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President’s Message 

It was highlighted - in fluorescent yellow - for me recently how lucky we are to be able to 
run as we please.  I recently I ran the NYRR Achillies Hope & Possibility 5 mile Race in 
Central Park.  As I struggled through every step, feeling ridiculously sorry for myself, I 
looked around to find nothing but inspiration, heartache and joy surrounding me.  Men and 
Women – some without sight, without sound, without limbs – pushing through the 5-mile 
course.  At one point, I looked to my left to find a woman about my age really, really 
struggling to push her hand cycle as hard as she could up one of the many dreaded hills 
in Central Park.   As I got closer to her, I realized she had a beaming smile, and I mean 
ear-to-ear, on her face.  She was out there; she was doing it!!  Finishing that race may 
have seemed impossible to her just a short while earlier, and I could tell she loved every 
minute of being out on that course!!   Yeah, sure, she struggled up those hills, but she 
made it!!  And it’s the struggle that makes crossing the finish line so sweet.    

 

 

 
And here I was feeling sorry for myself because I couldn’t keep my pace in the heat and 
humidity??   Seriously, Renée?!?! I live on Easy Street compared to that beaming woman 
and all of the amazingly inspirational athletes who had the courage to compete in that 
race. 
 
Don’t. Ever. Give. Up. 
 
“It’s not where you place; it’s how hard you worked to get there.”  
 
“A day with the worst run is infinitely better than a day without a run.” 
 
                                                                                        Renée M. Gallizzo  
 
 

 
Boston Marathon – In Memorial  

In memory of the individuals killed, physically injured, or emotionally scarred at the 
Boston Marathon:   
 
~ May the families of those killed find peace in their hearts; May those physically 
injured find strength to recover and live their changed lives to the fullest;  May 
those emotionally scarred find ways to cope and recuperate… 
     

                                  
Martin Richard – Age: 8, Krystle Campbell – Age: 29, Lu Lingzi – Age: 23 

   
                                                                                        AFRC Executive Committee 

http://www.amazingfeetrc.com/�
http://www.blog-amazingfeetrc.com/�
http://www.facebook.com/AFRC�
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AFRC club members display their solidarity for the tragic 
bombing at the Boston Marathon. 

AFRC Boston Solidarity Run 
 

 

 
April 20, 2013 (Photo complements of Paul Harradine) 

 
 

 
Amazin Bostonians 

As runners, there is little doubt you were impacted by this 
year’s Boston Marathon horror.  Perhaps you were 
impacted in several different areas of your life or in several 
different ways.  Maybe you feel personally violated.  
Maybe you feel vulnerable.  Maybe you feel intense anger 
and rage.  Maybe you feel overwhelming sadness.  
Whatever you feel just keep in mind, every endurance 
athlete on the planet has been touched and affected by 
this tragedy.   
 
We had eleven Amazins participate in the Boston 
Marathon this year.  Six of them finished and five were 
blocked from finishing by the bombings.  The six who 
finished were a few blocks past the Finish Line picking up 
their bags, but saw and/or heard the disaster.  Three of the 
five who were blocked from finishing were on Boylston 
Street approaching the Finish Line, one of them was 
directly across the street from one of the bombs as it went 
off.  The remaining two non-finishers were a few blocks 
further down the course.  The great news is, we all 
survived physically unscathed.  Mentally however, there 
was some major PTSD fallout.  As you can imagine, the 
three participants who were on Boylston Street and were 
eyewitnesses to this horror were impacted the most. 
 
This was an extremely heavy experience for us all.  It was 
especially eerie walking back to the hotel.  The look of 
horror and sadness on the faces of the folks passing by in 
the opposite direction, the sight and sound of tears falling 
everywhere we looked, the acrid smell in the air and the 
never ending sound of sirens coming and going brought us 
all back to September 11, 2001.  What you saw on TV 
definitely represented reality in this case.  It was not 
sensationalized. 
 
