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ñCome on Amanda,ò I yelled.  ñYou got her, go to 

the Cape girl,ò still frantic but a bit more calm. 

ñGooooo Amanda,ò I implored.  The moment of 

calm had passed, they were running for a state title 

and I was a coach. 

ñThere is not a lot of coaching to be done once the 

race begins.ò I have heard this countless times from 

the sages of my sport and I have even said it to my-

self on occasion.  After all itôs a race that will begin 

and end at nearly the same point with a designated 

group of seven young people all doing the same 

thing.  I am not going to make substitutions or try 

this play or that defense. There are no time-outs.  In-

stead we need to run faster than everyone else and to 

a degree every team along the starting line as the 

same plan; run as fast as you can for 5 kilometers.  

Those same wise old coaches impart, ñCoaching 

happens during the week and before the race.ò  And 

again they are correct that the preparation is of the 

utmost importance.  In a sense you are given the im-

pression that everything is out of your hands and 

youôre better off staying aloof from the whole spec-

tacle until the conclusion when polite applause is ac-

ceptable.  Thatôs fine if you are taking in Swan Lake 

but this is athletics, this is competition.  Someone is 

going to win, others will lose.  Cross country isnôt 

ballet.   

The mad dash of humanity is off with team, school, 

and individual pride stoking runnersô legs and arms.  

The runners explode from the line with all of the 

pent up energy which has been building over the 

week.  As a coach you pray they have channeled it 

into their legs and havenôt diverted it into their 

heads.  Itôs not worth it to think about minutiae and 

obsess on details now, but instead just run. 

A funny thing happens once the gun goes off.  That 

certain veil of ñcalm and collected,ò if I ever had it, 

is dropped once the BANG of the gun reverberates.   

I could stand there, at state meet, like a pod person, 

or I could do everything I can possibly do to help my 

kids do well on this day, the day they have worked 

months for.  My primary goal is to be the biggest 

loudest fan, pep band, mascot possible throughout 

the race.  Whatever course your  team runs on, if you 

are willing to run, you can see your  athletes any-

where from 6 to 10 times in a 5K race.   Along with 

Margaret, my wife and assistant coach, our athletes 

cover little ground without either of us cheering them 

on.   

Having very little to do with my cheering, yelling or 

my wifeôs support the race begins just as I had 

hoped.  All of our runners -- Amanda, seniors Laura 

and Maggie, sisters Mary and Adrienne, along with 

Alyssa and Mary, the freshmen -- have come into the 

( C ontinued on page 4)  
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  The President’s Corner 

Have you ever wanted to time a race or help time a 

race?  Before I get a resounding óNoô I can assure 

you that it is not as difficult as might be imagined.  

Making the task of timing a race manageable begins 

with the people you have working the finish line. 

Sub5 is fortunate to have a lot of individuals who are 

generous with their time and volunteer to organize 

and time many of the races in our series along with 

other races in the area.  Ryan King is a true master of 

providing accurate results for our races; but a suc-

cessful finish line is more than one person as I am 

sure Ryan can attest.   

A successful race and accurate timing is a true team 

effort.  This team is needed to set up, register runners 

and provide finish line support at every race.  Some 

of our larger races require upwards of 20 people on 

the finish line alone to compile results and make sure 

that the finish line is organized and goes as smoothly 

as a chaotic race finish can be. The Walter Hunt 3 k 

is one race that comes to mind.   

Road racing and distance running is so often the 

lonely pursuit in training and competition.  Individ-

ual runner versus individual runner, but on the finish 

line you function as a team.  Itôs not all up to you 

(hopefully) but instead youôre working together.  

We are fortunate at Sub5 to have a very dedicated 

team of volunteers who help put on some of the 14 

races that stretch the breadth of Eastern Maine for 

Tradewinds/Sub5 Series.  Thank you to all our vol-

unteers over the years and if you or your family 

member would like to learn how to organize and 

time a road race, please send me an e-mail! We are 

working on setting up a time to train people in all the 

areas of race management. maggie-

mae100@hotmail.com  

One final note, Pam Nourse, our Newsletter Editor 

was accepted at Claremont Lincoln University to get 

her Doctorate in Hebrew Bible (Old Testament). She 

moved out to California in mid August and everyone 

has an open invite to stay with her if you need a 

place to crash while running a marathon! She has 

graciously agreed to continue her work on the News-

letterðThank you Pam! The Sub5 community 

wishes you the very best, study hard, play hard! 

     ~ Margaret Capehart, President 

 

(Editorôs note:  Lots of great races here in southern 

California ï unfortunately, the really local marathon 

(Five Cities) has been cancelled for this year, but LA 

is coming up in March!  Of course, if everyone takes 

me up on this offer at the same time, the apartment 

could get pretty crowded.  Good thing weôre a 

friendly bunch!) 
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Races, Places & Faces! 

Garelick Milk Mile 
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first mile mark in excellent position.  Most impor-

tantly we have five runners in the top 25 overall.  I 

am focused on the top 5 knowing that their finishing 

number will add together for our team score.  

