounds. I qualify at 200 pounds. 
Athena and Clydesdale (the male version) categories were 
originally made to entice body builders into this new sport of 
triathlon. It is harder to carry additional weight, whether this 
weight is made of height, muscle or fat over a triathlon 
course. These categories, which are optional, honor that addi-
tional difficulty. You can compete against others who are car-

Aquathlon Nationals 2021 
by Grace Coller 

[Continued next page] 

Race Report 



 

 

The Sugarloaf Sun — November/December 2021 page 20 

rying a higher than “usual” body mass on an athletic triath-
lete body frame.  

Back to my Why. My friend Elaina, who was beyond help-
ful and accommodating in getting me to my hotel, spending 
time with me and attending the race, brought some of her 
family to come cheer me on during the competition. One of 
the family members she brought was Maria. Maria, much like 
my daughter, wasn’t keen on exiting the car for the usual 
teen reasons and I also think because of all the extremely fit 
body types surrounding the area by which they parked. Maria 
is built a lot like me. Strong, beautiful, and with an athletic 
build. Elaina let me know how Maria was feeling. Somewhere 
from within me bubbled the words, “Get her out of the car to 
watch this and I’ll show her what a body built like mine can 
do.” By the time I toed the line for the 1,000m ocean swim, 
Maria was there, cheering me on. In that moment, I promised 
myself I would not let myself down. I would not allow nega-
tive self talk to hinder my performance. With the weather 
complying at a kind 75 degrees, I had a chance to do my best 
without my Paroxysmal Atrial Fibrillation acting up. I was go-
ing to show her what a body like this could do.  

When the swim began after the countdown, the words of 
my husband chimed in my ear, “swim like hell, you know you 
can and it’s your best chance at making the podium.” It was 
true. I often get into a lull in open water swimming. It’s so 
relaxing to me. I used both the relaxing effect and the motiva-
tion my husband gave me to keep me going in this effort. A 
punch to the ribs from an opponent was no big deal to me, I 
relaxed myself. I perked myself back up right away to own 
the sight line to the nearest buoy, reminding myself I am just 
as worthy of the shortest route to the buoys as my oppo-
nents and holding my line. I thought of Maria as I rounded 
each buoy on the course and tried to keep my strokes at a 
hasty 60 strokes per minute cadence. It felt glorious. There 
were complaints at the end of the race that the swim was 

[Aquathlon Nationals, continued from previous page] tough. I never felt it. I was focused. I was first in my division 
to exit the water. 

There was a bit of a trek in the sand to make it to what us 
Multisport athletes call the transition area. This is where I 
was to remove my wetsuit, don shoes without socks (this 
would take extra time and energy) and take off running a 5K 
distance. I had practiced transition at home in my living room 
with my family cheering me on, and was ready for this. I com-
pleted the fastest transition of my life. 

As I began the run, I was shocked and delighted to notice 
that it felt ok. Normally, the transition of horizontal to vertical 
exercise in the heat and with the stress sends my heart into 
chest squeezing convulsions. I could feel that this was not 
happening. My cup was overflowing. I was beyond relieved. I 
told myself all I had to do was keep up a cadence while run-
ning and a 9-minute mile would earn me the National Cham-
pionship. I am used to exiting the water first, but my friend 
Leslie would always catch me on the run. If my math was cor-
rect, the Championship was in my hands. 

Race Report 

Lining up for the start of the swim in Long Beach. 

Leaving the buoys behind and truckin’ on up to transition. 

[Continued next page] 

Transition, with palm trees. 
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Soon, I was passed by a dark horse, another Athena ath-
lete that I did not expect. She said something about beating 
Leslie as she passed me. I passed her back a few times, but 
eventually she simply outran me. I started to feel overcome 
with desperation. Leslie was in another wave and I had no 
idea how she was doing. I didn’t want this woman to beat us 
both. This was when I thought of Maria. “There will be no 
defeat today,” I thought, “I will show Maria what our body 
type can accomplish.” I focused back on my goals, knowing I 
cannot control who races or how they do. I can only control 
my own focus and effort. 

At the 1.5-mile (halfway point) turnaround, my very good 
friend Rachel, who is famous in our world - a gorgeous moth-
er of 5, cancer survivor, incredibly successful entrepreneur, 
yelled to me, “I’m going to catch you, Grace!” I was honestly 
shocked she was ever behind me! Rachel has caught me in 
many races and passes me easily on the run. My mindset was 
clearly working and I was holding pace. This was my first year 
working without a coach as well, and I was actually becoming 

[Aquathlon Nationals, continued from previous page] proud of myself within the race! Incredibly, I crossed the fin-
ish line seconds in front of Rachel, a real first for me. Rachel 
and I joked about this and I eventually found Cind, her hus-
band Enoch, and Maria in the crowd. 

I had finished strong. The race began at 7 p.m. and the 
sun was truly beginning to set as I chatted with Elaina, Enoch 
and Maria. I normally find my placings as I wait, but this 
sweet family had travelled a long time to see me compete. I 
had never had fans outside of my own family at a National 
event before. As the sun set and the venue became darker 
and darker, Elaina sidled up beside me and whispered in my 
ear, “Maria wants to give this sport a try.” Tears sprung up 
and slid down my cheeks. Elaina and I quietly held one anoth-
er, both of us having dealt with body issues our entire lives, 
seeing the strength of this moment was nearly unbearable. “I 
know,” comforted Elaina, “I know.” 