We stay at a B&B in Beacon Hill every year and have been 
doing so for about 15 years now.  It’s like a second home 

for some of us and the staff knows us well.  Boston’s 
cellular network was shut down so we had a difficult time 
getting an inventory of our group.  Therefore, we hung out 
in the living room and waited.  And waited.  And waited.  
One by one over a period of time, folks entered the front 
door and were checked off the list.  Each entry brought 
tears and relief.  Then it all came down to one of us.  Bill 
Zalan.  Bill had previously arranged for a ride home that 
evening due to a last minute business conflict.  He was to 
meet his ride at a hotel downtown and that was where he 
dropped off his change of clothes and cell phone.  Since 
the hotel was near Prudential Plaza opposite the Finish 
Line he was denied access.  He didn’t have his cell phone 
so he couldn’t call us and we couldn’t get to him.  We had 
no idea if he was okay or not.  It was a very long, gut 
wrenching few hours, but we finally connected and were all 
accounted for.  Tears flowed………………….again. 
 
The city was locked down that night and all the restaurants 
were closed.  We were definitely reliving September 11th 
all over again.  Through some amazing perseverance we 
found a pizzeria and a liquor store that were open.  Liz and 
I shuffled off to the pizzeria and picked up four pies with 
assorted toppings.  Paul and John headed out to the liquor 
store and came back with mucho beer and wine.  We then 
hung out in the living room all evening.  It was probably the 
best thing we could have done since we were all together 
and it was definitely a group therapy session.  The love 
was almost tangible and we could taste the camaraderie.  
We are family.  Each and every one of us was being 
inundated with texts, emails and voice mails from those in 
our present and former lives who genuinely care.  Proving 
once again, in a crisis the cream always floats to the 
surface.  There were some lighter moments, like when 
someone said, “Here’s a text from a 703 number.  Who the 
heck do I know in Virginia?” and when one of the ladies 
said, "Well, here's a text from the fourth ex-boyfriend.  I 
haven't heard from my ex-husband though.  The SOB."   
 
Several calls came in from the local NJ press.  They 
apparently got a list of participants, sorted it by city and 
reached out to us for “our story”.  Will DeRoberts ended up 
on ABC News and he was quoted in several local media 
articles.  Sue Muhaw was in the Daily Record.  I received a 
call from the Daily Record and submitted to an interview.  
At one point the reporter asked if I would run again.  I was 
absolutely dumbfounded by the question.  My response 
without hesitation was, “Absolutely.  As a runner I will not 
stop running.  Otherwise they win.  That’s what terrorism is 
all about.” 
 
We all seem to be fine now, but there is still some residual 
fallout.  We tend to weep easily.  We feel intermittent 
anger and we seem to lash out at the slightest infraction.  
It’s all PTSD and it will pass.  But we are here for each 
other and we are in touch with life and its fragility and that 
is definitely a good thing.  Hopefully, that last piece will last 
forever. 
 
I recall that a number of us ran the NYC Marathon on 
November 4, 2001.  That was a little more than seven 
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weeks after September 11th.  As we crossed the 
Verrazano Bridge and looked to the left we could see 
Ground Zero.  It was still smoking and we could smell the 
same acrid stench in the air.  Our families were worried 
about terrorists taking out the bridge as the field was 
stretched across its full length.  But we are runners.  “We 
will run.  We will NOT run away”.  Yes, perhaps we tried to 
get to Brooklyn with the Kenyans that year.  But we ran 
proud.  We ran defiant.  And, as Mayor Giuliani asked of 
us in his pep talk before the cannon blast at the toll plaza, 
“Don’t let the hole in the skyline ruin your day.  Today is 
not the day to worry about your time.  Today is the day to 
take the city back”.  We did.   
 
Next year’s Boston Marathon will be just as emotional.  It 
will be just as magical.  We will be there.  We will run it and 
we will be defiant.  Boston Strong!  New Jersey Strong!  
“We will run.  We will NOT run away.” 
 

Gene Napolitano  
 
 
 

Congratulations to Chiara Becchi for placing 3rd in her age 
group at the Super Hero half-marathon.   

Chiara Places in Age Group at Super Hero 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
Where in the World is Simon Lamb? 

Simon of the AFRC branch de Geneve is well.  His work 
takes him to many foreign, less developed countries.  He 
just returned from Malawi (can you find it on the world 
map?) 
 
Below is an excerpt from a recent communication from 
Simon: 
 
 

Here are a couple of pictures from our front yard. I like the 
shot of me with my unique AFRC fleece and glass of wine 

in hand - sadly, only water from 
the fountain. The other shot shows 
me in front of the part of the 
chateau 

where our 
apartment 
is - the 

four 
windows 

there are 
ours (we 

have 
more 

windows 
at the front by the way). 
 
