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			Foreword

			I first became “acquainted” with Robin Emery somewhere early in the second mile of the 1973 Portland Boys Club 5-Mile Race. She just blew past me, a lovely young lady who was a much faster runner than I. She would remain that way (a much faster runner than I) until I passed her, just yards short of the finish line, at the 1980 Grand Willey 10K in Ellsworth.

			Yes, it took me seven years to beat her.

			And by the time I’d finally reached a finish line before her, I had learned her extraordinary history with road racing in Maine, and I had earned a deep respect for her—before I was fortunate enough to develop a lasting friendship.

			In 2012, with such obstacles as a complete left hip replacement and a bulging disc in my lower back (finally operated upon, as a herniated disc, in 2014), I was restricted in my running—but I had an important “obligation” to meet at the Tour du Lac 10-Miler in Bucksport. And nothing could have made my final long-distance Maine race more special to me than to share every step of it, side by side, with Robin Emery.

			Our dear friend, the late Fred Merriam, had established a “100-Mile Club,” or ten official finishes on the challenging Bucksport course, now recognized by the Maine Running Hall of Fame as one of Maine’s truly great, historic races. A hand-lettered poster was displayed each year, with the names of many of my friends, including Robin’s, and respected names in the race’s history.

			In 2011, I had arrived at the race solely to work as a volunteer official. Race director Chris Jones approached me and said, “Ed, did you know that you have nine official finishes?” No, I did not. And it was a damn good thing I didn’t have my running togs and racing shoes, even as ill-equipped as I would have been to join those on the starting line.

			So, there I was in 2012, to honor Fred’s memory and do one last “tour” of a beloved training route (there were memorable ones with Fred and others in the dead of winter, striding carefully through ice and snow, with wind chill factors of minus double-digits!) and racing course.

			Almost immediately, Robin and I established a relaxed pace, at the back of the pack, chattering away. We even stopped at the Clappers’ home, less than a mile into the race, where our wonderful friends, Charlie and Leona, had put on a postrace potluck luncheon for years and years. We each gave them hugs; they were watching the race from their driveway.

			This break wasn’t quite so dramatic as when Robin and mutual friend, Skip Howard, stopped en route to a Tour du Lac finish line on a sweltering hot day to jump into Silver Lake (Skip tells this tale in chapter 8), but a very casual tone for the day was set immediately.

			Our run together quickly evolved into stories swapped of Races Remembered When We Were Fast. Yes, we acknowledged each and every torturous hill climb that Tour du Lac presents—and then immediately returned to chattering away, on ascents and descents, no matter how measured our breathing became.

			Robin has often loved to return to a race course, the day following an event, to “hear the echoes” and now we had an entire race to share hearing such echoes together. Recently, I was so honored when Robin remarked that this event is now a special memory for her; I knew when it was happening how very special it was and would forever remain for me (see photo in the afterword).

			For years, I have frequently remarked that no member of the Maine running community, past or present, deserves to have a book written about him or her more than Robin. Unfortunately, just as I felt that my running days were well past me, I also thought I was no longer up to the task of publishing.

			It was in November of 2016 when my writing and publishing muse returned, for One Last Hurrah. I was listening to my friend, former college professor and New Brunswick historical author Ron Rees, during the book launch for his latest work, New Brunswick Was His Country. And in his introductory remarks, Ron’s words struck me like the best possible inspirational dagger anyone could imagine. The subject of his biography, Ron stated simply, “deserved to have a book.”

			Thus, was the shot fired in my race to write and publish a book on the great Robin Emery, a pioneer female runner on the roads of Maine, a stellar performer who set standards of excellence unlikely to be matched or surpassed. And an extraordinary athlete whom I suspect will be, in her own words, “kicking wrinkled butt” and racing in the future as “a very fast ninety-year-old.” Yes, “Long May You Run,” Robin.

			Ed Rice

		

	
		
			One

			Fresh from Tackle Football, All Dirty and with Leaves in Her Hair

			When Robin Emery was a college student, she came across a book on fitness, decrying the kind of attitude that led to what later generations would refer to as “couch potatoes,” using the example of a man who actually used his car to drive to his mailbox. It exhorted people to get up and exercise.

