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Racers surge under a blazing summer sun at the Montague Mug Race. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

The Sweltering Summer
While this may not have been the hottest summer we’ve had in years, overall it has certainly seemed like one of the muggiest. And yet, weirdly, it’s also technically been one of
the driest, as shown by current drought monitor maps. The weather didn’t stop us runners
from doing our thing, though. In fact, some races even sported their biggest turnouts on
super-hot days, like the weekly Northfield Summer Road Race series, which on the evening
of July 28th saw a record 38 finishers (led by SMAC’s Bob Bezio) in the 5K race.
One local race, the Sweltering Summer Marathon and Ultra in Pittsfield, which was run by
SMAC members Carla Halpern and Francia Wisnewski, fully embraced the season in both
its name and attitude. More recently, the annual Bridge of Flowers 10K took place on an
exceptionally humid morning in mid-August, and the Montague Mug Race 5.5-miler was
run a week later during only slightly less uncomfortable conditions.
It’s all temporary, though. Crisp fall days will be upon us before we know it. We hope you
enjoy this issue that revisits some of the summer swelter (and more), and hope to see you
out there soon on the roads and trails of our excellently diverse little corner of the world.
-Ben Kimball, editor of The Sun

From the Editor

SUGARLOA F
Reboundica
EPISODE VI*: RETURN OF THE COMEBACK
It is a bright time for Sugarloaf runners. As mentioned last
issue, the club continues to enjoy a period of resurgence.
Striking out from its home base in the idyllic Pioneer Valley,
SMAC has dispatched hundreds of intrepid emissaries to the
far reaches of the New England region and beyond.
Representing at races in remote places like Geneva NY,
Easton WA, various wilds of Vermont, California, and a whole
host of locales much closer to home, like Northfield,
Westfield, East Longmeadow, and South Hadley (and some
impossibly quaint village called Shelburne Falls), Sugarloafers
have worn the prestigious yellow and black with pride.
As for me, I continue making my own comeback after that
stupid Achilles-induced time-out stint last winter. I ran a handful of road and trail races this summer, including the 7.4-mile
TARC Skyline Trail Race in the Blue Hills just south of Boston, a
fun five-miler in the woods north of Fitchburg, the Indian Ladder Trail Race 15K near Albany, some weekly 5Ks in Pittsfield,
Northfield, and Northampton, and a half-marathon trail race
out in the mountains of Revelstoke, British Columbia, because
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why not? And following Laure Van den Broeck’s excellent advice about cross-training from several issues ago, I’ve also
been incorporating a lot of swimming and biking. Refreshingly,
I do feel fit now, in a way I haven’t in years.
Fellow SMAC member John Reino keeps fit in more ways
than one, too, as you’ll read in his article about the BoneFrog
obstacle course race on page 5. So do John Herron and Sara
Simmons, two star SMAC members profiled this time. And former SMAC member Eddie Tompson is still going strong too, as
you’ll see in his tale of running the Bolder Boulder in Colorado.
Other highlights from this issue: Jeanne LaPierre’s followup article to her excellent stream-of-consciousness essay “In a
Nutshell” from the Mar/Apr issue shares new and uncensored
psychological insights into the personal thoughts of a fellow
runner; I know I recognize more than one of her mirthful musings from my own mind. There’s also Jeff Hansen’s recap of his
Vermont 100 ultramarathon run. Tom’s account of a “DoubleUp” mountain race in Stowe. Patrick’s ode to the Mug Race.
Andrea’s Ragnar rundown. A new SMAC series update. Jen’s
juicy Dam Run report. Leslie’s faraway first 50K. John Stifler’s
powerful exposé about doping in our sport. Francia’s mouthwatering recipes from the Andes. And of course, the eagerly
anticipated return of JoEllen’s delightful Ginger (see p. 3).
Remember The Sun only happens with your help, so
please keep your contributions coming. Stories, pics, race recaps, etc. can all be sent to me at alpinefin [at] comcast.net
-Ben
*well, this is technically my 6th “From the Editor” editorial since starting this gig.
Jen and me at the base of
Mt. MacPherson before
the start of a trail halfmarathon in Revelstoke,
British Columbia a few
weeks ago. The trails of
the Canadian Rockies
proved incredibly fun to
run and hike, and we
made the most of our 10
days there, seeing many
lakes, peaks and glaciers,
and a grizzly bear too!
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Runners Illustrated

Ginger
by JoEllen Cameron
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The Running Life

Stuff I Think About When Running
by Jeannie LaPierre
When someone asks me what I think about while running,
jogging, or trying to run, I stop and think. Trick question? Stupid question? Good question! Let’s all put on our thinking caps.

don’t have to run in the heat anymore. Training for fitness is
different than training for a race. I’ve not raced in 2 years. Rain,
purple rain? What did he mean? Let’s think on that.

Liz, the enthusiastic barn helper at my CSA, proclaimed
she’s happy to answer any questions. I filled the pint container
with purple fingerlings. Next, I plucked 2 stripy purplish eggplants and dropped them into my bag. On to the onions. “Liz,
are these storage onions? Shall I refrigerate or let them cure in
the sun?” She cocked her head and launched into a circuitous
bit of explanation that didn’t explain. Had I been younger I
would have called her on that, but why bother? Now I wondered, to store or not? Liz told me that if I leave the dirt on
them, they think they are still in the ground. I deposited the
produce in the car then began my run to ponder this and other
issues, like running in the rain. Like why a local parks and rec
cancelled its 5K due to rain on Memorial Day weekend.

The drizzle of rain mingles with the brine of my effort as I
toe the start for a few intervals. After 5 x 800’s, I realize how
slow the watch was today. Darned watch. Maybe after a rest it
will get back up to speed. Maybe not. Oh well. Another year
has passed. I like the color purple. Funny word.

When my feet hit terra firma, the system automatically
ticks through its maintenance checklist: my back is a bit achy,
right knee a bit snappy, left knee a clunk-a-clunk with arthritis
but okay to go, breathing heavy for first mile. Do an aerobic recheck in mile two. Do these short shorts cause selfconsciousness? It’s a brief consideration. I tug then move on.
The young woman at the gym wears bun warmers that skim
along the upper limits of modesty. I am being judgy, I think. I’m
allowed to be judgy It’s her body not mine. Who am I to judge?
And is judgy a word? Well, pudgy is a word as is fudgy. Amble,
ramble on, and sing my song.
Without my glasses, I see a big black dog amble across the
road. That’s weird. Most neighbors are conscientious about
leashing their pets. Within 50 yards I realize it’s a bear. Lots of
bears this year. Guess turning around is a good idea because
it’s working its way into the trashcan at the end of the driveway while craning its big head in my direction. I think it’s telling
me to mind my own judgy business and to leave it alone.
The rain refreshes like tiny icicles. Damn those 90-degree
days. This is a good day for intervals. Running in a summer rain
is a treat. I think that my heat tolerance is not what it used to
be. Remember Boston 26.2 in 2004 when it started late in the
morning? When the temp was near 80° at the start and closer
to 90° at the finish? When so many runners found themselves
sitting curbside in a shady spot summoning up the energy and
grit to claim the medal? Or those who fell from exhaustion and
ended up in the medical tent with an IV for rehydration? With
visions of a cold margarita and a plate of fried calamari for my
reward, I was among the lucky who crossed the line upright. I
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Prince said that we only have one birthday; all the rest are
anniversaries. Yup. Einstein said that time is not absolute. Run
fast for 800 yards and it feels like an eternity. Run a scenic ten
miles, past splashing water slipping across rocks like dancers at
Jacob’s Pillow and vibrant green moss that nearly sparkles,
along the undulations of road that skirt the reservoir, while
considering that turning 60 has a different feel than turning 50,
and absorb the euphoria as all the limbs and joints and muscles
cooperate, making propulsion a joyful endeavor… do that and
time is a mere blip of relativity. Age. Is that relative?
I think about reaching my peak specifically during a 4month marathon training schedule many years ago and not
knowing that I was at the pinnacle until I crossed the line 20
minutes faster than the targeted goal time as I plod these days.
Then, my current infirmities were an unknown. I wish I knew
then what I now know, eh? Infirmities; they are not dire, but a
discomforting distraction. I recall all those runners who commented as they passed, "Jeanne you’re doing great. You don’t
need any help." I’d affixed a handmade bib to the back of my
shirt that read, "Jeanne - Help me break 4:00." Post race, while
consuming one of those craft beers Burlington is noted for, I
was recruited as team member for Reach the Beach. I diplomatically said no. My tendency toward motion sickness when
fatigued will be your plague I told them. I think the decision
was right, I think. Where are they now, I wonder? Would I
know if I was on social media?
I consider why some folks find my refusal, or perhaps stubbornness, to not join Facebook rather ignorant. Look what I’m
missing out on, they say. You can connect with your old kindergarten classmates. You can post all your activities. You can create your own wacky, distorted persona. Look at me tying my
sneaker. Look at me eating pasta. Look at me looking at this
onion that thinks it’s still in the ground. Just think. A thinking
onion. What’s next, a smart phone? I plod on, all in my head.

