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In a normal year, shorter days and the arrival of colder weather tend to signal a shift from a
season full of training and races to a quieter time. What does that mean for SMAC this year? For
the SMAC board of directors, it means talking through some of the changes we’ll make in the
shorter term and thinking about the longer view as well. We’re working on planning the January 3
annual meeting as a virtual event, so stay tuned for news on that. We hope to figure out how to
bring the membership together in a way that feels engaging, and isn’t just another Zoom meeting
on the calendar. We can also start talking about a potential 2021 race season. That’s highly dependent on what happens with COVID-19, of course, but we can learn from organizations that
have put on events with new safety measures in place.
I’ve heard from some people that they’ve hit their usual annual mileage already. For others,
balancing work, child care, and pandemic in general has meant less time and energy for running. It
will be there for you, if you do find space for it in the future. For me, running is a north star, something I turn to when the rest of the world is turbulent. I like to run a lot of slow miles, and will almost always stop to look at a flower, a cow, a vista—whatever strikes me. I do this because it feels
good. For others, maybe you stay laser-focused on your run, deep in the rhythms of steps and
breaths. Maybe you take that time to listen to music or a podcast. However you run, I hope you’re
all able to find ways to stay grounded, stay safe, and take care of yourselves and each other.
-SMAC President Dawn Montague
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From the Editor

The Lost Year, Part Four
I wish I had more to say.
But the truth is that most of what I have to say right now
isn’t fit for a family publication. I’m ticked off that almost the
entire year has been sidelined by a virus. Ticked off that the
best laid plans had to be scrapped due to a pandemic. Ticked
off that not a single regular SMAC race could be held in person (because it was the right thing to do). Ticked off about a
lot more too; it’s been a hell of a price to pay. And ticked off
that at the end of the day, it just didn’t need to be this way.
So I’ll zip it for now. Except, that is, for singing the praises
of our fellow runners who have carried on and shone as inspiring examples for the rest of us to admire. And applauding
those who’ve stepped up and written amazing articles for this
and the past few issues of our newsletter. They’ve earned it.
First up is an inspirational reflection on balance by former
club president and new hill-town homeowner Tom Van den
Broeck Raffensperger. My guilty admission is that this one
should have gone into the previous issue but I messed up and
missed it; apologies, Tom! I think you’ll all agree, though; my
omission error aside, this one was worth the wait.

Next we’ve got more awesome member profiles, of the
inimitable Aleks Kajstura and dynamic father/daughter duo
Bob and Cat Bezio. I’m so glad these SMAC all-stars all agreed
to share their stories with us. And since the 2020 Sun Annual
issue is coming up soon, I’ll put out a call for anyone interested to please write up and send one along for that.

The Sugarloaf SUN (2020, Issue #6)
is a publication of the Sugarloaf Mountain
Athletic Club (SMAC) and is produced by, for, and
with the considerable help of its members.
Ben Kimball, Editor
Greenfield, MA 01301
(603) 491-1839
alpinefin [at] comcast.net

The first real race event of the time period covered by
this issue (September and October) was the annual Village
Ultra in New Salem. New SMAC member and locally famous
finish-line cartwheeler Kristin Loiko has a terrific tale to tell
about tackling her first 50-miler there.
Grant Ritter shares his account of the 2020 Summit Run
5K, which was held virtually this year. And in the same piece
he offers readers a moving memorial tribute to his uncle, Ted
Buckhout, who staffed the Seven Sisters Trail Race halfway
aid station near his house for many years. A toast to Ted!
COVID kept us from enjoying the annual Northampton 5K
cross-country race series each summer Tuesday evening this
year (we missed you, Don and Sue Grant!), but former Sun
editor Ben Bensen participated in the virtual version and
offers us a turn-by-turn, play-by-play account of / ode to running the course. The virtual series was tallied by our own indomitable Tom Davidson, and final results get shared here.
Amy Rusiecki took on the virtual endurance event known
as the Vermont Long Trail Challenge. Her article takes us with
her week-by-week as she chronicles her journey and progress
through 273 miles and an absurd amount of elevation.
Our wry runner-philosopher Jeannie Lapierre found various local ways of running through the pandemic, as related in
an entertaining article that I promise includes more than just
bagel baking. But there’s totally also bagel baking in it. And
that just makes me unapologetically amused.
In a welcome review, John Stifler submits his thoughts
about Neal Bascomb’s The Perfect Mile, a 2005 book about
our sport’s golden age of record-breaking runs. Talk about
inspiration fuel! This one’s got it in galloping gallons.
And lastly, this issue ends on a few notes of hope, or rays
of light in the dark so to speak, with the announcement of an
actual in-person upcoming trail race in West Springfield on
Sunday and a parting shot that’s meant to be emblematic of
marshalling courage in the face of fierce adversity. As before,
keep staying strong, everyone, and we’ll meet again soon.

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

-Ben

Special thanks to Jennifer Garrett for proofing assistance.
Masthead and SMAC logo design by Amy Schmidt Bowse.
For more about the club and for membership information,
please visit our website at: www.sugarloafmountainathletic.org
Publication date: November 1, 2020
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Stickers!!!
SMAC stickers are still available, and more will be
on order soon, to be distributed once we return
to in-person events again.
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The Running Life

A Balancing Act
by Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger
What a season. This year I was going to set a goal and
carve out the time for training to really see what I was capable of. When the pandemic came, I found myself working at
home, and decided to use the time saved from my commute
to increase my running volume. I did, starting a pattern of
running 50 miles per week for three weeks, then scaling back
to a recovery week of 30 miles or so. It was hard, but my fitness was definitely improving.
Sometimes during that third week of 50 miles I really
wondered why I was doing it. Then after the recovery week I
was ready to go again. I had started adding in intervals and
bounding hill repeats. Despite some small setbacks, things
were going well. I was able to run faster while staying in the
aerobic zone and the hill repeats were increasing my muscular endurance noticeably.
And then things started to fall apart.
My goal race, the New England Green River Marathon in
late August, was cancelled. Cancelled by me, in fact. Along
with my wife Laure, we are the race directors. No problem,
though: we had our back-up marathon, Mount Desert Island
in Maine in October. And then, you guessed it: that was cancelled as well.
At about that time we bought a beautiful little house on a
hillside in Leyden. A lovely old house with beautiful views of
our little valley, but in need of care. The previous owners had
neglected it, and at 170 years old, neglect isn’t good. We’ve
been working away on it and are enjoying the slow transformation of the house. It’s time consuming, however. Then I
started returning to work three days a week, so my commute

