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RECORD RUN AT DON MAYNARD 5 MILER'

Will Paulding took it out hard, followed by an eager crowd (wlth many SMAC ers)

By Ben Bensen

The weekend of September 20-21 saw a lot of great racing, but none better than the

show put on at the Don Maynard Race in Greenfield, where 78 finishers enjoyed perfect
weather, great race organization, fan support, and fast, fast times. Lots of prizes, t-shirts,
mugs: swag! So: who could ask for more?

Will Paulding might. Last year’s winner has been on a tear this fall, with several

new PR’s set at different distances. He paced a very good field for most of the way, tak-
ing 59 seconds off his 2007 clocking, but fell in the final steps. To who? To Shelburne

Falls’ relentlessly effective Richard Larsen, who estabhshed a new course record in 29 00,

averaging 5:48 per mile. Aaron Stone (3rd; 29:29)
Michael Townsley (5th; 29:49) and Barney Collins

(8th; 30:08) also clobbered their previous bests on
this course. It was just a wicked fast day for all; last

year’s runner-up (in 30:01), Garry Krinsky had to

settle for seventh place, despite running a nearly
identical time (30:05)!

It was a pretty good day for the rest of us too:
Barry Auskern (20th, 32:57), John Reino (21st;
32:39), Bob Sagor (22nd; 33:02) and Jeff Folts
(23rd; 33:25) made a nice group, followed by Ned
James (25th; 33:43) and then Paul Hake (27th;
33:52) and Lloyd Askew (28th; 33:57). Carrie Stone
(40th and 2nd F; 35:53) and JoEllen Cameron (41st
and 3rd F; 36:09) led SMAC’s women, followed
by Ben Bensen (44th; 36:43), Jim Farrick (48th;
38:53), Paul Peelle (66th; 44:31), Janice Stone
(77th; 59:27) and Brian Farrell (78th; 1.02:20).

For the last fourteen years high school athletes
have submitted essays, and each year the best two
have earned $500 college scholarships from the
race. With increased community support, Race
Directors Chuck Adams and Cathy Coutu hope to do
“something special” for next year’s fifteenth anni-
versary running. They continue to put on the event
for one simple reason: it’s good for everyone.

... but the eventual resul‘f:l
Rich Larsen wins at the wire!
(Photos by Sue Townsley)
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A Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On!

Race medals seem to belong to Marathons and
Halfs, and I wonder how many of us wear them after race
day? What have you done with yours afterwards? Here’s
a thought, courtesy of Runners World’s October issue.
Donate those medals - they’re probably hanging in a
clump down in your basement, like mine - to <medals-
4mettle.org>, which then distributes them to patients
fighting serious illness. Started by Dr. Steven Isenberg
in Chicago, a serious marathoner himself, the foundation
accepts only medals which have been earned by racers,
and distributes them with volunteers performing person-
al “award ceremonies.” Benefits of this approach are im-
measurable, but undeniable... sort of like running itself.

I've been waiting to employ that semi-venerable
bathroom stall scrawl joke about lerts and loofs (“Be
alert; the world needs lerts!” “Naah! Be aloof; there are
too many lerts out there!”), and now I'll let you have it.
Why? Because alert viewers of SMAC’s website - and
I know you’re out there - will have noticed some good
things on it lately.

First of all, that nifty “SMAC Photo
Gallery” - which all of you should have
checked out - now has a friend! The SUN’s
Sue Townsley has set up another site for all
of you on Shutterfly.com. It has tons of
race photos there, from every recent race
that anyone in the Townsley family has run. So there’s a
there’s a good chance that Sue got plenty of shots of
you in action too! You
can view thumbnails
without any commit
ment, and ordering
prints through the site
is easy and convenient. No, the club doesn’t get a cut,
but Sue keeps on taking those pictures. So enjoy!

This issue of The SUN has two very important in-
serts: the Boston Lottery Application (self-explanatory,
but what a good deal!) and the Most Outstanding Runner
nomination form. This should be a great means to get
proper recognition for runners who’ve done good things,
or good things for the club, or both. For some reason,
though, not many nominees get submitted. Please take
the time to think about this one. You know someone who
deserves to be honored, of course you do! Presentations
are made at the annual meeting and potluck in January.

That said, how about a shout-out for SMAC’s web-
master, Mike Yargeau, who’s done so much to make the
club’s site really useful?! The Calendar (which is com-
piled by Cathy Coutu and Chuck Adams) is really thor-
ough, and full of surprises. Race entries can be found
there, along with results, especially from races which
can’t seem to find their way onto big places like Cool-
Running.com. The difference being that it accepts
postings (if properly formatted), while we track down
local events, some of which can be hard to find! You can
find this year’s Tomato Trot, Covered Bridge 10k and the
Buttonball 5k results there now, and we’re still hoping
the Deerfield Old Home Days 5k will show up. Maybe in
2009! Just go to Sugarloafimac.org.

For all of you who run but don’t race, please know
that we always talk at BOD meetings about ways to get
together and run without competition. Fun runs, train-
ing sessions, sponsored events (like the Turners Falls
High School 24-hour hour fund-raiser) and more. How
to get members together outside of races can seem to be
a magic dance, or a game with constantly shifting rules.
Your ideas are welcome, always, because whatever works
can and should be shared. If you do any regular running
with any other SMAC folk, let the rest of us know; you
might get a bigger turnout!

And please, if you can remember to put SMAC on
your race entry forms, event directors may start to get
the message that club members want to be noted! We
stand a better chance of hearing about you and telling all,
too!

Finally, a pitch for new members, and the pitch is
a simple one: SMAC’s a good group of individuals, and
we can always use a few more. There are lots of ways to
encourage folk to join, but the single most effective one is
to get your friends to join.

That’s it? Yes. No hard sell, just be direct. One to
one is the best way. Tell them why you joined, why you
belong, and why they should too. A helpful website, sup-
port of youth running and local races, track workouts,
photo galleries, good gear, the Boston lottery and MOR
awards, our fabulous annual meeting, discounts at sev-
eral good vendors... there are many tangible benefits to
membership, but you can help the club a lot if you share
your feelings, your spirit, your reasons. Oh, and yes, you
can also tell them that we've got a newsletter, too, and it
comes out now and then...

The Sugarloaf SUN

is a publication of the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club (S.M.A.C.),
produced by, for, and with the considerable help of its members.

Ben Bensen, Editor (413-774-7567), 5 Christian Drive, Deerfield, MA 01342
Carrie Stone, Assistant Editor (413) 259-1557
Most photos are by Sue Townsley or Ben Bensen

Please submit writing or pictures, and send comments or questions (or even praise) to:
sugarloafsun@gmail.com

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

or contact Ron Hebert, Membership Secretary: (413) 584-2917 or ronhebe@aol.com
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SMAC RUNNER PROFILE:

Jeff Hansen

Age: 38

Town:
Greenfield

Job: Proprietor:
Valley Frame
Works

SMAC member
since:
200-ish?

When did you
first get
really into
running?
When I started
running with Jeff Hansen: a runner
my Mom (11 who should be framed!
years old?)

What or who convinced you to join SMAC?
inner child

Favorite pre- or post-run food/drink? Pre- Red
Bull; post- O.J.

Warm-up routine(s): Stressing

My

Music on the run (and, if so, what)?
Against the Machine

Local running/SMAC “claim to fame”:Most pop-
sicles consumed at one of the NoHo 5ks (8+)

Favorite Distance to Race/Run: Depends on the
time of year

Favorite Place to Run:  Robert Frost Trail

Favorite Author/Book: Ultramarathon Man, by
Dean Karnazes

Favorite Movie or TV show: “Lost”

Hobbies (besides running, of course!): Mt. Bik-
ing; Kayaking; Reading

Favorite Spectator Sport: Florida Gator Football

Greatest Adventure: My year in Maui as a surf bum

Favorite Vacation Destination: Maine Coast

Achievement of which you are most proud (run-
ning-related OR otherwise): Finishing the Jay
Challenge on my second attempt

Secret ambition: Qualifying for Boston before my legs
give out.

Secret tips or good advice? Leave your watch at
home and Hit the Trails!

Rage

Chariots of Fire at the Spirit of Women 5k

By Emily Lent

Saturday, October 11 dawned clear and chilly, a
beautiful day for running. I woke up a gaggle of sixth-
and seventh-grade girls at 7:30, an ungodly hour for
pre-teens on a non-school day. We piled into our trusty
Bement School van and headed to Greenfield to run the
Spirit of Women race. Despite the hour, the girls were
enthusiastic, supportive, and excited to participate in
a kind of physical activity that most of them - city kids
from Korea, Japan, NYC, and Georgia - had only had
nightmares about. To my surprise, everything went
smoothly: we registered without a hitch, stored our
gear and iPods and water bottles in that trusty van, and
even had time for a quick warm-up before the starting
whistle. Some of the girls ran and some walked, but all
finished with a smile. Two of the girls even placed in
their age category and pocketed their winnings happily.
It couldn’t have gone better.

As I crossed the finish line, pleased with myself for
a morning well run, a race official called out, “Nice race!
Are you from Bement?”

Beaming with pride, I shouted, “Yes I am!”

She grimaced. “Your van’s on fire.”