©Jeanne LaPierre (runjeanne@att.net)
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My First OCR: A History, An Opinion, And Not So Much of a Race Report…..
by John Reino
2016 HESCO BoneFrog New England
Saturday 5/21 in Charlemont, MA
This race story has a long beginning.
My paternal grandfather and my father were both U.S.
Marines (though my father spent most of his life in the Naval
Reserve until retiring). So I grew up hearing a lot about the
exciting challenges of military service. I was all too eager for
the serious physical fitness demands—a job getting paid to
dive out of a plane? Are you kiddin’? Sign me up!
Out of high school, my best friend enlisted in the USMC
while I opted for community college, and, later, a Naval ROTC
scholarship to pay for the rest of my degree at Boston University (ROTC is the off-campus version of Annapolis (don’t
say that to a Naval Academy grad); on graduation the midshipman is commissioned as a Naval Officer and sent to the
fleet). In ROTC my version of ‘boot camp’ happened in Newport, RI during the summer before my transfer to BU. It came
complete with Marine Drill Instructors (think of R. Lee Ermey
in the movie Full Metal Jacket—by the way, he wasn’t performing as an actor in a Hollywood role, he was being himself
and caught on camera) doing the PT and (drumroll) an obstacle course! At the time I thought I was ‘built for this type of
stuff’ and so I was thrilled to do so well on the big test day.
Perhaps the stories I’d heard as a youngster had me believing
that this was my calling; that this is what I was made for!
Given this description you might imagine that I wouldn’t
be so interested in going aboard a ship in the fleet—and
you’d be right! I know, crazy! Join the Navy and not expect to
go to sea. I figured I’d go into aviation and avoid the boat and
when that didn’t look like a possibility I realized what I really
wanted was to be a Navy SEAL. That was what was in my
blood; SEAL training (in the late 80’s, the Navy SEAL didn’t
have the public notoriety, image, or popularity that it carries
today). Unfortunately, after completing their PT test and interview I never heard back a response and at my commissioning (sworn in by my father onboard the USS Constitution
in Boston) I held orders directing me to join the crew of a destroyer home-ported in Norfolk, VA. No aviation, no transfer
to the USMC (the Marines fall within the Department of the
Navy; don’t say that to a Marine), and no SEAL training. I
went to sea. I ended up paying, rather than being paid, to
jump out of a plane.
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Fast forward. Years later I’m home and working in the VA
and hearing updates from one of my co-workers about her
son going through SEAL training. Such vicarious living brought
me back to my own desires from 15 years earlier.
Fast forward again. After years not seeing that coworker
(my VA position ended) I ran into her at the finish line of the
Clarkdale 12K in Deerfield race last fall. With her usual high
level of enthusiasm, she told me she was at Clarkdale to see
her son running the race and that he’d left the SEALs after
many years but was now part of a recently founded company
putting on an event at Berkshire East (Bone Frog Challenge
has multiple events on the east coast). She encouraged me to
check it out, saying, “You’d love it!” and that it had a strong
emphasis on veterans (both as part of the event and as a memorial tribute). And for good measure she mailed me a brief
handwritten note and business card. This woman oozes inspiration, so I listened to her and took a look at the website. It
said “designed by SEALs.” Hook, line, and sinker!
Now, there are two reasons why I didn’t “jump in” when
the Obstacle Course Race (OCR) craze hit. The first reason
goes beyond it seeming like a short-term fad and into my idea
of myself as a purist. Running is hard. Many people complain
that it is boring even, and in their never-ending need for further stimulation they want to “dress it up” to overcome this
boredom. I say “unnecessary”; I say go out and run your absolute hardest 100% effort for one mile and then do it again
later, except do it one second faster. Just one second! Now
that is a mammoth challenge—how do you go 1 second faster than you can? Many of us give up on this. We decide running isn’t interesting enough and give it some sort of add-on
attraction that gives us something else to think about—some
other stimulation to move running away from being hard and
more toward fun. The purist in me was satisfied with just trying to run my best without any add-ons. I told myself I didn’t
need the obstacles; there were already plenty. Running includes enough of everything (including stimulation)—it’s just
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[Obstacle Course Race, continued from page 5]

SMAC Series

The 2016 SMAC Series So Far

that you may have to look within yourself (inside versus outside) to find it. Boredom can come with anything in life.

by John Goda

The second reason for staying away from the OCR was
basically the punch line to a joke—that the OCR is the orthopedists best friend. Just say NO to injury.

This year’s SMAC race series is off to a terrific start. With
a total of 35 competitors (16 women and 19 men) it has already exceeded last year’s participation numbers, and with
15 first-time series runners, this year’s series has proven to
be extremely competitive so far.

So there I was conflicted. My own views versus a woman
who could talk a wild dog off of a meat wagon telling me I’d
love it. I began thinking. Maybe I still had a little warrior left
in me and it was as close as I’d ever get (still not very close)
to at least feeling SEAL-like. I could imagine. So I did it. And
guess what? I loved it!
Competitors came from great distances and the crowd
was mostly on the younger side. Aaron Stone was the only
local guy I saw. Not the entire course was runnable. The obstacles for me went almost perfect, though I got help getting
over one of them (being 66 inches is a slight disadvantage but
people were good natured). My only knock on the event was
I waited at a few obstacles a bit longer than I would have
been willing to wait—while this provided some rest, it also
made starting up running again difficult (particularly after a
lengthy wait at the cargo net). It seemed few people do the
trail running, instead preferring to hike.

Everyone asks: would you do it again? It’s still early to
say, but yeah, I think I would. For now, I’m back to just pure
running and preparing for the Marine Corps Marathon at the
end of October.

Results: http://my3.raceresult.com/54787/results?lang=en
John is a SMAC Board member who lives in South Deerfield.

Things kicked off with the traditional Ron Hebert 8-Miler
on April 10th, and then moved on to a relatively new race in
the series, the Daffodil 5K in Amherst (back in the series for
the 2nd year in a row). Next up was the Rabbit Run, one of
the toughest 10Ks around and a staple of the series, followed
by the Lake Wyola 4.8-mile run, another long-time series
race. A whopping 28 series runners turned out to try their
hand at the Wyola loop, our best turnout for a series race in
almost two years. The series then returned to the streets of
Springfield and Longmeadow for a flat and fast 10K at the JCC
Father’s Day race in late June. And the 5.5-mile Montague
Mug Race took place recently on a hot day in August.
On the women’s side, defending champion Erin Guzowski
was in first place through the first five races (pre- Mug Race),
and is looking to become the first woman to defend her series
title. Heather Moore, Amy Sternheim, Carla Halpern, and Gina Vanasse are all within striking distance in spots 2 through
5. For the men, Norman Sproehnle, 3rd in last year’s series,
leads by less than 20 points over newcomer Ron Boyden
(again, pre Mug Race). Another newcomer to the series, Michael Barlow, currently holds third place, but Miodrag Glumac and Brian Pickell are both close behind, with the top five
men separated by less than 75 points.
With nine races left in the series, there’s still plenty of
racing left, and plenty of time and opportunity for runners to
move up or down. Upcoming races in the series include the
Don Maynard 5-Miler in Greenfield and the Summit Run 5K in
Hadley. New additions to the series this year are the Happy
Valley Half Marathon in Northampton in October (taking the
place of the Monson half) and the Clarkdale 12K in Deerfield
in November.

Illustration by Don Grant (reprinted with permission)
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The 22nd Annual Don Maynard Memorial
Five-Miler and Three-Mile Walk

The 33rd Annual Summit Run 5K
9:30 a.m. on Sunday, September 25, 2016

9:30 a.m. on Saturday, September 17, 2016
Start and finish is at the Green River Swimming &
Recreation Area on Nash’s Mill Rd in Greenfield, MA. The
courses are flat, fast, and scenic! The runners’ race begins
by the Green River on Nash’s Mill Rd, then heads north
on rural country roads through the Greenfield Meadows
section of town before looping around and heading south
towards Greenfield Community College. The last mile of
the course is on the Greenfield Bike Path (paved), which
is right along the Green River. The walk start is the same
as the run, but it does an out-and-back all on the bike
path.
Awards are three-deep in all age groups, and there is
a huge post-race raffle along with refreshments. Long
sleeve shirts this year and you don't want to miss out.
Special prize to our 22nd finisher. This race is the gem of
Franklin County. You won’t be disappointed!
In Don’s memory, event proceeds go to the Don
Maynard Scholarship Fund, which awards scholarships to
graduating Franklin County public school seniors. This
past year we were able to give out two $500.00 scholarships. Winners were Meredith Townsley of Pioneer Valley
Regional High School and Sarah Conlisk of Frontier Regional High School.
The Don Maynard Memorial Race is part of the 2016
SMAC road race series. Race day registration will be available at 8am, or save time/$ and register at Runreg.com:
www.runreg.com/22nd-annual-don-maynard-5-miler
Directions: Take exit 26 off I-91. Then take Rte. 2 west off
the rotary. Take your first right onto Colrain Rd. Proceed
one mile (through a smaller rotary near GCC), then take a
right onto Nash’s Mill Rd.
Contact: Chuck Adams rcrchuck@comcast.net (413) 522-6688

Race website: www.dmmrace.com
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The Summit Run 5K is Sugarloaf’s mini version of the
Mt. Washington Road Race, right here in our own back
yard! The USATF sanctioned race starts on Rte. 47 just
south of Mitch’s Marina in Hadley. The first 1.25 miles are
relatively flat, and then the course heads up the paved
auto road to the summit of Mt. Holyoke in Skinner State
Park via a series of switchbacks, for a total climb of 800
feet that ends in scenic views in all directions.
Proceeds from this annual event benefit the Friends
of the Mount Holyoke Range, a nonprofit organization of
local volunteers dedicated to protecting, preserving, and
promoting the Mt. Holyoke Range, and to assisting the
development and operation of both Mt. Holyoke Range
State Park and Skinner State Park and their cultural, educational, recreational, natural, and historic aspects.

T-shirts are guaranteed to all entries received by September 8. There will be prizes for all age group winners
(male and female) and for the fastest male and female
“local” runners (to win as a local runner, you must be
from one of the following towns: Amherst, Belchertown,
Granby, Hadley, or South Hadley). Entry fees are $15 until
September 18, then $20 September 18 through race day;
You can register online at
www.runreg.com/summitrun-5k. Online registration
ends on September 21.
Race-day registration IS
available. For more information, contact the race
director, David Martula, at
davidmartula@gmail.com
or 413-586-8002.

Jake Koteen finishes 4th at the
2013 Summit Run 5K at the top
of Mt. Holyoke.
(Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Redemption in Vermont
by Jeff Hansen
Towards the end of the month of July in the summer of
2009, I decided to test myself at the hundred-mile distance
for the first time ever. I entered the Vermont 100 with my
cousin and training partner Jeremy. Neither of us had appropriate training or experience. We spent a very long day (and
evening) that July running up and down the bucolic hills of
the Green Mountain State before deciding we had had
enough at mile 76. We dropped out, with no regrets or feelings of failure. It was an incredible adventure with great
memories, and was the farthest either of us had ever run.
Fast forward to the fall of 2015 as I began to creep deeper into the onset of a mid-life identity “crisis” and the urge to
test my mettle at the ultra-distance again seeped into my
psyche. I told my wife of my plans and she was immediately
supportive.
Training began in earnest in January, amidst the warmest
weather I’ve experienced. I piled on lots of miles and even
more hills. The determination and focus to REALLY finish this
attempt became deeply ingrained as I pushed myself through
long, lonely, and difficult runs.

