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Wearing a Sugarloaf shirt, SMAC founder Charlotte Lettis (#105) chases down Doris Brown Heritage (running
with a broken arm!) at the 1974 National XC Championships; she got 5th. (photo courtesy C. Richardson)

From the Editor

Every Saga Has a Beginning...
We all start somewhere. So do clubs like SMAC. While it
may seem like the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club has been
a stalwart presence in the Valley forever, it too had a first-day
beginning. And one with a good story behind it too.
Past issues of the newsletter have explored various aspects of the history of SMAC. This issue doesn’t really do that,
although there are elements of club history throughout; here,
we’re exploring the initial, actual, literal origins of the club,
along with the origins of individual members and their first
memories of the club. Clear as mud? Good! Let’s get started.
A few months ago, superstar Sun contributor and smilin’
SMAC member Jeannie LaPierre floated the idea of a theme
issue focused on the concept of origins. She suggested asking
members to consider the basic question: “What got you started running?” From there it seemed like an organic extension
of the theme to include the beginning of SMAC itself.
Our promotional material, such as flyers and the “About”
page of our website, include language along the lines of “In
1972 Charlotte Lettis and Tom Derderian founded SMAC as a
women’s-only club and then a few years later men were allowed in” or something like that. Just accurate enough to be
valid, but also just vague enough to always leave me wanting
more information. Many of the key people had moved away,
though, and specific details were surprisingly hard to find.
I managed to get in touch with Charlotte, though, and she
offered a wonderful wealth of stories and surprises about the
early days of SMAC. Various past members and club officers
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chimed in too, and together with a bounty of great stories by
current members, this issue not only presents a clear picture
of the origins of SMAC but also features a broad overview of
the many years since. Thanks to everyone who contributed
their memories and insights, including Ben Bensen, Jeff Lee,
Tom Davidson, Tom Raffensperger, Bob Romer, Judy Scott,
John Stifler, David Martula, Mike Murphy, Paul Peele, Patrick Pezzati, JoEllen Reino, Garth Shaneyfelt, Pierre St. Laurent, Dan Toomey, Brian Williams, and Kathie Williams.

You’ll notice that Don Grant shows up quite a bit in some
of the club history photos in this issue. There’s a good reason
for that, and it’s not just because Sue Grant was so generous
with sharing her collections. It’s also because Don deserves it;
he’s been a huge driving force behind the club and many of
its activities for decades, and we’re tremendously indebted.
In addition, this issue includes two new member profiles,
for Chris Neoh and Arielle Knudsen of Pelham, along with a
few articles about youth track programs and indoor track
(thanks to Sydney Henthorn), amazing original artwork by
Bryant Johnson, a full recap of the Annual Meeting, a snowseason race report from Mt. Ascutney, and the usual Shorts,
Upcoming Races, and photos both new and old.
This was a super rewarding issue to put together. I’m so
glad to have finally connected with some of the original club
founders and members, and it feels satisfying to collect and
share some of their thoughts on the origins of SMAC. At one
point the idea was to also include a lot more about the club’s
history, profiling the decades from the 70s, 80s, 90s, and
2000s, right on up to the current one, but in the end that notion proved too much material for one issue to cover and we
had to limit it to just a few pages of old photos. Probably a
good thing. Plus... fodder for future issues.
As always, you can check out previous editions of The Sun
on the SMAC website, currently going back as far as 2004
(earlier ones have proven quite challenging to scan and recompile, but hopefully we’ll keep chipping away). Until next
time, happy reading and happy running, my fellow striders.
-Ben

Please submit your written work or pictures,
and send along any comments or questions (or even praise).
For more about the club and for membership information,
please visit our website at: www.sugarloafmac.org
Publication date: March 1, 2019

A Flash Gordon inspired SMAC logo that didn’t make the cut in 1980.
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Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Chris Neoh
Age: 34
Town: Pelham
Job: Usability Engineer for a medical device company in Indiana, small side business as a running coach
Where are you from originally, and what brought you to this
area? Born and raised in Malaysia, did college and grad
school in the US and was working in Indiana before moving to
the Amherst area with Arielle (Knudsen) for her job.
Runner since: 2010

Personal Records?
5K: 18:32 (2018)
10K: 38:11 (2018)
Half-Marathon: 1:29 (2018)
Marathon: 3:03 (2015)
100-miler: 21:13 (2016)
Achievement you’re most proud of (running or otherwise):
Each of these holds equal significance to me: BQ’ing with a
3:03 marathon (Indianapolis Monumental Marathon – 2015);
my fastest 100-miler in 21:13 (Kettle Moraine 100 – 2016);
and my 34:16 finish at the Bear 100 2018 (my slowest/
grittiest 100-mile finish to date).
Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: None that I
know of; you may have to ask other SMAC’ers what they
think.
Favorite distance to race/run:
Half-Marathon (for the physical); 100-milers (for the mental)
Favorite place to run / Favorite local running route? Pate
Hollow Trail (IN), Seven Sisters/Mt Holyoke Range (MA)
Interests (besides running, of course!): Traveling/exploring
the world, hiking, backpacking, camping, rock climbing, XCskiing, eating good food!
Top songs on your running playlist (or favorite music):
For road racing: Eurobeat/Drum N’ Bass
For trail ultras: I once listened to the same 6 songs for 12
hours – (Probably my #1 song of all time) “Who Needs A
Road” by Signpost Sound (Soundtrack to this inspiring video),
“Chapel Song” by We Are Augustines, “Sweet Disposition”
and “Fader” by The Temper Trap, “Midnight City” by M83
and, lastly, the audio track to this video.
For finishing a 100-miler – I always finish listening to the
same song – Outro by M83. Trust me, it will bring you to tears
at the finish line.
For long training runs – audiobooks and podcasts (Trail Runner Nation and Ginger Runner Live)
Greatest adventure: A 10-day hike through France/Italy/
Switzerland on the amazing Trail du Mont Blanc (TMB). (ps:
It’s also a 100-mile ultra; see UTMB.)

Chris at the Kettle 100 ultramarathon in Wisconsin
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Member Profile
[Chris Neoh member profile, continued from previous page]

Recent memorable moment while running? It was 10 p.m. I
was at mile 55-ish, 16 hours into the 2018 Bear 100, and my
headlamp was dimming from the cold. For whatever reason,
my full batteries (which normally give ~7 hours of good light)
were dying after just 4. I was running purely by following the
ghost images left by the headlamp of the gracious fellow runner in front of me, trying to conserve what meager current
my batteries had left. I was sticking so close to him that I
could reach out and touch him. After passing some other runners with no luck on spare AAA batteries, we finally met a
runner with his pacer, who managed to scrounge up 3 spare
batteries. I needed 4. After I thanked them profusely, they
shuffled on. My lighthouse buddy had already gone ahead. I
did not know how long I would need to get to the next aid
station, 6-ish miles away, which in the mountains could easily
translate to 2+ hours. I shuffled onward with my current
batteries, eking out every last drop of current they could
offer. Just as they were giving out their last burst of light, I
located a large flat rock next to the trail to use as a table. I
took out my old iPhone 4s to use as a light, while I swapped
my batteries. I had only managed to get the battery compartment open and 3 old batteries out when my phone died from
the ~40°F cold as well. I was now in the middle of the mountains, with no visible headlamps for miles, and it was so dark
that I would not see my hands even if I had smacked my face
with them. Mentally picturing the layout of my headlamp’s
battery compartment and blindly feeling for the contact nubs
on the batteries as my fingers were growing numb from the
cold was like playing the game Operation, blindfolded in a
fridge. This was a test of calm and proprioception during cold
fatigue. As I snapped the last battery into place, my fingers
located the power button and I prayed. A ray of hope burst
forth, illuminating my old batteries lying on the rock. It was
just enough to get me 6 miles to the next aid station, where
my good headlamp awaited. This was an unforgettable experience of true human kindness, selflessness, and generosity.
Secret tips/good advice/favorite mantras?
• Patience and Calm.
• Be kind.
• 3 P’s – Plan, Problem-solve, Persevere.
• “Pain is inevitable; suffering is optional.”
– Haruki Murakami (author/runner)
• Give back to the sport (be it volunteering, coaching, race
directing, crewing, pacing, etc.).
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What is one of your biggest running aspirations? To finish
the Hardrock 100
Favorite piece of running gear: Buffs!
Favorite running book/film? Unbreakable: The Western
States 100 (I watch this before every hundo)
If you are a trail/ultra running fan, Salomon Trail Running TV
on YouTube is an amazing channel to watch.
Article of clothing you own way too many of: Shoes! (Hokas
and Altras)
Favorite food: A good burger and a delicious milkshake is always my favorite post-race meal; other than that, anything
tasty!
Favorite recovery drink: Tailwind Chocolate Recovery, Milo,
or chocolate milk!
Personal goal for 2019: To finish the Western States 100
If you could run with anyone, who would it be, and where?
Ann Trason – on the Western States course.
*****

Chris volunteering at SMAC’s New England Green River Marathon

page 4

Member Profile

SMAC Member Profile
Name: Arielle Knudsen
Age: 31
Town: Pelham
Job: Visiting Economics professor at Amherst College
Where are you from originally, and (if not from here) what
brought you to this area? I moved here in 2017 after attending graduate school in Bloomington, IN. I’ve also lived in New
Jersey, Kentucky, and North Carolina.
Runner since: 2014
Personal Records?
Marathon (Road): 5:34:19 (2018 Boston Marathon)
Marathon (Trail): 5:56:57 (2015 Tecumseh Marathon)
Half Marathon: 2:10 (2015 Bloomington Half)
10K: 56:27 (2015 Butler Winery)
Local running and/or SMAC “claim to fame”: You’re more
likely to see me volunteering at a race than running in it. The
longer the shift, the better.
Favorite distance to race/run: Any race that involves food or
wine. I’m highly food/wine motivated.

Favorite place to run: It’s cheesy, but I’m happy to run anywhere scenic with good friends!
Interests (besides running, of course!): Knitting, baking,
eating, wine tasting, board games
Greatest adventure: Two-week hiking and glamping trip with
Chris in Patagonia last January
Secret ambition: To run a trail ultra

Memorable moment while running? I started running shortly
after Chris and I started dating. I wanted to run a 5K, so he
coached me and ran the Run4Love 5K in Indiana with me.
This particular Valentine’s Day race had mini cupcakes at the
water stop. As a poor graduate student, I couldn’t say “no” to
free(ish) food. As a great coach, Chris couldn’t let me stop
during the race to eat a cupcake and throw away my running
goal. To compromise, he ran with a Tupperware container to
transport our water-stop cupcakes to the finish line.
Training partners? Rebecca Gonzalez-Kreisberg and my dog
Riley

Cross training activities? Climbing and yoga
Favorite local running route? Gulf Road in Pelham to Section
10 of the New England Trail. It’s all on the road, but it runs
through a forest that is gorgeous in the winter. Feels as close
as I’ve come to trail running on the road. Plus, it has
a killer hill.
Favorite season to run in? Hot or cold? Time of day?
How come? Fall mornings. Good temperature; sun
shining on leaves changing colors.
Favorite piece of running gear: My flip belt. Convenient place to store food…
What was the last running event you participated
in? Volunteered at the inaugural New England Green
River Marathon. Aid Station F was lovely! Beautiful
view of the river, nearby porta potties, and small
groups of spectators to cheer on the runners!
Favorite TV Show: The West Wing, Golden Girls, Star
Trek (Original series)
Favorite food: Various forms of homemade bread

Chris Neoh and Arielle Knudsen on a hiking trip in Acadia National Park
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[Arielle Knudsen member profile, continued from previous page]

Favorite recovery drink: Milo
Personal goal for 2019: Make time for running. I’m hoping to
be able to do another 2:10 half at the Fort Hill Brewery race
in April.
What is your favorite race? Dances with Dirt Gnaw Bone in
Indiana; great course, ample aid station food, great volunteer
swag! They also do age-group prizes 5 deep, so it feels like
everyone is a winner! I won my age group even with an 8hour marathon.
*****
If you would like to suggest someone for an upcoming
SMAC member profile, please contact us at
alpinefin [at] comcast.net.

