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This message is being 
written the week before 
the ARK 5K Classic. To this 
point (prior to the race) 
this year’s planning has 
been an adventure. We 
appreciate all of the assis-
tance we’ve received from 
everyone, both Klub mem-
bers and Klub friends who 
have helped through the 
entire process. In “the good 
old days” race planning was 
a lot simpler. Most road 
races fell in the competitive 
fun run category where 
very few “non-competitive” 
runners competed, t-
shirts were rare, there were no age 
groups (and heck... at one point 
very few women). There was very 
little money involved so sponsors 
weren’t needed... well... hopefully 
you get the idea. Race production is 
much more complicated in today’s 
world and would never work with-
out the help of dedicated volun-
teers... and we’ve been blessed with 
great volunteers. Thanks to all.

What has always interested me 
is there are many different journeys 

taken to get to this point. 
What point? The point 
that we call ourselves run-
ners (or walkers). Change 
really is a good thing... 
well, in most cases a good 
thing. In the simpler past 
of unlocked doors, the 
summer norm was to have 
our mothers throw us out 
of the house in the morn-
ing with instructions to be 
back by lunch, throw us 
back out after lunch and 
expect us to be back for 
dinner. The importance 
of that structure will be 
addressed in a minute. 

Today’s world... not only has youth 
entertainment changed (I’m not 
neutral on this... children need to 
go outside to play, get some ac-
tivity, and experience the world) 
but the world has become a more 
dangerous place. Instead of the 
neighborhood children entertaining 
each other we’ve evolved to where 
organized sports have become more 
important than... children just play-
ing. The importance of this is... how 

For the surprising story behind this 
picture, see page 8.

Continued on page 11



Pikes Peak Ascent, My Journey 
By Christine Meroney

August 16, 2014, I made 
my 2nd attempt at running 
the Pikes Peak Ascent, a half 
marathon that starts at an el-
evation of 6,300’ and ends on 
the summit at 14,115’ – an 
elevation gain of 7,815’. My 
first attempt at this race was 
the previous year, and it did 
not end well. I missed a cutoff 
at mile 10 and had to hike 5 
miles back down the moun-
tain before getting a ride the 
rest of the way down. So this 
year, I was determined to 
make it to the top.

To begin, I had to requal-
ify. For the ascent in 2014, 
the qualifying time had 
changed from 2:30 to 2:25. 
Apparently a high percentage 
of those people who had a 
DNF in 2013 had ½ marathon 
qualifying times between 
2:25 and 2:30 – I was one of 
those people. Luckily, I at-
tained my qualifying time in 
December 2013 with a quali-
fying time of 2:18 at the Casa 
Half Marathon in Pine Bluff, 
AR (I highly recommend that 
race), and I even attained a 
qualifying time 
for the Pikes 
Peak Marathon 
a month earlier 
when I ran the 
Mid-South Mara-
thon in Wynne, 
AR. So it would 
seem that my 
training was off 
to a good start.

By the begin-
ning of 2014, 
I had already 
started to think 
about how to 
re-focus my training. Luckily, we have great re-
sources in our state and a wonderful community 
of runners. So I found myself running in a couple 

of races around the state 
that most people consider 
insane (Talimena 13.1 and 
Mt. Magazine 15K, both of 
which are almost entirely up-
hill). We also happen to have 
a rather large contingent of 
Pikes Peak runners in central 
Arkansas, so there is always 
a group training run sched-
uled once spring rolls around. 
The Arkansas Pikes Peak 
Marathon Society Facebook 
group is a wonderful place to 
start for anyone considering 
running the Ascent or Mara-
thon.

Race week finally arrived, 
and I would finally get to 
face the mountain that had 
been haunting me for the 
past year. This year would 
be different from last in a 
couple of ways. First, I would 
not be running this race with 
David, whose encourage-
ment helped me get to mile 
10 the previous year. I did, 
however, have the experi-
ence of the first ten miles of 
the course from the previous 
year. So my goal this year 

was to simply 
make it farther 
than I had the 
year before. I 
just wanted to 
see the mountain 
above treeline. I 
wanted to know 
just how thin the 
air gets.