The first test was a 50-mile qualifier in Maine, which left
me hospitalized with severe dehydration but otherwise unscathed (see full race report on p. 5 of the previous issue of
The Sun). After that experience I spent quite a lot of time in a
state of denial, unwilling to admit that running that distance twice was, possibly,
something I was not really destined to do.
I’ve been told by more than a few ultrarunners that a stubborn attitude is a positive trait in completing long-distance
events. I wasn’t quite sure what they
meant, but I continued to train with a single-mindedness that I had lacked in 2009.
Before I talk about the race itself, I
need to acknowledge that running an ultra
-marathon is an inherently VERY selfish
thing to do. It necessitates that others
make huge sacrifices in time, money, and
effort to support your endeavor. All ultrarunners are dependent on race organizers
and volunteers to perform Herculean feats
to even make the race happen. On a more
personal level, each runner may call upon
friends and family to help “crew” for them,

and a pacer to essentially “babysit” the runner during the
latter, more difficult portions of the race. I was fortunate to
have the support of my wife Kellie and her brother Jim who
dropped what they were doing so they could drive around
the back roads of Vermont for 24 hours SOLELY to make sure
that I had food, drink, and dry clothes. A new friend, Andrey,
had taken on the role of pacer for me and I promised he’d be
with me for MANY, MANY hours… mostly in the dead of night
and pre-dawn hours.
Anyway, on Friday evening of July 15th I found myself
setting up camp in a hot, exposed field at the staging area for
the start and finish of the 2016 Vermont 100-Mile Endurance
Race. Rather than try to recreate my race experience with a
“play by play” recounting, which really isn’t possible for an
event that took over 24 hours to complete, I’m just going to
highlight snapshots from the experience; memories that may
just last a lifetime.
 Starting a race in the pitch-black morning hours with over

300 others who’ve had little to no sleep is sublimely magical.
 Beginning a race with virtually no preconceived visions of

a finish line because it’s just TOO distant to even contemplate is humbling.
[Continued, page 9]

Jeff Hansen at mile 15 of the Vermont 100 ultramarathon. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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 Apply sunscreen… LOTS of sunscreen.
 Get used to the hills, and walking both up and down

many of them.
 I probably went out too fast, I noted, as my pace dwin-

dled from slow to REALLY slow.
 After passing the halfway point at 50 miles, I was relieved

to finally stop counting the number of miles I had run and
begin counting down the number of miles I had left.
 This relief was short-lived as each mile became exponen-

tially more difficult to complete than the preceding one.
 I was passed by lots of people—for hours—many of

whom were smiling and enjoying the experience.
 I was SUPER excited to reach mile 70 where my pacer

Andrey would join me (and hopefully not pass me) and
would stay with me until the bitter end.
 Getting to mile 70 was taking longer and longer as the

afternoon turned to early evening.
 The pain in my feet and legs reached nearly unbearable

levels.
 As with all long races, with enough time and forward mo-

mentum, you WILL eventually reach your destination. I
finally made it to mile 70 after an agonizingly long time!
 Fresh dry clothing is a godsend after wearing sweaty stuff

for over 12 hours.
 I would continue to slow down even more as I proceeded

further into the race. Almost comically so.
Jeff at mile 26 of the Vermont 100. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
[Vermont 100, continued from page 8]
 Seeing the sun finally rise for what promised to be a long

day is invigorating and, for my race, the first actual dose
of reality; I’d be running in the sun for more than 14 additional hours.
 Hills in Vermont are relentless… utterly relentless.
 The first sight of my support crew at mile 21 was a relief

and joy beyond words, as it continued to be throughout
the day… especially due to the fact that they were wearing “Team Jeffrey” shirts designed by my step-daughter.
 Seeing other friends along the way had an equally uplift-

ing effect on my morale. Their presence was a huge
boost in motivating me to keep moving!
 The endeavor and its difficulty REALLY began to manifest

after the first 20 or so miles.
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 The quiet in the forest as sunset and nightfall approached

was as magical as the pre-dawn start. Absolutely amazing.
 At mile 76, ginger ale with cold, crushed ice was the most

incredible substance I have EVER tasted and became
something I would continue to obsess over until the end.
 The black-hole-strength desire to quit, and indescribable

pain and fatigue, would become overwhelming as I struggled to reach the aid station at mile 83.
 I lay on the middle of the trail in the night sky shivering

and uncertain I could make it the two miles to the mile
83 aid station. I announced to my pacer that I was done
and accepted another runner’s offer to send someone
back for me.
 The shivering got bad enough that I realized I NEEDED to

keep moving to reach mile 83 where I assumed I’d find a
cot and blanket.
[Continued, page 10]
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[Vermont 100, continued from page 9]
 No one had been sent back to check on me, I realized, as

I finally limped into mile 83.
 Nor was there a cot or blanket.
 There was however, an abundance of ibuprofen and

warm broth, and a pep talk from another runner who
passed me on his way to the finish.
 FIVE miles farther along, at mile 88, my crew was waiting

for me. I would have to make it to them before dropping
out. I figured I could make it there in about 2 ½ hours and
I was not happy about this.
 Hot broth, ibuprofen, a little rest, and pep talks—and a

threatening lightning storm—had an unbelievable impact
on my physical and emotional state. From a wreck laying
on a muddy trail a short while back, I found myself running again and running hard… just as the skies opened
and torrential rains drenched us. I made it to mile 88 in
less than an hour.
 My determination to finish the race returned.
 The rain and lightning increased, frighteningly so, as we

ran atop exposed hilltop fields. I considered diving into a
ditch until the lightening abated… which it never did.
 I began passing people again, after being passed almost

endlessly from mile 25 to mile 83. It actually felt good to
run again and the pain seemed to disappear.
 Trails turned to muddy quagmires as we neared the end.
 We passed a sign which stated simply: “1 mile to go” and

state almost worse than anything I experienced during
the actual race.
 With a few days hindsight I began to see that the largest

motivator in getting to the finish was the realization that I
did not HAVE to drop out when I felt like I was unable to
continue. I’d already dropped in 2009, and knew that I
wanted to finish more than I wanted to quit. It’s honestly
as simple as that. If I could stand up and move forward,
then I owed it to myself to do that until I reached the finish; my final time, ultimately, was irrelevant.
 The realization that I WAS actually going to make it as I

ran through the final wooded section to the finish was
surreal and I really had a hard time grasping how I had
actually made it. The truth was that I had just put one
foot in front of another (roughly 190,000 times) until
there were no more steps to take. We ALL do the same
thing in life confronting our hardships and reveling in joyful events, one at a time, in the time that is given to us.
So, if you’re still reading, I apologize for such a lengthy
report. I honestly did leave out 99% of what I saw and felt
before, during, and after the race. But that is what an ultramarathon is like; a lifetime lived in 24 hours. Finishing the
Vermont 100 was proof to me that with enough hard work,
support, attitude, and stubbornness, an impossible feat may
become possible. I have no other explanation for how I was
able to complete a 100-mile race. That’s not something I was
capable of… until I had actually done it.
Jeff is a SMAC member who lives in Greenfield, MA.

I ran hard.
 After a day that seemed like it would

NEVER, EVER end I finally saw the finish lights and wondered how the race
could already be over. Very strange.
 I crossed the finish line of my first

(and last) 100-mile race and embraced my wife.
 Shivering and unable to eat or close

my eyes, I left for home as the rain
continued to fall.
 I spent the entirety of the day pacing

back and forth in my house unable to
lie down, sit still, close my eyes, or eat
solid food. The effort had left my
mind and body shell-shocked. It was a
Mt. Ascutney at mile 85 of the Vermont 100 ultramarathon. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Ye Olden Mug Race
by Patrick Pezzati
I started running, at my wife’s suggestion, in the winter
of 2005. That summer, a friend mentioned there was a road
race in our town called the Mug Race. It was 5.5 miles, longer
than I’d ever run before, but I thought it might be fun. I
signed up by snail mail and then tried to run the course based
on the hand-drawn map on the sign-up form. I got lost and
ended up running almost seven miles, which seemed like an
impossibly long distance, but figured if I could run nearly seven then I could probably get through five and a half.
I ran the race in about 46 and a half minutes, an 8:30-ish
per mile pace. Aside from the feeling of accomplishment at
finishing my first race, the thing that struck me the most was
how many “old” people were running, and how fast they all
were. I didn’t know them then, but looking back at the results
I see the names Michael Hoberman, Rick Scott, David Kaynor,
Jeanne LaPierre, David Aronson, Chuck Adams, Dave Martula.
All were as old or older than me, and all were much faster
than me. I clearly recall all these older folks that were so
healthy, fit, and happy, and wanting what they had, even if I
was sure I’d never run that fast.

drove about 10 minutes to take 2nd overall and first master
(34:39), and Erin Guzowski was also second and first master
in 41:18. Other notable SMAC attendees were Ron Boyden
(6th, 39:16), Norm Sproehnle (8th, 39:48), Michael Barlow
(11th, 40:17), Tom Raffensperger (12th, 40:59), Brian Williams (17th, 42:06), Peter Kennedy (22nd, 44:05), Jim Farrick
(24th, 44:41), Miodrag Glumac (25th, 45:12), Bosiljka Glumac
(36th, 48:38), Ann Van Dyke (44th, 51:04), Carla Halpern
(47th, 52:20), John de Sousa (51st, 53:25), Gina Vanasse
(53rd, 54:38), Heather Moore (57th, 56:11), Ted Ridout
(62nd, 58:28), and Kathie Williams (71st, 66:16).
We moved to Montague in 1997. I wouldn’t start running
for over seven years after that, but somehow I picked a great
town in which to grow old as a runner.

Patrick is a SMAC Board member from Montague.

