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President’s Message 
 

I love this time of year. We have finished with the fall races and the 2013 races are 
(generally) a long way off. So there is no need to run for anything other than the 
pleasure of it. It’s cold and crisp and ok, dark first thing but in the later morning it can be 
dazzlingly bright as well - and you can dress for the cold of winter, unlike the heat and 
humidity of summer. There's no need for the early, early starts to squeeze in the 20 
milers. And you can run what you want. Five miles? Sure. Fifteen miles? Yes, whatever 
you want. The pressure is off and it’s all about the liberation of doing what you want, 
when you want - when we might discover why we started running in the first place. Let's 
make the most of it. 
 
And I should offer some personal thoughts as I pass from office - but not from the club. I 
have so welcomed your friendship this last three years since I joined the club. Running 
and I have always had a love-hate relationship - I may be the only president of any 
running club who has such a tenuous relationship with the actual running bit! But you 
have been great running companions - actually, more than that, great companions. I 
appreciate that you put up with my idiosyncrasies and I have to say, I have laughed, 
and laughed, and laughed. Some of you have laughed with me - some perhaps at me! - 
but whatever, we have laughed together and for that I can only say thank you so much. 
You will always be with me. And I'm not losing sight of you - I will be back when I can 
and will always look forward to running with you. 
 
Best wishes to you all in all your endeavors,  
                        Simon Lamb 
 

 
The Marine Corps Marathon 2012 
Is it possible for a jaded, pummeled marathoner to still find joy (?!) in the 26.2? 
 
The premise for this article was meant to be whether a runner who has, relatively 
speaking, been around the marathon circuit, still finds challenges in the event. Happily, 
the answer is a resounding "Yes!" The question that was not offered was whether one 
can still find "excitement" in the event. The answer to that is also a resounding "Yes", 
that is, if it is run hours before Hurricane Sandy is predicted to hit head on. 
 
The weather reports in Washington D.C. for marathon morning, Sunday, October 28, 
2012, were for wind and rain. Imagine the sheer ecstasy of waking to dry conditions. Did 
I mention wind...? 
 
The trip to the start was an adventure starting with the delayed opening of Starbuck's 
because the responsible staff person had overslept. The line of marathoners at the door 
and down the street toward the White House was twitchy. After ingesting the requisite 
caffeine and nutrition, we headed to the metro station and took the train to the 
Pentagon, where we faced a long, dark (windy) walk to the start area. Perhaps this was 
training for our impending power losses. 
 
For those of you who have not had the great opportunity to run this event, from start to 
finish, it is packed with Marines, helping AND running (some carrying backpacks and 
wearing boots). To say it is inspirational does not do the race justice. One of the many 
moments that sent chills up my spine was running next to five veterans, staying in  

http://www.amazingfeetrc.com/
http://www.blog-amazingfeetrc.com/
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perfect formation, each with a flag from his respective 
branch--Army, Navy, Marines, Air Force and Coast Guard. 
 
The course is very manageable with a few minor hills 
within the first 8 miles. Oh, except for the last .2. It runs 
through Georgetown, by the Potomac River, around our 
many precious monuments, and on the mall past the 
Capitol building. The infamous finish is uphill to the Iwo 
Jima monument at Arlington National Cemetery. It is lined 
with throngs of respectful, cheering and YOUNG men and 
women who are our Marines, each one of whom could not 
have been more gracious while placing the medals on the 
finishers. 
 
So, if you want to be "touched" by a marathon, while 
touring our esteemed and beautiful Capital, and meeting 
our heroic young men and women along the way, the 
Marine Corps marathon is for you. 
 
Jaded? I plan to sign up for it again in the near future. 
 
As a postscript, we finished the race without a drop of rain 
(wind? yeah, well...). Our train, renamed the "Hurricane 
Express", was the last one out of Washington for days. 
 
Congratulations to Will DeRoberts, Susan DeRoberts, 
Kristin von Hoerde Garijo, Renée Gallizzo, Scott Marcus 
and Mary Ellen Hennesy-Jones for outrunning Sandy! 
 
                            Jodi Lee Alper 
 

 
             
 
 

Wednesday Morning Run?! 
What is all this crazy talk about the Wednesday morning 
run? Here it is folks! The Who, What, When, Where, Why, 
and How of this fabulous addition to the AFRC!  
 
WHO are we?  
What once started out small is now a growing group of 
individuals committed to coming together for a mid-week 
run.  
 

