A day in the park leaves lasting memories

By Marc J. Dovi

On the morning of Saturday, Oct. 3,
the sun struggled for even a momen-
tary appearance from behind the gray,
layered clouds that held it prisoner.

The freshly cut grass in the glen at
Genesee Valley Park, spoiled by the
heavy summer rains, lay unsuspecting
of the 10,000 feet that would soon
carve a brown, snaking path through
it.

And as the temperature slowly rose
into the mid-50s, the conditions
reached near-perfection for a cross-
country race. In fact, before day’s end
22 races, featuring 184 teams from
five states and Canada, would be run.

This was the 28th Annual McQuaid
Invitational — the area’s largest sport-
ing event and the brainchild of
Knights’ coach Bob Bradley.

But this event is more than one per-
son, and Bradley is always the first to
extend the praise to all those that lend
a hand.

“The area high schools have been
wonderful, as usual, in housing
teams,” Bradley said. “That helps
lessen the workload on the McQuaid
volunteers.”

The workload that Bradley spoke of
was formally termed, “Hotel
McQuaid”, and all teams arriving on
Friday would be shuffled through the
classrooms at the Jesuit school on
1800 Clinton Ave. South.

For the past few years though, area
high schools such as Fairport, Athena,
Victor, and many others have taken
the responsibility of making housing
arrangements with individual teams
themselves. '

Besides for housing, preparation for
the invitational includes addressing
envelopes, drawing scoreboards with
Crayola markers, raking the leaves
from the course, setting up the chutes,
painting the lines on the course, and
countless other tasks to assure every-
thing runs smoothly.

Mike Spagnola has worked at seven
invitationals, and although his son is
two years removed from McQuaid, he
still helps out,

“I used to help out in the chutes but
now I help with concessions,”
Spagnola said. “It’s a lot of fun to see
the colors and the camaraderie of the
runners and fans throughout the day.”

Richard Reitz, whose son Adam
runs, worked the scoring table with his
wife. He has been involved with the
invitational for five years. He talked
about the experience of housmg dif-
ferent runners.

“The kids really respect each other
and they always anticipate returning to
the invitational and seeing each other,”
Reitz said. “The kids try not to talk
about Saturday’s races or running be-
cause I think they want to just relax.
But running always finds its way into
the conversation.”

Walsh Jesuit and McQuaid Jesuit
lid a housing swap this season, as run-
ters from McQuaid stayed with Walsh

‘amilies for its invitational and vice- -

rersa. !
“We played Monopoly and rented
novies,” Walsh’s Jon Oldham said.
It was fun and it was relaxing.”
Reitz also mentioned the traditional
ipaghetti dinner the runners had, as
vell as the Chinese meal they shared
m Saturday night, and the mass they

Brighton’s Chris Aslin and C.R. Gash (right), as well as the Barons’

Matt Berliant (far left), exemplified pack running in their race. Athena’s

Jim Braidic ran with the group, too.

attended on Sunday.

Other volunteers included several
former McQuaid runners, including
Brian Mack and Rob Smillie, who rode
the pace cart for the runners to follow.

A cross-country runner’s
philosophy

Give me the strength to finish
what I undertake. Let the course be
well-marked and the path wide
enough so that I do not interfere
with other runners. Don’t let the
hills be too long or too steep. And
when I finish let me be able to say
to myself, regardless of what others
say to me, “I could do no better.”

Walking through the glen I was re-
minded of all the hours I had spent at
this place. But instead of faces and
moments of days gone by popping into
my head, they appeared before me.

The same teams, the same coaches,
the same races, the same parents, the
brothers and sisters of old friends, and
even old friends — all were there, And I
realized that the four autumns that I
had been absent from this event had
not changed (at least in my eyes) the
most important part of the McQuaid
Invitational — the people and events
surrounding the main event.

The invitational, like a 24-hour bug,
gets into a person’s system. It’s like
any naturally occurring phenomena —
Niagara Falls, for example — and if
you’ve seen it once, you've seen it a
million times. But there’s a difference.

Niagara Falls is a lot of running wa-
ter and the McQuaid Invitational is a
lot of running people. Yet, if you've
seen either one once, you're compelled
to want to see it again. And you're
always bound to leave with a sense of
awe.

“Movmg from the finish line to con-
cessions gave me a different perspec-
tive,” Mike Spagnola said. “I’'m al-
ways amazed at the strategy of the run-
ners and the way they work themselves
through the race.

For the first time in many years the
invitational course was changed,
which immediately set up the prospect
for several new course records
throughout the day.