This year I ran the Montague Mug Race for the 10th time.
It was my first race ever, and the first one I’ve run that many
times. In recent years I had some good runs there, winning
the senior age group twice and setting a course PR of 36:55 in
2014; a time that would have won the category in 2005 as
well, but not in 2006, when Bill Dixon came down from
Brattleboro to win the whole race in 32:40 at age 59. I have
not run well all year, so this time I was satisfied with third
senior and 7th overall in 39:42.
In 2016, the Mug Race is still an event that shows what a
lifelong sport running is. An impressive 36 of 75 runners were
over the age of 50 this year, including five of the top 10 overall. A resurgent Brian Pickell, who still holds the masters’ record at Lake Wyola, dominated the 50–59 men in 36:49; Debriah Zukowski of Shelburne was top female in that category
in 47:17; Ted Hale led the 60–69 men in 42:03 (with a returning David Kaynor in 2nd place) and Jeannie LaPierre was right
behind him in 43:03, earning 3rd overall female and beating
many younger women in the process; Dave Martula is still an
age group winner at 70+ in 47:11.
A couple youngsters were the overall winners: finishing
in 32:54, Aaron Stone won a pewter mug to add to his large
collection, and local native Anna Reid was 3rd overall and
first female in 36:10. Bob Bezio crossed the Millers River and
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Michael Barlow of Conway strides to an 11th place finish
in the 2016 Montague Mug Race. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Up Up and Away (or Into the Clouds and Back Again)
by Tom Davidson
I had been starting to think of myself as a Trail Runner.
After nearly twenty years of pounding the pavement in the
valley, I turned to trail running about two years ago. At first I
found trails to be challenging, slow, hilly, and dirty, but they
were also quiet, and scenic. It was a change that refreshed
my interest in going out for a run. My usual 5-mile road loops
were not getting much faster or fun but when I set out for a 5
-mile trail run it was like being a new runner again. My
“comfortable” run pace from the roads left me gasping. Trails
were not to be trifled with. Then last spring I got my hands
on the bible of Western Mass trail running, Trail Running
Western Massachusetts* (*unsolicited plug!) by esteemed
Sun editor Ben Kimball. Since then I’ve tackled 33 of the 51
routes in the book, from Alander Mountain in deep southwestern Mass., to Pine Cobble in Williamstown, and Minnechaug Mountain in Wilbraham, all places I would never
have even known about before the book.
So my race focus has turned to trails too. This August, a
new trail race was held in Stowe, VT. It was an 11-mile event
calling itself the Mount Mansfield Double Up, a race up Mt.
Mansfield, the highest point in Vermont, twice. I signed up as
soon as I heard about it. It was a small event; only 70 people
would be allowed to run and there were qualifying standards
to meet. I applied and was accepted. I booked a nearby
campsite and was ready to go. Training went well all summer.
I ran uphill as much as I could. Alander Mtn., Spruce Mtn.,
Mohawk Trail State Forest, Mt. Tom, Mt. Holyoke… all the up
I could do, I did.
Race weekend came (a week late due to torrential rains
on the original date) and the brave souls that thought this
would be a fun event gathered at the ski lodge at the base of
Mt. Mansfield. The race director went over the course with
us, relaying a rambling, excited tale of blue blazes, yellow
blazes, and something called the Long Trail. He also reminded
us that the elevation gain for this event was on the order of
five thousand feet over only eleven miles, and that some of
the race would be above the treeline. As I listened I looked
up at the steep sides of the mountain, its various peaks hidden in the morning clouds. Soon we were gathered on the
starting line, spaced in waves of ten runners sent out ten
minutes apart to minimize impact on the fragile trails we
were about to tackle, and we were off.
The first mile found me hiking after only about a quarter
mile of running. The footing was wet from the humidity and
mud, and the grade was steeper than I expected. After the
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first two miles of hiking with as much running as I could muster in small bursts, I found myself approaching the alpine
zone. Running along through balsam firs, sliding down wet
rocks, and feeling that I was now in the clouds I had seen
from below made me realize how high I had climbed. After a
few wooden ladder ascents we were up on an open, treeless
peak called the Forehead. Mt. Mansfield’s summit ridge features are said to resemble a face, with the Forehead on the
south end, the Nose in the center, and, further to the north
at the highest point, the Chin. The wind was blowing and the
view was clouds all around but it was exhilarating to know
that I’d made it up the first of the “Double-Up’s” we would
tackle that day and had climbed around 2,000 feet already.
The descent was fast and slippery. We grabbed trees to
not fall down and skied on sneakers in wet mud in places.
Then came the only break of the day, a mile of mostly flat old
-road running along the west side of the mountain, but that
break was all too short. A right turn, 1,500 feet of climb later,
and back we were up to the top again summiting the ridge.
At that point, as I took in the view through the clouds and we
headed south along the Long Trail, I was thinking that maybe
the Montague Mug Race would have suited me better. All
too soon came a right turn (seemingly off a cliff!) and the
course descended onto the challenging Subway and Canyon
North Extension trails, a rugged, rocky section with caves,
climbs, and cliffs to navigate. I was clearly not running in the
woods of Western Mass anymore. At last, after scrambling
and suffering we regained the Long Trail on the ridge crest
and passed The Nose. Then it was back into the wet and slippery rocks and roots of the woods where we passed a friendly course marshal we’d seen on the ascent who now guided
us towards the final couple of miles to the bottom. As we
emerged from the trees onto the upper ski slopes of Stowe
Mountain ski resort and ran and stumbled down to the finish
line, we were accompanied by the cheers of unseen zipline
riders zooming through the nearby trees as we and they happily found our way to the bottom of the mountain. All in all, it
was a humbling experience to think I was good enough to run
such as challenging race in any way, but at the same time it
was a thrill to be up on top of the mountain (twice!), especially having done so on a trail and ran some of it too.
I still think I’m a trail runner now more than a road runner, but maybe I’ll stick to the trails of the 413 for a while.
Anyone up for some Earl’s Trails?
Tom is a longtime SMAC runner from Easthampton.
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The Best Dam Run in Vermont – A Fast Trail Half Just Over the Border
by Jennifer Garrett
I consider myself pretty dialed into the local race schedule. Not only do I live with a race photographer who has shot
most of the local races within an hour radius of our Greenfield home, I keep a calendar in our kitchen with all the little
Saturday and Sunday boxes populated with upcoming events
in case we get a sudden hankering to run something at the
last minute. So you can imagine my surprise when one evening in August I discovered The Best Dam Run in VT, a trail half
marathon that would be taking place on the following Saturday in Whitingham, a mere 45 minutes from home. I was further floored to find that this race, a fundraising event held by
a local organization called Deerfield Valley Community Cares,
is in its eighth year! Trail half marathons are my favorite race
category, and somehow this local one had entirely escaped
my attention. Clearly I had to check it out.
The race took place at scenic Harriman Reservoir on a
warm, sunny late August morning. I arrived a half hour early,
parked along Dam Road as instructed, and headed to the registration tables. Race day registration was a snap, and soon I
was on my way. With number pinned on and hydration pack
in place, I waited in the shade at the large tree with flagging
tape that was to serve as the start and finish line. After a
brief caution from the race directors about rocks and roots
and dips, we hit the course.
The race begins by traversing the top of Harriman Dam
on a paved roadway with great views of the reservoir. Once
across, runners enter the forest and follow the Hoot, Toot,
and Whistle Trail for about 6.6 miles, and then return along
the same route. A former railroad bed, the trail follows the
edge of the Harriman Reservoir, an impoundment of the
Deerfield River. I could tell by the course map that the terrain
would be relatively gentle, and having run hard, hilly trail
halfs over the previous two consecutive weekends, I was
looking forward to a faster, flatter race.
The trail is largely a rugged dirt road and has only a few
small, short hills. However, the footing is rough and crumbly
enough to legitimize it as trail race. Roots, ruts, loose rock,
and even old railroad ties are common. Most of the course
was in deep shade, which was welcome given the morning’s
rising temperature.
The field this year was relatively small, just 49 runners,
and not long into the race we were comfortably spread out.
Along the way we encountered walkers also participating in
the event, some of whom had started early and were several
miles in. Everyone was pleasant and positive, cheering one
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another along. Aid stations were set up at miles 3.3 and 6.6,
and were staffed by friendly folks who had water and Gatorade at the ready.
Hoping for a time of around 2 hours, I pushed my pace a
bit and held it steady until about mile 9. Heat and a belly
ache conspired to slow me down, and by mile 10 I knew I
wouldn’t reach my goal. I then shifted my focus to enjoying
my run and the company of those running with me, and of
course, in getting to that finish line. I plodded through the
late miles with heavy feet and finally made it to the flaggingtaped tree in 2:07:01, placing 21st. Adorned with my finisher’s medal, I headed to the massive barbecue spread. The
first male and female finishers, Cheyne Hoag and Leah Frost,
who finished at 1:25:27 and 1:27:06, respectively, were no
doubt on their third or fourth plate of food by the time I
joined their company.
After the race, I had the chance to speak with Susan
Spengler, a Wilmington resident who is involved with Deerfield Valley Community Cares. The organization provides fuel
assistance to community members in need. Susan explained
that this race helps them assist community members that
don’t qualify for other programs yet, despite their best
efforts, struggle to pay their winter heating costs. Often the
recipients are working families and seniors who do OK much
of the year, but get stuck late in the winter when it’s time to
fill their oil tank. After managing the race for the first seven
years, Susan turned the race direction over to the Deerfield
Rotary Club in 2016. She is hoping the race will attract a larger field of participants in the future. As new race directors
this year, the rotary club members I spoke with admitted
they were still getting their feet wet. Still learning the ropes
of timing, they did not break runners into age categories, but
said they would consider doing that in the future.

For those looking to expand their race territory north of
border, without too far of a drive, I would strongly recommend The Best Dam Run in VT 2017. This race will hold particular appeal to the runner who wants to get a trail half marathon PR. Though I didn’t get the time I was hoping for, my
disappointment was easily soothed by the 17 minutes I had
shaved from the trail half I had run the previous week. The
entry fee, which was $50 on race day, may feel steep for
some given the small, casual, nature of the race, but the worthy cause, positive atmosphere, great people, and scenic locale left me with no regrets. Early registrants also receive an
attractive tech shirt, so get it on your calendar for 2017.
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Ragnar Trail New England 2016
by Andrea Tehan Carnes
On Friday and Saturday August 26th and 27th, I had the
pleasure of competing in the second annual Ragnar Trail New
England-MA race at Northfield Mountain Recreation and
Environmental Center. As some of you may remember, I submitted a piece about the Ragnar Relay in Cape Cod last issue
(see p. 24). That was a road race with two vans and twelve
participants per team. Ragnar also puts on a group of trail
races all over the country, but they are a bit different from
the road ones in a few ways. First, you have eight teammates
instead of twelve, so the overall mileage is a bit less, coming
in at around 120 total miles, split between teammates. Second, you camp with your team in a big field with all the other
teams (so there’s no driving!). You still have one runner out
on the course at a time, passing off to the next teammate
when done with a loop, running continuously until your team
is done. You still run overnight, and at least one of your legs
will be in complete darkness. Only this time it’s all on trails.
Last year I was a volunteer for the race’s charity, The
Hole in the Wall Gang Camp, a no-fee camp for children with
cancer and serious blood diseases. My husband, Josh, was
participating with SMAC President C.W. Leach, so I signed up