ñYour girls look good,ò a rival coach mentions as we 

wait for the stampede of legs around a blind corner. 

ñYeah, you think?ò I respond with apprehension.  

The race isnôt over at a mile but I was encouraged by 

the start.  Two miles to go. 

The last two miles of the race sped by as my wife 

and I ran from point to point to support our runners 

and monitor what was happening in the race.  As 

well as the race started, it was bound to become a 

closer affair as the top teams closed in on the finish 

line.  My wife and I booked it across brown fields, 

trudging through mud and water just as the runners 

surely were doing, to lend our support to any runner 

in a purple top and black shorts.  Consistently fol-

lowing the race allowed me to monitor the standings 

and our wide open lead at mile 1 had shrunk consid-

erably.  Would the girls shrink to the pressure or con-

tinue their remarkable start? 

For as quickly as a 5k race goes with the top individ-

ual runners under 20 minutes easily and the top 

teams with their top 5 all in under 22:00, as a coach I 

felt every minute.  Because we had started the race 

off from the front of the pack the ever-evolving plan 

by two miles into the race was simple now:  hold.  

Although the gap had shrunk the girls were doing it, 

holding on for the state title.  As they passed the two 

mile mark Adrienne and Amanda remained in top 10 

like they had been in every race all year.  My nerves 

relaxed ever so slightly with their remarkable consis-

tency.  As an added bonus Maggie continued to re-

main in top form and was right behind the top two.  

My cheering or yelling became more enthusiastic 

with 3 in the top 20 with a mile to go.   

( C ontinued from page 1)  

ñWhere are my fourth and fifth?ò I mutter to myself 

in a brief moment of contemplation.  Troubling, a 

stream of runners not in purple and black has passed 

by me before I catch a glimpse of my fourth, Mary.  

Mary had been a top 3 or top 2 runner for us all year 

and was not up to her usual standards on this gray 

Saturday.  One runner amongst the seven can often 

have a disproportionate impact on any given race and 

Mary couldnôt fall back any more.  Like all of our 

runners, pain was etched into her face and she picked 

up 4 or 5 spots by two and half miles. 

The race was in its defining moment and I wasnôt 

comfortable with our standing.  Too many Cape and 

MDI runners had filled in the spaces between Adri-

enne, Amanda, Maggie and Mary.  A shred of hope 

appeared in our fifth, Laura, who had closed her own 

gap on Mary giving little room for opposing runners.  

My two seniors were running their best races in the 

most important race.  A typical cross country race 

changes little after the 2 mile mark and although a 

little less than a mile remained I couldnôt rest.  As 

close as they were to it so was Cape, the dominant 

power in Class B cross country.   

I took up my typical position at the base of a small 

hill which leads into the last 200 meters of the Bel-

fast course.  Inside my heart told me to be optimistic 

as I watched the runners ascend the last hill.  I am 

not scientific in my approach to tracking the finish; 

instead it is all about feeling and at that moment I 

had a good feeling.  After Mary the freshman and 

Alyssa had passed me and were on their way to the 

finish I jogged towards finish line meeting up with 

my wife who had been a little further up the hill. 

ñDid we do it?ò I asked hoping for the positive an-

swer. 

ñI think they did but it was too close to say defi-

nitely.ò  I had to know the result, the wait was going 

to be excruciating as the computer tabulated the re-

sults.  Even Maggieôs father, who consistently had a 

handle on our races throughout the year could only 

echo, ñItôs going to be close.ò Would it be Cape or 

Bapst? 

From a Coach’s Perspective 
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Coaches, athletes and parents congregated around the 

perimeter of the officialôs tent.  No one seemed to 

have an idea because even the individual results had 

yet to be posted on the wall let alone team results.  It 

was mentally draining, pure conjecture at that point.  

Had Cape closed?  Was Laura far enough ahead of 

Capeôs fifth?  These and countless more scenarios 

rattled around in my head.  Our runners had returned 

to the team area to get their warm-ups on while Mar-

garet and I waited and waited.  I didnôt want to talk 

about the race, I didnôt want to think about it -- just 

the results please.  The official pulled the results off 

of the printer and walked towards the wall with a 

slight smirk on his face I didnôt know which way to 

take. 

ñBack up please, everyone please step back,ò he 

commanded.  I pushed towards the official along 

with a few other coaches, hopping in place, to catch 

a glimpse of the team results as soon as possible.  He 

turned his back abruptly as if he were guarding state 

secrets.  Not to be outdone, I jumped up and down 

until I caught it, 1: John Bapst Memorial High 

School. I didnôt even look further because it didnôt 

matter. ñWe won!ò I yelled and burst from the 

crowd.   I was stunned and ecstatic at the same time.    

They had done it, they were state champs.  Margaret 

and I embraced as my emotions came pouring out.  

We both jogged back to the team area happy to be 

splattering through mud and water.  I gathered my-

self within a few meters of the team tent hoping to 

look half under control.  Big eyes of hope looked at 

me and smiles began to show on the runnersô faces 

as my body language gave me away.   