was back (in reduced form). My running schedule fell by the
wayside. I didn’t stop running, but the volume fell dramatically. Perhaps worst of all, the pattern was broken and the wind
was out of my sails.
It’s important to stop and put this in perspective. These
are the problems of a very fortunate person. My “problems”
include a rewarding job that I love (most of the time!), a
beautiful house that we can see blossoming as we work on it,
and a beautiful place to live and run. And somehow the universe has aligned so that I will spend my time on earth with
the best person I have ever known: my wife, Laure. The problem, if there is one, is how to balance all these gifts.
Now that the new patterns of work and home life are taking a more solid form, I’m increasing my running volume
again. I’ve been pleased to see that I haven’t lost much base
aerobic fitness. Those long months weren’t wasted. I have a
little catch-up to do as far as endurance and strength, but
that’s OK. As runners we know what it’s like to have to catch
up sometimes. What’s a little harder for me is the goal aspect. What do I want to achieve? Do I want to train for a marathon that might not happen? When will any race happen
again? Fortunately, Laure is also an experienced and accomplished runner, and my coach; did I say I was lucky?
After some reflection and running some ideas past Laure,
I’ve come upon two seemingly divergent goals: My “fun” goal
is to work my way up to a 50K trail race. I don’t necessarily
need to do it super-fast, but I want to do it well. I love running trails and came to really enjoy long trail runs during my
50-mile weeks. I know – 50K isn’t much for many of you, but
it seems like a good goal for me. My more serious goal is a PR
half marathon. I love 10Ks and half marathons. There aren’t a
lot of 10K races around but there seem to be a fair number of
half marathons. I’m a little off my marathon goal because
each race is so high stakes and takes so much time to prepare
for. I guess I don’t want to get burned again. If a half marathon is canceled, or if I have a bad day, the recovery time isn’t
that long, and getting back up to optimal condition isn’t that
big a leap. My half marathon PR is six years old now, which
makes it a good, fairly challenging goal.
So, things change, we switch gears, but we keep running!
*****
Tom is a SMAC Board member from Leyden,
and a previous club president.

A new morning in Leyden (photo by Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger)
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Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Aleks Kajstura
Age: 37

What is one of your biggest running aspirations? To arrive at
the trailhead as excited as my dog

Town: Sunderland

Favorite piece of gear (for running): Microspikes – for when
the trails become luge tracks

Job: I’m the Legal Director of the Prison
Policy Initiative, a local non-profit working nationally to end mass incarceration.

Favorite piece of gear (for training): Agility ladder – be prepared for when the trails are less of a
trail and more like a space between
trees littered with a loose collection of
rocks and other miscellaneous nature.

Where are you from originally (if not
from here), and what brought you to
this area? Krakow, Poland. Moved to
Ossining, NY when I was 9 and then to
Western Mass in 2001 for college
(Smith) and more or less stuck around
ever since. It’s nice out here, isn’t it?
Runner since: 2015-ish?
Favorite distance to race/run: Just
about anything between 5 and 50K. Except 10K.

Favorite place to run: Mt. Toby (and
surrounding hills) – has everything you
could ever want, unless what you want
is flat.

What was the last running event you
participated in? Vegan Power 50K – virtual
What is your favorite race? 7 Sisters
Favorite indoor activity: Tabletop
games (current favorite is Race for the
Galaxy)
Last movie you watched: Clue (it’s still
good)
What does your daily workout consist
of? A bit of grumbling, grudging acceptance, and feeling of accomplishment

Ever been injured? Bruised ribs and
knuckles. Lost a foothold on the ice and
Favorite TV Show: Rosemary and
Aleks in the Seven Sisters Trail Race
fell down a cliff, hitting a tree and losing
Thyme. It’s a murder mystery worth rea microspike on the way down. Had to
watching (over and over again); it passhike
back
to
camp
with
single-footed traction; do not recomes the Bechdel test with flying colors and witty banter.
mend.
Interests (besides running, of course!): Gnomes, moss, and
What is your diet like? Mostly food
triathlon
Secret ambition: Shhh, it’s a secret.

Recent memorable moment while running? Owls hooting in
the woods… nothing fancy, but it was nice.

Favorite food: It’s fall, so vegetarian Łazanki (sautéed onion
and cabbage with egg noodles).
Favorite recovery drink: The tears of my enemies

Training partners? Most consistently, my dog, Peanut

Best advice you ever got: “Branch! DUCK!”

Cross training activities? Cycling, Swimming, Ice Hockey,
Weight training, Hiking… so it’s more like: sometimes I run.

Personal goal for this season: Get back to running more regularly. Vague, I know, but right now it’s about 1 run every
other week so pretty much anything will be an increase in
volume. Maybe once the temperature drops the bike will be
less inviting and I’ll get back on my feet.

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? Winter/spring mornings are best – fewest mosquitos
and people. I really like to pick a challenging late-spring race
so that I get to do my serious training in the winter and spring
and then get to use that fitness all summer for whatever
catches my fancy at the moment.
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*****
If you would like to suggest someone for an upcoming member
profile, please contact us at alpinefin [at] comcast.net.
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Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Robert Bezio
Age: 47
Town: Erving

Job: I am a Union Carpenter

What is one of your biggest running aspirations? Maybe
someday qualifying for a Boston Marathon. I have tried three
times; my last try was within 5 minutes of the required time.
What was the last running event you participated in? Well,
with everything going on this year, my last actual in-person
race was the Sawmill Classic on New Year’s Day.

Where are you from originally? I am originally from Erving.

What is your favorite race? I have a lot that I enjoy but favorite would have to be Don Maynard.

Runner since: I ran in middle school and then gave it up until
2013 when I decided to try it again.

Favorite non-running activity: I bowl in a league during the
winter months and compete in tournaments.

Personal Records? Hands Together for Haiti 10K (4/26/14) 38:51; Monson Memorial Classic Half Marathon (11/7/15) 1:24:38; Chase’n a Mason 5K (10/11/14) - 17:54

What does your daily workout consist of? I don’t have a set
daily workout but try to run when I can around work and
home projects.

Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise): I
finished the Conway Covered Bridge Classic 10K in sub 40
minutes the day after a long 20-mile run!

Ever been injured? How did it happen? I had hamstring tendinitis caused from increasing my mileage too quickly. I ended up not being able to run for about 4 months.

Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: I am a 4-time
winner of the SMAC Race Series.

What is your diet like? I eat whatever I want whenever I
want. (Lucky me!) I did find out that eating at Outback Steakhouse the night before a marathon was not a good choice.

Favorite distance to race/run: I really like the 10K best and
then probably half-marathon. Not a big fan of the 5K.
Favorite place to run: Green River Road. The river is so nice
to look at and listen to.

Favorite food: I am a big fan of pizza.
Favorite recovery drink: I look for Gatorade after a long race.

Favorite author/book: I am a fan of all John Grisham books.

Article of clothing you own way too many of: Like most racers, probably running t-shirts.

Favorite TV Show: It’s not on now, but Friends was definitely
my all-time favorite.

Best advice you ever got: Always make sure you make your
easy days easy.

Interests (besides running, of course!): I really enjoy candlepin bowling and snowmobiling.

Why did you join SMAC? I felt it would be a great place to
meet new people and learn from other runners. I have definitely met many people that I consider good friends.

Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): No
playlist for me. I just run with the sounds around me.

Secret tips or good advice? Always try and listen to your
body if something feels wrong.
Training partners? Most runs are by myself, but I do run
some with Mike Barlow and Brian Williams.
Favorite local running route? I really like the route that the
Northfield road race course takes. I try running it periodically.
Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? I really like the Spring for running, especially earlier in
the morning. I have found that my body hates hot and humid.
Favorite piece of running gear: I have a pair of Nike shorts
that I like.
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Bob Bezio in action.
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Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Catherine Bezio
Age: 17
Town: Erving

Job: Student
Where are you from originally? Erving.