Team Stoneleigh-Burnham Owls at Ragnar. Front row: Eileen, Coco
(the team volunteer), Victoria, Coach Carnes. Back row: Beatrice,
Amelia, Fiona, Lila, Bri. (Photo courtesy Andrea Tehan Carnes)
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to help out with a few work colleagues. While working in the
registration tent, a few fellow cross-country coaches showed
up to register their high-school teams. I was simultaneously
impressed and jealous that they had the guts (and willing
kids) to do this kind of a thing. So, I made a mental note to
discuss it later with my Assistant Coach, Tim McCall. Fast forward eight months, and we both began promoting the idea
of the race to our students.
As with any relay team, we had personnel issues—one
teammate plagued with injuries all summer, and another
who didn’t train as I wanted her to—so I had to have them
replaced. Luckily, I had a student waiting in the wings who
was so excited about the race that she followed our training
plan anyway. So she joined us, and I filled in the other spot
myself; good thing my SMAC peeps keep me in shape!
Of the seven girls, only three were runners on my crosscountry team. The others play volleyball, dance, or play soccer. Two were in 8th grade, three in 9th, one in 11th, and one
in 12th. Why is this all relevant? Well, the cool thing about
Ragnar trail races is that they are meant for anyone. Any age,
any size, any shape, any ability. Despite this, training for this
race was a prerequisite for my girls. I did NOT want them injuring themselves just before school began. However, all the
training in the world (for normal, non-elite folks like us, anyway) was not going to prepare us for this race. The trails
were steep and very technical (they had a LOT of roots and
rocks). Perhaps a story from C.W. himself sums it up best:
“As runners passed by Bradford, the person who was
gracious enough to spend the better part of a summer
night directing traffic on our behalf as our group’s volunteer, they would say to him whatever was going
through their head at the time, their mental filter
worn away by a lack of sleep, exhausting hills, and (in
some cases) a case of beer. “I wish I had run trails before signing up for this,” he relayed to us. I’m not sure
it would have made much of a difference. These trails
were not for the faint of heart, and the summer heat
and August humidity were relentless. Folks who live in
this weather and trained on these trails were getting
injured running on exposed roots, up inconceivably
steep and seemingly never-ending trails, and throughout all hours of the day and night. Even as the sun
went away, the humidity kept the clothes from drying
and the sweat from evaporating.”
[Continued, page 15]
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I saw people in boots, and people being carried away in
ambulances. My students saw them, too. Kids don’t always
want to listen to your advice, and as runners they often want
to run fast. Thankfully, they listened and our race strategy
was slow, steady, and careful. More than that, though, I saw
the best of running. I saw people conquering hills. Leaping
with glee over roots, rocks, and fallen trees. Supporting and
encouraging perfect strangers. I again call on the great C.W.
Leach to describe the phenomenon:
“Unlike a typical race, we weren’t competing against
one another or even ourselves; we were all uniting
against the common enemies in the hills, the conditions, and the heat. No matter how much everyone
who ran Ragnar New England yesterday hated everything the mountain had to offer, I know one thing:
they miss it today. If there is any advice I could offer
anyone who is planning on participating in a team relay event, it would be to embrace it all. Enjoy the hills,
enjoy not knowing if that noise was a squirrel or a
bear, enjoy waiting in transition making conversation
with strangers while other, even stranger strangers
“perform” karaoke, enjoy the heat (but drink plenty of
fluids!). You will survive this; hundreds if not thousands of folks before you have, and you won’t have
this same opportunity come Sunday. Besides, you will
be asleep that day.”

I want to leave you with some statistics from this race.
Eight runners all run three loops (green, yellow, and red) for
a combined total mileage of 15.2 miles and 2,887 vertical
feet of climbing. That’s a team total of 121.6 miles and
23,096 feet of vertical climbing. Nothing to sneeze at. I promise you, if my girls can do it, so can you. How does a typical
runner feel after a race like this? Let’s ask Grace Coller, who
also participated for the first time this year, too:
“This race changed me. As a person and as a runner. I
fell in love with night running on trails, and my teammates. We were all so strong, and it was wonderful to
watch and be a part of.”
This race is challenging. It can make you cry. But it’s also
made some lifelong runners out of my girls. They’re already
talking about a witty new team name for next year, and how
they need way more decorations for our tents. I’m hard
pressed to find anyone who did this year’s race who isn’t already planning to come back to tackle those trails again.

Team Tragnar Park Boys. Josh Carnes, C.W. Leach, Jeff Hake, Chris Parker, Paul
Hake, Paul Frisoli, Tim McCall. Missing from pic is Eddie Regan.
(Photo courtesy Andrea Tehan Carnes)
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Grace Coller having a blast at Ragnar Trails.
(Photo courtesy Andrea Tehan Carnes)
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Using Flying Irish GRANT at Bolder Boulder
by Eddie Tompson
I would like to THANK the Flying Irish for their $75.00
"Race Grant." I am now a PROFESSIONAL RUNNER after 52
years of running and racing, YIPPEE HOORAH!! Last autumn
the grant made me think a lot about serious things and how I
am getting older.
I had only once spent any real time with my nephews,
Matthew and Nicholas, and figured it would be good to get to
know them a little bit. I had only visited Louisville, Colorado
once in the past 32 years so with all this thinking I thought it
would be good to try to get a modest amount of money from
the club for the trip. I thought that there must be a good race
in the Louisville area and found the “For BIG Profits” “Bolder
Boulder 10K” race. It had many starting waves, each about 70
seconds apart, and I had to send in proof of my times. I
earned wave “EC,” which is the 19th wave. I was staying near
Boulder, Colorado, with my sister Jeannie Tomkowicz who
was moving from her house with lots of packing and Uhauling to a storage building. Cousin Paul Swiszcz took me
out for lunch and got to meet my sister Jeannie. Paul’s
daughter Sophia was going to run the race too.

I went into a running store
named “Runners Roost” to pick up
my number. Upon entering the
store, a very pretty woman with
beautiful eyes comes up to me and
says, “Eddie, are you here from Spokane to pick up your number and run
the Bolder Boulder?”
HEY, EDDIE IS FAMOUS!!!??!!
FANS EVERYWHERE!!!!
Was it because I was the only
older male picking up my number
here? How could she know? I hadn’t
said a word!
Turns out she was a “Flying Irish”
member, but even more importantly
she is the Famous runner “HOLLY
AMEND” who was the big running
STAR at Lewis and Clark High School
in Spokane, and went on to Gordon
College in Massachusetts. Holly was
the NUMBER ONE RUNNER SUPER
HARRIER (British term for a cross-
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country runner) at Gordon and also set Gordon College records in Track and Field. She got her start in retail at Runners
Soul in Spokane. She knew me from there. Later at Runners Roost I met Janet Pliska from Westfield State University
in Massachusetts where I had coached Cross-Country in the
90’s. Her name sounded familiar to me and upon checking
she had the fourth fastest 5K Cross-Country time ever when
she was a student there. Flying Irish Treasurer Bret Whitesides, my sister Jeannie Tomkowicz, Maggie Heady, Kent
Hoppy Hopson, and several Flying Irish members warned me
about the altitude and getting sick. Holly smiled at me and
said her group was running a 5-miler in an hour and she
wanted me to run. Hey, I was just there for a few hours but I
had to hold up the HONOR of the club and Spokane. The run
was all around marshlands and I suffered badly going up the
tiniest of hills! Holly and the group put me through the ringer
and I was near death. On the positive side, my shin splints
which I have had for several years were not hurting much.
The Bolder Boulder was packed with 46,210 finishers,
with many in costumes. The lines to the Port-a-Potties were
25 to 30 deep and I had to go
BAD but my wave was getting very
close to starting. My doctor has
me take a blood-pressure medication
pill, and to go with it there’s a second
pill that forces me to urinate! We
were all roped in and couldn’t get
out! My wave was made up by all
runners my pace within 43 seconds.
Bang! We were off! Excited as usual, I
took off and was leading the wave
pack. About 170 yards from the start,
two male photographers were high
above the road over the race
course in a crane. “Photo Hound Eddie” was sprinting out like a shot,
subconsciously, to have his picture
taken in front of his wave! As I passed
the crane, other runners started to
pass me and I felt a very heavy
weight on the top of my chest! “HEY,
SLOW DOWN BUDDY, it is a LONG
way to go,” I told myself. Alas, it was
all for naught, as it turns out there
[Continued, page 17
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was a young woman who was dressed very sexy to my far left
and the two male photographers were taking her photo and
no one else.

and silver in 1976). I had brought a van full of high-school
cross-country runners to see Frank win the silver in Montreal,
Canada. But Montreal 1976 is another story...

Our group started passing runners almost right away and
before the first mile marker I passed a healthy 18-year-old
male who started 5 minutes and 10 seconds ahead of our
“EC” group! I still needed to pee and at 2 miles I entered my
first-ever during-a-race Port-a-Pottie! I tried and tried but I
could not perform and nothing came out! Boo Hoo! As I exited the Port-a-Pottie, the “Grim Reaper” in his hooded
black cloak and wooden shaft with the steel blade
scythe passed me! It was a tough battle for me and him during the rest of the race. Both literally and figuratively. Was
this “Grim Reaper” my guide to the afterlife in Buffalo Land?
I was almost at the 3-mile mark when the surface on the
road had a slant sloping down towards the left gutter. My left
leg came down and WOW the pain in my upper thigh. I pulled
it. In all my 52 years of running this had never happened before. I worked the pain with my hand, slowing down, but continued to run. The pain continued for a mile and I had to stop
and gave it a two-hand muscle massage for about four seconds and then continued on. This helped a lot but I had some
pain the rest of the way. I had been driving a car with a clutch
and my left thigh had been getting a good workout shifting,
something I hadn’t done much of in many years. Maybe this
shifting worked my thigh in an unusual way, partly causing
the pull. After the race, I was limping for two weeks and
could not run. I enjoy the pain of running during the race, but
this was too much.
I was having lots of fun despite these problems and was
very happy that the runners were not bunched together
much, and the streets were enjoyable to run down.
I made a right turn and I could finally see Buff Stadium.
This is where my sweetie “Maggie” would play her flute in
the UC band for the football fans and “Ralphie” the Buffalo
mascot. The final hill was coming up and I started my kick, repassing “Grim Reaper” and another guy dressed as Batman.
We had been duking it out for several miles. It was a great
day and a fun run. Nephew Nicholas Hopson, his girlfriend
Lizz McGehee, Matthew Hopson’s girlfriend Allison Loparo,
and cousin Sophia Swiszcz all ran great and will move up
many, many waves next year. Nephew Matthew Hopson (bad
legs) and sister Jeannie Tomkowicz cheered us on and
dropped us off before the race.
I ran very well in my age group, well ahead of Frank
Shorter, Olympic Champion in the Marathon (gold in 1972
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July update: Over a month after the race, I received a small
package from the Bolder Boulder Race Committee. To my
surprise, inside was a PURPLE AWARD RIBBON!!! EDDIE IS A
REAL WINNER!!! A PROFESSIONAL FOR REAL!!! HA HA!! I was
one of the few runners (only 3.8% of the field) that ran faster
than their age in 2016. I won the award for my finishing time
(which was my slowest road 10K ever) and beat my age, even
with all my stops and problems!

Eddie is a former SMAC member who now lives in Spokane.
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Tamalpa Headlands 50K in California
by Leslie Charles
I’m two days past my first 50k and I can’t walk down
stairs because my quads are so sore. And... I am so happy! I
have been wanting to do an ultra for a few years and finally
signed up for the Tamalpa Headlands 50K, located just north
of San Francisco. Together with two friends and my sister
(who all live out there), we signed up about six months ago.
In the excitement of visiting the place where I grew up, we
ignored the suggestions that your first 50K should be flat.
With 7,600 feet of elevation gain and the same amount for
the descent, this was going to be a challenge. And, I wouldn't
change a thing!

destination run if you can get in!); and then the last 12 miles
were the most diverse and my favorite.
Technical and slippery, the Matt Davis Trail consists of
switchbacks filled with steps, slippery rocks, a bunch of hikers, and stunning views. I just took my time down the 1,600
feet over 4 miles. At one point I think we went through a
rainforest, looking down on (oak?) trees dripping with moss. I
couldn’t believe this was the same trail that opens up onto
gentle rolling hills of the Bolinas-Fairfax Ridge overlooking
Stinson Beach and Bolinas.