Sure enough, as I looked over at the well-worn
white and blue van, black smoke poured out from under
its hood. Kind bystanders had already called the fire
department, which worked out well, since my cell phone
was in our smoking vehicle. As I watched, flames licked
up the windshield and plastic innards melted out of the
bottom. When the firefighters arrived, they ripped off
the hood and broke the side windows. A headlight fell
off, fire melted sections of the windshield, and the entire
engine was charred. It was a rather dramatic ending to
an otherwise lovely morning.

I ran across the street to explain to the girls what
had happened. They responded to my grave expression
with a shrug, asking “Are those orange slices for us?”

By Jeannie LaPierre

Of the fifty runners lined up at the start, twenty-two
were first time racers at this year’s 5th annual Spirit of
Women 5K in Greenfield, October 4th. Martha Grin-
nell led from the start, ran out of sight of even the 2nd
and 3rd place runners for most of the race and finished
in 18:26, nearly four minutes ahead of 2nd place. From
my vantage point, the duel between Karen La Verdiere
and Kate Queeny provided lots of excitement. From mile
two on, they ran side by side, from Orchard Street to
George, crossing High, then sprinting to the finish. Deb
Zukowski, 51, (she was strongly recruited to join SMAC),
pushed me as we, too, swapped positions for most of the
race. With a surge of energy at mile two, (grapenuts and
yogurt did their job at just the right moment), I pulled
ahead, knowing she had me in her sights.

At about 23 minutes into the event, the Bement
School van started leaking noxious, gray smoke from un-
der its hood. Within minutes, the Greenfield FD arrived
so the street was closed to those racers still coming in.
The runners were directed onto the sidewalk for their fin-
ishes while acrid smelling foam was sprayed on the van.

First place overall took home $250 while age grou-
pers three deep also received cash awards. Why such a
small turnout? Perhaps due to the Hatfield Harvest 5K
that same morning, the numbers were down a bit. Also,
the Conway Coverered Bridge 10K followed the next day.

SMAC’s Awesome
Annual Meeting, Fun Runs and Pot-Luck Brunch!

Held at the Amherst Women’s Club
January 4, 2009 - 10:00am - 1:00pm
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Seeking the Cure in Saratoga

By Jeannie LaPierre

When traveling to an away race requiring an over-
night stay, I need answers to all those niggling race de-
tails before I hit the ground running. It’s an investment
all around: time, money, and training. In its third year,
the Melanie Merola O’Donnell Memorial Half Marathon
/ The Saratoga Palio took place on September 21st, 2008
in Saratoga Springs. “Palio” is an Italian term for an an-
nual athletic contest.

The town is home to Skidmore College, thorough-
bred and gaming racetracks, and the Saratoga Spa State
Park with the Roosevelt Baths & Spa. After many years
of lackluster racing, I knew what ailed me: lack of speed.
Unfortunately, taking the mineral water cure wouldn’t
fix it. For an old high school track athlete who still hates
running in circles the answer blinked like a neon sign in
a dark alley only that alley was my cobwebbed brain.

The race website, also connected to Active.com,
(don’t get me started on on-line entry), told me the race
was chipped, the start location and the time. Due to its
sliding scale, I signed up early hoping more mysteries
would be solved as race day approached. Yes, the RD
promised more info to follow but up until the day before
the race, there were many unknowns. Novice runners
don’t know to ask. Fossilized vets like me, want details.
The logistics of Boston had made their impression so I
pursued my quest.

In a flurry of e-mails, I asked about race day park-
ing, aid stations, loop or point-to-point course, elevation,
course map, etc. Satisfied enough but frustrated, I let my
anxiety go. Capped at 600 entrants, local runners were
in the majority and familiar with the casualness of the
event. When I heard “go”, pacing became the focus.

Starting on Broadway, (Main Street) at 8:00 AM,
the course journeyed through Saratoga Spa State Park,
by the Roosevelt Baths and Spa (a W.P.A. project during
the Great Depression — wonder how our administration
would fare if they decided to fund a spa as a solution to
our financial month from hell — never mind...), along
dirt paths, gravel and paved roads. This southerly loop
toured the town, passing the racetracks then pushed
us northward for the final loop through Skidmore Col-
lege. The circuitous course consisted of nearly 40 turns,
road crossings, out and backs, and lots of orange cones
to negotiate. Where’s the thin blue line when you need
it? When cognizant enough, I hugged the tangents and
worked the descents but these notions took leave when
the blood sugar dropped early on at mile 9. Allin all, I
consumed five gels.

A significant hill insinuated itself at mile 10.5,
followed by the unfurling of a long slog of another hill
through mile 11. The inclines conspired to diminish our
spirits; give me a gel and the conspiracy theory notion
disappears.

My pace was fast when at 5K, I'd run a 22:30, a
bit faster than my average 5K time. By mile 10, I'd run
1:17, a minute faster than the complete and very flat
Cherry Blossom Race I ran this past spring. Apparently,
the woman I glided by at the 5K mark kept me in sight
as I held her off by 5 seconds, oblivious to her pursuit.

I pulled in with a PR from nearly 5 years ago of 1:42.
Curative Secret revealed; a new training program, which
incorporated speed work.

Featured in a 2008 issue of Running Times, it
blended in speed work similar to Coach Barry’s ses-
sions at Eaglebrook. Though I jumped in at week 3 of
the 3-month schedule, by week 6 after a mere 3 sessions
of speed work, I ran a 6-year PR at the Montague Mug
Race. I suspected something good was happening but
would not be convinced just yet.

Towards the end of training, I could not be coerced
into running two speed workouts/week. I replaced the
1000 M intervals with hill repeats, more fun than circling
a track. Though over distance is my norm, I stuck to the
program with the longest run at 14.5 miles, while averag-
ing 40 miles/week. The taper was one week only. Next
time I'll taper down with 2 weeks to go.

Post race, my legs were still trashed 5 days hence
with no running. The Velcro ankle strap of the chip gave
me a rash but otherwise, just a bit fatigued.

All runners received a long sleeved wicking shirt
and all winners despite placement received hats. Overall,
it was well organized if only for lack of information. They
didn’t even tell us where the awards would take place
until someone asked.

It’s a pretty, little town, with an upscale attitude.
For five frantic weeks in mid-summer, limos snake
around town. Crowded restaurants may even offer a
few celebrity sightings. (I learned that David Cassidy of
Partridge Family notoriety owns a thoroughbred). The
Kentucky Derby, the Belmont Stakes, and Saratoga host
big stakes races as horse people invade the town.

The next day, Paul and I toured the Saratoga Spa
State Park sampling the mineral water from various
springs. Ugh! If you're able to ignore the sulphur odor,
saltiness, and manage the carbonation, good for you. The
mineral analysis for each spring was unique. Thankfully,
I didn’t drink any pre-race. The laxative qualities of some
of the waters would spell doom for any racer. Magne-
sium, calcium, lithium, iron, and bromide composed
most of the samples. One sample contained “high radio-
activity”, yikes!

And I found the cure: speed work not radioactive
mineral water, though I did feel a bit wired after that one

sip.

4 on the 4th

This year’s Northampton 4 on the 4th Race was
reorganized just a bit, making it that much more of a
people’s (i.e., low entry-fee) event, to apparently good
effect. Last year 97 ran, but this year 146 did, all in the
vain pursuit of Erik Nedeau, three-peating in 20:23 (he
really races when his Amherst College runners are on
vacation!). For SMAC, Ross Krause ran 6th (23:12), Jeff
Hansen gth (23:50) and Jason Collins 13th (24:39), fol-
lowed by Ben Thomson (23rd; 26:56), Sri Bodkhe (24th;
27:09) and a tight three-pack of Jeff Folts (30th; 27:53),
and Dave Martula and Mark Mazzola (31st and 32nd,
both timed in 27:56). John Reino (39th; 28:42), Joel-
len Cameron (41st; 29:17), James Farrick (53rd; 30:21),
John Lutz(59th; 30:39) and Jean Henneberry (63rd;
30:52) were all in the first half of the field, but hey!
Race-walkers Jeanne Ryan (141st; 49:15) and Marjory
Ackerman (142nd; 49:16) were out there too!

Fall 2008
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DNF!

By Susan Russo

DNF. The dreaded three letter non-word. What do
these three letters mean? Did not finish. Quit. Gave up.
That about covers it.

Where am I? I'm at the Iron Horse Half Marathon
in Simsbury, CT. on June 1, 2008. Something just didn’t
feel right. I had run the Hartford Half Marathon last
October, Donna’s Race for Breast Cancer Half Marathon
in February, the Cherry Blossom 10 Miler in April. Each
race was getting tougher and tougher. I had run most of
these races more than once already and had finished all
of them no problem. What gives? I'm doing all the train-
ing. I don’t have any injuries, just the standard aches
and pains I always complain about. The weather has
been fine for every race, not too hot, no rain. And yet,
with each race I had to stop and walk more and more.
My butt was dragging way too early into these races
— like at about mile 5. These were just half marathons.

I ILever had this problem with full marathons for Christ
sake.

I had finished my last long training run for the Iron
Horse a few weeks before and felt okay, tied but okay.
However, each subsequent short run, whether a 3, 4 or 5
miler, was just plain work. I was tired, I wasn’t sleeping,
I was always cold.

The morning of the race I got up early for my pre-
race ritual. A short run up and down the street, a hot
shower, a large cup of coffee. The short run was a bit
stiff. I could tell the race wasn’t going to be pretty but
I have never paid a registration fee and not shown up.
Well, just once.