So, all is very good at this end. My running is not what it 
was but am hopeful of building up though the summer. I 
felt very nostalgic in receiving all the notices of the spring 
races I normally do and especially the holiday run at 
Jockey Hollow which was one of my faves - at least until I, 
in a moment of madness, decided to take up Harry 
Hamilton's offer one Easter holiday of sharing a second lap 
with him. Funnily enough, no-one else wanted to extend 8 
miles into 16 up and down JH hills with Harry setting the 
pace! I guess I didn't feel quite so nostalgic about missing 
that one. 
 
I miss you all. 
 

Simon Lamb  
 
 

 
Look Ma, no headlamp! 

Manitou’s Revenge 

 
    Manitou’s Revenge is a 56 mile gnarly, grueling, nasty, 
sick mountain climbing ultra-beast in the Catskills of New 
York.  If it was a dog it would be an abused, starving, ill-
tempered pit-bull.  There are roots and rocks everywhere 
on the course and it seems like they reach out of the 
ground and bite your ankles at every opportunity.   This 
course has more roots than the Rocky Raccoon 100 and 
that says a lot. 
    The field for this race was incredible.   Some of the 
toughest athletes were lining up at the start to test their 
endurance, technical running skill and will.       
    The Mountain Peak Fitness trail running team had just 
done a 43 mile training run on the course two weeks prior 
to race day and I was fairly confident that I would not have 
any navigation issues for most of the race.    
    I wasn’t really sure if I should go all out at this race, race 
conservatively, or use it as a training run.   By the time that 
I got to the start and contemplated my final decision I 
decided that I would go out hard for the first 40 miles and 
use my power hiking  and climbing skills to get to the 
finish. 
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    I started Manitou’s Revenge carrying a 60 ounce 
Camelback Ultravest and wearing a pair of Inov8 318 trail 
running shoes.  I started off just behind the leaders.   We 
were running at a 7:30 pace on the road during the first 3 
miles of the race before it turned on to the trails.  I was not 
concerned about the pace and I felt good, so I went with it.  
    I had blown through the first aid station at Dutcher’s 
Notch at 10.3 miles.  I had packed enough fluids and 
nutrition to take me to the MPFit sponsored aid station at 
North Lake, which was at mile 17.5.       
    I was cruising along nicely.  I was running the flats and 
whatever I could of the descents, but mostly power hiking 
the climbs.  As far as time the race was passing swiftly.   I 
had to stop and check my bearings at a couple of turns, 
but never lost any time or made any wrong turns.   The 
team training run was so valuable for this on this race day.   
The terrain was so technical that you really had to keep 
your concentration at all times.  I was so focused that I do 
not remember a lot of this race.  I just kept my eyes on the 
trail and the trail markers, and kept moving forward as fast 
as I could for as long as I could.  
    I arrived at the North Lake aid station in under three and 
a half hours.  Iliana, Kate and Lenny from the team were 
volunteering at that aid station and helped me get out of 
there quick.  It was a fast well planned stop.   
    Prior to arriving at the Platte Cove aid station my feet 
began to blister.   I had a bag dropped here at mile 31.5 
which contained all night gear and provisions.  To save 
time getting in and out of the aid station I had pre packed 
enough nutrition to get me to the Mink Hollow aid station at 
mile 40.5.   Before continuing on I tended to my blisters by 
globbing on some more Hydropel.  Thanks to volunteer Liz 
who was very helpful.   
    Thankfully I did not see to see any bears during the 
race.  I did manage to cross the path of a couple of snakes 
without incident.  Man did my heart rate jump!  I don’t like 
being hissed at.  Speaking of heart rate my readings were 
elevated all day long.   They were consistently more than 
10 beats per minute of my usual range.   Can someone 
say climbs? 
    On the trail towards Mink Hollow I was really slowing 
down on my climbs, but there was no way I was giving in 
to the temptation to take a pause or standing beak during 
these climbs.   My Garmin was not registering any mph on 
my watch face even though I was moving forward. 
    Once I got to the aid station at Mink Hollow I couldn’t 
remember how many miles that it was to the next aid 
station so I asked a volunteer.   He said it was 5 miles.  
Instead of filling my Camelbak Ultravest completely, which 
I had planned and done all day, I asked for a half gallon of 
Gatorade.  This should have been enough to get me down 
the trail 5 miles. 
    Around mile 45 I was looking for the aid station because 
I had just ran out of water.   I thought that the aid station 
should be coming up soon and continued on past the 
stream crossing at Warner Creek and started to climb Mt. 
Tremble.  When I got past mile 47 on my Garmin I knew 
that something was wrong.   I stopped to check my map 
and tried to determine if I missed the aid station 
supposedly at mile 45.   I tried to confirm the destination of 
the next aid station by looking at the race web site on my 