ñCoach?ò 

ñYou did it.  You did it, you all did it,ò I said as 

cheers and screams erupted. 

Congratulations to Jake Leithiser, winner of the 2011 

Sub5 College Scholarship.  Jake is attending UMO 

and will continue to compete in Track and Field 

there.  His winning application essay appears below. 

Sub5 College Scholarship 

I participate in track and field because it was bred into my 

genes. My father was the track coach at Old Town High 

School for several years, and my mother excelled at track 

while attending Old Town High School. I started running 

track at a very young age and as I grew older my parents 

were able to help me more with advice and tips and my 

interest in it grew. By the time I was in middle school, my 

talents in track had begun to flourish and I learned more 

about the true joy of running; about setting my individual 

goals and working hard to achieve those goals. Listening 

to my parentsô love of the sport and their accomplish-

ments made me realize my potential, and I wanted to 

make them proud by achieving success in the sport. Once 

I started achieving success in high school track, my rea-

sons for participating in track shifted. I was now partici-

pating in track in hopes of being able to take it to the next 

level; college. Both my grandfather and my father played 

college sports, and I wanted to keep the tradition going, 

and due to my success in high school, I realized being a 

college athlete was a realistic goal.  

Now that I have been accepted to college and plan to con-

tinue participating in track and field, my new goal is to be 

successful at the college level. Just participating in a col-

lege sport has always been a dream of mine, but now that 

Iôve achieved that dream, I want to take it a step further 

and motivate myself to thrive at the college level. I want 

to be able to say that I succeeded at a college sport and 

thrived where most people only dream. Whether that be 

placing at a conference meet or being a national cham-

pion, Iôll do whatever it takes to achieve my goals.  

As for my life goals, my main goal is to be doing some-

thing that I love. Whether or not that will involve track is 

unclear at this point. I would love to still be involved in 

track in the future through the coaching aspect, as I feel I 

should give back what Iôve earned and experienced 

through track and field. I want to have a family and stay 

right here in Maine, and get my kids involved in track at a 

young age, just as my parents did with me.   
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Wednesday Evening Track Workouts 

Wednesday evening track workouts have wrapped up for the season.  Many, many thanks to Pete Lodge for 

his leadership and inspiration, and thanks to everyone who came out and participated!  Track workouts will 

resume in the spring ð watch the Sub5 website and newsletter for details. 

Kids Run the Nation 

Congratulations to everyone who helped make another season of Kids Run the Nation a big success!  Over the 

course of the summer, sessions were held in conjunction with the Wednesday night track workouts; we had up 

to five kids, ages 5 to 11, participate each week.  As you can see, everyone had a great time!  Many thanks to 

Margaret and Joe Capehart, who led the program, and to Rob Lorenzo, Jim Karcanes, and Samantha Matoush 

who filled in when Margaret and Joe werenôt available.  For more information on the Kids Run the Nation  

program, check out www.rrca.org.  
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Cabot Trail Roundup 

Rhino Redux on the Cabot Trail 

by John Peckenham 

Some of you have probably heard of the Cabot Trail 

Relay. And you may know about some of the out-

standing Maine teams that have run it, and many 

times won it. Teams like the Maine-iacs and the 

Road Hags. You may even know about the Maine 

Running Fossils. But there is another notorious 

Maine team, the Rhino Redux whose goal is to both 

run well and have fun. The team members include 

living legends who require only one name to be rec-

ognized like Newell, Judd, Chris*, and Katrina. 

Other team stalwarts still labor under the burden of 

having to be identified by their full names.  

 

The race comprises 17 legs of varying degrees of dif-

ficulty; all challenging and tough in some special 

way. In 2011 the Rhinos team members and their 

legs were: Katrina Bisheimer (1); Rachel Almy (2); 

John Pearsall (3); Bob Bryant (4); Chris* Almy (5); 

Newell Lewey (6); Donne Sinderson (7); Bernie 

Stockley (8); John Peckenham (9); Amos Almy (10); 

Issac Almy (11); Graham Pearsall (12); Patricia Lech 

(13); Judd Esty-Kendall (14) Sally Peckenham (15), 

Phoebe Peckenham (16), and Alan Stockley (17).  

 

This year culminated in a very important run for 

Katrina. She completed running each one of the 17 

legs and joined an elite group within the Cape Breton 

Relay community. The Maine-iacs honored Katrina's 

accomplishment by presenting her with a large Cape 

Breton Trail road sign that was awarded to them for 

winning the overall race. Although Katrina appeared 

to have had tears running down her face at the ban-

quet, she was all smiles.  

 

The weather was different every hour of the race, in 

true Cape Breton fashion. Sunny and hot, dense fog, 

drizzle, cold rain, warm drizzle, warm and foggy, 

and windy. There was even some snow in the woods 

in the highest mountain passes.  