All the way down to Simsbury I kept telling myself,
“It’s just a half. You run them all the time. Just think
of it as a training run.” Have you ever tried convincing
yourself that your boss really does know what he’s doing?
Have you ever tried convincing yourself that you really
are as skinny now as you were in college? It all sounds
good, but deep down you know better.

Lining up at the start I didn’t have that nervous ex-
citement in the pit of my stomach. The national anthem
didn’t cause goose bumps. Ididn’t see anyone I knew. I
use all of these to get myself into the moment. They are
as much a part of my pre-race ritual as running up and
down the street. Without them, bad things happen.

Bad things did happen. By mile 2, I was already
walking. By mile 5, I had drunk all my water. The Iron
Horse course is a figure-eight with mile 8 passing right
by the finish line. I had almost convinced myself that
5 more miles was just a little bit further than a 5k, but
when I saw the woman ahead of me stop and remove her
timing chip, I knew it just wasn’t true, not that day.

Cont’d. A post-race ritual, at least after the Iron
Horse, has always been to drive home through South-
wick and spend a bundle of money at all the greenhouses
along the way. I then spend the rest of the weekend hap-
pily playing in the dirt. Today I really drained the bank
account. Think comfort food. Not as cheap as a box of
donuts but they would last longer.

Although I have failed to show up to a race, only
once I swear, I have never failed to finish a race I have
started. Ijust don’t quit. If I could find an organic
problem, maybe I could convince myself that it really was
okay to quit. Maybe this one time it was the right thing
to do. Finally after two weeks of beating myself up, I
called the doctor in search of a legitimate excuse for my
DNF.

Several weeks and many vials of blood later, my ex-
cuse was handed to me, if not on a silver platter, at least
on a lab report. Mono! Sounds good to me. That’s my
excuse and I'm sticking to it.

30th Bridge of Flowers Race

Despite Deniboba Derese’s brilliant kick to catch
Genn Tufa in a photo finish at this year’s Bridge of Flow-
ers 10k, Tufa (31:05) was awarded first place and Derese
(31:06) earned second (and an extra second!? It wasa
photo finish!). The usually talent-heavy field was esrpe-
cially strong in the race’s 3oth running, with Greenfield’s
Avi Kramer (13th; 33:08) the fastest “local product,” now
running for GBTC. Amherst’s Matt Clark (18th; 33:46)
and Shelburne Falls’ Ross Turner (27th; 34:22) ran just
ahead of a great 40+ battle between Dan Verrington
(29th; 34:26, a new group record) and Williamstown’s
Kent Lemme (31st; 34:31). Wow!

And SMAC? Deerfield’s Will Paulding (85th; 37:46)
and Sam Belcher (92nd; 38:16) both ran in front of Rich-
ard Larsen (95th; 38:23). Al Ladd (109th; 39:12), Chris

S nnnnnninnnnnme - Dickerson (125th; 40:16), Scott Remick (126th; 40:18),
= . = Jason Collins (131st; 40:25), Michael Townsley (145th;
= No Apologles ! = 41:03), Michael Hoberman (155th; 41:54), and Dave
= = Belcher (193rd; 43:50) were there, while Mark Maz-
= After all, you may not have noticed that = zola (215th; 44:40) just squeaked by Sri Bodkhe (218th;
= this issue of The SUN has no “Shorts” at all! A = 44:48), followed by Dave Martula (231st; 45:12) and Ned
= lot like laundry, or training when you’re busy, = James (250th; 45:59). John Reino (260th; 46:24) and
= things that should be in “Shorts” are scattered = Jim Flynn (216st; 46:26) battled to the wire, as did Mad-
= around. In fact, there was so much to write = eleine Nagy (269th; 46:42) and Graham Warder (270th;
= about, we had to shrink the text size... just a =  46:44), with Bob Prentiss close behind (272nd; 46:55).
= little. They did that to Holyoke’s Talking Turkey = Carrie Stone (332nd; 48:34), Rich Clark (339th; 48:52),
= Race; it used to be a 10k. = Nora Letendre (377th;50:39) Jean Henneberry (380th;
= = 50:45), Andrea Cuchesnos (412th; 51:48) and Annie
= So, if you think the articles lack order or = Ryan (412st; 52:01), Dawn Striker (448th; 53:04), Mike
= sequence, consult your training manuals for that = Duffy (493rd; 54:57), Sue Belcher (505th; 55:38), Sean
= situation as well. It happens. = Norton (511th; 55:51), Jodi McIntyre (516th; 56:03) and
= = Sydney Henthorn (598th; 1:01:01) all finished for SMAC
= = too. Were there others (735 finished)? If so, you didn’t
ST g1 jdentify as club members, did you? OK then!
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Swanzey Covered Bridges
Half Marathon

By Will Paulding

This was my first attempt at running a half mara-
thon. I always considered the 10k race to be a long
distance race and up until this point that was the longest
race I had ever run. Usually running for 36 minutes or so
did not seem as daunting as doing say a half marathon or
a marathon. Sure, for training runs I logged 12 miles or
13 miles. I even dared to run 15 miles once or twice. But
running 13.2 miles in a race with other competitors who
have competed in this distance and lived to tell the story
was another thing. Frankly, I believed I was not ready. I
had briefly looked over times from the previous year and
decided that the goal I would strive for would be between
1:25:00min-1:30:00min pace. I figured that would allow
me to run a little over 6min. mile pace and leave me with
som}e needed energy for the last two miles if I wanted to
push.

Swanzey is a beautiful town and it was a very
scenic race. The runners ran through a rail trail, over
five different covered bridges, downtown and neighbor-
hood streets on a bright sunny morning. The course
was fairly flat but did have some small inclines, which
made for smooth running. On that last day of August a
large number of runners assembled to compete against
one another here. As we all lined up next to one another
waiting to hear the sound command of two letters “GO”

I became nervous, as I always do, with thoughts of “what
if I can’t finish and have to drop out” among others. But
at this point I realized that it was too late for this kind of
thinking and that I simply needed to enjoy the ride that

I already bought a ticket for. After 1:21:36 of running I
crossed the finish line with a great sense of accomplish-
ment. I believe that one becomes stronger for having run
this race distance because it is physically demanding for
sure, but also psychologically draining. There is a lot of
time for your mind to wander and talk yourself down but
once you face that and set aside those fears, you will be
able to do some fine running. It is a race I would surely
do again in the future and I strongly encourage anyone
else considering running a race of this distance to go for
it in Swanzey.

[Editor’s Note: Will’s 9th place finish at this
race wasn’t SMAC’s only showing. Mike Hober-
man was 26th (1:29:43) and David Belcher 44th
(1:33:35) Not bad at all; 277 finished the day.]

gor s Cup
arry Auskern

SMAC was represented yesterday in Boston’s
Franklin Park for the Mayor’s Cup cross country meet
on October 26. Competing in the Citizen’s 5k Race were:
Will Paulding, who hammered a 17:49 for 25th place
overall; Anna Reid of Montague who ran a 20:02 for
76th place; Dave Belcher who followed in 8oth place
in 20:12; and yours truly, who gasped his way up Bear
Hill and finished in 91st place in 20:43. Looking at the
places and times gives you a sense of the depth of compe-
tition in this race (and this wasn’t even the elite Champi-
onship race!) It was well organized, and well worth the
drive out to Boston! Wouldn't it be great to get a com-
plete SMAC team to compete there in 2009?

26th Annual Summit Run
Makes the Grade

By Ben Bensen

A healthy field of 66 braved September 21st’s de-
manding charge up Mt. Skinner at the 26th Summit Run,
no mean feat at several levels. There were easier races to
find that weekend, and flatter, but mountain runners and
their ilk were primed to run up the side of a hill, and run
they did. I volunteered, but wasn’t much help; sent out
to place cones at each mile, I couldn’t find the mile mark-
ers along the course. Seems I was looking at the ground
and they were at eye level. Oh well. It was gray down
in the valley, but by start time the Seven Sisters were
poking through clouds which burned away by finish time.
Conditions were excellent.

Tim Mahoney led all in 19:39, while Ross Krause
(20:28) bested Chris Dickerson (20:31 for runner-up
honors. Jeff Hansen (8th; 22:55) ran as one possessed
at the finish, thinking he was about to be overtaken, but
his competion - Amherst Jr. High coach Eric Wight - was
nearly ten seconds behind him. Paul Hake (10th; 23:04)
and Rick Scott (14th; 24:56) both ran well. Robert Wil-
son (30th; 27:54) and I (32nd; 28:22) traded spots and
walked a bit, but made it to the top along with James
Farrick (35th; 28:49) and Annie Ryan (50th; 31:34). If
those times seem a bit slow for a 5k (Mahoney averaged
6:20 miles) remember: it’s uphill.

A venerable race by most standards, the Summit
Run very nearly didn’t take place this year, but good luck,
good intentions, good volunteers, and some bona fide
scrambling by the BOD combined to put it together on
short notice. It’s a really beautiful run, and it’s hard, and
it goes uphill, and lots of other runners probably missed
the mile markers too. I don’t feel bad. It’s well-paved,
but you look down at the ground a lot for the last two
miles, and remember: there are only three of them. Did I
mention that it was hard?