Arielle in Argentina

A Quick Message from the SMAC President
by Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger
When I think of the club’s origins, I can’t help but think of
all that’s changed since the beginning; in the club, in running,
and in the world. In 1972 there was no Internet, there were
no cell phones, and there were no GPS watches. In that same
year, Bill Bowerman of Nike poured rubber into a waffle iron
in his kitchen, creating the first waffle-soled running shoes,
and paid a student $35 to design a logo — the swoosh. In
1972 women were still excluded from many running events.
In 1972 the AAU (precursor to USATF) first permitted women
to run in marathons but required an early start for women.
At the NYC Marathon that year, the women refused to abide
by the “special start” rule. When the starting gun went off,
they sat down at the start line and waited the ten minutes
until the “men’s” start. And that brings us to the central
theme of this issue and our club; the role of women in running. Whether Betty Robinson, Wilma Rudolph, Julia Chase,
Kathrine Switzer, or our own Charlotte Lettis, women have
established their own place in running. They weren’t given
that place; they took it, with determination, strength, and
perseverance — all the qualities of the best runners. This
year, when Meg Brockett came in first place overall in
SMAC’s new race the inaugural New England Green River
Marathon, I thought “How perfect. How absolutely perfect.”
The role of women specifically, and the responsibility of being inclusive and promoting running for everyone, is a proud
tradition for SMAC and central to who we are.
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Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger races a half-marathon on
snowshoes at Viking Nordic Center in Vermont in Feb. 2019.
(photo by Jennifer Garrett)
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SMAC Herstory

An Inspirational Interview with Charlotte Lettis Richardson
by Ben Kimball
Ever since I joined the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club,
almost eight years ago now, I’ve seen references on the website and in promotional materials to the founding of the club
back in 1972. Nearly all of them stated some version of the
fact that it was co-founded by Charlotte Lettis and Tom Derderian as a women’s-only running club, but details were
sparse. I often wondered what the rest of that story was.
Charlotte no longer lives in the area, but in 2016, Runner’s World magazine contributing writer Amby Burfoot published a terrific book called First Ladies of Running that included a chapter about her. And it revealed some excellent
information about the origins of SMAC, like the fact that the
club’s first meeting was advertised in a local newspaper, and
that about a dozen people showed up for it, with their ages
ranging from teenagers to grandmothers, and running gear
tending towards shoestring at best. I wanted to ask Charlotte
a little bit more about a few of the things mentioned there,
and was recently able to get in touch with her to informally
ask a few of those questions via email.

What are your first memories of the club?
Tom and I started the club to encourage other women to
run, and to have a women’s running team for races. It was
not an easy sell and our first club meeting, down by the
UMass track, was interesting. We had women of all ages,
shapes and sizes—mothers, students, grandmothers—all
wanting to run but not sure if they could. Marianne Wilcox
and her friend Linda hid out before the meeting started because they were terrified and shy. We had put an ad in the
UMass newspaper The Minuteman to get women out. But
from there it grew quickly and almost spontaneously. Tom
Derderian will have to tell you the date, but we let men into
the club fairly soon. Many of the men involved had a girlfriend or wife who was running for us and it just seemed a
natural progression. The men were a great addition. We never felt like they took over. It was just very organic. Bob Rosen
would be a good resource for details about the early days of
the club, along with Loretta Eiben and family.

[SMAC Editor] What got you started running?

[Charlotte]
I started running in the summer of 1971. I was living off
campus and I kept seeing a group of male runners run past
my house. They would be gone for 60 minutes to 2 hours. I
couldn’t figure out what they were doing. I thought perhaps
they were going out for a beer! I hadn’t had any contact with
runners or running. I did not do sports in high school and my
family wasn’t into sports. But the guys were cute! And finally
I got up the nerve to ask them what they were doing. They
told me they were marathon runners and were training for
long races. I couldn't believe it! Running for 2 hours seemed
impossible to me. But they invited me to go for a short run of
2 miles the next day. So I did (the runners who were out that
day were Tom Derderian, Dave Eiben, Bob Rosen and probably some more...), and I out-kicked Tom Derderian at the
end! That was the beginning of my running career.
I was still smoking at the time, and after my first race (an
intramural race around the football stadium) I lit up and
started choking. That was my last cigarette.
My first time running was exhilarating! I had never felt so
powerful and strong! And I was good at it. That always
helps! Within the first year I ran a 5:01 mile, made nationals,
and won the New England Cross Country Championships. It
was all so exciting and positive. I had found my passion.
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1970s article clippings (courtesy Charlotte Lettis Richardson)

What was the first SMAC club meeting like?
I really don’t remember. I think it was at Merry Cushing’s
house, or maybe Loretta Eiben’s. They were the more adult
and established women members who had families and
homes, and they always seemed to be having us over for dinner or a barbecue! I do remember a big topic was uniforms.
In the early days there were no women’s running clothes. We
ended up making our own shorts (Loretta was an amazing
seamstress — I think she used stretchy fabric and special
[Continued next page]
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[Charlotte Lettis Richardson, continued from previous page]

“stitch and go” patterns. Our singlets were from Marimekko
and I am not sure how we found them. They were white
cotton singlets with a yellow band across the chest, with
“Sugarloaf Mt AC” in black letters.
What was the first SMAC group run like?
At our first meeting we ran from the track around campus. Many of the women had never run before, but they
were game and brave, and I remember feeling like it was a
celebration! One tradition we had early on was to sprint on
our long runs at town lines! It was a very strategic game as
we would try and distract our fellow runners so we could get
a head start and out sprint them to the town line!! SO fun!

SMAC women racing in “the cage” at Amherst College in 1972.
(photo courtesy Charlotte Lettis Richardson)

Is there a story behind the choice of the name?
We named ourselves after the Sugarloaf Mountain in the
area. It became a tradition to run up it as a group with new
members. We also did a lot of hill work on that “mountain”!
Was admitting men considered a big deal at the time?
No. We were such a tight knit running family in Amherst.
We all knew each other, we ran together all the time (I credit
my success with having so many great male runners to train
with), we made meals together, we went to races together.
And you have to remember this was the early 70's. We were
doing something important as women...running and being
athletes… and the men respected us for that. They supported
us and encouraged us. Men runners were never the issue. It
was often race officials and races directors who wouldn’t allow us to enter or finish races.
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Charlotte soars in November, 1971.
(photo by Tom Derderian, courtesy Charlotte Lettis Richardson)

One of the reasons we started the club was to give women a team to run on. There was no cross country or track and
field for women at UMass during this time...it came 3–4 years
later. I had run on the men's team, but I wasn’t really competitive at the college level on a men’s team. This will probably sound egotistical, but I was a national-caliber woman runner right from my first year of running, and I had no team to
run for at UMass. I always think of what would have been
different if I had been born a few years later. I would have
had a track scholarship and been a part of a college team. But
in all honesty, I would never have gotten to know all the
amazing women and men from Amherst who I loved and who
supported me with my running. Seriously, they were a family… sometimes making sure I got to races! I was very lucky to
be a part of SMAC.
*****
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A Look Back at SMAC
by John Stifler
In 1974 I wanted to write something. Anything. Anything
that someone would print and circulate. The Valley Advocate
was an independent publication, clearly devoted to publishing whatever it felt like, which was mostly politics, art, and
social commentary.
Aha. I could comment about something social that the
Advocate had never published anything about: running. Like,
local road races, a growing phenomenon. Maybe they would.
So I asked. They said yes.

Something or someone made me aware that there was
this eight-mile road race in Florence in late March. The Kiwanis Club sponsored it, and a local coach named Ron Hebert
was in charge of it. You can figure out the rest of what happened next faster than I can type it.

had coached in high school. Sixty-six runners started, and all
66 finished. The Advocate liked the story and printed it.
Four months later, I ran my own first local race, when the
summer recreation program at UMass Amherst organized a
race around the service road that circles the UMass football
stadium. Men ran the whole 1.7-mile loop; women ran a onemile course.
Before the start, one woman encouraged several other
women to run an easy warmup with her. She was unmissable: five feet ten or eleven inches tall, exuding confidence.
Her name was Charlotte Lettis. Charlotte was obviously going
to win this little race, but what clearly mattered more was
that she created an aura of inclusiveness, sisterhood, and the
fun of running.

I went to Ron’s house. He showed me scrapbooks of the
two previous years’ races. He told me about a runner from
UMass named Tom Derderian, who had won the race the
previous year, and about a guy named Ed Walkwitz who had
won the year before that, and who had subsequently won
the U.S. national 50-mile championship race in New York.
(Fifty miles? Serious stuff.) Ron explained the course route,
starting time, etc. The following weekend, I stood near the
registration table at JFK Middle School and watched runners
sign up for the race. One tall, obviously athletic guy named
Tony Wilcox asked, “Is there a place where we can write
down our club affiliation? I’m in the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club.”

“When I started running,” said Charlotte some years later, “I had a cause.” Serious competitive effort in a demanding
physical activity, she knew, was not the exclusive province of
the male of the species.

Walkwitz won the race. Wilcox finished third, after a
young Keene State student named Doug Stone whom Ron

“Okay!” said Charlotte. She joined them. She was good.

John Stifler approaches a water stop at the Sugarloaf Town & Country
10-Miler in Amherst in February, 1979 (photo courtesy Sue Grant)
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Charlotte recounted how the whole idea had struck her
one afternoon when she was a student at UMass, majoring in
theater, sitting on the porch of her student house in Amherst.
A small group of scruffy-looking guys came running up the
street. She called out to them, teasing them about how funny
they looked.
“We’d like to see you do this,” said the scruffiest of the
bunch.

In 1972, Charlotte became the first woman to run (and
win) the Mt. Washington Road Race. In 1975 she won the
L’eggs Mini-Marathon for women in New York. Eventually
she, Joan Benoit (Samuelson), Lynn Jennings, Dia Elliman and
other women formed the core of the Liberty Athletic Club,
which set the standard for women’s competition in New England running and beyond.
As you may have surmised already, one of the men in the
UMass cross-country team group she accosted from her
porch was Tom Derderian. Displaying the clarity of insight
that has characterized all of his lifelong commitment to running, Tom agreed that promoting running for women was an
eminently sensible idea. The Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic
Club was the result of his efforts and Charlotte’s. The subsequent decision to include men in the club was a pretty clear
indicator that the first point had been made.
[Continued next page]
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Instead of following the Advocate article with further
efforts to write about running in the Valley, I spent the next
three years teaching in Switzerland but returning to Northampton in the summers. A friend had moved his crafts business into a workshop behind a new store in the city, a store
called the runner’shop. I met the running store’s owner, Fred
Pilon, and that summer I went with Fred to run my own first
local road race – a six-miler in the town of Wales, Massachusetts. There were 45 runners in the race. I placed exactly in
the middle – 23rd – and won a trophy. There were lots of trophies, and race director Walter Childs handed them out as
long as they lasted.

Two more years in Switzerland, then back to the Valley,
teaching at Eaglebrook School. No time to join any clubs, but
I had 90 minutes every afternoon when I could run around
the Pocumtuck Ridge, plus I could do a longer run on my day
off. The idea of running a marathon became a reality.

get the whole thing photocopied at a reduced size, so that
two pages fit onto one sheet. Then a bunch of us – Don and
Susan Grant, Bruce Toomey, Joann Lequin, Bob Rosen, and
others – would gather in the Grants’ apartment, collate the
pages, staple the booklets, and out they’d go in the mail.
The Sun covers, by the way, were often original drawings
by Don Grant. One was an excellent portrait of club member
Peter Gagarin, who had just won his third U.S. national orienteering championship. Some featured the ongoing brilliance of an imaginary runner named Peggy Fleet, who was
pretty clearly modeled on Nancy Conz (née Flynn), probably
still the greatest runner ever to come out of Hampshire County. Some featured a couple of guys running together, firing
quips at each other, and inevitably wearing Don’s excellent
caricature of waffle-soled shoes, the bottoms of which looked
sort of like inverted sea anemones.

