


About This Book

Mainers were running and racing many years before jogging
and running became a national pastime. Fact is, running in
Maine was a cherished tradition for decades before marathon
races became so fashionable.

Finally, a long time and long distance runner, Dick Goodie,
has assembled the story of Maine running, runners and races in
this lively book.

From the earliest runners, through family running traditions,
from early races attended by only a few hardy competitors, to
modern Maine races with a thousand competitors, this book cov-
ers the Maine running scene, past and present.

You'll meet some of the earliest and best runners. You'll dis-
cover Maine trend setters and pace setters. You’ll relive some of
the tightly fought road races, and enjoy the descriptions of the
participants that the author knows so well. You’ll find a detailed
listing of race winners through the years.

And, the author’s personal story of and about Maine’s Joan
Benoit, from her early years to Olympic gold.

From historic documents and race results, to present day
world class runners, you'll enjoy new excitement in this book
and with your sport, so aptly described in the title, The Maine
Quality of Running.

Whether you run for fun, for health, for sport or for stretched
out competitive pursuit, this book captures the facts, the fun and
the flavor of Maine running.
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In our time.. . doctor develops a heart transplant
device that prolongs a single life for 112 days. He will be nomi-
nated for the Nobel Prize.

Conversely, during the '40s, ’50s and ’'60s a few pioneer dis-
tance runners were out in the streets, taking the insults, setting
the example, perhaps helping prolong five million lives for fifty
years. They are never mentioned.

It is to those pioneer distance runners I dedicate this book of

essays.
DG



“I know of no more encouraging fact
than the unquestionable ability of man
to elevate his life by a conscious endeavor.”

Henry Thoreau



FOREWORD

Dick Goodie’s mother enjoyed getting letters from her son who
was away at war. “She loved the way I described the battles,”
Goodie recalls. “She told me once that anyone who had unusual
experiences and didn’t share them with other people by writing
was selfish.”

Mary Goodie’s son took that notion to heart. A runner for 40
years, and race director for ten, Dick Goodie has long been in the
frontlines of the running revolution.,

And here is his offering. Run through the village of Lamoine
with him and Robin Emery, a pioneer among the state’s women
runners, and visit Charlotte Gilbert with them. Train with
Goodie along Baxter Boulevard. Race with him against Carlton
Mendell in the “age group” races he helped make popular. And
read about how he “beat” the legendary Ralph Thomas.

Join him as he talks with colorful Sam Ouellet and hears
about the February, 1984 race in which Sam skied 62 miles in
two days. “I didn’t beat too many people,” Sam says. “But I think
it was because of a bad toe. The one next to the big toe. It hurt
my concentration all through the race and cost me many places.
A week later I had it amputated at Augusta. Next year, I'll go
back to that same race and see if I improve my time. I will be 80
years old then...”

Dick Goodie, like Sam, doesn’t go in for all the trappings that
surround running today. He doesn’t buy $179.95 running suits
and $89.95 running shoes. He wears regular old sweats on cold
days. And he’ll tell you the secret he has learned to keeping them
clean.

But the fact he isn’t caught up in the glitter is not to imply
Goodie doesn’t take his running seriously. Consider: He owns six
pair of running shoes and two pair of dress shoes. And how



about this: “For my 6 a.m. run, if it’s 43 and no wind I'll go bare-
legged in shorts. If it’s 43 or below, I'll wear sweats.”

Dick Goodie brings that same preciseness, seriousness, and
most importantly, an untainted enthusiasm to “The Maine Qual-
ity of Running.” He has loved and lived the sport as runner,
racer, race director and writer through the years.

From Andrew Sockalexis, fourth in the 1912 Olympic Mara-
thon, to superstar Joan Benoit, Maine has had a long and proud
running heritage. Come along as Dick Goodie—Ilike his mother

recommended—shares his version of it.
Allen Lessels

AUTHOR’'S NOTE

I first became interested in distance running during World
War II. Stationed in England during the months prior to the
Normandy invasion, our battalion ran five miles every morning
at five o’clock, wearing combat boots that must have weighed
five pounds.

And we won the war, didn’t we?

After the war I decided to adopt distance running as a lifelong
habit.

DG
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A RUN AROUND
EAGLE LAKE—ACADIA

Two distance runners,
a man and woman, moved
along the shore of the lake.
It was raining.

Out on the smooth surface of the
lake they could see the pock marks
and small concentric circles the rain

made.

Up the hill, away from the lake, the runners
could see the thick-stemmed pine trees and
gray, flat-faced ledges—like ominous fortifica-
tions commanding the road and lake—and it was as
if they were running through the pages of some time-
less war novel.

Running now out along the back of the lake, the
earthen road crested into a crown of jagged
cliffs, then dropped for long miles through

a tunnel of October leaves—shining green
and red and golden in the rain.

Over the hill now, in perfect lockstep,
the two runners smoothed their pace
into a rhythmical, downhill power
glide; each separately pleased
with the other’s company; and
each also pleased they were
the only sign of life out in
the wet afternoon run-
ning under the trees
along the lake.



Andrew Sockalexis, Indian marathon runner from Old Town, was fourth in the
1912 Olympics at Stockholm. Born in 1892, Sockalexis died at age 27 of tubercu-
losis. He was second cousin to Louis Sockalexis, Cleveland Indian baseball great.
To the end, “Soc ” believed he could have won at Stockholm if “the team had not
been overtrained,” and he was allowed “to run my own race. I did not get word to
start my sprint until three miles from the finish,” he lamented, “and the lead se-
cured by the two South Africans was too great to overcome. I finished in fine
shape and that night attended a reception and banquet.” Soc’s time over Stock-
holm’s 54-hill course was 2:42:07. He finished second in the Boston Marathon
twice, 1912 and 1913. Sockalexis was Maine’s first notable runner.



Running in Maine...
...an Overview

Back in the ’60s perhaps only ten or twenty runners were
training on the streets of Portland. On any given day, they were
that scarce. What is worse, all were viewed with genuine suspi-
cion by the general population, like the occasional moose that
wandered across the city limits and was thought to be disor-
iented by parasites. This was especially true with the older per-
son who liked to run.

During the winter of ’68, I was on an easy seven-miler with
Dave Galli (a record-breaking miler of that decade). We were
running along Portland’s Warren Avenue in a light snow, the
flakes the size of a quarter. Visibility was fifty feet. Quite sud-
denly, a pick-up truck appeared and from its passenger side we
heard two words delivered with dramatic feeling: “Dumb
Bastards!”

In instant reaction, Dave and I reviewed our parental back-
grounds and concluded our accusers were guilty only of using an
oath of convenience, and we laughed at the sincere spontaneity
of the moment.

Our critics were certain our activity was foolhardy. Their
feelings were reflective of most observers of those early years.

Ken Flanders tells of a bottle flung from a passing car that
passed his head by inches; another friend, running past tall
buildings in Bramhall Square, was nearly hit by a flower pot
that crashed at his feet.

In Maine during those early years I could direct a road race
out of the trunk of my car. I would purchase a few trophies,
bring a couple of stop watches, finish line sheets, and about 30
race numbers for runners who traveled from Connecticut in one
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During the early '70s, pack density at the start of a race resembled that of the
finish line of one of today’s races. The event above was at Old Orchard Beach.

direction and Machias from the other for a Portland six-miler.

But along about '72, an Olympic year, runners began coming
to the races in great numbers. Two or three years later large in-
surance companies, banks and other companies of conservation
tradition began sponsoring the street races.

Lifeline came into existence during this period of cardiovas-
cular enlightenment.

It has been my firm belief that many doubters, and institu-
tions that later adopted distance running, looked upon the early
runners as laboratory experiments. People finally became
aware that runners were lean, healthy animals (with resting
heart rates of 45-55 beats per minute) who shattered all expecta-
tions in physical examinations.

Today many prestigious companies sponsor full distance mara-
thons; and many believe that running has truly become a new
national pastime.

The question is often asked: “why are there so many good
runners in Maine?”



