
 

Public Memorial Services for Nicole Reinhart 

BY CHARLES HOWE 
 

On September 17, 2000, Nicole Reinhart, 24, of the 

Saturn Cycling Team, was killed when she crashed into 

an elm tree on the final lap of the BMC Software Grand 

Prix in Arlington, Massachusetts.  Had she won, 

Reinhart would have collected $250,000 for winning all 

four races in the BMC series, and she was also the 

overall leader in the season-long Saturn US Pro points 

series.  Her memorial services were held one week later.  

I attended, in part, as an official for a rider who had 

once been partially ‘in my charge,’ so to speak.  Any 

conscientious official who cares is saddened when 

something like this happens, no matter who the rider is.  

There was a bit more to it than that, although I don’t 

want to misrepresent the facts here; the truth is, I’d had 

only a brief acquaintance with her during the Wendy’s 

Classic in Columbus last July 25-30.  We were 

introduced just before the second of the race’s six 

stages, and then chatted again just before the final race, 

in Grandview Heights, where she was excited that her 

parents had come to see her race, and I teased her that if 

she won, she’d have to pay their airfare home (as I later 

found out, that’s one place where her winnings often went.)  She did in fact win the stage, then spoke graciously 

and earnestly on the podium afterward of the faith she had in her teammates when the going had been difficult, 

and she had nearly been dropped on the hill just before the finish line.  This scant familiarity was enough for 

me to make the 410-mile trek to eastern Pennsylvania after working a race in Akron, Ohio the previous 

morning – let that be my tribute to her.  Like others who had merely crossed her path, I was charmed. 

 

Recently, a friend asked me how the services went, and I thought others might be interested too, so I decided 

to report and reflect a bit.  I didn’t realize I would write anything up, so I didn’t think to make any notes 

afterward; these are the events and impressions which linger several days later: 

 

On Sunday, September 24, beneath a gray, subdued Autumn sky, public memorial services were held for 

Nicole Reinhart in Breinigsville, Pennsylvania, on the infield of the Lehigh Valley Velodrome, under a 

massive white canopy supported by six thick aluminum poles.  In front and to the right were displayed 

photographs from her life and racing career.  A videotape montage of the same, set to “Everlong” by Foo 

Fighters, played continuously, but I found it difficult to look at anything for any length of time.  The crowd, 

estimated at 1,000+, was standing-room-only. 

 

Speakers included the late rider’s parents and maternal grandfather; her Sunday School teacher; her high school 

principal, cross-country coach, and fitness team coach; Saturn Team Manager Tom Schuler as well as 

teammates Dede Demet-Barry and Julie Hudetz; a pastor from Trinidad who is a family friend; Rob Coppolillo, 

a cycling journalist; and John Tarbert, Technical Director of USA Cycling™.  Several of them began by saying 

how poor they were at speaking on such occasions, then went on to provide ample and eloquent evidence to the 

contrary.  One or two declared their belief that “all things happen for a reason,” others seemed to share it, but 

few attempted to offer even one.  As though wrestling with something too big to get their arms around, too 

heavy to move, they fell back to ponder the matter, and resorted to telling anecdotes. 
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Nicole’s father, Mike, lead off with some brief comments, then turned things over to her mother, Pam.  

Composed, but in halting tones, she read one of the last letters her daughter had written her, as well as a note 

Nicole had sent with a wedding anniversary card in which she thanked them both for the wonderful life they 

had given her.  Mrs. Reinhart also gave strong and firm reassurance to the officials, promoter, and other 

team members in attendance: “You are not to blame for any of this.  We hold nothing against any of you.” 

 

Nicole’s maternal grandfather, Einar Anderson, gave a calm and careful reading of a simple poem which 

declared, among other things, that Nicole never forgot that a race is just a race.  Her Sunday School teacher 

followed with a brief and straightforward account of her Christian education, then added a note of personal 

irony: earlier in the year, she had been diagnosed with a terminal case of cancer.  Things had happened 

‘backwards,’ however, as she had far outlived her prognosis to mourn Nicole, rather than the other way around. 

 

Julie Hudetz sang a song specially dedicated to Nicole, accompanied on acoustic guitar by her mother, a 

singer-songwriter.  Heartfelt, personal, and profound, I confess I found it as moving as the traditional hymns 

(“Amazing Grace” and “How Great thou Art”) which were sung: 

 

You Are A Part of Me  

©2000 by Elizabeth Hudetz, with additional lyrics by Julie Hudetz 

 

You are a part of me as I am a part of you 

The life that flows through me 

Is the life that flows through you 

No ending or beginning – forever throughout time 

Like water love flows through us 

And nourishes the dreams of all mankind 

 

You always took the time – your spirit gave so much 

You won with grace, or lost, but kept that human touch 

So full of energy and life, yet with priorities in place 

Encouraging the best in all 

You always knew a race is just a race 

 

You are a part of me as I am a part of you 

You’re in the heart of me as I know I am in you 

I’ll always hold the memory of what you mean to me  

How you gave with all your heart 

And shared your love unconditionally 

 

From dust we all are taken, to dust we shall return 

The love we share upon the earth is why we’re here 

It’s what we’re here to learn 

Love is what we’re here to learn 

You are a part of me as I am a part of you. 