As the race 
started, I knew 
the first 3 miles 
would be difficult 
for me (it takes 
me that long 

to warm up). The first mile is a gradual incline 
through downtown Manitou Springs onto the 
base of the mountain. Once on the mountain, 

Continued on page 3



Pikes Peak, continued
you actually encounter 
some of the steepest 
portions of the trail im-
mediately. This portion is 
also known as the “Ws,” 
a series of zig-zags that is 
pretty much single track 
with not many passing 
possibilities. Many people 
advised me to take ad-
vantage of the first mile 
and push hard in order to 
get in front of as many 
people as possible before 
the Ws begin. I chose a 
different strat-
egy.

Last year 
before even 
getting to the 
mountain, 
it felt like 
my legs had 
turned into 
water balloons 
and my lungs 
were going to 
explode. After 
pushing hard 
for about 5 
minutes, I was in so much 
pain I had to completely 
stop and wait for my heart 
to stop pounding. So I de-
cided to take it more slowly 
this year. This was a good 
strategy it turns out, and 
I was actually able to keep 
moving all the way to the 
Ws. 

As it turns out, I actu-
ally felt like I had more 
energy as I started up the 
mountain. I even found 
myself trying to pass people in a few places 
where the trail widened. Unfortunately, it made 
me a little overconfident and led to my less-than-
graceful faceplant and lovely road rash to bring 
home as a souvenir. Ah, but that didn’t deter me.  
I was feeling good. I somehow made it to the 
first cutoff at mile 7.6 (Bar Camp) with 14 min-
utes to spare (ahead of the previous year by over 
10 minutes). I rewarded myself by taking a little 

extra time to fuel up 
on some of the yummy 
snacks the volunteers 
provided at the aid sta-
tion and to take in some 
much needed fluids. I had 
not been drinking very 
much at all and I was 
starting to notice.

As I headed away 
from that aid station, the 
rocks in my shoes were 
really starting to bother 
me. I have very little 
tolerance for the slight-

est discomfort. 
I even slowed 
down a couple 
of times try-
ing to decide 
whether or 
not to take 
the time to 
shake the rocks 
out of my 
shoes. Finally, 
I convinced 
myself that I 
had enough 
time and that 

it would make me feel so 
much better if I would just 
stop and take care of the 
rocks. So I found a nice 
big rock on which to sit 
and proceeded to attempt 
to shake out all the little 
rocks in my shoes. Those 
rocks must have been 
wedged all through the lin-
er, because no sooner than 
I would put the shoe back 
on my foot that I would 
have to take it right back 

off and shake some more.  
Aside from the shoe issues, the next 2 plus 

miles to the next aid station and cutoff point 
were markedly more difficult and I was starting 
to notice a slow down. In my mind, I was certain 
that I would make it to the next cutoff. It was 
my goal, and I knew I was doing better than the 
year before, yet the miles seemed to take longer 

Continued on page 4



Pikes Peak, continued
and and longer. Somehow a mile on that moun-
tain feels like 3 miles everywhere else in the 
world. Each mile marker I passed on that moun-
tain I wondered if they had placed in the wrong 
spot. 

At last the next aid station (A-frame as it was 
called) arrived and I did in fact make the cut-
off, but by a smaller margin of only 4 minutes. I 
was so close to the cutoff that as the aid station 
workers offered me fluids and snacks. I refused 
them because I wanted to cross the timing mat 
first. Little did I know that the timing mat was 
a little bit farther away from the refreshments 
than I realized. Once I had crossed the mat, I 
was not about to go backwards even if it was a 
short distance. So instead, a nice runner handed 
me half of her energy bar as I approached her. I 
think she could see in my face that I was looking 
for food and water. 

There were probably 
between 1-2 dozen people 
scattered around the rocks 
at this point. I even rejoined 
a couple of Arkansas friends. 
We all made the cutoff and 
there was no other cutoff 
between this point and the 
finish line, so the feeling was 
definitely one of excitement 
and exhaustion at the same 
time. Many people were get-
ting their phones out trying 
to make calls or texts. Some 
people (including myself) 
were taking pictures. The 
view at this point was a sudden change from the 
forested mountainscape to barren rocks. It was 
really quite amazing and you could see so much 
farther without the trees obscuring the view. 
You could also hear the the festivities of the 
finish line at the summit from here. It was just 
a reminder of how close we were but yet still so 
far away as you look straight up to a dizzying 
height.

