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Summer in the Urban Outpost Die lingering tank-top days of summer are full on us, and
everyone should be near peak form by now. Die MAPCO Cup is in full swing, as are the big trail
races around the state: Mount Marathon, Crow Pass, Matanuska Peak, Granite Tors, Lost Lake,
and of course our beloved marathon. Diose of you aiming at the Equinox should be starting your
12-15 milers by mid-July and building up to 18-20's by the end of August. Good Luck!!

I hope many people got to meet the Welches during their visit and taste their high energy,
friendliness and professional dedication to running. Dieir presence added a lot to the Women's
Run. I was struck by the intensity of the Welch's focus on their sport. I think they feed off the high
energy of other dedicated athletes, no matter what their sport. Priscilla is a big fan of the Iditarod,
and when she met Bill Cotter (3rd, 1995) at the Hugh Heacock Run, she just stared. Bill is a soft
spoken and dedicated mid-packer, but she was fascinated by the methodical and dedicated
competitive spirit in him and Liller. As he was leaving she said, "there's something burning deep
beneath that mild exterior." Bill quipped with a twinkle, "that's been said before." A high point for
their trip was stopping in on Bill and Liller's operation outside of Nenana.

We were all deeply saddened by the deaths ofMarcie Trent and Larry Waldron. Marcie was a
legendary winner of the Equinox Marathon in the 1970's and finished last year’s race at the age of
77. She completed dozens of marathons along with "a handful of 50-milers," and she inspired
many of us with her stamina and enthusiasm. Larry was training for Mount Marathon. Steve
Bainbridge suggested that we should dedicate this year's Equinox to them, and the Executive
Council strongly endorsed this. We will also plant two trees along the course in their memory as we
did for Joe Anderson.

Allen Doyle, Chair, RCN Executive Council

RUNNERS’ HIGH-LIGHTS

©© KODIAK Bill Gardner forged through wind and rain to win the 43 mile Chad Ogden
ultra-marathon in Kodiak on Sunday, May 28, 1995, in 5:22:35 while Karen Kolivosky provided
him with water and encouragement. In the 9.2 mile Pillar Mountain race, Bobbi Fyten( 1:10:16)
finished first among women and Sandy Murray (1:09:48) placed first in his age-group. Former-
Fairbanksan Charles Utermohle also ran the Pillar Mountain course in 1:24:10, while his wife,
Carrie Erickson, helped distribute water to the participants and stood by in case first aid was
needed. (Smart move to marry a nurse, Charles!!)

©© ANCHORAGE Bob Spencer (1st in 40-44 age group)and Candy Bartos competed in
the Mayor’s Midnight Sun Marathon on Saturday, June 17th. Congratulations to them both for
qualifying for the 1996 Boston Marathon. Those who competed in the half-marathon were
Tara Heery, Lynn Hoffman (3rd in 35-39 age group), Deb Hayes, Marcia Martin and Jane
Lanford (1st in 40-45 age group). Jan Spencer walked the half-marathon. Unfortunately, due
to a glitch in the finish line computer, exact times are not available.

©© BOSTON - “A TIME TO BE REMEMBERED” (Submitted by Brian Shaffer)

“This is really happening”, I think to myself as I board the bus taking the runners to Hopkinton, the start
of the Boston Marathon. The bus ride takes about 45 minutes, so I have plenty of time to think back of what it took
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to get here. I remember the cold winter days I layered on the clothing and covered myself like a mummy just to do
those miles. Those miles, the backbone to any marathon preparation, weren’t the easiest to come by in the middle
of winter in Alaska. I recall an entire 50 mile week spent on the treadmill at the gym. Then there were the long
20 mile runs outside which could only be done by going past my house every five miles to change layers of clothing
so they didn’t freeze up on me. “Was all that really worth it?” I ask myself; “would my training be enough?” As
we pass Boston College and head down the backside of “Heartbreak Hill”, I watch the course closely from my
window seat, sizing up the incline I will hit at mile 19 in the race. Did that incline on the treadmill machine really
prepare me for that hill? Next we past by Wellsley College, which I’m told is the loudest spot on the course and I
would need cotton for my ears because of the screaming ladies from the all girls Wellsley College that come out to
cheer on the competitors. I grin, as I look forward to this part of the race.