Moments later, the Athena division winners were being 
called. Leslie was once again the National Champion, the dark 
horse Athena grabbed second, and third was announced as 
“Grace Coller from Shelburne Falls”. I climbed up to the tall 
metal podium in the dark and Maria took my picture.  

“You did awesome,” she said. 

I held my water bottle with my SMAC sticker up for the 
photograph, remembering our team that brought me here. 
Without judgment, this team welcomes and promotes all 
body types in running. In that, I’ve been able to bring this atti-
tude to the National and World stage. The biggest thank you 
to SMAC. You are doing big things. 

***** 

Grace is a SMAC member from Shelburne Falls. (email) 

Race Report 

Giant Arrow says you’re going the wrong way! 

Finishing strong. Podium time. 

mailto:triathamom12@gmail.com


 

 

The Sugarloaf Sun — November/December 2021 page 22 

The Running Life 

The following honors the resilience of a group of westward 
“pioneers” but it neither endorses nor celebrates the spirit of 
manifest destiny that drove them. They (and those that pre-
ceded and succeeded them) deeply impacted and ultimately 
displaced the native people of the lands that they traveled 
through. We must acknowledge that their emigration contrib-
uted to that devastating chapter of American history.  

 

 Out of breath and dripping in sweat, I pause my arduous 
march to look ahead. Through the falling snow I can just 
make out my parents’ house on the edge of the meadow. I 
can’t feel my feet anymore and my legs are soaked to the 
skin, but I have ground to cover if I want to be warm anytime 
soon. This would be a dangerous situation if I weren’t so 
close to home.  

 I clear the packed ice from the cleats of my snowshoes 
and push on again. My legs are thrashed and my quads com-
plain desperately each time I attempt to take the next step; 
hauling up through three feet of fresh powder and then 
letting my body weight crush it down is exhausting. I have 
been packing this one-mile circuit for nearly two hours and I 
am bonking from sheer fatigue. I have all of the gear, a rea-
sonable level of fitness, and experience on my side. I am also 
motivated by the prospect of thawing out next to a fire, 
eating a full meal, and sleeping in a soft bed if I can just will 
myself these last two hundred yards. How did any of the 
Donner Party survive their dire situation, facing such desper-
ate adversity with far less certainty? I put my head down and 
trudge forward towards warmth and safety.  

WAGONS WEST 

 In the late spring of 1846, a wagon train pulled slowly out 
of Springfield, IL. Members of the Reed-Donner Party and its 
organizers, James Reed and brothers George and Jacob Don-
ner, had begun a steady movement west towards possibility 
and a new life in the Mexican province of California. While 
not the first to make such a journey, they were unknowingly 
part of the vanguard that blazed a trail for the gold rush 
three years later. 

 Traveling in covered wagons carrying families and single 
men seeking their fortunes, their caravan fluidly merged and 
parted with other settler trains headed in the same direction. 
The early days of this journey were described with both ex-
citement and relative ease; food stores were full, water was 
abundant, and the path was both clear and free of major ob-
stacles.  

Running In The Name Of... 

by Jason Sarouhan 

[Continued next page] 

 The easy going wouldn’t last long. Led to believe that a 
detour could shave 300 miles off the traditional route to Cali-
fornia, about ninety women, men, and children of the ill-
fated Reed-Donner expedition continued west to the foot of 
the Wasatch Mountains and into the Great Salt Lake desert of 
Utah. The outcomes of this choice were catastrophic. People 
died, most of their livestock were lost, James Reed was ban-
ished for murder, and, when the dust settled, they were ex-
hausted and dangerously low on provisions. The “shortcut” 
through the desert had cost them weeks and they were now 
the last wagon train on the California Trail.  

 Starvation loomed like a specter over the group and food 
was meagerly rationed out when daily sustenance could not 
be procured from the land. George and Jacob Donner urged 
the emigrants forward, and by late October they had arrived 
in the Prosser Creek area, a few miles from what was known 
as Truckee Lake, in California. While other families pushed on 
for the lake, the Donner family’s wagons stopped at nearby 
Alder Creek for repairs. Snow had begun to fall.  

DONNER LAKE 

 Donner Lake is a gem of the Sierra. Known as Truckee 
Lake in the mid 1800s, it is three miles long from east to west, 
1.5 miles wide, and its crystal blue waters plunge to a depth 
of almost 500 feet. Beautiful meadows flourish at its eastern 
outlet, with steep ridges nearly falling right into the lake on 
the north and south sides. Perhaps its most stunning feature 
is foreboding Donner Pass at its west end, which rises majes-
tically over 1,000 feet before cascading in a wave of granite 
and flowing water towards Sacramento and the valleys to the 

View of Donner Lake from the western pass. 
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[Donner Party, continued from previous page] 

west. One can imagine the time lapse video of a glacier me-
thodically carving this spectacular pool into the solid rock 
landscape, leaving erratic boulders strewn along its wake. 
Set at 6,000 feet, the dry montane forest is filled with the 
vanilla scent of ponderosa pines; its creeks are lined with 
willows and red-barked manzanita, and you can hear the 
whisper of quaking aspen.  

