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Meaningful Mountains 

 You can’t miss it. It’s right there in the club name. And although “Sugarloaf Mountain” 

originally just designated the locus of where it all began, I think it’s highly symbolic too, in 

more ways than one. For starters, there’s that iconic view of the Pioneer Valley from the sum-

mit of South Sugarloaf; you can’t get much more geographically representative than that. But 

the “mountain” part can also represent strength, endurance, fortitude, and aspiration.  

 In a broad sense, the mountain metaphor is both obvious and apt: the goals we set are the 

summits, the work we need to do to get there the climb. There’s reward at the top, of course, 

but if we’re really living life to the fullest, most of the reward actually comes during the jour-

ney itself rather than at its completion. Mountains can also just be symbols of overcoming ad-

versity, or achieving goals. Whether it’s Mt. Washington, Mt. Greylock, Mt. Holyoke, the Colo-

rado Rockies, the Big Hills at Wyola or Rabbit Run, or a just a small hill near the end of a mara-

thon, our mountains beckon, taunt, entice, punish, and reward. All that analogy aside, howev-

er, the mountains themselves are often just incredibly, inherently alluring on their own—

mountains just because. This issue explores mountains of all these stripes and more.  

 By the way, if one of your metaphorical mountains is renewing your SMAC membership, or 

officially joining up for the first time, don’t miss this easy shortcut to that summit: SMAC Mem-

bership at RunReg.com. It’s totally not cheating! And the company is great at the top. And 

you’ll feel a lot better with that box checked off. Win, win, win. Climb that mountain!  

                -Ben Kimball 
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What’s up in “Cow Country”? Well... SMAC’s what’s up, 

that’s what. As one of the oldest running clubs in the region, 

we’ve seen a lot of changes since our founding back in the 

early 1970s. Styles have come and gone (though some of us, 

myself included, seem to be slow to realize the “gone” part), 

membership has morphed in various ways, and many of our 

ideas about running have evolved with the sport over the 

years. But our core mission, to support running and racing 

opportunities in western MA, remains strong. And in many 

ways we’re actually in a resurgent phase. 

 In addition to still promoting weekly events and programs 

like Don and Sue Grant’s Tuesday night 5K cross-country race 

series in Northampton and Barry Auskern’s track workouts at 

Deerfield Academy on Wednesdays, we’re now doing weekly 

social runs on Monday nights in Hadley. Also, the youth track 

programs are still going strong in Amherst and Northampton, 

the 2016 race series is in full swing, and groups meet each 

Saturday morning for social runs along Green River Road in 

Greenfield. The vibe and atmosphere at all of these events is 

welcoming and supportive of runners of all abilities.  

Bright yellow SMAC singlets are at races everywhere these 

days (remember to register as a SMAC team member when 

you can). Club members are volunteering their time and ener-

gy at tons of events, including helping out at our own races 

and ones in the series as well as staffing an aid station at one 

of the four Grand Slam races of ultrarunning, the Vermont 100 

on July 16 (you can still sign up to help out as a volunteer 

there!). The club’s annual 5K Summit Run is scheduled for Sep-

tember 25th (contact race director Dave Martula if you are 

interested in volunteering to help with that race). And positive 

changes are afoot for the 10-Miler too; race director and for-

mer club president Donna Utakis is working hard to steer the 

race back toward its roots, including going back the original 

course and the entry fee that applied the last time we used 

that course, and ensuring plenty of piping hot, local food at 

the post-race celebration. There will also be some new fun 

additions, including prizes to all finishers as they cross the line 

(a la the Ron Hebert Race) and a post-race raffle.  

It’s an exciting time for us. As I’ve said before in this col-

umn, SMAC has a long and impressive history of strongly sup-

porting running in the region. As the present day bearers of 

that honorable torch, we owe it to ourselves, our predeces-

sors, newcomers, and future runners to do the best we can. So 

we’re trying out some new things and, in some cases, just go-

ing back to basics. Taken altogether, it feels like a really en-

couraging era of resurgence for SMAC.  

I think part of that renewed excitement shows with the 

amazing content submissions here in the club’s revamped and 

reinvigorated newsletter. In this issue, SMAC members have 

written a rich array of dramatic race reports, summaries, and 

articles, along with a few mirthful asides. We’ve also been 

very active at local 5Ks and other shorter races these past few 

months, not to mention big ones like the Holyoke Marathon, 

the Western Mass Mother’s Day Half-Marathon in Whately, 

and the Vermont City Marathon in Burlington. 

 Lastly, remember The Sun only happens with your help, so 

please keep your contributions coming. Stories, pics, race re-

caps, etc. can all be sent to me at alpinefin [at] comcast.net.  

          -Ben 

SUGARLOAF mounta in :  RESURGENCE  
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Race Report 

As soon as I’m signed up for Seven Sisters, the act of 

driving down the Valley with the Holyoke Range stretched 

out in the distance becomes a dramatically different 

experience. My eyes travel along the series of distant bumps 

that, for me, have a strangely animal appeal (as if they were 

humpback whales diving and rising, or a herd of buffalos) and 

every time I see them, I’m trying to imagine what it will be 

like running there. From a distance, the range rolls gently—

there are no harsh peaks. But, as I will learn, “gentle” is no 

way to describe this race. 

The number of participants has risen a lot since the first 

“official” Seven Sisters Trail Race in 1991, but it still feels like 

a very grassroots-type event. The profits go to charity 

(Friends of the Holyoke Range) who work to protect the 

landscape and trails. Runners are required to carry their own 

water, but they can re-fill their bottles on the 

course and there are well-stocked snack 

tables. There’s none of the free stuff (goody 

bags, t-shirts, medals) that comes with other 

races. This race is all about running. The kind 

of running where you use your hands and 

feet. It’s about running and climbing and 

falling, about discovering that you can use 

your running shoes as skis on muddy slopes, 

and possibly about sustaining a few new and 

exciting injuries along the way. There will be 

blood. Hopefully not your own.  

The morning of the race is drizzly, the 

Holyoke Range veiled in fog and looking 

more mysterious than ever. The runners go 

off in waves, to avoid bottlenecks on the 

narrow trails. Mine is the first women’s 

wave, just after the first men’s wave. Take 

your half marathon time, and then add an hour, 

the organizers said. In the end, it’ll take me nearly three 

hours to cover the 11 miles—pretty much exactly twice my 

best time for a half marathon. Yeah, it’s that hard.  

Especially in the rain! The gun goes off, we start 

scrambling up Bare Mountain, and it’s pissing down. My 

heart rate accelerates as the pace slows. The terrain is 

spectacularly rough at this early stage—it’s like navigating a 

mound of loose slates. The men and women ahead still 

manage to move pretty fast here, and during the whole race, 

I’ll never cease to be amazed by them. Far below, I can hear 

the hoots and cheers as 

the next wave starts. It 

makes me feel like a 

deer being chased! I try 

not to pay attention to 

runners coming up behind me (except to make way, of 

course) and stick to my own pace. I am using every single 

muscle in my body. My usual strategy for hilly runs is to take 

it easy on the uphills and tear up the downhills, but that’s 

impossible here. It’s too steep, too rocky and slippery in this 

rain. When two guys pass me, laughing and joking and 

relishing their downhill speed, I get envious. Surely it can’t be 

that hard? I try to run faster, and two seconds later my legs 

disappear from under me and I’m on my back like a turtle. 

Nope, running faster down these slopes is not among my 

options. I scramble back to my feet, feeling grateful that at 

least nobody was behind me when I fell over. I still have my 

dignity!  
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2016  Seven Sisters Trail Race   

By Laure Van den Broeck 

[Continued, page 4] 

Racers climb the loose and jagged rocks of the talus slope on Bare Mountain              

just after the start of the 7 Sisters Trail Race. (Photo by Ben Kimball).  

“Gentle is no way to      

describe this race...” 



 

 

About four miles into the race, I start feeling happier, having accepted the 

fact that I’m not running this mountain—the mountain allows me to run here. I’m 

not owning it—the mountain owns me. A little lesson in humility. That’s fine. All 

the same, I’m glad to see the Summit House on top of Mt. Holyoke. It’s an outpost 

of distant civilization, where I have spent many a happy moment gazing across the 

Valley on a sunny day. The rain has stopped, but it’s still foggy. There’s mandatory 

walking on the wooden deck of the Summit House, and my muscles are happy 

with a break.  

It’s all downhill from here until the turnaround at a well-stocked water and 

aid station, where a small crowd of damp spectators is gathered. One runner is 

bleeding so badly from a cut in his head that he decides to end the race there. On 

the way back, there are a lot of runners going the opposite way. Everyone’s 

friendly and encouraging and letting each other pass.  

A while later, the constant stream of runners coming towards me trickles to a 

stop, and suddenly the woods are quiet. I can hear a woodpecker. This is the 

moment when I’m finally really enjoying this race, even though it’s the hardest 

run I’ve ever done. With trail running, you may get beat up, but you get so much 

in return. 

At the finish, it’s very strange to feel solid ground again, and when I run into 

the parking lot, I manage to pick up the pace a little. See! I can still run. Hooray. 

The clock says 2:57:35. Local runner Kelsey Allen was the 13th finisher overall, 

and first woman in a time of 2:12:45. The overall winner was Josh Hummel, who 

conquered the course in 1:56:02.  

