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(Trout Slap, continued from page 1) episode.

a chemist from San Francisco, California, a salesman and My next leg, almost seven hours later at just past
several time Hood to Coast relay veteran from Portland, midnight, was also described as very hard, but this time
Oregon, a bureaucrat (her words) from Victoria, BC, a because of the climb - 8.1 miles of it:

GPS Cooros

Exch 17: 40,988, -111.688

Excx 18: 40,925, -111,591
oL Ewevarion Loss: -280 rr. Exch 18= 5789

|TotaL ELevaTioN GAmN: 884 rr,

et Euevarion Crance: 604 rr,
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lawyer from Tulsa, Oklahoma, and a computer program-
mer from Ann Arbor, Michigan. We ranged in age from
43 to 63 years-old and were ready to rock this, the oldest
of the Ragnar Relay series, now held in sixteen cities. g
There were more than 1,000 teams at Wasatch Back E
- yes - 1, 000! The BYU men’s cross-country team and
runaway winners, ultra-teams of just two runners run-
ning close to 100 miles each, many teams like ours made BELER WL SRR R R TRR IS SRCas B S
up of recreational runners trying to extend our running Leg #2: up, up, then up“:";";;s then up some more!
years with fun activity and many beginning runner §
teams. The beauty of these relays is that the ability range After I handed off to the lead runner in van two,
is huge and the fun is assured. Sure, you may discover we all headed up to Snow Basin ski resort apd the site of
that the rental agency really didn’t reserve any vans for ~ the next exchange for our van (after the six in van two
your team and you have to make do with two Lincoln completed their legs). There were real bathrooms there
Navigators instead. Sure, you may get about two hours ~ and not the ubiquitous “Honey Bucket” porta-potties
of sleep total and have to brush your teeth in the parking that line the course elsewhere, as well as real food and
lot of some high school at 3 am before your next leg - but  a place to chill until we were up again. The sun was
the fun, laughter, jokes, spirit, and athleticism shared lowering itself and the headlamps and rear blinkie lights
with your 24-hour relay instant family is priceless. were donned for our night legs. This leg was my favorite
- run underneath a gigantic full moon, a heavy blanket
6 oo o o of stars viewed up close in the thin Utah air, and even
Bxcn 6:  41.333, 111863 though uphill, I passed 28 runners as I climbed - you feel
L e e oo completely alone and then you see a blinkie light ahead
Nev Euwaon Ciwaee:-1119 &7 and plow forward. After this next hand-off to van two we
SUUNTO zipped off to our next exchange point with the hope of
grabbing some sleep at one of the designated high school
gymnasium sleeping spots. Ha! At least 200 other teams
O a3 D L e o s had the same idea, so we just parked and did our best
Distance Miles) imitation of sleep from about 1:00 am until 4 or 5:00
Karin’s first leg - up to start, then all downbhill for 1100°. am. Yeah. More tooth brushing in the parking lot, nasty
coffee, and visits to the Honey Bucket and we were set
for our third legs and getting closer to Park City ever still.
The whole Trout Slap theme was handy whenever we
passed runners from other teams. We all had a supply of
stickers that read: “You've Been Trout Slapped” and we
became known as that crazy fish team with old (-er) run-

hen elue th ic sheets f licati ners from all over he place. Yes, we left lots of trout all
then glue them onto magnetic sheets for application on ve;. jah and it’s a weird inside joke, but we embraced it
the van. We also wrote all over the van with specially for those 24 hours in Utah ’

designed markers for just that (who knew?!), added trout All the relay vets told me the third leg was the

lighti’ an(% magekgﬁre( to leavelspa}ce on )each van lfor the toughest and while I understood that somewhere in
numper Ol road Kills (mMore relay jargon) or people we the recesses of whatever brain was left, I was still full

passed along the way. Twelve runners - two SUVs, so : . e
six per van running three legs each. We then headed off ?ﬁgﬂng}? ?ﬁgic}\\/,v};f gfr%}é{)}égdlﬁgg}%t leg arrived - a 5k

to our respective hotel rooms - five to a room in my case
-and studied our course maps for the next days assault
on the Wasatch back (the back side of the Wasatch range
up at 6,0000 to 8,0000 feet) - what on earth was this
flatlander thinking?

Since I was runner six in van one, I had to wait from
our start time at noon, until almost 5 p.m. to finally run. I
was sleep-deprived, hungry, a little worried about getting
the “baton” (slap bracelet) from our speediest runner in
good form, and more than ready to run!