WHAT do we do? 
Ah-ha! One might presume all we do is the traditional – left 
foot/right foot and repeat.  But, alas, that is the mere 
background music to our mornings. 
  
WHEN do we meet?  
EVERY WEDNESDAY at 6am 
 
WHERE:  
Loantaka Park, Morristown, New Jersey  
 
WHY:  
Maura Smith and Christine Boffa recognized a growing 
market for a mid-week run in the Morristown area.  
 
HOW:  
HOW do the numbers continue to grow each week? How 
are members of the Wednesday run reporting increased 
levels of happiness, improved sleep patterns, decreased 
anxiety and depression, job promotions, and more? Guess 
you will have to come out on a brisk Wednesday morning 
and find out for yourself.    
    Christine (f#*kin) Boffa 

 

 
Bottom: Renée Gallizzo, Christine Boffa, Maura Smith, Elda Feldman. 
Top: Aldo Braccetti, Jodi Lee Alper, Walter Skrinski, Gene Napolitano, 
Ron Kieliszewski 

             
                                                       
 
 

Top Ten Things We’ll Miss about Simon 
<<Insert drumroll here>> 

 
#10 - An explanation of Lifts every time he refers to an 
        elevator.  
#9 - Matter-of-Factly 
       offering his feet for 
       Pina, to sit on. 
#8 - Only Simon can be 
        asked if he wants 
        tomatoes on his 
        porridge.  
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#7 - References to the 
       porta-loo. What the 
       heck is a porta-loo?  
#6 - Running with Simon  
       = not having to say 
       anything at all. 
#5 - Making a full-blown 
       science project out 
       of brewing coffee 
#4 - Ranting and raving 
       for an entire 2 hour 
       run about "The 
       Artist", the silent film. 
       (He's still mad at me 
        for not going to see 
        it, by the way.) 
#3 - His Almond-Croissant fetish.... with coffee in a 
       porcelain cup. 
#2 - Tacoda, his pet Rabbit. 'Nuff said.  
#1 - His desperate need for a sports bra. Ouchies.  
             
                                                      Renée Gallizzo 
 
 

Return To Iron 
 
THE DECISION – After doing Lake Placid in 2009, it was 
time.  I was getting the urge to do another Ironman, 
assuming it would be Placid again.  But, then.. a surprise 
announcement that they would hold an IM in NYC.  In 
August.  Wait..what??  The heat?  The humidity?  The 
Hudson?  Fuhggedabout it.  
 
But things change. I started to realize “You don’t go to 
Ironman.  Ironman comes to you.”  And Ironman Loantaka 
probably is never gonna happen, so this is the closest it 
can possibly come.  This was my chance to truly see what 
New York City had in store for me.  It’s Registration Day 
and I hear Billy Joel’s “New York State of Mind.” I realized 
then that this was my destiny.  Go East young man, Go to 
NYC. Left it up to fate, and somehow, I managed to sign 
up, even though it sold out within 10 minutes.  Whoa, this 
was like hitting the Easy button.  Now, came the hard 
part…dealing with the 13 months before the race.  Too 
much time to think.   
 
TRUSTING THE PROCESS - The first challenge – fix thy 
broken Achilles.  Turns out I had a tear in there – been 
fighting it for over a year but finally this new doctor I went 
to confirmed what the others couldn’t see.  So I ended up 
in one of those boots.  Here I am, signed up for a 140.6 
mile race and I can’t run, can’t bike, can’t swim. Have 
patience, Grasshopper. Trust the Process.  By Jan 1, I 
was finally given the green light to start some light running. 
But it was ok. I went into this knowing that my goal was to 
simply complete the run. Each run I did, each time I went a 
little farther or faster, was a victory. Now, to get some 
racing in. 
 
First, an unexpected bone thrown to me…a free entry to 
NYC Olympic Tri.  Awesome! A chance to test the Hudson 

River ala Kramer.  But it meant I had to do my Half 
Ironman race first. Lucky me. I choose one at Hunter 
Mountain. Did I ever tell you I hate hills? What a 
nightmare!! I looked at the bike elevation map pre-race, 
and for some reason, I just completely missed that there’s 
a 10 mile hill.  When I hit that thing unexpectedly, and 
grandmas pushing strollers were passing me, it was pretty 
much the low point of my Ironman experience.  
 