 I’ve been going to Donner Lake my entire life. In 1980 
our family moved from the Bay Area to the town of Truckee, 
just a couple of miles east of the lake. Fed up with his corpo-
rate job, my father had taken the bold step of buying a deli 
in downtown Truckee. My mother was an emergency room 
nurse and, with two young boys under the age of three, they 
uprooted their lives for the adventure of living in the moun-
tains. Life was not easy. Two out of the four winters we lived 
there are commonly referred to as the worst since the Don-
ner Party. Fading Kodak photos show my brother and me 
dressed in moon boots and pom-pom ski hats next to incon-
ceivably high piles of snow.  

 My memories of those early years, and of the summers 
and winters we spent there over the decades after we 
moved away, are filled with the raucous cawing of Steller's 
Jays, endless hours spent tramping through uncharted 
woods of Douglas fir and lodgepole pines, and sunny after-
noons diving off the dock into the cold waters of Donner 
Lake. Truckee is the only place that I can say that I have 
been to every year of my life. It is also the closest place in 
my heart to a “childhood home,” and the climate where my 
soul feels most at ease. 

November 1846: SNOWBOUND 

 Frantic attempts to push over the intimidating pass to 
the west were unsuccessful in the days that followed the 
emmigrants’ arrival at Truckee Lake. Wagons and exhausted 
teams floundered in the deep snow and the party was 
turned back time and again. Winter storms had come almost 
a month early that year and, between October 28th and No-
vember 11th, dropped ten feet of snow on the scattered 
Donner Party. Buried, with nearly all of their remaining ani-
mals lost in the impassable drifts, the desperate band 
slaughtered their remaining oxen and erected what shelters 

they could. Between the sites at the lake and those at Alder 
Creek, the party now numbered 81. 

 Over the next month and a half, the snow continued to 
fall and each effort to cross the pass ended in defeat and a 
return to starvation in the cabins. In mid-December, seven-
teen members formed the Forlorn Hope; mothers, children, 
fathers, and single men, making a desperate push through 
the mountains to get help for those left behind. Two men 
turned around on the first day. Of the remaining fifteen, all 
five women and only two of the men would survive their thir-
ty-day ordeal through the wilderness. True to the horror that 
overshadows the Donner Party’s history, those that perished 
were consumed out of necessity for survival. That is how des-
perate those days were. 

 During the coming weeks, huddled in the dark and cold of 
their snowbound shelters, the remaining emigrants at the 
lake and Alder Creek were reduced to eating oxen hide, the 
gluey substance representing essentially the last of their 
available stores. Hunting and fishing was nearly impossible 
and even procuring firewood was a monumental task for the 
drained and ailing settlers. Georgia Donner later wrote of the 
conditions, “The families shared with one another as long as 
they had anything to share. Each one’s portion was very 
small. The hides were boiled, and the bones were burned 
brown and eaten...Some days we could not keep a fire, and 
many times during both days and nights, snow was shoveled 
from our tent, and from around it, that we might not be bur-
ied alive...Very few can believe it is possible for human beings 
to live and suffer the exposure and hardships endured there.” 

Winter 2021: SNOW BOUND 

 Our family’s “covered wagon” rolls into Sacramento and 
we luxuriate in the first shower that any of us have had for 
weeks. Our 11-year-old daughter, my wife, and I have been 
living in a van for the past four months and I am ready for 
some space, a comfortable bed, and the opportunity to run 
more consistently. We drive to Truckee to celebrate the holi-
days with my family and settle in for two months in this win-
ter wonderland. As she has done for my entire life, my moth-
er has left several newspaper article clippings on my side of 
the bed. An upcoming webinar by a group of endurance ath-
letes that have recreated the route of the Forlorn Hope im-
mediately catches my attention. 

 The presentation is nothing short of inspiring. Former 
American Trail Running Association president, Bob Crowley, 
and accomplished endurance athlete, Tim Twietmeyer, had 
first become intrigued by the unfathomable Forlorn Hope 
effort, and then became obsessed with retracing the exact 
100-mile route they took. Over seven years they scoured old 

[Continued next page] 

“Fading Kodak photos show my  
brother and me dressed in moon boots 

and pom-pom ski hats next to  
inconceivably high piles of snow...”  
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journals, maps, and accounts of the experience, while work-
ing with landowners and public agencies to gain permission 
to attempt the historical trek.  

 Along with highly skilled adventure athletes Jennifer 
Hemmen and Elke Reimer, they departed on December 16, 
2020, 174 years to the day that the Forlorn Hope left Truck-
ee/Donner Lake to seek help. Theirs was not an effort to 
“reenact” the grueling experience of the emigrants or post a 
Fastest Known Time on the route. They endured the chal-
lenging terrain and frigid conditions to honor the individuals 
who risked (and lost) their lives in an effort to save those 
that were left behind. Carrying tribute cards with photos 
and information about each traveler, they dug deeply into 
the emotional landscape that this desperate band must 
have experienced, in what is often described as the grisliest 
chapter of the Donner Party’s suffering.  