A year later, I finally had a schedule that allowed time
away from boarding-school duties, time for regular contact
with the outside world. First chance I got, I went to the runner’shop, picked up a copy of The Sugarloaf Sun, and sent in
my membership form.
Next thing that happened was the phone call. “Hello,
John? This is Don Grant. I’m the president of Sugarloaf, and
we need your help with next Saturday’s race in Amherst.” It
was the College Towne Classic, five miles, starting and finishing in the Southwest corner of the UMass campus. Ed Cooper
and I carried water for the water stops. Bob Rosen introduced himself and handed me a bullhorn with which to read
the finish-line clock times to approaching runners. Try saying
“thirty-three thirty, thirty-three thirty-one, thirty-three-thirty
-two, thirty-three-thirty-three” quickly.
The writing resumed, thanks to the Sun. Its editor then,
Jeff Lee, put together a pamphlet-style newsletter that was
technologically antique by contemporary standards but was
really beautiful, well laid out, reflecting the enthusiasm (as
well as writing ability) of many club members. Contributors
would write on 8.5 by 11 sheets of paper, and then Jeff would
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Original cover artwork by Don Grant (1978, 1982)

In the fall of 1977, I ran the Ocean State Marathon in
Newport. Somewhere in the early miles, I became aware that
a well-known runner was somewhere near me in the pack,
because several spectators were cheering “Yay, Merry!” “Go,
Merry Cushing!” I don’t remember how I had already heard
of Merry Cushing, but it was quite clear that lots of people in
New England knew she was not only a top competitor in
women’s running but, sure enough, was over 40 years old.
And somewhere in the murmuring I understood that she, too,
was in this Sugarloaf club.

One cover, Don’s parody of posters for 1950s sword-andsandals Hollywood movies, featured a lean, muscular guy in
shorts and singlet who, during a race, was paused at an aid
station while two young women in shorts and T-shirts wiped
the guy with spongers under the burning sun. “Soak ’em
down!” was the caption. Depending on one’s point of view,
the illustration was either a hilarious tongue-in-cheek parody
or a grossly sexist piece of political incorrectness. One SMAC
member who thought this image was utterly offensive tore it
to shreds, put the shreds into an envelope, and mailed it back
to Don.
This is a great club.
John Stifler, a SMAC member since 1979, is a senior writer for New
England Runner magazine and a former Daily Hampshire Gazette
columnist and UMass writing teacher. He lives in Florence.

*****
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What Gets You Through
by Jeannie LaPierre
I eyed the orange cone at the end of a residential side
street. This was it, the finale of the President’s Physical Fitness Test, newly inaugurated in 1966 to get youth in ship
shape in preparation for possible military service. Though
small in stature, Coach Bogery had a wrestler’s build. He
wore his head shaved and his nose slightly askew (as in once
broken), and he had the ubiquitous silver whistle around his
neck. Should we ever need to throw a grenade, we practiced
the softball throw. If you decided to join the Navy or Coast
Guard, pull-ups prepared you for climbing a rope ladder up
the side of a ship. The rest of the tests included a broad
jump, shuttle run, and/or mile run, plus the dreaded V-ups,
and a sit-up, with all exercises timed.
In 1968, I was 12 and attended an eight-room brick
schoolhouse in eastern Massachusetts. The playground and
classrooms were our gym and the dirt-floor bathroom our
locker room. It was dimly lit and dank, so in a moment of brilliance someone decided that piping in a
radio station would brighten up the place. I cringed
whenever I heard Elvis Presley singing, “in the
ghetto and his momma cries.” Otis Redding’s “Dock
of the Bay” conveyed a more peaceful scenario. No
matter the song, the ambiance was grim.

small crude tattoo. Her bloodshot eyes meant either sleep
deprivation or some other cause I was too naïve to understand. Was she interested in the fitness test? She rarely
showed up on gym day. She was fixated on Jimi.
The whistle squealed. With no sense of pacing, I sprinted
and quickly became winded enough to slow down, but still I
pushed through the pain. I wanted to do well because, after
all, it was a test. When I crossed the line, the adrenaline rush
was nearly audible. The loop de loop of feedback was under
construction. Alas, I suspect Anna and Rosie coped in less
beneficial ways.
At 15, after a wayward stint as a less than cheerful cheerleader, I tapped back into that synaptic imprint by joining the
boy’s cross-country team. Running seemed simpler, yet in a
way, far more abstract than cheerleading. The more I ran, the
more discoveries I made. If this, then that. My friend Lonny

Unlike some of my classmates, I looked forward
to the weekly practices for the fitness test (though
not the bewildering sentence diagramming test).
Annoying Bruce sat behind me and usually volunteered to hold my feet for the V-ups. He was also
compelled to show me photos of the half-naked
women he’d discovered in National Geographic. If
ever there was an example of male puberty in action, it was Bruce. While I excelled in every other
test, the softball throw was my weakness. Coach
gave me suggestions on technique. Hold your body
perpendicular and your throwing arm at 90° then
Turners Falls High School X-C team, 1972 (photo courtesy J. LaPierre)
use your body weight to propel it across that
damned line that seemed so far away. He gave me more tries
ice-skated into her eighties, having learned the skill while
than were allowed because he wanted me to succeed.
growing up in Minnesota. Ruthie found her calling in sewing
Coaching, what a novel concept. Bogery was instructive and
around age ten and became a master quilt maker. (She’s feaencouraging. And he was kind. It goes a long way. Hmmm.
tured in a documentary I produced about the Granville, MA
Focus on weakness to get stronger. I took note.
Quilt Guild many years ago.) And Jimi Hendrix dove headlong
into the guitar around age fourteen. It’s that age when makBedraggled described Anna. Her tantrums got her kicked
ing connections dominates your life. Whatever your passion
off the school bus or pulled from class. It rained cold and
— be it running, quilting, skating, playing guitar — it soon
hard in Anna’s life. She was not a willing participant in the
becomes your metaphor for life.
fitness test. Nor was spacey Rosie who sometimes carried a
[Continued next page]
Jimi Hendrix album to class under her arm, which bore a
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In the mid seventies, Tom Derderian and Charlotte Lettis
were forming the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club based in
Amherst. To fill out the membership, they recruited young
high school women like myself who “had the guts to run on
her school’s boys’ team,” according to Derderian. The purpose was “to have an all-women’s club for political reasons to argue that UMASS should have women’s track and XC.”
While the women in the club ran Boston, the L’eggs Mini
Marathon and other large events, I tackled my mission along
the sidewalks of Montague and at XC meets.
Pre-race for a 10K in Holyoke, Charlotte tossed me a new
t-shirt with the club’s logo: the female gender symbol with a
silhouette of a woman running up a mountain, in orange. I
complained that it hung nearly to my knees — not functional
for racing. She hastily grabbed it back and, with her teeth,
tore a corner and then ripped it around the bottom. While
that t-shirt wore out long ago, I still own a gray cotton sweatshirt version with the same logo. Though old-school, it sparks
joy. Such a valuable item belongs in the SMAC Museum of
Antiquities and Sport.

I trained mostly with the J.V. squad because our speed
was more closely aligned. I humored their not so subtle
attempts at flirting during our less strenuous training runs. I
was, after all, a mature fifteen. We’d recycle gossip about
teachers or wonder who was going to see Aerosmith perform
at the Greenfield Y? (It’s true!) They figured out how to deal
with the girl on the team. And I figured out how to deal with
them. Harassment wasn’t tolerated or even attempted under
the guidance of Coach Bob Avery who, in 1962 ran a 2:39:40
at Boston. Yeah, they sometimes behaved badly but we were
interconnected in more profound ways; these were our formative years. The chaos of adolescence found calm in running.
Training five days a week formed a habit. Four decades
ago, I ran to support the team, change notions of women in
sport, and work off pent up frustration. Today I run for pleasure, fitness, and competition. It’s also a chance to continue to
work out life’s big questions, like: Who am I? What will I become? What does the future hold?
I am a runner. I became a veteran runner. The future? I’ll
find out tomorrow. If steps were words, there would be volumes. Running, it still gets me through.
Jeannie is a SMAC member from North Granby, CT.

*****

SMAC sweatshirt, circa mid-1970’s (photo courtesy J. LaPierre)

Before the new high school and adjoining tartan track
were built, the Turners Falls X-C team ran intervals around a
ballfield at Hillcrest Elementary School, wind sprints on the
football field, phone-pole fartleks down Davis Street, and hill
repeats up Ferry Road until our muscles burned. Home races
took place on the town roads: from Montague Street to Turnpike Road, then zigzag climbs up the "S" curves of Walnut
Street behind Thomas Country Club, and finishing back at the
Turners Falls High School (now Sheffield Elementary).
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Present-day Jeannie still going strong at the Don Maynard 5-miler.
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My Origins
by Ben Bensen
Origins of what? I always loved to run, though I was never “good” in comparison with my peers. That is, when my
peers were fifth graders and all sprinters (it seemed). I liked
to go places, on my own, with no real destination. Imagine a
time when your mother would let, no, urge you out the back
door and just tell you when to be back in time to clean up for
dinner. How many kids’ parents nowadays encourage them
to run down the hill and then half a mile along the railroad
tracks in order to hop the back fence of the local bird sanctuary in order to play in the undeveloped, swampy section?
Awesome. And it wasn’t a good day if I didn’t come back
brown from the neck down.
And the best game I played there with friends was “The
Hunter and the Hunted,” when someone would take a head
start, soon to be chased. Whoever the other friend was, we’d
head towards the “Sird Banctuary,” to run (crawl, climb,
scramble, etc.) until the first guy got caught. No route, no
time limit, no training, and no better way to eat up time, especially if you had no use for leagues, practices, or teams.
In high school I still loved that sort of aimless, timeless
running to nowhere in particular, and the only team that really mattered -- that I stood a chance of contributing to -someday, maybe -- was Track; we didn’t even have CrossCountry for my first two years. Skipping mandatory Chapel on
Sundays let me get some good long runs in! And, though I
was slow, what turned out to be training was starting to have
a good effect by my second year. I trained all winter to enter
the Boston Marathon, which had a field of maybe 500 at the
time. Might have done it, too, but I ran into a Catch-22 of
sorts: the school would give me the day off to run (no Patriot’s Day holiday in Connecticut) if I could enter officially, but
the BAA wouldn’t let sixteen year-olds compete. At the time I
figured I’d get my chance soon enough.
That fall my school introduced X-C. At last, a sport I might
do OK in! And, due to circumstances beyond my control, I’d
grown and gotten better, beating friends in practice who I’d
always lost to before. Not convinced and totally ignorant, I
won my first race running terrified, looking over my shoulder
and waiting to be passed. A couple more, too. Then an injury,
no useful physical therapy, a cigar-chomping weight specialist
as my coach for one season of college, and other excuses
kept me away until John Stifler talked me into SMAC when I
started teaching in 1978. Good decision, good group.
At Eaglebrook I not only coached, but I could run with my
team, a pretty wonderful opportunity and as good a workout
regimen as one could ask for. We had one boy who’d been a
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national champion in the seven and under bracket (and runner-up in the nine and under bracket; any parent or organization promoting that level of competition for that age ought to
be... Well, I digress), but we also coached the lame, the halt,
and the nearly blind. A lot of good boys no more suited for
team sports than I had been at their age ran, and ran well.
Kids who looked like they might die on the course now can't
keep track of all their marathons. It was great.
Then kids, moves, and career switches kept me not running until the 90's. When my oldest hit third grade, he and I
decided to run in the old (and much missed) Greenfield 10K.
“How should I run, Dad?”
“Steady. Hold to an even pace.”
We ran together for the first mile; he averaged exactly
the same pace over the complete 6.2. Not bad, coach. Oh,
and I pulled his little sister in a Garden Way cart. Strollers are
way better vehicles, but she loved all the cheers she got.
Patrick had a great high school career, but the best race I
ever saw him run was in his freshman year at Northfield-Mt.
Hermon. He and their top runner had both “burst onto the
scene” and were racing on the old course, 2.55 miles, the one
that Frank Shorter had run on.
“How should I run this, Dad?” Maybe the last time he
asked me for advice. “It’s his home course; run with him and
see what you have at the end.” Inches apart for the last half
mile, they gave everything they had and then some, pushing
each other and trading the lead too many times to count.
Patrick was second by a couple of feet.
All three of my kids have run, often well. Daniel won races and even a tournament; now he bikes and does triathlons.
Mollie set a school record, then quit, but has come back for
more, and is now doing half marathons. Apples don’t fall far
from trees. But, when trash talking was aimed my way, I
could usually quell it by threatening to run with their kids.
That worked, for a while.
So, my grandfather used to run the 400 during his lunch
break while starting in business in New York. My dad broke
five for the mile while at college, while my best is/was a 5:08.
Meanwhile, it’s hard to tell whether my grandsons like tearing around by themselves or riding in the stroller with their
Dad as the engine. Could be deja vu all over again.
Ben Bensen is a SMAC member from Deerfield.
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My Running Origins
by Mike Murphy
I wasn’t a runner or, for that matter, much of a jock when
I was young. When the first “jogging” craze hit in the early
70s I gave it a try, but I’ve had asthma since I was a baby, so
couldn’t manage to get beyond about two miles before
quitting in winded exhaustion. When I was in graduate school
in my early 30s a group of classmates started running together. They talked me into joining them, and one suggested that
the reason I had been unable to get beyond two miles was
that I was trying to go too fast. When they got me to slow
down, I was able to go 5–6 miles (relatively) easily. But we
were going VERY slow.
After graduate school I got busier with work, kids, life…
and quit running. By the time I hit my 40s I had 3 kids, had
put on 15 pounds of “pregnancy weight,” and felt very out of
shape. There was a lot of stress at work, and when I discovered a shower in a back room of the building, I decided that
instead of eating lunch I’d start running again. A short time
after I started, Jim Frutkin spotted me running and suggested