My chance for redemption came in the NYC Tri. Didn’t 
expect much, but turned out to be a fun race.  Good swim 
(thanks to a very favorable river current that day, and only 
a few random icky things floating by).  Good solid bike, 
albeit crowded…and hilly.  So-so run.  The Central Park 
hills still beat me up.  Did I ever tell you I hate hills? 
 
RACE WEEK – Now this is where it got interesting. Just 
days before the race and the big news is…a sewage leak.  
WHAT??? Yep, just above the GW Bridge. River advisory.  
No swimming, no sailing, no nothing.  The turmoil that this 
created was indescribable.  Forums abuzz. Facebook 
going crazy. Other races offering free entry if you do their 
race instead. People giving the “I told you so.  It’s NY!” So, 
is the swim on or off?  Will I still be considered an 
Ironman? Will I have to purchase a 138.2 sticker for my 
car? Even as I checked in for the race, still no definitive 
answer from the race director.  
 
LOGISTICAL NIGHTMARE – The only way to get to the 
transition area (which was under the GW Bridge) was via 
ferry.  So the day before, I’m checking my bike in.  Waiting 
for the ferry.  And the skies grew black and the rain, oh the 
rain! A deluge. Will rain wash away sewage? Or will it just 
stir up more and drain it into the river?  Days before a big 
race, you just want things settled, but the uncertainty of all 
this was unimaginable.  But, the River would be declared 
safe (whether it actually was or not is debatable) and the 
show would go on. 
 
The night before the race…my mind was in complete 
overstimulation.  Because I needed to catch the 4am ferry, 
I set my alarm for 2:30.  Will there be a taxi at that time? 
Will I get mugged? I’d close my eyes and try to sleep but 
all I saw was people rushing around on the streets of NYC. 
And bikes…lots of bikes, with nice Zipp 808 
wheels…oops, I digress. Concentrate Walt, concentrate.  
Get to sleep!! Fact is, I never did get to sleep that night. 
Not a wink.  I eventually got up, caught a taxi, and as I get 
in, the driver says “Good evening.”  Evening?? It’s freakin’ 
morning for me.  I got a race to do.  I’m not cranky.  You’re 
the one that’s cranky! 
 
In spite of all this, the most serene part of the whole 
experience came on that 4am ferry.  Just a bunch of 
Ironman warriors – a little bit of nervous chatter but for the 
most part, quiet stillness.  NYC never looked so beautiful.  
It was so quiet out on the water.  Stars above us... The 
lights of all the buildings glowing peacefully. Even the 
GWB was majestic as we floated beneath it. 
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THE RACE – The race itself is nothing compared to the 
preparation and training that gets you to the starting line.  
The swim was pretty cool – we did end up with a bit of a 
current despite tidal charts that said it would be slack 
water.  And I did have a moment at the start where I 
tripped on something and almost fell off the barge into the 
water.  Now THAT would have made for a great race 
photo. The bike was uneventful.  The sun got hot.  The 
hills got steeper on the second loop.  The headwinds 
picked up.  Halfway through, I rubbed my eyes and 
unknowingly lost a contact.  I wouldn’t realize this until 
after the race when I got home and tried to remove my 
contacts and only found one.   
 
The run…Did I ever tell you I hate hills? The winner of the 
race would eventually say this was the hardest race he 
had ever done.  Relentless up/down/up/down. But I held 
my own through about half way. Then the walk breaks 
started to become more frequent and my mind and body 
started negotiations.  Over the last few miles, they agreed 
to a pattern of run 1 minute and walk for 30 seconds.  And 
this strategy actually enabled me to pass others! Usually at 
the end of long races, I find it impossible to do simple 
math, but this time, I was quite lucid and as we crossed 
the George Washington Bridge (another unique 
opportunity), I knew I had my time goal in the bag. 10 
miles to go.  Each mile I passed, I knew I had another 
extra minute or two in the bank.  It was quite the 
experience to be running through Harlem and among the 
drunken loud picnickers who were totally oblivious as to 
what these strange spandex-clad people were trying to 
accomplish.   
 
In the end, seeing Lynne and Carlo and Maura and Simon 
and Renée was the moment I realized I had done it.  I had 
survived NYC…except for a few rashes in places you 
never thought you could get rashes.   
 
EPILOGUE – The race was deemed such an absolute and 
complete failure that the powers that be decided to cancel 
next year’s race shortly after opening the registration and 
vowed never to return.  Glad to be a part of that! 
 

    Walter Skrinski 
 

 

Welcome New Members! 
 