 

The race is like a giant slow-moving road block. We 

all noisily followed the race around the island with 

the other 69 teams and individual groups would ar-

rive and disappear for naps and meals. Music is 

played (loudly) at the finish line to keep everyone's 

spirits up. When the times were added up the Rhinos 

ended up tenth overall, a very respectable showing. 

To give you a feel for the event, following are recol-

lections from some of the Rhinos.  

 

Rachel Almy ï Leg 2. Somehow, at the beginning of 

the race I was at the head of the pack, leading every-

one out. Then one by one they started to pass. At the 

end though, I was happy and couldn't believe how 

quickly the yellow 1 km sign came up. I thought it 

must have been placed incorrectly, but soon heard 

the infamous music ahead. I was even more happy to 

see the clock reading 1:27 when I finished. I still 

can't believe my brothers did the math right to calcu-

late my mile splits for that race, I ran faster than I 

thought I could. 

 

Chris* - Leg 5. My highlight was feeling good de-

spite being laid up most of the winter. Funniest mo-

ment was during Leg 11 waiting just before the fin-

ish line screaming and hollering into the pitch black-

ness for Isaac to hurry and cross the finish line. 

When lo and behold Isaac comes up behind me puts 

hand on my shoulder and says "Dad I am right here". 

He had already finished four minutes earlier and I 

did not see him. 

 

Bernie Stockley--Scenes from Leg 8. "I've got to 

have my turkey dinner, and I need a nap." This is all 

good, but I have to figure out the time frame for this. 

Alan, Esmae and I have watched some of the legs 

being run. Watching Nancy Lagin of the Maine Run-

ning Fossils, Samantha Matoush of the Maine Road 

Hags, and Rhino team mate Bob Bryant run Leg 4 

makes me envious, but the noise of the steel railings 

on the roadside being hit by the rocks would drive 

me crazy. Kudos to those brave souls who can run 

this leg and deal with all those crazy spectators. We 

( C ontinued on page 8)  
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are sitting in the car at the beginning of leg 8. I 

wanted to ride through leg 8 to refresh my memory 

of the leg. We also needed to go up and down the far 

end of leg 9, to have my turkey dinner at Mountain 

View Restaurant, go back up and down leg 9 again 

and get back to the start of leg 8, and have time to 

rest and digest the meal for at least 2 hours before the 

start of my leg. The time frame was looking good. I 

like getting to the restaurant early, we're usually the 

first to get there, so the place is quiet. Now the wait-

ress that works there has gotten to recognizing us. 

There's hummingbird feeders on the windows, Es-

mae loves watching the little birds coming to roost 

on the feeders and sipping the nectar. 

 

Have you ever noticed the awesome white rocks that 

are at the start of leg 8? We asked John Peckenham 

what kind of rock it was. We were informed it was 

limestone and that the fascinating ridges across the 

road was where it had been cut out. It seems that 

each leg of the Relay has some form of interest to 

attract anyoneôs attention. You've got the Gaelic Col-

lege at the start with a bagpiper getting your blood 

flowing through your veins, then old churches and 

cemeteries with families from centuries past. Ocean 

views, beautiful mountains, small towns with people 

speaking in a language that hints of our forefathers. 

And you can't help but marvel at the work that the 

race organizers do to put on such a spectacular event, 

and keeping it fun and safe for all of the racers and 

spectators.  

 

It's getting closer to the time for the race to start. 

There's a little drizzle but no winds to speak of, and 

47 degrees F. My kind of day for a run. "You don't 

seem nervous," John informs me. "Just keeping the 

energy for the run," is my answer. The Peckenhams 

take off, John is running leg 9 and will be waiting for 

Alan with the number for the car. We're lining up to 

start the race. Robin Emery and I wish each other a 

good race. And we're off. Leg 8 starts at the bottom 

of a hill, which keeps going up for 3 km. We're all 

trying to vie for a good position and get a pace that 

doesn't die in the end. This is a shorter leg so I felt I 

needed to go out faster than for a longer race. I tag 

onto a woman who has a good clip going and decide 

to stay at this pace as long as I can. Her fan club 

keeps going by us cheering her on. As the race goes 

( C ontinued from page 7)  on they start cheering for us both. Alan and Esmae 

have finally showed up to cheer me on. I ask what 

distance we're at and he tells me some kilometer dis-

tance, but at this point I can't even remember how far 

the leg is in kilometers. So this bit of information 

does me no good. We're both reaching our limits. I 

offer to take the lead, in hopes of maintaining our 

pace. I am desperately looking for the McDonald 

farm, with the big barn beside the road. Finally it is 

in sight. I've lost my running companion after the 

switch, so started my focus on the guy ahead, trying 

to close the gap, but he apparently felt the pull of the 

finish line also. There is a nice downhill finish on 

this leg, you can feel the pull of it as you near the 

end. In the previous two Relay races I've run, my fin-

ishes have all been on the right side of the road. I 

was trying to locate which side of the road I was to 

end this run, my mind wanted right from the habit of 

this happening in my past runs on the relay, but as 

typical form of the relay the finish was abrupt, and 

this time on my left, with a little bump to run up to 

the finishing mat. It was done, all the tension of 

training, of not letting the team down, of reaching 

my personal goal for the race, and hopefully passing 

it (which I did). I had completed my leg, and was 

happy with the results.  This isn't always possible, so 

this in itself was a happy accomplishment.  