I join the lunch group that ran out of the YMCA. Little did I
realize I’d be joining a pretty hard-core group of jocks!
Back then, in the early 90s, the group consisted of Jim
(“The Docktah!”) Frutkin, Rich (“Clydesdale”) Webber, Bill
(“Wildman”), (“Sammy”) Sicard, Bill (“Willie”) Grinnell, and
sometimes Donnie Grant. Tom Quinn (“T.Q.”) had been a
regular member of the group until a back injury forced him to
switch sports. A word about the nicknames: just about everyone in this group, and many others who frequent or work at
the YMCA at lunchtime, end up with at least one (and often
several) nicknames, and Rich is the primary force behind the
naming. He seems to have nicknames for just about everyone
he knows. I was “Murph” at first (how original!), but when
several of us made a trip to France and I happened to order
rabbit in a restaurant, I became “Lapin” forever more.
The 1st day I joined them, we started out up the bike path
towards Florence, the group gabbing away. That is, everyone
but me. I was concentrating with all my might on getting
enough oxygen into my lungs and
keeping my legs going fast enough to
keep up. I managed to stay with them
until the Silkmill building on Straw
Ave., about a mile or so in, when
stitches completely immobilized me.
They were encouraging enough—and
I was persistent enough (i.e., glutton
for punishment)—that I kept showing
up two or three times each week to
run with them. These sessions were
speed-work for me, but a leisurely
run for them, and gradually I was
able to stay with the group for longer
and longer distances. After about 2
months I could stay with them on
their “easy” days, but on the days
they decided to do a hard workout,
they left me in the dust.

Photo that the Gazette took of the gang in the run up to ‘96 Boston. Rich “Clydesdale” is in the
back, then “Wildman” Bill Sicard, Jim, Mike Murphy, and, in the front, Cathy Grady, who was
signed up to run Boston too that year, and regularly ran out of the “Y” as well.
(photo courtesy Jim “Dactah” Frutkin.
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A few weeks after I joined the group,
I asked Jim why they call Bill
“Wildman.” Jim suggested that I try
to run a step or two in front of Bill
and see what happens. I noticed that
we could be in any order—so long as
Bill was first. Sure enough, if I tried to
move alongside him, he would, with[Continued next page]
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out comment or fanfare, pick up his speed to stay ahead. Jim
later explained that this was always the case—the only one
who had any chance of challenging Wildman was Bill Grinnell,
and that would only work if Wildman had the flu or a broken
leg. And he was relentless in races—always putting out 110%.
He had no “off” button.
The main focus in January of each year was preparation
for the Boston Marathon. All the guys were more than fast
enough to qualify, and Wildman was capable of a sub-2:40
marathon, so usually started in the first corral behind the
elites. In 1996 the group got a brief bit of local notoriety
thanks to John Stifler (“The Stiff”), who wrote about us a couple of times in his regular sports column in The Gazette. In
the run-up to Boston’s 100th running, John even interviewed
us and put our picture in the paper. He nicknamed us “The ElRoody Team.” I never did find out where he got that one
from.
The Tuesday after Boston always made for an interesting
run; I’d get to hear the trials and tribulations of the previous
day’s race. (What about recovery, you ask? Recovery consisted of running 6–7 miles, just like any other day!). One great
story was about when Wildman had a very good 16-mile run
and then a miserable 10.2, and was so dehydrated at the end
he “locked up,” and had to lie across the back seat of the car,
throwing up and in rigor mortis the whole way home. The
guys dropped him off at Cooley Dickinson ER, where he was
admitted overnight. The next day at the Y, the guys were telling me this, and chuckling about how he wouldn’t be showing
up for a few days, when I noticed him come in the door, chipper as usual, set to run. He had been discharged about an
hour before.

Great! What can I do about it now, on the way to the
race?! Clydesdale’s version of “Tough-Love” I guess. Luckily,
he was sorta wrong, and I finished, and qualified, tho the last
3 miles were a painful slog. I think what motivated me most
was to prove Clydsdale wrong. (BTW—Cheryl Dube won the
women’s division in 2:57 that year.) And the group continued
to suck me along to a dozen or so additional Bostons, as well
as a bunch of other marathons over the years.
The group is still going, but has shrunk. Because of injuries, Wildman dropped out about 15 years ago, and Willie
gradually stopped showing—I think he got frustrated because
the rest of us began to slow (after all, he was the baby of the
group). Bob Bissell joined us for several years and we continue to try to woo him back. Since I retired from work five
years ago (and entered geezerhood) I’m traveling more and
no longer run every day, and often it’s been easier to go out
first thing in the morning, but I try to get up to the Y at noon
a few days a week. Clydesdale has been the most reliable
one, and on most weekdays you will usually find him starting
up the bike path at about 12:15.
It’s been a few years since I ran Boston (a story for another
time), but I’m running regularly and logging about 25–30
miles a week, and I still very much enjoy racing. I’ve signed
on to run the SMAC Series again this year, and Brian Pickell
has organized a SMAC “Senior” team (60–69) to compete in
USATF Regional events, so I plan to do some of those. And in
nine months I move up to a new age group (Super-Geezer?),
so maybe I‘ll cinch a few more (AG) victories before I’m done!
As long as Jim Reis or Bill Dixon doesn’t show up…
*****
Mike is a SMAC member from Florence.

They finally sucked me into running marathons in 1995.
The guys made a big deal of convincing me that I HAD to run
in the 100th Boston, and that it might take me a year to qualify. They set a first goal for me to run the Hyannis Marathon,
which is scheduled for the end of February, and used to be
the last Boston qualifier for the year. In fact, at the end of the
race there were BAA staff to sign up anyone who qualified on
the spot.
On the way down to the Cape, Clydesdale offered up a
pep talk:
“Murph, how many miles/week have you been running?”
“45–50.”
“I don’t think you’ve done enough. I don’t think you’re
prepared. You should have been doing 60–65. I don’t think
you’re gonna make it!”
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A more modern-day Mike Murphy cruising to the finish of the
2017 Dan Barry 5-Miler (the “Potato Run”) in Hatfield.
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SMAC Origins: In the Beginning
various members respond to the question: “What got you started running?”
I ponder this occasionally. I think I first “went for a run”
when I was in grade school and my dad had started running
around our neighborhood in South End, Boston. I saw him
mostly on weekends and vacations; he worked as a baker
from 3 a.m. to noonish but would run in the afternoon (I
think never more than 3 miles). Sometimes I would go with
him, which he said was good because I kept him from running “too fast.” I still wear ASICS Tigers to this day.
I started running as a sport in high school. I seemed to
have pretty good endurance (biking 5–6 hilly miles to school
for grades 6–8), but wasn’t the most coordinated. After
getting cut from 3rd-team soccer and playing intramural
freshman year, my roommates and I tried out for the XC
team sophomore year. We were heavily into Dungeons &
Dragons and videos games at the time and found that with
the significantly shorter practices for XC, we could complete
our homework and have all evening to play games. Our
friend on the football team would get to the dining hall at
dark; we would already be playing Mario Bros on his Nintendo.... Basically I got into running to save time for games (and
getting good at bubble tests), but by senior year I was team
captain, the Zebras finally had their first winning season in 6+
years, and my best friend and roommate had won Most Improved Runner 2 years in a row.
-Garth Shaneyfelt (Greenfield, MA)
Let’s Create a Better World
*******
I started running at the end of the 70s, following the running trend/craze triggered by Jim Fixx. I was in graduate
school and one of my mentor profs was a runner, so I guess
he gave me the motivation and idea…I was running in Brooks
shoes that today would qualify as maximalist.
Then I went for more studies to California, the land of
healthy and fit, alfalfa sprouts and all. Hung out with some
French and Italian pals—smoking Camels, having a great
time, and doing pretty much zero exercise. Call me a die-hard
contrarian!
Fast forward the tape. By the time my lifelong girlfriend
and I reached our late forties, she had joined an exercise
group. They met in the morning, and as my schedule was
flexible I could join her there. Imagine this guy with 25 women, twice a week! I became, like, the mascot of that bunch of
girls. Was I happy? Guess…

Then health became suddenly challenged. It became a
realization that we are mortal and we need to take care of
ourselves. One day, I decided to run something like 500
yards. I put everything in it, but my cells remembered that a
long time ago, they enjoyed running. And that was the beginning of my second career in running.
The rest is history. Quickly, I worked up to a halfmarathon race per week. And quickly I broke down! Over a
few years, two stress fractures, back trouble, and the usual
myriad injuries. Talk about being overenthusiastic.
But I never quit. In fact, I told myself that for my 60th, I
would check if I could run a marathon. I did. I BQ’ed by 28
minutes. My Western Mass friends told me: “well now—
you’re coming to the Boston marathon with us!” Which I did.
I had the unbelievable honor and pleasure of running Boston
in 2017. It was hot, and I broke down during the second half,
my legs cramping completely and forcing me to stop for 30
minutes. But I finished with dignity, albeit not requalifying.
I requalified later though, and was all set for Boston
2018. That was not to be. Running 12 miles in winter, indoors
on a hard track repeatedly, took care of my left foot, but not
the way I would have liked. Exit Boston 2018. I know I missed
one of the most epic Bostons ever. How I wished I could have
been there with friends!
So for many months now, I have been quiet, getting
better through roller-skiing, cross-country skiing, and running
in moderation. My only low-pressure goal now is Chicago in
October. If it happens, here’s a happy camper. If not, I shall
wax philosophical about it and live to fight another day and
run another run.
So there. Another runner story.
-Pierre Saint-Laurent (Montreal, QC)
PROUD SMAC MEMBER
*******
I started running in high school. My mom had died, and
my dad was drinking a lot. My high school ninth-grade geometry teacher was also the track coach. I loved him—he was
enthusiastic, energetic, and truly cared about kids. I wanted
him to notice me, so I went out for winter track. I was one of
three girls on the team (this was 1978). The indoor mile was
often 12 laps around a gym; the 2-mile was 24. You had to
get someone to count laps for you. I ran well, won districts
[Continued next page]
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SMAC Origins: In the Beginning
various members respond to the question: “What got you started running?”
[continued from previous page]

and placed at regionals. In the spring I made it to states. I
really liked runners. They were often gentle, smart, fun people. I also treasured my relationship with my track coach. He
was like a father to me.
Because I trained hard and didn’t know enough about
nutrition and injury prevention, I got stress fractures and
couldn’t run by my senior year of winter track. It felt like my
world fell apart. Home life wasn’t great, and I had no tools to
deal with grief. I gained weight and lost a sport that gave me
confidence and joy. I went to meets without being able to
train and came in last at districts. I tried running again in college and kept getting injured, so I turned to other sports in
my 20's and 30's.
In my 40's, my track coach from high school said he was
training for the Marine Corps Marathon and asked if I would
like to run the last 6 miles with him to keep him on an 8:30
pace. The idea “sang” to me, and I said yes. I went to a physical therapist and asked her what I could do to run and not get
injured. She showed me some weights, stretches, and the
proper kind of shoes for me. So I trained all spring and summer, starting with one totally out of breath mile at the Northampton Community Gardens, to get to my six-mile goal. That
fall I joined him at mile 20 and ran him in. I had the joy of
running in my life again.
After that wonderful experience, I decided to continue
running. The following spring I started going to the Grants’
races, where I met more of you delightful runner type people. Every race to me now, even 14 years later, is precious. I
feel very blessed and lucky to be able to run and socialize
with the people I like best in the world. My sister once said
that I was redoing my childhood/adolescence experience of
running and this time having a happy ending. This is true.