 The spirit of their trek lit a fire inside me, and I would 
spend the next two months engrossed in my own journey to 
understand what had happened at the lake during the win-
ter of 1846-1847. I visited the Donner family encampment 
at Alder Creek (just a few miles from my parent’s home) and 
tried to comprehend the bone-chilling cold they experi-
enced as they were trapped in the scantily wooded marsh. I 
ran the Donner Lake Rim Trail, traversing high above the 
northern edge of the lake, flailing my way towards the up-
per summit area. I was turned around by soft snow and 
postholing that was as exasperating as it was exhausting. I 
attempted a route along the old Emigrant Road that the 
Donner Party had tried and failed on, and was left breathless 
and in dangerous avalanche terrain. 

 My aforementioned slog through three feet of powder 
around the meadow sealed my understanding of why so 
many of the Donner Party’s escape attempts had 
failed...gaining the pass, let alone traveling 100 miles be-
yond, literally seemed like it might be impossible.  

Winter 1847: RELIEF PARTIES 

 Starvation and sickness began to take the lives of the 
men, women, and children trapped in the Sierra, including 
that of party leader, Jacob Donner. His brother George, hav-
ing suffered a laceration to his hand, had also fallen desper-
ately ill when infection set in. 

 One hundred miles west, the efforts of the Forlorn Hope 
would ultimately lead to salvation for some trapped in the 
mountains. On February 19th the first relief party arrived at 
the lake, bringing a small amount of food and the fortitude 
to usher eighteen individuals towards the pass. Those that 
could or would not depart were left behind with the prom-

ise that more help was on the way. 

 One of those who was able-bodied enough but who 
chose not to go was Tamsen Donner. Married to George and 
mother of Frances (6), Georgia (4), and Eliza (3), Tamsen is 
often described as a beacon of light and hope during those 
desperate days. Originally from Massachusetts, Tamsen was a 
schoolteacher by trade and simultaneously revered for her 
kind relationship to her students and the fact that she knit 
constantly while delivering each day’s lessons. Regarded as a 
notable orator and conversationalist, she was a vocal and 
engaged member of the party.  

 Like so many women of the time (and today), Tamsen’s 
own needs were buried beneath a deep priority of maternal 
responsibility. As C.F. McGlashen, California emigrant and 
contemporary of the surviving children of the Donner expedi-
tion, wrote, “When strong men gave up, and passively await-
ed the delirium of death, the mothers [of the Donner Party] 
were actively administering to the wants of the dying, and 
striving to cheer and comfort the living...Their charity, forti-
tude, and self-sacrifice failed not in the darkest hour.” The 
story of the Donner Party is one of heroic mothers and sisters 
who transcended their own suffering so others might live. 

 Tamsen wouldn’t leave her children or ailing husband on 
that first relief party, nor with the one that followed two 
weeks later. Incredibly, James Reed, the former train leader 
who was banished months before, had reached Sacramento 
and organized a rescue party. Arriving on March 1st, and with 
an impending storm bearing down behind him, Reed sent 
three men to the Alder Creek encampment to fetch the Don-
ners while he organized the immediate departure of twenty 
others from the lake.  

 Upon arriving at the Donner camp, Tamsen implored 
these men to take her three young daughters over the pass, 
offering to pay them a huge sum. She was making the un-
thinkable choice of saying goodbye to her children, perhaps 
forever, so that she would be there for her husband’s final 
days. Two men agreed, departing with the girls in tow to 
make the six+ mile journey back to the lake. Bedraggled and 
aware that racing the girls over the pass against the storm 
would spell certain doom for them all, they left the three with 
the few people who remained at the lake and fled towards 
the mountains. 

 Days later, with everyone but George and her gone from 
Alder Creek, Tamsen would learn that her daughters were 
still at the lake cabins, and she would wallow alone through 
miles of snow to retrieve them. She arrived just in time to 
meet the third relief party as it was preparing to make a hasty 
retreat with all of those that were left and could make the 

[Continued next page] 
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journey. Despite the agony of a second goodbye with her 
children and the previous urging of George Donner to leave 
him and save herself, Tamsen turned around and trekked 
the desperate miles back to Alder Creek. She refused to let 
George die alone. 

 The Donner girls would make it safely over the summit 
and all grow well into their adult years. George Donner 
would die of complications from his wounded hand within 
days of her return. Tamsen Donner would ultimately travel 
back to Truckee Lake and live with the only remaining mem-
ber of the party, Lewis Keseberg. By the time the fourth and 
final relief party arrived in mid-April, she had passed on. 

----------------------------- 

 Tamsen Donner’s story had cut through me like an icy 
wind. Again McGlashan: “It was a choice between life, hope, 
and her clinging babes, or a lonely vigil by a dying husband, 
and an unknown, shroudless death in the wintry moun-
tains.” Despite McGlashan’s emotive prose, I was fascinated 
trying to understand the decisions that Tamsen had faced. I 
wondered what “choices” I would have made were I in her 
shoes and who I would have been under the same circum-
stances. Ignited by the recent Forlorn Hope historical trek, I 
was deeply inspired to offer some small tribute to this in-
credible woman. She deserved to make the journey to the 
pass, if only a symbolic one.  

TAMSEN DONNER RELIEF PARTY 

 I wake before the light on February 19th and begin run-
ning by headlamp. The forecast had called for precipitation 
all day and I optimistically hope that the projected 35°F 
would bring snow. Perhaps it is fitting that, on this 174th 
anniversary of the first relief party, I should enjoy near-
freezing rain on our journey; discomfort makes all of the 
senses more acute. 