Laure Van den Broeck currently lives     

in Greenfield, MA.  
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[7 sisters, continued from page 3] 

Joseph Sumner, age 63, descends the last bit of trail before the halfway point turn-around      

as others begin re-climbing the hill at the 7 Sisters Trail Race. (Photo by Ben Kimball).  

Laure opens up on an uncharacteristically 

flat section just before the finish at the 7 

Sisters Trail Race. (Photo by Ben Kimball).  

Race Report 

Full results for the 2016 

7 Sisters Trail Race 

http://aratrace.com/7-sisters-trail-race/
http://aratrace.com/7-sisters-trail-race/


 

 

Race Report 

What motivates someone to sign up to run a 50-mile trail 

race? I presume that there are as many answers to that ques-

tion as there are zany runners who do so. For me, the answer 

was very simple: I needed to run 50 miles as a qualifier so 

that I could sign up to run 100 miles in July in VT, at the epon-

ymous and esteemed Vermont 100. In 2009, I participated in 

that event; after 76 miles I decided I had nothing left to prove 

and dropped...end of story...until December of this past year. 

As I approached my 46th birthday, redemption filled my mind 

and spirit. I signed up to take on the challenge again, with a 

rekindled drive to push myself harder than ever before. 

Fast forward to race day at my qualifier, the 50-miler at 

the Pineland Farms Trail Running Festival in late May in 

Maine. I’ve done a few of these long races in the past and 

somehow always seem to forget how grueling they can be. 

Perhaps I need to block out the difficult parts of running an 

ultra so I don’t decide to sleep in and skip the thing altogeth-

er. This year was no different as I figured, after some solid 

training, I’d have no trouble slipping in under 8½ hours. The 

winners are able to complete this course in just over 6 hours. 

In most races I keep a close eye on my pace and splits in 

order to maximize my effort. In ultra runs, I make a conscious 

effort to NOT look at my Garmin but 

to rather run by feel and run in the 

moment, letting myself get lost in 

the joys of movement and the 

sights that surround me. There is no 

point in visualizing the finish line 

when you have a full third of a day 

to get there. This year I started at 

what felt like a conservative pace 

and chatted with other runners. 

Temps were moderate, the skies 

were overcast, and we even had a 

slightly cool breeze; very nice for a 

day of running. Pinelands can be a monotonous course as it 

involves LOTS of loops around fields, and gradual up-and-

down switchbacks through light forest. Fifty-milers go over 

the same parts of the course 3–4 times. The good part about 

that is knowing exactly where you are...the bad part about 

that is knowing EXACTLY where you are, and how far you 

have to go. 

I checked my watch around 10 miles into the race to 

gauge my effort and found myself comfortably running 

around a 9:30 pace. By mile 20 the pace was a little higher, 

but still under 10’s. One of the aid stations was marked as 

mile 26.2, a marathon. I hit that right around 4:07, which 

meant I was on sub 8-hour pace...but I was beginning to FEEL 

the effort. How badly was I going to fall apart? My pace con-

tinued to drop and I began to see high 10's and low 11's time 

and again for my mile splits. 

One of the great things about ultras is that runners are 

allowed to invite a pacer; someone who signs on to share 

miles, monitor, motivate, and babysit the racer. By the time I 

picked up my pacer, Jason, at mile 35 I knew my tank was on 

empty. I told him to get ready to do a lot of walking. I had no 
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Pinelands 50-Miler 2016   

By Jeff Hansen 

Jeff Hansen (right) and his pacer Jason 

Como (left) at the 2016 Pinelands Trail 

Running Festival 50-Miler in Maine.  

Photo courtesy Jeff Hansen.  

[Continued, page 6] 



 

 

Race Report 
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 The Steel Rail Half Marathon (May 22, 2016) is the per-

fect blend of a local, family-run event with a large, competi-

tive race. Kent Lemme and company do a great job organiz-

ing it (one of his daughters even sang a professional-quality 

rendition of the National Anthem after cheerfully helping at 

registration). 

 The course is wonderful. It runs point-to-point from 

Lanesborough to Adams. It starts with two loops around the 

Berkshire Mall (both of which seem downhill all the way; I 

haven’t figured that out yet), then goes onto the Ashuwillti-

cook Rail Trail for ten miles. The scenery is lovely. If you’re 

not trying to hold pace by fixating on the feet of the guy in 

front of you like I was, you can enjoy views of Mt. Greylock, 

lakes, and woods. And by the time you’re really hurting at 

mile ten, the trail starts gently sloping downhill, for real. If 

you want a half marathon PR, this is the course. In fact, SMAC 

member Tammy Charbonneau PR’d this year at age 52! 

 We had great weather: overcast without rain. Perfect for 

the runners. It’s spectator-friendly as well. Family and fans 

can watch the first two loops around the mall and then drive 

north to at least five different road/trail crossings along the 

way. I had quite a few laughs hearing John Reino honking his 

SMAC vuvuzela and ringing his cowbell. Sue Grant even 

brought her bike onto the trail to cheer Don on. Other SMAC 

members sighted included Mike Duffy and new member Ted 

Rideout, and Dave Charbonneau, who was cheering. 

 Amenities included easy parking, plenty of porta-potties, 

a post-race massage tent, food, and beer. The tech race shirt 

was nice and offered women’s sizing. Prizes ran deep; Kent 

gave out generous checks for the top three overall winners 

and the top three masters, plus merchandise from his run-

ning store, Berkshire Running Center in downtown Pittsfield, 

for the top three age group winners. Overall results can be 

found online at RaceWire. After the ceremony, buses deliv-

ered participants back to the start. I’d highly recommend this 

race. But sign up early—it (understandably) sells out. 

 

JoEllen is a SMAC Board member who lives in Conway, MA. 

Steel Rail Half Marathon—Fast and Fun  

by JoEllen Cameron 

idea just how rough it was going to get. Very quickly I became 

unable to “run” due to fatigue and cramping. I really couldn't 

manage more than about 10 seconds of jogging at a time. It 

was ugly and I went to a pretty dark place in my mind as I 

suffered through the effort. I also began drinking less and less 

of my electrolyte drink as I just didn’t care anymore. As each 

mile got harder, I hoped I could finish in under 10 hours. 

With 5½ miles to go, runners pass through the finish area 

before completing the final loop. Folks were cheering, yelling, 

and partying… and I was miserable and angry. Somehow, 

though, I found more energy during that last loop and was 

able to switch gears and run again. Adrenaline is a supremely 

powerful hormone and it allowed me to run outside of my-

self. I finished in 8:45, and immediately the waterworks 

opened. I sobbed tears of jubilation. That release of emotion 

is one of the draws in ultra running. 

Within 45 minutes of finishing I seemed to recover and 

found my appetite. I was headed towards the food tent when 

things got scary. My chest tightened and suddenly I couldn’t 

draw a breath. My vision began to close in and I went to one 

knee. Luckily, my pacer Jason and cousin Jeremy were with 

me and guided me to the med tent. Fast forward 6 hours and 

I was being released from a hospital in Portland. Blood work 

and EKG’s showed nothing alarming...apart from an over-

worked, dehydrated body. It was an extremely long day that 

ultimately was marked by profound gratitude. 

Three weeks later and I feel fully recovered and am back 

in training for the ultimate goal: the Vermont 100. I'm going 

in with a renewed sense of humility and a conviction to pace 

myself wisely with hopes that I can dig deep enough within 

my mind, body, and spirit to get myself across the finish line. 

  

Jeff is a SMAC member who lives in Greenfield, MA. 

[Pinelands, continued from page 5] 

http://berkshirerunningcenter-com.3dcartstores.com/Steel-Rail-Half-Marathon_ep_59.html
http://berkshirerunningcenter-com.3dcartstores.com/
https://my.racewire.com/results/32443/36507


 

 

Race Report 

The third annual Firebird 5K: Race Against Addiction was held 

on Saturday, June 4th at Highland Pond in Greenfield, MA.  

 

It was a beautiful morning. The sun came out early, fol-

lowed by wonderful summer humidity, which thankfully did-

n't deter any participation! We had 160 runners and walkers, 

some with strollers and dogs, come out to support our event, 

topping numbers for the two years prior. We are extremely 

grateful to the community and our sponsors—Clinigen Inc., 

The Opioid Task Force of Franklin County, and Baystate 

Franklin Medical Center—for helping to fund our cause.  

The Firebird race has become one way of addressing and 

responding to the ever-growing crisis of addiction in our com-

munities. As this disease constantly progresses, the Firebird 

has also changed to become a primary avenue of community 

contribution and involvement. Currently, Greenfield offers a 

variety of services for those dealing with addiction, and our 

goal is to continue to bring more sober living options locally 

through the Firebird’s fundraising efforts.  

It is with a bright and happy hearts that we can finally tell 

the public that all of their support has given way to a miracle; 

we have a property in town that is going to be used for sup-

portive housing for women in transition. What this means is 

that our non-profit SAGE Housing Inc. has a joint venture 

with the Greenfield Housing Associates to run a house dedi-

cated to abstinence and safety. The property is owned by the 

Greenfield Housing Authority and will have subsidies 

attached so that each woman residing there can afford to live 

in an environment that will help them achieve a strong foun-

dation, which is needed for long term recovery. It has been 

three wonderful years of fundraising and we are thrilled to 

finally be able to give back to our community and continue 

our efforts in opening recovery homes for women and men.  

With continued support from our first responders, the 

Greenfield Local (2548), we will have another successful Fire-

bird 5K in June of 2017. Every step during our event brings us 

that much closer to saving the lives of all those affected by 

the disease of addiction. 