 

The car number was switched over to Sally and 

Phoebe, and John was ready for his run. After our 30 

minute wait we started up Leg 9 to cheer in our new 

and old friends running this gruesome leg. John was 

doing great, running near the front of the pack. It was 

such a relief to have my leg done, but to watch the 

continual running of the relay with its new runners 

keeps the adrenaline pumping. 

 

John Peckenham- Leg 9, or, Crazy for Mountains. 

This leg starts in a narrow and steep valley. The 

clouds hang low over the mountains and leave me 

feeling cold and damp. It is getting dark so I get my 

safety vest checked and pick up a glow stick. Then I 

take a warm-up run to get away from the crowd and 

get my mind ready to race. Then back to the starting 

line where I joke with the crew from St. John Ambu-

lance. I find it ironic that the older guy with the big 

white beard can hang out with runners year after year 

and still smoke almost non-stop. I strip off my extra 

layers at the start line, toss them to my son James 

and try to keep warm. Then, right on schedule, we 
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are off. 

 

For the first mile I focus on pace and save some en-

ergy for the hill. As soon as the grade picks up (to 

11%) the pack spreads out widely and try as I might I 

couldn't pass anyone on the uphill. And uphill it was 

for several punishing kilometers. Plenty of cheers 

from passing vehicles but I stay focused on my form. 

Slowly and painfully the top of the mountain nears 

and then the road flattens out. Snow drifts still lie in 

the woods nearby. Great cheering here at the top 

from the Road Hags, thank you! Then downhill on 

an equally steep twisting pitch. I go easy on the 

downhill since I injured my foot last winter and I 

didn't want to pound down hard. A few young bucks 

thundered past but I was to leave them by the way-

side before we finished. Coming down the mountain 

was hard too, the air was filled with car exhaust, 

burnt brake stench, and for some inexplicable reason, 

the smell of grilling hamburgers. 

 

Adam Goode warned me that after coming down off 

the mountain this leg had 5 kilometers more to go. I 

eased into my marathon mode and as the darkness 

settled in I worked hard to keep a steady pace. My 

legs were like limp spaghetti now and I tried to keep 

to the soft shoulder but it was too dark and uneven, 

so I tramped on the hard pavement. Kilometers start-

ing stretching into miles and then suddenly without 

any warning, there was the finish line. A glowing 

island in the dark. I never heard the music!  After 

crossing the pads, I had a few choice words regard-

ing this leg for our team manager (Chris*), handed 

over the glow stick to Amos, found my children and 

then headed out to deliver runners to Cheticamp and 

Baddeck. 

 

Amos Almyï Leg 10. My legs have never burned 

like they did on that last long, LONG hill going to 

the finish. But that music never sounded sweeter. 

 

Issac Almy ï Leg 11. This was an exceptional leg of 

the race that was both forgiving for those people out 

of shape and a leg that made you beg for forgiveness 

by the end of it. The downhill portion made you feel 

as fast as an Olympic athlete. The two hills at the end 

made you feel like you should get off the couch more 

often. 

 

Patricia Lech- Leg 13.  At 2 a.m., the temperature 

was an unseasonably warm 66 degrees. Expecting 

the usual cold blowing wind, I had packed a reflec-

tive jacket, hat, long sleeve shirts, cold and colder 

weather tights for the race. My over-packing was re-

warded as I wore shorts and a light shirt. It was a 

beautiful night for running. Starting in the town of 

Cheticamp, the organizers tried to keep the start 

quiet. The starter was talking and then must have 

said "Go" because the front runners were off. There 

were streetlights but headlights helped see the un-

even road. A warm wind blew in from the water. 

There were some gentle rises and falls in the road to 

keep it interesting, but nothing tough. No lights were 

on in any of the homes or businesses. A mile and a 

half into the race we passed the now closed Charlie's 

Music. Judd, Katrina, Rosalea and I had driven 

through our leg earlier in the day. Katrina was ex-

cited to stop at Charlie's Music to update her Aca-

dian music CD collection with a party CD. The 

"music store" was two-thirds convenience store and 

had a room of CDs. The French speaking clerk went 

into the closed area to get the "best CD". It was a 

collection of upbeat fiddle music. 

 

Maine was well represented on this leg. The second 

water stop at 10K was staffed with lots of friendly 

Almys and Pearsalls. At eight miles, the church of 

St. Joseph du Moine stood out. At 2:45 a.m., it sure 

looked like St. Maine! Coming in second on this leg 

was Cabot Trail rookie Corey Bean who had spent 

the day trying to remain incognito as captain of 

UMaine's cross country team by wearing an Arkan-

sas sweatshirt. My roommate for this trip, Rosalea 

Kimball wearing the Hags skirt was announced as a 

boy since the announcer wasn't expecting a woman 

to run so fast. Leg 13 for team 13. For me this was 

unlucky 13 at work. Despite training well, the Old 

Faht (that is what his reflective vest said) Dick 

Storch and I made it through the leg past the official 

cut-off time. 