-JoEllen Reino (Deerfield, MA)
SMAC Vice President
*******
As a freshman in high school who wanted to get into a
competitive college, I needed to do a sport. Since I was really
bad at most team sports, I settled on the cross-country team.
It turned out I was really bad at running too. But on I ran...
-Ben Kimball (Greenfield, MA)
SMAC membership director & newsletter editor

What got me started running was having kids. When the
second child was born in the spring of 2002 it became impossible for me to play soccer, especially in the winter when the
only option was to play in the evenings. By the winter of '05 I
was driving my wife nuts so she suggested getting a treadmill
so I could get some exercise at home. I started out by running
for 3 minutes at a 10-minute pace (after which I’d be gasping
for breath), followed by a 3-minute walk. Then that spring I
started running outdoors, and soon was running 3 miles without stopping.
-Patrick Pezzati (Montague, MA)
SMAC Clerk
*******
I had two older brothers who were both superb athletes,
so I tried to follow in their footsteps. Unfortunately, I have
almost no depth perception, so playing any sport with a ball
was frustrating. Nonetheless, in ninth grade I tried out for the
baseball team. At the end of each practice, we had to run
around the track for four laps (one mile). While I realize that
most were goofing off, I would finish a lap ahead of everybody. Of course, I was cut from the baseball team, but I was
encouraged to join the track and field team. I resisted because my brothers did not do that. Finally, the star ninthgrader (9th grade was separated from 10th through 12th grade
in those days) approached me and convinced me to run in an
upcoming track meet. I beat him, running a 6:05 for my first
timed mile, even though the coach said to me “You will never
be a runner; your legs are too short”—“What do you
mean? They both reach the ground.” By the way, that other
runner did not hold a grudge against me.
-Paul Peele (Amherst, MA)
Longtime SMAC Member and Volunteer
*******
I had run in high school track and cross-country, but not
since then. In my 40s I needed to get healthy and get outside
more. I started with walks and worked up to 5 mile runs. I
lost 50 lbs. and spent much more time outside. I even made
new friends: a murder of crows would come up to see me
every day on my morning run!
-Tom Raffensperger (Greenfield, MA)
SMAC President
[Continued next page]
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I wasn’t athletic when I was younger, and I didn’t want to
be. I went to a Catholic girls’ school, where everyone considered the two hours of Phys Ed as a weekly ordeal. We had to
wear horrible navy leotards and white plimsolls, with no
socks. The only skills we developed was for faking periods
and migraines.
At 16, I wanted to be one of the “cool” kids and took up
smoking and drinking beer (we were in Belgium, so no surprises there!). I quit smoking at 26 and started going to the
gym, and found that in the absence of nuns, I did like exercise
after all.
Years later, when I was in my mid-thirties, I lived in the
UK, and that was where I became a runner. The city where I
lived, Southampton, has a really big park, and on Monday
nights I kept seeing a group of runners there. It looked like
they were having fun, so after a while I decided to ask if I
could join them. At my first training session with Lordshill
Road Runners, everything fell into place. It was strange that
something I love so much could have been missing from my
life for so long.

England was really the best place to become a runner,
because running is very popular, the clubs are very active,
and the countryside is beautiful and made for running. My
favorite races there were the so-called “cross-country” races,
which basically means any distance off-road (comparable to
trail races in the U.S., but much less technical). We had both
summer and winter cross-country race series, and those biweekly races were free and for club runners only. About 10
to 12 clubs would gather in a field and set up their tents and
flags, and it looked like the scene of a medieval jousting tournament. Some of these races had patches of mud so deep
that you could easily get stuck and lose a sneaker. On more
than one occasion I had to stop and dig out a shoe. Good
times!
-Laure Van den Broeck (Greenfield, MA)
SMAC Coaching Director
*******
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I had always been a casual runner, but my first race was
about 15 years ago, a 4-miler in Deerfield in the middle of
July. This race taught me quickly that I had a lot of room for
improvement, after seeing who beat me and how exhausted I
was at the end! My first memory of SMAC is John Reino and
the Race Series board at the now-defunct Cave Hill Classic 5miler race in Leverett; I’ve been hooked on the series ever
since. Where did the board go?
-Brian Williams (Deerfield, MA)
*******
I got started running after watching the rest of my family
run and enjoy many races; I decided that if you can’t beat
‘em, join ‘em…” I’m still not beating anyone, but loving it!
My first memory of SMAC? John Reino recruiting us for
the series, Ron Hebert Road Race, and the NoHo XC races.
-Kathie Williams (Deerfield, MA)
SMAC Secretary

*******
I came into running gradually. I grew up in a soccer family
and made the high school Varsity team my freshman year.
But I didn’t have the athleticism of my superstar siblings and
division-ranked teammates, so I was a bench warmer. On my
way to practice each day, I envied the cross-country team,
who would stride by strong and relaxed, able to keep it up for
miles. How did they do that? The soccer team’s daily onemile run was torture. Later, in my twenties, I learned about
pacing. No longer needing to keep up or impress, I organically
found my stride on trails. It was cherished quiet alone time in
nature. It took more than a decade longer for me to finally
enter my first race (at the age of 39)!
-Jennifer Garrett (Greenfield, MA)
tireless SMAC volunteer and Sun proofreader
*******
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SMAC Origins: Early SMAC Memories
various members respond to the question: “What are some of your earliest memories of the club?”
I ran the Boston Marathon in 1967, the same year that
Katherine Switzer made a sensation; I was well ahead of that
fracas but learned about it later. My reaction was to bring
five women (Swarthmore College friends) with me up to run
Boston in 1968 (true, they were “bandits,” but I was officially
registered). Three dropped out, but the other two, similar to
Switzer, were blocked from crossing the finish line.
When I came up to Amherst in 1972, I found out about
Charlotte Lettis and Tom Derderian; obviously, I was already
interested in encouraging women to be involved in athletics,
so I supported the establishment of SMAC. It was a couple of
years later that some of us started to “complain” about reverse discrimination; as a result, SMAC began including
males. In my opinion, unfortunately the males began to dominate, especially on the Board. I do remember some Board
meetings at my house when there was maybe only one female present. I think the pendulum is now more centralized.
-Paul Peele (Amherst, MA)
Longtime SMAC Member and Volunteer
*******
An early SMAC memory: On the occasion of our club’s
1970’s participation in the L’Eggs’ Women’s Mini-Marathon
(otherwise known as a 10K), the club hired a bus for our team
to travel to Manhattan. I sat next to a runner I knew only
slightly, named Pauline Wojtowicz, and we enjoyed chatting
on the way down. Just before we pulled into the city, I was
startled to see Pauline take out a make-up kit from her tote
bag and carefully apply mascara and eyeliner. She saw my
expression and smiled and said, “I like to look the best I can
for public events.” I liked that!
-Sue Grant (Northampton, MA)
Co-RD of the summer 5K XC Series

had become acclimated to winter running, even choosing a
few times to run in blizzard conditions. 195 pre-registered
runners showed up, but what blew me away were the 50 additional ones who decided to run and registered day-of.
I remember Sunday group runs when we would have up
to 30 runners at someone’s house, and go off in different
groups on routes suggested by the host. A nice time. We also
had a bunch (10?) of annual meetings at my house. I remember April Grant jumping off a loft area upstairs and landing on
the second floor. THUMP! Runners brought kids, and Tanyss
and I had a bit of a time trying to decide how to keep them
occupied while the adults talked running.
-David Martula (Hadley, MA)
SMAC Treasurer
*******
I heard about a race here in town — the Mug Race — and
entered. That’s where I met Mark Mazzola, who was manning a table with some SMAC flyers and shirts. I didn’t join
right away and it took a whole year before I ran another race,
but by 2007 I was a SMAC member and was racing regularly,
finishing my first half marathon in Swanzey that September.
-Patrick Pezzati (Montague, MA)
SMAC Clerk
*******
One of my first memories of SMAC is going to the Northampton 5K and loving the feeling of community... and being
taught some humility by that course!
-Tom Raffensperger (Greenfield, MA)
SMAC President

*******

*******

I don’t know how I found out about SMAC or who told
me about it (maybe Don Grant), but I believe I started with
the club in 1987 or 1988. I think the 1988 Jones 10-miler was
the first time I directed that race. For the 1990 race we had a
blizzard. Don Grant’s frozen beard was on the front page of
the Springfield newspaper (see photo on p. 39). The police
suggested I cancel, but I said we had runners coming that
day. Also, I just wanted to do it, regardless of the weather. I

Tom [Raffensperger] and I met at one of the Northampton Tuesday night 5Ks, so you could say that’s my earliest and
happiest memory in relation to SMAC! I joined the board very
soon after moving here, and I have not regretted it :-)

The Sugarloaf Sun — March/April 2019

-Laure Van den Broeck (Greenfield, MA)
SMAC Coaching Director
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Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic Club Recollections
by Dan Toomey (with an introduction by John Stifler)
In the late 1970s and early 1980s, Bruce Toomey – he
goes by his other name, Dan, now – was a Sugarloaf regular,
well involved in racing, fun runs, and whatever else the club
was doing. He and his girlfriend (now spouse) Joann Lequin
were hospital aides at Cooley Dickinson. Bruce/Dan subsequently took a job with AT&T, which meant moving to a new
location – Anchorage, Alaska. This winter he emailed some of
his SMAC recollections:

I remember terrific female runners — Delia Elliman, Charlotte Lettis, and Nancy Conz, and UMass’ Women’s head
coach Julie LaFreniere.
I remember training indoors at the old Amherst College
Cage with the 176-yard dirt track with four banked corners,
and running everything from the 300 to 2 miles there.
I remember the runs up Mt. Toby and up the Mt. Tom ski
area to prepare for the Escarpment Run in New York State.

I remember speed work at the UMass track, and team
runs up Sugarloaf.

I remember the February and March 20+-mile training
runs from Hamp to Goshen and back as we prepped for Boston, or in September and October for New York.

I remember buying my first Sugarloaf singlet, used, from
Tom Derderian, a founder of SMAC. Still have it! As well as
my 1977 NYC marathon T-Shirt (I have 1978 as well).

I remember lotsa unnamed 5K and 10K races in Amherst
and Hamp. And the run up Mt. Washington in June.

I remember competing with Bob Rosen and others in the
distance medley relay at the 1980 Dartmouth Relays and the
1980 N.E. AAU championships at Harvard.
I fondly remember Ed Sandifer and Tony Wilcox… Wilcox
finished in the top 15 at Boston in ’76. I remember being in
awe of Randy Thomas and Pete Pfitzinger.