 
For more information, visit: facebook.com/firebird5k or email our 

Event Coordinator, Devon de Korver devondekorer@gmail.com 
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Fighting for Brighter Futures with the Firebird 5K 

by event coordinator Devon de Korver  

https://www.facebook.com/firebird5k?__mref=message


 

 

Race Report 

The Mount Washington Road Race is one of those iconic 

Northeast races—like Falmouth, or Boston or The Utica Boil-

ermaker. So even if you have no aptitude or ability, you 

ought to get around to running it at some point in your run-

ning career. That time came for me last year, just when my 

marathon times were running over three hours, and the lim-

ited speed I once had was fast fading. The slow, nagging pull 

of gravity and age was having its way with me. I needed a 

new challenge, and after trying and really disliking the wimpi-

est kind of ultra (a 50K), I decided on a mountain race. On a 

lark one night I entered my name in the lottery along with an 

old friend from high school who lives in western Maine.  

The Mt. Washington race is a beast of another nature. 

When we run, we hurl ourselves forward into time and space 

(sure, yes, even when we cross the kitchen we do, but it’s 

different). To get to that finish line we have to 

conquer a space of some sort, 800m, marathon, 

whatever distance. In my mind I know what lies 

ahead when I start a 5k or a marathon—but it’s 

still an abstraction. But to run up a mountain, you 

have it right there before you, a visual, a blunt 

fact staring back at you. That’s how it feels when 

you’re waiting in traffic on Rte. 16 before the Mt. 

Washington Road Race, staring up at that behe-

moth. The cars driving up look cartoonish. It makes you feel 

awfully small. It can inspire a little fear and trembling. The 

psychology of the thing is a radical departure from the usual 

kind of race.  

Last year after the Vermont City Marathon, my ham-

strings tightened up a few octaves and I could barely run at 

all, so I had no expectations. Hardly ran a hill beforehand. I 

did okay considering my fitness—a 1:32. Thought things 

would be a little better this year. I wasn’t recovering from a 

marathon, and I had at least a little elevation under my belt. I 

set the modest goal of breaking 1:30. When I run a 5K I al-

ways feel good for a mile, less than good for the second mile, 

and my whole system is bent on holding on for that last mile. 

Same thing for other road distances. There is a period of feel-

ing good and in control, then medium bad, real bad, death. 

Not so much the case with Mount Washington. Here are the 

plain facts of the race: It’s 7.6 miles to the top, with about 

4,800 feet of climbing and an average grade of 12% (with al-

most no relief from climbing). It ends with a 22% grade. At 

the beginning there is a very short downhill followed by a 

flat. Then, at just .2 miles in, you hit the mountain and feel 

the futility of the whole enterprise. Heart rates fly upwards 

exponentially as runners fall back into the granny gears. It’s a 

weird feeling—like a race in slow motion. It gets awfully quiet 

and slow. The first few miles are below the treeline and there 

are few inspiring views at this point, but at least there is 

shade. The impulse to walk can start in the first mile, proba-

bly the easiest mile, with a mere 481 feet of climbing. It’s 

hard to resist. I started bargaining with myself: if you’re going 

to walk, no more than 25 steps or 30 seconds!  

The whole experience is humbling. It’s not a question of 

if you will fail but of how badly you will fail, because it feels 

like failure all along. How can my heart and legs 

be giving out on me as I am running a 12 min/mi 

pace, I kept thinking to myself. As anyone who 

has run with me knows, I have one gear, and it 

runs at 7:30 pace. I’m a newbie at this stuff, so I 

tried to watch the other runners around me to 

see if I could figure out how to run it better, more 

efficiently. One thing you notice is that there are 

lots of people even less prepared than you are for 

this thing—like the high school boys who sprint forward, only 

to fall into a walk after they redline; then they get angry at 

themselves for walking and compensate by sprinting forward 

again—for 7.6 miles. Steer clear of them, and the heavy 

breathers! I kept trying to slow it down, feel the right pace, 

keep the heart rate low. 

Once you get up beyond the treeline and into the alpine 

zone, there are what some would call “inspiring” views of the 

White Mountains. I would say the views are more dispiriting 

(is that the opposite?). I was not moved to religious devotion 

or a state of Zen-like wonder. Instead, as I “finished” a climb, 

turned the bend and beheld yet another four series of mind-

bending climbs, I thought, “You have to be f-ing kidding me.” 

It’s the sight of those long climbs that lay ahead, and the tens 

of runners ahead of you, that can make the heart and will 

give way to resignation. And that’s what running well re-
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Report from the Rockpile: the 2016 Mt. Washington Road Race 

By Mark Staples 

[Continued, page 9] 

“It’s a weird 

feeling—like a 

race in slow 

motion.” 



 

 

SMAC Racing 

quires here—resisting resignation and being stubborn. Alas 

and alack, I was only able to fend off the forces of resignation 

until mile 5 this year, when the sun started beating down on 

me and I began to fade. I realized I had lost the chance of 

going under 1:30. Surprisingly, I got a little surge when I could 

smell the finish. I finished one minute faster than last year 

(1:31!), which is a minor form of victory; I’ll take it.  

One of the greatest things about this race is the end. Be-

cause you are stuck up there for a while, until most of the 

runners are up and they start letting cars go down (the logis-

tics of that part of the race are a little tricky), you get a man-

datory post-race party with a bunch of runners and you can 

enjoy the views. This year I had to the good fortune of hang-

ing out with Boog Pacher (1:28; 10th in his AG), and our fear-

less driver and companion, Danielle Ignace. Luckily the 

weather has been exceptionally good these past two years—

with sun and miles of visibility. You can enjoy a wonderful 

sense of accomplishment up there for having come this far—

unlike seeing a clock, with numbers that mean something to 

you but not much to anyone else. Even for the not so spiritu-

ally inclined there is something ritualistic and life-affirming 

about the great surge of runners going against gravity and 

saying, “well, here we are, we did it”—whether it’s the for 

the first time or the 30th.  

Too many Western Mass runners to name at the top this 

year, but several deserve special mention. Kim Nedeau was 

2nd female (and 1st in her AG) in 1:13:49. Drew Best, the 

winner of last year’s USATF Mountain Series and a mountain 

running phenom, ran a 1:09:19, for 8th overall, and 3rd in his 

AG. And Tim Mahoney ran a 1:18;45, 8th in his AG. WMDP 

women fared well, with Caroline Stocker taking first in her 

AG, and Dawn Roberts and Nancy Cook taking third in their 

respective AG’s. If I missed other local runners, my apologies. 

Most incredible of all was the finish of 96 year-old George 

Etzweiler of State College, PA, who finished in 3:23:32 and 

won his age group (1/1). When asked what his plans were for 

the future, he said he would like to run in 2020 (his 100th 

year) and die at the finish line. My goal is more mundane: to 

get in next year, run under 1:30, and not die from the effort.  

Next up: Loon Mountain. (It’s just like marathons! You 

forget the pain.)  

Mark is a runner and English teacher from Northampton, MA. 
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[Mt. Washington, continued from page 8] Everything You Ever Wanted to Know About 

“Emergency Evacuation” Etiquette at Ultramarathons  

Regrettably, Donna’s semi-regular “Ultra Ramblings” column is on 

hiatus this issue as she takes a necessary brief break from logging 

more miles than most logbooks can handle. In the meantime, she 

shares some important lessons learned during her recovery:  

What Not To Do On Crutches 

by Donna Utakis 

As some of you know, I had foot surgery in early May (what 

better way to celebrate Cinco de Mayo!). During the four 

subsequent weeks, I learned that there are some things that, 

when one is dependent upon crutches, really should be 

avoided. In particular, the following situations are inherently 

recipes for disaster: 

 Crutching across a wet tile floor (or, crutching across a dry 
tile floor with a sock on the good foot). This also applies to 
hardwood floors. 

 Towing a laundry hamper behind you while crutching 
across any surface. Carrying/dragging a full laundry bag in 
one hand is not much better. 

 Crutching down steps w/rotten railings (technically stairs 
are verboten altogether, so nobody tell my podiatrist…). 

 Crutching in the mud. Dry grass is fine. 

 Gravel roads. 

 Any dogs that are not afraid of crutches, if you are carry-
ing biscuits in your pocket. 

 Any dogs that are afraid of crutches. 

 Overly exuberant black labs. Or chocolate labs. 

 Overly exuberant toddlers. 

 Large groups of children 
under 8, especially if they 
are headed for the swim-
ming pool. 

 Swimming pools in general. 

 Porta-potties. 

 Margaritas. 

Donna demonstrates proper form 

for doing what you are totally not 

supposed to do on crutches.  



 

 

SMAC Racing 

I first ran the Lake Wyola Road Race back in 1998. I had 

scrupulously avoided it in earlier years for obvious reasons 

(The Hill!). I turned 40 that April and was still running pretty 

well. Some memorable races from that spring included an 

epic battle at the Rafters race in April with Chris Gould and 

Jim Clayton. We were all still together at the top of Amity 

Street and we stormed down the last half mile, giving it our 

all. Jim won the race and I barely edged out Chris for sec-

ond—if only I could run with him now! In early June I was 

second Master behind John Barbour at the USTAF 10K race in 

Portsmouth, NH with a time of 32:33. So I knew I was in 

pretty good shape as we approached Wyola, which was at 

the end of June that year.  