 

Sally Peckenham- Leg 15. This leg was pretty excit-

ing. The weather was nice and warm and the begin-

ning of the course was beautiful and pretty flat and 

enjoyable, especially in the the rosy early morning. 

The course was comfortable and had some gentle 

( C ontinued on page 10)  
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hills all throughout. The end was slightly more tax-

ing with several hills the last few kilometers, I was 

pretty thrilled to hear the loud music and see the 

crowds that signaled that I was done! 

 

Phoebe Peckenham- Leg 16. I was happy to run this 

leg, as it was probably one of the flattest races I have 

ever run, which is lucky because every other leg of 

Cabot is full if hills of every type. During the race, I 

saw this funny old man in front of me that I kept get-

( C ontinued from page 9)  ting closer and closer to as the course progressed, 

and he had a support van full of loud and cheerful 

individuals who would cheer him on, shouting ñdonôt 

let that girl beat you, cômon!! ñ and he would laugh 

and spit something right back at them cheerfully. I 

eventually passed him, much to the hilarious disap-

pointment of the support van, and we laughed at each 

other saying ñgood luck!ò and kept on running. I 

loved the energy and cheer of some of the people I 

ran beside, or the people who nodded and puffed out 

a good luck as I passed them, and although we were 

all racing, it was not overly competitive, it was FUN. 

A Cabot Trail Side Story  

by Tricia Lech 

On the way to the Cabot Trail relays, several of us planned a visit to Carly Bunyan's family in Cape Breton. 

Carly was a triple jumper who graduated from University of Maine in 2006.  She still holds numerous Nova 

Scotia and Cape Breton high school and age-group records. In March of her sophomore year, she had a seizure 

and was diagnosed with a brain tumor. After surgery and chemotherapy, Carly returned to University of 

Maine. She had to relearn balance and rebuild her strength. She worked with academic support to compensate 

for memory problems in her courses. In 2005, she set a college best triple jump of 36 feet 7 inches that still 

ranks among the University of Maine's top ten performances. Carly received NCAA's Wilma Rudolph award 

for her ability to overcome adversity. After college graduation, she returned to Cape Breton to help coach her 

high school team. The cancer recurred in late 2008 and she passed away in February 2009. 

 

Adam Goode of the Maniacs was a teammate of Carly's so we planned to meet at the Cape Breton information 

center then go to her family's home. Adam drove with several Maniacs and a Fossil, Brett Vicary, leaving Old 

Town at 6 a.m.. I met up with fellow Rhinos Katrina Bisheimer, Judd Esty-Kendall and a Hag, Rosalea Kim-

ball, in East Eddington around 6:30 a.m.. It seemed rather odd to call at 6:45 a.m. to say we'd meet 500 miles 

away at the Canso Causeway between 4:15 and 4:30 p.m. but this was a familiar trip. Despite some border de-

lays, we arrived within 20 minutes of each other. After a short break, Adam jumped into our car and we drove 

the mile to the Bunyan's home. Carly's family reminded me so much of Carly- really wonderful people. They 

had several pictures of Carly in Maine and her awards displayed in their dining area overlooking the causeway. 

After a nice visit, her mother blew kisses at us as we drove away. 

 

When the University field house is re-done, the plan is to add a second jumping pit which will be named after 

Carly and another Blackbear athlete Rhett Morse who also died of cancer shortly after he competed for Uni-

versity of Maine. This will be a great benefit to both the university and high school jumpers. Several of Carly's 

teammates are spearheading a fundraising campaign. If you would like to contribute to the jumping pit in 

Carly's memory or make a contribution to the field house renovation send it to Mark Lech, 216 Memorial 

Gym, University of Maine, Orono, ME  04469. New Balance is matching the funds raised. 
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Running With the Fossils 

by Joe Lawlor 

In all of our lives at one point or another we look to 

belong to something bigger than ourselves, some-

thing that has purpose and meaning -- and it doesnôt 

hurt that in this case it appeals to my competitive 

side. 

 What Iôm discussing is a legendary race, the Cabot 

Trail Relay Race, that includes some of the current 

and past running legends and relative newbies such 

as myself.  The competitors are teams gathered from 

around New England and Canada.  We in the Greater 

Bangor area are fortunate enough to field 4 teams out 

of the 70 that are allowed including: The Maine-iacs, 

The Maine Road Hags, The Fossils and The Rhino 

Redux.   Overall there are over 1,400 runners not in-

cluding our support team members.  Because of my 

tender age of 50 I qualified to join the Fossils and 

was lovingly referred to as a baby fossil by our very 

skilled and supportive team leaders, Rene and Anna.  