The high school and collegiate running programs in the
state—some that date back to very early years—come imme-
diately to mind.

While viewing over 50 years of microfilms in three libraries in
preparation of this book, that belief proved to be correct.

One need only mention Dave and Bruno Mazzeo, Bob Hill-
grove and Don Sanborn from Rockland; Frank Lutick, Jack
Lufkin and Randy Easter from Rumford; Fred Judkins from
Fryeburg; Rollie Dyer and Bruce Bickford from the Waterville
area; Dave Farley from Brewer; O. J. Logue of Orono; Sheldon
Booze of Ellsworth; and from the Portland area, an early mecca
for runners, came Ed Shepard, Kippy Richardson, Tommy
Martin, Brian Gillespie, Dave Galli, Ken Flanders, Jerry
Crommett, Larry Greer, Joan Benoit, Harvey Barlow, Mike
Towle, Danny Paul, Gene Coffin, Joe Beylea, Jimmy Doane,
Brian Pettingill, and many more.

For years the Bucksport area, for example, was a drought
spot for running. A distance runner was as common as a cheetah
on the moon. As in most self-sufficient mill towns, all that
counted in Bucksport was basketball, football and baseball. But
in the ’60s a program of running was adopted at the high school
and along came Anne Norton, who not only intensified the pro-
gram, but introduced the first major road race in the area—a
ten-miler around Silver Lake.

As a result of this running exposure, the name Gerry Clapper
(star of the Clapper Family Runners) began appearing in news-
papers and running magazines. Today, Gerry is one of the
state’s top young runners.

After high school, the state’s colleges developed most of these
runners. All of them at one point in time ran at the front in
Maine road races.

Of course some runners developed their careers in a natural
way—training and racing in their own bare-bones fashion.
Ralph Thomas is the model example.

During the early '70s, when he was in his mid-30s, Thomas de-
feated every high school and collegiate star in the state. Frank
Sabasteanski, long-time Bowdoin track coach, once told me
that Thomas was the only runner he ever invited on campus to
train with his runners and the only one he ever thanked for
doing so.

The influence that the Boston Marathon, (inaugurated in
1897), and the Portland Boys’ Club race, (1930), have had on



Bob Hillgrove, King of The Roads during the '60s. Following the Glory Road of
two other Rockland greats, Bruno and Dave Mazzeo, Bob knew he was “good
enough” when, during his senior year, he lowered Bruno’s 27-year-old school rec-
ord in the mile from 4:42 to 4:39. That was in '63. Bob won at Portland Boys’
Club eight times, his last victory in "74. He has also won the Bangor Labor Day 5-
miler seven times; 15 shining victories, seemingly secure from all future chal-
lenges. Above, he is shown winning his third Portland Boys’ Club 5-miler in ’65.



Maine running is incalculable. They are thought to be the na-
tion’s two oldest races.

In addition, the AAU summer track and field program must
be mentioned when explaining the development of Maine run-
ning, as must the most democratic of all sporting events—the
gutsy Maine road races, open to all ages... men and women.

Long may they prevail.

As the Maine road racing program continues to proliferate, so
do certain records at certain distances continue to be broken.
Each time this happens, I, for one, am greatly impressed. Those
records were set by gifted athletes...yet, along will come a Ro-
land Davide, Sam Pelletier, Mike Gaige, Greg Meyer, Andy
Palmer or Joan Benoit to establish new standards of excellence.

And when will it end?

Just when one is certain a course record can not possibly be
lowered, a high school coach will appear, waving his arms in ec-
static celebration, announcing to all: “I have a youngster who
one day will run better than Hillgrove, or Flanders, or Benoit,
or Emery.” And on it goes.

Isn’t that what it’s all about?

I think it’s great.

Distance running in Maine will be around for some time.
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In’72 Robin Emery was the first woman to cross the finish line at Portland Boys’
Club in 43 years of male only runs. —Photo by Mark Beede



A Visit With
Charlotte Gilbert

Two runners moved down the road, past the tall-steepled
white church, the nearby graveyard, then along in front of the
bright-colored, well-spaced rural homes.

It was early Sunday morning. Out across Frenchman Bay, we
could see Cadillac Mountain, where, it is said, the sun first
touches this continent. In the clean spring air we moved easily
through the sleeping Maine village, the only sound our footfalls
on the black road. Following the road where it turned to parallel
the ocean shoreline, we ran far out into the country.

“What is your secret strength—food for running?” the slender,
attractive woman asked me.

“Birdseed on breakfast pancakes,” I answered.

Early Sunday mornings, runners laugh easily.

I was training with Maine’s leading woman middle distance
runner, Robin Emery. Our families had joined forces for the
weekend to climb Cadillac and two satellite mountains—a
planned trek of 13 miles—but first I needed an interview with
Emery. (It would appear later in Runner’s World magazine).

Distance runners first, mountaineers second, we agreed to get
in a solid nine-miler before the day’s activities.

On other travels I had trained over the hills of Silverton, Colo-
rado, and along the flats of eastern Texas. But Robin’s village,
Lamoine, besides having a rural setting conducive to distance
running, had both hills and flats.

There was no life stirring around the houses as we passed; no
sounds. It was the first time I had run through a sleeping New
England village at seven in the morning.
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Robin said, “we will visit Charlotte Gilbert on the backturn if
you would like.”

“Charlotte Gilbert? At this hour? In running shorts? Does she
understand runners?”

“Oh, I believe so.” The smooth-striding school teacher was
looking straight up the road. We were moving well into the
country.

Pointing to a dark, ominous stand of trees alongside the road,
Robin said: “One morning a large black bear stood there watch-
ing me.”

“You were frightened?”

“I never glanced back.”

As we ran, each striding a comfortable pace in separate lanes,
I noticed the rich green fields, the square, stoutly-built Cape
Cods; but mostly the fields and woods bordering the road, the
trees sprouting leaves now the size of a cat’s ear.

Overhead, heavy gray clouds of night were giving way to the
lifting sun, leaving a morning sky of springtime blue. All
around, I could feel things awakening and growing, prelude to a
season of turning, with all the hues and fragrance of spring’s
timeless promise.

We ran a pace commensurate to conversation—in 1974 known
as a jabbering pace.

Leaving the pavement we followed a wagon-rutted road up
through evergreens and tall-stemmed birches. It was an old
logging road, a horse path worn through its mossy middle. We
soon could see the wide, blue ocean out over the trees.

“In winter,” Robin said, “they haul logs down this road.”

“Horses’ legs must get tight and lame from the high snow and
crust,” I said.

“In spring,” she said, “I've seen the loggers walk their horses
in the ocean’s waves.”

“Nature’s original whirlpool,” I said.

Every two miles the course changed topographical features
and scenery—physically and aesthetically gentle to the body and
mind. We ran into a grove of tall, dark-green pines. A faint
breeze, coming toward us, stirred the dried needles on the forest
floor.

Suddenly, there was the feeling of a mysterious, invisible fog,
fleecing and forcing before it all scent from the land—a moving
force, heady with the rich fragrance of spring pitch, evergreen
and last autumn’s dried needles and leaves on the forest floor.
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We followed the earth-packed road down through the trees,
crossed a brook and could feel the coolness of bottom land on our
bare legs and could hear the brook tumbling off to one side.

After we cleared the log bridge, a startled blue jay sprang
skyward like an exploded missle, flying the open lane over the
road, shining brilliant blue when reaching a sun-splash above
the dark trees.

In an uncommon moment, there was a realization that this
run was no longer a routine spring workout, rather some timely
communion with nature in change—felt in the fields and woods
and seen in the brightening hues of the omnipresent ocean,
which we would see again from the next hilltop.

Accustomed to running through Portland’s bad-smelling traf-
fic, I thought of this country run as a stroll through some pas-
toral starfield.

We had been running for eight miles and had not encountered
a single car or another human. I thought this no longer possible.

“Maybe we should pass up visiting Charlotte Gilbert,” I sug-
gested. “I'm sweating bad and will smell like Hogan’s goat.”