Mt. Toby

Scott Hunter was something less than pleased about
August 24ths Mt. Toby race. Not about the runners
themselves; it was a good bunch, and no one with any
gray matter does fourteen trail miles on a whim. Condi-
tions were good, times were pretty good, and the food
and prizes are always good at that race. Justin Fyffe of
East Dummerston, VT took top honors with a 1:26:06
clocking, and several SMAC folk (current and we want
‘em back) had very strong finishes. Jeff Hansen (13th;
1:47:58) came in first for the club, while Mark Mazzola
(21st; 1:57:26), and Dave Martula (25th; 1:59:55) broke
two hours. John Reino (32nd; 2:20:25), Graham Warder
(39th; 2:07:28), Phil Bricker (41st; 2:08:11), Bob Prentiss
(42nd; 2:09:15), Tom Davidson (54th; 2:15:15), James
Farrick (61st; 2:23:25), Mark Dean (70th; 2:42:02),
Dawn Striker (71st; 2:44:12) and Mike Duffy (78th;
2:52:09) all earned their feed too. 86 finished.

So what was Race Director ticked off about? Appar-
ently an unwritten code among trail racers was violated;
one or more new races elsewhere in New England clearly
siphoned off some of the (previously around 130) run-
ners who could have been expected. Too bad; there’s
nothing like the Mt. Toby race, and it shouldn’t get
squeezed out by young upstarts.
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Reach The Beach

By Michael Hoberman

You know the feeling of relief that comes with cross-
ing the finish line. Not a whole lot compares, in your ex-
perience, with the physical and emotional joy that comes
when your most extreme state of pain and discomfort
suddenly evaporates. Some smiling person hands you a
bottle of water, makes sure you're okay, and you hobble
on out of the chute. Now you can return to a normal
physical state, you think to yourself. So imagine cross-
ing the finish line and knowing that, though you are done
with the race you just ran, you’ll be out there againin. ..
six hours. That you’ll be running just as hard, and quite
possibly over a harder or longer course. That it’s going
to be dark when you’re doing it—maybe raining too—and
that you’ll be running that race at about 3:21 a.m., or at
least well past your usual bedtime. That when that race
is over, you'll be lucky to sleep for an hour or so ahead
of your next race, which will be happening, oh, six hours
after the second one. Oh, and one more thing: during
the six hours that you'll be “resting” between those races,
you’ll be hanging out in a cramped rented van that reeks
of five other people’s malodorous bodies and discarded
running clothes.

Actually, if you were to ask the members of the Free
Radicals about this lovely racing experience that they
can’t wait to repeat year after year, though they’d hate
to admit it, they might just tell you that the van time,
hideous odors and all, is something of a highlight. It’s
the camaraderie, or something like that, as well as the joy
of competitive running, and the thrill of seeing every inch
of New Hampshire from Cannon Mountain to Hamp-
ton Beach, that keeps this team going. Twelve guys,
in this case, about half of whom are from somewhere
around western Mass and a number of whom used to be
from New Hampshire but now fly in from as far away as
Seattle for the adventure, comprise this Men’s Masters
team. The race they compete in, which just celebrated
its tenth year (Free Radicals have been entered in the
last nine), is called Reach The Beach. It’s an absolute
circus of an event. 350 teams, most of which are formed
of twelve individuals, make their way from the White
Mountains to the ocean starting on the second Friday of
September and finishing the following afternoon. Some
teams are single sex, lots are mixed. Most of them have
curious names, quite a few have curious costumes. What
is “Broomcorn’s Uncle” supposed to mean? What’s up
with the Hello Kitty theme? It’s essentially a rolling
party, of sorts (minus the beer but not necessarily the
puke), a rolling all day and all night party that could be a
logistical nightmare, but isn’t—thanks to incredible race
organization, dedicated volunteers and, at least as far
as the Free Radicals are concerned, devoted and tire-
less team captains and a group of runners who love what
they’re doing.

Jay Mountain Marathon

Though a bit slower than the 4:49 mark he estab-
lished in winning in 2006, Leigh Schmitt again took top
honors at the Jay Mountain Marathon, well-ahead of all
218 in the competition, with a time of 5:09.26 (though
in a race like this no margin feels comfortable). Further
back, Jeff Hansen avenged last year finishing a solid 69th
with a time of 7:2254.

Dave Belcher, one of the Radicals’ two “leaders” of-
fers some unusually sincere insight, after years of Reach
the Beach success and excitement. “I continue to mar-
vel,” he says, “about the quiet, workman-like way that
we each run our legs and support each other.” Well, the
majority of the team does that. The team’s other offi-
cial captain feels good about most of the guys, but can’t
hold back in his complaint about Lief Horowitz (he’s the
guy who flies all the way in from Seattle to do it, so go
figure . .. ): “Lief’s incessant sobbing and being physi-
cally forced out of the van against his will while cling-
ing to the seatbelt straps before each of his legs wasn’t
exactly workmanlike.” Yes—with that one exception.
You get the idea. This is a team that’s cemented together
not only by the kind of spirit that Dave’s talking about
but also by a relentless gallows-humor. Not wishing to
venture outside the scope of a family running newsletter,
}hough, I'll leave off any additional detail on the humor

ront.

Free Radicals is a solid team. Several years in a
row, the group has been among the top ten teams to
finish (remember, we're talking 300 plus teams) over-
all. For 2008, the group finished the over two hundred
mile long race in 23 hours, 32 minutes and 33 seconds,
which meant that they placed as the second out of eigh-
teen Men’s Masters teams. The group’s average pace
was 6:45, which is pretty darn good when you consider
that each member ran at least 16 miles and, in several
cases, more than 20 over the course of that 23 hours,
with minimal sleep and no true comfort in that sweaty
van. The team has its long-standing participants and,
typically, one or two new guys each year. This year, they
were lucky enough to have Rob Landry (his pace was
more like a 6:00) joining the squad for the first time. For
the record, the whole group consisted of Adam Rucando,
Bill Romito, *Derek Beard, *Dave Belcher, Bruce Hur-
ley, John Paggioli, Lief Horowitz, Dave Stoddard, Rob
Landry, Ken Clark, Nick Hopley, and *Michael Hober-
man. (*These horses are SMAC guys!)

Lone SMACer at Sheriff’s

Let’s hope Jason Collins had a very good reason
to be in Springfield on Sunday, November 20, because
he missed the Dan Barry Race in Hatfield (and all that
lasagne and potatoes). He ran in the Sheriff’s Shuffle
5k instead, and not badly either, finishing in 6th place
(18:09), just two seconds behind a young buck half his
age. 176 completed the event.

Westhampton Hills 5k

At October 19th’s Westhampton Hills 5k Run/Walk
Donald Pacher edged 15 year-old Sam Hanson by six
seconds, winning in 18:36. Running for SMAC in fifth
was Justine Johnson, first woman overall by more than a
minute; James Farrick (18th in 23:01), the second 40-
49 male; and Rae Ann Chase (50th; 29:33), third 40-49
female. Interestingly, nineteen of the sixty finishers were
in the 1-19 age group! Fast kids! Special kudos for for 9
year-old Finny Lorenz (15th; 22:23) who was first in that
bracket, and 7 year-old Jason Beaver (13th; 22:09), third
in his. But don’t you think he made the two 15 year-olds
ahead of him (and not by much) worry?
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YC/AHA 5k Run/Walk A Great Big Tomato Trot

A brand new mid-August 5k with a good cause and Those of you who heard all the radio promotion for
corporate backing? Why not? Yankee Candle set up Red Fire Farm’s Tomato Festival on August 23 may well
August 16ths American Heart Association 5k Run/Walk have heard that there was a 5k race in the midst of all the
right at World Headquarters in South Deerfield and festivities. It was itty-bitty once too, but no more, and if

enjoyed a good turnout of 107 finishers, including some  Luke and Adam Voiland (Red Fire Farm owner Ryan’s
SMACerss whose bonuses for running well were high fin- brothers) arrived looking to contend, they were quickly
ish places. Holyoke’s Tim Mahoney ran a very fast 16:25 humbled by a strong field. Where 55 runners completed
on the tricky course (the design and location of race spot- the 2007 race, 124 finished this year, and winner An-
ters was a topic for discussion at our next BOD meeting), thony Raduazo’s 17:17 clocking sure was a speedy time
but Michael Hoberman (3rd; 1905), Barry Auskern (4th; for any 5k race, especially with the likes of Ethan Nedeau
19:45), Sri Bodkhe (5th; 20:02), Jeff Folts (7th; 20:18) (2nd; 18:25), and Rodney Furr (4th; 19:47) not even

and Paul Hake (9th;20:44) would have given the club close. Hmm.

a commanding win - had there’d been a team competi- The Trot’s not an easy race, more like the Larch Hill
tion. James Farrick (20th; 22:47), Jodi McIntyre (23rd; event than anything else around here, and much harder
23:33) and Cathy Coutu (47th; 27:33) were all in the than the NoHo 5k course. But then again, a hundred-
upper half as well! According to Cathy’s “Coutu Calcula- odd people run it once a year, not once a week. Rough-
tor,” here’s the explanation: “IfI finish in the top half, cut grass, mud, cropped brush, swampy and un-level

it’s either a very small race, or there are a lot of walkers ~ ground are mixed in with paved and solid dirt roads,

and first-timers.” Not a highly technical race analysis all twisting in and around themselves. Yes, you can get
philosophy, but she was right, and being right feels al- lost (some do), and you can miss turns if you’re looking
most as good as being fast. Right? down, which you should be, mostly, if you want to avoid

killinhg yourﬁelf. Slo, v(\irho krll(e%/v? ’{‘hﬁre was cor}rllpetli;cion
out there; the Voilands took family honors with Luke
PHOTO GALLERY (9th; 21:39.41) besting Adam (10th; 21:39.68), and at
Some pictures you may not have seen least seven Valinskis filled the field with orange “Team

of SMAC’s finest at the Don Maynard Race Valinski” shirts. SMAC people besides me (24th; 24:33)?
i 51T #@7® Hard to tell, though there were several familiar faces
there, from EORC and GSH. But you should do this race.
It’s a real challenge, a nice break from pavement races,
and the food and entertainment are great.