From here, I allowed my confidence to once 
again build. We had about 3 miles left to go and 
2 full hours to get to the finish line. I could not 
imagine in any kind of alternate universe where 
I would not be able to complete 3 miles in 2 
hours! But as I started moving along, something 
very strange was happening. I was struggling to 
keep my heartrate from going through the roof 
and it seemed like time was moving at light-

speed. I lost track of the number of times I had 
to stop and take a breather. By the time I passed 
the last aid station, I knew I was starting to get 
really tight on time. There was still over a mile to 
go. A nice volunteer offered me a cup of assorted 
candies to go which helped me through the next 
half mile. 

By that time I started hearing the faint sound 
of my name coming from the top of the moun-
tain. It was a group of my sweet friends urging 
me along. “15 minutes,” they would yell. “Come 
on Christine, you can do it! 10 more minutes, 
don’t stop!” they urged. As I made my way up 
to them, through the part of the trail know as 
the “golden stairs,” I had to muster up every last 
bit of drive I had left. If not for the encourage-
ment – no, demands from those very determined 
friends, I probably would have given up on my 

quest to try to make it by the 
cutoff. And although I didn’t 
quite make it (I missed it by 
3 minutes) I was proud of 
myself for not giving up. Ul-
timately, I reached my goal. I 
made it to the finish line, and 
that was what mattered the 
most. I was able to experi-
ence the entire course, and 
what an incredible course it 
was!

I now understand why the 
marathon is called “America’s 
Ultimate Challenge.” I can’t 
even imagine what it must 
be like for those people who 

run both the ascent and the marathon back-to-
back. As difficult as my experience was for me, 
I loved every moment of it. I cherish the chal-
lenge of pushing myself beyond anything I ever 
knew I could do. There’s so much comraderie in 
being surrounded by all these other people from 
all walks of life, all with a common goal, and 
all suffering as much as you are. There are few 
places in the world where you feel so much sup-
port for fellow human beings coming from total 
strangers; and the feeling of sheer joy crossing 
the finish line whether it is your own crossing or 
even watching everyone else come across that 
line is undeniable. I fully intend to return next 
year for the 60th anniversary of the Pikes Peak 
Marathon, and I am hopeful that I will be joined 
by many former and future Arkansas Pikes Peak 
Society alumni!



With a Lot of Help from My Friends 
By George McDonald

Tala Hill, Lisa 
Luyet, and I were 
eating dinner be-
fore the Sylamore 
50K in February, 
when they began 
to talk about run-
ning Pikes Peak.  
This triggered a 
call that many of 
us have heard over 
the years. “Zebu-
lon is calling.” So, 
on March 12th 
at 1400 I hit the 
computer “enter” 
key trying to beat 
other eager run-
ners to get reg-
istered. Success! 
Then, I had to wait 
three weeks for 
official confirma-
tion. As spring 
turned to summer 
I did repeats at Emerald Park, running trails, and 
biking. All was well until the first week of July 
when my training fell off due to many issues. As 
August approached I was concerned. Two weeks 
prior to race weekend I did two loops of the 
Harney Peak Trail, a mountain in South Dakota’s 
Black Hills. It is the tallest mountain east of the 
Rockies until you 
reach the Pyr-
enees in Europe. 
After finishing 
this I knew I 
could finish, but 
it wasn’t going 
to be pretty. I 
would have to 
run smart and 
use all the help 
I could get. On 
Friday evening 
before the race 
I went to the 
Silver Saddle 
to take a picture with the Arkansas Pikes Peak 
Society. Everyone was excited and ready for the 
challenge. Saturday morning I went to watch 

the start of the 
ascent. The skies 
were clear and 
it was a great 
day for the race. 
We got pictures 
of the ascent 
folks and called 
the Hogs. After 
the two waves 
of runners were 
off it was time 
to rest and relax 
for the next day’s 
battle. Sunday 
was another 
beautiful day 
with 60 degrees 
at the start line 
and 41 degrees 
at the top of the 
peak. Many of 
the ascent run-
ners were there 
to cheer us on. 