Runner since: I have been running since I was ten.
Personal Records? The only record I remember is the Chase’n
a Mason 5K at an 8:30 pace pushed on by John Reino. He
gave me the motivation to keep pushing!
Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise): I
recently wrote and self-published a children’s book titled,
Dogs: Lending A Helping Paw. In this book I write about service dogs, therapy dogs, and comfort dogs, specifically how
they are different and what they do. My hope is to educate
youth about these working dogs and how they should act
around them. My book is available on Amazon (link here) (or
I have copies as well). If there are any teachers, schools, or
libraries, etc. interested in a copy, please let me know. This is
my Gold Award project for Girl Scouts.
Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: In 6th grade I
put together a 5K and 10K race called “Hands Together for
Haiti.” It was part of the SMAC race series that year. All the
proceeds ($3,000) from the race went to an organization that
helped build schools and homes in Haiti.
Favorite distance to race: I enjoy 5Ks because that’s what I
have the most practice running. I know how to pace myself.
Favorite author/book: Currently my favorite author is Sarah
J. Maas, but it changes depending on what I’m reading.

Favorite TV Show: Currently my favorite TV show is “Magic
of Disney’s Animal Kingdom”. I really enjoy watching the behind the scenes of Animal Kingdom and all the cute animals. I
also want to be a veterinarian, so the show speaks to me :)
Interests (besides running, of course!): I am an animal lover
and have a part-time job at Pioneer Valley Veterinary Hospital
working in the kennel. I am also a Girl Scout and 4-H member. I
am also taking dance classes at Ja’Duke and am in their production of The Wizard of Oz. I am an accomplished vocalist and
have been taking voice lessons for almost 5 years.
Greatest adventure: When I was thirteen I went to Costa Rica through Girl Scouts. I went for 12 days and worked to help
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save sea turtles. I flew on my own, and apart from summer
camp it was my first time truly away from my parents. It was
quite an adventure and I had a lot of fun.
Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music): My
favorite music to listen to is anything Disney or Broadway.
Training partners? Right now my main training partner is my
dog, Canis.
Favorite local running route? My running has taken a
bacseat to focusing on academics during my senior year. I’ve
done a few runs around my block and they’ve been enjoyable.
What was the last running event you participated in? Due to
Covid and focusing on academics, my last real participation in
the running world would have to be my junior-year crosscountry season.
[Continued next page]
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Member Profile
[Cat Bezio member profile, continued from previous page]

Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day? How
come? I prefer running when it is cool but not freezing; I
don’t sweat as much but I am also not breathing in ice. I usually prefer to run in the morning because in the afternoon or
evening I am running out of energy.
What is your favorite race? My favorite race is probably the
Don Maynard because I enjoyed running it (when I was running more), but volunteering was just as fun.
Favorite non-running activity: Right now, it’s either voice
lessons or Wizard of Oz rehearsals.

Ever been injured? How did it happen? I got a knee injury in
eighth grade that was caused by high impact and then a fall
in gym class. Now I wear a knee brace when I run to keep
from re-injuring it.
What is your diet like? I am a pescatarian, which is a vegetarian except I eat seafood. I don’t always eat the healthiest
foods but I do my best.
Favorite food: My favorite food is vegetarian tacos.
Favorite recovery drink: I think my favorite recovery drink is
probably Gatorade
Article of clothing you own way too many of: I have way too
many T-Shirts. Between race shirts and show shirts, I have
way too many of them.

Best advice you ever got: Be the best person you can be and
always try your best. Never try to be like everyone else; it’s
okay to stand out. Besides, everyone else is taken.
Last movie you watched (and what you thought): The last
movie I watched was a Hallmark Christmas movie and I always love movies with a happy ending.
What does your daily workout consist of? Most of my daily
workouts are assigned by my gym teacher. We have been
doing a lot of YouTube ab workouts or cardio, and when we
are in-person we walk or jog the track.

Personal goal for 2020? My personal goal this year is to continue to do my best academically as well as in my extracurricular activities. I don’t want to fall into the senior slump;
I want to keep trying my best even if it’s difficult.
Why did you join SMAC? I joined SMAC when my dad did.
We did the family membership and I really enjoyed the community, so I kept going to events and running races.
*****
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UltraRunning

The 2020 Village Ultra
by Kristin Loiko
Like so many of you, my racing plans for this spring and
summer fell to the wayside as the threat of COVID 19 kept us
confined to more isolated spaces. Admittedly I am someone
who enters races haphazardly, throwing my body across both
start and finish lines when it probably would be wiser to rest
more and race less. Quarantine forced me to invest more in
the rest and recovery part of training, so when the allure of
the Village Ultra came floating through the air like a siren
song (or more accurately, a fortuitous phone call with race
director Carla Halpern), my body felt ready to take on a challenge that would have me running farther and longer than I
ever had before.
Knee surgery in 2019 prompted me to hire a coach to
help me come back in a healthy way. My new training plan
consisted of more easy days, more rest days, more cross
training, more nourishing foods, a lot fewer arbitrary junk
miles, and much more of a focus on progress (as opposed to
pressure to perform). My mileage increased slowly and was
always measured by increments of minutes-spent-running

instead of miles. I generally would have balked at a plan like
this in the past, but I had promised myself that I would trust
my coach. It maybe helped that my coach is Cat Bradley, as in
“Western States winner and former Rim2Rim2Rim FKT holder
Cat Bradley.” In other words, she knows a heck of a lot more
about training than I do.
When Carla mentioned the Village Ultra was on, Cat
wholeheartedly supported me signing up, even though I
brought it to her only two weeks prior to the actual race. I
had never run a 50-miler before and I had never been to New
Salem before so I was ready for a grand adventure. Armed
with my vast experience of one single 50K finish and pacing
SMAC teammate Amy Rusiecki for 40 miles of her local 100mile Vermont Adaptive fundraising run, I knew that this was
going to be a learning adventure for sure.
This was a super small, super chill event. About a half
dozen people had started the 24-hour race the night before,
and 12-hour runners started pretty much whenever they
wanted. Some 24-hour runners ran, went home overnight,
and came back. Some 12-hour runners started earlier in the
day. I started at 7:00 with about 4 other runners. Essentially
there were runners at all different stages dispersed throughout the course sections. Even though it was an official event,
there were no prizes so we were all running for a greater
sense of accomplishment, which really is the true prize of
competition. While my nerves were high, I quickly settled into
the familiar groove of running.
For those of you unfamiliar with the unique format of the
Village Ultra, here is some valuable information: There are
four potential course loops/out-and-backs. You could do any
or all course sections as much or as little as you wanted, and
in any combination. The four options were:
White: A quarter-mile paved loop around the village
green. When doing course intel, I scoffed at this loop.
There was no way I was interested in quarter-mile repeats during a 50-miler; that sounded mind-numbingly
awful. I would eat these words later.
Blue: A 0.6-mile grass and trail loop
Silver: 2.2 miles of out-and-back dirt road (1.1 miles of
gentle downhill and then 1.1 miles of gentle uphill)
Gold: 2.4-mile out-and-back of mostly dirt road with
some pavement (1.2 miles of sharp downhill and then
1.2 miles back up)

Kristin at the 2020 Village Ultra in New Salem.
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UltraRunning
[Village Ultra, cont. from previous page]

I went in with the obvious main
goal of finishing. I wanted to experience it and find joy in all parts of the
run -- in the efforts of those around
me and in my own efforts, in the
beauty of the town, and even in the
ugly miles. I wanted to see what I
could do and to walk away feeling
content. Practically, I thought I could
maybe go under 10 hours, but time
wasn’t a dominant goal.