(Top, far left)

Aaron Stone
takes charge;
(near left)
Carrie Stone,
barefoot as usual;
(right)
Jason Collins,
chased
by Garry Krinsky;
(below)
Lloyd Askew

: BT . = pulls ahead
The dependable ¥ A R Rk Y (to his opponent’s
as AP TN e b obvious
chagrin!)

James Farrick

Jeff Foults
smokes im
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Butte to Butte 10k & Ol

ymI!)ic Trials at Eugene

By Rich Clar

On July 4, 2008 while attending the Track & Field
Olympic Trials at Eugene, Oregon I ran the 35th Butte to
Butte 10k. This race normally has 2000 runners, but this
year had over 3000. The folks attending the trials were
itching to get a race in, myself included, and this was a
special event to attend. The race also offered a 4.3 mile
walk, which over 2000 walkers did. The walk starts 20
minutes after the run and cuts out the first 2 miles.

The race is a point to point; buses pick you up at
the parking area around mile 5. The race starts at the
Spencer Butte Middle School south of Eugene and goes
through the streets of Eugene just west of the University
of Oregon to Skinner Butte Park. It’s a chip race that
ulsed a flat credit card looking chip with the lace plastic
clip.

The starting school area was set up great with many
porta-potties; water and a number pick up area. No race
day registration. The morning was a cloudy 55 degrees
and no wind.

Race started at 8am with a tight 2 lane road; the
first mile is all uphill, almost Mt. Washington grade.
Needless to say that this is the slowest mile. Mile 2 is all
downbhill, a leg killer, but your fastest mile. Mile 3 passes
South Eugene High school (which has produced a few
Olympians), while miles 4 and 5 run through the streets
of Eugene. All three of these miles are flat. Mile 6 works
its way up to the Skinner Butte Park on a gradual hill.
The course has a lot of local support, water stops, many
folk singers, bands and drummers. During the race the
sun came out and it got to the low 70’s. At the finish in
the park were your normal post-race goodies and he Wil-
lamette River; many runners cooled off there.

The race did have a strange twist for me, at the 6
mile mark there was a cross-walk with raised bricks.

My low stepping feet caught one and I did a face plant,
but two guys near me stopped to picked me up. I was
OK except for my pride and some cuts. That was only
my second fall during many races (snow shoe races not
included), the last one at the 1970 New York State High
School Cross Country Championship.

My finsh line thrill was the mother of the late Bill
McChesney, the person who removed my chip. Bill was
a 1980 5000m Olympic team member who could not
compete that year due to the boycott. He later died in
auto accident. I'd met his mother during the trials; she
had walked out with the 1980 team in his honor during
the first night. Bill’s brother coaches Newton South High
School, a powerhouse track program in the Boston area.

The Eugene trials were a lifetime experience. Yes,
there is a track heaven and it is in Eugene-Track Town
USA. Anyone who enjoys track should visit Eugene. The
area has more running & bike trails, too many to talk
about. The trip to Pre’s Rock & Pre’s trail is a must do.

We meet so many wonderful people. It is a sport
that you can be with the atheletes families for break-
fast and talking with the winners in the evenings. It all
started on the first day at the trials when my wife and
daughter sat waiting for me when the retired Oregon’s
women’s coach Tom Heinonen sat next to them. Almost
every old Oregon runner stopped by to talk to him. Then
that evening during the meet, my daughter had the plea-
sure to sit with the great disc Suzi Powell’s family, she
got to smell the award flowers up close. Every day we got
to talk with people from all over the country who were
there enjoying the events.

The trials are planned for Eugene in 2012, so start
planning now. Hopefully the trials will be on the 4th so
the Butte to Butte can be run.

The Jailbreak 5k

September 13th’s Jailbreak 5k in Greenfield had
a heavily SMAC presence: Rich Larsen took top hon-
ors with a 17:41, while Aaron Stone (3rd; 18:12), Garry
Krinsky (5th; 18:37) and Mike Townsley (6th; 18:48) all
booked it too. Barry Auskern (14th; 20:02), John Reino
(15th; 20:09), Jim Flynn (19th; 20:40) and Sri Bodkhe
(20th; 20:44) all caught “the Crooks,” it seems, and Ted
Burrell wasn’t far behind (26th; 21:18). Chuck Adams

say why; James Farrick ran 36th (22:34), and son-moth-
er duo Rory Milsark (48th; 24:41) and Jean Henneberry
(49th; 24:42) were well up in the top half of the field.
Irene Woods (71st; 26:35), Cathy Coutu (82nd; 28:13),
and Brian Farrell (111th; 37:15) all had plenty to cheer
about. This is a good race, well-supported and well-run
(this calls for a tip of the hat to Barney Collins and the
Sherrif’s Department), and with everything going for it, it

(30th; 22:03) edged your editor (31st; 22:08), but I won’t ought to be around for a while.

The three “crooks”

“escape” and take off

on the streets of Greenfield

% a couple of minutes

ahead of the field

at the Jailbreak 5k’s

| new starting line

MY (Apparently last year’s 5k race
™ was nearly 3.2 miles long!),

while “law-abiding” runners

| get set to track them down!
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Cple Valle\y Classic
Wllhams ollege’s Purple Valley Classic Mixed 5k
Cross-Country Frosh-Sub-Varsity race, is really, truly
mixed: principally a college team race, they’ll let open
runners in, and though mens’ and womens’ teams are
scored separately, they race together. Aaron Stone
(72nd; 19:34), Michael Townsley (75th; 19:42), Jason
Collins (79th; 19:48), Dick Easton (98th; 21:39) and
Barry Auskern (101st; 21:50) took part in this year’s race
on September 27, which explains why they heard positive
cheers like: “Run, Ashley! Don’t let that old man II))eat
you!” Did we stand out among the 112 competitors? Sort

of. In aggregate time we edged Babson College’s Fresh-
man team, with our five totalling 1:42:43 to their 1:43:59.
And, being twice their age, SMAC enjoyed the challenge
twice as much!

ur out of Five: Barry Auskern (#576), Jaso

Townsley (#584) and Aaron Stone (T-shirt) head out at the edge of the
crowded field at Williamstown. Dick Easton was hiding!

Hatfield Harvest 5k

In its second running the Hatfield Harvest 5k Road
Race didn’t have quite the turnout it enjoyed last year,
when 114 or so got it started, but Chris Dickerson re-
peated as champion, touring the course virtually unchal-
lenged in 17:17; runner-up Sean LePoutre of Greenfield
(18:55) and first woman Laura Hutchinson of South
Hadley (3rd; 19:09) must have waved goodbye to him
early on. However, not too far back were Hatfield
SMACers Jeff Folts (10th and 1st 50-59 male; 20:37),
Heather Wark (11th and 1st 40-49 female; 20:56) and
her hubby, Win Whitcomb (12th; also 20:56). Win’s
another strong runner who suffered from Lyme Disease
this year; it must be great to be able to race again. JoEl-
len Cameron (20th; 22:06), James Farrick (23rd; 23:03),
and Mike Duffy (26th; 24:26) all ran for SMAC too; 84
finished the event.

Just one question, and it’s for James
Farrick. What is it about place (and time)
P number 23? Do you have any idea how many
times you've finished up there? Alot, Just

Two Run Hartford

October 13th’s Hartford ING Marathon
saw at least two SMAC members run well
among the 1943 finishers: Bill Durkee fin-
ished 145th in 3:16:32, and Mark Mazzola
pleasantly surprised himself with a 3:23:11
for 207th place.

Fall Fit

You have to run a fast élf you run in

| Hadley, and many of the 93 runners at the

~ first Fit Together 5k did just that on Septem-
= ber 28. Steve Gendron won without chal-
lenge in 16:40, two minutes ahead of second
place, but Paul Hake (6th; 19:32), Bob Rosen

Montague Mug Race

Montague’s 5.5 mile Mug Race comes just a week
after the Bridge of Flowers 10k, and the differences
of scale are obvious. What the two have in common,
though, are appropriate organization and support, a
course which doesn’t need or get modification, and a
bunch of people who really want to run. Jesse Regnier
of Amherst won this year’s event in 29:56, with SMAC’s
Aaron Stone (4th; 33:54) and Mark Mazzola (10th;
38:42) leading the club’s charge. Chuck Adams (17th;
40:26), Ted Burrell (24th; 41:27), Jeanie LaPierre (25th;
41:31) Carrie Stone (27th; 42:03) and Annie Ryan (35th;
42:45) followed, along with Mike Duffy (51st; 46:33),
Fred Wellman (54th; 47:48), Jeff Holmes (61st; 49:43),
Dawn Striker (70th; 58:54) and Janice Stone, closing the
show (775th; 1:06:00).