My first leg was described as very hard, not due to
the length of 6.9 miles, but because after a mile climb
of about 300 feet, I would scream downhill from 6,500
feet to 5,400 feet - a quad thrasher for sure complete
with hairpin turns on a dirt road through the Avon Pass.
I loved it and ran downhill like a kid or Phoebe on the
TV series “Friends” does through Central Park in one Leg #3: a straightforward route, but one hard run!
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Exch 5 =6232"

Elevation 9
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We all gathered near Logan, Utah and the start
of the relay at Utah Valley University the day before to
enjoy some time together, decorate the van/SUVs and
get groceries for the trek ahead. Our artist team member
crafted beautiful trout logos that we needed to cut out
from huge paper rolls she had spirited by the TSA and
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Caffrey Crosses Continent for Alzheimer’s Awareness

By the time you read this, Glenn Caffrey will have
finished his Alzheimer’s Run or be in his very last miles,
with the endpoint of Misquamicut, RI in sight. He may
be running with friends and family, though his original
plan was to run solo across the country. How you can do
so while meeting runners and making friends along the
way is a matter for philosophers or logicians; Glenn’s a
teacher in the UMass Department of Resource Econom-
ics. Still, 3300-plus miles of pavement will have given
him a lot of opportunity to think, while wearing out
close to a dozen pairs of Asics DS-Trainers and burning
around a quarter of a million calories.

Meeting up and running with his daughters Celia
Caffery in Minneapolis, MN and Emily Caffery in Ann
Arbor, MI along the way was a hugely important part
of Glenn’s plan, as was posting near-daily updates on
his Facebook and Twitter sites, and more extensive
ruminations on the website <alzrun.org>. There’s
a list of media reports there from various newspapers
and tv stations who’ve reported on his progress along
the way, along with great pictures. Around here many
non-runners have heard of his project, thanks in large
measure to stories in the Recorder, Bulletin, Gazette and
Union, not to mention channels 22 and 4o0.

What follows is a sample from Glenn’s blog:

“I have been referring to this trip as “self-
supported” because a significant part of my day to day
existence involves pushing my 60+ pound stroller and
finding safe places to sleep and food to eat. Yet, I am
utterly dependent on others. A better term might be
“supported generously, continuously, and unpredictably
by people I know and don’t know” (an unwieldy term, I
admit). I cannot overstate this. My emotions are often
on the surface on this trip, not so much because of my
routine that requires that I push on (even when I don’t
feel like it), but because it is an amazing experience to be
continually on the receiving end of such love and gener-
osity, everyday.

“My regular Sunday running group finishes each
summer run with a plunge in a cold water stream near
my home called the Green River, the perfect therapy for
legs punished by a long hilly run. I always wanted to be
the kind of person who could just dive in, but instead
have been a one-toe-at-a-time type. Two years ago, I was
determined dive in, like the others, but it always took
me so long to get up the courage, knowing the bracing
shock that awaited, even though the shock was over in a
moment and the benefits would be wonderful and last-
ing. It didn’t help that my friends’ shrieks betrayed how
cold the water actually was, despite what they would say.
But I learned a trick: I don’t have to dive into the water; I
just need to dive into the air and the rest would take care
of itself. Maybe I am simple, but this works for me.

“This describes how I went into this run, though on
a different scale. I had too little time to plan, and I tried
to be aware of and prepared for the things I wouldn’t
recover from, but the rest, which is to say most of the
trip, I hoped would take care of itself. And it has so far.

“The only desperate time, when I first arrived in
Oregon not having slept the night before because of
packing, that I had a Wile E. Coyote moment, if I can go
back to the jumping in the air metaphor, where I had a
period of being suspended midair, panicked about what
was about to happen, the scale of my commitment and

& my inability. With Wile, when gravity kicked in, it meant

Glenn arrives in Wisconsin, with bagel and (creamed) cheese

ﬁrmly in hand. (Submitted photo)

(Team Trout Slap, contd. from page 21) |

a plunge to a stream way below (kerplush). For me
“gravity” meant the nurturing guidance of people I had
not met previously but now consider dear friends, Joan
and Nick, who got me through the day and the weeks
that followed directly and through family and friends

of family and friends of these friends--you get the idea.
Gravity for me also means (Continued on next page)

It’s flat and only a 5k, what could be tough? Ha! It
was high noon the next day by then, my quads were bark-
ing from all the hilly foolishness and oh yeah, the lack of
oxygen was catching up with me! I gave it my all and ran
just a 19:32 5k for this last leg and happily handed off to
van two - already dreaming of a shower, a real meal, and
my quilts back home.

While I can’t share all that happened in the van
(like Vegas, that stays in the van), this was tremendous
and mostly for the chance to be with 11 incredible folks
who all share the same joy of running. Many of us have
been runners since grade school and the rest were fairly
new runners. We are all students of the sport and did
our best to run our assigned legs with focus and at the

pace our captain submitted for each of us months ago.
We ended up third in the mixed-masters category and
128 out of 1,012 teams. The BYU cross-country team won
the whole event, but we all came away feeling victorious.

If this (fish) tale rambles like a relay, it’s because
it takes awhile to process all that happened during our
journey. While we’ll never reach the speed of the famous
Mass Dash Dirty Dozen or be written up in Running
Times, we were a happy Team Trout Slap and I highly
recommend the relay experience. If someone asks you to
join a relay team, say YES!