 

The minister from Trinidad – I think his name was Pierre – spoke forcefully to the young people present, 

through what I will say was a clipped British accent (I’m bad at identifying them), of how our lives are 

interdependent and reach out to affect everyone around us.  “Young people,” he intoned sternly, “do not say 

‘It is my life, I will do what I want.’  Look around here – look at all the people Nicole has touched, all the 

lives she has made a difference for.” 
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Her track/cross-country coach from Emmaus High School, Mike Flynn, struggled, had to pause and take a 

step back from the dais to collect himself as he related how he and his wife had named their own daughter, 

born 1991, after then 14-year-old Nicole, who had impressed them so much.  He told a delightful story of 

how she, headstrong and obstinate, insisted on eating steak the night before a big race instead of the 

recommended pasta, countering arguments that the steak would not be digested at race time by claiming that 

she had “extra-fast digestion.”  On the way out to the parking lot after the team dinner, she stopped abruptly 

as a pained look crossed her face.  “What’s the matter?” he asked.  “I’m digesting,” she answered. 

 

He also recounted how, in a pinch and needing a runner, he had once asked her to run in a meet on a 

moment’s notice, despite that fact that she hadn’t run so much as a single step in 3 months.  She agreed, 

finishing 5th of 51, and allowing Emmaus to beat rival Liberty High by a single point. 

 

Her fitness team coach described how she had approached him as a shy 8th-grader, gotten special permission to 

compete at the national championships for grades 9-12, and finished third.  As a freshman the next year, she 

won and set a record for all grades, then broke her record and won again as a sophomore.  She did not compete 

as a junior due to her cycling schedule, then came back to win a third time in her senior year, though her score 

was not a record, her performance having been compromised somewhat by training for bike racing. 

 

Rob Coppolillo, who writes for bike.com, read a letter from John Walrod, Nicole’s childhood friend and a 

promising road/track competitor himself, which could also have been titled “You are a part of me,” as the 

pair had grown up together from the age of 12, and were truly under each other’s skin.  Filled as it was with 

slice-of-life vignettes, which would have been merely endearing under happier circumstances, Walrod was 

unsure that he would be able to get through it publicly, and gave the missive to Coppolillo to “look over” 

and read aloud, which journalist Coppolillo did without changing a word or punctuation mark. 

 

Warning: if you’re at work or in a public place when you read this, be ready to proffer many white lies about 

there being something in the air that’s making your eyes water.  “What’s wrong with you?  Don’t you feel it 

too?”  See, you don’t have a problem, they do . . .  

 

DO be sure to read it if you have come around to thinking that young people are callous, insensitive, 

shallow, and uncaring, as there could be no more poignant and compelling expression of grief. 

 

A local cycling official read a note of condolence from Hein Verbruggen, head of the UCI. 

 

Her high school principal provided some comic relief by saying he had gone back and checked records, 

finding that there was still some detention time to be served, and that after hearing Walrod’s letter, he 

realized what really took place on the trips which sometimes absented Nicole from school for extended 

periods, as well as why she had struggled with Algebra so much. 

 

Her father then spoke, at considerable length, of the faith he had tried to instill in Nicole, of how he had 

wanted her life and cycling career to be a kind of ministry, of how he had no regrets as a parent.  Just the 

sheer volume of those present was overwhelming testimony of how well founded his self-satisfaction was.  

That there was any exaggeration borne of grief in the tributes paid is refuted by the almost numbing 

consistency of the attributes and qualities ascribed to her:  Sweet.  Loving.  Kind.  Class.  Grace.  Heart.  

Unpretentious.  Friendly.  Humble.  Genuine.  Charming.  Warm.  Sincere.  Effervescent.  Joyful.  Angelic.  

Wide-eyed and innocent.  Easy to work with.  Professional.  Always-smiling, enthusiastic, and cheerful.  

Approachable.  Accommodating.  Helpful and unselfish, especially willing to give of her time to children.  

Sensitive.  Funny.  The most promising young rider, tenacious and fiercely determined in competition.  

 

Running on a bit, Mr. Reinhart brought his time to a close after a reminder from his wife, nimbly 

deprecating his long-windedness.  “I know I’ll see Nicole again someday, and when I do she’ll say two 

things: ‘Dad, I love you.’ and then ‘You talk too much.’” 