 I jog the third of a mile loop around the Donner family 
encampment at Alder Creek, imagining what that winter 
would have been like without proper clothing and equip-
ment and no guarantee of survival or rescue. My snowshoes 
scrape across the asphalt of highway 89 and I join the Emi-
grant Trail heading towards Alder Creek. Padding along the 
barely discernible path, I wind through the trees and trav-
erse above the creek. Tamsen had made this 14-mile round 
trip to the lake and back in one go when it was said, “The 
strong, healthy men composing the relief parties frequently 
could travel but five or six miles in a day.” Was her journey 
to the lake along this route a fear-inspired race to get to her 
children? Was her trek home a grief-stricken slog of despair 
at the impossible choice she’d made to let them go again? 

 I connect to Tahoe Donner’s East Perimeter trail and as-
cend to an overlook. The sun is just rising and the clouds have 
gathered over Donner Summit, ominous and foreboding. Had 
Tamsen seen a similar view? Did it offer her a sense of hope 
and promise, or did it represent a nearly insurmountable ob-
stacle in her path of survival? I descend the backside of the 
slope, running another mile to Northwoods Boulevard, the 
closest route I estimate she might have taken from the old 
maps of the area that Rob Crowley had generously sent to 
me when I sought his guidance for the tribute run. 

 At the bottom of Northwoods I turn west and pause at 
the huge, white cross established near my old elementary 
school that marks the approximate location of the Graves-
Reed cabin. I’m struck by how easily one could overlook such 
a historic landmark, as well as the plaque suggesting the road 
was a continuation of the Emigrant Trail. How many people 
know that two hundred years ago Donner Pass Road was a 
muddy wagon rut guiding the hopeful and desperate towards 
new lives and what would later be called the Golden Gate?  

 Running Donner Pass Rd to Donner Memorial State Park, 
I stop and stare up in awe at the commemorative statue that 
had been built at the site of the Breen cabin. The base is 22 
feet tall and represents the total snow depth during the ill-
fated winter of 1846-1847 when the emigrants of the Donner 
Party were trapped there. Stumps of the trees they had cut 
above that height remained standing onsite until the last dec-
ade. I wonder at the hardships that snow had caused and 
what tragedies it had hidden until the following spring when 
the final rescue party arrived. 

 Cutting through the woods I take the Nature Trail to the 
granite boulder that served as a wall of the Murphy cabin. 

[Continued next page] 
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Embedded in the stone is a plaque with all of the names of 
the Donner Party engraved in it. Finding Tamsen near the 
top, I place my hands on the rock, experiencing deep sad-
ness and compassion for the agony these emigrants had en-
dured through the eternal days they spent entrenched un-
der the snow in crowded, dimly lit hovels, slowly starving to 
death.  

 Historical accuracy would have taken my path back out 
to the road on the north side of the lake, but I had discov-
ered a spectacular ribbon of singletrack through the woods 
on the south side and don my snowshoes again for flight 
through the foot-deep powder. Emerging on pavement, it 
begins to pour and I retreat deeper into my raincoat (and 
personal discomfort) as I trot around to the head of the lake 
and the base of foreboding Donner Pass.  

 Here a steep trail leads through dense forest and emerg-
es into a broad gap, beckoning to the pass several hundred 
feet above. This was the logical reentrant to gain the col 
above and I begin ascending as the rain turns to sleet and 
then snow, and the temperature drops with the increased 
elevation. The snowpack is firm under my snowshoes, and I 
am climbing swiftly to stay warm. 

 To my left, cornices hang precariously from the cliffs 
leading to the crags of Donner Peak. This is avalanche ter-
rain and I begin hurrying through as quickly as I can. The 
chasm narrows and I am forced to climb over the guardrail 
onto Old Highway 40 and begin running up the road, regain-

ing the snow a half mile later. Visibility is diminishing as the 
storm grows; conditions on the higher summits are nearing 
“white out” and the wind is whipping spindrift into the void. 
Soaked to the bone, a chill is beginning to set in, but my best 
option is to continue ever upward.  

 Fear begins to crowd the edges of my thoughts and I redi-
rect them to empathizing with those brave souls that had 
ascended from the lake. What cold they must have known, 
walking day-in and day-out, dressed in ill-equipped clothing 
and shoes, saturated and frozen to them like sheets of ice! 
They slept out on the snow every night, braved fierce storms, 
and lived in desperate hunger. 

 I gain Donner Summit at just over 7,000 feet. Accompa-
nying Tamsen to this point had been my primary goal. Con-
necting with her sacrifice, selflessness, and fortitude has been 
the motivation for this tribute. We have covered 16 miles this 
morning and, while I had hoped to offer her a view from Don-
ner Peak towering above me, the conditions are deteriorating 
rapidly. I could change into my emergency clothing to 
attempt the additional miles and vertical, but I would have no 
other dry insulation if things went wrong.  

 Over the years of adventuring, I have learned that those 
layers can be the very thin line between risk and risk manage-
ment, especially when I am traveling alone. I can (and do) 
make the choice not to continue on into the unknown to 
avoid the unnecessary peril. The Donner Party never had that 
choice; theirs was a march for survival, regardless of the dan-
ger or potential outcomes. The games we intentionally play in 

the mountains are only a proxy for 
the challenges that some have una-
voidably suffered on their slopes. 