If you are ever thinking about a destination 50K or looking for a great place to trail run or hike (or mountain bike),
this is an amazing area. Hands-down, one of the most beautiful places I’ve ever been. I was lucky enough to grow up hiking these hills and can appreciate it even more coming back.

The last climb of the race goes up the aptly named Steep
Ravine. (If you ever go out there, please hike this trail! You
will not regret it!) We ran over a handful of small bridges
spanning the creek, and stepped over redwood roots and
fallen trees. The craziest part was a 10-foot-high ladder we
had to climb. I felt like I was in a different world!

Perfectly overcast, the temperature was around 63 degrees all day. Since this race was the USATF 50K national
championships, there were a lot of fast runners! (I never really saw them since they all started in front of me and finished
hours before me). We began the race right below Muir
Woods National Park and ran towards Muir Beach on a single
track. Our first set of trails brought us up and down along the
coast high above the ocean toward San Francisco. The first
8.5 miles had about 1,600 feet of elevation gain and descent.
The views were breathtaking and varied: hills, ocean, city.

The race ends with an exposed and really fun 3-mile
downhill run back to the start. My quads were shot but I
knew I only had 3.8 miles left. It was the first time I felt like I
was flying (using that term loosely). I now know a little bit
more about how to train for those California hills (hint: more
downhill speed runs). Greeted with lots of cheering people, I
smiled my way to the finish. In one of the most beautiful
places in the world. So, if you’re interested in spending time
in that area, come talk to me!

After the first aid station, we headed back north on fire
roads towards Mount Tamalpais, another iconic Northern
California destination. I was lucky enough to be with people
who knew when to walk and I followed their lead. My power
hikes this summer paid off! Head down, power up. At a certain point I was so focused that I found myself alone. So
alone that as I started to descend back towards the first
beach, I knew something was wrong. No markers or runners
in sight. A rookie mistake!! A knowledgeable hiker redirected
me. All-in-all, I lost around 10 minutes and added some more
hill work. C’est la vie. I paid a lot more attention to the wellmarked course after that!
The second half of the course is purely magical. We must
have traveled through a half dozen different micro-climates:
exposed cliff-side trails; golden rolling hills; oak tree forests
where the valleys meet; eucalyptus groves; redwood forests
near Muir Woods on the famous Dipsea trail (“The Dipsea”
race in June is the oldest trail race in the US–another great
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Some very sweet
race photos by
Joe Viger
Leslie is a speedy
SMAC member from
Chesterfield.

“Before the start: myself,
my sister Susan, my best
friend from California,
Alita, and Löan Shillinger,
my childhood friend.
Besides Susan, this was
all our first ultra.” (photo
courtesy Leslie Charles)

page 18

Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Sara Simmons
Age: 41
Town: Northampton

Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): I never listen to music when I run; I take my dog and enjoy the
quiet if I’m alone. My favorite band might be the Foo Fighters
but it changes all the time.

Job: Teacher

Greatest adventure: Rock climbing and rafting in Costa Rica
two years ago

Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what
brought you to this area? I grew up in Northampton.

Secret ambition: To run a half marathon in under 2:15. But
now it’s not a secret!

Runner since: My late twenties

Favorite recovery drink: Water, maple syrup, lime, and salt;
it’s a homemade Gatorade.

Personal Records? This past winter I had my fastest time at
the Hot Chocolate 5K race in Northampton; I’m not sure of
the time. I also had my fastest 10K time (57 minutes) at the
Holyoke St. Patrick’s Road Race and my fastest half marathon
(2:17) at the WMass Mother’s Day Half Marathon in Whately
and Hatfield. Lastly, I placed 2nd in my age group at the Ashland Triathlon. It’s been a good year!
Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise):
This is a hard question. I’m really proud of my achievements
as an athlete this year, but I’m also very proud of my
achievements as a teacher. One highlight was winning an appreciation award from a student with a disability; it was very
touching.
Local running/SMAC “claim to fame”: I’m not the fastest
runner by any means, but I try to be upbeat and encouraging
for every run.
Favorite distance to race/run: I have a love/hate relationship with half marathons.

Recent memorable moment while running? Having to stop
because I’m laughing too hard to continue running with my
friend, Grace Coller.
Secret tips or good advice? Don’t let a bad run get you down.
I had a horrible training run for this past half marathon and
still had a great run on race day. I had a horrible time trying
to run the Monson Half last year but I still tried another one
this year. Get back up and keep trying.
Training partners? Grace Coller, Alicia Wendolowski, Andrea
Tehan Carnes, and many others
Cross training activities? Biking, swimming, lifting
Favorite local running route? The Tuesday night 5K route
but starting from my house; it’s about 5 miles total.
Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? I love to run in all of the seasons, mostly in the morn-

Favorite place to run: Two places, Green River Road and the
Northampton Meadows behind my house. I love to watch the
outdoors change based on the seasons.
Favorite author/book/movie or TV show (s): I just read the
Giver series by Lois Lowry. I had read The Giver years ago, but
the series was excellent. My favorite TV show might be The
Goldbergs because it’s goofy and I love the mother in it.
Interests (besides running, of course!): I love to swim, bike,
and hike. I make soap and creams, lotions, and laundry detergent, and want to learn to sew.
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Sara and her husband. (Photo courtesy Sara Simmons)
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[Simmons profile, continued from page 19]

Favorite distance to
race/run: 200m

ing. I love watching the birds change throughout the seasons.
I like how your clothes and prep have to change too; I just
love being outside.

Favorite place to
run: Track

Favorite piece of running gear: I love my Brooks Ghosts.
They were recommended at the Northampton Running Company store and they have been awesome sneakers for me.

Interests (besides
running, of course!):
Basketball, baseball,
and football

What was the last running event you participated in? Ashland Triathlon Sprint Distance
Favorite non-running activity: Swimming

Favorite food: Pizza from Hillside
Personal goal for 2016: Half marathon in under 2:15
Last concert you went to / favorite band: Delta Rae at the
Iron Horse
Last movie you saw in the theater: Some super heroes movie with my husband and son.
Best advice you ever got: From Barry: don’t let the negative
thoughts that go through your head have a detrimental effect
on your run/race. Everyone has negative thoughts, just notice
them go by and replace them with a goal.

Top songs on your
running playlist:
No music for me
while I run
Favorite recovery
drink: Chocolate
milk
Recent memorable
moment while running? 3:34 for 1,200 meters at SMAC track
Secret tips or good advice? Speedwork on the track gives
you speed, and a hilly long run gives you endurance.
Training partners? Dan Smith, personal running coach

Article of clothing you own way too many of: Race t-shirts

Cross training activities? Work

If you could pick one superpower to have, what would it
be? To be super-fast!

Favorite local running route? 12 mile loop: Shelburne Center Rd, Bardwell’s Ferry, Taylor Rd, South Shelburne Rd, Zerah Fiske Rd, Frank Williams Rd, Little Mohawk Rd, Tower Rd,
Cooper Lane, Rte. 2 back to Shelburne Center.

*****

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? Fall. Any time.

SMAC Member Profile

Name: John Herron
Age: 33

Town: Shelburne
Runner since: 2012
Personal Records?
4:34 mile (Millennium Mile), 1/1/2016; 16.28 5K, Westfield
Flat Fast 5K, 2016; 36:46 10K, Holyoke St. Patrick’s 10K 2016
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Favorite piece of running gear: Shoes
What was the last running event you participated in? Bridge
of Flowers 10K
Favorite non-running activity: Working
Favorite TV Show: I don’t watch TV.
Favorite food: Steak and potatoes
Personal goal for 2016: PR every distance
Article of clothing you own way too many of: Shoes
If you could pick one superpower to have, what would it
be? To be able to go back in time
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SMAC Track

SMAC Track Workouts Conclude Their Third Successful Season at Deerfield Academy
by Barry Auskern
I’m embarrassed to admit that I have lost count of how
many years I’ve been overseeing SMAC’s weekly track
workouts, first at The Eaglebrook School, and now at Deerfield Academy. What started off many years ago (with my old
running buddy Kevin Leach and I coming to the track once a
week to get faster) has now morphed into an ever-evolving
email list of 100+ names and a three-tiered system of
workouts for runners who range from “enthusiastic newcomers” to seriously talented local race winners.
In terms of sheer numbers, this summer’s turnouts were
by far the largest: we typically had well over 20 runners each
week, and sometimes as many as 30. I’ve grown so accustomed to the larger groups that last week I was looking
around and thinking that the turnout was a little lighter than
normal, only to count the runners and see that we had 20
people working out. Three years ago, 20 runners would have
been a big group!
There are a number of things that I am very proud of
with our training sessions. First, they are designed so that
nobody feels like they are too slow or un-athletic to participate. I well remember when I first joined a running team (the
old WSS&AC—ten bucks if anyone recognizes that club!)
where it was clear that if you were not an elite runner then
the coach really didn’t have any time for you. So my model
has always been to make the group as inclusive as possible.
To me, it doesn’t matter how fast or slow you are. If you
show up, are enthusiastic, and are committed to getting

better, that’s everything we look for. The second thing I’ve
come to really enjoy is watching people become better runners. This year, both Kathie and Brian Williams set PRs at the
Tuesday night cross-country races in Northampton, and I’d
like to think that the weekly track workouts were a small part
of their improvement. It has also been a pleasure to watch
the continuing improvement of Michael Barlow. I met him
last January at SMAC’s annual banquet just by accident (by
sitting down next to him), and learned about how he had taken up running in an effort to get healthier. It has been very
gratifying to see his running really take off to a whole different level! It’s also been fun to watch the amazing performance of triathlete Lauren Cuniffe over the past three years.
She and Keith Streeter will bicycle down to Deerfield, run the
workout, and then ride back home. Now that is impressive!
Many nights we have a 50-year age spread from our
youngest runners to our most “experienced” tracksters! I
think the junior high and high school kids come to realize that
running is truly a lifetime sport, and I think our older runners
are energized by all the young energy out there on the track.
We are very lucky to have such an amazing track to train on;
we had absolutely wonderful weather this summer (OK, I’m
lying now; it was a brutally hot and humid summer—but nobody ever complained!), and most importantly, we are lucky
to have this weekly gathering for people to come together, to
train hard, and to support each other as we all look to become stronger, faster, and smarter runners.