I recall training with Ted and Don Towse that spring. On 

Thursday nights at 9pm, we would run ten miles through the 

hills of Shutesbury, which included a furious all-out mile by 

Ron Berger’s house in pitch darkness without flashlights. On 

some Sundays, we did progressive pickups up the S-curves 

until one of us yelled for mercy. Anyway, the training worked 

well and for some reason that I can no longer remember we 

decided to run Wyola.  

Then 

It was really hot that year. I kept within striking distance 

of Ted at the top of the hill but his younger legs and superior 

talent were too much for me and he took off like a rocket 

down other side of the hill. I believe he ran close to the 

course record. I ran 26:09, and actually had no idea that I had 

set the men’s Masters record until Bill Stewart informed me 

years later. Bill had just run the race and I was surprised he 

did not get the record. Of course Bill, a world class ultimate 

frisbee player, just runs to get in shape for ultimate and now 

and then jumps into a race and takes us all to school—

imagine what he would do if running was his primary sport! It 

must be in his genes; his father held the American record for 

the Master’s indoor mile at 4:11 for 32 years! Also running 

that day in ’98 was the amazing Bill Dixon, who set the still-

standing men’s Senior record of 27:40, and who even now, at 

age 69, is still running astonishing race times. Other age 

group records at Wyola that have stood the test of time in-

clude Cheryl Dube’s 1994 female open record of 29:31 and 

Steve O’Connell’s 1992 men’s open record of 25:12.  

Lake Wyola – Then and Now 

by Brian Pickell  
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[Continued, page 11] 

Racers lined up at the start of the 2016 Lake Wyola Road Race in Shutesbury, MA on Sunday, June 12. (Photo by Danya Keene) 

http://lakewyola.com/roadrace/


 

 

SMAC Racing 

I kept training with the Towses and our friend and fabu-

lous runner Steve Snover, who had recently returned to run-

ning. Despite beginning my long struggle with a heel injury, 

we enjoyed some terrific training together until Steve sadly 

passed away from cancer in 2003. Just before Steve became 

ill, he was a young Master running 80 miles a week and told 

me he felt just as fit as when he was 25. Had Steve lived, he 

would have been a force to reckon with today in the Senior 

age group.  

For the next 12 years I was injured and out of the action 

with chronic heel bursitis (no, I didn’t rest when I first injured 

it—there is a lesson there!). I tried to practice Buddhist radi-

cal acceptance and learn to cross-train, but never got over 

the misery of pool swimming. Last summer I gave up swim-

ming and started a brisk walking program in addition to my 

two runs per week. Serendipitously, my heel responded to 

the walking, and for the first time in many years I was run-

ning mostly pain-free. At the end of last August, I set a goal 

to run every day for a year and at least 50 miles each week. 

Ten months into my comeback mission, notwithstanding nu-

merous aches and pains that I don’t remember from younger 

days: so far so good. Fitness is still gradually returning but I 

am a long way back from the top Seniors in the area. Never-

theless, I’m grateful to be running, connecting with old and 

new running friends, and able to do imprudent things like 

compete in the Wyola race.  

Now 

The current version of the race is put on by Maura and 

Art Keene, Bruce Hartley, and Linda Hobbs. They do a terrific 

job and the race has a loyal following. This year it is also part 

of the SMAC series. It took place at 10:30 am on June 12. 

Norm Sproehnle and I have developed a friendly rivalry. 

Last year he sent me to the farm in every race we ran togeth-

er. This year I’ve been able to maintain a slight edge so far, 

but I think not for long. On Wyola race day, at the gun, I went 

out relatively slowly as is my usual way and Norm immediate-

ly pulled away. I was counting on catching him on the big hill 

like I did at the Daffodil race, but he was too far ahead, run-

ning with Bob Bezio and my 16 year-old son Sohan Tyner 

(who would break his own 14–17 year-old record by over a 

minute). I knew Norm was having a good day. I also knew I 

would never be able to match his faster stride on the steep 

downhill. My only sliver of hope was that I might have 

enough left in the tank to catch him on the flats after the four

-mile mark. Sure enough, that’s what happened and I was 

able to muster a 19-second advantage by the finish. Norm 

ran a spectacular race, killing his last year’s time by almost a 

minute. I ran my best time as a Senior, 32:02, but nowhere 

close to Bill Dixon’s timeless standard. There were many oth-

er notable performances that day too of course, including 

everyone who showed up just to finish the darn thing, such 

as my wife Jan. See everyone there next year! 

Full Results for all years 
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L: Sassi Wallace (23) takes second place; R: SMAC’s Sohan Tyner (16) finishes fifth. (Photos by Danya Keene) 

http://lakewyola.com/roadrace/results/


 

 

SMAC Racing 
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 While a colossal contingent of the club spent the morning of Sunday, June 12 wishing they had wings on the huge hill at 

Wyola (see Brian Pickell’s history-rich race recap on the previous page), a slightly smaller but no less strong-willed crew took 

on the triple-sport challenge of the Westfield Wave Triathlon. Or rather, the double-sport challenge, as the swim leg got can-

celled the day before due to poopy water conditions in the pond. SMAC racers recognized at the event included JoEllen Camer-

on, John Reino, James Farrick, Jodi McIntyre, Keith Streeter, and Lauren Cunniffe. Year after year, the Wave’s race director Lisa 

Totz does a remarkably praiseworthy job of putting on a first-class event that, with an almost completely flat bike course and 

the ability to request safety spotters during the swim leg, is particularly well-suited for first time triathletes.  

The 2016 Westfield Wave Triathlon Duathlon 

by Ben Kimball 

Top Row: Lauren Cunniffe, Jodi McIntyre, and Keith Streeter. 

Bottom Row: JoEllen Cameron, John Reino and an unknown rider, and James Farrick.  

(Photos by Ben Kimball) 

http://wavetriathlon.com/


 

 

Race Report 

On Saturday, June 18th at 5:30pm (yes, an evening race!) 

Barry Auskern and I ran the Shelter Island 10K. Shelter Island 

is my hometown and my family all still lives there, so this race 

has been a staple in my life since high school. Barry is a fellow 

Long Islander and also has family that live on the island, and 

he has run the race many times as well, though we never met 

until we both were living in Greenfield—small world!  

As it is an evening race, it’s often a hot and humid one. 

However, this is my favorite race of the year and not just be-

cause I’m so familiar with it. Shelter Island is very different 

from the rest of Long Island in that it isn’t flat. It is quite hilly, 

and the course reflects this. However, the route is almost 

85% shaded by trees so that can often help cool things down. 

The course also has three water stops, at miles 2, 4, and 5, 

and clocks on the course give you your split at each mile 

marker as well as at the 5K mark.  

The race begins at the school (yes, there's only one!) and 

heads down a gentle slope for the first .6 miles or so. Then 

it’s rolling hills the rest of the way, with a nice climb after the 

first mile and a steep decline with a gorgeous view of Coecles 

Harbor and Ram Island as you descend to mile 2. Between 

mile 2 and the 5K mark, you are mostly in deep shade as the 

trees are thick and the road is downhill or flat for the most 

part. Once you pass the 5K mark, you begin the most scenic 

part of the race, passing the mansions of Dering Harbor right 

along the water. You can see the north fork of Long Island 

and the many sailboats moored in the harbors here. It is so 

beautiful; you can easily forget why you’re out there!  

Miles 4–5 have one or two small hills and some good 

shade, and then the last mile you run, from mile 5 to mile 6, 

is very special. It’s called "Joey’s Mile" and is lined with small 

American flags the entire way. There are 6,831 flags, repre-

senting the lives lost in both Operation Iraqi Freedom and 

Operation Enduring Freedom, but it is dedicated to the life of 

1st Lt. Joseph Theinart of Shelter Island, who lost his life in 

Afghanistan during combat operations on June 4, 2010. His 

death really hit the community hard, and he is a hero on the 

island. So every year this event, already unique and remarka-

ble for its beauty, is made even more special with his remem-

brance. It also helps me, running up a slight incline towards 

the finish, to remember those who gave their lives so that I 

could be out there running that last hard mile in this race. It’s 

very humbling.  

The last .2 miles of the race are run around the outskirts 

of a grassy field, which is full of spectators cheering you on, 

so it’s a lot of fun. Barry was there to remind me to use my 

arms, something he’s taught me after years of track workouts 

at Eaglebrook and Deerfield.  

While it’s a bit out of the way for those of us in western 

MA, I highly recommend you try to fit the Shelter Island 10K 

into your race calendar at least once. There’s no other race 

like it. It’s small, with a field of around 1,000 participants, and 

everyone is pretty spread out on the course. It’s also filled 

with elite runners from around the world, all trying to win the 

purse at the end. In years past, I’ve had my photo taken with 

and gotten to hang out with Joan Benoit Samuelson, Bill 

Rodgers, and Meb Keflezighi. If you want to know more, just 

ask me, and hey... if you’re SMAC, you’re family and maybe 

you can just camp out in my parents’ back yard next year! 

Beats the $500 a night price tag of some local B&Bs. For more 

info, the race website is: www.shelterislandrun.com 
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Shelter Island 10K 

by Andrea Tehan-Carnes  

Barry and Andrea at the 2016 Shelter Island 10K 

http://www.shelterislandrun.com/


 

 

Member Profile 

Name: Lauren Cunniffe  

Age: 55 

Town: Greenfield  

 

Job: College counselor  

Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what 

brought you to this area? Southern California—came east 

for college and stayed 

Runner since: 1976, but didn’t get “serious” about it until my 

mid-40s. I shuffled along at precisely the same slow pace all 

the time; of course I’d be offended if anyone else called me a 

jogger, but I think it would have been an apt description. 

Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise): 

Can I list three? Finishing my first iron-distance race at age 

53; getting a BQ at age 54; an amazing daughter in the Army 

who makes me proud every day 

Favorite distance to race/run: Marathon—I really love the 

training. Barry’s Weds. track workouts are also fantastic. 

Favorite place to run: Shady dirt roads  

Favorite author: Charles Dickens 

Interests (besides running, of course!): Triathlon, cooking, 

looking at houses on Zillow 

Greatest adventure: Getting out of bed every morning. Real-

ly, I love waking up and finding that I’m still alive and able to 

get in another day of running. 

Secret ambition: Getting my running friends at Stoneleigh-

Burnham (I’m talking to you, Andrea Tehan Carnes) started 

on triathlon 

Favorite recovery drink: Banana, PB, raw ginger, chocolate 

syrup, soy milk smoothie 

Secret tips or good advice? My coach, Will Kirousis, started 

me on split long runs for my iron race two years ago and I did 

this for Baystate too. Example: 14 in the morning, easy pace, 

then 10 in the early evening at more or less marathon goal 

pace. Worked super well for me—I got much stronger and 

avoided injuries. 

Training partners? I’m a huge introvert; mostly do solo runs 

to recharge 

Cross-training: Have I already mentioned triathlon??? 

Favorite local running route: Green River Road, Upper/

Lower roads, the Sawmill 10K course 

Favorite piece of running gear: My Hokas!  

What was the last running event you participated in? 

Westfield triathlon—it’s an out-and-back run so I had a rare 

opportunity to actually see JoEllen Cameron during a race. 

We crossed paths just as a huge jet went roaring overhead; it 

seemed fitting somehow as she went blazing on to a super 

fast finish. 

Recent TV Show: My partner, Keith Streeter, introduced me 

to The IT Crowd—ridiculously funny. I also love the over-the-

top high drama shows like Game of Thrones. 

Best advice you ever got: Focus on what’s actually going well 

during training/racing, not on what’s not going as planned. 

Article of clothing 

you own way too 

many of: Do my 

Hokas count as 

clothing? I think I 

have 7 pairs. 

SMAC Member Profile  
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If you would like to suggest someone for an upcoming SMAC   

member profile, please contact us at sugarloafsun@gmail.com. 

Lauren at the 2015 
Baystate Marathon 

mailto:sugarloafsun@gmail.com


 

 

Member Profile 

Name: Grant Ritter 

Age: 32 

Town: Hadley 

 

Job: Digital Analytics Consultant  

Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what 

brought you to this area? I am from Hadley. I always try to 

travel to see other parts of the country but have never seen a 

place that I liked more than the Pioneer Valley.  

Runner since: 1987, technically  

Personal Records? I have run 7 Sisters more than ten times 

and knocked about an hour and fifteen minutes off my time 

along the way.  

Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise): 

Crossing the finish line at the Pineland Farms 50-Miler defi-

nitely put a smile on my face. I am also pretty happy to have 

reached the summit of Mount Rainier and completed the 

forty-eight 4,000 footers in New Hampshire. Right now my 

dad and I are working to section run the Robert Frost Trail 

and I am very happy to share that experience with him.  

Local running/SMAC “claim to fame”: I came in last but won 

my age group at my first race. It was a 1-miler in Belchertown 

and I was the only 4-year-old in the race.  

Favorite distance to race: Half marathons for sure. They have 

the perfect balance of endurance, suffering, and excitement.  

Favorite place to run: The trails in Skinner State Park have 

the right combo of elevation, views, and solitude; you can’t 

beat it!  

Favorite author/book/movie or TV show (s): Catch-22 is an 

amazing book. I love watching adventure documentaries to 

get inspired to get out there.  

Interests (besides running, of course!): Mountaineering, cy-

cling, hiking, pepper sauce, and skiing 

Greatest adventure: Summiting Mt. Baker (in Washington 

state) with my closest friends 

Secret ambition(s): To create a pepper sauce company, be a 

race director, and inspire others to love running as much as I do.  

Favorite recovery 

drink: Chocolate milk 

Secret tips or good 

advice? Great results 

come from determina-

tion to achieve 

measureable progress 

over a reasonable 

amount of time. I 

know that doesn’t 

sound exciting, but I 

think it is the secret 

sauce of running.  

Training partners? 

SMAC members, my 

friends, and anyone who agrees to run with me!  

Favorite local running route? The Salamander Loop on 

Mount Warner. It is just 1.7 miles but it twists, it turns, it 

climbs, it descends, and is a piece of trail running heaven.  

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How 

come? Winter nights all the way. The cold air is refreshing 

and I love the challenge of getting out there when the weath-

er is working against me.  

What is one of your biggest running aspirations? I’m working 

to organize the Happy Valley Half Marathon this October; I 

aspire to make it a great experience for all participants.  

Favorite piece of running gear: My SMAC singlet! For real 

that thing is a lifesaver in hot weather.  

What was the last running event you participated in? The 

Lake Wyola Road Race. This is a race that has everything that 

makes New England such a special region.  

Favorite food: Steak; no doubt about it.  

Personal goal for 2016: Get married and maybe sneak in 

some shorter races along the way.  

Last concert you went to / favorite band: HUM (a 90s alt 

rock band). I waited 20 years to see them live and it was 

worth it!  

Article of clothing you own way too many of: Running shoes  

SMAC Member Profile  
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Grant in VT. (Photo by Lindsey Basara) 

https://racewire.com/register.php?id=6236
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The Running Life 

Four issues ago, John Stifler wrote a great article for The 

Sun about readjusting one’s attitude about personal perfor-

mance due to the realities of aging (see page 9 of the Nov./

Dec. 2015 issue), and two issues ago Dave Martula followed 

it up with another viewpoint (see page 5 of the Mar./Apr. 

issue). They both shared some very personal stories and 

thoughts that many of us older guys have often thought 

about, as well as some really good suggestions about trying 

to keep running, and staying competitive in your age group. 

This got me thinking, but not surprisingly my first thoughts 

were the harebrained ones of a desperate old man: 

 instead of building a higher and longer wall on the 

Mexican border, build one on the Vermont border to 

keep Bill Dixon from crossing over 

 build escalators on Crittenden Hill (Bridge of Flowers 

10K) and on the mile-8 hill in the Five College Realtors 

10-Miler that could only be used by runners over 60 

 e-mail Lance Armstrong and see if he has any leftovers 

from his “stash” 

I had a few other “ideas,” but to save my marriage (Linda al-

ready thinks I’ve entered the “demented zone”) I’ll stop here 

and not further embarrass myself. 

Very slowly and reluctantly I came to my senses. First, 

even with a wall on the VT border we would still have to deal 

with Rich Larson, Mike McCusker, Frank Rucki, and others in 

western Mass. Second, there are probably a few other com-

munity improvements we should spend money on before 

installing escalators. And lastly, the reality is our bodies are 

already in decline, so we probably don’t need steroids to has-

ten our demise.  

So how do we adjust to much slower race times, deal 

with mysterious ailments and injuries that take forever to 

heal, and, in spite of those things, stay motivated, keep run-

ning, and try to win our age group in races? John and Dave 

have offered different perspectives and a number of really 

good insights (so if you haven’t read their articles, do so). 

Here’s my opinion.  

Throw or give away your sports timing watch. We run-

ners are way, way too obsessed with “timing” ourselves, not 

only in races but also on our training runs. And if you are an 

older runner like myself, those “times” only get slower and 

slower. This focus not only takes our attention away from our 

breathing, pace, etc., but more importantly dampens any 

good feeling from the physical sensation of running when it 

isn’t as fast as it used to be or doesn’t match our goal. Then 

too it stops us from other enjoyments. Because of my obses-

sion with “my time,” did I ever take those 5–10 seconds at 

Wellesley College during my several Boston Marathons to 

stop and taste some of those soft, young, luscious lips of the 

students? No. And now that I’ve stopped running marathons, 

that opportunity is gone forever. But then again, maybe I’ll 

be motivated to kiss my wife more often—she’ll be happy 

about that. 

“Be Here Now”—I know you’ve heard it before, but it 

really is wisdom for running, and life in general. When we’re 

able to really be “in the moment,” noticing what is happening 

now—things like our breathing, our leg muscles thrusting us 

along, the sweat on our forehead, birds singing along the 

road, etc.—it feels great, no matter how fast we’re running. 

So much of the time we really are “mindless,” lost in 

thoughts that often times are repetitious and negative, a non

-stop conveyer belt of thoughts about the past (i.e., last year 

I ran this race in “x” time, etc.) or the future (i.e., my goal for 

this race is “x”, etc.) that are distractions from what is hap-

pening Now.  

So for me, “positive thinking” isn’t the answer; instead, it 

is less thinking and more pure awareness of the sights, 

sounds, and physical sensations of what is happening now. 

