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ASPEN UNTUCKEDFROM ASPEN, WITH LOVE by BARBARA PLATTS

“THEY” SAY THERE IS no such 
thing as a completely selfless act. 
That even in gestures of kindness 
for a friend or someone in need, 
one still feels pleasure and pride 

for their actions. They 
pat themselves on the 
back for all of the good 
they have done.

But on Saturday 
night, while shuffling 
my cumbersome and 
unprepared thighs up 
Aspen Mountain at 
roughly 5:30 p.m. in 
35 degree and below 
temperatures, I was 

almost positive that “they” had 
no idea what the hell they were 
talking about. I could not seem to 
derive any pride or pleasure from 
my current situation, despite the 
fact that I was doing it for a worthy 
cause: the ninth annual Summit  
for Life, which benefits the Chris 
Klug Foundation. 

Weeks before the race I received 
a large dose of encouragement 
from the executive director of the 
Chris Klug Foundation, Beth Slater, 
to enter the race. I was told it 
would be fun, that everyone would 
be doing it and that all proceeds 
went to the foundation, a nonprofit 
that works to advance lifesaving 
organ and tissue donation, as well 
as improving the lives of those who 
receive one of those donations.

OK, I thought. I like Beth 

Slater. I like fun. I like doing what 
everyone else is doing. And I like 
the Chris Klug Foundation, which 
I had learned about at an early 
age when I participated in Klug’s 
snowboard camp on Buttermilk. 
I had heard Klug speak numerous 
times about his challenging journey 
from a liver transplant to winning 
a bronze medal in the Olympics. I 
still remember the first snowboard 
I had that he signed after camp. 
His story, and the organization’s 
mission, has been an inspiration for 
thousands of people who need or 
have had an organ transplant. I was 
more than happy to sign up and 
give back.

Summit for Life, the foundation’s 
largest fundraising event, started 
in 2005, replacing Aspen Skiing 
Co.’s Storm the Stars event. It has 
more than doubled since then with 
500 racers (the maximum capacity) 
signing up this year. Plus, 60 people 
came up on the gondola to enjoy 
the after party at the Sundeck. It’s 
no wonder that people gravitate to 
such a positive and unique event 
at the beginning of December each 
year. 

This year’s race promised a 
full moon to guide the way for 
all of us racers. My friends and 
I felt confident in our endeavor. 
We headed for the base of the 
mountain. And then one of us 
realized they had forgotten their 
Yaktrax, so we had to rush home, 

giving us a late start. 
Once we started hiking up Little 

Nell, we all started to realize that 
this was going to be a much harder 
endeavor than we anticipated. We 
were sweating, yet freezing. We  
felt slightly alarmed by the 
darkness and simultaneously bored 
by it since we could see very little. 
And, we were really far behind  
the pack due to the Yaktrax 
incident (granted my glacial pace 
would’ve put me behind the pack in 
due time anyway).

The recreational group started 
up the mountain at 5 p.m., and 
the competitive group started an 
hour later. We were about two-
thirds of the way up, munching 
on peanut butter Clif Bars at 
the second aid station, when the 
competitive racers started to speed 
by us. There’s never a shortage of 
people in Aspen to remind the 
rest of us that we’re not in pristine 
athletic shape, and this race was 
no exception. My cousin, who is 
genetically related to me, even 
breezed by as if he was just going 
on an afternoon stroll. 

With our egos all a bit bruised, 
we trudged on. Soon we could hear 
David Cook’s encouraging prose 
over a loud speaker. Then came 
the site of the blue light-encrusted 
finishing arch with the Sundeck 
behind it. That restaurant had 
never looked so good. Our speeds 
picked up, and we crossed the line 

for a finish at a time that’s just too 
embarrassing to print. 

The celebration for Summit  
for Life was bursting out the doors 
of the packed Sundeck. Every  
racer, fast or slow, was 
congratulating another for their 
shared accomplishment. 

There was no denying it, each 
person in there that had finished 
the race felt pride in their feat. And 
we all felt reassurance in the fact 
that we did it for a united cause 
that made us feel like, in a small 
way, we each made a difference. 

The event has already made 
$175,000 from race entries, 
pledges and donations. And more 
is expected to come in over the 
weekend. That is a feat more 
admirable than hiking all four of 
our mountains. 

I spose “they” were right. When 
all is said and done and everyone 
has crossed the finish line, you 
can’t help but feel good about 
giving back, even if it can be 
extremely painful. 

Maybe there is no such thing as a 
selfless act. And maybe that’s OK. 
 

Barbara Platts is planning on 
taking her cumbersome thighs 
up that damn mountain several 
more times this season to beat her 
time last Saturday. Reach her at 
bplatts.000@gmail.com or on 
Twitter @BarbaraPlatts.
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The knowledge that we  
were supporting a good 
cause made the grueling  
trek to the top worth it.