It was gorgeous and cool for the
first few hours, with a slight sprinkle.
Without spectators, fellow racers
became each other’s true support
systems. As the miles began to add up, gregarious greetings
slipped to quick quibs between exerted breaths and thumbs
nudged upwards from fatigued-clenched fists. Any symbolic
reminder that we were in it together was welcomed and we
persevered on.
I started with the silver loop, then did gold (and ran the
whole thing even though I knew I would be walking it later),
then circled the white course, and then tackled blue. Then
peed. You couldn’t just duck into the woods to pee because
we were so close to people’s properties, so peeing had to
happen in the town hall. That meant down the hill, through
the back door, across the basement, and down the hall. In
other words, it ate up time. I had to plan accordingly. The first
couple of hours went by pretty easily and uneventfully.
I ate half a peanut butter and jelly sandwich about two
and a half hours in, and was pretty psyched that I was staying
on top of hydration. My partner Steve Pelletier showed up
around 3 hours in to help support me; I was still feeling good
but seeing him definitely lifted my spirits.
I think it was a combination of having some familiar company and the miles starting to add up, but I found myself
spending a few minutes at my car more often. I started to fall
off the pace I had been holding. I figured that was bound to
happen anyway, as I was trying to run a bit cautiously and
also by feel -- trying to feel comfortable and relaxed.
The miles were still ticking away but the monotony was
getting to me. I stuck to mostly silver and white loops. I aimed
to do one gold section about every hour to switch things up
and actually got to it 6 times. The 5th time I did it, my right
big toe was really jamming and getting bruised on the downhill. At about mile 32, I finally sat and changed shoes. The
next, and final, time on gold felt much better.
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Steve jumped in for a couple of
miles with me in the early 30s. It was
about this time that it was getting
pretty warm, the miles were starting
to feel a bit long, I had seen the
same stretch of a few miles over and
over, and the stops at the car were
adding up. I started thinking that I
wasn’t going to make it under 10
hours and I started getting slightly
grumpy. Well, maybe not grumpy
but definitely a bit frustrated. I imagined how it would feel to miss it
by just a few minutes and it definitely stung. I started resigning myself to
it for a few dragging miles but then I
got a little angry. I didn’t want to
give up yet. I started chucking my water bottle at Steve whenever I'd come in and just keep on going for the ¼-mile loops
while he filled it with whatever I yelled to him. In hindsight, I
wish I had done this earlier, but again it was my first and I was
enjoying it. I didn’t want to be so focused on an arbitrary time
that I missed out on the joy of the day. My left hip/glute area
was cranky most of the day (out of nowhere) and the downhills seemed to aggravate it the most, which was sucky because I love a good downhill.
It was about this time that I started thinking about all of
the people who I knew were cheering me on from their
homes. About Amy, who time and time again takes me on
trail adventures at Kristin-friendly pace, gently helping me
develop as a trail runner, about Annie Paredes, my right wing
who has lifted me up time and time again, about Karin
George, the ultimate goddess of running longevity and inspiration, about Nancy Cook, who brought me along on my first
pacing duty during her Vermont 50 and is the epitome of grit,
and so many others. It was the weekend of the virtual Brave
Like Gabe 5K, and I thought about both Gabe Grunewald and
Nancy Conz, both incredible runners but even more so invaluable ambassadors of the sport of running and truly genuine
people who both succumbed to the same rare cancer. How
many times had Nancy inquired about how my running was
going and then listened intently as I related my experiences.
She was more talented and accomplished than anyone I had
ever spoken to personally but would listen to me as though
we were absolutely on the same level. She was forever encouraging, and her legacy will live on in the accomplishments
of all of those lucky enough to have known her.
Then I made it to magical mile 42. Something clicked at
42. I don’t know if it was the Tylenol, the copious amounts of
[Continued next page]
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Coke I was drinking, or just a good old dose of competitiveness, but I did some quick math and decided
that if I put in some work, I could make it in under
10 hours. Maybe I got a little too excited, because I
then laid down a sub-8:00 pace for about a quarter
of a mile. I backed it off to 9:00-somethings. I had
rediscovered my downhill legs and capitalized on it.
I figured if I could keep the slight downhill miles under 10:00s that I’d make some decent progress. And
that turned everything around.
The last 7 miles seemed to fly by and everything
felt great again. It was so fun to whip around the
town loop for the last ¾ of a mile. Going into the
day I was sure that I’d avoid that loop, but it truly
served as a pick-me-up throughout the day. Getting
to come off the curves just felt like I was on a track
and it was a huge mental shift from the repetitive
straight dirt roads. Who would have thought that
repeat 400s would save my race?!
With about 3 miles to go I knew that I was going
to make it under 10 and so I made sure to soak everything in. I am so grateful that Steve, who has encouraged me to embrace longer distances for years,
was there to see me achieve what he has always
believed I was capable of doing.

The takeaways:
• I’m glad that I smiled the whole way through,

even through the frustrated part.
• I miss having my teammates.
• The running community is great, even from be-

hind masks and six+ feet away. There weren’t a
lot of us and we were all on our own unique
adventure, but we were also all cheering each
other on at every turn.
• RIP to my right big toenail.

*****
Kristin is a SMAC member from South Hadley.
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2020 Summit Run
by Grant Ritter
Sometimes a race is a series of steps leading to a finish line
and sometimes it is a life-changing event like the Summit Run 5K.
The 38th annual Summit Run took place virtually on September
20, and this one may have been the most important and most
impactful race of my entire life.
My great uncle Ted Buckhout started the Summit Run 38
years ago to benefit the Friends of the Mount Holyoke Range. Ted
was in the Marines for 40 years, he was a WW2 era veteran, and
he was an avid runner and a dedicated SMAC member. This might
explain how he came up with a 3.1-mile course that goes past his
house as it climbs 800 feet to a summit finish on the top of
Mount Holyoke. This is not the course to snag a 5K PR on, but it is
certainly unforgettable. Over the years Ted had to cut back his
involvement with the race as he got older, but his excitement for
it never waned.
On a bet, Ted convinced me to start training to do the Seven
Sisters Trail Race, and then he encouraged me to do the Summit
Run 5K. Somehow I agreed to this, and then looked forward to
suffering up the road to the summit every year fueled by Ted’s
encouragement. Then life got in the way and 10 years went by
where I did not do the Summit Run; but that all changed in 2020.

The 2020 edition of the event was unlike any other. It was a virtual event in response to the COVID-19 pandemic, which meant that runners could take on the
course anytime during the week of September 20; taking on the course solo is tough,
but it was nice to be able to pick the best weather day! Also, during the week of the
race Ted was experiencing health issues and we did not know how much time he had
left, and his family traveled from all over the country to be with him. This inspired me
to sign up to run the race for Ted this year.
Knowing that I was running for Ted gave this race a little more importance to me
as I lined up for the virtual run on a perfectly sunny and crisp September morning.
With each step I thought of Ted, his influence on my life and how he ignited my love of
running. As I rounded the corner onto Mountain Rd I gave him a shout as I passed his
house, knowing he had come home to be with family. Thinking of Ted somehow made
the miles go by faster, made the hills seem easier, and inspired me to take 7 minutes
off my Summit Run PR. I later found out that this was the fastest time this year.
Despite facing his own challenges Ted was still asking how I did at the race and he
was happy that I was able to run and win the race for him. He peacefully passed away,
with his family by his side, a few days later. He will always be missed, will never be
replaced and I will always try to live up to the example he set. This is why it means so
much to me that I can announce that I will attempt to carry on his legacy by becoming
the Race Director for The Summit Run 5K going forward. I can’t wait to bring you this
race for years to come because that is definitely what Ted would have wanted.
*****
Grant is a SMAC member from Whately.
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Virtual Northampton 5K Race Series Report
by Ben Bensen
As I stepped up to the yellow starting line of the Northampton Tuesday Evening Cross-Country Race, a location I’ve
never stood that close to on any other day I’ve raced there
over the last thirty years or so, one thought went through my
mind: “Your racing days are over, Buddy!”

the corn field (I believe) to ensure that you run a legit 5K, but
that’s it. You can do this race as a kid, or a jock, or a wannabe.
In your prime (maybe), during a mid-life crisis, or while enjoying retirement, and all on the very same route (times will
vary). For a course, it’s pretty eternal. Familiar, anyhow.