“Charlotte won’t mind,” Robin persisted.

Running out of the woods, we entered a large, barren blue-
berry field, recently burnt over.

On the earthen road there was the track of a small deer, per-
fectly cast in the thin film of green mud, rimming a drying pud-
dle. Moments earlier the deer had come down the hill and
crossed the field.

A stone wall along the road spun time back more than a
hundred years. In an instant we went back to the Civil War.

“The Sixteenth Maine Blanket Brigade,” I said, remembering
an impression I had read, “jogged and marched 36 miles in one
day, with guns and equipment, to get on the line at Gettysburg
in time.”

“Our forerunners,” she said, “but how could they run and
carry things?”

“Brave effort, born of necessity.”

“Too soon forgotten,” she said.

“The man Lincoln enshrined their battle in man’s perfect
speech.”

Robin said, “old stone walls should be restored.”

Forced oxygen stimulates strange subjects.

We ran out of the blueberry field, through a gray and white
hardwood stand and finally got on the black road. At the crest of



Robin Emery, 1982, checking in for her eighth win in the Bangor Labor Day 5-
miler. She has also won the Portland Boys’ Club 5-miler eight times. Both re-
cords appear to be untouchable.
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a steep slope, she said, “we climb up here for Charlotte Gilbert.”
We stopped running and climbed a sand embankment, up
through sumacs and stunted birches, to a headstone on the flat
of the hill. I saw moss and lichen embossed on the gray stone,
standing straight and nearly hidden by wildgrowth.
Overhead, a tall pine tree formed a cathedral-like rotunda. I
read the chiseled words:
“Charlotte Gilbert—Died 1845
Age 26—Farewell dear friends
I bid adieu
To this vain world likewise to you
My time was short and blest is he
Who called me to eternity.”
“This spot is sacred,” I nearly whispered.
“I discovered this while ski touring,” Robin said.
“She was a realist,” I said, “and a loner to be buried up here.
The world was fouled up then, too.”
“She was just my age,” Robin said. “I often wonder what she
was like.”
“She was born before Maine was a state,” I said.
“I put wild flowers up here.”
“That’s decent. She could have had a son in the Civil War.”
“I’ve often wondered what she died from?”
“Childbirth. Infected throat. Hard to say in those days.”
“She was disappointed with life,” Robin said.
“And also very lonely, which can kill.”
After awhile we went back down the hill. On the run again, I
said, “but old Charlotte had a mind of her own.”
“I knew you’d enjoy her.”
We ran up the black road.
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Splits and Stitches

The reason I don’t believe in attending or hosting a party for
runners the evening before an important race is because there
always seems to be a fanatic who would talk the next day’s event
away, draining himself and those forced to listen of necessary
mental and physical energy needed for the race.

I learned this from experience.

One evening before an important race which I was to direct,
as well as enter, I was trapped into listening to a two-hour
monologue of splits and stitches. I was force-fed every stitch and
every mile split one fellow experienced in his seven years of
running.

A race director doesn’t sleep well “the night before” anyway

... not with 100 items that he mustn’t forget neatly stacked in
his head.

It seems cruel and abusive to capture his polite interest, then
overpower him with splits and stitches for two hours.

I've always found it best during the “night before” for racers
and directors to lie low and relax only with those willing to
speak of subjects foreign to running.

This plan always worked very well for me.
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Arriving At Race Site
With Only One Shoe

Those who knew Ralph Thomas during his summit years
would agree, he always was well-organized when he came to the
races; it was a vital part of his race plan—he was conscientious
that way.

So it was a shock to the runners, more of a concussion to
Thomas, when it was learned he had come to a six-miler at
Yarmouth in '75 with only one running shoe.

There was no time to return to Gardiner for the other shoe.
What to do?

Thomas was preparing to run barefoot rather than being re-
duced to a spectator, when Gene Coffin, a race favorite, came to
his aid.

Coffin had an extra pair of racers in his car, size 8%. Thomas’
size was 9. How could a man run six miles with bent toes? Coffin
loaned him the shoes. It was doubtful he could win the race, any-
way; he was well into his '40s.

Finishing the race badly blistered, Thomas not only blew the
doors off the young, talented field, but defeated Coffin, who had
loaned him the shoes, by 45 seconds to boot.



Here the author presents Brian Gillespie an award in recognition of his promot-
ing the 72, 24-hour relay in Portland Stadium. “Ziggy” was a top race director
and was responsible for many memorable races for thousands of runners.
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Playing Russian Roulette
With Freight Trains
On Race Day

Casco Bay Marathon officials originally toyed with the idea of
running their race from Portland, to Cape Elizabeth and ending
it back in Portland. I had already learned, the hard way, of
course, that it wouldn’t be a very good idea.

One of the first road races I directed was a Maine Masters’
six-miler that began at Falmouth High School. It was scheduled
for the first Sunday of November.

The weather was gloomy, and wet, slippery, autumn leaves
sprinkled the course; but that year the state’s top runners came
to Falmouth—perhaps they had a need to settle a score before
the season’s end.

The course ran southerly on Woodville Road, then it was all
right turns over Falmouth, Wind, and Field roads back onto
Woodville Road to complete the six miles.

That day I was to learn that two details runners demand, are:
a good course, and an accurate time. That November Sunday,
the majority of racers received neither.

At about mile five, after the 40-man field had established
position in the race, a slow-moving 20-unit freight train sliced
the pack into two segments.

Only about a dozen runners cleared the tracks. The remainder
of the pack (myself included), like a disjointed snake, withered
and died at the crossing.

Immobile, we waited for the caboose, then started racing
again. But those who had held a lead over others, had to start
from scratch.
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After the race, no one came up to give me the customary
thanks for an enjoyable afternoon. Most showered hastily, got
into their cars and left the disaster area.

A couple of friends who knew me well enough, admonished
me for speaking too long before the pack.

“Had your instructions been brief,” they complained, “we
could have beaten the freight train.”

The event was ruined; no one but the race director was at
fault. I should have checked the train schedule prior to the run.

The following year I changed the course, so, after Woodville
Road it turned left, then followed Route 9 where there would be
no railroad crossings.

The Portland 13-mile Midi-marathon, which was inaugurated
in 70, had a similar problem. At about a mile-and-a-quarter on
the course, just beyond Westgate Shopping area, the course
went over a grade crossing. But I had learned my lesson at
Falmouth.

The Midi had a noon start. At 11 each year I phoned the chief
dispatcher at the railroad to inquire how it would be at the
crossing at noon.

For years the friendly dispatcher and I played Russian
roulette with a train that came from Westbrook on Sunday
mornings. Not once in ten years did it slice through the race.

For the Casco Bay Marathon to run over to Cape Elizabeth
then back to Portland, someone would have had to deal with
ships crossing under a draw bridge—a project more difficult, I
suspect, than plotting the time of freight trains.

Advice to neophyte race directors: When laying out a course
avoid railroad crossings, draw bridges and heavily-traveled
intersections.
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Ralph Thomas’ Theory

It is funny about runners, before the race, how conditions
never are ideal for them.

Perhaps it is pre-race jitters or even rationalism, but when the
course is flat, they prefer hills—they can beat people on hills; if
hilly, they lament the course isn’t flat—they can’t get a rhythm
going. If the course is over tar, they always run better on grass;
if on grass, it is too bad it isn’t on tar—there would be better
footing.

If the day is warm, they’d rather have it cold; if cold, it is a
shame it isn’t warm. If the day is bright and sunny, they com-
plain it isn’t overcast and raining—they could burn one were it
down and dirty.

Ralph Thomas, who worked 70 hours a week at manual labor,
developed the best philosophy of all. He felt he could handle the
worse conditions easier than others, and anything less than ideal
gave him a natural edge and hurt others more.

This attitude worked well for Thomas through the *70s and
won him many races.
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Before The Race...
The Early Years

The rain started at dawn on the morning of the race. By 9 a.m.
it was flowing in steady rivulets down the gutters in front of the
Portland Exposition Building and forming small pools in low
spots along the road.

