Author will
contribute
to book
store

The release of “Stories
From the Middle of
Nowhere,” by Susi Klare will
give folks in Sisters a satisfy-
ing read — and a chance to
contribute to the well-being
of the community’s indepen-
dent bookseller.

“My intention is to con-
tribute the proceeds of all
books sold during the first
two weeks that they are on
sale in the store to Paulina
Springs (Books),” said Klare.
“The exact date will be deter-
mined by the arrival of the
first shipment of books.”

The much-lauded Oregon
author exquisitely celebrates
the natural world in a collec-
tion of short fiction, while
also delivering biting com-
mentary that cuts to the heart
of our relationship to the
land. In 13 pieces of short
fiction, Klare brings her inti-
macy with nature to the page,
creating a sensual interweav-
ing between the details of a
particular landscape and the
main character’s dilemma
and state of mind.

Including work previ-
ously published in notable
literary journals, this collec-
tion encapsulates the talent
of the author, the recipient of
a 2001 Oregon Literary Arts
Fellowship, a Pushcart Prize
nomination, and numerous
other literary awards.

The voices in these sto-
ries come from people who
are variously attempting to
lose or find themselves in
the wild country from Alaska
to Guatemala. Klare’s work
explores the nuances of
mother-daughter relation-
ships, aging, desire, and what
it means to persevere and find
identity in the face of trauma.

For more information con-
tact Paulina Springs Books at
541-549-0866 or visit www.
paulinaspringsbooks.com.
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Running commentary

By Charlie Kanzig

Correspondent

My running career started
on a bicycle.

On June 1, 1972, at the
end of my sixth grade year in
school, my mother drove me
from our home in Sublimity,
Oregon to Salem where
Scott’s Cyclery did busi-
ness on South Commercial
Street. I had visited Scott’s
a few weeks earlier to order
the bike of my dreams: a
10-speed Schwinn Varsity.
Even though I had to settle
for my second choice in color
— lemon yellow — I am not
sure I had ever been more
excited about a purchase.

The bike was a birthday
present from my parents,
but I had paid half of the
$99.50 price. Delivery of the
bike had been delayed, and
the two weeks of waiting
since my actual birthday had
passed agonizingly slowly.

I couldn’t wait to get
home. With its steel frame
construction, chrome fend-
ers, and 27- by 1.25-inch
tires, the Varsity was not
exactly designed to win the
Tour de France, but its stur-
diness (it weighed close to 40
pounds) was exactly what a
12-year-old boy with adven-
ture on his mind needed.

With the additional pur-
chase of a generator light
headlight, I was ready for
anything day or night, but it
was the cable-operated ana-
log speedometer/odometer I
also bought that would play a
key role in my development
as a future runner.

I have always been goal-
oriented and ready to chal-
lenge myself, so having a
device that tracked mileage
provided me with daily data
and ultimately kindled a
goal.

My world expanded on
that day to as far as I was
able to pedal. In the ensuing
years I rode to school, took
trips to the next town over
that had a Dairy Queen, tra-
versed miles of country roads
surrounding Sublimity and
commuted to summer jobs
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that included picking berries
and green beans, harvesting
hay, and shearing Douglas
firs at a Christmas tree farm.

All the while the num-
bers on the odometer added
up. By eighth grade I was
well over 2,500 miles and
counting. I was riding further
afield and, that spring, con-
vinced my mother to allow
me to ride with three buddies
85 miles to the Oregon coast.

My how things have
changed: We wore no hel-
mets, sported no bright col-
ored tops or chamois-padded
shorts, and carried no cell
phone. Instead of energy
bars and sports drinks, we
toted Shasta soda-pop, pea-
nut-butter sandwiches, and
potato chips in satchels on
our racks. We wore Levi
jeans and cotton T-shirts. If
we had trouble we would
find a payphone and call one
of our parents “collect.”

And it was perfect. We
were the champions of our
own destiny.

By the time eighth grade
was coming to a close and
the start of high school
loomed, I made a decision:
I would ride 1,500 miles
between Memorial Day and
Labor Day.

I put pencil to paper and
determined that this goal
required averaging 13.5
miles a day. That doesn’t
sound too bad until you
miss a day for a family trip
and another for a wedding.
My solution was to stay on
track immediately by riding
27 miles (or more) the next
day. If I missed two days in a
row, I would go 40. As I look
back now, I discovered that
my riding habits were mim-
icking what many distance

runners do: hard days inter-
spersed with moderate and
easy days, with an occasional
rest day.

I stayed on track all sum-
mer — even after long days
of work or on those rare
100-degree days in August.

And I got stronger.

The bridge from cycling
to running occurred when
I joined the Stayton High
School cross-country team
in mid-August for pre-sea-
son training. I had never run
more than half a mile non-
stop in my life prior, and
those first days of practice
felt awkward since my legs
were used to an entirely dif-
ferent motion and I was still
riding 13-plus miles a day.

By Labor Day weekend
my cycling goal was in reach
right down to the mile, but
Sunday I ended up not being
able to ride. Monday morn-
ing I rode 20 miles, leaving
me at a summer total of 1493
miles — just seven to go,
which I planned to do after
dinner as an easy victory ride.

Some family activities
kept me away from the bike
and when I got home at 9
p-m. I hopped on the trusty
Schwinn and headed into the
twilight for those final miles.
When I pulled into the car-
port 30 minutes later where
I could read the odometer it
showed I had rolled over to
exactly 1,500 miles.

I had done it. Reflecting
back now, I can see that
achieving that self-imposed
goal gave me the confidence
that I could do hard things,
which has served me well.

School started, and with
the biking goal accom-
plished, I could get out of the
saddle and focus on running.

Within a week of making this
transition, this lowly fresh-
man was keeping up with
the varsity runners on long
training runs. By the time we
got to our first regular meet,
I had the No. 5 spot on the
team. Unwittingly, all that
biking had paid off.

I became a runner and for
many years my goals all cen-
tered on the sport. But, I con-
tinued to ride the Schwinn,
which was showing plenty
of wear and tear yet never
failed me. I took it to college
and used it around Eugene.
Somewhere during my soph-
omore year, the odometer
approached the 10,000-mile
mark, which meant it would
roll back to zero. I decided
to let it get to 9999.9 miles
and then I would disconnect
it from the bike and keep it as
a memory of all those miles
that started at the end of sixth
grade, included many great
rides, and was highlighted
by one epic summer that
changed my life.

Running gets a lot tougher
as you age and I have strug-
gled with aches and pains I
never had before. As I cel-
ebrated birthday number
60 last month, my daughter
Erin provided me with a sur-
prise opportunity that sort of
brought things full circle.

Erin astonished me on
my birthday by present-
ing me with a Specialized
gravel bike — a gift equal to
that yellow Schwinn back in
1972! 1t is black, it is sleek,
and it immediately provided
me with a new goal.

On Memorial Day, feel-
ing like a kid again, I took
my first ride toward a new
1,500-mile summer quest
that will end on Labor Day.
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