
sAge Advice For Master skiers  

Upon recently being asked about my 
training methods, my first thought was “My 
buddy Ralph will kick my keyster if I divulge 
my training secrets!” Then I remembered that 
I don’t have any training secrets. And I espe-
cially don’t have any that Ralph didn’t know 
ten years ago.

And I remembered that my wife kicks my 
butt even when I spy on her training meth-
ods. This got me thinking about what really 
is effective for Masters racers. I may not have 
the biggest engine around but I am a real-
ly good thinker, so I gave it some thought. 
What follows is the raw truth, without sugar. 
You have to give that sugar stuff up anyway, 
so why sugarcoat the advice?

Direct observation of race results shows 
unequivocally that the most effective tac-
tic is to arrange to be several years younger 
than your competitors. I’ve observed over the 
years that it works better than almost any-
thing else.

Failing in that, I believe that my hero 
Tonya Harding, who has a checkered employ-
ment history and wasn’t as good at boxing 
as she was at kneecapping, could use some 
dough. All of your younger competitors have 
two kneecaps. Peter, don’t read this. I’m get-
ting my wife to sew me a pair of tights... I 
am pretty sure that Tom Altenbach wears 
those wild flowered ones to hide the padding 
bulges at the knees, and I’m getting myself 
some.

In a related vein, although it works poorly 
to get older yourself, it works well to have 
your kids do it. In my family I’ve always tend-
ed to help the one who needs it the most. In 
recent years, my breathing has become more 
and more labored while I try to offer advice 
to even the slowest member of my family. I 
quit giving any advice... well, I quit saying 
anything whatsoever... on uphills some time 
ago. I’ve noticed recently that the same plan 
seems good for long stretches of the flats. 
On downhills it would be absurd for me to 
offer anybody any advice. Reflecting upon 
this brings me to a realization that can be 
succinctly summarized as “shut up and ski.” 

It may not work perfectly, but you stand a 
better chance of at least keeping your advi-
sees in sight.

Arranging for your kids to get older is 
very easy; every time I groan about rapidly 
approaching age 100, my son Carl points 
out that he is approaching 100 at the same 
speed, and he doesn’t see a problem. Dumb 
kids are preferable.

Skiing with kids is like the Greek plan em-
ployed by Milo of Croton, who carried a calf 
every day while it grew heavier and he grew 
stronger. I bet I arrived at the same solution 
that Milo did: give up when the going gets 
rough, but promulgate myths about your 
strength. I’m thinking of not skiing next year, 
because talking a good game is more suited 
to my capabilities. Just ask.

So let’s see: 1) arrange to be younger, 2) 
shut up and ski. A solid start. Let me see … 
what other advice I can offer?

What has worked for me? Mortification. 
Take one look at the race results from any 
race you would care to name. Publicly get-
ting waxed by everybody in my family, in-
cluding the family dog if we had one, leaves 
me with a sick feeling, after which I invari-
ably resolve to double my training plan, both 
intensity and hours, and fill it will all sorts 
of springing and sproinging and sprunging, 
starting the very next day (as soon as I figure 
out what sprunging is). It hasn’t worked yet, 
but I keep doing it anyway. My conclusion 
is: stick to it. Don’t give up. In actual fact, 
it always has the same result: some sort of 
injury. A knee. Probably two of them. A hip, 
a shoulder, a plantar fascia, an achilles ten-
don, an elbow ligament. I am certain every 
masters skier is nodding knowingly just now, 
as we enumerate the frail parts of the hu-
man body that would be better replaced by 
unbreakable polystyrene.

So I think the long and short of it is:

1) Arrange to be younger 2) Shut up and 
ski. 3) Replace most of your working parts 
with unbreakable polystyrene. 4) Stick to it. 
Don’t give up. 5) Talk a really good game.

Solid plan. Very solid. There is, however, 
one more thing.

My wife, who always wallops me, has al-
ways taken a more basic approach. She is the 
girl who ran for an hour every day pushing a 
double stroller with two heavy kids in it, no 
matter if it was dark, snowing, sleeting, or 5 
below zero. At least once she won a road race 
pushing Garrett in a stroller. He was about 
as much help as he is around the house as a 
teenager. In my family, you get up, it’s 7:30 on 
a Saturday morning, you are thinking about 
coffee and waffles, and a cheery voice says 
“It’s a beautiful day. How about a 10 mile run 
up some really big hills in the heat?”

In actual real life, I have a job where I of-
ten have to work really hard on almost any 
day because someone else is depending on 
me. This inexplicably happens more often 
when going running up big hills with teen-
age boys is on the docket. This year I had to 
work late the night before Mother’s Day, so I 
skipped the AM event. I will never forget the 
happy Mom who came back from very steep 
Foothills Park with her fast 19-year-old son. 
“All the other Moms were sitting there hav-
ing picnics; I was the only Mom who got to 
go for a run for Mother’s day!!” There you 
have it.

My last piece of sage advice, therefore, is: 
marry a fanatic. It is kind of like a dowry sort 
of thing, where instead of a couple of cows 
and some chickens you receive a whole lot 
of trouble for free. It’s the gift that keeps on 
giving. 

Russell is way too modest. Even while 
keeping up with a demanding job, living in 
Palo Alto, and constantly shuttling kids back 
and forth to 7,000 ft., he still manages to be 
one of the top athletes in his age class.
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