The Mug Race has sad memories, too, in that much
of its route also belongs to the much-missed Sawmill
River Run, for long a New Year’s Day mainstay in the
area. Anyone who likes to run in Montague, and specifi-

cally the Mug Race itself, ought to hope that someone out

there will bring the Sawmill River Run back.
[Editor’s Note: These two races were covered by
Sue Townsley, photos available at Shutterfly!]

(11th; 20:34), JoEllen Cameron (17th and 1st
40-49 female; 21:44) and James Farrick (21st; 22:51)
were right up there. From now on this race will be held
in the Sprmg

Two runners
- |struggle
0 | to catch up
A with
| the last

| convicts”

at this

year’s

Jailbreak 5k
in Greenfield.
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The Larch Hill Cross-Country Races

By Ben Bensen

The fourth Larch Hill English-style Cross-Country
Race on October 12 was practically a play date; you could
have been at a family block party, if there had been a
block. Held at Bramble Hill Farm, less than a mile from
downtown Ambherst, it still seemed happily far away from
civilization. Gorgeous weather, runners and non-run-
ners, a cookout, farm animals, hay bales, squishy footing,
and more added up to a terrific afternoon. Race Director
Nick Hopley has been dealing with everything that can
wear on a runner in the Fall, so he hasn’t been able to
get results to me, but to judge by the happy and tolerant
responses of all who were there, it’s no big deal. Would
it have been nice to get a list of times? Sure, but the only
thing to compare Larch Hill times with with would be
results from other years. They aren’t available, so who
really cares?

First of the four races was the 4-6 year-olds’ 100-ish
meter hay bale runaround (a couple of 7-year olds may
have sneaked in too), which had a dozen or so contes-
tants. The 7-10 year-old race was about three times as
long, also had a hay bale to hop mid-course, and about
as many ran in it too. Most exciting for the biggest kids

(as well as several parents) was the fun run, held over
the last mile of the main event, and about thirty ran it. A
sight you won'’t see often was Leigh Schmitt, far back in
the pack; he was trailing but encouraging son Forrest.
Hard to say who had the bigger grin on. Every kid got a
goodie bag with a juice box, goldfish, an apple, and juice-
based gummy bears, and they were pleased!

On to the final race, a two loop tangle with all the
hay bales, ladders, twists, turns and soggy patches, plus
some broad, sweeping stretches of wide open field run-
ning that would make almost anyone feel strong. Leigh
Schmitt ran this one too, and after reining in a very
impressive teenager from Westfield (who took the team
OtitleO with two friends) won the day by, I hear, several
hundred yards. Last year’s runner-up, Jeff Hansen ran
fourth, but was pleased with his time. Sidney LeTendre
took the 50+ women’s title, and I took the men’s, but
there weren’t many guys my age running. With 57 com-
petitors there weren’t many runners in any age bracket,
but it’s an event worth thinking about, worth looking
forward to. Worth running in.

Under New Management: Conwa ’S CoveredBrldge Class1c

Conway’s Covered Bridge Classic 10k is so very
well-liked that nearly ninety runners showed up to race
it on October 5, even though they could have run at the
Hatfield Harvest 5k or the Spirit of Women Race one day
earlier. Conway isn’t an easy course, but it’s a beauty,
and one of many good reasons to attend the town’s “Fes-
tival of the Hills.” Yes, folks, there are hills.

If you're not a native, you can get lost running in
Conway, especially during the early going. The course
begins a mile up from the finish area, so your warm-up
run is virtually mandatory. The race itself starts in front
of the Covered Bridge on busy Rte 116, then scoots off
onto side roads. A big downbhill around mile two sets you
up for the long loop north of town, on a mostly hard-
packed dirt road which has several more serious hills,
each one appearing when you’d really prefer a straight-
away. And there was Tim Mahoney, jumping quickly
into the lead and bellowing for directions. Mahoney
stayed on course, though, cruising to a 35:13 win ahead
of SMAC’s Ross Krause (2nd; 36:06). Quite a few teach-
ers ran too: Eaglebrook’s Harrison Little (3rd; 36:14) and
Bement and SMAC’s Will Paulding (4th; 37:03) plus at
least five from Deerfield Academy, one of whom - Katie
Calhoun (777th; 60:53) - pushed her one year-old in a
stroller! She deserved the team trophy, if only they’d had
one.

Other top SMAC finishers were Rich Larsen (5th;
38:06), Michael Hoberman (7th; 40:04), Garth Shayney-
felt (8th; 40:06) and Aaron Stone (9th; 40:25). SMAC’s
Justine Johnson (14th overall) won the women’s title
in 43:03, while Madeleine Nagy (18th; 43:21) was the
second woman. She ran just in front of Mike McCusker
(19th; 43:26), Ned James (20th; 43:33), and Sri Bodkhe
(21st; 43:40). Jim Flynn (26th; 44:28), Dave Martula
(29th; 44:50), John Reino (31st; 46:35), Paul Hake
(33rd; 46:59), Ted Burrell (34th; 47:34) and Ben Bensen
(37th; 47:44) all filled the middle of the pack. Mike

First place among the women, SMAC’s Justine Johnson edges
Steve Lorenz at the finish line (by what looks like a lot less
than two seconds!)

Duffy (53rd; 53:14), Jeff Holmes (59th; 55:01), and Paul

Peelle (64th; 57:21) all added to SMAC’s presence on the
roads. It was a nice day, and a good start in the career of
new Race Directors Dave Reading and Julie Petty.
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Dan Barry §-Mller

Tim Mahoney had another hard, fast workout on
the roads of Hatfield at November 2nd’s Dan Barry
5-Miler, and he was pushed to a very impressive 27:40
clocking in beating Rob Landry (2nd; 28:20), William
Rowe (3rd; 28:49) and Rich Larsen (4th; 28:54). With
one steady uphill after the first mile and a speed bump
followed by an encouraging downhill glide at four, the
course isn’t really “flat as a pancake,” but it’s good for
most egos and a lot of SMAC runners responded. Garry
Krinsky (7th; 29:51) was very pleased to run sub-sixes,
while Mike McCusker (12th; 31:49) and Jeff Hansen
(13th; 31:56) had a nice duel going. Dave Perlmutter was
very pleased with 18th (33:15), Peter Gagarin ran 21st;
(34:21) and Chuck Adams 22nd (34:37).

It was one of those beautiful days that’s too cold
to stand around in, so Jim Flynn (28th; 35:25) de-
served to beat your editor (29th; 35:30), new member
Ted Burrell (32nd; 35:44) and warhorses Dave Martula
(34th; 36:11), Jim Plaza (35th; 36:15), Harry Masterton
(36th; 36:27) and James Farrick (39th; 36:39). Good
to see Jimmy back on the roads after his serious bout
with Lyme disease his summer (and Jim wasn’t the
only SMACer smitten). In 51st place was Mike Duffy
(40:07), Jeff Holmes ran 61st (42:37), Cathy Coutu was
69th (44:16), Katherine Dean 70th (44:32) and Rae Ann

Chase 74th (47:07). 82 completed the race, and everyone |8

got their bag of potatoes as well as a serious feed. The
Hatfield Lions do know how to throw a cookout.

Also out on the roads - as a spectator with a cam-
era, but back on the roads all the same - was Don Grant,
recovering from back surgery. Go Don! He pointed out
that the awards ceremony looked like a beach party (“tar
beach”), but it was too cold to sit for very long. Still, it
was a great day and a good event for all.

Halloween Hustle
Tim Mahoney had another run by himself on Oc-
tober 25th, winning Bernardston’s 4.2 mile Halloween
Hustle in 24:14, ahead of a tight three-pack of strong
SMAC competitors: Mike Townsley (2nd; 25:51), Aaron
Stone (3rd; 26:00) and Jason Collins (4th; 26:15).

These are all pretty good times for a course that throws
one very big hill in your way in the second mile, just
when you're settling into a decent pace. Mike McCusker
(6th; 28:10) was the top senior, followed by Sri Bodkhe
(7th; 28:44). John Reino (12th; 31:00), Ted Burrell
(13th; 31:12) and JoEllen Cameron (14th; 31:22) made up
another SMAC “gang of three.” Andy Jaffe (17th; 34:20),
former director of the Covered Bridge Classic 10k now
seems able to race on his own once in a while, and he
finished ahead of fellow Conway resident Jodi McIntyre
(18th; 34:56). Twenty-five runners completed the event.

Fit Together 5k

You have to run a fast 5k if you run in Hadley, and
many of the 93 runners at the first Fit Together 5k did
just that on September 28. Steve Gendron won without
challenge in 16:40; second place was two minutes back,
but Paul Hake (6th; 19:32), Bob Rosen (11th; 20:34),
JoEllen Cameron (17th and 1st 40-49 female; 21:44) and
James Farrick (21st; 22:51) were right up there. From
now on this race will be held in the Spring.

More Photos!

Paul Hake
at the
Maynard Race

New member
Ted Burrell
finishes at
the Buttonball 5k

Ned James
— | was there
= too!