 

http://web.archive.org/web/20001022094832/http:/www.bike.com/features/couch/coppolillo/articles/2000-9-24_a.html
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Her pastor wrapped things up by telling a joke about three passengers and the pilot of an airplane about to 

crash, deciding how the three parachutes they had should be divided up among them.  The pilot cited his 

family, then took the first one and jumped.  A passenger billing himself as the “Smartest Man in the World” 

grabbed the next one and did the same.  Two remained, a Boy Scout and a minister, and the latter gave his 

up ’chute for the young boy.  “Relax, Reverend, the Smartest Man in the World just grabbed my knapsack.”  

Nicole, he said, had a parachute; what would we have, he asked everyone, if we were to die today? 

 

After singing “How Great thou Art,” all were asked to remain silent.  Then clanged the cowbell which the 

Reinhart Family had rung so many times for their daughter from “Nicole’s Corner,” a special bench there at 

the velodrome, where they would all gather to cheer her on.  Thus was it signified that Nicole Louise 

Reinhart had won her race of faith, and taken her final lap of honor. 

 

“[T]he soul of her, the glowing, gorgeous, fervent soul of her, was surely flaming in eager 

joy upon some other dawn.”  –WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE 

 

I hung around for a short while, then headed home, across the rolling farmland to the north, then west 

through the Pocono Mountains.  Near Mantua, Ohio, sometime after 11 PM, I realized that I was nearly out 

of gas, exited the turnpike, and after an anxious interval on some lonely backroads during which the engine 

seemed sluggish, I found a station still open, and pulled over.  I had traveled farther on a single tankful, and 

had to put more in to fill up, than ever before.  Perhaps, for some reason, I was distracted. 

 

*         *         *         *         *         *         *         *         * 
 

It is doubtful whether Hollywood itself could come up with a more heart-rending scenario if it tried.      

Could there possibly be a more stern and cruel reminder of how precious, how fragile, how transitory and 

fleeting life is, than to see someone so vibrant – so full of love, laughter, and life – struck down so suddenly 

and so finally?  Could there be imagined a more dramatic reversal of fortune than to go from the cusp of 

such high athletic achievement and triumph, the very threshold of the pinnacle of one’s sport (domestically, 

if not internationally – yet), in front of one’s family and boyfriend (“Mom, this is the ONE!” she had 

declared excitedly of him), to complete catastrophe, just plain gone from this world, in an instant?  Could a 

more harsh, almost mocking rebuke, be issued to expectations, hopes, and dreams, and could it be served on 

a person less deserving and in need of it?  If so, I hope it never comes to pass. 

 

Perhaps my own attempts to interpret such events is handicapped, since my experience of organized religion 

is limited to reading the sermon titles and messages posted in the sign-cases in front of most every church I 

drive past, without stopping to attend.  Nonetheless, one of them in particular comes back now to serve me 

well: “Sometimes God breaks our hearts to get deeper into them.”  Of course, this needs to be analyzed; the 

point is that life’s tragedies deepen and quicken our appreciation for each other: 

 

I walked a mile with Pleasure 

She chatted all the way 

But left me none the wiser 

For all she had to say. 

 

I walked a mile with Sorrow 

And ne’er a word said she 

But, oh!  The things I learned from her, 

When Sorrow walked with me.” 

– ROBERT BROWNING HAMILTON, THE OPEN ROAD 

 

 

 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/5758854.Robert_Browning_Hamilton
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Above all, I rely on  

 

“Only the hope of a brighter world, of larger opportunities and wider sympathies, where 

dear loved ones can meet again – only this, and the measured cadence of time, can bring 

consolation.”     – WINSTON S. CHURCHILL 

 

Then there were the several little girls who sat behind me throughout the service, all well-behaved, 

immaculately groomed and clad in Sunday-School best.  From time to time, when things began to drag and my 

seat seemed to be getting harder, I would steal backward glances to see them absorbed in their coloring and 

picture-books, oblivious to the grieving adult world around them.  Clichéd as it may be to say so, life, it seems, 

truly does go on . . .  

 

In the annals of American competitive cycling, there is an eerie and haunting precedent: on September 16, 

1958, exactly forty-two years and one day prior, Arthur Longsjo, aged 26, no less promising and full of life, 

was killed almost as instantly while riding as a passenger in a car on the way home from a race.  He is 

commemorated by a stage race named in his honor, held annually the first week of July in Fitchburg, 

Massachusetts, and by a marble memorial there bearing the inscription “Honored, admired, and respected for 

his character, ability, and sportsmanship.”  With a simple change of gender, the epitaph would seem to have 

found new and tragic fulfillment. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A FINAL CALL TO THE STARTING LINE 
Arlington, Massachusetts    September 17, 2000 


