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Brian M. Richards
Pan-Massachusetts Challenge
Sturbridge to Provincetown

August 18 to 19, 1990

Besides raising money for the Jimmy Fund, the Pan-Massachu-
setts Challenge (PMC) provided me with my greatest chal-
lenge, completing the ride. I had very little training this year
due to the massive amount of overtime at Salem. The overtime
meals were a killer. I did gain 15 pounds over last year. I made
a decision to take my mountain bike to make it easier to go up
the hills. My mountain bike is geared lower than my racing
bikes. Although it is harder on the flats, it is much easier on
the hills.

Saturday morning, for the first time, breakfast was provided
free. We always had to pay for it in the past. I wouldn’t mind
paying for the Pasta dinner (its free for the riders) as it’s a

social gathering, but even a condemned man gets a free meal
before he is executed.

There were over 1000 riders, all wearing a beautiful PMC T-
Shirt. The riders were broken into three groups, the fast
riders, the steady riders, and what Billy Starr (founder of the
PMC) said was the older more mature riders. That was a good
way of saying slow pokes. I was back with the mature riders.
The first 30 miles were real brutal on me. There were many hills
that I had to climb. I was being video tapped on one hill when
the camera man said “think of this as Mt. Washington”. I said
“I’m from south Jersey. This is Mt. Washington”. Sweat was
literally pouring down my body.  Saturday turned out to be a
scorcher, over 92 degrees.

The water/rest stops were located approximately 20 miles. It
gave me enough time to fill my water bottles up and drink some
juice. The ladies got short changed at the first waterstop on
both days. There were no portable toilets. It was out in the
woods. No one complained. Lunch was provided at the 60 mile
point on day 1.

There were not many spectators to cheer you on. There was less
this year than last year, and that was in the rain. Bank of New
England dropped out as the title sponsor, and Drexel Burnham
Lambert went out of business. We did not get the publicity that
we hoped for. It was our own volunteers that provided the
much needed morale boost.

I asked myself why I was putting myself through so much
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torture at the 50 mile point when I saw the most beautiful
poster. It had the name of 6 people on it with the message
“Thank you for cycling for us”. It was from the children of the
Dana Farber. Somehow my discomfort seem to go away. I had
to keep thinking of that poster as the weekend progressed. At
the 90 mile point there was a lady in a truck who had a dinosaur
on it with a sign that said “Keep biking until cancer is extinct”.
I stopped to get a drink of ice water from her. She showed up
at the 100 mile rest stop and offered me a beer. I thanked her
but declined. I still had nine miles to go. One guy at the 100
mile stop asked me if I was stopping at the stops. I said why.
He told me that he must have passed me 5 times so far. I said

that everyone was passing me. I just had enough time to fill my
water bottles up and be on my way. I made the joke that I had
a bike for sale, real cheap.

The overnight stop was Mass Maritime Academy at the 109 mile
point at Buzzards Bay. Saturday evening’s concert featured
Patty Larkin, a famous folk singer. True, it wasn’t Frankie Valli
& the 4 Seasons, but it was enjoyable. I still didn’t get any sleep
Saturday night. The adrenalin was still pumping through my
veins.

I left Sunday at 5 AM in the dark. The police blocked off one
lane over the Bourne Bridge, so it wasn’t that dangerous.

Sunset came at 5:30 AM. It was cloudy
and cold. I was dreading this part of
the day. The last 20 miles are the
roughest of the ride, and I was pretty
beat up from Saturday. I had saddle
sores in places I cannot describe. At
the 45 mile point my left knee shot up
in excruciating pain. I was concerned
that I would not finish the ride. The
sag wagon came by. The support people
wanted me to drop out. I said I could
make it to the 60 mile point as it was
somewhat flat (still hilly by south
Jersey standards). At that point I
would let medical decide if I should
continue. I knew I could not continue if
I was still in pain. It took me two hours
to complete the 15 miles. Everyone in
the world passed me. People were
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concerned. I got in and asked for some Asprin. They gave me
Modrin, and I was back on my way. Within 15
minutes the pain went away. At that point I was
approaching the highest hill of the ride. Two of
our volunteers, the two most beautiful ladies in the
world were there, cheering me on. If it weren’t for
them I would have walked up that hill. I couldn’t
let them down. I was down to 4 MPH but I made
it.