 I find shelter from the wind in 
the lee of a snowbank and call my 
wife to come save me. As I await my 
own rescue, I remember part of a 
quote on the memorial statue, and 
the motto of the local running club 
the Donner Party Mountain Run-
ners, that describes the way I want 
to remember Tamsen, “Facing the 
brunt of fate; indomitable, - un-
afraid.” I search my heart to better 
understand the person that I would 
have been in the months of adversi-
ty that she endured. I desperately 
hope that I would have been a wor-
thy member in Tamsen Donner’s 
Relief Party.  

[Continued next page] Climbing towards Donner Pass. Plowing a circuit around the meadow. 
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 Of the eighty-nine souls who traveled the entire way 
from Illinois, only 48 of the Donner Party would survive the 
journey over the pass and on to safety in the valleys below. 
Bob Crowley, Tim Twietmeyer, Jennifer Hemmen, and Elke 
Reimer continue the work of honoring their legacy, and now 
that of their rescuers, in the recently announced Donner 
Relief Expedition. They will reprise the historically accurate, 
100-mile route of the first relief party from Sacramento to 
Donner Lake in February 2022. Follow their journey. 

***** 

Jason Sarouhan lives in Northampton. (email) 
Photos by Jason Sarouhan. 

 

As there are no known photos of her, the author carried 
daughter Georgia’s image in honor of Tamsen Donner. 

Right middle: Cold winter twilight over the Sierra Nevadas. 

Right, bottom left: The cold, clear blue waters of Lake Tahoe. 

Right, bottom right: Through the trees in Yosemite.  

(photos by Ben Kimball) 

Looking south down at Donner Lake from  
the Donner Lake Rim Trail near Truckee. 

https://www.forlornhope.org/expedition-summary-relief-parties/
mailto:jedi_quest@hotmail.com
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 I love that song. California Dreamin’. I graduated 
from AC (No, not Amherst Coffee!) (Amherst College) in 
June of 1966. My wife Tanyss and I had connected that 
spring, but then she went off to Paris (that’s France) and 
left me behind to pursue my MAT at Emory University in 
Atlanta (that’s Georgia, the state).  

 That fall I began teaching in a public school 
(Avondale High School – in Avondale Estates Georgia – 
the state) (Avondale High School: “The Very Best.”). 
Teaching French to Southern kids was hard for me. I 
sometimes could not even understand them when they 
spoke English!  

 But I was depressed about not being around Tanyss. 
So I spent a semester in Paris in the spring of 1967 and 
fell more in love.  

 I was right about how I felt then. Still am.  

 Then I decided to apply to schools in CA (that one’s a 
state) because I had always wanted to go to California. Even 
when I was a kid.  

 I got a job at a fancy private school in Pebble Beach (it 
was poor then but now it’s quite rich). I stayed there for six 
years and then headed back east to join my father in the aw-
ful insurance business.  

 I began running marathons in 1982. The husband of a 
close writing friend of Tanyss’s who was a superb marathon-

er back then (with a 2:20 PR?) did part of a course I’d laid 
out around my home area. That was fun. But I always still 
had California on my mind.  

 In 1987 I decided to run the Big Sur Marathon along the 
Pacific coastline. I had a good time (stayed with friends who 
taught at the same private school). Then I went back in 1989 
and got my best marathon time ever. 3:14:14. I know, not 
great, but I am not a real runner.  

     Since then, I’ve done five more Big Sur 
Marathons. My dream is to go back and do it 
once again, but we shall see. The last one 
(2016) was with Donna Utakis and friends 
and it was six days after my last atrocious run 
at the Boston Marathon. Actually, my time on 
Big Sur – a tougher course – was better than 
my Boston that year.  

 So I continue to dream about California. I 
bored my friends back in the 70s and 80s 
with lots of talk about going back and living 
there. We missed a lot of opportunities, but I 
am OK with that. I think.  

***** 

David is a SMAC Board member  
from Hadley. (email) 

Photos by Ben Kimball 

Going to California  
by David Martula 

Martula Memories 

The Big Sur Marathon course snakes around wildly scenic curves like 
this one along California State Route 1 (SR1) south of Monterey Bay. 

Late afternoon sunlight bathes the side of Mt. Diablo east of San Francisco. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dN3GbF9Bx6E
mailto:davidmartula@gmail.com
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The Western States 100 is one of the most famous and 
oldest 100-milers in the country, running one hundred miles 
along the Western States trail from Squaw Valley to Auburn, 
CA. I’ve had the incredible fortune to attend the race three 
times. In those visits, I feel like I’ve participated in the event 
from so many angles, experienced every possible emotion – 
and while I hope to return again, if not at least I have had 
three incredible weekends in California. 

In 2016, I toed the line as a competitor of Western 
States. It was a warm day, and things went sideways relative-
ly early on for me as I’m someone who frequently struggles in 
hot conditions. During the climb up Devil’s Thumb at mile 47, 
I was brought to my knees by puking out everything I had 
consumed in the previous hours of running. After several 
minutes of full-body heaving, with arms and legs barely able 
to support me, I overheard a course volunteer radio up to the 
nearby aid station for medical support. They wanted to pull 
me from the race – and I wasn’t going to let them. I mustered 
the energy to stand up and complete the climb up Devil’s 
Thumb under my own power.  