The Elks-sponsored Midi-marathon was set for noon that
chilly October day of 1971.

Runners were coming from as far away as Connecticut for the
13-mile road race.

At 10 a.m. a runner phoned to inquire if the race would be
canceled. He was reminded that road races are never canceled.

At 11 a.m. Johnny Kelley, then 64, stepped from his car onto
the Expo sidewalk. Like a Field General examining battlefield
conditions, he glanced toward the turbulent heavens, the rain
spotting his lean, marathoner’s face, then said to a welcoming
group: “This is ideal running weather.”

With two Boston Marathon victories along with 1,144 road
races to his credit, nobody felt qualified to argue.

Kelley walked across the sidewalk, anxious to get on with it.
The excitement of the day was building. With Johnny Kelley in
town, we had visiting royalty.

On the way to the locker room, Roland Wirths, a local sports
reporter, began an interview with Johnny—master of the maca-
dam. The group started down the sidewalk, seeking shelter
from the rain.

In the hallway, Phil Purington, of the Elks, and Charlie
Malia, Cheverus High track coach, were signing in contestants.
Down the stairs in the locker room over 60 runners had the
small area filled with race talk.
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The pioneers—Glamour became an additional attraction of road racing begin-
ning with the '70s, and could well have been one natural factor that caused the
running explosion. Two school teachers, Diane Fournier (left), and Robin
Emery, showed the way for women in the state.

In one corner Bill Tribou, 50, from Connecticut, was wrap-
ping a bad left foot. This day he would take first in the 50-up
group. As a collegiate runner, Tribou held National records and
had never been able to get away from running. In another
corner, Wirths was chatting with Kelley, jotting down notes for
a column that came off very well the following morning.

Wirths got his story, then Maine’s top over-60 runner, Jim
Carroll, began comparing training methods with Kelley. Influ-
enced by Kelley, Carroll had begun his running career at age 59.
At 60 he ran the Boston Marathon in just over four hours.

At Kelley’s suggestion, the two elders went up on the Expo
court to begin trotting.

Maine’s two pioneer, female runners, Diane Fournier and
Robin Emery, entered and signed the starters’ roster. They
would be the only women in this race.

They were the only women in most races during the early 70s.
A year earlier, in 1970, Diane had run Boston and managed to
avoid the steel claws of Jock Semple. Robin ran her first race at
Hollis in "71, and a year later would be the first woman to cross
the finish line at Portland Boys’ Club in 43 years of all male
runs.

The Maine Masters’ Track Club, which invited the ladies,
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warmly welcomed them in out of the rain and showed them to
their private change-up room. Robin would defeat several male
runners this day, scoring in 38th place for the 13 miles; Diane,
not far behind.

Race time was now 30 minutes away. The men’s change-up
room was still erackling with talk, some of it nervous energy
being offered in barter, to impress, which, if convincingly exe-
cuted, could gain a thin measure of additional confidence for
those in need.

Mental diversion games are played at any age.

Sitting on the change-up bench, a 50-year-old lawyer from
Massachusetts was telling another older plodder that he runs
every evening before supper—to relieve courtroom tensions.

Just then Ralph Thomas walked in carrying his race bag.
Everyone looked over. Some spoke to him. Everyone in the room
knew him. He spoke a few quiet greetings then dropped his bag
at an empty slot along the change-up bench.

Thomas was cleverly evasive to the pre-race mental traps.
Characteristically quiet, he would tell, when asked, something
of his training; or he would relate something unusual he saw, for
example, along the highway coming down from Gardiner.

His race plan, essentially, was uncomplicated; his perfor-
mance commensurable to how he felt. If he felt well the top
runners in the state were put down by his break-a-way, go-for-
broke style at the longer distances.

If there is any single lesson he has passed on to younger
runners, it would have to be mental toughness.

As Dan Paul once said of him: “Ralph just hangs on at your
shoulder and looks like he’s asking, ‘when are you going to
break?”

This day Thomas would capture his first of four consecutive
Midi-Marathon wins; (a year later he set the course record).

It was fifteen minutes to racetime. A late arrival said the rain
was worsening and slanting in from the ocean. Now there would
be a wind factor. The runners were not talking as much, but be-
came introspective, reviewing last minute race plans, thinking
of proper clothing against the brutal weather. The locker room
was a study of harnessed energy about to erupt any moment
upon the wet road. You could feel it clearly in the room.

Last call was finally announced. The runners filed slowly to-
ward the starting line. In the steady rain the police and a race
official were huddled over a course map. Soon the pistol sounded
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and the runners, clustered now, started down the road behind
the police cruiser, its light shining. a clean, bright blue in the
wetness. The runners would all feel better now that they were
under way. This is what they came to do. Soon the last runner
passed under the black-iron railroad bridge at the bottom of the
hill and was lost from view.

Feeling Rotten

Dan Paul is one of Maine’s bright, young runners. He once
said in an interview: “It’s an odd thing about runners. They’ll
tell you before a race how much they hate running. They’ll tell
you they feel rotten. But there is something so rotten about run-
ning that makes it good.”

Dan’s comment after recovering from an injury: “I gained 20
pounds. Everyone said I looked great because for the first time
in my life I didn’t look emaciated. They said, ‘see, you must feel
great.

“You know how I felt? Rotten.”
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Dan Paul—As a teenager, Dan developed as a distance runner while scoring
well for Portland high school’s cross country teams. His natural progression was
toward the hometown road races. For several years, he has been one of the state’s
brilliant young runners.



Ralph Thomas, winning his first Portland Elks’ Club Midi-marathon in a tor-
rential downpour ('71). He also won this event the following three years.
Through the '70s, Thomas was the driving point of a steel wedge. Mental tough-
ness was the lesson he passed on to younger runners.
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Sometimes It's Not The
Winning So Much As
Chasing A Winner

On the morning of the race Ralph Thomas stood looking out
across the lake to where the black road lifted through the trees
toward Readfield. Some runners were out in the street going
through their stiff-legged, ballet-like warmups. Others were
scattered among the concession stands, near the beach, doing
situps.

A crowd was already gathering to see how many of the
runners could finish the 14.3-mile run around Lake Marana-
cook, in 71, Maine’s longest road race.

“That’s a pretty good hill over there,” Ralph said quietly,
pointing across the lake.

“Better to get over them early,” I said.

We looked up toward the head of the lake and could see other
hills, purpled by distance, where Route 41 would circle in to-
ward Readfield, nine miles into the run.

“What’s your competition, Ralph? Is Rowley here?” I asked as
we suited up in the Legion Hall.

“No. Rick’s running in New York. But Paul Thompson is
here”

“Thompson?” I didn’t recognize the name.

“A young intern,” Thomas said. “He took a good place in the
Boston Marathon this year. I don’t think I can take him.”

This was Thomas’ distance, I mentioned, anything over 10
miles. He’d won nearly every road race in Maine during 1971
and took third in the hilly Syracuse Marathon.

“Even so, this fellow is good,” the little 35-year-old distance
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runner noted in his appraisal of Paul Thompson.

Thomas’ running career had begun only three years earlier,
when he was 32.

Plagued by inactivity during his non-working hours, he began
jogging at the urging of a minister friend, Reverend John
Noftle, a distance runner who competed in the AAU road races.
The two of them worked out on a regular program around Gar-
diner, their hometown.

Reverend Noftle soon introduced Ralph to road racing. The
Thomas story then took on new dimensions.

During the summer of '71, he won 13 straight races against
the best distance men Maine could field, won Maine’s major
road race—the Portland Midi-marathon, 13 miles in 1:07:31,
eight thin seconds short of Olympian Pat McMahon’s course
record—and a week later won the Vermont Marathon over a
tough Green Mountain course.

“Thank you for the trophy,” became a frequent phrase in
Thomas’ vocabulary.