Brett Carguello from Lafayette
(Syracuse) was fortunate enough to be
in the first 3-mile race of the day. At
9:47 a.m,, Carguello had a record

(17:02) which held up until the next
varsity race ended at 10:17 a.m.

But Carguello had doubled the time
of fame that the late pop-artist Andy
Warhol had guaranteed everyone in
life. That’s what the McQuaid Invita-
tional does — it offers a stage for indi-
viduals to step up on and introduce
their talent.

Coming in about four minutes be-
hind Carguello was a boy from a
school in Pennsylvania who, upon
reaching the chutes, held up his hands
in triumph, He hadn't won the race but
he won his own battle. He had finished
and done his best.

In the junior high race, Jon Riley
from Skaneatles set the first record for
that level of competition. This is
Riley’s first year of running.

“T wasn’t thmkmg about the record,
but it feels great,” Riley said with an
enthusiasm he couldn’t hide. “I hope it
holds up but if it doesn’t, it was fun
being the best for awhile.”

“Camaraderie among the runners
and the fans.” That’s what Spagnola
said was the best part of the McQuaid
Invitational.

“I think everyone should be cheered
and everyone is cheered by runners
and fans alike, regardless of what
school they’re from,” Spagnola said.

One of the races ended with an
Athena girl finishing right near an-
other girl from a team located across
the state. They walked out of the chute,
arms wrapped around each other like
old friends, and began to sharé some
home-baked chocolate chip cookies.

After one of the junior high races, an
Eastridge ninth-grader held up his rib-
bon to show his parents, and in be-
tween his gasps for breath and smiles,
he described with animated hand-ges-
tures how he passed people in his race.

His father asked him if he heard
them cheering for him. The boy nod-
ded.

Neil Whitaker knows, as well, what
the cheering crowds can do for a run-
ner. The 18-year-old from Beamsville,
Ontario jumped out to a lead in the
AA-2 unseeded varsity race with a
sub-2:25 first half mile, and went on to
beat his teammate by 30 seconds.

“I was surprised I got out that fast
because I usually sit and make my
move in the kick,” Whitaker said. “I

guess I moved at the beginning this
time.”

This was the Hamilton-area school’s
first trip to the invitational, and they
plan on coming back.

“We don’t have school clasmﬁca-
tions (A, B, C, etc.) in Canada, so we
weren’t sure of how many schools we
were running against,” Whitaker said.
“But all the fans were behind us.”

Whitaker did say the fans’ cheering
caused confusion at one point.

“When I was in the lead everyone
was yelling good ‘jab’, and I wasn’t
sure what kind of things they allowed
in races in the states. Then I realized
they were saying ‘job’, and I appreci-
ated the support,” he said.
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With the large numbers of runners
in each race, the intense pressure to do
well, and the simple fact about running
accepted by all runners — not everyone
will have his or her best race — the day
does have its share of disappointment
and distress.

Pembroke’s Becky Doctor turned in
an excellent fourth-place showing in
the A-2 unseeded race. But seconds
after crossing the line, she collapsed
and her body went into shock.

She was screaming about the pain in
her stomach, while at the same time
was unable to recognize her mother
and her coach.

Finally, a team of paramedics
calmed her down and rolled her away
in a gurney. Meanwhile, the other run-
ners continued to file into the chutes,
unaware of Doctor’s condition, and
she unaware of her own, as well.

Doctor had done her best, but could
not enjoy it immediately. It’ll be a
wonder if she can even remember any-
thing about that but the pain that seized
her body when it was all over.

Another runner from Skaneatles was
winning the girls’ junior high race, but
fell with about 150 yards to go in the
race.

She lay there helpless as all the other
runners sprinted by her. But seeing her
walking around later in the day under
her own power was a good sign. She
has plenty of years left to run in the
invitational, but this memory will last
forever.

And there are the runners that have
what they consider a mediocre perfor-
mance, as compared to what they
could have done. For some, this was
their Iast McQuaid Invitational, their
last chance to shine on such a big
s_tage

*They could do no better — on this
day 3"

After the last person crossed the
line, runners said their goodbyes, the
ropes and flags were coiled up, the
stakes were pulled from the ground,
the extra tee shirts were folded and left
for next year, the place cards and score
boards were stacked with one another,
and everything was packed into boxes
and placed on the floor in the comer of
Bob Bradley’s room to await next
year.

Like those materials in the boxes,
so to are the memories of the McQuaid
Invitational — the faces and addresses
of new-found friends, the sights and
sounds of all the races — tucked away
in the corners of our minds, awaiting
the coming of another autumn so that
they too may be brought out again.

_ ——