From there, I walked, attempted to hydrate and fuel (as 
much as the tummy would allow) and simply focused on 
moving forward. My husband, Brian, would be meeting me at 
Forest Hill, mile 62, and running me into the finish – and I just 
needed to get to him, and I knew I could finish. As I finally 
arrived at Forest Hill, many hours behind schedule, Brian 
joined me as we walked through town and onto the trail. As 
soon as we were out of earshot from the many fans at Forest 
Hill, Brian turned to me in an attempt to inspire me and said, 
“I didn’t come here to walk 40 f-ing miles with you.” I pulled 
my hat down low so I could barely see him and used the an-
ger to attempt to shuffle the legs. In my head, I was contem-
plating how we would time-share our cat after the inevitable 
divorce… 

A few more bouts of puking ensued, but finally at around 
mile 70, the belly turned around – I was able to run again, 
and even able laugh about my anger from a few miles prior. I 
told Brian and we started cruising the last 30 miles in an 
attempt to chase down as many runners as possible. It was 
amazing to run so strong after struggling, puking, and walking 
for so long. About an hour after the sun rose, I circled the 
Auburn High School track to reach the finish line of Western 
States 100. While there were maybe three people at the fin-
ish (just the timing crew), I got to cross the line with my hus-
band, tears in my eyes and leaping for joy that I had just run 
this iconic route. 

A year later, my husband was on the start list of Western 
States, and I returned to be his crew and pacer. Brian had run 
strong in the months leading up to the race and was super 
prepared for a strong day, but on race day things simply did-
n’t click for him. He collapsed on the side of the trail leading 
up Devil’s Thumb due to heat issues (the same place where I 
nearly collapsed the previous year – not a great location for 
the Rusiecki family!). A friend who was at the aid station 
hiked down to talk him up the last bits of the ascent.  

At the time, I was waiting at the mile-56 aid station, anx-
iously awaiting his arrival as I watched runner after runner 
roll through. The longer I waited, the further up the trail I 

waited for him – until I was nearly a half mile up the trail and 
the volunteer stopped me from going further. Finally, Brian 
emerged from the trails looking defeated. We walked to the 
aid station, with him wanting to quit the race and I did my 
best to urge him to continue. After about an hour of negotia-
tions and tears at the aid station, including input from the 
medical staff (who cleared him to continue), Brian was reso-
lute in his desire to stop his race. Unfortunately, once he had 
made that decision, we still had to walk down the course a bit 
to get to our car, through hundreds of crews still awaiting 
their runner. Brian hid his tear-streaked face, with me and his 
other pacer flanking him, and we slowly did the walk of 
shame towards the car. It was a tearful and disappointing way 
to end his Western States run.  

A few years later, I was invited to return to Western 
States to be a guide for my friend Kyle, who was attempting 
to be the first blind runner to complete the race. I was hon-
ored and stoked to be part of this incredible first, and deter-
mined to do my part to help him successfully reach the finish. 
Unfortunately, his low visual acuity on the uneven, off-
camber snow fields early on caused him to struggle to find 
footing. He fell numerous times (incurring some nasty inju-

My Western States 100 Experiences 
by Amy Rusiecki 

[Continued next page] 
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ries) and was slowed drastically as he negotiated safe passage 
over the snow. Ultimately, he missed the cut-off time at the 
mile-15 aid station and was pulled from the race. I and the 
rest of his entire crew was devastated for him. 

Kyle being such an amazing person, the first thing he told 
each of us was to feel free to support another runner out 
there. He knew that we all were friends with so many partici-
pants, and we traveled to California to help someone achieve 
their dream of finishing. (I think he also wanted to be with his 
family for a bit to process his disappointment.) So after giving 
him a huge hug and sharing some thoughts about how in-
credible he is to me… well, I went out to try to find someone 
to pace for. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to connect with any-
one who needed a pacer.  

But I did remember that (fellow SMAC runner) Chris Neoh 
was running his first Western States. I found his crew and 
asked if I could help crew for him and support him in any way 
that he needed. I figured, if nothing else, there were a few 
short sections where pacers were allowed to meet their run-
ners for about a 1 or 2-mile section leading into an aid station 
– so I could at least pace him for those few short sections 
even if he already had an awesome support team in place. 

I first met Chris at Bath Road, about two miles before 
runners enter the Forest Hill aid station, and ran him in. He 
was having an incredible day and was in amazing spirits. He 
left Forest Hill with his first pacer, and I went with his crew to 
the next aid station. We drove to the Green Gate aid station 
around mile 79 and were able to hike down to the Rucky 
Chucky River crossing a few miles earlier on the course. In the 
climb with his crew up to Green Gate, it was decided that he 
was having an incredible run and that if he was going to 
break 24-hours that his best shot was with me pacing him. 
Just like that, I was tagged in and got to run with Chris 
through mile 93.  

As his pacer, I barely felt like I did anything other than 
running with a friend and chatting with him. He was doing 
amazingly well with fueling and hydration, he was keeping 
the effort level solid (but aggressive), and he was staying in 
positive spirits. We had a blast, passing the miles like we 
were out for a training run. 

After handing off to his last pacer, I traveled to the finish 
line with his crew, and we then hiked up to Robie Point to 
await Chris and run him the last few miles into the finish line. 