Thomas was modest about his race success. When you encour-
aged conversation about his race times, he took on the expres-
sion of a man who had swallowed a waxed grape. He still prefers
to have his race followers discuss his times.

We re-checked the strings on our racing shoes and went out to
the starting line. The runners were beginning to form a pack.
An official of the sponsoring Winthrop Lions Club fired the pis-
tol and the runners started around the lower side of the lake at
an easy pace.

Before the pack had reached the main highway, we could see
Ralph and Paul, both wearing white, running together in per-
fect lockstep up the far hill Ralph and I had been studying
earlier.

The two runners, slender of build, about 130 pounds, moved
evenly behind the pace car, its light flashing brilliant blue
against the dark green of the upper hills.

“Take a look, boys,” someone in the group yelled. “We won’t see
those two the rest of the morning.”

It was nearing 10 a.m. on a clear, August, Sunday morning—a
perfect day for running. We knew Rick Rowley held the course
record in 1:18:15.

The advantages of running with the age groups on long jaunts
were, essentially, you could set your own comfortable pace and
get in on some good conversation. We referred to ourselves as the
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friendly age groups. Our ages ranged from 40 to 75.

There was no concern, among most of us, for professional con-
siderations such as oxygen-debt; nor did we request three stop
watches to bracket our times to a micro-second.

We plodded somewhere between the point of a race and the
dogmeat bringing up the rear. The pressure at our level was not
nearly so intense as it was up front. Up there it was pure
combat.

I ran with Phil Harmon and George Maxim. We talked about
bad-tempered dogs, raising kids, and cross country skiing. Then
Phil and I compared memories on our adventures in the Battle
of Normandy. All of this was interspersed with things of interest
we saw in the farmyards along the course.

At the five-mile mark we came onto Frank Cook of our Maine
Masters Track Club. After he gave us our times, he told us
Ralph had a half-mile lead on the intern, Thompson.

“Ralph wouldn’t open a half-mile gap so soon in a long race,” I
said, “unless he knows what he’s doing.”

“He’s after Rowley’s record,” Harmon said.

“It’ll be tough without someone prodding him,” I said.

The finely-conditioned little athlete was moving well over the
rolling back country.

The day was growing warm. Harmon and I were running to-
gether coming up to Readfield Corner. He was moving along-
side smoothly, seeming to share the gentle surge of power that
comes off the legs when the stride is working well. We found it
helpful to mateh stride at this point in the run. Harmon was 50,
nearly two years older than I.

Thirty years earlier he had done very well on the Dartmouth
cross country team. He told me his father had held one of the
best mile times in the country.

We came up to the corner where race guides from the Win-
throp Lions offered us cups of water, soaked sponges and slices
of oranges.

Being cautious of stomach cramps, Harmon and I only took
water in cupped hands to relieve mouth dryness. Going away,
the guides told us Ralph was flying low. We turned right and
ran along the stores and beyond to where the country became
flat with few trees and the sun, now dead ahead, laid heavy
hands on our shoulders. It was the first time the sun was a factor
and for two miles we ran straight into it.

Finally, we crossed the railroad tracks before Readfield
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Depot, then turned right and climbed a steep hill where spotters
told us Ralph was a little over 45 minutes for nine miles and had
a good lead on Paul Thompson.

“Five-minute miles,” Harmon pointed out.

“With the hills that’s excellent time,” I said. “He might get
Rowley’s record yet.”

“It’s doubtful without anyone to push him,” Harmon replied.

Harmon decided to go after Maxim, who had been running
rhythmically 300 yards ahead. I was content with my pace
and told Harmon I'd see him at the finish line. He stepped it up.
We went on that way for a mile. The road made slow turns. Oc-
casionally, I could see Harmon’s orange jersey flashing through
the trees. I didn’t see him again.

I had to slow my pace for a steep climb and at the crest won-
dered why people get into road races—for the agony of the
steep hills; or the ecstasy of finishing long runs?

I decided not to explore the thought in depth, since Irving
Stone had already done quite well with the theme.

At mile 11 I ran up to Frank Cook. He gave me my time.
“Ralph Thomas broke the course record,” he said. “I just came
from the finish line.”

“He must have flown.”

“He finished powerfully.”

At mile 13 I was surprised to see Ralph. He was driving to-
ward me in his red sports car. He’'d been in a long time. He
leaned out the car window. “Hold on, Dick! About a mile left!”

I thought it was decent of him to come on course. He looked as
fresh as if he had just risen from a night’s sleep.

A tired runner values this encouragement—especially from
the race winner. Frugally, I reset the cadence of my pace—
trying to save something for a good finish.

The crowd at the finish line soon came into view and I could
see the lane they made that I had to run through.

The flashbulbs had been used on the stars and were well-
cooled in the trash cans; but the applause was warming as I
crossed the finish line.

I saw Ralph under a shade tree. He was holding his young,
pretty daughter.

The crowd was still milling around the finish line, staring up
the road for other finishers. Someone handed me two cups of
water with small ice cubes floating on top. It was the cleanest
taste I can remember.
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One runner told me Ralph’s trophy was so large someone had
to help hold it for the victory picture.

Another said his record time was 1:17:37, more than half a
minute faster than Rowley’s record. The same fellow asked
Ralph if he didn’t think his time was world-class—considering
the hills.

Ralph squirmed, glanced out at the lake, and said, “I think I
have a rock in my shoe.”

The message was clear for those who ran with Thomas in '71.
He had many more miles to go and clocks to beat, keeping pace
with civilization’s most ancient game, distance running. He un-
derstands the axiom—as it is meant for birds to fly; so it is for
man to run.

That year, as others, in Maine we ran the low roads in summer
because of the cool air along the ocean inlets and lakes. In au-
tumn we ran the upland dirt roads along woodlands, stone walls
and apple orchards. In winter we ran where there was bare
road—and bundled warmly.

Runners of all ages started to come and sign into road races—
many advanced in years but conditioned and determined to fol-
low after the pack was well thinned, simply because they began
to understand the meaning and pure joy of running.

And there was Ralph Thomas, gifted with innate ability, who
defeated most men in the state over the longer distances, and
who quite often sipped from the sweet cup of victory.

Perhaps when Thomas reaches 50, he may give up competing
in the youthful, open-division and run with the “friendly” age
groups.

If so, many veteran plodders will shudder with concern.

After all, who in his advancing years enjoys being wiped out
in a distance race Sunday after Sunday?



Dick Goodie, 1983
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How I ‘Defeated’
Ralph Thomas

If your dreams are vivid and positive as mine happen to be,
then you will understand how a routine snooze can pluck you
from the ranks of obscurity and place you on the lofty promi-
nence of a hero’s pedestal—even though, often, there is a harsh
price to pay.

In my best dream I was edging Ralph Thomas in a full dis-
tance marathon. We were finishing through a great throng of
spectators that roared in single voice: “YOU’VE GOT HIM,
DICK!”

Thrashing in mighty, subconscious strides, I kicked my wife
out of her slumber, but landed on the floor myself; caught be-
tween the bed and bureau.

True, it was a most awkward finish to the marathon, but what
the hell...I finally defeated Ralph Thomas.
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The Day I Became An

‘Also Ran’... It Will
Happen To You Someday

I knew I had arrived at Jerry and Phoebe Levine’s farm when
I began seeing the cars. About a hundred of them were pulled
off the black road in a long line beside an old stone wall, parked
along the dirt road that led into the farm and even stacked be-
hind Jerry’s barn and on their frozen front lawn.

We were having an open December in 77 and there was only
an inch of ice-plated snow on the ground at North Bridgton.
There were still a lot of open brown spots in the fields. Along the
dirt road, beyond the farm, the naked, gray, hardwood tree
branches were like a million upturned spider legs pointing to-
ward a heavy, gloomy winter sky.

Some runners were out on the road warming up, and a few
were running up into the woods to relieve themselves behind the
trees, soon to reappear and continue jogging down the narrow
road.

I had arrived about an hour before racetime.