P.S. For the running geeks amongst us, I saw Mo
Farah and Galen Rupp walking through the Salt Lake
City airport on departure day!
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(Caffrey, continued) running home. When I am on
the road running toward home, I feel good at the deepest
level. Ifind it interesting to discover that progress, no
matter how painfully slow, is what matters most. I need
to keep moving.

“Daily I meet people, sometimes I don’t even
meet them, who support me in meaningful ways--
logistically, physically, or emotionally. The number of
vehicles that beep and wave or move way over astounds
me--thousands--and these small acts mean a lot to
me. People I encounter when I stop are almost always
wonderful, whether it is making me a black bean burger
in the middle of a national forest in Oregon after clos-
ing time (heaven to a protein-starved vegetarian in beef
country), to a rancher who shouted out from the woods
as I ran past, wondering what I was up to. His family had
experience Alzheimer’s disease, and he gave me heart-
felt encouragement (and grizzly advice!). A farmer in a
saloon far from a town, an unexpected place to get some
fuel, insisted on buying my sodas and shaking my hand.
“No one doing what you are doing should have to buy his
own soda” he said to me and other patrons nearby. Two
nights ago after a day of running into a headwind, cold
rain, and lightning, multiple generations of dancers from
the nearby Wind River Reservation, passing through on
their way home from a performance, cheered me up in
what was my home for the night with their conversation
and warmth. These interactions happen by the dozens
each day--with people from places and lifestyles very
different from mine. Caring for me, and I for them in
return.

“Some relationships are deeper. The folks that
ran with me or hosted me for a night or a breakfast or
lunch--there are so many beautiful people in these places
that seemed so far-flung. Many of these relationships
(joyously) continue through facebook, email, twitter, and
phone. Every single day I wake up to find my body ready
to go, but my spirit not so sure. These gestures from
these new friends and old friends and family--often even
strangers who heard from word of mouth--not just get
me going but make me excited to have the privilege to do
SO.

“Several times cars await me on the side of the road
having heard that I am coming into town. Some spot me
driving past (sometimes several times--there aren’t many
roads out here) and stop to chat, having heard of my
run from others or just curious. My new friends Norm
and Alicia, who hosted me when my leg first swelled up,
passed me on the road many days later coming back
from a trip with protein bars, a dozen boiled eggs, and
friendship.

“The two days I spent in the Valley View Assisted
Living Center in John Day, OR, was a turning point for
me. I could not get the swelling in my leg to go down,
and I was very discouraged. The staff and residents
pampered me, encouraged me, and told me I needed to
call them when I reach Rhode Island, when I was doubt-
ing that that was possible. So many individuals were so
nice to me over those two hardest days, I wish I could
describe each of them. I will just single out Etta, whose
dad had Alzheimer’s, who, like many others I've met on
the trip with Alzheimer’s in their family or among their
close friends, shared with me a deeply knowing and
powerfully moving connection--an understanding of how

much is lost and how much is at stake.

“The folks at Valley View gave me several things,
but among them is an American flag that you might have
seen on my twitter pictures (it needs a little patching due
to strong winds, but I will do it.) They told me that my
stroller should have a flag, and I agree. For me the flag
is a symbol of what I have experienced about the part of
the country that I have passed through so far, an ideal
that I, to be honest, did not expect. The country really
does feel like a community of caring people. I know that
there is a unique nature to my trip that attracts interest,
but I think it would be unfortunate to dismiss my experi-
ences as an anomaly. Perhaps because I am so depen-
dent on the help of strangers, I am judging less, more
open to each person as a friend. But I am not sure that
this has to change when I return home. I am not sure
that I am any less interdependent in my normal routine.
I hope I can carry this feeling--this way of being--with
me long after this summer ends.

“So, thank you to the wonderful people who have
helped me much more that you can imagine. I feel like
others, both at home and in my travels, have infused the
trip with meaning and I have a job of many to do in all
this, a singular one, of just running home.

Glenn’s daughter
Emily |

models one %

of the “official”
alzrun.org
singlets.

(Submitted
photo)

Glenn’s been a SMAC member for years, including
several as one of our dominant racers. Despite being
outfitted with an artificial hip last year, he conceived of
this new, ultra- ultra- goal and he hasn’t looked back.
He’s pushed a stroller with his gear and supplies the
whole way (except when friends took turns), and it goes
without saying that he’s brought a lot of attention to the
disease. Caffrey hopes to raise $25,000 in contributions
as well; to learn how to give, go to <alzrun.org> for
more information.
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Looking their very best:
Isaac Lello-Smith, (#169) overtook Sam Coates-Finke (#212) at the finish
of this year’s Northampton Mile.
Both boys attend Northampton High and took 16th and 17th places respectively.

(Photo by Ken Wanmar)
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