Before I know it, we’re at Hopkinton with about one hour to race time. As my friends and I step off the
bus I am overwhelmed by the masses of people. We quickly find a spot to rest. With still an hour to go we enjoy
the moments before we go to the starting area. We spent this time getting ourselves ready: correct amount of
clothing, headgear, Vaseline, sunglasses, eating our Power Bars, drinking water, and (let’s not forget) going to the
bathroom. I’ve never seen more grown adults - both men and women alike - scattered in the trees dropping their
shorts. You can imagine the line-up at the 20 or so porta-pottys. Not everyone can hold it.

A loudspeaker announces that runners should proceed to the starting area in 10 minutes. We quickly put
everything unnecessary in our bags and throw them on the bus for transport to the finish area, where we can pick
them up after tire race. As we head to the starting area we see some familiar faces from tire Anchorage area who
are also running tire race. We wish them luck. The closer we get to the starting line the more we can hear the
noise getting louder. Mixed in with this noise is sounds of helicopters hovering overhead; not just one or two, but
five or six, You begin to wonder-will they might crash into each other? Is the race up there or down here on the
ground? The race is soon to start, so we all wish each other luck and proceed into the “pens”. These are
corralled—off areas corresponding to your race number. This ensures the fastest people are up front, so as not to
run over anyone. The gun sounds, but luckily it’s not the start of the runners, but the wheelchairs. You see, the
wheelchair athlete can do 26.2 miles in about an hour quicker than the runners. As I look around, I can’t help but
look at peoples’ race numbers and compare with mine. Your race number corresponds to your seeded time. You
can quickly compare your best time with someone right next to you. None of that really matters now, anything can
happen today.

Many top athletes have bonked in a marathon—just stopped and couldn’t finish. I was determined not to
let that happen to me, today of all days. After all, this is the Boston Marathon! It is what running is all about, the
ultimate goal to achieve. Nearly everyone is here today not to win, but to be part of this historic moment and to say
they did it. I look at my watch and it’s a minute to go, I get on my tiptoes to see over the people in front of me
hoping to catch a glimpse of the elite runners. No luck seeing them, but I do see my two friends Bill and Ken. I
yell out to them, but they can’t hear me. The roar is too loud overhead. I look behind me and the crowd of runners
goes on forever. Ten, nine, eight, seven—I hear the countdown, the mass of runners crowds like sardines forward-
two, one-the cannon goes off. We slowly scoot our feet until we finally cross the starting line 19 seconds later,
and quickly we are off and running.

The crowd on both sides of the street cheer us on as if we are the home football team coming into the
stadium for tire Super Bowl. Tmcks mounted with cameras hang over the street getting up-close footage of the
runners. Of course I get directly underneath the camera and wave. I’m trying to savor every moment of this race.
Who knows if I’ll ever be back? I spend the next several miles weaving in and out between runners, mostly to save
myself from tripping. At mile 3 I look at my watch and read 19:30. I’m satisfied with my pace and press on. All
along the course spectators offer water and sliced oranges, from the little kids to the eldest adults. By now the
crowd of runners has spread out a little and I choose the side of the road versus the middle. Soon I start hearing
shouts “Go North Pole!,” and “all right, Alaska!” The shirt I had made up prior to going which had “North Pole,
Alaska” printed on it with a Santa Claus, has caught the eye of many a spectator. These cheers find me raising
my arm and high-fiving spectators throughout the first half of the race.

My pace has quickened and I’m averaging a 6:18 per mile for the first half of the race. As I come up over
the next rise in the road I hear the roar, the roar I know as to be Wellsley College. As I ensure my position to the
right of the road all I can see is screaming ladies with their hands out for the receptive high-fives. Of course you
know I’m going to high-five them all, and I do. But what I quickly find, is that it exhausts me. For the next half
mile, I try to regroup and get into my rhythm. Mile 16 hits, and I know from studying the race profile that the
downhill is over for now. I maintain for the next two miles, and at mile 18 take a 90-degree turn onto an uphill
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stretch known as Newton Hills. As smells of outdoors barbecues put visions of tasty ribs and chicken in my head,
I noticed I am famished. What I wouldn’t give for some chicken or ribs! I quickly hit the next water station for
some Gatorade. Until now I had not taken any, just water. I get through the first set of hills and know that the
infamous “Heartbreak Hill” is coming. At this point I knew I am fading. Have I gone out too fast? Not
concentrating? As I begin the next set of hills which make up Heartbreak Hill, I hit mile 20 at 2 hours and 8
minutes. Still a good pace, but I know I can’t hold it. I’ve progressively started slowing down. I know it well.
I’ve hit the wall!