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. 
 
Scott Marcus, Morris Plains 
Paola Morchio, Basking Ridge 
Sue Lawson, Basking Ridge 
Kristin von Hoerde-Garijo, Basking Ridge 
Bobi Commer, Basking Ridge 
Stacy Emker, Morristown 
Amy Campbell, Millington 
Michael Fry, Morristown 
Rahim Fandi, Basking Ridge 

River Ramble 
 
The AFRC had an Amazing Day at the River Ramble Fall 
Classic in Smithfield Beach, PA on November 11th. We 
approached the event as a pure “social event”. An AFRC 
team of 5 participants was registered and our goal was to 
enjoy the morning, have a good time and celebrate the 
return of our heat and electricity. However, the Amazing 
Ladies came loaded for bear. 
 
Here are the results: 
 
Dale DeGraw – 1st Female Overall 
Sue Brown – 1st in Group 
Maura Smith – 1st in Group 
Amy Campbell – 1st in Group 
Gene Napolitano – 5

th
 in Group 

Amazing Feet RC Team – 1st Place! 
 
Needless to say, our women have raised the bar for the 
rest of us. As with the 2011 R2C Relay teams, the AFRC 
women have once again humbled the AFRC men. You go 
girls! 
    Gene Napolitano 

 

 
Left to right: Maura Smith, Sue Brown, Dale DeGraw, Amy Campbell, 
Gene Napolitano 
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Destination Marathons 
 

Given the large turnout at various events in the past few 
years, it appears as though there is a real interest in 
traveling together! As such, AFRC is coordinating two 
destination events for 2013:  
 
Volkswagen Prague Marathon - Sunday, May 12, 2013 
This event has a marathon, team event and a relay event 
available! The average temperature is 40F-60F in May. 
Our El Presidente, Simon, will be coordinating the logistics 
for this race since he will be living within driving distance 
next year! If you are interested in joining us for this race, 
please contact Simon at simonlamb52@msn.com. You 
can check out the website at www.praguemarathon.com.  
 
Quebec City Marathon and Half Marathon - Sunday, 
August 25, 2013 
Don't worry, the weather in Quebec City is only 50F-60F in 
August!! All details are in the works.  
Walter Skrinski has graciously offered to coordinate the 
logistics for this race, including hotel and flight 
suggestions. If you are interested in joining us for the 
Marathon or Half Marathon, please contact Walter directly. 
You can check out the website at 
www.marathonquebec.com.  
 
We hope you can join us!!  

Renée Gallizzo 
 

 

Heard on the Run  
 

The Heard on the Run section of the Newsletter captures 
snippets of events, interactions, information, and other 
short notes from members. 
------- 
Christine: “My Asian neighbors upstairs are making me 
crazy.” 
Walt: “Why is that?” 
Christine: “Every single night at 2:00AM there’s a 
thumping sound that wakes me up. It goes on for an hour 
and has been happening for weeks now. What could they 
be doing?” 
Walt: “Maybe they’re still on Asia Pacific time.” 
Ron: “I wonder what’s in their tea that enables them to do 
that for an hour each and every night.” 
 
Ron: (Who dedicates his week life to Kraft Foods), “I have 
to get to work. It’s the end of the quarter and I have to 
move my cookies.” 
 
Dave: “Philly is about four weeks away. Uhhhhhhhhh, I 
better get a long run in.” 
 
Ron: “Running in the dark gives me headaches.” 
Christine: “Take that headlamp with the tight strap off of 
your head. The sun came up an hour ago.” 
 
 

Dave: “I’m exhausted. I was at Simon’s house until after 
midnight last Saturday.” 
Fellow runners: “Well……….that confirms that rumor.” 

 
Dave: “Carlo, you running this Saturday?” 
Carlo: “I can’t. I hurt my hip working on my mother’s  
             house.” 
Gene: “Are you having it looked at?” 
Carlo: “No. I’m just resting it.” 
Gene: “What about Philly?” 
Carlo: “Oh, it doesn’t hurt at all when I run.” 
 
One day a few years ago, Carlo got “misplaced” while on a 
solo run out of Morristown. At one point he made a turn 
and found himself running down a very busy road. A little 
while later a State Trooper pulled over and got out of his 
car. 
Trooper: “Sir. Where are you going?” 
Carlo: “I’m heading back to Morristown.” 
Trooper: “Are you aware that you’re running on Rt 287?” 
Carlo: “Uh…..…..no.” 
Trooper: holding open the rear door of his car, “Get in 
Sir.” 
The State Trooper drove Carlo back to his car and gave 
him a stern and lengthy lecture about never running on Rt 
287 again. 
 