Christine Meroney was especially energized 
from her ascent finish and was getting all of us 
excited for what was ahead. I got my picture 
made with Arlene Pieper, the first woman to 
officially run any marathon, who won in 1959, 
and also six- time Pikes Peak winner, Steve Ga-
chupin. After pictures and calling the Hogs, we 

took our places 
and prepared our 
minds for the 
mountain as it 
loomed in front 
of us. After the 
singing of Amer-
ica the Beautiful 
we toed the line, 
the cannon went 
off, and we were 
on our way to 
battle the moun-
tain. As we ran 
up Manitou Ave. 
to Ruxton Ave. 

I began to analyze how I felt and prepared my 
mind for the ascent. We passed the cog railway 
and began a 13.4% grade for 3 miles, the steep-

Continued on page 6



With a Lot of Help, continued

est grade of the race. Leaving the pavement 
we intersected the Barr Trail and began the 
narrow, single-file hike up Manitou Mountain. 
Many people get impatient on this stretch, but I 
know there are better places to make time than 
to pass folks on this section. The lady in front 
of me was wearing some bright, leopard-print 
gators. I made a comment that the scenery of 
this part of the trail doesn’t change much as we 
concentrated on avoiding the feet in front of 
us. She was Jennifer from Erie, CO and this was 
her first “double.” She finished the ascent the 
day before and was concerned about making the 
cut-off at A-frame. Frank, a Navy medical tech-
nician from Aurora, CO was behind me. This was 

his second marathon ever and he was concerned 
about finishing. I was concerned about it all! 
Since I was the flat-lander, I knew if I could work 
with them I could make it to the top. As we 
worked our way up Manitou, we discussed kids, 
races, and Pikes Peak. We reached No Name 
Creek in 1 hour and a half and I felt we were on 

track. As we got our first real view of the peak I 
was glad we were working as a team. Arriving at 
Barr Camp, I felt the burn in my calves, but was 
excited that we were still moving well. After 8 
miles we began the part of the trail with lots of 
big rocks. This slowed us down, but we main-
tained our unit. At almost 12,000 feet in eleva-
tion, we approached A-frame and were just be-
low the tree-line. Oxygen at the top is 42% less 
than the bottom. If there’s not enough oxygen 
to support trees what do you think that does to 
runners? We made the cut-off. I took time to re-
ally hydrate and took some dehydration tablets, 
but this extra time caused me to lose contact 
with my team. I didn’t want to push too hard 

as the last 3 miles to the top were above tree-
line and I wanted to make sure I made the top 
before the cut-off. It was a struggle as I dodged 
downhill runners, but tried to keep moving. As 
I reached the last mile to the top I was really 
fading. The altitude was slowing me down and 

Continued on page 7



With a Lot of Help, continued

I was getting concerned about the cut-off. As I 
reached the 16 golden stairs, which are really 32 
short switch-backs I had four-tenths of a mile 
and 30 minutes to make the turn at the top. I 
just didn’t think I had it in me. Half-way up the 
stairs I heard Christine cheering me on. Then I 
caught up to Jennifer. She encouraged me to go 
on as Frank was already on his way down. We 
both arrived at the top before cut-off! A quick 
refill and we were on our way down. Jennifer 
cruised on and as I left behind the 16 golden 
stairs I caught up to Tom from Atlanta, GA and 
Nichole from Odessa, TX. They were discussing 
airplane connections. Nichole thought she would 
be done by 3 PM, get in her rental, drive to the 
airport, and go home… but, we were not going 
to make 3 PM. Tom was giving her advice on 
how to re-schedule her flight and not lose her 
ticket. As I joined the group, Tom and I discussed 
what we would need to do to finish before the 
cut-off. We arrived at A-frame and still had a 
good chance to finish. The next 2 miles were 
rough trail and rocks. As we reached the 8 miles 
to go sign we had just over two hours to finish. 
Averaging 15 minute miles sounds easy, but af-
ter 8 hours on a mountain and still above 10,000 
feet in elevation, it was questionable. We arrived 
at Barr Camp and made a quick stop. Shortly 
we reached 7 miles to go; a 14-minute mile. My 
lack of distance training was beginning to affect 
my running and I knew I would have to back off 
the pace or not finish at all. As Tom and Nichole 
moved on I struggled by myself. With less than 6 
miles to go I was really struggling when a voice 
behind me began encouraging me. I suspected it 
was the sweeper and asked, “Are you the ambu-