Most runners wore knitted hats and mittens or gloves, and
several sported pajama bottoms or longjohns under their bright-
colored running shorts.

A few racers were barelegged.

Many had traveled from the Portland area, about an hour’s
drive, to the Levine’s farm in the hills of North Bridgton.

After parking the car behind the barn, I picked up my race
number; then I went to work at once, asking what the course
was like.

I learned the first mile of the course would be out the narrow



Carlton Mendell —During WW II Carlton was a lead navigator with the 8th Air
Force based in England. While he was engaged in leading flying fortresses on
precision, daylight flights into the heartland of Germany, I was below as a squad
leader with the Third Armored Division, knocking on the backdoor of Hitler’s
homeland. Then, Carlton and I were in our early 20s. I had never met him until
the mid-"70s—at the Maine road races. He had forgotten very little about flying.
Today, nobody in the state, age 60 or over, can defeat him in the marathon, or
any other distance.
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dirt road packed with an inch of iced snow—except for the two
paths about a foot wide that the cars had made—then it would
turn right up a long hill on black road for more than a mile. At
about mile three, I was told, the course would enter the woods
over a logging road. It would finish through a field, onto a short
stretech of blacktop, and then come back onto the original dirt
road to complete the four-mile circle.

An extremely interesting course, I had thought, very tough
with limited breakaway space over the first mile of narrow
road. The hill and the piece through the woods followed—very
tough. I liked the course. It took some imagination, I remember
thinking, to lay this one out.

In’77 I liked four-milers over imaginative courses and I still
do. I would run my familiar pattern for four-milers: the first
mile I would go out so fast that my oxygen debt would rise to
bump under my chin. There would be no letup the second mile.
Then, as usual, my body would accept the torment, knowing
from experience there would be little it could do about it: so it
would shift into a nice rhythm, and only then could I begin to
enjoy the chase.

At about mile three I would “level off” in preparation for the
final mile which, hopefully, would be executed to match the
time of mile two.

That would be my race plan.

It was 30 minutes before racetime when I trotted down the
road to get a line on my competition in the 50s age group. I
waved at Dr. Tom Miller, caught up and ran along with Ted
Perry, then spotted Carlton Mendell loosening up, going in the
opposite direction. His expression looked routine enough—no
revealing signals of inspiration or unusual expectations bub-
bling over. As he passed, his eyes were lowered to guide his foot
placements on the icy road nearly six feet beneath his gaze.

“Hi, Carl. How’s it going?”

“Good, Dick, good.”

This will be another Sunday fun run for him, I thought.
Another third or fourth place finish in our 50-and-up division.

Perry turned to run along with Carlton. I ran up into the
woods, stopping behind a big tree. It was 10 minutes to
racetime.

This will be an interesting day, I thought while standing be-
hind the tree; with 111 runners scrambling for space along the
narrow first mile; with the steep hill ushering in mile two; not to
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mention the honest competition present.

I expected a good challenge from Miller and Perry, but wrote
off Mendell since he had just started racing seriously. In pre-
vious races I had charted his times and order of finish; so in this
race I had him prepositioned in a slot well behind my own.

Then, too, during that summer and autumn of *77 I happened
to raise pretty good dust at the races. In my division I was enjoy-
ing a three-year win streak. I don’t write this to impress or to
appear boastful. Who among us needs that hollow drumbeat?

But as background for this story, it must be stated that at age
52 I ran a four-miler at Winslow in 24:09. That same year I
scored 31:49 in the Portland Boys’ Club flat five-miler that won
the over-50 age division. I also took that division the following
three years. A year later at Bucksport, I ran Anne Norton’s 10-
miler over a hilly course in 66:44.

Often, during those good years, I had wondered from whom
the challenge would come.

I found out that December afternoon in the hills of North
Bridgton.

Soon the pistol sounded and the pack sprang alive and clawed
along the crusty, narrow road, sounding like a dozen raccoons
being chased through a culvert.

Nobody had a good first mile except the leaders, and it was
difficult getting by the Sunday strollers. But soon we got onto
black road and began climbing the long hill.

Before the hill crested at about mile two, Carlton passed me. I
couldn’t believe my eyes. He wasn’t supposed to be up here. I'd
never seen his back before. What went wrong? Then he opened
up ten yards on me, still climbing. He was running bare-legged
with mittens and knitted cap, its tassel bouncing from side to
side.

Instantly, alternate race plans would need reviewing. I will
let him go, I decided. The hill will weaken him and I'll save
something to knock him off in the woods at about mile
three-and-a-half.

We went on that way up the hill and entered the woods run-
ning over the logging road.

Soon I spotted an opening ahead of Carlton and made my
charge, just before leaving the woods with a half-mile to go in
the race.

Quickly, I shot past Carlton and opened up 15 yards, think-
ing that the hill had taken what fuel he would need to retaliate.
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But I didn’t read him well enough. Out of the woods now and
into the small field with a quarter-mile to go, he not only re-
gained the lead but opened up a 30-yard gap on me before he left
the field.

This fellow is made of iron, I thought. But surely that last
burst has done him in. Surely he cannot withstand one final
challenge the last 200 yards.

I poured out every last ounce of speed I could muster, but,
wisely, Carlton anticipated my move and when I surged, he did
also, keeping the interval between us intact.

We went over the finish line that way. I was the first one to
congratulate him. We both had run a hard, honest race with no-
thing left at the finish. He had beaten me in style, withstanding
my best shots in the woods, in the field and at the finish. His
winning time over the tough four miles was 24:24. My three-
year win streak had ended.

The runners were still finishing. Carlton and I put on our
sweats and went into the farmhouse with the other finishers.
Most were drinking beer or cider. It was comfortable inside, out
of the chilly afternoon. I took a glass of cider and stood near the
airtight woodstove and told Jerry and Phoebe what a fine race
they had conducted.

The runners sitting around the room went on about the race,
telling how it went for them. I stood near the stove and drank
the cider, feeling quite comfortable now. I wasn’t disappointed
with the way I had run that afternoon.
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Lost

The summer of 71 was extremely hot so the race pack wisely
retreated to the woods where racing would be cooler. One such
race was at Buxton where the scheduled four-miler would
follow a series of woods trails and logging roads.

The runners parked their cars up a dirt road and in an
abandoned sand pit. All 61 racers were curious about the course
and all tried to decipher the prepared map, following the blue
arrows that showed where one logging road would turn into
another. It was very difficult to follow the arrows on paper and
to get the distances for each segment fixed in mind—especially
for those who expected to run point. The rest of us wouldn’t have
it so badly, since we would have pack contact.

One of the racers was Rick Rowley from Wayne. He had
traveled 70 miles to run four miles in 90-degree heat. Rick was
running very well in '71 and followed the race circuit that
summer. He wasn’t very tall but ran with the intensity of a deer
being chased by dogs.

He ran very well in the woods that day, in front of such talent
as Ralph Thomas, Steve Jaynes, Mike Towle, Larry Greer and
Ziggy Gillespie.

The fact is, he had the race put away until he made a wrong
turn with a quarter-mile to go. All alone, he ran like a wildman
off into the woods.

Everyone liked Rick because of his pleasant attitude and easy-
going ways; but I was told he was a raging bull that day,
disgusted with himself for blowing a win.

When I crossed the finish line they told me what had
happened. I tried to find Rick to possibly help relieve his
anguish at getting lost; but he had already jumped into his Volvo
and left, obviously in no mood for any form of conversation or
empathy.
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A year or so after the Buxton run I experienced, personally,
the mental shock of becoming lost in a race. I had entered a five-
miler over the University of Maine at Gorham campus, the
course following many turns, doubling behind buildings in
concentric cireles, and spilling out onto the highway at two
points.

After the first leg, running down Route 114, I followed a
wedge of runners heading toward Sebago Lake. Other runners
behind, thinking I was on course, were chasing as if an Olympic
medal awaited the victor.