			She thought about how, as a child, she’d rebelled from staying in the house to play with dolls and fled outside to play whatever games the boys were playing. And she remembered the frustration she’d known in junior high school and again in high school, with no sports available for girls and only the much-despised “silly dancing” of the cheerleaders as an exercise-activity option.

			Now, this fitness author’s call to action resonated with her. Doing nothing, she reasoned, meant you were a definite candidate to “clog up.”

			Recognizing that she should do something, she did. She walked. She walked a lot. She walked “all over the place,” both at her school, Allegheny College in Meadville, Pennsylvania, and her parents’ summer place, in Lamoine, Maine.

			A favorite place to walk was a beautiful, four-and-one-half-mile loop that encircled her home in Lamoine.

			“Since I did walk so much, it took a long time to do it,” Robin remembers. “The day came when I thought to myself, ‘Well, let’s just see if I can run this whole loop.’ So I did. And I made it. It was probably very slow—but,” she says playfully, “maybe not. And then I did it the next night. And the next. And—I’ve never looked back.”

			Robin remembers wearing an Oxford cloth shirt, Bermuda shorts, and a pair of Docksider shoes for those inaugural runs, hardly anybody’s idea, today, of the ideal apparel.

			But now, entering her fiftieth year of running, since that first foray in the summer of 1967 as a twenty-year-old, Robin remembers one very vital thing about that particular running experience, “It feels good. I’m moving—and it feels sooooo good!”             
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					The young Robin liked to fly, even on her training runs.

				

			

			Robin Emery was born on October 4, 1946, in Bangor, Maine, delivered by her Uncle Clarence, an obstetrician, who delivered her as well as a number of other Emery cousins. With seven kids in Robin’s dad’s family alone, relatives were spread around Maine, from Mexico to Bangor to Bar Harbor. Her dad, Gordon, the son of a preacher, was born in Charleston.

			Both of her parents attended Edinboro College in Pennsylvania, a teacher’s college. And, ultimately, both taught in that state. Her dad taught art. Noting that both her parents got out of school during the Depression, in the 1920s, Robin said it was rare to find an opportunity for an art teacher, but a little town in Pennsylvania, Windber, hired him.

			At this time, in Pennsylvania, a husband and wife could not teach in the same town, so her mom, the former Shirley McAllister Simpson, was not a teacher for a while, working in special education and as a teacher’s aide. Reflecting on her mother’s teaching career, Robin smiles respectfully, “She literally worked her way up through the ranks.” After teaching special education, she taught kindergarten, then fourth grade, and ultimately wound up teaching English, for the majority of her career, to juniors in high school. “I used to joke with her that ‘One of these days, Mom, you’re gonna graduate.’”

			Her dad, she remembers, wasn’t as much of a student as her mom was “but he could draw anything. His best artistic endeavor was lettering; he could letter anything.” He would create beautiful Christmas cards every year with block print cut paper. He liked working in watercolors, doing mostly landscapes, “but he was a perfectionist so I don’t have any of his stuff because he threw everything out.” Gordon Emery was never satisfied with what he created, and he never really had a studio or anything, Robin recalls. “He taught school, and he taught a lot of kids to draw, students who went on to become artists. He was very well loved in Windber,” Robin says proudly.

			Though she loved to read, in the early days Robin found math challenging and difficult. It started with a second-grade teacher who “traumatized” her, using Fridays for rapid-fire, timed sessions going over multiplication tables. “I’d get sick every Friday. Mom would send me to school; I’d come home sick. It was horrible. Second grade ruined me for math until high school.”

			Yes, high school, for more nightmares awaited her in junior high school. By the time she reached seventh grade, in 1957, American education shared the country’s hysteria over the Russians putting Sputnik into space and America’s desperate need to recover in the space race. And Robin was to discover to her horror, “they’d made THIS seventh-grade class take algebra to keep up with the Russians.” She had been moved into an accelerated math class and quickly felt completely overwhelmed. Fortunately, her dad stepped in and had his daughter returned to a more normal setting.