This way of being also allows us to accept whatever happens, 

no matter how slow our “time” might be or whether we were 

competitive in our age group. Whatever happened, hap-

pened—nothing we can do in the moment after the fact. This 

though doesn’t mean that we passively “accept” whatever 

happens in the future. We still can reflect back on the possi-

ble causes: poor training decisions, bad pacing, inadequate 

hydration, or medical issues that need to be checked out by a 

doctor. In fact, by being more in touch with each passing mo-

ment, I’ve found that I’m more able to figure out what hap-

pened and what I can do, if anything, in the future to do 

How to Come Back, When “Back” Is Not Actually Where You Used to Be: More Ruminations 

by Jim Reis  

[Continued, page 17] 

http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2012/04/SMAC_Sun_2015-11_v2.pdf
http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2012/04/SMAC_Sun_2015-11_v2.pdf
http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2012/04/SMAC_Sun_2016_issue2.pdf
http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2012/04/SMAC_Sun_2016_issue2.pdf


 

 

better. And if my race times just get slower, which will hap-

pen for everyone sooner or later, I can more easily accept 

this if I stay in the Present—feeling the simple physical sensa-

tion and joy of running. So maybe it is a good thing to not 

“come back” when “back” is not actually where you used to 

be. Forget “going back”; stay Here Now. 

When I started thinking about all of this, it dawned on 

me that I think we have a Zen Master in our midst who exem-

plifies this way of running: Don Grant. He was very fast in his 

younger years and won his age group in a number of races. 

And even though he has slowed way down now, have you 

ever seen his smile disappear as he crosses the finish line no 

matter what place he finishes in? When I asked him about it, 

he said he is just soooo grateful to be able to run, he can’t 

help but feel good. We should all be so lucky to keep running 

the way he does. A very wise man, Brother David Steindl-Rast 

has said, “It is not happiness that makes you grateful; it is 

gratefulness that makes you happy.” 

 It is so important for us to keep running for our physical 

and mental health, as well as for other reasons—we can’t let 

our slower “times” discourage us, and stop us from running 

and racing. This includes preserving the many running related 

friendships we’ve made, and continuing to regularly experi-

ence memorable adventures on training runs and in races. It 

can also keep us out of trouble. I suffer from a syndrome re-

lated to RLS (restless leg syndrome) that doesn’t yet have an 

available treatment medication. It is called RBS (restless butt 

syndrome), more commonly known as “ants-in-the-pants.” 

This condition, diagnosed by my wife, has been especially 

acute after I retired. I could go on and on about the benefits 

of continued running but I’m sure you already know about 

them. So I’ll end with a quote I like: “You don’t stop running 

because you get old, you get old when you stop running.”  

[Return of the Comeback, continued from page 16] 
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The Running Life 

Runners at SMAC’s first weekly Monday night social run in Hadley on June 6.  
(Photo by Tom Raffensperger) 

New on Mondays! A 35-minute (~3 mile) social run starting at 6:30 pm from the intersection (Amherst side) of the Norwottuck Rail Trail and 

South Maple Street, near the Hampshire Mall in Hadley (where parking is available). This run on an almost-flat, scenic section of the bike 

path towards Amherst is aimed at beginning runners; the run leader goes at the pace of the slowest runner. Faster runners may run ahead 

and loop back. Everyone’s encouraged to wear bright colors so as to be visible to other users of the trail. If you’re unsure of the distance or 

the pace, please do come along and try it out; don’t be shy!  
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The Running Life 

Irony of ironies, I missed the Mt. Washington Road Race 
this year because I was in Colorado. 

Right: The one weekend of the year when the best Rocky 
Mountain runners travel to New England to run up Mt. 
Washington, I’m out there in the Rocky Mountains. And not 
merely in the Rockies; I was in Leadville. If you’ve ever been 
to Leadville, you know the next thing I’m going to say is ei-
ther (a) it’s a very funky old place or (b) the air is very thin 
even by Colorado standards. I’ll say both, but let’s concen-
trate for a moment on the air.  

Denver, as most people know, is a mile above sea level. 
Leadville is almost two. Depending on where you are in the 
town, you’re at an altitude of somewhere between 10,000 
and 10,300 feet. Running at 10,000 feet is not a normal activ-
ity for the average resident of Florence, Massachusetts. 

Having made two trips to Leadville previously, I was pre-
pared (rhymes with ‘scared’). The first time I visited, I had 
been running 30 or 35 miles a week back here in New Eng-
land, but in Leadville I got out of breath from simply trying to 
walk up Harrison Avenue, the town’s main street. The second 
time was much the same. I tried going for a run with Julia, my 
daughter, who was working in Leadville and well adapted to 
the altitude. While she was loping along comfortably, I was 
jogging for five or six minutes and then walking for two or 
three, then resuming a very slow jog. 

At ten thousand feet, you go into oxygen debt much, 
much sooner than you will on the Smith College track, or on a 
hill like Mt. Greylock. You try to run, and you can feel the 
large empty spaces between air molecules as you inhale. Your 
blood, awaiting all the oxygen you can bring into your system 
from the great outdoors, keeps waiting—not happily. 

But the beauty of the high country beckons. Crisp, clean 
air, brilliant sky, pine needles underfoot on the trail. A broad-
tailed hummingbird whizzed among the trees, making its 
characteristic shrill noise in flight. I knew any kind of cardio-
vascular workout would be an effort, but I was determined. 

At the High Mountain Institute, where Julia is working 
again this summer, a one-mile trail makes a loop around the 
campus, through evergreen woodlands on the Arkansas River 
valley floor. I found the trail, visualized the effort that I 
thought I could manage, and started out as I would on an 
easy run at home.  

That pace lasted me 40 yards. Then the air shortage hit. 
Slowing down, I shuffled through a single mile. Eleven 
minutes, fourteen seconds. Yes, I was being conservative, but 
that’s a minute slower than my easy runs in Northampton. 
Furthermore, in Northampton I can run several miles at that 
pace while hardly breaking a sweat (I think of Bob Romer, 
who usually won the 10-minute mile event at the former 

Thin Air 

by John Stifler 

[Continued, page 19] 

Leadville, Colorado as seen from about 12,000 feet on nearby Mt. Elbert. (Photo by John Stifler) 



 

 

Sugarloaf track meets; if those meets ever come back, with 
that event, I’ll be a contender). In Leadville, the idea of run-
ning continuously was a fantasy. 

Second mile? Wait. I need to stop. Bend over. Breathe. 
Think about my lungs. How much rest do they need right 
now? Okay, here goes mile two.  

Eleven minutes 43 seconds. Seriously. That was my per-
mile pace the first time I ran Mt. Washington, and Mt. Wash-
ington goes uphill at a relentless 12 percent grade. Here in 
Colorado I was running on flat ground. 

Stop again. Do some stretches. Look for another broad-
tailed hummingbird. Think about what it means to breathe, 
and how often and how hard, and whether or not to be em-
barrassed by the sound of my own shortened breaths. Start 
the third mile.  

It takes a long time. Twelve minutes and eight seconds. 
Once upon a time, I ran 12:08 for two miles.  

In case it’s not clear, I was having a blast. I just didn’t 
know it yet. Time was irrelevant; I was outdoors, and I was 
moving, and I would do it again the next day, and the next, 
and the cool thing was that each day I learned more about 
the altitude effect, and about how to pace oneself in this thin 
air. The second day, I again ran each mile more slowly than 
the one before, but I ran them without stopping. After five 
days, I was still incredibly slow, but I ran the three mile laps in 
11:18, 11:28, and 11:22, and I felt in control, which meant 
something.  

On June 18, while 1200 runners 
were lining up at the start of the Mt. 
Washington Road Race back in New 
Hampshire, the same number were lin-
ing up for the start of the Leadville Trail 
Marathon and Heavy Half. The starting 
line for these two races is just off Harri-
son Ave., close to where Doc Holliday 
shot the last man he dueled.  

As if the altitude and the distance 
weren’t enough already, the Leadville 
courses are, as one of the organizers 
said to me several times, brutal. Wheth-
er you run the marathon or the Heavy 
Half (a bit over 15 miles), you run from 
Leadville up roads and trails to Mosqui-
to Pass, which overlooks the eastern 
side of the town from several hundred 
feet higher up. Starting out, most run-

ners wore fanny packs or shoulder packs, containing energy 
bars, electrolyte drinks, cell phones, gloves, and so on. Sever-
al carried hiking poles—and of these, a few started the race 
by simply walking.  

Nobody was in a hurry; they were all doing an extended 
version of the tentative workouts I had been doing on level 
ground. For them, as for me, the pacing guideline seemed to 
be: start slowly, back off the pace in the middle, and then 
ease up at the end. 

The winner of the marathon finished in 3:33. In the 
Heavy Half, the winner finished in 1:59, and on one else 
broke two hours. I gather that people whose marathon PRs 
are around four hours can finish Leadville’s marathon in 
about six.  

They all looked happy. Few were gasping or staggering as 
they approached the finish. Hardly anyone enters a Leadville 
race without knowing his or her abilities under these extreme 
conditions. Apparently many of the entrants were using 
these races as practice for the more famous race that takes 
place in Leadville later in the summer: the Leadville Trail 100-
Mile Run “Race Across the Sky.” 

Hm. 

