
Mike and John receive lifetime mem-

berships for their service to PPRR.

Mike takes a rare 
chance to run a WS.

Chillin’ at the Coolest Race in Town

Winter Series IV   10K & 20K Sat. Feb 24
Wolford Elementary (Black Forest)

Winter Series III   5M & 10M Sat. Feb 10
El Pomar Youth Sports Park

Winter Series II    4M & 8M Sat. Jan 27
Norris Penrose Event Center

Winter Series I     3.3M & 7M Sat. Jan 13
Cheyenne Mountain State Park

The Coolest Race in TownWinter
 Series

Continue the tradition and join the 39th 
running of the Winter Series! Long course 
races start at 10:00; short course starts 
at 10:20. The WS offers team competi-
tion and is happy to accommodate run-
ners of all abilities. Mark your calendar 
for what’s sure to be a very special WS 
Banquet on Saturday, March 3rd.

See pprrun.org or the insert in this issue 
for registration and more information.

For 10 years, John Gardner and Mike Shafai co-directed the Winter Series. During their tenure, participation grew as 
much as 50%, with the awards banquet at the Pro Rodeo Hall of Fame gaining enormous popularity. This year, Mike 

and John handed over the reins to the generous and capable hands of Jen Osler and Jeff Mohrmann.
Pikes Peak Road Runners especially wishes to give thanks for Mike Shafai as we continue to mourn his untimely 

passing. Mike’s endless enthusiasm, unparalleled creativity, and generous heart have left an indelible mark on PPRR 
and the whole running community, which we will always remember and for which we will be forever grateful.
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REMEMBERING MIKE

A Tribute 
BY HOLLY JOHNSON 

I once read a runner’s blog post that described a particular run 
she took while dealing with a hard circumstance. She said it was like 
“carrying an invisible pack of sadness” along with her. 

That was me today. 
Yesterday, I was shocked to learn that a longtime member of our 

local running community, someone I’ve known for more than 10 years, 
died in his sleep Tuesday night. A fellow 40-something, he was just two 
years older than me. A husband. A dad. A crazy-fit endurance athlete. 
A number cruncher. A community leader. 

A friend. 
When I was new to running and racing, with newfound natural 

ability and a lot of motivation to improve, he encouraged me—even as 
I struggled to keep up with his ballistically-fast trail running group. 

When I began experiencing too many health issues to stay connected 
to any group and, for a while, to run at all, he continued encouraging 
me. As I slowly recovered and worked on rebuilding the strength to run 
again, he urged me to come back to those group training runs. I knew I 
wasn’t ready—but somehow, I felt included. 

When I started a new job and discovered that his company 
partnered with my employer to provide retirement guidance (I almost 
didn’t recognize him that day, standing there in the lobby in a suit), he 
became my advisor in a new way. He never made me feel stupid, even 
though wading through numbers and investment jargon makes my eyes 
glaze over. 

I saw him for the last time on October 7. I was running my first 
10k in a very long time—and ran into him near the start. Happy and 
surprised to see him there, I asked if he was racing. “No,” he said, 
“Timing.” “Slacker!” We both grinned. 

We visited for a moment after the race. After all these years, Scott 
finally got to meet him, too. 

And then he was gone. 
This morning, for the first time in a very long time, we got up 

at oh-dark-whatever to meet a running group. More than 70 people 
gathered to run in tribute to a man who was one of the most relationally 
intentional, inclusive, giving, kind people I have ever known. We 
started in the dark, and ran until it was light. 

Thanks for being my friend, Mike. I’ll see you on the other side.

Holly Johnson is a runner, triathlon dabbler, 
and NASM-Certified Personal Trainer and 
Corrective Exercise Specialist. She also is a 
freelance writer and editor. The journey 
back to running and racing is still in 
progress, but she has learned that just 
putting one foot in front of the other can 
get you further down the trail than you 
even realize.

Letter 
BY EMILY BATSON 

Dear Mike, 
As with many things in life, I am behind in my thoughts and 

communication. Over the past week I have seen several notifications, 
Facebook posts, emails, and text messages reminding all of us to share our 
thoughts about you. I had to go wayyyyy back in time. Like pre- iPhone 
days. What is my favorite memory of Mike? What do I remember most? 

I became a little more “serious” about running when I ETS’d from the 
Army in 2007. Terrence, Ella and I had moved to Pueblo from Germany, 
and during that autumn, I had a chance to reconnect with many friends, 
including Tim Steffens. I am fairly sure I told you the story of how Tim, 
Terrence and I are connected via the Yukon Tavern and how the Ascent 
was a big part of that (including my 48 hour engagement/marriage to 
Terrence). Tim was and has been an integral part of my running since 2007 
and I have to credit him with introducing me to you. My first memory of you 
was in the dark. Garden of the Gods….early on a Thursday morning in the 
autumn of 2008. Tim was there and maybe two or three other people. Tim 
had told me about you and the running group you were leading. I don’t even 
remember how long we ran, but as soon as there was bantering and blaming 
of farts and bodily sounds between you and Tim, I felt right at home. I am 
not sure why it is comforting to hear others laugh and poke fun at others 
people’s bodily functions, but after that run I knew I could hang out with the 
group because it was fun and like being in my own house! 

Fast forward 10 years and man, oh man, I cannot believe where we all are 
now and how much has changed. One thing that did not change was your 
passion for running and training, which has been consistently demonstrated 
in so many ways, as well as your dedication to the running community. As I 
have thought back over the past four years since returning to CO, there has 
not been a week that has gone by where your name hasn’t been mentioned 
or read. I believe this is the reason why your sudden departure does not 
sit well and is so surprising and painful. I think I am probably speaking 
for more than just myself that upon hearing your news, I wondered if this 
will happen to me, or another friend. “This” as in unexpected death. For us 
Type A personalities, it does not make sense and is so difficult to rationalize 
because you were the symbol of what many of us desire to be. Smart, funny, 
witty, friendly, accepting, a talented athlete, a great dad, a great husband…..
the list goes on and on. 

The last thing I want to say relates to something someone posted about 
whether any of us ever told you how great you are and how grateful we are for 
what you have done for the running community and all of us personally over 
the past years. We always feel like we haven’t expressed enough gratitude. I 
know I have not. It makes the pain worse. But I’ll say it now. Thank you for 
all you did and continue to do, because your legacy will live forever, really. 
I’ll take this moment to say thank you to many others whom I have met 
and become friends with because of your group. Richard Bennett, Katie 
Katalin, Dean Jaeger, Tracey Anderson, Wendy Stalnaker, John Sudduth, 
John Keller, Craig Sommerdorf and many others. But I need to express extra 
gratitude to Tim Steffens, who introduced us. Tim – you should know you 
are an incredible guy who I don’t say thank you enough to, and am so grateful 
you are a part of my life. Thanks for your awesome friendship, Michael. We 
will all miss you tremendously. We already do. My thoughts and love are 
with Stephanie and the kids, and the entire running community.

2017 has been an incredible year for Emily 
Batson. She is a Colorado Springs native  
(one of the few remaining), and a prosthodontist 
(that’s a dentist who specialized in fixing a lot  
of teeth). She owns her own practice on the 
south side of town. She credits her husband, 
Terrence, with her running addiction, even 
though he no longer runs.  
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