Every marathon I’ve ever done,(three up to now) I’ve hit this wall at almost exactly the same spot. Was it
in my head? No, this is real. Maybe I could make it to mile 22 and walk a little, I think to myself. The pain grows
as hundreds of runners, more prepared than I, pass me by. Those shouts and cheers for Alaska and North Pole
continue, but they don’t provide the same spark as they did before. I get threw mile 22 and continue, one foot in
front of the other-maybe I can make mile 23 and then walk. I am going to finish even if I walk. By now I know I
won’t beat my best time from the Seattle Marathon of 2 hours, 55 minutes. At this point, the question is when
would I begin my walk to the finish? I keep going, taking more water and Gatorade at each stop. I even consume
some oranges, which up to this point I stayed away from sure they would upset my stomach. I see the skyline of
Boston as I move forward, people cruising by me as if I were standing still. At mile 24, that’s it. I can’t run
anymore, but walk I will. The water stops for the next mile had my name written all over them. I pour the
Gatorade in and scarf down the oranges. Boy, do they taste good! As I go on, the crowd is still supportive, saying
“you can do it”. After numerous soundings of this and the mile 25 marker in sight, I begin to run. As I run, I get
that feeling again as the fans cheer me on. The shouts of “Go North Pole!” and “Go Alaska!” couldn’t have been
any louder. Even the high-fives come back. Don’t let me fool you into thinking my legs were back; they aren’t,
but my spirit was. Rounding the last corner onto Boylston St. I see runners just as determined as I to make that
finish line. One guy that I pass just before the finish has cramped up, and I’m sure he’s delirious, hobbling all over
the street, not even headed in a straight line. I maneuver around him and dash to the finish as if I were battling a
race for first and second place. Volunteers quickly wrap a foil blanket around me, along with the ever-cherished
finisher’s medal from the 99th Boston Marathon. I’VE DONE IT!

IN THE SPOTLIGHT

This edition of RUNNING BRIEFS will be dedicated to Marcie Trent and Larry Waldron.
There are few Alaskan runners who have not heard of and/or seen Marcie Trent. She is a
nationally recognized runner, the epitome of late bloomers, whose running career is well
known throughout the state. Many of us have memories of Marcie whether or not we knew her
personally.

Monte says that while she has yet to run the entire Equinox, she often runs at least one leg of
the relay event. She recalls that very often, before getting to Ann's Greenhouse on the first leg,
a miniature frame topped with a thatch of white hair would bob past her!!

Dorothy Throop tells of the time that she and Marge Heath were running one Equinox when
Marcie overtook them. "Marge, we aren't going to let that little old lady pass us?l?" Dorothy
gasped. Marge recognized Marcie and responded, "Yes, Dorothy, we ARE!"

While competing throughout the state over the years, Bobbi Fyten remembers Marcie's smiling
presence at many of those running events-positive affirmation that growing older means
getting better.

Most of us have memories of Marcie that include her husband John's tradition of greeting her
and others by yodeling which lifted weary spirits along many race routes. Marcie was an
inspiration to all of us, a reminder that the advancing years do not have to mean retirement to
slippers and the rocking chair.

Larry Waldron competed in last year's Equinox Marathon and was training for this year's
running of Seward's Mt. Marathon on the day he died.

Larry and Marcie will be greatly missed by their many friends and competitors.
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INSPIRATION

Running Up Ester Dome
(Submitted by Carolyn Kremers)

What it feels like
when the power kicks in
about halfway up
about twenty minutes through
about two and a half miles
from the top.

What it does to the bloodstream
and the stretched back leg muscles
pulling on packed white snow,
seeking friction, occasional
bare-earth brown spots freed
by the gaze of a single, shocking warm day.