Above Left and Right: SMAC Track workout runners at Deerfield Academy. (Photos by Ben Kimball)
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SMAC Track: Amherst

Amherst Summer Youth Track League Teams
Photos by Sydney Henthorn

Click here to view results of all summer 2016 youth track meets.
Click here to view the Youth Track program page on the SMAC site.
And stay tuned for information regarding the upcoming 2016-2017
SMAC winter youth track league!
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W A N T E D
Photos of You in SMAC Gear
At Any Upcoming Race/Event
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The Running Life

Doping Globally and Sometimes Locally
by John Stifler
The first time I took steroids was the spring of 1980, and
the benefits were quickly obvious. In the space of two
months I ran two marathons, placing 15th in one and 51st in
the other. Not bad.
Okay, I’m basically kidding. Yes, I did take a steroid medication then, the corticosteroid PredForte, prescribed by a
Northampton ophthalmologist for an eye ailment known variously as iritis or uveitis. And yes, I did run those two marathons in two months—but I was 33 years old, in the best
shape of my life, training 65 miles a week. Furthermore, that
15th-place finish was in the Holyoke Marathon, where most
people with decent training can finish 15th, and the 51st was
in the Penn Relays Marathon, which happened to be held the
same weekend as Boston, so hardly anyone else was there.
So far as I can tell, those eye drops did nothing to enhance
my performance.
Meanwhile, Waldemar Cierpinski, of what was then East
Germany, was preparing to defend his gold-medal title in the
Olympic marathon. He had won the marathon in Montreal in
1976, beating Frank Shorter and everyone else, and in 1980
he was about to win again in Moscow, when the U.S. boycotted the Games. And he was almost certainly getting juiced.
Cierpinski, now 66, is a member of the German Olympic
committee, a fact that implies considerable respect among
his peers. Some sources still insist that when he ran a 2:13
marathon 16 weeks prior to the Montreal Olympics, then a
2:12 seven weeks after that—since his nation’s Olympic committee didn’t select him with just the 2:13—and then his gold
-medal run nine weeks later, he was actually drug-free.
On the other hand, a 1998 review of sports ministry records in the reunified Germany found Cierpinski’s name on a
list of hundreds of athletes who participated in East Germany’s state-run doping program. (It also found Ute Pippig, who
had won Boston in 1994 and 1995.) This evidence is not 100
percent proof of deliberate violation by the athlete, since it is
possible that Cierpinski and many of his fellow athletes were
unaware of what was in their electrolyte replacement drinks
or in whatever else their trainers and nutritionists told them
to take—but such arguments are getting old.
Old, and scarcely sustained by the ways in which athletes
seem naïve or unaware of what the discussion is about. In
1976, after many allegations that he was blood-doping—
storing his own blood and then transfusing it back into himself to increase his oxygen-carrying capacity—the quadruple-
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gold-medal Finnish runner Lasse Viren reportedly smiled and
asked, “Is it really possible to do that?” This summer, when
Russian swimmer Yulia Efimova, who had failed a drug test a
few months earlier, got to the Olympics in Rio and took silver
in the 100-meter breaststroke, she tearfully referred to her
recent drug-violation experience as “a horrible dream,” saying she hardly knew how she had even made the finals.
And don’t let me get started on cycling—oops, too late…
In 2006, Tyler Hamilton chatted with members of the
press at the summit of Mt. Washington, where he had just
won the Mt. Washington Auto Road Bicycle Hillclimb for the
fourth time in as many attempts. Hamilton expressed empathy for Floyd Landis, the American cyclist who had just won
the Tour de France and then been promptly disqualified after
testing positive for performance-enhancing drugs.
“I know what he’s going through,” said Hamilton, who at
the time was fighting his own suspension for tests that indicated he had been blood-doping. “I feel for Floyd.” Tyler
Hamilton was a sweetheart: earnest, clear-eyed, looking
straight at the interviewer and nodding in understanding of
how serious the whole issue was.
And hiding the truth, deceiving most of us, and, I think,
deceiving himself as well.
Everybody at Mt. Washington loved Tyler Hamilton. He
had first ridden the Mt. Washington Hillclimb in 1997, right
after his first year in the Tour de France, and had lent considerable cachet to the New Hampshire event, breaking a course
record that had stood for 20 years. He was endlessly polite,
pleasant to talk to. When he was suspended from all other
competition, he came back to ride again in the Hillclimb, an
event outside the sanctioning purview of the national cycling
federation. He helped bring attention to the race, which is
the principal annual fundraiser for a conservation center in
the White Mountains. Furthermore, he was raising money for
research and treatment for multiple sclerosis.
I’m convinced that Tyler fundamentally believed in himself as an athlete, and I think most other drug cheats believe
in themselves too. They have trained very hard. They have
sacrificed countless things to reach a high level of competition in their sport.
Then they see how close they are to the top, and how
they may reach it if they can just get out of the starting blocks
[Continued, page 24]
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five hundredths of a second faster, or if they can train more
miles without breaking down, or if they can come back from
an injury more quickly. Also, they see others in their sport
who appear to be cheating; and they have advisors who tell
them how to take illegal drugs and still pass the urine and
blood tests; and so it goes.
And all the while, they are grateful to their fans, excited
by the competition, proud to be role models…
I also think some dopers are just cynical and pragmatic.
Consider not the Olympic medalists but the athletes who
are good enough to win smaller races that award enough
prize money and prestige to be worth entering but not
enough to motivate the organizers to test their top finishers
for illegal performance-enhancing drugs. Those of us who
were working on the footrace up Mt. Washington had to consider one of those runners a few years ago. I won’t mention
his name, but some of you may know it, because he is a past
winner of both the Bridge of Flowers race and the Holyoke St.
Patrick’s Day race.
This runner is African, part of a network of runners from
his country who reside in the Bronx or Queens, NY, and who
travel to many mid-budget races around the country and in
Canada. I must emphasize that I am not identifying runners
from any country as collectively dishonest or anything else.
Rather, some runners’ nationality, culture, language, and
economic circumstances are the basis on which they have
formed a community and on which they share information
about races, employment visas, resident status, and whatever else. They come from a background where poverty is the
norm, and where a few thousand U.S. dollars can build houses for family members back home.
If you start asking race directors and other observers,
you’ll hear allegations that a few of these runners have
cheated to win races.

The one I’m thinking of raised eyebrows—and contempt—when he won the Bridge of Flowers race. “Beaten by
a drug cheat,” said the runner-up, who himself was the U.S.
National Mountain Running champion at the time.
The winner was nothing but charming. Polite, appreciative of the race organizers, happy to be welcomed. He was
the same when he won the St. Pat’s race a year or two later.
In 2010, this runner wrote to ask for an elite runner’s bypass to enter the Mt. Washington race, and those of us who
were organizing it had to make a decision. This runner had
failed a drug test several years earlier and had served a two-
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The St. Pat's race is big enough to pay significant prize money but
not to insist on drug tests. (That's the venerable Tommy Leonard
riding shotgun in the pace car.) (Photo by John Stifler)

year suspension. (Or maybe he didn’t serve it. His name can
be transliterated from the original language at least three
different ways, so during the suspension he may have competed under a different name from the one under which he
was suspended.)
This runner also had an impressive record of winning two
races within 24 hours of each other. Earlier that year, he set a
course record at a 10K in Virginia, then another the next day
at a 30K in Canada. “Man, he can recover quickly,” said one
running journalist, with audible skepticism.
What were we going to do? On one hand, he had completed his suspension and was theoretically entitled to compete in a USATF-sanctioned race. On the other hand, many
other runners in the Mt. Washington field knew him, knew
his story, disliked him intensely, and had heard rumors that
he might run the mountain.
We made the decision pretty quickly. As the race’s elite
athletes’ coordinator, I wrote to this runner that the Mt.
Washington Road Race would not accept an entry application
from anyone who had ever failed a drug test. Period.
The runner wrote back, polite as ever, to say that he was
continuing to maintain that the test had been erroneous, and
that he regretted our decision but would not argue with us.
He also asked if his sister could run Mt. Washington.
His sister had no history of drug allegations, much less of
any failed test. We let her in, and she set the course record,
winning the $1000 first prize plus $5000 for the CR. We
would have liked to get her to run Mt. Washington again the
following year, but her brother told us she was injured, and
then that she was running in South America, and then we
heard no further.
[Continued, page 25]
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Later that summer, her brother set a course record for a
10K in Utah, then flew to California and won a substantial
prize the next day as runner-up in a 10K in Santa Cruz.
At about the same time, Tyler Hamilton finally admitted
that he had been using illegal performance-enhancing methods all along. Mt. Washington erased his name from the list
of course record-holders in cycling. They did the same for the
women’s course record holder, Genevieve Jeanson.
In 2002, Jeanson won the Mt. Washington bike race in a
time four minutes faster than the previous record that had
been set two years earlier by Jeannie Longo, at one point the
most famous female cyclist in the world. A year later, I met
Jeanson before the race.
She scared me. Her eyes flicked from side to side, hardly
looking at me. She radiated some strange kind of energy, intense and dark. I knew little about performance-enhancing
drugs, but I was certain this young woman was loaded with
something. I thought she was about to explode.
When the starting cannon went off, Jeanson blasted up
the Auto Road’s 12% grade, and only two men beat her to
the top. One was Tom Danielson, the men’s course-record
holder, who in 2011 would be the first American finisher in
the Tour de France. The other was another young pro rider.
A few years later, after long denials and declarations of
“false positives” in drug tests, Jeanson told how she had been
introduced to doping when still a junior rider, and how her
entire career had included taking EPO.

Closer to home, the stories are sketchier, and the athletes are just far enough below Olympic level to evade most
scrutiny. One of the past female winners of the Jones Town &
Country 10-Miler in Amherst was known for finishing at or
near the front in one race after another, sometimes two in
the same weekend, and recovering very quickly. She was also
known for being unusually muscular, and for taking four
minutes off her half-marathon PR at the age of 36. Mutterings could be heard.
Yet excess muscle and quick recovery are circumstantial
evidence at best. The great Czech female middle-distance
runner Jarmila Kratochvilova looked like a man—a very burly
man at that—but she never failed a drug test and has never
been linked to any records of systematic doping. Also, fresh
performances and new PRs after 30 are hardly unheard of.
Some great athletes really are physically abnormal. Fivetime Tour de France winner Miguel Indurain has unusually
long thighs. Matt Carpenter, who holds the record for a marathon run entirely above the altitude of 17,000 feet, reportedly registered the highest VO-max ever recorded at the U.S.
Olympic training center in Colorado. Katie Ledecky’s particular arm movement pulls more water with every stroke than
any other swimmer’s, anywhere, ever.
And nobody thinks that Emil Zátopek, probably the greatest distance runner of the 20th century, was doping. Zátopek
would run insanely hard interval workouts five or six days a
week, he won five Olympic gold medals (from the 5000 to the
marathon) in two Olympics, and he competed at a time when
hardly anybody knew enough about drugs to try using them.
I believe in Emil Zátopek the way I believe in Hank Aaron.
I wanted to believe in Carl Lewis, but even that perfectly constructed human being failed a drug test late in his career. So
did Tom Danielson, whom I also met, and who I was sure was
clean. He gets to keep his Mt. Washington record because he
produced affidavits showing he didn’t start doping until long
after his course record performance there. Jeannie Longo
gets to keep hers, despite piles of evidence and equal piles of
denial about her own alleged drug use.
“Longo’s record is dirty,” Marti Shea has said several
times. An all-American distance runner at B.U., Shea later
turned to cycling—where, she says, her interest in turning
pro died immediately when coaches and team directors started telling her which drugs she should plan to take. Riding as
an amateur, she has won Mt. Washington several times, and
she makes no bones about how her own best time really
should count as the course record.