			For someone who would make her career, largely working with elementary school students, she knows she learned some important lessons, about what NOT to do, from her own education. It was only well into her high school studies that she finally “realized I’m not stupid.” By her senior year in high school, Robin ranked fifth in her class.

			As a child, her principal joy was just being outside, playing with the neighborhood boys and being, basically, your classic tomboy. “Boy, my poor mother, how she must have despaired over me,” Robin recalls. Everywhere, it seemed to her, she faced conflict. She hated dresses but was expected to wear them to school. And she hated dolls. Here, she tried to make concessions for her mom’s sake. She “tried mightily” to play with dolls, for her mom sewed beautiful doll clothes. But, alas, life was not easy for a girl who liked cars, bikes, and trucks. And running.

			Robin remembers, “My earliest memories of running, just for fun, would have to be around second or third grade, playing tag and hide-and-seek. Just taking off and running as fast as I could for a few yards and then slowing down. I remember getting out of school and running home so I could get out of my dress—Ugh!—and run some more with my friends. We had a fence in the backyard and I would run down the yard and sail over that fence. What a feeling!”

			Today, Robin retains compassion for her mom’s plight, “My mom was a lady; she was definitely not a feminist. Still, she didn’t think women had to do everything defined as ‘female.’ I know she was more restricted than I was. She became a teacher, but she also served in the navy during World War II, teaching fighter pilots instrument navigation. So, my mom was a nontraditional woman in some ways. I think she had always wanted to become a doctor, but she couldn’t, back in those days. She loved school, but I didn’t like it all that well because you had to sit still. I was very difficult.

			“All of a sudden we were considered young ladies, not girls. We were told that ladies don’t sweat. They can glow, but they don’t sweat. And they certainly don’t run around a track in their underwear,” Robin told George Stevens Academy students, in Blue Hill, in a 1983 speech covered by writer John R. Wiggins for the Ellsworth American.

			How difficult?

			“It was me and the guys, at ages eight, nine, and ten. We’d play tackle football. And the girls would all be saying, in their whiney, little mocking voices, ‘YOU’re gonna get hurt!’ And I’d come home, all dirty, with leaves in my hair with a cheery ‘Hi Mom!’ greeting,” Robin remembers.

			And then, up in Maine, Robin found several young boys her age who all came to summer in Lamoine. They grew up together, playing baseball until dark, in a nearby field. Or playing hide and seek, to near exhaustion but unrelenting, until their parents called them all inside. Robin says, “And, yes, I’m the only girl—and I’m playing with the guys, but I don’t really know I’m not supposed to be like this. I wasn’t treated like a girl by them. I liked baseball, hitting, catching, but especially running. I could always run real fast. I was a skinny little kid, a fast runner, always.”

			But even then she started hearing “No.” It began when the neighborhood boys encouraged Robin to ask a local gardener, who doubled as the coach of the local Little League team, to let her join them on the club. She was around ten years old and she went up to him to ask, only to be rejected. It was very frustrating for her to be told that he wouldn’t let her do it. And it would hurt even more when her only sibling, a younger brother four years her junior, Jared, would be allowed to play Little League baseball even though he had, to be kind, limited athletic skills.

			Going to junior high and high school in Pennsylvania, Robin found there was only football, basketball, and baseball for boys. By the time her brother reached these grades there was track and field, which he participated in; she admits it pained her to see him have these opportunities never afforded her.

			It was when she reached junior high school she was to discover that, wait, girls don’t do such things. There were no organized sports for girls. Zero. What there was, was cheerleading, which, quite frankly, “looked stupid” to her, “dancing around in costumes.” Adults and fellow students asked her to try out but she wasn’t interested.

			Since her parents enjoyed both tennis and golf, they felt it was possible to find an acceptable sport for young ladies, offering either tennis or golf. Since they were playing more golf than tennis at the time, she chose golf while she was a freshman in high school.