Firecracker 4 Miler

The Bill Powers Memorial Firecracker 4-Miler up
in Brattleboro had a good turnout on the 4th of July as
well. 77 runners completed the event, including SMAC
stalwarts Chuck Adams (23rd; 28:12) Steve (40th; 31:38)
and Becky Shattuck (47th; 33:15), Bob (53rd; 34:29)
and Deb Schilling (54th; 34:33), and Lauren Cuniffe
(63rd;36:42).

Gill Trot-Alon

A nice little event, about four miles long, with walk-
ers and horses and great scenery: that’s the Gill Trot-
along. Don’t ask for specifics, but give a cheer for Chuck
Adams, who won the first event of his career, and this
man has run “hundreds of races” (that being non-specific
a quote from his wife, Cathy Coutu). Many of us have
won races, and more have had great years as speedy kids,
stars in high school or fixtures on college squads. Many
of us have had real success before we started getting
aches and pains. Chuck has the 2008 Gill Trot-along, a
victory too sweet to be defined. Don’t ask Chuck about it;
he’ll respond that not many ran. So what? He won!
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The West Hi

By Donn

[Editor’s Note:] She ran it in June, but it took
Donna Utakis a bit more time to put together
her article on the race. Here’s her play-by-play]

First I should say that I had three goals: I would
have been satisfied with just finishing (or so I liked to tell
myself, just in case), very happy with breaking 24 hours,
and ecstatic with 21:50. Why 21:50 ? Long story, but the
very condensed version is that a Scot named Benny and
I both ran the VT 100 two years ago in about the same
time, and he finished WHW last year in 21:52.

My finishing time was 19:38. I was beyond ecstatic,
especially since, not having worn a watch, I really had
no idea where I was time-wise until about 17 hours into
it, and at that point I did not believe I would be able to
break 20 hours. I was so happy I was blubbering and
hugging random strangers. Or maybe that was due to
the shot of whiskey - but we’ll come back to that.

The race started at 1:00 a.m. Saturday at the
Milngavie (pronounced “mill guy”) railway station in
Glasgow. Weather conditions were perfect - just about
50 degrees, no humidity, no real wind. Bill tells me it
dropped down to 40 but I never felt cold in shorts, a long
sleeve T and gloves. A full moon and the fact that it nev-
er got pitch dark made torches (that would be flashlights
to you Americans) completely unnecessary. The first few
miles were along a paved bike path through a wooded
area and then some open fields (kind of spooky - cows
milling around and lowing, and fog in the low-lying areas
reminded me of that movie “An American Werewolf in
London™).

I started out relatively near the front - probably
about 25 back out of 127 - but then started passing peo-
ple right away when we hit our first hill and the group in
front of me started walking. I'm all for walking the hills
in an ultra, but not at mile 2 and not when they are rela-
tively short and easy. Once I passed the pack of walkers,
I found myself behind the woman who ended up being
third female. She was going at a comfortable pace so I
stuck to her. Interesting note: Scots don’t chat during
an ultra like Americans do. She and I never said a word
to each other over the course of about 5 miles, when I
dropped her and never saw her again.

The first 12 miles were easy running - rolling hills,
great footing.

At mile 12 we hit Conic Hill. I walked up the very
long steep switchbacks with amazing panoramic views
and the sun rising behind me. I caught up to 2 guys
halfway up and chatted with them for a few minutes,
but then the steep and rocky slopes down the other side
slowed me down and they dropped me. I was back and
forth with them for a while but we didn’t chat much and
I think I eventually passed and dropped them. At this
point it was about 4:00 a.m., the sun was up and we
started seeing thru-hikers, who were very encouraging in
a very Scottish kind of way (“Well done, lass, well done.
Carry on.”).

After the 6 mile stretch up and over Conic Hill, the
trail hits the southern tip of Loch Lomond, which we ran
the length of (about mile 18 to about mile 40). This was
probably my favorite part of the run - along the water’s
edge, through a forest. About 12 of the 20 miles were
technical (rocky, rooty) and required sporadically slow-

gUhland Way

takis
ing to a walk. (Interesting side note: I had been told by
a couple of locals that this section would be “harder than
anything I'd ever run.” Sorry, but this was like pavement
compared to the Mount Holyoke Range.) At some point
in this section I caught up to 3 guys and stuck with them,
but then I realized that I was just being lazy, going their
pace and not mine, and so I dropped them. At that point
I caught up to the chattiest Scot of the race, but I had
to speed past him after about a mile because his brogue
was so thick that I had no idea what he was saying and it
was just getting annoying. It was a good thing, though,
because at this point I caught up to the woman who
ended up finishing as second female, and she told me
she was having a very up and down day. Too bad for her
- great for me. Iran just in front of her for a few miles
and then pushed it just to put some distance between us.
Never saw her again until she came through the finish
(by which time I had showered and had a very excellent
massage - heh !!).

The only bad part of the stretch along Loch Lomond
was the midges - little black flies about the size of fleas
that swarm around you and bite. I of course had fully
intended to douse myself in bug spray as soon as the sun
rose, but even though I saw Bill with his “midge net” on,
I forgot. Luckily I at least had long sleeves, but every
few seconds I had to swipe piles of them off of my arms
and legs and face. I probably got my daily allowance of
protein just from the number of bugs I swallowed. On
the up side, it was motivation to keep my butt moving at
a good clip.

At the northern tip of Loch Lomond (about mile 42)
I saw Bill, got some bug spray (although at this point it
was moot - I was already bitten and was now entering the
higher, drier part of the highlands where there really are
not a lot of midges). This stop was bittersweet because
this is when I first found out that I was second female
and was gaining on the frontrunner, but I was a little
disappointed because I was expecting to see the rest of
my crew (Davie, whom I had paced at VT 100 and who
got me into this mess to begin with, his buddy Benny
whose time I was trying to beat, his niece Fiona who
was interested in becoming a distance runner, and his
brother and sister-in-law Garry and Francie with their
dog Alfie. Alfie is, of course, a West Highland Terrier).
But apparently I was too far ahead of my planned pace,
so they had not arrived yet.

The next few miles were difficult. I had been swept
out of a nice shaded wooded trail onto a packed dirt
road through an open expanse. It started to feel warm (it
was probably no more than 55, but sunny), my stomach
started to hurt, my energy was flagging, and I wanted my
crew - Davie had promised he would run me up the hill
at mile 43. Luckily, a pee break and the appearance of
Davie a mile later brought my energy level and my spirits
back up.

The next 6 miles were through more wooded rolling
hills - very pretty and very easy running. I was feeling
very good when at about mile 50 I came to a checkpoint
in a cute little town called Tyndrum, along the edge of a
mountain. At this checkpoint they had a weigh-in; I had
not lost any weight at all - a very good sign. Then again,
Bill had been plying me with (%ontinued on Page 14)
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(West Highland Way, contd.) cheese and PB & J
sandwiches starting at mile 20. I think I ate more solid
food during this race than most. I certainly started on
the solid food earlier on than usual.

The next 10 miles were in open terrain (dirt cow-
paths) - rolling hills skirting along the side of some
beautiful mountain slopes. Very runnable. The trail
traveled not alongside but through numerous cow and
sheep fields, so as I ran I startled many sheep off of the
path. Spent a good amount of time dodging sheep and
cow poo. Also spent a lot of time climbing up and over
the fences that divide the fields. At one point I came
within a foot of a gigantic highland cow, which really
was a high point since in our entire week in Scotland last
year Bill and I never saw a single one. They are awesome
beasts.

At the end of this stretch, at the mile 60 checkpoint,
despite the encouragement of my crew, I was starting to
feel a little low on energy. I started to really worry about
where I was in relation to the other women. And I was
REALLY dreading the next section And for good rea-

The next section was mentally and physically the
most difficult. It was 12 miles long, with no chance to
see Bill or the rest of my crew. It ran through Rannoch
Moor, an incredibly open expanse of slightly rolling hills.
The problem with this section was that I could see the
trail literally for miles ahead of me, so it felt like I was
running forever and not making any progress. This was
the warmest part of the day - probably 60 and sunny, and
I was starting to feel the fatigue and the sun. My stom-
ach hurt, my hamstrings kept cramping, and with many
miles to go I ran out of water, despite having started the
stretch with a full 2-liter camelback. There were many
many streams running down the hills, but I was afraid to
drink from them for fear of ghiardia because there were
lots of sheep and cows and their poo in this section (
note that I was laughed at after the race for this — appar-
ently the water runs through so many little rocks that it
is naturally filtered and totally drinkable. Luckily, there
were a number of thru-hikers through this section, so I
finally sucked it up and begged a few gulps off of one of
them. Then with about a mile to the end of the section,
one of the crew members for the runner behind me gave
me his flat coke. I got through this section by focusing
on 3 things: 1) Bill would have water for me, 2) it could
be MUCH worse (had it been pouring or windy as I had
been expecting), and 3) once I hit mile 72, I would have
Davie pacing me the whole rest of the way. I tried NOT
to think (or obsess too much) about how slowly I was
going, but I really had myself convinced that I was totally
dogging it and that the 2 women I had passed would
catch me at any minute. In my mind, at this point, I felt
like the race was on and I could end up placing anywhere
from 2nd to 5th female if I wasn’t careful.