Tom Danielson won Mt. Washington before he ever started doping.
(Photo by John Stifler)
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On a national and international scale, perhaps this year’s
banning of the Russian track and field team from the Olympics is one more step toward clean competition. At the highest level, the considerable cost of conducting tests needs to
be part of the event. But will there always be some level at
which, on one hand, nobody wants to run an anti-drug enforcement program, but on the other hand some athletes see
opportunity to win some cash without attracting enough
attention to get in trouble for cheating?
Bob Fitzgerald, editor of New England Runner magazine
and a frequent advisor to race directors across the region,
suggests a financial deterrent to pharmaceutical cheating.
“The penalties for the ‘performance enhancer’ brand of
aids such as EPO, THG, HGH, etc. should be much higher,”
Fitz observed after the 2010 Mt. Washington discussion. “If
athletes were aware that they were legally bound to return
prize purses accumulated in the two years previous to being
busted, there would be a big turnaround. Right now you can
cheat and win prize money for decades until you’re caught—
and then you’re banned for two years, and you don’t have to
return any monies accrued prior to getting busted. That’s a
great deal for a drug cheat, one many find well worth taking.”
Well said—but how many New England race directors
want to take the time to try to retrieve the prize money
they’ve paid out? Would it be simpler to ban all drug cheats
for life?
One solution might be to circulate their names widely
among race directors. The USATF keeps a list of banned athletes, but directors have to ask to see it. The idea of asking
doesn’t occur to them all, or it seems too unpleasant to deal
with.
“I’d like to see USATF do more proactive educating,”
wrote Courtney Bird, director of the Cape Cod Marathon, in
response to Fitzgerald’s suggestion. “Race directors want to
do things right, for the most part, and USATF’s role should be
to educate them.”
The director of the Santa Cruz 10K made a comment that
suggests that a lot of people want to relax and trust (or hope)
that a race is small-time enough, or that a runner is contrite
enough, so that the drug rumors don’t need to arise.
“If we have anyone who comes in,” said this race director, “and is a known violator of standard athletic principles,
we do take exception to their running the event. By the same
token, here’s a person who had trouble nine years ago and
we believe has cleaned up his act.”
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Strictly speaking, that race director has a point. If you
cheated, got caught, have served your suspension and have
failed no drug tests since then, you should be entitled to
compete on the presumption that you are clean until or unless proven otherwise. In the Mt. Washington example, however, we separated ourselves from that argument by implicitly claiming the right to refuse entry to anyone who had ever
violated the rules of clean competition, regardless of whether
or not the runner was clean now, or of what any larger governing body could say about it.
So far as I know, we were within our rights. Perhaps, given the number of races all over the region, every race should
have the same authority and independence, on the understanding that the one thing you can’t do is give a bib number
to anyone currently serving a suspension.
In 1987, when I ran the Stanford (Conn.) Marathon, I was
taking PredForte again. I noticed that the race instructions
did include a long list of USATF-banned drugs, and I checked
it. My eye drops were listed as allowable, but the banned list
included the variety of PredForte that is sometimes prescribed in tablet form.
Later, during a year I had lived in France, a French ophthalmologist had prescribed those tablets for me, and I had
taken them for a few days. When I next visited the doctor, I
begged him to let me stop taking them. I was feeling jittery all
the time, my pulse was elevated, my nerves tense. He said
okay, I could stick with just the drops.
Now, six years later, I was not surprised to see that those
tablets could be a performance-enhancer like, say, ephedrine. And I thought of the stories of athletes who fail drug
tests and argue that they didn’t know they were taking a
banned substance, who say they just took what their doctor/
trainer/nutritionist/coach/massage therapist gave them.
That argument cannot be allowed to fly. The era of naiveté has to end, and if the athletes really aren’t aware of which
otherwise necessary medications contain banned substances,
their coaches and trainers and doctors have to be.

*****
John Stifler, a Sugarloaf member since 1979, is a senior writer
for New England Runner magazine and a former Daily Hampshire Gazette columnist. He lives in Florence and teaches
writing in the Economics Department at UMass.
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Running Nibbles from the Andes Mountains
by Francia Wisnewski
Disclaimer: I totally made this title up. Maybe this will be something soon, as running is becoming a strong thing in South America. Having grown up near the Andes Mountains, I crave different kinds of foods pre- and post- running. These foods are easy to
find around Western Mass; Yay!
Plantains

Avena Colombiana (oatmeal drink)

On my wedding day, once upon a time, my husband Mark
wanted me to feel at home by making me fried plantains
dipped in garlic and salt water; he knows how much I love
plantains. Sometimes known as the pasta of the tropical
countries, they’re a great carbo loading veggie. Starchy and
low in sugar. Highly nutritious, good source of potassium
and vitamins A and C, high in dietary fiber, energy booster, high in carbohydrates. Easy to make. A pretty affordable
groom’s gift.

My mother used to chase me sometimes, before school, to
ensure that I would have something in my belly to start the
day with; this was it. I used to walk about 40 minutes each
way to get to class. Avena can have a strange consistency for
many, but I find that when I need to eat before a long race,
it’s easy to chug down and is delicious.

Plantain Chips recipe:

½ cup old fashioned oatmeal
4 cups milk (or substitute)
1 cup water

vegetable oil, for deep-frying

1 cinnamon stick

2 green plantains, peeled and sliced
1/8-inch thick

1 pinch ground cloves

Heat oil in deep-fryer to 375 degrees F (190 degrees C). Deep
fry the plantain slices, about a dozen at a time, for about 3 to
4 minutes or until golden brown on both sides. Drain in a
large bowl lined with paper towels, and salt to taste while
still warm. You can dip them in guacamole and your favorite
sauce.

3 ½ tablespoons sugar
Place the water, milk, and oatmeal in a medium pot over medium heat and cook for about 15 minutes, stirring often with
a wooden spoon.
Add the cinnamon stick, ground cloves, and sugar and reduce
the heat to low. Simmer for 15 more minutes.
Remove the pot from the heat and set aside to cool.

Bocadillo de Guayaba (guava jelly)
I just keep this yummy in
my counter and pop one in
my mouth every once in a
while. I have a box at
home with my other running supplies. It is made
with
guava
pulp
and panela (sugarcane). I
grew up in northwestern Colombia, where there are lots of
sugarcane farms. Juancho Correlon is the new half marathon
race in the city that I grew up in, and they serve this at the
aid stations as an alternative to energy bars/gels. Bocadillo is
commonly accompanied by cheese, spread upon bread or
simply eaten on its own. It is easy to buy in any Stop and
Shop (Goya) or at any latino market.

Place the oatmeal mixture in a plastic container and refrigerate for at least 3 hours.
Discard the cinnamon stick and place the mixture in a blender, then blend for 2 minutes. Add more water if you like a
thinner consistency.

Serve cold.

Yuca Frita (fried cassava)
I will choose these over fries, always! Starchy tuber is high in
calcium, dietary fiber, potassium, and vitamins B6 and C. The
root vegetable yuca (sometimes called cassava) contains high
levels of essential fatty acids and twice the calories of potatoes. Yuca root is gluten-free and the starch made from it is
easily digested by anyone with dietary sensitivities.
[Continued, page 28]
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[Andes Recipes, Continued from page 27]

Fries

Francia Wisnewski lives in Greenfield with her husband Mark
and her two boys Luke and Corin.

2 lb. fresh or frozen yuca

Callback

Vegetable oil
½ tablespoon salt
In a large pot cover the yuca with water, add salt and
bring to a boil, reduce the heat to medium-low and cook
about 15 to 20 minutes or until it is tender.

Check out Francia’s great article “The Year of the Turtle”
on p. 4 of the Jan/Feb 2016 issue of The Sun!

Remove the yuca from the water and pat dry with paper towels. Cut the cooked yuca into ½-inch strips.
Fill a large frying pan with enough vegetable oil to 350°F.
When the oil is hot, place the yuca into the heated oil carefully. Fry them until golden brown on both sides about 6 to 8
minutes.
Remove the yuca pieces from the oil using a slotted spoon
and drain on paper towels. Sprinkle with salt and serve.
Tip: Yuca has a twin like consistency spine in the middle, I cut
it lengthwise and try to remove it before cooking it.

SMAC team racers at the 2016 Bridge of Flowers 10K race. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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Summertime Pics

Dave Martula and crew man the aid station at mile 15.5 of the
2016 Vermont 100 ultramarathon. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

The CT River from S. Sugarloaf Mtn. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

Above Left: Tom Raffensperger channeling his inner Bolt at
a SMAC track workout at Deerfield Academy.
Above Right: Francia Wisnewski struts in style at the BURCS
Sweltering Summer Ultramarathon in Pittsfield, MA.
Right: Francia Wisnewski and Carla Halpern at the start of
the Sweltering Summer Ultramarathon in Pittsfield, MA.
(Photos by Ben Kimball)
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SMAC in Action!

Racer at one of the Tuesday night Northampton 5K XC races.
(Photo by Ben Kimball)

Racers at one of the Tuesday night Northampton 5K XC races.
(Photo by Ben Kimball)

Above Left: Owa Hughes after winning the Bridge of Flowers 3K race in 10:58. (Photo by Tom Raffensperger)
Above Right: JoEllen Cameron rounding the corner at the Bridge of Flowers 10K. (Photo by Tom Raffensperger)

Vermont 100 mile 26 (Ben Kimball photo)

To all club members not pictured here: everyone else wants to see you too. Please submit your photos to The Sun!
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Flash-SMAC

Another Don Grant classic from the archives…
Deep
Summer
Days

Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership in 2016

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

Happy Trails

Runners reach for their own personal pot of gold at the 2013
Ultra Around the Lake Marathon in Wakefield, MA. (Photo by Ben Kimball)
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