lance?” She giggled and said, “No.” She and her 
mom had camped at Barr Camp and worked the 
aid station for race weekend. Bri was from Colo-
rado Springs and began to inspire me to press 
on. As we worked our way down the mountain, 
her prodding and encouragement worked. I be-
gan to run more and with more determination. 
As we passed through No Name Creek we began 
the steep descent of Manitou. I knew this would 
be a challenge as my quads were beginning to 
tighten up. Time became essential as we moved 
through the switch-backs. Bri ran right behind 
me and was constantly boosting my morale. 
With 2 miles to go she offered me some water. 
That’s when I first realized she was running with 
a hiker’s backpack! Wow! That really encour-
aged me! As we made the push off Barr Trail, 
Arlene was there encouraging runners. I knew 
if we could maintain that pace we might finish. 
As we transitioned to the pavement, my calves 
started to cramp. Bri became my cheerleader as 
we passed the cog, then she ran beside me to 
push me on. People on the street also offered 
a lot of encouraging words. As we reached the 
final two blocks, Bri turned up the pace and 
moved to the sidewalk to finish running me in. 
We turned the corner and saw the finish line.  I 
ran to finish in 9 hours and 52 minutes. What a 
race! I was exhausted, but the medal around my 
neck reminded me of all the people who helped 
me throughout the day. I knew I needed help to 
finish the race, but never expected all the help I 
received…especially those last 6 miles! Thanks 
to everyone who was there for me, especially 
my new friend Bri, who was willing to help 
when I needed it the most. See ya on the roads!

Newsletter Changes
You will be seeing a new format for the newsletter next month.  

After being the editor for over 17 years, I have decided to pass the 
torch to a new editor. Mary Hayward has graciously agreed to take 
over the newsletter duties. Mary was actually the editor for several 
years before I took over. From now on please send your articles and 
photos to Mary at mshh47@gmail.com. Thanks to all who have helped 
me over the years by contributing articles. 



Due to space restrictions, the full race calendar will no longer be listed in the newsletter. 
All events can be found online.

For road races, go to http://www.arkansasrunner.com/calendar.htm
For Grand Prix events, go to http://www.arkrrca.com/

For trail and ultra runs, go to http://www.runarkansas.com/

September
running calendar

Call ahead to verify any event 
you plan to attend.

Italian Cuisine! 
Monday, September 8th, 6:30 pm

Pavilion at LPOA
Club will provide drinks and plates.

Members bring an Italian dish.

Proof that it’s a small world!!!! by Kathleen McComber

This picture was taken on 
August 23, 1982. For the past 
22 years I have talked about the 
guy from California who followed 
me to the top and back to set a 
PR at Pikes Peak. I never knew 
his name for all thesee years. 
We parted ways at the finish line 
and he was just someone I would 
talk about who pushed me to 
get under 7 hours. Mary Alice 
was talking to Brice at the Win-
ter Series and he mentioned that 
he had done Pikes Peak in 1982. 
For some reason she thought he 
might be my mystery man!!! I 
looked online at the results for 
that year and there he was – our 
own Brice Hammerstein. It is a 
VERY small world.