 I hadnôt run competitively in the past 35 years, but 

did run an occasional race once in a while prior to 

this event.  I was fortunate to have a couple of train-

ing buddies Caleb and Dave to help me train in 

preparation of fulfilling my commitment to myself 

and my fellow runners.  But as was pointed out to 

me, itôs as competitive or fun as you want to make it.  

Most of my teammates have run competitively for 

years with amazing histories of running competi-

tively at Boston and/or New York marathons numer-

ous times and many other races featuring amazing 

times and distances.  Some of my teammates chose 

to prolong their running careers by running at a less 

breakneck pace and enjoying the scenery as they go.  

Our Maine teams are designed to accommodate run-

ners of all skill levels and many runners have gone 

from qualifying from one team to another.  

 Even though itôs a team effort determined by a col-

lective time total of all team members itôs still a race 

against your fellow 70 competitors on your leg.  It 

makes your heart pump harder and your blood race 

as you apply your intellect and physical ability to 

achieve a satisfactory ending and hopefully kick 

some fellow runnersô butt, whether they be from 

Maine or not.   

 This event features one the worldôs most picturesque 

spots as you run through the mountains of Cape 

Breton and along the ocean and/or lake. The course 

is broken up into 17 stages and itôs run nonstop from 

Saturday morning throughout the night into Sunday 

morning. 

 Youôll hear the music blasting and your fellow run-

ners cheering you along the course encouraging you 

to perform at a higher level than you would have be-

lieved possible only a few months earlier.  Some run-

ners and support team members stay up throughout 

the night and go from stop to stop to cheer on their 

teammates as they run their assigned leg whether it 

be 8 miles or 14.  Each legôs beginning and end is an 

event in itself and accordingly the difficulty goes 

from, ñgee, that was challengingò to ñYouôre out of 

your mind if you think Iôm going to climb the steep-

est mountain Iôve ever seen at 2:00 am in the morn-

ingò.  Yet year after year runners come back to do 

the same or attempt to do a new leg until theyôve 

completed them all. 

 Itôs not just about the running or the winning, itôs 

about the camaraderie and support you and your 

teammates share.  It is a team effort and each team 

has its own theme whether itôs full-grown men wear-

ing ballerina skirts, or a team dressed as bees -- both 

of which reflect the teamsô and race organizersô ef-

fort to bring some levity to a competitive event.  

There are some teams that are more competitive and 

they wouldnôt be found dead wearing a tutu.  One 

such team was Bangorôs own, The Maine-iacs and 

they managed to gather a group of runners who have 

been competing against each other for years but for 

( C ontinued on page 12)  
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Packing the car:  Bangor, ME, Thursday 
11:00am 

To run the 17 leg Cabot Trail Relays you have to get 

to Baddeck.  It might seem obvious, but the drive 

one way from Bangor to Baddeck, Nova Scotia  is 

nearly nine hoursðwithout bathroom breaks and in a 

car filled with 5 ladies, 9 hours can quickly turn into 

12.  This isnôt a traveling-the-morning-of race, we 

were traveling to another country.  

 As a veteran of the Cabot Trail Relay, Sam was well 

aware of the long car ride and had plenty of vegetar-

ian snacks alongðvarious exotic nuts (your guess is 

as good as mine) and Wheatabix. She knew what we 

were up against.   

Casey Dunn, a new runner on the team, was also get-

ting a ride. In a classic rookie move she packed a lot 

of luggage.  My car was full -- I drive a Nissan Sen-

tra, and three people, all the nuts you could ever 

want, and couple steamer cases full of clothes make 

for a packed compact car.  But we still had two more 

Hags to fit in: Amanda Labelle, a veteran and multi-

ple Sugarloaf Marathon winner, and another rookie 

in Melissa Poulin.  The five of us stuffed in for the 

ride up to the border crossing at Houlton.  That 

morning we had one of our runners back out and we 

talked about juggling the legs we would run to still 

have the best opportunity to do well and possibly 

better our course record time for an all-womanôs 

team. 

Once we arrived in Houlton we met up with our 

County contingent Michelle Roy.  Fortunately she 

had a car and from here on out the rear shocks of the 

Sentra returned to something that looked like normal 

posture when she took on Amanda and Sam.   

 

Pit Stop:  Moncton, NB, Thursday 6:00pm 

With a long car ride we stopped to spend a night at 

the Holiday Inn in Moncton.  It was a fine Holiday 

Inn, upgraded from the pastel green dumps you may 

remember from the 80ôs.  This allowed us to break 

the trip up into more drivable stretches and more im-

portantly make a stop off at the Moncton Casino 

Royale.  A few of us were tempted by the all-you-

can-eat buffet but thought better of it since we would 

be running in less than 24 hours.  

Start of Cabot Relay:  Beddeck, Cape 

Breton, Nova Scotia, Friday 7:00am  

Seventy teams have come from as far as away as To-

ronto and Montreal; Maine is well represented with a 

this race combined their talents to win the 2011 Cabot Trail Relay.  Congrats to them and their supportive sig-

nificant others that helped make that possible. 