			Robin remembers she began playing golf with a horrible, crushing baseball swing but did hit the ball. “I wanted to kill it, like kids do,” she recalls. Another issue was her temper. The family played at Kebo Country Club in Bar Harbor and one time, on the tenth hole, Robin lost her temper and launched her club up into one of the huge pine trees adjacent to the fairway, where it remained lodged, well above her. Remembering her father as just the “calmest, nicest man who never raised his voice to me” and would never lay a hand on his children, Robin said her father registered his displeasure with her quietly but very effectively. He and her mother would continue on with their round—but Robin must remain behind until she got her club back down. First she tried using sticks to get it down. When that didn’t work, she tried using another club. Subsequently, she wound up getting three more clubs stuck up in the tree, all in the same cluster. Ultimately, throwing a fifth club into them all brought the entire group down.

			She says the incident did a lot to help her understand why she needed to harness her temper. And, once her father arranged for a series of golf lessons, Robin found the swing and the game that would ultimately lead her to be one of the finest amateur women players in the state of Maine, carrying an exceptional six handicap at her very best.

			Indeed, during the 1970s and early 1980s, Robin Emery was a premier female golfer in Maine. She was women’s champion at her home course, Kebo Valley Country Club, Bar Harbor, for three straight years and held the women’s course record at 76; ultimately, she lowered that to a 73, just one stroke off the course record set by many-time Maine champion Martha White. The difficult Kebo course, by the way, is where President William Howard Taft used twenty shots on the seventeenth hole, unable to escape its signature monstrous sand trap. She won the first-ever Mary Jane Golf Tournament at Kebo in 1972 with a 91 and won the Class A-1 gross honors in the State Women’s Tournament in her debut, with an 84. She scored as low as a fifth-place finish in the statewide Paul Bunyan Tournament and a fifth-place finish for the top tier of the State Women’s Tournament.

			So, she had golf. But she still laments not having any sporting activities acceptable for girls at junior high school or high school. “I wanted to be fit but there were not many opportunities open to me,” she told students at her George Stevens Academy speech in 1983. “I did take up golf. It is really hard to get out of breath playing golf. It seemed to me the real danger was falling asleep between holes.” She was truly frustrated. “You saw the guys playing sports but everyone kept declaring that these were not acceptable for girls. It makes me think of the lyrics in that song that goes: ‘You can put your foot in the pool, but you can’t take a swim.’ All I got to do was play in the band. Big deal. But it was something to do. Still, inside, I wanted to get out and run around.”

			College, for helping to fulfill her athletic desires, turned out no better for Robin. She remembers attending Allegheny College in Meadville, Pennsylvania, majoring in history, with a minor in education. Today, she accepts that her college choice was made more to please her mom than for any other reason. She had applied and been accepted into the University of Maine, which had sports for females.

			But after trying out running that four-and-one-half-mile loop in Maine, she returned to college, and continued running on her own there, still in her Docksiders. She remembers being too embarrassed to go into the sports stores and get shoes, except accompanied by her boyfriend, Rick Voelker. That choice turned out badly, very badly, “They killed me. I must have had stress fractures from running in these thin, ballet-like shoes.”

			Sometimes she’d watch her boyfriend’s soccer matches and even there she’d get disapproving looks. “I would watch him from the sidelines, and they wouldn’t even let me run and get the ball for them when it went out of play, even though I was the only one watching them as they played in the pouring rain.” The reason? “Well, it’s because girls don’t do that sort of thing,” she recalls.

			Occasionally there was the rare, different reaction: “One day while I was running in the pouring rain I heard footsteps behind me and all of a sudden I was surrounded by the whole Allegheny cross-country team, all men. No one laughed at me. They thought it was great that I was out there. My attitude began to change,” she was quoted as telling George Stevens Academy students in that 1983 speech. Writer John Wiggins went on in that Ellsworth American article from her talk: There were no races and no trophies for women in those days. My best reward was a feeling about myself. It was confidence. I also felt a pioneering spirit. I found new limits. I began to go farther. I had no training guide, but I kept going and I have been at it for 18 years, through blizzards, airports and graveyards.