Race Results
to report results, call debbie @ 771-4474 

or email sailstrobel@aristotle.net

White River 4M

Hope Watermelon 5K

Rollin’ on the River 5K

Full Moon 50K

Full Moon 25K

ARK Team:
Greg Milligan ........................................... 28:57
David Meroney ........................................ 31:47
Wayne Bennett........................................ 34:23 
Joe Milligan ............................................. 34:41
R. C. Fason ............................................... 35:47
Roy Hayward ........................................... 37:15
Britt Thompson ........................................ 53:58
Kathleen Rea ........................................... 29:46
Debbie Thompson .................................... 38:57

ARK Team:
Greg Milligan ........................................... 21:41
Bill Crow .................................................. 24:57
Joe Milligan ............................................. 26:03
R. C. Fason ............................................... 27:11
Roy Hayward ........................................... 28:03
Kathleen Rea ........................................... 22:22
Patti Hammerstein ................................... 17:54

Kathleen Rea ........................................... 23:08
Lori Carfagno ........................................... 23:56

Angie Orellano-Fisher ........................... 7:27:04
Cliff Ferren.............................................6:-7:44

Tala Hill ................................................ 4:11:37
Heidi Strock .......................................... 4:53:07
George McDonald ................................. 3:40:49

Debbie Strobel ......................................... 39:13
Christine Meroney ................................... 40:47

Other ARK Members:
Brian Sieczkowski  .................................... 22:43
Stan Ferguson .......................................... 26:05
Jacob Wells .............................................. 31:03
Dan Belanger ........................................... 39:08
Chrissy Ferguson ...................................... 33:41
Carol Torrey ............................................. 36:13

Mary Hayward ......................................... 57:38

Other ARK Members:
Brian Sieczkowski  .................................... 17:17
Dan Belanger ........................................... 27:58
Chrissy Ferguson ...................................... 26:13
Carol Torrey ............................................. 36:13

Jacob Wells .............................................. 24:23

Joe Milligan .......................................... 7:06:02

Johnny Eagles ....................................... 3:45:26
Ron Gimblet ......................................... 3:47:18
Dan Belanger ........................................ 4:28:23



Batesville 4 Mile Race  
By Mary Hayward

I’m always apprehensive doing any races 
during the summer months, especially those 
that are run in August. However, having lived in 
Arkansas over 30 years, I’ve learned to grin and 
bare it…uh, I mean bear it.

  The Batesville 4 Mile Race is one of Arkan-
sas’s oldest Grand Prix races, as it was first run in 
1979. The usual summertime heat and humid-
ity also make it one of the most uncomfortable 
races. Luckily, this year’s weather was an excep-
tion to the rule. Roy commented that due to the 
cooler weather that morning, he ran about 1 
minute per mile faster than last year.

As Batesville is just a 40 minute drive from 
our underground house outside of Mountain 
View, we usually opt to spend the night in the 
house. This year our friends and ARK team 
mates, Britt and Debbie Thompson, made the 
trip with us. On the drive up we took a break, 
stopping in Rosebud at the Rambler Grill for a 
bite to eat.

After we spent the night at the house, we 
took off in the early morning dark for Batesville. 
We got there in plenty of time for me to start 
the race early, due to my snail-like pace. How-
ever, earlier that morning I’d discovered that I’d 
left my running shoes in North Little Rock, and 

didn’t have an extra pair in Mountain View. I had 
some concern that we wouldn’t have enough fe-
male team members, as I knew I couldn’t cover 4 
miles in sandals. Luckily, we had plenty of wom-
en for a team: Debbie Thompson, Debbie Strobel, 
Kathleen Rea, and Christine Meroney. The guys 
were also well represented by: Joe Milligan, Greg 
Milligan, R. C. Fason, Wayne Bennett, David 
Meroney, Britt Thompson, and Roy Hayward.

    While my fellow team members and other 
runners were out on the course, I walked a few 
blocks, looking in some of the store windows, 
glad I didn’t have to go far in my comfy but 
flimsy sandals. It wasn’t too long before the run-
ners began coming back. Then it was time for the 
awards ceremony. The three runners in our ve-
hicle – Debbie, Britt, and Roy - all got age group 
awards. Britt’s experience was especially nice. 
He had been kind enough to jog and walk with 
a lady who had just that morning decided to run 
her first-ever race. Britt was not only a great rep-
resentative of our club and a considerate runner, 
but he also got an award for his performance.

The morning that began with a nice, well 
organized race and awards ceremony ended with 
our tradition of breakfast at the Triangle Café.  
As always, the biscuits and gravy were great!



President’s Message continued....

many of us are accidental runners or came here 
to running as our first sport of choice?