Which I was OK with. Granted, I could have figured out
this truth fifty years ago as a freshman in college (not the college’s fault, nor the team’s), but I’ve raced since then. What
was I after? Age group credibility? Probably not. A decade’s
PR? Didn’t happen. A chance to see people I like who I only
see on a Tuesday night at 6:30, between April and September? In any other year, this would be the most plausible excuse. But it’s 2020, and there wasn’t a runner in sight; had
there been, we shouldn’t have talked. There were a couple of
dogs, several owners, no one doing anything strenuous. I
was, from a SMAC member’s perspective, all alone.

Bang! Well, a virtual bang, or “Go!” I was off, regardless.
Following that broad, settling start across the parking lot (fast
folks out fast, the rest of us following along at our own respective, probably over-eager paces), you duck around the
corner and try to find the best way over those amazing ruts.
There is no best way, but you get two tries. Then there’s the
long, flat, maybe a little bit overgrown straightaway past the
half-way marker (which doesn’t apply at that point), ideally
settling into a nice pace (probably still too fast). Up around
that little field on the uphill turn to the left and then off onto
the little path into the woods. Nice view to the East as you
move ahead. Into woods and turns and you come to the iconic “<-2/1->” sign (which I’d forgotten. Like I said, it’s been too
long). I was probably confused because Don wasn’t there to
cheer me (and everyone else; he knows everyone!) on. So
you stop and turn around. A sharp, sharp right, doubling back
onto the stretch that’s partly woods but opens up, then take
another right and go back to the little path.

On reflection, I consider this a good thing. Given that I
had nothing to prove to anyone other than myself, it was just
as well that there was nobody there who I might have to
prove myself to. No chance of adrenaline poisoning. And it
was a more than warm afternoon, with only a gentle breeze.
Hardly optimal conditions, but the Grants’ famous course
was all mine (if you ignore the walkers, as I tried to). Indulgence? Maybe.
But still, what was I there for?
Clearly, as I construed things (or have fabricated an ex
post facto analysis of them), I wanted to maximize my experience. No, really! Honestly, the idea of running in the virtual
series just struck me as something that I could do, and should
do, especially on a day when late-summer terminal slug-likeness might track me down. Perhaps some of you have felt
like this occasionally this summer, on one of those stinky, hot
‘n’ humid days when, of course, you could skip a day’s run, if
you chose to, only to wallow in guilt. I wasn’t there for my
place or finish time, nor to test my brilliant predictive abilities
(I have been accurate, I think, once), not even for the inestimably valued prize of the evening, or the adulation associated with it. Nope, no distractions.
So I could ruminate about the course itself, something
you can hardly do well in the heat of competition. NoHo happens to be my favorite 5K cross-country course anywhere
(I’ve run a few), in no small part because it has changed less
than almost every other one you could name. Races come
and go, and schools have to redesign their home courses regularly, but the Grants’ course is there. A few tweaks out by
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By this point you pretty well know how you’re doing, so
it’s a chance to enjoy the view, just before you cut into the
woods again. I’ve always sort of thought that this was a scene
from “The Cider House Rules,” some parts of which were
filmed at the old state hospital. They threw in the Summit
House and Mt. Holyoke just for us! But maybe that view is on
the back side of the Ron Hebert race. I can’t remember; it’s
been a while.
Now you get to run past the “<-2/1->” sign for the second
time and out into the field just west of the parking lot. Wait!
Didn’t there used to be trees there? A whole row of them?
And was that picnic table there? Like I said, it’s been a while.
But move ahead, dance over those ruts again, and this time
you can read that half-way marker in the full confidence of
having run half the race. Hooray for you!
Cruise straight ahead and across the big junction, charging over the big trail nexus, not being tempted by the stream
to your right, and onto the back forty of this race, which skirts
a corn field. A big, wide sweeping curve takes you three quarters of a tall circle around the crop on nicely packed dirt
(actually, most of the course is nicely packed dirt, one of its
many features). This is a good part of the race to talk positive[Continued next page]
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ly with yourself. Here’s where your moral integrity must take
charge, whether you’re running in company or not, because
there are two small nudges off to the right side of the trail
which will keep you on track to complete a full 5k. Happily,
they have signs; you can’t miss them, unless you don’t look.
Then you go plunk! into the woods for your
last real uphill. There’s no ground cover here,
and it sometimes seems like a lot of runners
have missed the precise course, or crawled
uphill. Or both.

NoHo 5K Virtual Race Series
by Tom Davidson
Here are the final results of the Northampton Tuesday
Virtual 5K XC Race Series. Thanks to all who raced this series!
Sans free bananas and ice pops, sadly.

But not for too long. Popping out into
another field, happily just about level, on
which you skirt to the left, you’re just far
enough from the woods that fallen trees
don’t block the path. Not this time, at least,
though one had tried. Dog a slight left along
the edge and then along the fringe before
you duck back onto that half woods/half
open stretch, this time in the opposite direction, and then past the “<-2/1->” sign for
your third and final time. Don would have
been gone by then, to wait at the finish, so
nobody would be cheering, except maybe
you. This time he was never there!