So finally I came into the checkpoint at mile 72, and
Bill and my crew were all there, and Davie was all set to
pace me, and the race officials told me no, I could not
have a pacer.

WHAT ?!?!?!

Apparently, the rule is that if you are in the top 10,
you are not allowed to have a pacer (I guess they see it
as possibly giving an unfair advantage ?), but if you are
slower than the top 10, you MUST have a pacer (“for

safety reasons”). I had not even thought about this rule
since there was no way I would be that close to the front.
To this day I still do not understand how I got that close
to the front; I think a number of the runners that started
in front of me must have dropped out....

At any rate, I was told I was not allowed to have
a pacer and just lost it. Crying like a little girl. Major
tears. On the verge of hyperventilating. The race offi-
cials suggested I wait for the next runner to come in and
let that person pass me so that I would then be number
11 and could have a pacer.

Um, No!!!! The next runner could have been an
hour behind. NO “!@#$%"&*)(+!-ing way!

Davie suggested he follow behind without
“officially”’pacing me, but I was too worried that this
would be construed as cheating and there was no way I
was going to chance getting disqualified, so I said thanks
but no thanks, pulled out my MP3 and moped on. I was
feeling disheartened and wanted to walk even on the flat
parts, But pushed because I really feared I was being
gained on. Paranoia is an amazing motivator.....

The next section was interesting running - again
rolling hills, but the path wove in and out and up and
over and around the hills (some long steep climbs) while
always in sight of the road, which was straight and flat.
After about a quarter mile, I happened to look back and
saw Davie and Fiona behind me. What the ??? Eventu-
ally they caught me and told me that they had been given
permission to “shadow” me, which meant that they could
run a ways behind me just in case I dropped dead on the
trail. We chatted for a few minutes and they said lots of
very encouraging things and then dropped back again
so that they would not get caught actually running with
me when I came into the next checkpoint at mile 75ish.
The encouraging things they said REALLY picked me up
mentally: 1) the leading woman had dropped, so I was
now first female (rumor has it that I had been gaining
on her so quickly that she decided to drop rather than
be passed), and 2) while I thought I had totally slacked
off during that long 12 miles of moor, apparently I had
gotten through it more quickly than most of the runners
ahead of me, so not only had I not lost time, I had put
more space between myself and the women behind me.
So things were looking up. And I was feeling good physi-
cally - no more hamstring cramps.

The next 5 miles (775 to 80) covered what is affec-
tionately referred to as Devil’s Staircase. Devil’s Stair-
case is pretty much what one would imagine - a very long
very steep set of switchbacks that leads to the top of a
small peak. My best guess is that the climb itself was at
least a mile - maybe 1.5. It seemed to go on forever. The
really sad part was when a thru-hiker (a fairly rotund
thru-hiker) caught and passed me on the way up.

OUCH!

Then a runner caught me, and I drafted off of him
to get myself the rest of the way up. We chatted for a
while, and he even offered to pace me the rest of the way,
but I declined because I knew he was a faster runner
than me and I certainly did not want to slow him down
(he ended up finishing 24 minutes ahead of me).

Getting down was certainly easier and faster than
getting up, but the run down became progressively more
and more steep and therefore more painful on the tight
and tired quads. The last mile or so of this section spilled

Fall 2008

Page 14



Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club

The SUN

out onto a paved road. It was very reminiscent of run-
ning down the steeper parts of the road on Mt. Sugarloaf.
Although it was all runnable I wasn’t very happy at that
point. I was getting impatient to be done. As I ran down
the endless switchbacks, all I could think was that I really
just wanted to stop at Kinlochleven and eat fish & chips
from the greasy little take-away shop that Bill and I ate
at last year. I also had a scare when I came out onto the
road: all of a sudden, from out of nowhere, there were
two runners behind me, and one was female. Please
please let her be a pacer !!! In my head I was going
through what I would say by way of congratulations to
this chick, I was so sure that if she passed me there that
she would win it. Turns out, it was Benny and Fiona.
They had been “shadowing” me for that section without
my even realizing it. They were SO motivating. Benny
assured me that the next female was 2 hours behind (al-
though really she was only 1 hour back), so the race was
already won. He convinced me that what I really needed
to do was keep doing what I had been doing, find my
comfort zone and stay there. Probably the best advice he
could have given me. Had I tried to put more distance
between myself and the next woman at that point, I very
well may have burned myself out.

Benny and Fiona then sprinted ahead so they would
go through the checkpoint well ahead of me, and I made
my way down into the beautiful little mountainside town
of Kinlochleven (note to Scott Hartl: there’s an old fac-
tory there that has been converted into a climbing center
full of indoor climbing walls - some fake rock walls, and
some actual ice walls in deeply air conditioned rooms).

At the checkpoint at Kinlochleven I was weighed
again and found I had dropped about 6 pounds, but
that’s about standard, so no worries.

The next section was a mentally difficult 8 mile
stretch. Like Rannoch Moor, I could see the trail wind-
ing ahead of me for miles. For better or worse, it was
relatively flat so I had no excuses to walk. About 6 miles
into it, just as I was starting to lose physical as well as
mental energy, Davie and Fiona caught up with me and
again gave me lots of encouraging words which really
picked me up.

I knew I was finally at the end of this section when
up ahead I could see Garry with his dog Alfie frolicking in
a trailside stream (the dog was frolicking, that is). What
a sight for sore eyes!

This was mile 88, the last checkpoint. Bill was
there with oatmeal and Red Bull (which turned out to be
a mistake - the Red Bull did not sit well at all). Feeling
really good and really up, I headed off through my last
cow field, over my last cow fence, and into the forest for
the last 7 miles. There were a couple of very big steep
climbs at the beginning of this section - on the order of
the steep trail up Mt. Sugarloaf, but mostly it was gor-
geous single track trail. Eventually the trail spilled out
onto a paved road and opened up to amazing views of
Ben Nevis, Scotland’s highest peak (which thankfully I
was NOT about to climb !). The road was what seemed
like an endless series of switchbacks that eventually came
to a T with one of the main streets of Fort William. This
is where I started to become incoherent. Although it
looked like there was civilization to the right and noth-
ing to the left, I turned left as the sign said I should. But,
after what seemed like a couple of miles with no sign of

town in sight, I began to panic that I was running the
wrong direction. Luckily, just as I was getting myself
really worked up, I could see a speed limit sign (which

I had been told was a signal that I was ¥4 mile from the
end), and then the sign for the Leisure Center (i.e., the
finish line) up ahead. Yay !!! I had been walking along
the road because it was uphill, but once I saw the sign I
ran for it: to the Leisure Center sign, through the parking
lot, up the steps and into the building to the official fin-
ish, the reception desk. I think I hugged the race direc-
tor first, then Bill. Then I was told that I had broken 20
hours and I began to blubber, and almost hyperventilate.
Then I had the shot of Glengoyne whiskey, which is tra-
ditional because Glengoyne Distillery is, after all, a major
sponsor of the race. Then, after almost falling over, I
began to hug everybody in sight before heading off to the
showers and a most excellent massage.

I felt very banged up for two full days — a good sign
that I had not left anything out there.

But to answer the pressing question: The shirt is a
very high quality bright yellow long sleeve technical shirt
which actually fits, and for finishing as first female I got a
very nice engraved crystal rose bowl.

More Success by the Prez!
Donna Utakis was 4th among the five top women

in September 14th’s Pisgah Mountain 50k Trail Race at
Chesterfield, NH (18th overall in 5:43:04, out of a total of
78 competitors). This must have been just a tune-up for
her, though; on October 3-4 she ran gth overall and 3rd
female in Swoope, Virginia’s first “Grindstone 100 miler”
race. Donna’s had great showings down in Virginia, and
her time - 23:27:32 (“I ran it in less than a day!”) - had to
be satisfying. What a year she’s had!

8th Buttonball Classic 5k

By Ben Bensen

Though it has a nice, central location (for SMAC
people, anyhow), Sunderland’s Buttonball “Classic” 5k
has never managed a particularly big field, and this year
was no exception. October 18 was a nice morning to
run, if way too cold for spectators, and there were few
competing local races. Some runners did show up, along
with a few of us willing to run, and some fans, and a dog.
Grand total of entrants: 13 (or 14, if you count the dog).
Well, both its parents ran, and it seemed pretty willing,
so that has to be OK, right?

No really. When a race has more prizes than
competitors, something definitely isn’t OK, even though
it’s great to win something. The Buttonball course is
more demanding than you’d expect, with a fast first mile
followed by a long uphill grind. Past the mid-point,
though, it’s down or flat again, so you can certainly move.
Mike Hoberman took things out hard and early, but
was overtaken before the hill by eventual winner Parker
Morse (18:53) and Adam Bruno (18:59), finishing third
in 19:10. No problem for me; when I finish one place
behind Mike, I feel very good indeed (4th; 21:44), even
if it’s a 2.5 minute gap. Ted Burrell (5th; 22:21), Denise
Spence (6th; 22:32) Rory Milsark (7th; 24:32 - hey! He’s
nine!) and his Mom, Jean Henneberry (8th; 24:33), Jodi
Mclntyre (9th; 24:50) and Janice Sorenson (13th; 30:51)
all ran too, so SMAC pretty much owned the race. Janice
and Mike own the dog; I guess I'd better learn its name.
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wrapping up (= _

their run at
the Buttonball Classic 5k
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