And trail running along the Mill River from my apartment
to the Smith athletic fields and back.
Lotsa great memories, and while I am fairly fit today (I did
80 aerobic minutes this a.m.) I’ll never approximate the fitness level we all shared. For me it was 1976–1983.
*****

The Leadership List: 47 Years of SMAC Presidents
Well THIS was surprisingly hard to compile. Records get scant
in some of the middle and early years, and occasionally there
were conflicting memories to sort out. It’s still not all sorted
out, actually. Consider this list a work in progress, and if there
are enough changes to warrant it, we can include an updated
one in a future issue. For now, though, here is a chronological
list of SMAC club presidents, from the beginning:
1972–(3?) Merry Cushing (the club’s first president)
1974–1977 (actual years unknown) Howard Jaffe, Ed Sandifer, Loretta Eiben, David Eiben / Linda Radwanski
1978
Don Grant
1979
Fred Pilon (?)
1980
Jeff Lee
1981–1982 Rita Doherty
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1983
1984
1985–1986
1987
1988
1989–1999
2000–2004
2005–2012
2013
2014–2015
2015–2016
2017–2019

Bob Weiner
Ellen Randall
Harry Brooks
None (meetings led by a volunteer chairperson)
Don Grant
Fred Wellman
Scott Hunter
Donna Utakis
Barry Auskern
Donna Utakis
C.W. Leach
Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger
-Sun editor and co.
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Photos of SMAC runners and teams
through the years
(thanks to Sue Grant and Judy Scott)

Top Right: 1980 Sugarloaf
team before the annual
Bonne Bell 10K race in Boston on Columbus Day.
Team members included
Rita Doherty, Magda Mazer, June Collmer, Barbara
Willis, Sue Grant, Debbie
Howes, and Linda Adams.
Above Left: Sue Grant after
the race, tired but elated.
Left: Loretta Eiben at the
1979 St. Patrick’s Day road
race in Holyoke, MA.
Right: Don Grant in a West
Springfield race in 1978.
Bottom Right: Sugarloaf
competitors at the 1978
North Adams Biathlon: Kay
& Charlie Moran, Merry
Cuching, Dave Whitmarsh,
Don Grant, and Bob Fisher.
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Top Left: Ellen, Judy Scott, and unknown male runner at the
1992 Lake Winnipesauke Relay race in New Hampshire.
Top Right: The 1992 Lake Winnipesauke Relay team refuels.
Middle Left: Judy Scott in costume for a race in Chatham.
Middle Right: SMAC’s 1992 Lake Winnipesauke Relay team
(Wm 40-49): Sue Grant, Marianne Jakus, unknown runner,
Nancy Parr, Sandy Maynard, Donna Phillips, Margaret Ricci,
and Bonnie Parsons (plus Don and April Grant on the left).
Bottom Left: Tom Derderian, co-founder of the Sugarloaf
Mountain Athletic Club, cruising down North East Street at
mile 8 the 2015 Amherst (Five College Realtors) 10-Miler;
Tom designed the original route of the race.
Bottom Right: Rich Larsen, spirited winner of SMACs Most
Outstanding Male Runner award in 2018, gives a rousing
inspirational acceptance speech to his fellow runners.
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The Echo Hill Marathon
by Bob Romer
Boston, New York City, Marine Corps, Chicago, London –
every SMAC member recognizes those as the names of the
big marathons, with tens of thousands of runners. But how
many current members know the history of our own race,
the Echo Hill Marathon, held right here in Amherst?
It was Margot Parrot, longtime SMAC member, to whose
imagination and dedication we owe the famous Echo Hill
Marathon. The Echo Hill development is about a mile east of
downtown Amherst. If you drive through it, winding up Stony
Hill Road toward Pelham, you pass several spots where a few
houses are set back from the road; the paved access to these
houses makes a short loop, something like a twelfth of a mile
around. Margot lived on one of those setbacks in the 1990s,
and she had the inspired idea of using her
particular loop as a marathon course. Just
run around and around that loop until
you’ve done 26.2 miles. Thus was born
the Echo Hill Marathon, held three times,
in 1991, 1992, and 1993.

three-time winner but also the only runner stupid enough or
stubborn enough to have ever finished the race. (I’m not embarrassed to have often come home with a medal after finishing last in my age group. I’m way ahead of my friends who
are home reading the paper. In recent years, when I can’t run
at all, I’ve even gone to my favorite race, the Tuesday night XC race, a few times and won the 80+ age group by walking
the course as fast as I can.) One year, two younger and faster
guys ran Echo Hill about half way. Another year, Margot herself ran about 1/3 of the race, then dropped out to put the
lasagna in the oven. In ‘93, Betty (then girlfriend, now wife)
did a Rosie Ruiz and joined me for the last lap. Like Rosie,
Betty did not work up a sweat, but unlike Rosie, she didn’t get

Each year we measured the course
with a wheel, following an imaginary blue
line set off from the curb by the appropriate number of inches. Then we did the
higher math to find out how many loops
made a marathon. We didn’t get the
same result every year… probably due to
continental drift or plate tectonics or
something, or (of course very unlikely)
carelessness with the wheel or sloppy
arithmetic. Something like 328 laps one
year, 326 the next, and, this one I remember, 330 for the last running, in 1993. It
wasn’t an easy course. It’s not totally flat,
so there were 330 hills. Not steep hills,
but a hill is a hill. (Echo Hill is thus quite
Bob Romer (center), then a spry 61, coming off the Queensboro bridge onto 1st Ave in
different from the 7.6-mile Mt. Washington Manhattan at about 16 miles into the 1992 NYC Marathon. He finished that race in a PR
Road Race with “Only One Hill”.) 1320 cortime of 3:36:06. Note the telltale Amherst cap and Physics-themed t-shirt!
ners, 329 water stops. And it was always
held on a hot July afternoon. The scenery is monotonous. So
even a temporary medal though I politely escorted her across
is the ethnicity of the neighborhoods one runs through, totalthe line ahead of me. Also, that ‘93 race is the only race I’ve
ly unlike the wonderful diversity in NYC, where the surroundever run where I got seriously dehydrated. “With 329 water
ings and spectators change so much from mile to mile.
stops, how could that possibly happen?”, you ask (Subtext –
“You must be pretty dumb.”) Of course I’d been drinking, but
Now comes the bragging. I won it every year. The only
somewhere around 275 laps or so, when I should have taken
race in my life that I have ever actually won! In fact, since the
some water, I kept thinking “Next time around”, and then,
number of laps varied a bit from year to year, I hold three
course records. Now I have to admit that I’m not only the
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[Echo Hill Marathon, continued from previous page]

eventually, it was too late. Not very bright. I didn’t feel really
good at the end.
And how did we keep track of the number of loops we’d
run? Ken Mosakowski (R.I.P.) was the designated lap counter,
but he kept daydreaming and then waking up and correcting
by accidentally giving me credit for extra laps. I used my
count, not his. I had a watch that can store up to 100 split
times, and I can count to 10 (because I have all 10 fingers and
an irrelevant PhD in physics), and every time I used up my
fingers I would punch the button. 33 punches and I’m done.
My times were pretty decent, considering the unusual
course and the weather – 4:19 in ‘91, 3:50 in ‘92, 4:05 in ‘93.
Side note: I want to point out that those were not my best
marathon times. In November, ‘92 (when I was a child of 61),
I did 3:36 in NYC. And in four straight years (1991–1994) I was
amazingly consistent, with Boston times of 3:53, 3:51, 3:52,
and 3:52. (Then in ‘95 my left knee began to cause problems
and slow me down – a lot.)
In order to stay sane during that 330-lap race, I kept
thinking of where I would be if this were Boston. 78 laps, the
Framingham RR station (6.2 miles); 126 laps, downtown Natick (10 miles); 156 laps, coming into the inspiring tunnel of
Wellesley women, eager to high-five any runner, M or F, slow
or fast (12+ miles); 165 laps, downtown Wellesley (halfway);
204 laps, Newton Lower Falls (about 16 miles), heading up
the first of the Newton hills, the one you don’t really notice
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because it’s up across Route 128; 217 laps, turning the corner
at the firehouse onto Comm Ave (17+ miles); 256 laps,
starting up Heartbreak (20+ miles); 302 laps, Coolidge Corner,
now you can see the Citgo sign (about 24 miles); 317 laps, the
wonderful yellow line on the pavement in Kenmore Square
(“1 Mile To Go”); 325 laps, turning the corner from Hereford
onto Boylston (25.8 miles). I remember the first time I came
around that corner, as a bandit, in ‘88. “OMG, I am going to
finish this race! I can see the finish line.” Five laps to go, the
easiest part of the race, the finish line in view. Of course I
worked those data out ahead of time and carried them on a
card in my pocket for encouragement. Sadly, the enthusiastic
Wellesley women at 156 laps were imaginary.

Some time after the 1993 Echo Hill race, Channel 22 got
wind of the event and came up to interview me and tape me
running another few laps. My 15 Minutes. (Well, more like
“My 90 Seconds”.) And then someone told Runner’s World,
which ran an item in its “News of the Weird” section or whatever it was called, featuring a goofy picture of me, for another
minute or two of fame. With the storied history of Echo Hill in
mind, does anyone out there want to revive it? The honored
position of Race Director is open.
*****
Bob Romer is a longtime SMAC member from Amherst.
[this article originally appeared in the Mar/Apr 2018 issue of The Sun.]
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SMAC Annual Meeting (1/6/2019)
by Ben Kimball
If crowd-size matters, SMAC’s in great shape. On Sunday,
Jan. 6, we filled the room at our 2019 Annual Meeting at the
Marriott in Hadley. Venue staff even brought in an extra table
for us, but we filled that too and for a while it was standing
room only for some of us. This is a good thing.
The energy was unmistakably positive and the place just
generally seemed abuzz with activity and good cheer. I know
that sounds a bit rosy, but it’s true. Several (seemingly notbored!) children mingled among the mix of older and younger members, cracking jokes and reminding us that this running lifestyle thing really can be a healthy family affair.
After some brief introductory welcome and 2018 year-inreview remarks by the current club president, Tom Van den
Broeck Raffensperger, Dave Martula presented the annual
Treasurer’s Report. The bottom line is that SMAC is currently
in good financial standing. The New England Green River
Marathon brought in a gratifying profit, even after we donated half of the proceeds to the Connecticut River Conservancy
for river and watershed cleanup efforts, and our deficit was
lower than it was in the previous year (we’re digging out!).
Awards were presented to the most-outstanding and
most-improved club runners of 2018, as nominated by fellow

2018 SMAC Award Winners
Most Outstanding Female Runner

Alice McKeon
Most Outstanding Male Runner

Rich Larsen
Most Improved Female Runner

SMAC members and voted on by the Board. In recognition of
their amazing athletic performances this past year, Alice
McKeon and Rich Larsen won Most Outstanding Female and
Male Runner (MOR) awards, respectively, while Sarah Nelson
and Brian Williams won Most Improved SMAC Runners of
2018. For her many hours of volunteer effort and pro bono
design work, Amy Schmidt Bowse earned the 2018 Volunteer
of the Year award. Congratulations, everyone!
A lifetime recognition award was presented to Ron
Hebert. Ron became a member of SMAC in 1978. Shortly
after joining, he became “Quartermaster” at the urging of
Don Grant. This meant that he was in charge of keeping all
the club stuff in his garage for a number of years. In particular, he took care of the clocks, loaning them to as many as 22
races a year. In 1996, he became the club’s membership
chairman, and served on the Board from 1978 until 2017. Ron
coached many local school teams over the years, and in 2018
he directed the 50th running of the race that bears his name,
the Ron Hebert Road Race in Florence. Kate, his wife of 54
years, was present to witness the honors.
Coach Sydney Henthorn offered a comprehensive summation of the club’s various youth-oriented activities, including both the summer and winter track programs in Amherst
and Northampton. Our youth programs have been successful
and remained in positive financial territory.
The club’s Boston Marathon entry lottery drawing was
conducted. The lucky winners were Kevin Coyne, Cara Rigali,
Leeann Cerpovicz, & Amy Sternheim (Sternheim subsequently withdrew and her entry went to Amy Schmidt Bowse).
On the administrative front, the 2019 Board of Directors
was voted in; several Board members stepped down, while
Grace Coller stepped up. [see next pg. sidebar for current list]
[Continued next page]

Sarah Nelson
Most Improved Male Runner

Brian Williams
Volunteer of the Year

Amy Schmidt Bowse
Lifetime Recognition Award

Ron Hebert
Food and festivity at the 2019 Annual Meeting

The Sugarloaf Sun — March/April 2019

page 25

SMAC Stuff
[Annual Meeting, continued from previous page]

Prior to the actual meeting, two groups went out for fun
runs. The main pack, led by Jeannie LaPierre, set out on the
Norwottuck Rail Trail, while a hearty group of runners tackled
a chilly run of the Amherst 10-miler course in Amherst.
Temps were very cold to start, but they all persevered and
the latter group conquered the full ten.

Like many of our recent annual meetings and awards dinners, the event was held at the Marriott Hotel and Conference Center in Hadley. Brunch was served, refreshments
were readily available, and yours truly maybe drank more
than his share of hot coffee. Special thanks to Donna Utakis
for planning and organizing.
*****

2019 SMAC Board of Directors
Club Officers
President: Tom Raffensperger (Greenfield)
Vice President: JoEllen Reino (Deerfield)
Treasurer: David Martula (Hadley)
Secretary: Kathie Williams (Hatfield)
Clerk: Patrick Pezzati (Montague)
Directors-at-Large
Grace Coller (Shelburne)
Tom Davidson (Northampton)
Ben Kimball (Greenfield) Newsletter Editor
Membership Director
Dawn Montague (Montague)
John Reino (Deerfield) Social Director
Judy Scott (Belchertown)
Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger (Greenfield)
Coaching Director
The Board of Directors of the Sugarloaf Mountain Athletic
Club meets once a month at the Bement School at 94 Old
Main Street, Deerfield, MA 01342 (in Historic Deerfield).
Unless otherwise announced, Board meetings are at 7:00
p.m. ALL members are welcome and encouraged to
attend, especially if you have ideas, information, or suggestions that you would like to share with the Board.