			Satisfaction came from just running on her own. And it was while she was in Pennsylvania, at college, that she had that First Truly Memorable run, that one Every Runner can recall because it just feels like “everything is clicking!” Robin says, “I was running down towards the dorm, and it just felt like I’m flying!—and that old Simon & Garfunkel song was in my head, you know, ‘slow down, you move too fast’ and, all of a sudden, that was it for me. I just knew that nothing that feels this good can be that bad for you.”

			Her mother, however, like so many concerned adults of the era, was troubled. “My mom would say, ‘Oh you’re gonna hurt yourself, you’re gonna do something horrible to yourself.’ But people just didn’t know. Where females were concerned, the ideas ran wild: ‘You’re gonna get a moustache. . . . You’re not going to be able to have kids.’”

			At first she wasn’t too pleased with any aspect of her mother’s contribution to her upbringing: indeed, she didn’t want to believe her mother’s heritage was Irish instead of Scottish. But, ultimately, she came to hope that perhaps some aspect of Irish genes could be true: “red hair, green eyes, fast runner!”

			Robin does enjoy going down one list: the list of myths from that era about women who dared to play sports. As Wiggins quoted her from that 1983 speech: We were warned that they got muscles; they wouldn’t be able to have children; boys wouldn’t like you, especially if you won; you would get an enlarged heart, liver, or something, and something horrible would happen to you; you would become a spinster; you would grow a moustache. We were really warned that these things would happen to us if we ran.

			One needn’t wonder if Robin was running, dreaming about winning races: there weren’t any races. She recalls, “I just ran on my own. I ran every day. And it’s hard to train your relatives and people because, you know, they’re thinking, ‘It’s raining. What’s the matter with you?’”

			Ultimately, Robin remembers with pride, “But, pretty soon they don’t say ‘Do you have to run today?’ They say ‘When are you going to run today?’”

			Robin continued to run, at college in Pennsylvania and at her summer home in Lamoine. Then, she recalls, “It was the last day of college, and it was wicked hot—but I ran, just to get my run in before graduation. And this guy comes up to me and says ‘I coach and I’d like to coach you. Can I?’ And I said, ‘Well, it’s a little bit too late. I’m sorry.’”

			Robin thinks of another lost opportunity at college: it seems one of the guys in the history department wanted her to go out for the rifle team. Because of her ability at skiing, she thinks it would have been great fun to do the biathlon. Again, thanks to her dad, Robin had begun skiing as a kid, walking up a hill in Pennsylvania on these old skis her dad had found in the garage. They had no edges on them. Robin would ski down the hill and then walk back up. Repeat. Then a kindly teacher took her over to a local skiing facility and helped outfit her with real skis. She immediately developed a lifelong love of skiing.

			In sports and the outdoors, Robin found freedom and joyous expression. She struggled with the questioning looks she got from adults, especially those who seemed to telegraph the same, tired, limiting message: “What are you doing? You’re only going to have kids. You’re only going to grow up to be a housewife.”

			Fortunately, with her parents, college hadn’t been an “if you go” proposition, it had been a “when you go,” mandate. But now that she had completed college she was troubled by the severe restrictions she found imposed on females. She remembers, “I became a teacher because I, principally, like helping children, and I like making a difference in a child’s life—and, yes, I like the personal lifestyle, with your summers off. Frankly there never really was any other choice for me because you just didn’t have much of a choice. You could be a nurse, you could be a secretary, or you could be a teacher; growing up, in my era, those were the choices. And you’re going to get married—so I just got into teaching.”

			She had determined that she wanted to live in Maine “and I didn’t care what I had to do. I could wash dishes or whatever.” But she feels she got lucky when she got a job at the Moore School in Ellsworth, teaching fifth grade.

			It was meeting her parents’ expectations on the other score, getting married to Voelker, that was particularly daunting. The rebellious 1960s were happening all around her, but other than wanting to be a girl who did sports, she was, essentially in her own mind, this girl, doing what her parents wanted her to do. “I was totally trying to please them. You’ve got to do what’s right and that included being married,” she recalls.

			Fortunately, her dad said that she “needed a year by yourself, just to see if you can do it.” Robin recalls she had more fun that year than she’d ever had in her life. She had a little apartment in Ellsworth, and it was a year of running, climbing, skiing.