What it means,
inside the tilting constellation
of one small planet circling one small sun,
to be able to run like this
at forty-three.

on the first real
five o’clock of spring,
one foot placing itself
in front of die other
foot placing itself
in front of the other.

And it must be a miracle
that drops us,
die flute-boned birds and me,
on diis mountainside and shows us the art
of a wide space

the beating heart
of a sudden, sure place.

We appreciate Carolyn's contribution to RUNNING BRIEFS and encourage readers to
submit articles, stories, poems, etc. Remember, this is the running community's newsletter and
the editors need help (of course, some have said we are beyond help!!!)

COMING EVENTS

Rip] 1996 BOSTON MARATHON

Dave Hamilton has volunteered to be the Running Club North coordinator for the Boston
Marathon to be held on Monday, April 15, 1996. He is going to look into sponsorship to help
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defray costs and the possibility of chartering a jet that would be filled with Fairbanks,
Anchorage, and possibly, Juneau runners. The group would fly directly from Seattle to Boston.

To qualify for the race you must run a certified marathon course. The Snow Goose Marathon
will be held in Anchorage on September 3, 1995, or you can travel outside between now and
December 31, 1995, to run a certified course. For info write the Boston Athletic Association, 85
Main Street, Hopkinton, MA 01748.

Fairbanks runners who have qualified for Boston include Lynn Hoffman, Candy Bartos, Bobbi
Fyten, Bob Spencer, Bill Gardner, Pat Kalen, Brian Shaffer, Colleen Porter, Steve Bainbridge, Ken
Zaklukiewicz, Ron Smith, and Sandy Murray. If you or someone you know qualified recently,
please tell your editors.

MARATHON

The 1995 Equinox Marathon will be held Saturday, September 23, 1995. Race time is 8:00 a.m.
Be sure to get your entry form in early-you can participate as an individual or as a member of
a three-person relay team. Steve Bainbridge is the new organizer for the Equinox Marathon.
Call him at 479-6908. Remember SUPPORT OUR SPONSORS!!!

FOOTNOTES
pjfb PRISCILLA AND DAVID WELCH Priscilla and David Welch were treated to Fairbanks
style hospitality during their recent visit. Priscilla participated in the Women's Saucony 10K race
with a time of 38:08-her fastest time since undergoing treatment for breast cancer. Dave gave
a brief presentation prior to the start of the Hugh Heacock Memorial Race. The pair squeezed
many events into a few short days. Special thanks to all those helped during their visit: Allen
Doyle and Bunnie Chapman who made their arrangements, Jane Parrish who hosted a
reception, Bobbi Fyten and Sandy Murray who provided housing and transportation, Lynn and
Greg Hoffman who prepared a hearty meal on a cold, wet day (they also treated Dave to a
brief, but adventurous, riverboat ride), Bill and Liller Cotter who gave a tour of their dog
mushing operation, Audun Endested and Sally Zack who entertained them for an evening,
Jack and Michelle Hebert who lent their Denali Park cabin, Debbie Ganley and the staff at
Fairbanks Athletic Club who provided a week’s complimentary membership, and the people
at the Breast Cancer Detection Center who helped pay a portion of the travel costs.

©© DOROTHY KIRSCH AND DAVID THROOP TIE THE KNOT (And we aren't talking
about their running shoes.) Dorothy and Dave ignored Monte's suggestion to do an out-and-
back up Summit Drive, with a nuptial stop at the turnaround and a finish line potluck reception
at the Dog Mushers Hall (or at least have a bride and groom wearing running shoes on the
cake). However, running magistrate Ron Smith officiated at the brief but beautiful ceremony
which was followed by a festive reception at the Dog Mushers (attractively decorated in pink
and white). Many of their friends attended including non-runners (of course the runners beat
them to the delicious food). The bride was beautiful (as usual) in a peach gown (no matching
Sauconys) and the groom quietly handsome in a dark suit (with long pants-not running shorts!).
Remember when you see that new name, Dorothy Throop, setting first place records, it is really
our Dorothy K. (Bobbi, does that mean we'll be seeing a Dave Kirsch in the men's results????)

OO THE ANNIHILATOR Thanks, Sid and Karen for another great race. In spite of your
"barebones" concept, over 260 participants showed up at the starting I line.