Top: Sydney Henthorn holds one of the youth track trophies.
Middle: Sue Grant leads the room in a song.
Bottom: Ron Hebert receives a lifetime recognition award.
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Snowy Shorts
by Ben Kimball
There’s a lot of races out there. Far too many for us to cover
all of them in any given issue of The Sun. But while we can’t
have full recaps for every race SMAC members have participated in, we can offer quick snapshots of some of the ones
we know about, plus news stories and items of note. If you
would like to contribute to or see yourself in future Shorts
columns, please do pass information along to the editor.
WMAC Fatass 50 in North Adams (12/29/2018): Eric Ciocca
was the lone SMAC rep at this annual WMAC event, finishing
the chilly 50K run in 4 hours and 59 minutes. Results.
Sawmill River Run 10K in Montague (1/1/19): Shorts and tshirts on a warm New Year’s Day morning? Welcome to 2019.
Times were notably faster than they were last year. Mark Rabasco and Meghan Davis were the overall male and female
winners, in 33:48 and 39:31. Aaron Stone took the top SMAC
men’s spot, with a 4th-place finish of 36:43 (several minutes
faster than his winning time the previous year), while Laure
Van den Broeck Raffensperger was the first SMAC woman, in
43:26 (21st place). Alice McKeon won the Women’s Senior
division in 45:58, while Rich Larsen won the Men’s Senior+
division in 41:16. (The results file didn’t specify what the age
division categories were.) Results.
Winter Magic 5K snowshoe race at Magic Mountain in Londonderry, VT (1/13/19): Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger
won the top female spot with a time of 38:11. Tom Van den
Broeck Raffensperger finished 11th in 46:10. Results.
Hoot Toot & Whistle 5K in Readsboro, VT (1/19/19): Three
SMAC members made it to this annual snowshoe race along
the relatively flat rail trail beside the upper Deerfield River.
Jennifer Garrett reported that the snow conditions were far
superior to last year (when it felt like running in mashed potatoes), and that in fact you couldn’t have asked for better
snowshoe running conditions. She finished in 41:56, while
Nan Mead and Melinda Baughman ran 50:37 and 56:11, respectively. Results.
Arena Attack Race Series at the Mullins Center in Amherst
(1/20/19): Konstantinos Pantazis (25) won the half marathon
race in a time of 1:33:14. Nate Olson (31) also ran the half
and said that it was a “surprisingly fun event. Getting cheered
every 200 meters does wonders to help things along.” He
finished in 1:36:16 and was first in his heat. Results.
Mt. Tom (No) Snowshoe Scramble 10K in Holyoke (1/26/19):
Yet again this event got shifted from a snowshoe race to a
trail race due to the lack of any real snow to speak of. About
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half the racers who braced the treacherous icy conditions
donned traction in the form of microspikes or Yaktrax and ran
a slightly modified course from previous years, but the other
half kept it a snowshoe run thanks some swift last-minute
course changes by industrious RD Amy Rusiecki. Results.
Snowstorm Classic Race 10K in Forest Park, Springfield, MA
(1/26/19). In week 9 (of 13 for the season) (race #499 total),
SMAC’s Brian Pickell placed 12th in 42:49, Ed Appel was 20th
in 45:19, Leeann Cerpowicz was 32nd in 49:47, and Don
Grant was 98th in 1:42:05. Results.
Nor’easter Snowshoe Races (10K/5K) at Viking Nordic Center
in Londonderry, VT (1/26/19): A small group of us enjoyed
excellent snow conditions despite the cold weather (14°F at
start time). In the 10K, I finished 6th in 1:01:15, while Jennifer
Garrett placed 2nd in the 5K in 33:20. Results.
Greenfield Winter Carnival “Sleigh Bell Run” 4-miler in, wait
for it… Greenfield! (2/2/19): With a start time temp of just 7
degrees, runners . Runners included Laure Van den Broeck
Raffensperger, Michael Barlow, Patrick Pezzati, Ed Appel,
Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger, Brian Williams, James
Farrick, Mike Fadel, and Kathie Williams. Pezzati said that
“being colder always makes me run faster so I wear shorts for
races even if that means standing at the starting line is pretty
uncomfortable. This time, not having run a sub-7 minute mile
since early December when I strained my left hamstring and
worried that extremely cold air wouldn't be the best thing for
it on the first attempt to run faster, I decided that lined tights
were the smarter option. The hamstring felt OK but, predictably, I was a minute and a half slower than last year. They did
say it was the coldest race they’d ever had. Hope to be back
wearing shorts next year.” Results.
Run with Heart 5K in Northfield (2/2/19): SMAC racers at this
new event in Northfield included Karin George (23:53), Peter
Kennedy (23:58), Rebecca Groveman (26:51), Cara Rigali
(27:11), and Andrea Belanger (28:39). Becca later noted:
“This race was so brutally cold that after I finished running, I
watched ice chips form in my water cup! But aside from that
(and the almost painful waiting period before we actually
started running), it was incredibly enjoyable: two loops
around Pioneer Valley Regional school featuring a slow downhill followed by a brutal uphill. My watch came up a little
short of 5K but I’d run it again in an, ah-hem, heart beat. This
event raised $4,397.93 for Boston Children’s Hospital Miles
for Miracles, 2019 Boston Marathon team!” Results.
[Continued on next page]
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[continued from previous page]

Tom and Ron Boone Memorial 10K in Gardner (2/3/19): I’d been
meaning to run this race that our friendly neighbors in the North
Medford Club (of the north-central MA region) put on each February, and finally got around to it this year. It was hillier than I expected, but definitely fair and fun. Temps were mild for early February, so long-sleeve T and shorts worked just fine. I came in 14th out
of about 40, in a time of 49:54. Results.
Nor’easter Snowshoe Races in Londonderry, VT (2/10/19): This was
a case example of the “best laid plans” phenomenon. The race directors had created loops for both a half-marathon and a 10K course on
the ski trails at a Nordic center, but on the morning of the race the
groomers took flagging tape down from trails we weren’t supposed
to take and put it up over ones we WERE supposed to take. That first
loop was pretty all over the place, for literally the entire field. But we
trail runners are a roll with the punches and make delicious lemonade outta lemons kinda bunch, and we enjoyed it anyway. SMAC
runners included me, Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger, and
Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger in the half, and Jennifer Garrett
in the 10K. Full blog post recap.
Melinda Baughman (photo by Jennifer Garrett)

*****

Hill-Climb Workouts To Resume on Mt. Sugarloaf in April
by Laure Van den Broeck
Come train with us on Mount Sugarloaf! The weekly hill climbing workouts that began in 2017 will return in 2019. Runs will
start on Monday evenings starting April 1st and continue through May 21st. We start at 6 p.m. in the parking lot at the base of
the mountain. The workout usually consists of a very thorough warm-up with strength and mobility exercises, followed by intervals up the steep part at the top section of the mountain. Hill training has many advantages! It boosts strength, builds fitness
fast, and gives you a bit of extra preparation for all the summer races that have uphill sections. This is a workout for all levelsyou can make it as hard as you want. One thing is guaranteed: the best spot to see the sunset!
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Race Report

Winter Wild: Ascutney
by Ben Kimball
On Feb. 16, Jen and I headed up I-91 to Mt. Ascutney in
east-central Vermont for Winter Wild Ascutney, a 5K night
race. I signed up in time to allow myself a good mile-long twilight warmup jog on a loop road at the base of the ski area. It
was pretty cold out, so the warmup was essential for getting
me warm enough to consider removing my jacket, which was
totally the right call as you definitely don’t want to be wearing too much once you start running up a ski slope.
Snow conditions were highly variable, with everything
underfoot from bare ice to a few inches of powder to glazy
crust over half a foot of super-soft fluffy stuff. Most of us opted to wear traction, like microspikes or Yaktrax. Normally
racers can choose to use all sorts of gear at the Winter Wilds,
but no one was allowed to use skis at this one since it was a
night race and only the lowest portion of the slope was lit up.
Headlamps were required the whole way.

but I did want to go a little faster. A consolation, however,
was that the sight of dozens of headlamps winding up the
slope through the trees ahead, lighting up the snow as they
went, was an absolutely gorgeous sight. Magical even.
Eventually we reached a long, steady, curving climb, and
the line stretched out slightly. I passed a few people but then
got passed by a few others, including a couple of awesome
young kids (maybe 10 years old?) who were running up with
their parents. My watch told me it took just over 20 minutes
to climb the first mile. The traction was generally pretty good,
though sometimes our feet slipped backwards and the occasional patches of glare ice were a bit disconcerting.
The climb continued, and the grade steepened near the
top. It felt like we’d slowed to a crawl. The top of the course
was about 2/3 of the way up the mountain. The descent was
definitely faster, but it took some effort to ensure safe purchase even with the spikes. I could have run with wilder abandon, but I kept thinking about how I’ve been on blood thinners since November (full story behind that here), and I’m not
looking forward to getting my first bloody injury while on
them. My second mile actually took 22 minutes.

The final mile was far and away the most fun. Most of it
was on swoopy, switchbacking singletrack trail, and again it
was a delight to see the lights ahead (fewer this time) bobbing through the woods below. It was a little hard to find the
right way when we came back out onto ski trails (viewing the
Strava flyby video reveals a few wrong turns), but I managed
to stay on course with no time lost.

And they’re off! (photo by Jennifer Garrett)

The crowd of about 90 racers surged up the slope towards the vague outline of the mountain looming above us in
the darkness. Within a quarter mile, the leaders had sprinted
well ahead of the pack, but most of us remained clumped
together as we ran out of breath and slowed to a mere jog.
In retrospect I wish I’d spent a little extra energy to get
further ahead here. I didn’t have much more in me, but soon
we hit a switchbacky section on narrow singletrack and the
pace slowed significantly as many of us got stuck behind people who'd gone out too fast. I didn’t want to go a lot faster,
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I finished in just under an hour, and had a blast. Jen was
at the line, shivering almost uncontrollably as it took me a bit
longer than I’d estimated and she’d been standing out there
in the cold night air for quite a while. She got some great (if a
bit understandably grainy) shots of the start on her phone,
though, and I’m really grateful that she was there for support.
There seemed to be a fairly boisterous social scene in the
lodge at the end, but we left before the awards. I came in
about mid-pack and had no chance of winning anything, but
mostly we left because we were chilled and hungry and wanted to head to a restaurant on our way home (we ended up
stopping at a place in Bellows Falls). Overall it was a very well
run event and I have no complaints at all; if it’s on again next
year, I’d definitely consider going back for more!
*****
(article adapted from a slightly longer blog post)
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SMAC Track

2019 Indoor Track Meet
by Ben Kimball
Running isn’t always the most exciting sport for family or
spectators. Plenty of road and trail races feature a dramatic
surge from the starting line followed by the racers rounding
the first corner and then, well… disappearing for the next few
hours. You might be fortunate enough to catch a real race for
the finish between two neck-and-neck competitors, but frequently the competitive “sport” aspect isn’t all that visible.
That was not the case at SMAC’s indoor track meet at
Smith College in Northampton on February 24. The runners
and jumpers were on full display the entire time, and more
than a few events proved very entertaining for the pure sport
and athleticism on display.
One notably tense race was the men’s 3000m, in which
Dan Smith bided his time behind a leader for a number of
laps before starting his surge in the latter stages. Lap by lap,
you could see his strategy and how it worked. The surge
came a few laps from the end, and it was impressive. In the
end, he won the race in 9:14:29 (just one second ahead of his
teammate Mark Rabasco).
Another dramatic win came when Laure Van den Broeck
Raffensperger came from behind to take first in her heat in

the women’s 1-mile run. She placed 5th overall with a time of
5:47:16. Other SMAC runners in that event included Melissa
Stone Cooney (6th in 5:51:40), Sarah Nelson (6:33:59), and
Kathie Williams (8:47:03).
Many other SMAC members enjoyed strong races. Sarah
Nelson also ran the 3000m and the 200m; Dawn Montague
ran the 800m and the 400m; Tom Van den Broeck Raffensperger ran the 200m and 400m; Marc Lussier ran the 55m
dash, 200m, and the mile; Nate Olson ran the 55m dash,
200m, 400m, and 800m; Pete Westover ran the 200m; Mike
Barlow ran the 400m and the mile; Brian Williams ran the
400m and the mile; and Cam Weimar ran the 800m and mile.
Additionally, many of the SMAC winter youth track kids
competed in running and jumping events. SMAC members
Ashley Krause, Eric Nazar, Elena Betke-Brunswick, and David
Martula all worked tirelessly to make the meet happen. Finally, USATF rep Chris Pasko presented SMAC track coach and
meet director Sydney Henthorn with a Youth Service Award
plaque recognizing her tremendous dedication and effort.
Full Results
*****