[Western States, continued from previous page] Chris crested the climb well under 24-hour pace, and we 
were able to enjoy the last strides of his 100-mile journey as 
he cruised in to the finish. He had a dream day, and I was so 
grateful to have the opportunity to witness it. 

In three years at Western States, I have been a part of a 
dream race day, a tough but successful race completion, a 
day that ended way too early, and tears as a runner walked 
off the course. I have cried tears of joy for my finish, and for 
Chris’ amazing run. I’ve cried tears of disappointment for 
Kyle’s disappointment and Brian’s rough day. I have left puke 
on numerous places along the route. I was part of an incredi-
ble first-attempt by a blind runner to complete the course. I 
have shared miles and smiles with my husband and Chris 
(and, frankly, with numerous other participants also!). It’s 
amazing to think how this one location, this one race, can 
hold so many experiences and memories for me. 

***** 

Amy is a SMAC member from South Deerfield. (email) 
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Trail at Mile 84 of Western States, near the town of Cool, CA. 

The undeniable majesty of El Cap. (photos by Ben Kimball) 

mailto:amylane1@live.com
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 Hello fellow track families! We have set up youth track practice at 
Hampshire College this winter. We have the use of their tennis and 
multisport building behind the Eric Carle museum. There is a 3-lane 
track in the building as well as four tennis courts. I hope you can join us 
again! Kids 5 to 15 years old can join the program. The limit is 75 par-
ticipants.  

 Our coaches have missed working with your children. Smith Col-
lege was unable to allow us to use ITT this year, so thank you, Hamp-
shire College! We will start on November 21 and dates will be an-
nounced for Dec., Jan., Feb., and March. We will follow all COVID pro-

tocols for the campus. Please pass the word and bring some new 
families into our training!  

 Here is the link at RunReg where you sign up for SMAC’s winter 
youth track: https://www.runreg.com/sugarloaf-youth-track  

***** 

Winter Youth Track Coming Soon! 
by Sydney Henthorn 

 Back on July 6, Crush on the Community posted a painting of Don 
and Sue Grant on their Facebook page (see the post here). This was 
the glowing caption that went with it: “Crush on Don and Sue Grant, 
who run the Northampton Tuesday night 5K time trials/races for 
Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club. They make handwritten index cards 
with each runner’s name and times (even one-time runners); they wel-
come and cheer for all runners (new and experienced); they remem-
ber people’s names and ages after meeting them once; they encour-
age people to keep at it; they set out lovely flowers and a tablecloth to 
create some atmosphere at the races; they sit next to each other at 
the picnic table as they await finishing runners; they are positive and 
loving and in love with each other and with the community.” 

* * * * * * * 

Original Artwork by Don Grant, 1979 

https://www.runreg.com/sugarloaf-youth-track?fbclid=IwAR1UmfvZ8DMN9AEMIbMyojk3GbtADh1x_O-GGJfqukBrxnZn8ccZQnXaZTM
https://www.facebook.com/Crush-on-the-Community-Western-MA-108620327969973
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Upcoming Races 

——    COMING SOON: Races and Events    ——  

No, no, no, not the races themselves. Just this feature.  
 

We weren’t sure if anyone was actually reading or using the list of upcoming races listed in the SMAC newsletter every two 
months. Given the disproportionate amount of time it takes to research, compile, and check the lists each issue (many 
hours, per issue), and the fact that several local/regional websites are doing a pretty good job of meeting the need at the 
moment, we decided to drop this feature for now, and instead include links to the most prominent relevant websites. 
 

SMAC’s own race calendar: http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/events/smac-races/  
Greater Springfield Harriers’ Upcoming Races Calendar page: http://www.harriers.org/Calendar/wmracecalendar.html  
Western Massachusetts Athletic Club’s Grand Tree Series page: https://www.runwmac.com/gt2021/gt21-races.html  
Western Massachusetts Athletic Club’s Links and Races page: https://www.runwmac.com/links.html  
 

Other sites to check: BURCS (Berkshire Ultra Running Community for Service), TARC (Trail Animals Running Club), Empire 1 
Running Club (EORC), Red Clover Rovers, North Medford Club, Berkshire Running Center, Shenipsit Striders, etc.  
 
Consider also getting on the mailing list for some of our local race sponsor organizations. Besides the main running clubs, 
check out Impact Racing Events, Berkshire Running Center, and Beast Coast Trail Running, for starters. There’s surely more.  

Beckoning back-road highway near Pinnacles National Park. Common scenery along any San Francisco road race route. 

http://sugarloafmountainathletic.org/events/smac-races/
http://www.harriers.org/Calendar/wmracecalendar.html
https://www.runwmac.com/gt2021/gt21-races.html
https://www.runwmac.com/links.html
https://www.impactracingevents.com/
https://berkshirerunningcenter.com/
https://beastcoasttrailrunning.blogspot.com/2019/12/beast-coast-trail-running.html
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Formal Wear 

 Graphic design work by Amy Schmidt Bowse 

^ 

https://vomax.com/collections/smac
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Parting Shot 

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

Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership for 2022 

A proud member of 

To The Victor Belongs The Hugs 

Francia Wisnewski greets sprint-race winner JoEllen Reino at the Greenfield Triathlon (photo courtesy Francia Wisnewski) 

https://www.runreg.com/smacmembership1