Forge on through the last stretch of
woods, out into the field, past the missing
trees and down onto the parking lot, which
still feels a bit bigger than it has to be, especially when there are no cars there. The last
tenth of a mile is flat, level, hot, paved and
utterly unobstructed. You know where you
stand; you know how you’ve done. Even if
there’s no one there to watch, or tell your
tale to.
It’s real. Hot shots could probably run it
twice in the time it took me (maybe not at
2:30 in the afternoon, though. I can hope).
But it’s a great place to run your own race. I
took my kids along once and my daughter
(who still runs) stopped to pick flowers en
route. You can meet non-runners, but few
will obstruct or chase you (dogs or humans).
It’s a people’s course. Anyone who wants to
run it can, and does, and I hope they always
will. Just show up. That’s why I did.
*****
Ben is a SMAC member from Deerfield
and previous editor of The Sugarloaf Sun.
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Rise Over Run
by Amy Rusiecki
(From Google: What does “rise over run” represent? It means
that to find the slope of something, you would take the
amount of the rise of the slope and divide it by the run.)
In early July, Steve Rozko (the founder of RunReg.com)
approached me about organizing a virtual race along the
Long Trail. I think he wanted to tap into my network of runners, as well as needed help with the communications (as he
was expecting to become a dad in early August). He also
thought this would be a great fit to partner with Vermont
Adaptive, who is the charity partner for the VT100 that I also
organize. He had envisioned an event where participants virtually run the mileage of the Long Trail – thus completing the
273 miles cumulatively, in a virtual setting, between August 1
and October 31st. I was immediately intrigued, but thought it
would be more fun (and unique) to also include the challenge
of completing the elevation gain of the trail, at 65,370 feet.
And thus, the Vermont Long Trail Challenge was launched.
I was amazed at the number of participants – I was hoping for 100, and we ended up having 271. One of those participants was me. I was excited to give this a shot, especially
to try to combine the mileage and the elevation goals. I debated whether it was smarter to run some flatter stuff to rack
up the mileage and then hike repeats up Sugarloaf, or to try
to have my runs include as much vertical as possible, or some
combination of the two. I, of course, thought it would be fun
to aim to finish my vertical around the same time as my mileage… therefore trying to mimic the same mileage vs. elevation gain every day as if I was actually running or hiking the
Long Trail.
While this challenge sounds relatively simple, it was
mighty intimidating once you break down the numbers. We
gave participants 13 weeks to finish, so they ultimately needed to get in 21 miles each week to complete (seems doable
for most runners, right?!?), but needed to get in over 5,000
feet of climbing each week also. That’s where it got super
challenging. For those like me, who love numbers… this
equates to every mile run having 240 feet of climbing per
mile, or running uphill for 136.5 miles at 8.5% grade and then
running downhill for 136.5 miles at 8.5% grade.
I got it in my head that given my standard weekly mileage, I could finish the virtual Long Trail in about 3 weeks (23
days, which was three weeks plus an extra weekend), so I’d
be trying to complete a manageable 83 miles per week, but
shooting for nearly 20,000 feet of climbing weekly.
Alright…game on!
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Week one and I was already falling short. I completed 72
miles and only 13,756 feet of climbing. I was surprised, as I
ran nearly every day on the trails with the aim to get in some
good vertical. Only one of my weekly runs was a flatter road
run for my speed workout. I even spent 3-4 hours this week
hiking repeats up Mt. Sugarloaf, especially on my day off, to
get in bonus climbing. I would often try to get in 1 hour of
hiking at Sugarloaf before heading to work most days, with
the goal of 1000 feet or more of climbing. Darn…gotta step up
my game – now I needed to get in 88 miles and 22,600 feet of
climbing each week to meet my goal.
Week two and I was closer to the weekly goal but hadn’t
caught up any of my first week’s shortfall. I completed 78
miles (better) with 17,911 feet of climbing (better, but still
mighty short!). I felt like I was working so hard to find runs
where I could get in at least 2,000 feet of climbing, running
lots of miles at Mt. Tom, Mt. Toby, and Northfield Mountain,
while increasing the hours that I spent hiking Sugarloaf repeats anytime I could sneak it in. Could I possibly finish this
out in the next 9 days? At this point, I would need to get in 96
miles next week (averaging 13.7 miles/day) and manage to
climb 26,220 feet (averaging 3,750 feet per day). My life was
about the numbers…it was all about the ‘rise over run’.
Week three and I was finally in the groove but starting to
really feel the struggle. I got in 87 miles and 23,911 feet of
climbing. I got in hikes on Saturday and Sunday afternoon
after my long runs to increase the elevation gain…I was
starting to know every step and twig from bottom to top of
Sugarloaf as I hiked up and down and up and down. My achilles was barking from all the climbing. I think I was mostly hiking anything uphill at this point even on my runs, as the accumulated elevation was taking a toll on me. But, I averaged
12.4 miles and 3,416 feet of elevation each day.
I was exhausted by the effort. I had been hoping to finish
in 23 days (which was 3 weeks, plus the bonus weekend of
August 22-23rd). I was two days from my goal ‘completion
date’ and still had to get in a whopping 36 miles (ok, maybe
that’s doable for the weekend) and 9,800 feet of climbing
(gulp!). It was overwhelming, I was exhausted… I wasn’t going
to make it. I spent Saturday August 22nd sleeping most of the
day, and only got up and out of my house to walk to the corner store for beer (tracking the mileage of the walk, of
course!).
Sunday August 23rd brought a solid day, 15.9 miles with
4,045 feet of climbing… I now had 20 miles and but 5,755 feet
[Continued next page]
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Look Over There!

to go. I typically love numbers, but they were starting to betray me at this point. My goal completion date had come and
I hadn’t met my goal. I wanted to head out in the afternoon
for additional miles (uphill, of course) but my husband told
me to rest and live to fight another day.

by Jeannie LaPierre

Ultimately I finished on Thursday, August 27, 4 days beyond my goal completion date. I was stoked to have finished,
exhausted from the effort, nursing my aching achilles, and
looking forward to running without a daily ‘mileage and elevation’ goal. I needed a break from focusing on the numbers.
Over the last few days as I inched closer and closer to
finishing, I had often wanted to head out in the evening to
just finish up the mileage and get in the last of the climbing.
My husband would talk me out of it, halting me with the simple question of “why?” He was right, of course, that it didn’t
matter whether I finished on Tuesday or Thursday of that
week, or if it took me until October 31st to finish (or even if I
didn’t ultimately finish). It was a virtual race, no one was
watching, and no one cared if or when I finished except me.
Why was I tearing my body apart, compromising my precious
sleeping hours, and beating up my achilles to finish? Why did
I feel like more of a failure with each passing day?
However (now nearly two months after finishing), given a
bit of time to recover and reflect, I am proud of my effort. I
ultimately finished as tied for second-place female, and I tied
for fourth overall out of the 271 participants. More importantly, I gained a humongous amount of respect for anyone who completed the actual Long Trail (knowing that while
I completed the mileage and elevation, I did not necessarily
mimic the technical aspects of the trail). And obviously I exercised my competitive nature by challenging myself, pushing
my body, and (in a way) failing along the way as my finish
goal was adjusted.

The local high-school track was open to the public during
the spring and summer. Many walkers circled the tartan.
Some are new to the experience of exercise or perhaps feel
safer and more grounded on a flat, open course, their purpose being distraction from Covid. Then schools began their
phased openings, one group in session, one group home;
then it became all together now. That’s when the sign went
up on the entrance gate: no public use during school hours.
Bummah! But I had an ace in my pocket.