I started to pick up speed and pass people. Even the
support people in the sag wagon were cheering me
on. I was feeling great. Here I am at the 5 mile point
thinking that I’m home easy, when I realize that
there was a change in the route. Instead of
somewhat flat terrain, it was all hills. Just what I
needed. I got in just before it rained. Our trans-
portation to Boston via ferry was cancelled due to
the high wind conditions and rough seas. The PMC
was not prepared for this. They had to get 21 busses to get the
people back to Sturbridge & Boston. I will never again
complain about the ferry after that
bus ride.

There were over 1000 reasons why
people were doing this ride. We as a
group were making a statement against cancer. Last year 92
cents on the dollar went to the treatment and research of
children’s cancer. All of us cover our own fund raising
expenses. Most of the food and support are donated by
corporate sponsors. Our only material reward is a T-Shirt. If
we are fortunate to raise twice the minimum, we get a Heavy
Hitter T-Shirt. I raised $3535.04, making me a Heavy Hitter
3 years in a row.

The PMC does far more than raise hundreds of thousands of
dollars for the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute’s (DFCI) Jimmy
Fund. It mirrors, challenge for challenge, the very process the
Dana-Farber’s researchers confront all year long. For the
riders it’s a turn of the pedal. For the DFCI it’s the search
for a new idea. It’s another mile achieved. Another theory
tested. Every hill that’s conquered matches every notch the
cure rate is inched up.

The advances made both in DFCI’s laboratories and
clinics have ensured great strides in the fight
against pediatric and adult cancer. Childhood
leukemia has risen from a cure rate of less than 5
percent in 1960 to 50 percent overall and up to 80
percent in some disease forms. Osteogenic sarcoma,
a bone cancer of childhood for which the cure rate
was less than 15 percent, is now over 60 percent
curable. Wilm’s tumor, the second most common
form of childhood tumor, has risen from roughly 40
percent to over 85 percent curable. Hodgkin’s
disease, a lymphoma which strikes children and
adults, was about 40 percent curable in 1960 and
is now approaching an 80 percent cure rate.
Diffuse histocytic lymphoma, a major form of adult
lymphoma, has gone from 30 percent to 60 percent

curable.

Many who ride the PMC have personally felt the impact of

cancer in some way. Some ride because they care. Hope is the
one thing we all have in common. Not everyone who’s involved
is a rider, but to the Dana-Farber’s Jimmy Fund and to the
cancer patients whose lives you impact, whether your feet
touched a pedal or not, we all finished first.
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Sponsored By

Joe Amicucci, Gary Assimos, Pete Barcroft, Jeff & Beth Beecher, Amy Bizeur,
Michael & Elizabeth McKinnon, Mike & Cheryl Breault, Peter Caruso,

Don & Carol Christianson, Nicholas Ciambella, Pete Crawn, Sean & Debbie Curran, Matt D’Agostino,
Larry Davis, Henry Davenport, Rick Dawson, Mike DePetrillo,

Jim Devone, David DiPietro, Brian Falla, Everett Gallagher, Mike Gary,
Peter Giarrusso, Mark Gruetter, Ed Guertin,  Gus’s International Bike Shop,

Rob Howell, Linford House, Tom & Kathleen Hoye, Doris Hurley,
Diane Izbicki,  James John, Nelseine Johnson, David Kimball,

George & Joann  Lavigne, Bev & Terry Linscott, Russ & Linda Littlefield, Michael LoPiano, Keith Mahler, Ron Masse,
Michael & Elizabeth McKinnion,

Dave McGonigle, Dave McGrew, Steve Milligan, Mike O’Connell,
Dick & Joan Palmer, Mary Pankok, Mike Panko, Kevin Petrillo,

           Bob Phillips, Larry Randolph, Brian Richards,
Dan, Carol & Ali Richards, David Richards, Don & Marion Richards,
Gloria Richards, Kevin Richards, Steve Richards, Bill Schell, Tom Shawley,

Jim Shepperd, Scott & Karen Snyder, Warren Straubmuller, Tom Szydlowski, Charles Vincent, Ed
Wallack, John Watson, Brian Whitehouse, Kevin Whitney

Mom & Dad would be proud. Until next year.
` Thank you & may God Bless

Brian M. Richards

For the PMC Riders, the Challenge is 192 miles.

One mile at a time.

For those who we ride for, the Challenge is Life.

One day at a time.

In Memory Of

Roland Bragg, Richard Breault, Sam D’Agostino, Santa D’Agostino,

Michael A. DePetrillo Sr, Evelyn Gamble, Clifton Linscott, Josephine Linscott,

Maurice Martino, Lillian Marie McKinnon, Thomas O’Neill, Kathleen Marie Richards,

Joseph Albert Richards, Domenic Stagno, Michelle St. Louis, Joe Watson