Another thing that helps the finishers look as though, far 
from being dead, they’re quite happy and ready to pour an 
IPA or lemonade into the tin souvenir cup given to each run-
ner, is the view. At the end of all those miles up and down 
the Mosquito Range, the final mile is a gradual downhill to-

[Thin Air, continued from page 18] 
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Finisher at the Leadville Heavy Half (Photo by John Stifler) 

[Continued, page 20] 

http://www.leadvilleraceseries.com/run/trailmarathonheavyhalf/
http://www.leadvilleraceseries.com/run/trailmarathonheavyhalf/
http://www.leadvilleraceseries.com/run/leadvilletrail100run/
http://www.leadvilleraceseries.com/run/leadvilletrail100run/


 

 

ward the center of town. There, above the finish line banner 
and stretching across the entire horizon, are the highest of 
the Rockies. Straight ahead some 15 or 20 miles away is Mt. 
Massive, which lives up to its name by spreading for miles on 
a north-south line. To the left, farther away, is Mt. Elbert, 
which at 14,433 feet is the highest mountain in Colorado.  

When it comes to assessing how long it takes to get ac-
customed to exertion at a high altitude, opinions and experi-
ence vary. The minimum I’ve heard, from a veteran Rocky 
Mountain backcountry hiker and climbing instructor, is three 
days. An Olympic skier in Switzerland told me it took two 
weeks to adapt to the thin air in St. Moritz—which is as high 
as Denver.  

I want a month in Leadville, preferably two. I don’t care 
what time of year; in mid-winter, the sky is as blue as in June. 
There’s a sweet B&B—coincidentally, its owners are the par-
ents of New England Patriots’ tackle Nate Solder—and some 
modest rental apartments and small houses, or, for those 
with the right budget, the ultra-atmospheric Delaware Hotel.  

If I were already running 30 miles a week at home, I think 
I could work back up to that number in Leadville in two 
weeks, then spend the next two or three weeks trying to get 
the per-mile pace below 10:30 for a long run. After that, and 
after two cups of dark roast at Leadville’s splendid City on a 
Hill Café, I’d take a shot at the Heavy Half. 

 As a zillion athletes have demonstrated over the decades, 
training at high altitude builds an enormous aerobic base and 
superior stamina. Last time Julia came back from a few 
months’ work in Leadville, we ran the Tuesday night cross-
country race in Northampton, and she said, “I’d forgotten 
how easy it is to run here. There’s so much air!”  

 

John Stifler, a Sugarloaf member since 1979, is a senior writer 
for New England Runner magazine and a former Daily Hamp-
shire Gazette columnist. He lives in Florence and teaches 
writing in the Economics Department at UMass.  

[Thin Air, continued from page 19] 
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Harrison Ave. in downtown Leadville (Photo by John Stifler) 

 I have known for years that Big Sur encouraged Boston 

Marathon runners to head out to the West Coast to run their 

marathon just days after Boston. I don’t have their reasoning. 

I would guess it is an appeal to the macho behavior of certain 

runners. Anyway, I decided to finally take the plunge and par-

ticipate in this madness. 

 The Big Sur Marathon is not unknown to me. I had actual-

ly run it six times before, the first time in 1987, and my all-

time marathon PR is even on that course. However, it is not a 

PR course, given the 500’ climb from mile 10 to mile 12 as 

well as several ups and downs during the second half. Boston 

is easier.  

 What also can complicate the effort is foul weather. This 

year, there was a headwind that gusted to 34 MPH. It contin-

ued off and on for the entire run, but seemed strongest going 

from mile 10 to mile 12. 

 Despite the race being tougher than Boston, I was able to 

run Big Sur about 7 minutes faster thanks to my dismal Bos-

ton effort. Nevertheless, Big Sur was a dismal effort as well.  

However, one bright experience: I was accompanied all the 

way by the SMAC Board’s recording secretary. She sacrificed 

herself to see me through. She could have run it much faster 

herself, but she chose to stay with me and enjoy the views 

(which were incredible). I was not the most genial running 

companion, but she definitely was. I wish I could clone her 

and take her home.  
Dave Martula is a long-time SMAC member and currently 

serves as the club’s Treasurer.  

2016 Big Sur Marathon 

by Dave Martula 



 

 

 They can’t all be good ones. Sometimes I feel guilty of 

only writing positive articles or blog posts, maybe due to 

some neurotic need to fight my innate cynicism and pessi-

mism with intentional optimism, or a desire to not offend 

certain race organizers, participants, or volunteers. If so, 

well… this should begin to set things right. Sometimes the 

glass is genuinely just half full of disappointing emptiness. 

And it’s best to tell it like it is. This is one of those times.  

 I got my bum handed to me at Greylock last week.  

 To be clear: it was all my fault. The Western Mass Athletic 

Club (WMAC), the awesomely salt-of-the-earth folks that 

they are, put on as excellent an event as ever (and that’s not 

me blowing sunshine for an article; I really love their races). 

The Mt. Greylock Trail Race is a well-organized, highly afford-

able, and hard-as-hell New England run, just as I’d hoped. 

And though it was warm, the weather wasn’t too bad either. 

The race starts at 10 am, which is a bit late for a June race, 

and temperatures did climb into the low 80s by the time I 

was finishing, BUT… it wasn’t humid. At all. Which is huge, 

especially for me. And the field is small enough that getting 

blocked in on singletrack trail is no excuse; you can pass 

when/if you want to. Turns out that wasn’t an issue for me.  

 My first mistake was simply being heavy. Or more accu-

rately, heavier than I used to be. I weigh 10+ pounds more 

than I did last fall. Not fully accepting this fact, I set my hopes 

too high. There was no realistic way I was going to claim my 

“usual” spot near the top quarter-to-third of the pack.  

 My second mistake was starting too close to the front of 

the field. I’m not yet fully recovered from taking most of the 

winter off due to an Achilles injury and subsequent PT, and 

my pace simply is not what is was even a year ago.  

The race begins by a picnic pavilion in a flat field at Grey-

lock Glen, but you immediately need to bunch down as the 

trail becomes a 2-person doubletrack path. The grade is gen-

tle for about 500 feet, then starts shooting straight up the 

side of the mountain. My stamina and lungs felt fine, but the 

power wasn’t there and I felt every extra pound on my 

frame. People started to pass me right away—a warning flag.  

After a relentless series of sustained power-hiking grinds 

up steep switchbacks (and some occasionally runnable less-

steep sections), I reached the summit. My watch said 55 

minutes, which was exactly the time I’d secretly been aiming 

for. Momentary sense of relief and reassurance. The climb 

had been tough, but I genuinely felt pretty good.  

The course swings around the path that circles the tower 

up there, bypasses Hogwarts, then drops past Bascom Lodge 

and reaches a water station. I quickly refilled my carry bottle 

and then took off again. The course then drops over exposed 

ledges in the forest to the road, then begins a grueling trav-

erse of a very rocky and rooty section along the Overlook 

Trail on the mountain’s west flank. Really adept technical trail 

runners can excel here, and some did, but I just felt clumsy 

and decided to let the pack I was with slip away from me in 

favor of keeping my front teeth intact. 

Eventually you reach a runnable stretch of the Hopper 

and CCC Dynamite Trails, then you have to ascend the 

campground access road for a bit to a second water station.  I 

walked that uphill. After that there’s about a mile and a half 

out to Jones Nose. Compared to the first three miles it’s 

mostly flat, but there are lots of small dips and climbs along 

the way, and after catching a toe on a rock I fell hard while 

Falling Apart on Greylock 

by Ben Kimball  

[Continued, page 22] 
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Start of the 2016 Mt. Greylock Half Marathon. (Photo by Scott Livingston) 

Race Report 



 

 

crossing a small stream. The guy ahead of me pulled away 

out of sight, and the woman just behind me checked to make 

sure I was OK. I was—mostly just pride. But my pace slowed. 

The descent off Jones Nose was steeper than I’d remem-

bered and I was surprised that I wasn’t running faster as I 

picked my way down the ledges. Coming out into the spec-

tacularly scenic open field section, a woman passing me ex-

claimed, “now THIS is bucolic!” 

Just after the final staffed water station (where I first re-

alized how far behind my goal time I was), I recognized my 

final mistake: I’d forgotten to bring any salt tablets. It had 

gotten pretty hot by this point, and I felt the first familiar 

hamstring twinges soon after. Despite chomping on some 

Cliff shots and glugging as much water as I could, the actual 

cramps kicked in about a half-mile later, and they persisted 

for the rest of the race. As if on a schedule, they seized up 

about every half mile, making me slow way down and occa-

sionally walk to make them go away. Frustrating.  

I can’t say I love the final four miles of the course. It fol-

lows old fire roads down, then up, then dowwwwwn, and 

frankly the eroded ruggedness of it gets a little old, especially 

compared to the fun narrow singletrack trails earlier on. 

Around mile 12 it gets nice again, though. There were a few 

steep drops, a couple more cramps, and a brief ascent before 

the final descent to the finish. My time was 2 hours and 56 

minutes. A solid half-hour slower than I’d estimated and 

should have been capable of. It was pretty disappointing.  

Again, the organization is great, the company top notch, 

and the scenery as good as it gets. And there’s a post-race 

barbeque. Plus I got to wash off in a waterfall about a quarter 

mile down the road, and Jen and I went to CJ’s pub in Adams 

after that. But it simply was not the race I’d imagined.  

A silver lining: I set the bar low for myself for next year.  

 

Ben Kimball lives in Greenfield, MA and is the current editor of The 

Sugarloaf Sun.   

[Greylock, continued from page 21] 
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The view that greets runners coming down off of Jones Nose during the Mt. Greylock Half Marathon. (Photo by Ben Kimball) 
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 Race #13 for the year (the 756th ever!) saw a total of 94 finishers, 16 of which were new to the race. At 75 degrees, with 

overcast skies and a light breeze, the conditions were great for racing. The men’s winner was Ben Hill, age 17, in 18:29 and 

the women’s winner was Hope Phelan, age 28, in 19:59. SMAC’s Carl Cignoni won the coveted prediction award by 1 second.  