For several years, I’ve used the Coach Richard Atkinson
Track in Southwick, the newly inducted Western Mass Hall of
Famer. It is always open and accessible to the community.
From Whalley Park beside the Moto-cross track, I run a 1 mile
-ish warm-up. The landscape of the park is a series of terraced fields threaded together by a looping paved sidewalk.
Within the park, one could run on mowed fields or the sidewalk or road and manage a couple of miles.
I’m in the company of the slow-moving older male couple, the serious, not-going-to-acknowledge-you mid-sixties
couple, the white-haired happy lady who thankfully says hello, and the younger guy, who’s trying to grab fitness by jogging the straights in old school sweats. Intervals were manageable without crowding.
Across the way beside the school, elementary school kids
in masks jump around in their exercise pods trying to physically distance while just being happy that they are together.
Thank you, Coach Atkinson, for your service.
I’m loping along in a neighborhood with a preserve at its
terminus. In my periphery, I glimpse a vivid blue and yellow
[Continued next page]

Writing these thoughts over the last week of October as
the event deadline is nearing, it’s ironic that several of my
training buddies are in a similar situation that I was in towards the end of August. They have completed the mileage,
and are struggling to get in the climbing. Over the last several
weeks, I’ve gotten in a half-dozen runs with Abby Mahoney
where we always aim to get in 1,500 to 2,000 feet of climbing
so she could complete the challenge by October 31st. On
Tuesday morning, we ran repeats up B-17 on Mt. Tom to finish up her climbing. It’s reassuring to know that everyone was
similarly challenged, and (at times) struggled to meet their
personal goals for the Vermont Long Trail Challenge.
*****
Amy is a SMAC member from South Deerfield.
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painting on a shed. Lately, I’ve given myself permission (and
you all have this superpower, so use it) to stop and observe
and feel the feeling of that observation. A seated Marge and
Homer Simpson smile towards me if not at me, the conical
blue hairdo winking an acknowledgement. Ah! Ah ha, ha! In a
moment of spontaneous joy, I giggle. As I pass the mailbox
with a big "S" on it, my brain pauses a beat. Calculating and
making connections take a moment like when you’re running
8:30 miles and just hit mile 17 of a marathon, then try to do
the math because your watch died, while pulling up your
tights, snatching hydration, and noting the pothole. Of course
the house belongs to the Simpsons. I’m sure this is minor in
many universes but, hey, I’m creating my own.

a crawl, watching the geese glean the remnants of a cornfield.
Inspired by the foliage and in a rare enthusiastic moment,
I attempted to emulate the vivid and perfectly shaped rainbow bagels as seen on the Great British Baking Show. Alas the
result was irregular (some would say artsy, some would say
ugly), and rather more of a watercolor effect. My masterpieces were nonetheless tasty though I would not have earned a
Paul Hollywood handshake. Still, I was able to focus for a few
hours on a new task that reaped an edible reward. Hey, over
there, look at those bagels! They made me smile.

Local runs have become my go-to. Down the 13% grade
in the hood to the curve, past the sign that reads, “VOTE: tell
them Ruth sent you” and the flag across the street that flies
in the opposing direction.
I trip up the next big grade called Moosehorn Hill towards
the 20’ anatomical skeleton in a front yard. It is huge, not
scary, and seems to say, “A medical professional lives here,
take notice.” It is Halloween season after all.
Sage Canady works a YouTube channel. He, of youth and
many distances, says that even he is feeling less focused with
running goals. Like me, virtual races are not his thing either. I
did manage to run a few of the Northfield Series races on my
own course all by my lonesome. I’m embracing his honesty in
my many decades beyond his experience. Let’s acknowledge
that it’s hard to challenge yourself by yourself. A race is about
the ebb and flow of whoever shows up and signs up and races (the probabilities of the unknown, or the Law of Uncertainty in physics), pre- and post-race socializing, acknowledging
of honors, the distribution of mums, pumpkins, beer, socks.
While racing against yourself is a different kind of challenge,
and is occasionally satisfying, the effort is a lot more intense.
FKT attempts have blossomed during the pandemic. Think of
your big races and the quick connections you’ve made while
in a queue. Last year while waiting in a line, I had an in-depth
5-minute conversation with a young woman who suffered
with glaucoma in both eyes and was racing her first 5K. When
she removed her glasses, her condition was evident as her
eyes wandered away from center, not quite focusing, but still
alert. We discussed the roving eye syndrome, the flat even
terrain we seek for training, and which ophthalmologists
we’d visited. What is the chance?

Jeannie’s rainbow bagels… mmmmmmnnnn.

Shout outs to all who’ve ventured into ultra territory and
trails and new running protocols. Peace, love, and happy
trails.
******
Jeannie is a SMAC member from Granby, CT.