  

This race actually starts months earlier in preparation and training amongst your teammates and individually 

where training buddies end up becoming friends and friends end up becoming teammates.  

  

Later youôll see team members at other local racing events afterwards where youôll reminisce on the overall 

fun and excitement of the event and in a small part relive the excitement just by discussing it.  And if youôre 

( C ontinued from page 11)  

Fossils... 

Don’t Get Hagged! 

by Margaret Capehart 
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handful of teams from Vacationland including the 

Maine Road Hags. We have a well-deserved reputa-

tion of running well at Cabot and are known for our 

skirts (this yearôs model was Spider Man influenced) 

and trying to ñhagò or defeat as many male runners 

as possible on each of our legs.    

Sheri Piers, Olympic Marathon Trials qualifier, and 

currently the best womenôs runner in Maine led us 

off with third overall place for the Maine Road Hags.  

Sheri had to rest up because she would be doubling 

up running brutal leg 10 in the evening.  Next came 

Amanda, who ran to a top 10 finish on her leg and 

would also be running another leg.  Michelle Roy 

continued our streak, posting a solid run and she 

quickly moved into role of Party Hag. Leg 4 gave 

Sam a chance to show off her Ironman Training. All 

her swimming, biking and running paid offðshe 

reached the top of Smokey in smiles and kept the 

Hags looking strong. Legs 5, 6 and 7 were run by our 

Dalhousie girls Ashley, Caroline and Natalie. They 

make it look easy. Kristin Barry, who when not in-

jured is arguably the best female runner in Maine, 

ran leg 8, but she was not at her peak performance. 

Iôll take Kristin in any type of shapeðsheôs fun, she 

has the right attitude and loves being a Hag. So even 

in so-so shape she came in 3rd overall for leg 8, broke 

the female course record and barely broke a sweat. 

Next, yours truly. Leg 9 is a blur for me, honestly 

one of the most painful things I have ever done. Nor-

mally I would not have run leg 9ðI am not a moun-

tain runner and this is a 4 mile uphill run, 4 miles 

down and almost 4 miles rolling. We had multiple 

injuries on the team and nobody else could run the 

downhill so I bit the bullet. I had a couple of small 

goals I set with my husband: (1) Smile, (2) Donôt 

stop on the uphill, once you stop to walk, itôs over 

mentally, (3) Relax, I was running with a great team 

and as difficult as leg 9 was, it was only one part. All 

goals met.     

Back to Sheri on leg 10ða fabulous race as usual.  

She was followed up by Amanda putting in her sec-

ond leg of the day.  On 12 was Gina Stewart, part of 

our Canadian cohort.  On the 13th leg was Rosalea 

Kimball who came in fifth overall continuing to in-

crease our lead in the womenôs division.    With the 

14th leg was Casey who came in 9th overall and next 

was fellow rookie Melissa on 15th.  Fittingly the last 

two legs were run by our Canadian teammates,  Sara 

Ubbens on leg 16 and Steph Bennett running into 

Beddeck on leg 17.  

Tired and sore runners gathered in the Baddeck 

Hockey and Curling Parlour for the awards.  We 

came close to breaking our own course record, but 

came up slightly short.  That disappointment how-

ever didnôt linger because we had won the Cabot Re-

lay Womanôs title for the fourth straight year.  

Katrina Bisheimer, a veteran of countless Cabot Re-

lays, former Hag and currently a member of the 

Rhino Redux was recognized as one of the few peo-

ple to have ever run every one of the 17 legs over her 

distinguished career.   Throbbing feet and achy mus-

cles in all, we had a long trip back and no pit stop at 

the Moncton Casino. 

Sub5 Club Discount Online! 

Sub5 now has a discount code to use when ordering from www.runningwarehouse.com!  Contact  

Margaret Capehart (maggiemae100@hotmail.com) to receive the code and get 15% off your orders.  

Also, donôt forget that your Sub5 membership card will get you discounts at Olympia Sports (Bangor), 

Epic Sports (Bangor), Turner Sporting Goods (Hampden), New Balance Outlet (Skowhegan), and  

Supershine Professional Auto Detailers (Bangor).  Please support these local businesses and let them 

know that we appreciate their support of Sub5! 
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P.O. Box 63 

Brewer, Maine 04412-0063 

Upcoming Sub5/Tradewinds 

Series Races 

Date Race Contact/Email Phone 

Monday, September 5 

9:00 AM 

Bangor Labor Day 

5-Mile Road Race 

Bangor Parks and Rec. 

parks.rec@bangormaine.g

ov 

(207) 992-4490 

Sunday, October 9 

10:30 AM 

Great Pumpkinfest 4k Chuck Lawrence 

chukc@aol.com 

(207) 374-5137 

Sunday, October 23 

11:00 AM 

Black Bear 5k Thad Dwyer 

tdwyer@maine.edu 

(207) 581-1234 

Sunday, November 20 

1:00 PM 

Brewer High Turkey Trot Brewer High School (207) 989-4140 