Full results here: http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2016/06/nohoxc_6_28_2016.pdf  

6/28/16 Tuesday Night 5K Cross-Country Race in Northampton 

Photos by Ben Kimball 

The Tuesday evening races start at 6:30 p.m. and run through August 30th. Entry 

costs $5.00 for runners age 18 and up; runners under 18 enter for free. Water, 

juice, fruit, and cookies are provided. They’re located just past the Northampton 

Community Gardens on Burts Pit Road, about one mile from the center of town.   

http://sugarloafmac.org/cms/wp-content/uploads/2016/06/nohoxc_6_28_2016.pdf


 

 

Race Report 

I first heard of the Ragnar Relay when I was at the expo 

for some race in the DC area, and was intrigued. Their motto 

back then was, "Run. Eat. Sleep? Repeat." I liked all three of 

those things... plus you could do it with 11 friends (for a total 

of 12 people). I like friends. I want to do this! So I made my-

self Captain and recruited my (now) husband Josh and ten 

other people from my local running club, and we became the 

“Sofakings” for the DC race back in 2010... and that’s when I 

fell in love with relay racing.  

So what is Ragnar? Ragnar is overnight team relay racing, 

run on either roads or trails. The road relays are around 200 

miles, can take anywhere from 24 to 36 hours depending on 

your combined paces, and have 12 team members and two 

vans. The trail ones are around 120 miles, with 8 team mem-

bers, and you camp in one spot so there’s no driving. I’ve run 

Ragnar road races in the DC area, the Florida Keys, the Wa-

satch Mountains of Utah, the Adirondacks, and Cape Cod.  

This year I signed up with some other crazy people to do 

the Ragnar Cape Cod relay. It was my second experience do-

ing this race. Cape Cod is relatively local, so it’s easier to plan 

logistically... but it’s also just so darn charming. I love the 

Cape and really don’t get out there enough, so I’ve really en-

joyed doing this race. It allows you to see more of the entire 

area, while you’re out on your runs and even in the van stop-

ping to cheer on other runners.  

The course begins in Hull, MA, just south of Boston. Then 

it zig-zags south through Plymouth and across the Bourne 

Bridge onto the Cape, eventually ending 200-ish miles later at 

the finish line all the way out in Provincetown, just beneath 

the iconic Pilgrim Monument and right into party central!  

Depending on predicted pace, teams get assigned start 

times (though you do have some choice), so if you’re a slower 

team you start earlier in the day. Last year we were in the 

first starting group and basically ran alone the first half of the 

race. It means you get clean portapotties, but it also means 

you miss out on seeing funny costumes, van decoration, and 

"punny" names of other teams that are doing the same race. 

This year our team wanted to run with more people, so we 

had an 8:30am start.   

Each of the 12 team members runs three times; the com-

bined distances of your runs can be anywhere from 11 miles 

up to 24 miles. Sometimes you lose a runner due to injury, 

and other teammates will combine forces and run a bit more 

to make up the distance. With the wide variety of distances 

available, it makes this kind of race very accessible for all 

kinds of runners, from seasoned ultra-marathoners (you can 

even run with just 6 teammates, if you’re into that sort of 

thing) to the very new, inexperienced runner. The race itself 

is coordinated by the Ragnar Relay company, but in general is 

run and supported mostly by volunteers from the local com-

munity. You do get some down time to try and catch some 

shut eye, and generally these kinds of stops are at large 

schools or churches with big parking lots and the few bucks 

you give up to get a shower or a hot meal goes to the charity 

hosting you.  

And let’s not forget the finish line in Provincetown... what 

a beautiful, special place. The finish is really fun because even 

though just one runner is completing the last leg, your entire 

team waits for them near the finish and you all jog/stumble 

across that finish line as a team, you all get your medals to-

gether, and you get to take your finisher photo together (see 

photo). Afterwards, they also have a nice party for everyone, 

The Sugarloaf Sun — July/August 2016 page 24 

Ragnar Cape Cod 

By Andrea Tehan Carnes 

The Ragnar Cape Cod relay team, featuring back row (L-R): Brian 
Mahoney, Eric Martinson, Josh Carnes (SMAC), Amy Coleman, Jessi-
ca Durfey (former SMAC), Charlotte Hogan (SMAC), Brian Williams 
(SMAC); front row: Eleanor French, Karen Pleasant (SMAC), Annie 
Hayes, Andrea Carnes (SMAC), and Anna French. [Continued, page 23] 



 

 

with free soup and lunch, and (for a few bucks) some cold 

beer. You get a pretty sweet medal and a finisher’s shirt 

when you’re all done. We saw at least one other SMAC team 

out on the course (Team Sloth!), and I’m sure there were 

more of you that I didn’t know about.  

Something you may not know about me, because I’m 

terrible at my job, is that I’m also a Ragnar Ambassador and 

am in charge of promoting the Cape Cod race in particular. 

I’m going to be going to the next few SMAC club runs with 

some shirts and beverage coozies and the like, so please 

come find me, grab one of each, and ask me any questions 

you may have about the race. I am also currently training a 

group of high school girls to run the Ragnar Trail New Eng-

land race, which is held at Northfield Mountain in August, 

so soon I will have some trail experience to give you too!  

Ragnar Relays are a lot of fun to do, and I highly recom-

mend either starting your own team, joining another local 

team, or even joining a group of strangers to participate in 

one because each one I have done has certainly been unfor-

gettable. They’re challenging and tiring, but you’ll also laugh 

really hard all the time and meet so many awesome people, 

both on your team and on the teams you end up running 

near throughout the experience. The Cape Cod race is the 

second week or so of May every year, so mark your calendars 

now; sign-ups for 2017 will start soon! Happy training! 

 

Andrea is a science and math teacher (and Cross-Country team 

coach) at the Stoneleigh-Burnham School in Greenfield.  

[Ragnar, continued from page 24] 
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 To all SMAC members: WE WANT YOU! ...to make sure 

your membership is current, that is. In this era of useful 

Google groups, Facebook groups, website updates, and avail-

able-to-all newsletters, it can be really easy to forget and ac-

cidentally let your annual membership lapse. I’ve done it my-

self. But in order to stay strong and healthy and active and 

able to support all the varied aspects of the running lifestyle 

in western MA the way it does, SMAC does need our dues. At 

fifteen bucks for an individual adult, it’s pretty cheap, consid-

ering! As you already know, a little goes a long way to doing a 

lot, and we all benefit greatly.  

 To non-SMAC members & readers: WE WANT YOU TOO! 

Whether you’re racing for another team, enjoying club activi-

ties like the social runs, or not sure whether it’s your thing (I 

generally don’t consider myself much of a “joiner” either, but 

this is worth it), we’d love to have you as part of the group. 

Membership gets you discounts at cool local businesses like 

the Northampton Running Company, access to the club’s 

track workouts, and a chance at winning a Boston Marathon 

lottery slot. Your dues also help support youth track pro-

grams, scholarships, and club events and races in the region. 

Plus they pay for this here snazzy snoozeletter!  

Membership Drive 

by Ben Kimball 

Race Report 

Here is a link to join SMAC and/or renew your membership: SMAC Membership at RunReg.com 

https://www.runreg.com/sugarloaf-mountain-athletic-club-membership-2016


 

 

Photos 

SMAC in Action! 

What goes down must come up... near mile 1 of the Rabbit 
Run 10K in New Salem on May 21. (Photo by Ben Kimball) 
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Brian Pickell leads a pack around the bend at the first SMAC 
Track workout of 2016 in Deerfield. (Photo by Ben Kimball) 

To all club members not pictured here: everyone else wants to see you too. Please submit your photos to The Sun! 

Above Left: Jan Tyner nears the finish of the Rabbit Run 10K 
in New Salem on May 21.  
Above Middle: Jody Slade at the top of the big Mile 5 Hill at 
the Rabbit Run 10K in New Salem on May 21.  
Above Right: Carla Halpern climbs a swooping switchback 
turn on her second loop at the Vegan Power 50K in Pitts-
field State Forest on June 18. 

(Photos by Ben Kimball) 

W A N T E D  

Photos of You in SMAC Gear 

At Any Upcoming Race/Event 



 

 

Photos 

More Photos 
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Left: Erin Guzowski at mile 1 of the New Salem Rabbit Run; Middle: Barry Auskern leads the way at a SMAC track workout; Right: Racer in 
full stride at the finish of the 6/28/16 Tuesday night 5K XC race in Northampton. (Photos by Ben Kimball) 

Above: SMAC-ers at the Daffodil Run in late April; Below: It’s a race! 

End of a track workout; why, it almost looks easy! (Photo by Ben Kimball) 

Bridget MacDonald at the Rabbit Run 10K (Photo by Ben Kimball) 



 

 

SMAC Gear 
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Flash-SMAC  

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

Another Don Grant classic from the archives... 
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Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership in 2016 

Majestic Mt. Washington 

https://www.runreg.com/sugarloaf-mountain-athletic-club-membership-2016


 

 

Parting Shot 

Soaring 
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SMAC runner Francia Wisnewski flies along the way to finishing her first 50K race at the  
2016 Vegan Power Trail Races in Pittsfield State Forest. (Photo by Ben Kimball) 