The bike trail is quiet on a rainy day. Against a background of misty gray, I move through a tunnel of neon orange, yellow, red, and green twinkling lights that flutter like
paper cranes, the sound score to my running dance. I slow to
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[Book Review:] The Perfect Mile, by Neal Bascomb
by John Stifler
Last year in Monaco, Sifan Hassan of The
Netherlands set a new women’s world record
for the mile. She ran it in 4:12.33, following
pacemakers for two laps, briefly fighting to stay
ahead of one possible rival, and then running
away from everyone in a spectacular solo final
600 yards.
I mention this superb accomplishment at
the outset here to offset what follows – a review of a book about an era in the 1950s and
early ’60s when the world’s famously accomplished milers and most other distance runners
were all male (and mostly white). It’s The Perfect Mile, by Neal Bascomb.
On the fiftieth anniversary of Roger Bannister’s breaking
the 4-minute mile barrier on May 6, 1954, Bascomb published this excellent book recounting the accomplishment.
Even for those who read versions of this story long ago –
hard-working medical student Bannister fails to medal at
1500 meters in the Helsinki Olympics in 1952, seeks running
glory some other way, fits his training into a demanding work
schedule, uses laboratory studies to learn more about maximum effort in exercise, rationally calculates that a person
certainly can break four minutes, enlists Chris Brasher and
Chris Chataway to pace him in a meet at Oxford, and drops a
3:59.4 on the world – Bascomb retells the story in more detail than you’ve probably ever seen it before, thoroughly researched and in well-paced prose.
Bascomb describes the assault on four minutes as a campaign waged simultaneously on three continents, by three
runners of different backgrounds, temperaments and running
cultures: in England, Bannister, an Oxford student and future
doctor, training when he could get away from the lab and the
books; in Australia, John Landy, a butterfly collector and star
pupil of the legendary and driven coach Percy Cerutty until
he eventually departed from Cerutty’s maddening training
approach to copy the training of the incomparable Emil Zatopek; and in the United States, Wes Santee, a Kansas farm
lad alienated from his father, starring in track at the U. of
Kansas, and ultimately thwarted in his quest by a combination of team obligations and AAU restrictions on when and
where he could run, and how far. (If you’re old enough to
remember the AAU and didn’t already hate that organization,
this book will get you there.)
Having three main characters makes The Perfect Mile
easy to get through. Reading this history, you switch by chap-
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ters from Bannister’s research into oxygen uptake to Landy’s innumerable hard intervals at
all hours of day and night, to Santee’s dominance of American collegiate running combined
with his frustration at being compelled by the
U.S. Olympic Committee to pass up the 1500 at
the Olympics and run only the 5000, the lesser
of his two events. Speaking of frustration, you
also get to read about how Santee’s best mile
ever was a 4:00.5. Bannister and Landy ran
against each other once. Unfortunately, Santee
never got to compete against either of them.
Although conditions had to be near-perfect
for Bannister and, a few weeks later, Landy, to
break four minutes, the book’s title goes beyond the 4-minute barrier to address a crucial element in any
discussion of running greatness as measured by records or by
competitive performance. Bannister’s 3:59.4 on the Iffley
Road track in Oxford was to a considerable degree a science
experiment, carefully set up. With their coach, Franz Stampfl
– whose own story of survival in WWII is itself extraordinary –
Bannister, Chataway and Brasher worked out exactly how
they would run, in a race that included just the three of them
plus three other runners, to give Bannister his best chance.
Landy, on the other hand, broke four minutes -- and Bannister’s erstwhile world record – in a monster of an international
race in Finland where he ran away from the highly competitive Chataway and the Finnish star Denis Johannson to clock
3:58.8. So who’s the greater runner – the fastest, or the one
who beats the toughest competition?
The obvious answer: get them to run against each other.
Which Bannister and Landy did, in the Empire Games (now
called the Commonwealth Games) in Vancouver later in the
summer of 1954. Watch the YouTube video sometime, and
you’ll see why it was almost unimaginable that anyone could
catch up with Landy after he had destroyed nearly the whole
field by halfway -- except that Bannister had the better kick,
which Landy knew, which was why he had gone out so hard.
The fact that Bannister could somehow hang on to such a
dominant runner and then pass him in the final stretch is a
tribute to his ability mentally to drive himself beyond anything he had ever been capable of before, even including that
Oxford race. Bannister won in 3:58.8, with Landy eight tenths
of a second behind. This, not Bannister’s earlier one in England, was the Perfect Mile. (After the Vancouver race, Bannister was momentarily near collapse, while Landy walked
[Continued next page]
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around unassisted, chatting with people on the track.)
As for Wes Santee, some people had tried to arrange for
him to compete at the Empire Games despite being of a nonCommonwealth nationality, but he was in the U.S. Marines
now, with other obligations. Ultimately he was a TV commentator for the race, which he had calculated he could have won
had he been allowed to enter. One of this book’s many points
of satisfaction is the way Bascomb recognizes the accomplishments of this past star whose career stopped five tenths of a
second shy of immortality.
A significant difference between Bascomb’s narrative and
books written by the runners themselves – Ron Clarke’s The
Unforgiving Minute, Kenny Moore’s Best Efforts, Joan Samuelson’s Running Tide, the list goes on – is that no matter how
detailed the author’s descriptions of his subjects are, he cannot get all the way into their states of mind while running. In
terms of actually describing the runner’s experience, I think
he comes closest with Landy, whom we see working out at all
hours, running laps at speeds that take away the breath of his
closest fellow competitors, weighing in his mind the surreal
expectations of Cerutty and the intense focus of Zatopek –
who, by the way, turns out to be a very open, friendly approachable guy. While Bannister’s story includes all the hospital hours, the strategy meetings with Brasher and Chataway, and deliberations with Stampfl, and while Santee’s
includes a lot about his girlfriend (later, wife) and the Marines, Landy is oftener alone on the page. If you need motivation to run harder intervals, and more of them, read Bascomb’s descriptions of Landy.
The Perfect Mile is, yes, to some extent a bit of a nostalgia trip, somewhat like the film “Chariots of Fire.” But it will
also enrich conversations about the transition from the purist
(read: old boys in suits and striped ties who used to be athletes) view of “amateur” sports to a modern and, we like to
believe, less hypocritical era. As Bascomb reminds anyone
who needs it, neither Sir Roger, Governor Landy – he was at
one point the governor of the Australian state of Victoria –
nor Marine reservist/motivational speaker Santee earned
anything for his racing victories. In an era when world-class
athletes are fulltime professionals, The Perfect Mile is the
story of three great runners who necessarily combined extraordinary athletic accomplishment with real-world obligations that had little to do with their sport.
Implicit in a reading of this story is a facet of what may
still be called the magic of the mile. Some observers have
called it the ultimate race because, they argue, it is just about
equal parts aerobic and anaerobic effort. Others like it because it’s four hard laps around a – oops, a 440-yard track;
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such tracks are scarce these days. A better case can be made
for the idea that the first years of sub-4 miles were also the
last glory years of racing at the old English-system distances
rather than the universally observed metric; also, that they
were also the beginning of the shift from aristocratic amateur
sports to major-league status, athletes’ allowances, athletic
scholarships and cash prizes.
Now and then, though, the mile reasserts itself. It did so
in 2001, when Alan Webb became the first high school runner
since Marty Liquori, back in 1967, to break four minutes.
(Liquori was the third high schooler to do so, after Jim Ryun
and Tim Danielson. Since Webb’s feat, seven other high
school boys have broken four minutes.) It did so last year,
when Hassan broke a women’s world record that had stood
since 1996.
As international competition prompts us increasingly to
think metric, the mile may eventually become a museum
piece (like the standing long jump?), but it is likely always to
make a good story. Still, how many of us measure our
workouts in kilometers?
*****
John is a SMAC member from Florence.

The Perfect Mile, by Neal Bascomb (Houghton Mifflin, 2004)

Gorge Apres Gorge 5K (Virtual!)
The annual Gorge Apres Gorge 5K Trail Race will be going virtual this year. Register online here:
www.runreg.com/gorge-apres-gorge
Rather than the usual single mass race start, participants will run, record, and report their times over a one
-week period, Nov. 28 – Dec. 5. Everyone who is able is
encouraged to complete their race at Chesterfield
Gorge, but for those who are unable to make it to up
there in person this year, prizes will be awarded for the
fastest 5K times taken outside of the area. And yes, prizes will still include the famous knitted hats! And maybe
the cookie medals?? Fun additional challenges TBD. The
usual free, post-Thanksgiving family fun walk is encouraged too. Share photos of you and your team post-run
with the event’s Facebook and Instagram pages to be
entered into raffles throughout the week. Enjoy!
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Flash SMAC

Five Long Years Ago… Some 2015 Local Race Photos by Ben Kimball

Jackie Boudreau Kinsey

Becky Hanna chases a mason.

This is how you turkey at GCC.

Ashley Braziel

Sarah Bousquet, Free to Run

Mike Duffy in Bernardston.

Dawn Montague in Montague.

Jennifer Garrett in Northeast Harbor

Peter Kennedy

Sri Bodkhe
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Tom Raffensperger runs Stanley

Melissa Stone Cooney
wins Stanley
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Upcoming Races
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The Running Life

Graphic design work by Amy Schmidt Bowse
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Race Reporting

In Memoriam

From the Don Maynard Memorial Road Race’s Facebook page:
Don Maynard Memorial 5-Mile Road Race

Well that was fun! A two-week virtual 5-mile race, never
done that before. Thanks goes out to all of you that ran or
walked and donated to this great event. Your generosity was
overwhelming and truly appreciated. We congratulate Mark
Rabasco and JoEllen Reino as our male and female race winners. This is two in a row for Mark! We gave out a special
prize for our 26th finisher this year (large baked goods) and
that went to Gina Vanasse. We also chose 5 random names
to receive a beautiful fall mum and those winners are Carla
Halpern, Ben Whitbeck, Joel Finnell, Jackie Choate, and Cara
Rigali. We’ll be in touch! And finally, just a simple thank you
to all of you for continually supporting our race every year
and keeping the memory of Don Maynard alive. Be well everyone and hopefully we can all get together in 2021!!
*****

The J-Squad

Garth Shaneyfelt

The Sugarloaf Sun — September/October 2020

page 22

Social Media Potpourri

Buffs! Sweats! Treats!
Raffensperger style

Pezzati style

Francia Wisnewski

Sarah Nelson
Top: How to protect
yourself from the
Ravenous Bugblatter
Beast of Traal.
Mid-Left: Tommy D.
Mid-Right: Cool J.

David Theoharides’ prize for the Tower to Tower run, custom-made by
Richardson’s Candy Kitchen in Deerfield (thanks, Kathie Williams!)
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Bottom: The SMAC
buff tour continues,
at the top of Pack
Monadnock Mtn. in
southwest NH.
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Parting Shot

resistance

Fight the future. (Photo by Ben Kimball)

A proud member of

Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership for 2021

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