Although their hope to attract a chairperson/organizer and some new blood into the
yearly organization of the event didn't occur, the race will probably still take place next year.
However, to keep this race on the running schedule, more volunteers are needed. To help,
contact Sid or Karen at 451-9453. They are looking forward to seeing you next year!

©© REALLY OLD MAN FRIGHTENS DOG

While training for the Tok Trot this past April, Pat Kling and her dog "Buddy" encountered Corky
Hebard along a Ft. Wainwright trail. Although Buddy is normally very laid back, after one
glance at Corky she became so frightened that she disappeared into the woods. (We
wonder how this self described "mild mannered" man could have such an effect.) Being the
gentleman that he is, Corky offered to drive Pat around to find the dog, but Pat declined,
wisely assuming that if Buddy were afraid of Corky that she would not want to travel in the
same vehicle as he. It took Pat two hours to locate Buddy. However, in her lone search for the
canine, Pat's vehicle got stuck at the top of Birch Hill where she remained until a kindly snow
machiner stopped to help her get unstuck. [Submitted by Anonymous, but Corky can
probably guess the identity of the "perpetraitor" (is that a pun or an oxymoron?)]

RjR) CHARLES’ AND CARRIE’S “BED AND BREAKFAST Charles Utermohle
and Carrie Erickson have generously and graciously opened their home to anyone who travels
to Anchorage to participate in the races in South-central Alaska. Bring your sleeping bag and
some food to share. Give them a call at (907) 561-1662 if you want to take them up on their
offer.

Ri Rj MKKcrnwnKw Daniel Walker, a 1 7-year-old junior at Ben Eielson High School,
recently requested that Running Club North donate funds to enable him to participate in the
Park City Super Camp, a running camp for elite high school runners. The Camp's purpose is to
bring the best prep distance runners together in a setting designed to encourage and promote
great performances by future U. S. distance runners. The Camp was held July 18-23 in Park City,
Utah. At its June 12th meeting, the RCN Executive Council voted to grant $100 toward Daniel's
effort to raise $1300. We wish him the best of luck in his training.

WHINE AND DINE

WOW! Between the annual summer treats at Bun on the Run and the opening of Bab’s Bakery, it’s difficult
for your editors to keep the size of OUR buns in proportion! (Bobbi, Eve worked out a route between tire
two places with enough mileage to burn off tire yummy calories at either end—including ours!) Delicious
and Delectable are spelled with two B’s - BAB’S BAKERY.

The small brown house on tire corner of 5th and Noble (formerly die Gold Mine Gift Shop) opens its doors
and beckons witii die aroma of warm, freshly baked goods from 6:30 a.m. to 6:00 p.m., Tuesday dirough
Friday, and Saturday 8:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m. (summer hours). Bakery owner, Barb Prescott, had no idea
she was in apprenticeship for her real career when she began working her way dirough die University of
Wisconsin as a baker while earning a degree in communications. Fairly new to Alaska, Barbara spent her
first summer in Fairbanks last year although she had wintered here a few times widi her husband (he arrived
in die 70s). She claims she is not a runner aldiough her slender build would hint at such activity. However,
Barbara manages to keep the “rolls of dough” on the bakery shelves even though the temptation seems
overwhelming (Look, Monte, not everyone is on a SEE food diet like you!)

Bagels are “Bab’s” specialty and die best news is diat bagels have no fat—zip—nada! There are eight
categories to choose from (yes, we have sampled every kind!), served with cream cheese (plain or flavored) if
you like. Loaves of bread are available widi weekday specials of certain varieties including whole wheat
(offered daily). Intrigued by die shape and name of this non-fat specialty, Monte tried Pizza Caccia Nanza
and found its flavor interesting and reminiscent of Italy. Odier kinds — SMO (short for
Sunflower/Millet/Oatmeal), honey whole wheat, onion dill, rye, challali and French white have yet to be
taste tested. Barbara is assisted by anodier baking expert, Jennifer Jollis, a familiar face to Fairbanks’ sweet-