			Her dad had been right and right then she knew she didn’t want to get married. But her mom “was this snowball: She’s getting the dresses. She’s taking over. You know moms! My mom took over, and I was too afraid to tell her I don’t want to do this—so I got married. We were both too young.”

			But lest anyone thinks Robin Emery harbors any lingering ill will about what she missed out on from education or from sports, or what she might have done differently if she hadn’t made decisions based on pleasing her parents, well, you’d be completely wrong.

			Today, you only need to talk to Robin in that family home, long ago winterized for her year-round use, just steps away from her beloved four-and-one-half-mile running loop, and you know Robin only dwells in the past to remember the best of times and to be fueled to succeed by those unhappiest of moments.

			“This home,” she says lovingly, “has always had a good feeling and everybody, from my family to all our relatives, spent many happy summers here.” Many of her aunts, uncles, and cousins would come to Lamoine Saturdays for bean suppers. And the kids would all play outside, while the adults met inside talking and singing. Robin remembers, “I’d play the flute and my mom had a little pump organ.”

			In 2016 the Emery clan had a family reunion in Lamoine. “And the kids were all out running on the lawn, like we used to do. And we were all in here talking, like our parents used to do. We’d become the ‘old people.’”

			Tragically, one of those relatives not present was the late Frederick C. “Rick” Emery Jr. Known in the greater Bangor area in the 1950s and 1960s as an outstanding athlete (especially to the author, who regularly struck out on either his fastball or his curve when he pitched Bangor West Side Little League baseball), her cousin Rick fell victim to ALS, or Lou Gehrig’s disease, in 2015.

			Rick was the son of the well-known and respected physician, Frederick Emery of Bangor. Her Uncle Fred, Robin recalls, was her favorite uncle, one with whom she played golf on occasion.

			“Cousin Ricky, back then, was always too cool to come to family things,” Robin laughingly recalls, “but he was the apple of my uncle’s eye. Uncle Fred loved to go to his games.” A star baseball player from Little League right through Bangor High School and Colby College, Rick Emery once played for an elite amateur baseball team called the Comrades. Professionally, after earning his legal degree at Cornell Law School, he worked in the US Attorney’s Office for the Western District of New York and, starting in 1989, he returned to Maine as an Assistant US Attorney for the District of Maine in Portland, until his retirement in 2012.

			With all this history in mind, Robin considered it a wonderful tribute when her Uncle Fred wrote her, just after her father passed away. “It was this really great letter . . . about how ‘you have done a lot for our family in sports,’ and ‘we’re really proud of you.’ It was so neat to think that they really noticed.”

			Over the course of fifty years of running, Robin Emery got “noticed” a lot. But the first ones to do so—well, they noticed—and were—stunned!

		

	
		
			Two

			Running Scared Until Dick Goodie Delivers “The Talk”

			Robin Emery was the epitome of the “loneliness of the long-distance runner,” for three years, from 1967 through 1969. “I mostly ran at night, in graveyards and places where no one would see me. It was as if I didn’t want to be caught running,” she remembers.

			For someone who has really enjoyed the changing “styles” of running clothes and shoes over the decades, she can laugh today at her original garb. There were bulky sweatshirts and flappy windbreakers. And there were sweatpants or cutoff jeans; sometimes, to “be fancy,” there were Bermuda shorts. Wearing blue jeans came with serious consequences because when they got wet “it meant you can’t run the next day,” sidelined by severe chafing. Finally, the shoes were her boat shoes, which weighed about five pounds apiece and had seams inside, a recipe that spelled blisters—nasty blisters.

			But by the early 1970s, she recalls, “I was grudgingly accepted. People waved instead of throwing beer cans at me,” she joked, as a guest speaker for a student audience at George Stevens Academy in Blue Hill in 1983 and quoted by John Wiggins in an article for the Ellsworth American weekly newspaper.

			And it was early in 1970 that she saw a newspaper article announcing an open track competition, with an event for females. This was the Maine Amateur Athletic Union (AAU) Track Meet, with an 880-yard run for women, or one lap around the half-mile, cinder track behind the
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