phone, but I did not receive any service.   I yelled out loud 
to see if there were any other runner’s close that could 
help me get my bearings, but I received no response.   I 
did not know it at the time, but I was in fifth place and had 
a 20 minute lead on the sixth place runner. 
      I had already wasted about 10 minutes and all that I 
could think of at this point was my friend Glen Redpath’s 
experience at the Vermont 100 a couple of years ago 
where he missed an aid station and was disqualified.   I 
had missed an aid station at Bear Mountain in 2010, but I 
went back to where I went off course and finished the race.  
I knew that my course time would suffer for this.   
     I remember thinking at the time what do I do now?   Go 
forward and risk being DQ’d for missing an aid station or 
do I go back?   I didn’t come this far not to get a finish, but 
I couldn’t fathom how I could have missed an aid station 
either.  I decided to go back.   I had returned about 2 miles 
when I came across to runners coming towards me.  I 
asked if they just came from an aid station and they said 
no.    One runner (Jesse Johnson) was told by a volunteer 
at the last aid station that that the next aid station was 5 
miles from the last one as well, but the other runner (Mike 
Dixon) knew better that it was actually 10 miles ahead.   
Once I realized what had happened and I had just wasted 
time and effort and had been caught by the runners behind 
me I felt sorry for the poor woodland creatures that had to 
hear a few choice obscenities.  Dixon had enough fluids 
and continued down the trail while Jesse and I, who were 
both out of water, went down to Warner Creek to fill up on 
water.     
    I filled up with 20 ounces of water and tried to chase 
down Dixon.  I power hiked like a demon and caught him 
within 15 minutes, but now my legs were starting to cramp 
from the fast pace.   I decided to slow up a bit and try to 
get him on the next climbs.  I did not want to blow up and 
get passed by the competitors behind me.   I came to 
within a few minutes of Dixon at the Jessup/Willow trail aid 
station at mile 50, but I was running out of gas.   
Teammate Iliana and Kate were there volunteering and got 
me out of the aid station as fast as I could fill up my pack 
and drain 3 or 4 cokes.    
    When I started to descend I could barely run 9 minute 
miles and I knew that I was not going to catch Dixon.  He 
was a fast marathoner and was still running strong.  I 
settled back into my own pace and started to think about 
the day.   If you told me at the start of this beast of a race 
that I would finish in the daylight I might not have believed 
you.  It was still a great race even though I lost a place in 
the standings. 
    I stopped for another three cokes at the last aid station 
which was 1.25 miles from the finish.  I was ready for the 
final push.  As I left the aid station I yelled out “Look Ma no 
headlamp!”  Man that was a good feeling to finish this race 
in the daylight! 
    I crossed the line and you guessed it, went for more 
cups of Coke.  I talked to Dixon who I had never had a 
conversation with before.  I also chatted briefly with Ashley 
Moyer and her crew as well as a couple of other finishers.  
I sat down and watched runners come in and received 
updates on my team mates on the course for a while 
before I hitched a ride back to the campsite from Joe Azze.     



 5 

    I had managed to come in 6th in 14:29:37.  Not bad 
considering I am least 20 years older than each of the 
runners who finished ahead of me.  This was a tough 
course and I hope that they do not change a thing (except 
for giving better details and course info at the aid stations).   
This was definitely the hardest race that I have done so 
far.  My hardest race before this one was the Leadville 
100.  Similar opinions came from other competitors.  Garry 
Harrington said that this was tougher than the Hardrock 
100.   I hope that I get that opportunity one day to find out 
for sure.    
    I sincerely hope that this race turns into the Beast of the 
East.  It probably already is. 
 