The U.S. professional sports world has a rich 
history of multi-sport stars. Interestingly, this 
tradition doesn’t seem to correlate to male dis-
tance running stars. At the risk of offending our 
Razorback fanatic Klub members... the typical 
multi-sport professional athlete is Bo Jackson 
like (boooooo Auburn), who played major league 
baseball and in the NFL. This is pretty much 
the pattern for two or three sport stars in the 
amateur ranks. I can’t find any pro athletes who 
played in three professional sports (there may 
be some out there) but at the high school level 
it isn’t uncommon to have three and even four 
sport stars. Senility alert... in the good old days 
when we got thrown out of the house it meant 
playing whatever season’s sport it was with every 
other neighborhood kid thrown out of the house 
to play. However, back then, that never meant 
track or cross country season as children played 
the traditional sports... hoops, football, base-
ball, hockey if you’re Canadian, cricket if you’re 
Pakistani or Indian, or soccer (which is an orga-
nized slumber party at a faster pace) in the rest 
of the world. Kids would race but it was always 
sprinting. While running is an integral part of the 
majority of the sports we played, running wasn’t 
viewed by children as “the” sport. Running made 
us tired and was an inconvenient byproduct of 
participating in sports.

Still in the old days (senility alert contin-
ues)... some children were very good, some not 
so good, some average... but everyone played. 
Finally in either junior high school or high school 
we were introduced to running just for the sake 
of running (track and cross country). The beauty 
of organized running at that level was that we 
were no longer subject to natural selection. Not 
everyone was varsity but no one was cut... un-
like the major sports where there were only X 
amount of spots on the teams. Distance runners 
were culled from the other sports and was sel-
dom the first choice. At my high school our sport 
was punishment for the other sports, but anyone 
could do it.

The beauty of running is that it is the most 
accessible sport and we don’t have to be two 
sport stars. We all got into this sport through 
varied paths. There are so many of us in the sport 
who weren’t very good athletes who gravitated 
here as a result of natural selection. There are 
many who came to running later in life for fit-
ness and running requires nothing except shoes 
(except women who need cute shoes) and the 
ability to get yourself out the door.

The point is we are part of a family of ath-
letes that is incredibly welcoming to everyone 
regardless of ability or motivation. How we all 
got here is personal... but no matter how we got 
here, we are all part of the same community.



NAME ____________________________________  SPOUSE, IF A RUNNER __________________

ADDRESS _________________________________ E-MAIL_______________________________

CITY __________________________________________  STATE _______  ZIP _______________

HOME PHONE _________________  WORK PHONE ___________________   DATE ____________

DUES ARE:        PLEASE MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO:
 STUDENT:  $10.00/YR    ARKANSAS RUNNING KLUB
 INDIVIDUAL/FAMILY:  $15.00/YR   P. O. BOX 6162   
 2 YEAR: $25   3 YEAR: $35.00   NORTH LITTLE ROCK, AR 72124

NEW ___________  RENEWAL ____________       

CLUB MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION WAIVER 
I know that running and volunteering to work in club races are potentially hazardous activities. I should not enter and 
run in club activities unless I am medically able and properly trained. I agree to abide by any decision of a race official 
relative to my ability to safely complete the run. I assume all risks associated with running and volunteering to work in 
club races including, but not limited to, falls, contact with other participants, the effects of the weather, including high 
heat and/or humidity, the conditions of the road and traffic on the course, all such risks being known and appreciated 
by me. Having read this waiver and knowing these facts, and in consideration of your acceptance of my application for 
membership, I, for myself and anyone entitled to act on my behalf, waiver and release the Road Runners Club of America, 
the Arkansas Running Klub (ARK), and all sponsors, their representatives and successors from all claims or liabilities of 
any kind arising out of my participation in these club activities even though that liability may arise out of negligence or 
carelessness on the part of the persons named in this waiver.  

        ______________________________________
           Signature 

Arkansas Running Klub
P. O. Box 6162
North Little Rock, AR 72124

ADDRESS SERVICE REQUESTED

APPLY
POSTAGE

HERE

AR
KA

NSAS RUNNING KLUB