A couple of miles down the road, we began stopping and
turning and saw the water tower on the campus far back over
the trees. Then we realized—everyone thought the other guy
knew the course when in fact none of us did. Disgustedly, we
jogged back. When we arrived back at the gym, everyone had
showered and was heading for home.

The following week I received a small compass in the mail
from one of the runners.

o 0o 0O

It could have been that same year when another “lost
incident” happened during our Maine Masters’ Falmouth 5.8-
miler, which was always scheduled the first Sunday of
November.

That year we had signed in a 210-pound fellow who was not
very fast but ran with the endurance of a bull...from one
horizon to another.

On the circuitous course, running out Route 9, he missed a
sharp left onto the Woods Road and went out to Cumberland
Center. By car, two hours later, we caught him near the
Cumberland Fair grounds, heading north toward Canada,
which he probably would have reached by Wednesday, had we
not found him.
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A Winter Morning On
Baxter Boulevard

Thanks to modern technology, this story is being “written” on
the run. It’s 6:15 on a cold, dark February morning and I'm
running north on the two-mile esplanade along Baxter Boule-
vard in Portland.

Beneath my chin I have strapped a small recorder so sensitive
it catches my heartbeat and breathing. Too often I've lost pro-
ductive thoughts while on the run, but not this morning. Later, I
will wring out these impressions through my typewriter.

The temperature was 11 degrees when I left home. It’s diffi-
cult starting out on a cold winter morning. I arose at 5:50,
downed a glass of V8 juice, a One-A-Day vitamin, got dressed,
and was out on the road by 6:06.

Running in these temperatures, one is wide awake before the
first half-mile.

We are having an open winter and the dirt esplanade follow-
ing the Bay is like hard, brown concrete.

There is the danger of tripping on frozen footprints, ridged
and frequent, left by some thoughtless runner who trained in
the mud during the heat of the day.

At this moment I’m at the first half-mile coming up to Dart-
mouth Street.

Out across the black span of water the eastern sky is a suffu-
sion of spangled reds and pinks, shaped in a lofty V, the point of
which touches the southern slope of Munjoy Hill. If only the
slumberers would rise and come witness this eastern sky. In an
hour it will all be washed by the bright reality of the new day.

In any season an early morning run along Baxter is freedom,
inspiration and health. During winter, it is all of these and



42

more. It can rekindle one’s hopes, often held inactive by the du-
ties of ordinary living.

The landscape is less harsh now, the colors in the sky soften-
ing. But it is still very cold; the winter air, coming across the
water, is sharp on my face.

Some mornings the temperature reads in the single numbers;
then I wear a wool cloth over my mouth, which forms a pocket of
warm air to breathe.

I’'ve been running the Boulevard since 1969. Prior to that I ran
in Evergreen Cemetery off Stevens Avenue. During those early
years runners felt like exhibitionists when running in the
streets. Beginning with the ’70s, however, thousands began
running in the streets. It was then I left the cemetery.

Now I am nearing the Vannah Avenue junction. Ten yards to
my right a flock of black ducks are disturbed and swim slowly
away, fishtailing as they go. I give them an imitative series of
quacks, but this morning they don’t answer. They are getting
used to me.

I haven’t seen a single runner. This (1983) is the first winter I
have been able to run the Boulevard into February. Usually it is
buried with snow by December.

Baxter Boulevard is a priceless gift to the generations. The
Baxter people bequeathed Maine other monumental gifts, and
were also responsible for the realization of this aesthetic two-
mile strip. The Payson family gave Portland an enclosed art
gallery in 1983; the Baxters inspired completion of this outdoor
art center in 1916.

This area is a gathering place for runners, walkers and for
any others who appreciate nature.

At full tide there is a study of intriguing contrast between the
restlessness of the ocean and the rigidity of the land. Here, the
great basin accepts the final, gentle thrusts of the ocean and, in
so doing, forms an immense pool, smooth and dark, that blends
in perfect harmony with the surrounding landscape.

All along the west shore, near the tree-lined running path, I
can see thick marsh grass where the wildlife nests.

The first runner this morning, a young lady, is now moving
toward me. I recognize her. She wears a reflector vest, and as
she glides by, her long, black hair caught in winter’s breeze, we
wave. Once, during a wet snow, we chanced to pace a few miles
together. She trains at a very fast pace and last year ran a
creditable Casco Bay Marathon. She trains every morning



The magazine publishers—Rick Bayko
(above). His YANKEE RUNNER was
around through most of the "70s. Rick
Krause (above right), published the
MAINE RUNNER during '78 and
"79. Bob Booker (right) began his
MAINE RUNNING magazine in '80
when the other two became extinct.
All three publications made an out-
standing contribution to distance run-
ning by publishing race schedules,
results and profiles of the runners.
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regardless of weather. This morning she is running at a relaxed
pace, and I wonder what private thoughts entertain her as she
runs.

In this area the women are very dedicated: all winter they
have outnumbered the men by about two-to-one.

o o o

On the subject of marathons; it’s good that Maine now has four
or five. The Maine Masters’ Track Club set one up in ’70, run-
ning out of Portland to either Gorham or Yarmouth and back,
but only a few were ready for a marathon then, so we settled for
the Midi-marathon and got ten good years out of it before the
Casco Bay run put us out of business. But it was, perhaps, a time
for progression, and the Midi course was dangerous. One year,
at the five-mile mark, I watched Joan Benoit barely leap clear of
the path of an irate motorist.

Marathons in Maine are generously sponsored and all would
be perfect marathons if a couple of them would officially invite
the advanced age groups, men and women, by recognizing their
age brackets in their awards formula—instead of offering only
token recognition.

For ten years the Masters’ Club raised hell over this issue,
reasoning that all age groups up through age 70, men and
women, put in the same training and dedication as did the hot
dogs. It wasn’t a trophy they needed, but only recognition after a
good day’s work and result. We finally encouraged other direc-
tors to set up two awards slots for every five contestants in all
age groups.

No one ever yelled “discrimination” at the Masters. I'm kinda
proud of that.

O O O

Out of the dark the second young lady is running toward me.
She runs with her dog on a leash. I see her nearly every morning
but she runs in the opposite direction, so I never have been able
to interview her. Holding the leash, she runs unnaturally, her

arm action arrested.
O O 0O

There is the Boys’ Club across the bay. What a remarkable
five-miler it has. It will remain the most prominent race in
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Maine history, since it had a 33-year start on all others. Someone
should chisel Bart Peverada’s image in granite for guiding that
one since 1930.

In the spring of 72 Bart phoned me for an opinion on allowing
women in his race. I told Bart I’d had them in my runs for over a
year, and felt overly protective of them since Jock Semple liter-
ally dragged them out of the Boston Marathon. For the life of

Beginning with the '70s the Maine Masters’ Track Club recognized top per-
formers in all age groups—men and women. Above, Steve Mulhern and Wendy
Sayres are called to the awards table.
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me, I could find no fault in allowing a little glamour in a road
race.

“Could he provide a separate change-up room?” I asked. He
could. “Let them run, Bart. The time has come.” And he did.

Robin Emery, Diane Fournier and Sheila Dodge were the
first women to run that race in 43 years.

Like the blade of a snowplow, Diane and Robin have done a lot
for female athletes in Maine. They cleared the path for others to
follow and no one can ever take that from them. It was great fun
to have them come to the races.

It was funny at times. Before the race at the Boys’ Club, in the
old days, all runners were asked to line up before the city health
doctor; who proceeded to probe their chests with his stethoscope.
In the line, Robin Emery wasn’t sure what to do, so, jokingly, she
began lifting her shirt for the doctor. At that instant the prac-
tice was dropped forever. No one could ever figure out what the
doctor was listening for, anyway.

Robin always had a way of turning a moment of solemnity
into humor.

Bob Hillgrove won at Boys’ Club eight times, his last victory
recorded in ’74. He got the jump on a lot of runners, along with
Sam Ouellet and Johnny Kelley.