- 6 -



toothed population. This group makes regular “runs” to Bab’s for delicious muffins and coffee cakes—
including some low-fat selections (cranberry coffee cake is Monte’s sweet/tart favorite), cinnamon rolls,
BEAR claws, cheesecake, baklava, and scones (often with berries in them) and non-sweet cheese rolls to
name a few. Of course, there are big (FAT) cookies—sugar, chocolate chip and tasty ones rolled in
powdered sugar—for starts. Other specialty items like Dog Treats (.25 cents each) are for people, too.
These are made with cracked and organic rye flower, corn meal, w/w flour, and a base of s shrimp or
perhaps crab for some flavor. Equinox runners may want to stock up on tire Hi Energy Food Bar—it’s not
low-fat but it won’t freeze, which makes it an excellent cold weather treat and energizer. Granola is sold by
the pound, plus sandwiches and espresso are always available. Just remember die runners’ creed—WE RUN
TO EAT! (Monte, quit drooling....you’ll short out die computer.)

EAT AND RUN

FIESTA MIXED-RICE CASSEROLE

1/4 tsp. seasoned salt
1/2 tsp. dry basil
1/2 tsp. dry oregano
1/4 cup sour cream
1/3 cup sliced water chestnuts
1/2 cup cubed pepper Jack cheese
1/3 cup cairned diced green chilies
1 (2 1/4 oz.) can sliced black olives
1/4 cup shredded sharp Cheddar cheese

2 cups water
1 cup packaged blended rice

(mixture such as basmati, white, brown,
wild rice, etc.)

2 1/2 Tbs. unsalted butter
1/4 cup dropped scallions
1/4 cup chopped celery
1/3 cup chopped red pepper
1/2 cup grated carrot
1 clove garlic, minced

hi saucepan, bring water to boil. Add rice, cover and reduce heat to low. Cook until tender, about 50
minutes, hi small pan, melt butter. Add scallions, celery, red pepper, carrots and garlic and saute until
tender crisp. Combine cooked rice, sauteed vegetables and salt, basil, oregano, sour cream, water chestnuts,
cheese cubes, chilies and olives. Spoon into greased 2-quart casserole and bake at 350° F for 30 minutes.
Top widi shredded Cheddar cheese and bake 5 minutes longer or until cheese is melted. You can reduce die
calories in the recipe by using non-fat sour cream and low-fat cheese. (Yield: 6 servings)

LOST AND FOUND

A black, Two Way Torture Test cap from the 1994 run was found along Chena Ridge Road. If
this item is yours, contact Monte (or leave a message) at 451-8696.

HELP WANTED

Now is your chance, and perhaps your turn, to volunteer! Debbie Ervin is looking for some
guidance and instruction about putting together a race in 1996 to raise funds for Special
Olympics. The Rainbow Girls will organize and do the work if someone will just get them started.
We think this is a great way to support running and the Fairbanks community. Please call
Debbie at 479-9456 (home) or 459- 1474 (work) for more details and to respond to a genuine
request for assistance. THANKS!

IT’S A “MISS”TERY
? ? ? ? ATTENTION MYSTERY BUFFS ( at least it's a mystery to us why anyone would
want to appear buff in Alaska): The MAPCO and Equinox Marathon banners disappeared
after the MAPCO awards ceremony last October. If anyone out there knows where the
banners are, please contact Allen (479-0128) or Bobbi (479-4710). NO QUESTIONS ASKED!!!
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RUNNING CLUB NORTH EXECUTIVE COUNCIL

Allen Doyle Chair 479-0128
Bobbi Fyten Secretary 479-4710
Brian Shaffer Treasurer 488-2652
Bob Vitale Calendar & RCN Events Liaison 479-3337
Marcia Martin MAPCO Liaison 479-6914
Colleen Porter Sanction/Insurance Liaison 488-8742
Joy Bloom Spirit of Equinox Liaison 452-1341
Ken Larimore UAF Athletic Dept. Liaison 474-7205
Jane Lanford RCN Archivist 479-7230

Newsletter Editors
(“Monte, look....Newsletter Editors that’s us!!”

Bobbi Fyten - 479-4710
Monte Jordan - 451-8696

Newsletter Deadline: SEPTEMBER 15, 1995

RUNNING BRIEFS
c/o Running Club North
P. O. Box 84237
Fairbanks, AK 99708
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