Laure Van den Broeck Raffensperger (#1, far right) at the start of the women’s mile event.
Sarah Nelson is #6, and Melissa Stone Cooney and Kathie Williams are both lined up in here too.
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SMAC Track

Marc Lussier

Cam Weimar

Chris Pasko & Sydney Henthorn

Dawn Montague

Nate Olson

Sarah Nelson

Pete Westover

Top L: The timing team and race directors get results.
Top R: Amanda Pasko clears the height.
Bottom L: Elena Betke-Brunswick, Ashley Krause, & Eric Nazar at work.
Bottom R: Dawn Montague.
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Youth Track

2018-2019 Winter Youth Track Season
by Sydney Henthorn
Another season of SMAC Youth indoor practice got started on November 18th, 2018. Our staff of coaches greeted 90
kids to begin training for 10 weeks of track and field events.
From yoga to boot camp to sprints, relays, high jump, long
jump, and throws… we do it all. And we love what we do!
We could not do this without the help of our Smith College student athletes from the track team. They are all a huge
asset to our SMAC youth programing; Ella, Maggie, Emelyn,
Michelle, Haley, and Frances. They bring experience and energy to each and every practice. We are so happy to have
them, and the kids benefit so much from their contributions
to our program.
We greeted a new coach this year, Marc Patillo. We have
enjoyed his contributions on coaching yoga, long jump, high
jump, and sprints. Thank you, Marc!! And thank you also to
veteran Coach Ashley for her help with planning workouts
and google sheets!!
A big thank you to Smith College athletics for allowing us
use of the ITT track. The final practice of the 2018-2019 season will be held on March 3rd.
Looking forward to spring outdoor leagues at both Northampton and Amherst in late May.
-Sydney Henthorn, SMAC Youth Coordinator

2018-2019 SMAC Youth Track Coaches: Sydney, Maggie, Michelle,
Haley, Ashley, Ella, Evelyn, Frances (photo courtesy S. Henthorn)

Ashley Krause
Sydney Henthorn
Marc Patillo
Frances Duncan
Maggie Prentice
Haley Markos
Ella Prince
Michelle Flesaker
Emelyn Chiang

veteran coach
head coach
coach
Smith College
Smith College
Smith College
Smith College
Smith College freshman coach
Smith College

Summer Youth Track Camp with LSSE in July
A new partnership for 2019

SMAC youth track runners at the 2019 indoor meet in February.

“I have lots of fond memories of Sugarloaf. I recall the Thursday evening all-comer summer track meet series at UMass as
being particularly fun and exciting. There were even a national record (Nancy Conz in the one-hour run -- 10 miles 1,290
yards, in 1981) and a world record (Ferdie Adoboe in the
backwards 100-yard dash) set there. (see 1983 article here).”
-Jeff Lee
1980 SMAC President
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This year we will be offering a one-week youth track
camp for grade-school kids in mid-July. Amherst Leisure
Services and Supplemental Education (LSSE) will be registering kids for the program in partnership with SMAC.
Camp will run for one week, from 9 a.m. to noon at Amherst Regional High School. We look forward to offering
training in track and field events and gain strength and
agility from our program of many exercises.
Our partnership with LSSE will allow us to grow our
offerings to young students and at the same time introduce specific training for running, jumping, & throwing.
If you have questions, please contact Coach Sydney at
shenthorn20@gmail.com.
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The Tuesday Rules
by Tom Davidson
As the calendar turns and the spring returns it means
that the Northampton Cross-Country 5K Races will once again
be upon us and we will be anxiously waiting, fingers on the
watch button for that “Fateful Word” (GO!). For many SMAC
runners, the weekly challenge is a chance to meet friends and
catch up, both on and off the course. For many SMAC runners
the weekly run served as an introduction to the world of running and to the running community and from it they’ve gone
on to run marathons or ultramarathons. And for many SMAC
runners, the weekly event is a time to challenge themselves
against the clock as the seconds, miles, and years roll by.
The SMAC 5K race one Tuesday was my first introduction
to the world of running. It was a sport that was an activity I
only dabbled in, thinking about it only as an occasional but
not altogether fun hobby. I happened to drive past one week
as the pack of runners coursed down the trail, looping past
the parking lot on the way to the second lap. I thought, “I
should try that, it looks fun,” and the next week I showed up
to run. I ran 23:30 that first week and it was enough fun that I
came back again the next week and repeated the same time!
(A feat I’ve not duplicated in the 22 seasons since.)
Why come back 22 seasons, year in and year out? Well,
it’s a challenging course that keeps you fit during the summer
months. It’s got great people putting it on. It’s got great people running it, new faces and old friends. It’s a staple of the
summer running scene in the Valley and has been for so
many years because it works. It offers a good race, clear and
prompt results and timing, popsicles on a hot summer day,
and a supportive and friendly group of people that make you
want to come back again.
So how to run it week in and week out, year in and year
out? Some people have run it over 300 times, 400, even more
than 500 times! Here is my simple set of goals to make every
race count and to make it as enjoyable as you can. Remember, you’re paying the money, you’re lacing up the shoes; it’s

a race! I’ve come up with 5 goals that you need to follow in
each race. The rule of the list is that you must try and meet at
least one of the goals!

Tom’s Tuesday Goals
Number 1: You must win the race.
Remember it’s a race, you should always try and win the
race you’re in!
Number 2: You earn a Personal Record (PR) for the 5K
Congratulations on your fastest 5K!
Number 3: You earn a course personal record.
Nice work, you just ran the course faster than you have
ever run it!
Number 4: You beat all your friends.
Nice job! (remember it’s a race; it’s OK to beat your
friends!)
Number 5: You beat someone you haven’t before.
Great work! Now go introduce yourself; you’ve been racing them long enough so go say hello!
Number 6: You earn a spot on the first column of the finisher board.
This may sound easy but on a speedy summer night, even
27th place can be a challenge!

There you go. Goals to get you through those “right hand
turns until you get back here,” week after week. The season
starts soon, and we’ll be winding our way around the course
every Tuesday from April until the end of August at the Community Gardens off Burts Pit Road in Northampton.

Boogity Boogity Boogity, see you there!

The Tuesday Crowd
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Runner’s Illustrated

Original Artwork by Bryant Johnson

Birth of a Runner

An “origins” homage to Botticelli's The Birth of Venus, by SMAC member Bryant Johnson.

Filling Fast!!!
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Upcoming Races and Events
Some upcoming SMAC, SMAC-affiliated, and various other races and events around the region

March
2 (Saturday) WAMDA 5K – (Look Park) Florence, MA 11 a.m. website
3 (Sunday) Nor’easter Mystery Ultra 25K – snowshoe race at Merck Forest, Dorset, VT 10 a.m. website
3 (Sunday) Stu’s 30K – Clinton, MA 11 a.m. website
15 (Friday) Nor’easter 5K – snowshoe race Viking Nordic Center, Londonderry, VT 6:30 p.m. website
16 (Saturday) Holyoke St. Patrick’s Day 10K – Holyoke, MA 1 p.m. website
17 (Sunday) New Bedford Half-Marathon – New Bedford, MA 11 a.m. website [HALF MARATHON]
17 (Sunday) Shamrock on the Rocks 5K – Lunenburg, MA 1 p.m. registration
23 (Saturday) The Pissed-Off Resistance Bleeding Heart Marathon – New Salem, MA 9 a.m. Facebook [MARATHON]
23 (Saturday) Winter Wild Wachusett – Princeton, MA 7 a.m. website
24 (Sunday) Eastern States 20-Miler – ME/NH/MA 11 a.m. website
30 (Saturday) Fast Friends 4.5-Mile Road Race – Swanzey, NH 9:30 a.m. website
31 (Sunday) Black Birch Vineyard 10-Miler – Hatfield, MA 10 a.m. website

April
6 (Saturday) Mt. Toby Ultra & 22K Sunderland, MA 9 a.m. website [TRAIL]
6 (Saturday) Berkshire Highlands Pentathlon – Charlemont, MA 10 a.m. website
6 (Saturday) UMASS Dash & Dine 5K – UMASS, Amherst, MA 11 a.m. website
6 (Saturday) Autism Speaks U 5K Run/Walk – Amherst, MA noon website
7 (Sunday) TigerPride Trot 5K – South Hadley, MA 9 a.m. website
7 (Sunday) Syrup Stampede 5K – Look Park, Florence, MA 10 a.m. website
7 (Sunday) Ron Hebert Road Race (8-Miler) – Haydenville/Florence, MA 10 a.m. link (first race of 2018 SMAC Series)
7 (Sunday) Helping Hearts for Hadley 5K – Hadley, MA 10:30 a.m. link
7 (Sunday) 5K Techno Trot – Agawam, MA 1 p.m. website
7 (Sunday) Owl Run 5K Westfield, MA 10 a.m. facebook
13 (Saturday) Big Cheese 5K – Athol, MA 9:30 a.m. website facebook
14 (Sunday) Goat Hill Trail Races (8-mile, half-marathon, marathon, 50K) – Uxbridge, MA 7 a.m. website [TRAIL]
14 (Sunday) Fort Hill Brewery Half Marathon and 5K – Easthampton, MA 9 a.m. website
15 (Monday) Boston Marathon
20 (Saturday) Bunny Run 5K Palmer, MA 10 a.m. website
27 (Saturday) Wallum Lake (half-marathon / 10K trail races) – Douglas, MA 9 a.m. link [TRAIL / HALF MARATHON]
27 (Saturday) Franklin County Spring 5K – Turners Falls, MA 11:30 a.m. facebook
27 (Saturday) Brimfield Trail 5K – Brimfield, MA 9 a.m. facebook [RAIL TRAIL]
27 (Saturday) Round the Quabbin bike race – Enfield/Ware, MA registration [BIKE]
28 (Sunday) Purple Run/Walk for a Cure 5K – Florence, MA (Look Park) 10 a.m. link
28 (Sunday) Daffodil Fun Run 5K and 10K – Amherst, MA 11:30 a.m. facebook
28 (Sunday) Simsbury River Run 10K – Simsbury, CT 9 a.m. website
28 (Sunday) MacDuffie Run For Hope 5K XC Granby, MA
Weekly 5K cross-country races at the Northampton Community Gardens off of Burt’s Pit Rd every Tuesday evening (see the
SMAC website for more details)
Alternating weekly 5Ks and 10Ks at Ashley Reservoir in Holyoke (see the Empire One running club’s website for full details)
Group hill-climb workouts at South Sugarloaf Mtn. (date and time TBA; check website/Facebook for details)

May: Walter Childs Race of Champions Marathon, 7 Sisters Trail Race, Mother’s Day Half-Marathon, Westfield Flat Fast 5K, Rabbit
Run 10K, River Valley 5K, Steel Rail Half-Marathon, Pinelands Trail Running Festival, VT City Marathon, Ididarun 10K, & many more
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Join Us On April 7 For The

RON HEBERT
ROAD RACE
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Flash SMAC

Five Years Ago This Winter...
2014 Photos by Ben Kimball

Keith Streeter at the Greenfield Winter Carnival 4-Miler.

Don and Sue Grant at the Tom & Ron Boone 10K in Gardner.

Patrick Pezzati and Lauren Cunniffe at the Greenfield 4-Miler.

Tyler Keith and Rich Clark at the 2014 SMAC Indoor Track Meet.

Kids race at the 2014 SMAC Indoor Track Meet

Kids race at the 2014 SMAC Indoor Track Meet
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Flash SMAC

Don Grant at the finish of the DH Jones 10-Miler in Amherst in February 1990 (photo courtesy Sue Grant)
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Parting Shot

Tom Raffensperger, set and ready to go (photo by Ben Kimball)

A proud member of

Click here to join or to renew your SMAC membership in 2019

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