Wildebeest 
(AKA: Harry Hamilton)  

 

 
 

 

The Destination Marathon for 2013 is Marathon Deux 
Rives in Quebec City on August 25th. We currently have 12 
AFRCers interested.  Almost all of the current registrants 
are staying at the Quebec Hilton, which is 1K from the 
buses to the Start. Most are also traveling to Canada on 
Friday afternoon and returning on Monday.  

Destination Marathon – Quebec City 
 

 
The following is the current list of Wandering Amazins
Alan Adler (half marathon) 

: 

Christine Boffa 
Susan DeRoberts 
Renée Gallizzo 
Mary Ellen Hennessy Jones 
Liz Jennison 
Ron Kieliszewski 
Pete Maulbeck 
Gene Napolitano 
Cindy Peterson 
Aldo Braccetti 
Bill Zalan 
 
Certainly feel free to join the group if you like. Here’s the 
link to the marathon site so you can check it out: 
http://www.couriraquebec.com/quebeccitymarathon  If it 
comes up in French, click the English button on the left 
side of the header. 
 

Gene Napolitano  
 
 

 
AFRC Member Discounts 

Did you know that AFRC members receive discounts at 
The Running Company (Morristown & Westfield) and The 
Sneaker Factory (Millburn, Basking Ridge & Long Branch)? 
We get 10% at The Running Company and 10% for credit 
card purchases or 15% for cash purchases at Sneaker 
Factory.  Be sure to mention you are a member of 
Amazing Feet to receive the discount!! 
 
   AFRC Executive Committee 
 
 

 
Coming Up:  River to Sea Relay! 

Hard to believe that it’s that time again… We have one 
team registered for the craziness of the 92-mile 7-person 
relay!!  It really is great fun (once it’s over, of course!).  
More information can be found on their website: 
http://www.oymp.net/R2C18/R2C18_Welcome.pdf.  
 
If anyone is interested we could still field a second team! 
Come and join the AFRC River to Sea Relay team this 
year on Saturday, August 3. 
 
If interested in fielding another team, please reach out to 
Renée at nutmeg_249@yahoo.com. 
                           

Renée M. Gallizzo / Peter Tonno 
 
 

We are very pleased to see our ranks continue to grow 
with some great runners and really nice people.  Please 
join us in welcoming the following new members to the 
Amazing Feet Running Club community. 

Welcome New Members! 
 

 
Darren Amato, Flemington  
Stephanie Rodgers, Morristown 
Rachel O’Neil, Chatham 
Betty Meyer, Branchburg 
Beth Thompson, Bridgewater 
 
   AFRC Executive Committee 
 
 

 
AFRC Book Club – Coming Soon! 

In the coming weeks, AFRC will be starting a Book Club 
for members!  Julie Gerke came up with the idea to 
choose a book for interested members to read, and 
schedule a run approximately once every two months for 
an easy run to discuss the book!!   It’s a great idea and 
should be great fun!!  More information will be available in 
the coming weeks!! 
 
    Renée M. Gallizzo 
 
 
 

http://www.couriraquebec.com/quebeccitymarathon�
http://www.oymp.net/R2C18/R2C18_Welcome.pdf�
mailto:nutmeg_249@yahoo.com�
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Swamp Devil Races – Save the Date!! 

Save the Date!!  Sunday, October 27, 2013 will be the 
AFRC Club Sponsored Swamp Devil 5K or 15K Race held 
on Lord Stirling Road in Basking Ridge, NJ.   
 
The club will be looking for volunteers again this year!  
Thus far, we have the following members interested in 
volunteering for the race:  
 
Jodi Lee Alper 
Renée Gallizzo 
Gene Napolitano 
Rachel O’Neill 
 
We will need many more!!  Please join us as a volunteer or 
a runner for this fun event!!  
 
AFRC would like to thank Tom Miller for once again being 
our esteemed Race Director!!  Much appreciation, Tom!! 
 
 

AFRC Executive Committee 
 
 
 

 
Contribute to the Next Newsletter 

The next Newsletter will feature member contributions on 
the topic: Funny or odd running experiences or 
observations (this topic missed the deadline for inclusion in 
the current Newsletter).  All contributions are welcome. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

If you would like to contribute to future 
issues of this Newsletter, just send your 
column/photos to Peter Tonno, Editor at 
ptonno@gmail.com 