Bob also won the Bangor Labor Day 5-miler seven times. Win
streaks like that aren’t soon forgotten...or surpassed.

o o ad

Now I'm nearing Payson Park. Waite Maclin, a morning reg-
ular, is running toward me. He has been running down here for
13 years. He runs with his dog, who now follows. Years ago the
dog ran ahead of Waite, but now, growing older, has to play
catch-up.

The dog ignores me each morning when I say, “pour it on,
boy.”

o o o

Running is very popular these days. Some maverick doctors
are having a helluva time trying to dream up something wrong
with it. It’s curious, those who want to take the credit for the
running boom. My thought is, if a person experiences some kind



Vern Putney, of the Guy Gannett pa-
pers in Portland, receives a plaque of
appreciation from the author. At right
is Bob Haskell of the Bangor Daily
News. Both journalists made a signifi-
cant contribution to help popularize
distance running.
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of elation by telling another he started the whole thing, then let
him. What’s the harm?

A lot of people laid the original building blocks that made
running popular. Years afterwards, using others’ missionary
labors, the late Jim Fixx came along and reaped the huge pay-
check. His timing was perfect. In writer’s parlance, Fixx rode
in on the crest of a wave. He must have made a million from his
book.

I always have believed that the two overlooked Americans
who influenced distance running most were Bob Schul and Billy
Mills. They won the 5,000 and 10,000 meter runs, respectively,
in the '64 Tokyo Olympics. It was the first time in Olympic his-
tory that Americans won these longer events. Then, bam!
bam!—Dboth victories in the same Games.

It was television’s finest hour.

Schul and Mills, I believe, ushered in a new era of distance
running for Americans.

Eight years later in ’72, Frank Shorter was the first Ameri-
can in 64 years to win the Olympic marathon.

Not by coincidence, about this same year, jogging Americans
were tripping over each other to get out into the streets; and a
sparkling new equipment industry was spawned in the country.

As a race director for ten years, part of the job involved deal-
ing with the press and television. After a six-mile race a young
runner often would come up to me with pride spilled all over his
face. “Will my name and time be in the paper, Mister?” he would
ask. '

I'd answer, “I'll do my best, kid.” And I did.

Usually I had good luck, and the next morning the kid saw his
name on the same page with Arnold Palmer and the ballplayers.
On the evening sports show, he would try to find himself in the
pack.

The sports reporters were congenial fellows to work with, and
most used the race results as interesting local copy.

About 73 the newspaper and TV stations dispatched re-
porters and cameramen to my more important races. Other
times I would write the story in about 400 words and they would
give me a byline and a check.

Three fellows for whom I have a great deal of respect are Rick
Bayko, Publisher of Yankee Runner, which was around through
most of the ’70s; Rick Krause, Publisher of Maine Runner,
which appeared the final two years of the *70s; and Bob Booker,



Kim Beaulieu, Maine’s personable running nurse. Kim began running in’75 and
is the perfect example of Johnny Kelley’s belief that it takes six years to make a
distance runner. Right on time, Kim won the Maine Coast Marathon in ’81. She
repeated that win the following year. In ’82 she was first woman home in the
Casco Bay Marathon.
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Publisher of Maine Running, which picked up where the other
two left off.

These three magazines are extensions of the sincere beliefs
their creators hold for distance running. For the most part in a
labor of love, these three fellows, from their earnings, never
could dine in the same exclusive restaurants, perhaps, that Fixx
frequented. But they are equal components of glue that hold dis-
tance running intact, allowing it to sustain itself as an organized
sport.

Two career sports writers, Vern Putney of the Guy Gannett
papers in Portland, and Bob Haskell of the Bangor Daily News
have done a great deal over the years to proliferate the sport.
The thousands of words each wrote about the races and the
runners, went beyond just getting out a column. Each held an
honest affection for distance running. It was easy to interpret
that in their articles.

o o0 o

I'm at my turn-around point now, the approach lane to Tu-
key’s Bridge. My watch shows 6:28. Right on time. Walking some
and clearing my nose—Norwegian honk style, by blocking one
nostril—I can see the cars tooling over the bridge. Starting to
run back down the Boulevard, why would I begin thinking
about ultra-marathons?

Runner’s thoughts, induced by forced oxygen, can impregnate
the mind. Non-runners would reject that truism as fiction. But
all of this s true.

Someday I'll find a runner who can make me understand why
people run ultras. It could be I'm envious because I had a knee
peppered with shrapnel in The Big One and it could not carry
me 50 or 100 miles. Then, too, I notice the ultra people have
injury-free, straight legs, whereas I’'m one of those who would
have difficulty stopping a Purina dogcart.

Many women run the ultras. I've yet to see a bow-legged
woman. Women survive the ultras nicely. Vivacious Kim Beau-
lieu is a rare talent in this killer event.

In’77 I ran a 24-hour relay with nine others in Portland Sta-
dium. I’d never do that again—all those left turns—having to
run a mile every hour for 24 hours.

Two days after the relay, while out training on the road, I
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Reporter to Robin Emery: “Today you won an important road race.’
Robin: “Yes, and what a beautiful feeling.”

found myself automatically running onto people’s front lawns. It
took a month to retool my body.

Brian Gillespie did a good job in arranging that relay. He even
talked someone into setting up a huge tent for us inside the sta-
dium. “Ziggy” ran a lot of class races through the ’70s with well-
heeled sponsors. He even enticed Bill Rodgers to run in Maine.
The late Rollie Dyer would have been proud of Ziggy.
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Nearing Payson Park now, I see Nancy Bruce, bundled
warmly, running toward me. She has been out all winter. She
runs 6.6 miles out of the YWCA. She is studying to be a beauti-
cian. She is brave and highly-motivated to be running out here
alone at this hour.

Her turn-around-point is Payson Park, and frequently I run
back along the esplanade with her, as I am doing now. We are
talking about how good it is to be out here running along the bay
when almost everyone else is still in bed.

Often, I run with young people. They have a certain relaxed
abandonment I've come to appreciate. They never complain of
overdue bills or boast of worldly possessions because they aren’t
old enough to have acquired many.

Younger people have more confidence in the future than most
older acquaintances I know. Those who disagree with this ob-
servation either have not taken the time to be friendly toward
them or, simply consider all young people contemptible.

Young people don’t speak of the future that much, but they
have a way of convincing you that it is going all right for them.

Running alongside, Nancy’s stride is as rhythmically on time
as a metronome. She seems capable of going on all day. She tells
me she was the youngest finisher in the ’81 Casco Bay Marathon.

Out across the black span of water, the city is beginning to
come alive. We can see the lights of the cars pouring in on the
highway. In an hour it will be bustling with activity.

We can feel a chill wind quartering in off the water. For the
first time I'm looking through the small icicles that hang from
my brow. I'll let them grow. It was my labor and sweat that
formed them; I will think twice before destroying anything that
grows naturally. When they bother my vision, I'll brush them
away.

The eastern sky is even pinker now, and we can see the square
tops of the buildings toward Congress Street. The tallest build-
ing on the skyline, falling behind us now, is the high-rise apart-
ment atop Munjoy Hill.

I mentioned to Nancy that a man who had traveled the entire
Eastern seaboard, including South America, once told me that
Baxter Boulevard got his vote as being most picturesque. She
said she could believe it. I certainly do.

Coming toward us is another morning regular, City Manager
Tim Honey. We pass in opposite directions several times a week.
He strides effortlessly as though he comes from a good athletic
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A couple of reasons why the Portland Boys’ Club five-miler has been a smash for
over a half century are Bart Peverada (left), long time Race Director, and Bill
Loyne, Club staff member.

background. He is always pleasant as he passes. Some day when
we chance to run in the same direction, I shall suggest that with
his name, Honey, and mine, Goodie, we should find a man
named Sweet, and the three of us go into the bakery business as
a sideline. Honey, Goodie & Sweet, Inc.

We are now passing Cheverus High School to our right. Above
the school is a strikingly large full moon. The huge yellow disc
seems perched on top of the building as though it is part of the
architecture. It is so unusually large that it slows us to a trot in
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