One Saturday morning we were running along the path at 
Loantaka and could hear the dogs at St Hubert’s barking 
off in the distance. 
Barbara: “Do you know what dogs are really saying when 
they are barking?” 
Gene: “Uh……….no.” 
Barbara: “Hey…..hey, hey…..hey, hey, hey.” 
 
After a post run cool down at the Loantaka parking lot one 
Saturday morning Simon announced, in his wonderful 
British accent, “Okay, see you all at the deli.” He then 
walked over and opened the right front door of his car. 
 
Gene: “Simon……the steering wheel is on the other side.” 
Simon: Closing the door abruptly and walking to the other 
side of his car, “I KNEW that.” 
 
 

Vermont 100 Mile Race Report 
  

The Vermont 100 mile foot race is no joke for sure.  
Many endurance racers have stated that it is runnable.  If I 
haven’t conquered a course that is described as runnable I 
don’t subscribe to that notion.  Last year I had raced this 
course and the course won.  This year’s race plan was 
exactly the same as last year.  I even ran in the exact 
same shoes.  The only difference was my fitness level that 
I hoped would allow me to reach my goal time.    
The weather was prefect.  The morning was cool, 
comfortable and overcast.  I started out towards the front 
of the pack and settled into a reasonable pace.  Once I 
warmed up and was in my zone I planned to stay there all 
day long.  As the miles passed through the rolling hills I 
only took power walk breaks when the climbs were steep.  

mailto:simonlamb52@msn.com
http://www.praguemarathon.com/
http://www.marathonquebec.com/
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I was moving along nicely as I approached Camp Ten 
Bear at mile 47 when a voice that sounded like my 
conscience popped into my head.  “Remember to take 
walk breaks.  Save some energy for the last 30 miles.”  It 
was the voice of Mountain Peak Fitness team mate Randy 
Miller.   

I arrived at Camp Ten Bear in 8:23:32.  I weighed 
in, found my drop bag, supplied up and took off.  So far so 
good.    
I think that I was around mile 51 when I strode into an aid 
station.  As I was filling up my bottles I heard someone call 
my name.  It was my team mate Julian Vicente and he was 
sitting in the dreaded chair!  I can’t remember the short 
conversation, but it involved me telling him to get his ass 
moving.  We started out slowly and Julian mentioned that 
he was having knee issues.  I knew right away that it was 
the knee that was bothering him during our training 
repeats on Perkins Drive at Bear Mountain, NY. I also 
knew how this would end up.   Julian did the smart thing 
even though he undoubtedly will be disappointed.  
Miles 47 through 70 were a critical section of the race for 
me.  I relaxed and settled in to a more conservative pace.   
These miles passed by nicely.  There were a lot of 
descents during this stretch and I ran this section 
conservatively to save my quads.    

I came into mile 70 in 12:52:56.  Mountain Peak 
Fitness team mates Elizabeth Carrion-Azze and Julian 
were there and had my drop bag ready for me.  I was 
loaded up and ready to go, but I didn’t see my pacer.  Just 
before I had to make a quick decision to head back out 
onto the course I turned around to look one last time and 
there he was.  It was a quick introduction and off we went.   
Miles 70 through 77 start with a short tough climb.  My 
stomach was full from the aid station refueling stop, so it 
worked out perfectly that I could power hike while my 
stomach settled.  I went back into my running zone and 
planned to stay there until Spirit of ’76 aid station at mile 
77.  

Sometime after the climb my nemesis decided to 
rear its ugly head again; blisters.  There were a few 
minutes of yelps, pain and obscenities, but I knew that 
they would break in a couple of miles.   I felt sorry for my 
pacer at this point.  He was from New Hampshire and 
probably was not used to this language.    It reminded me 
of the movie “A Christmas Story” where Ralphie’s father 
“wove a tapestry of obscenities that as far as we know is 
still hanging in space over Lake Michigan." 

Miles 77 to 88 were the most critical section of this 
race for me.  These 11 miles would either make or break 
my day along with any shot at a respectful time.  Last year 
this section fried my quads and rendered me useless.   As 
Yoda told Luke as he was training to become a Jedi, 
“remember your failure at the cave.”  I told my pacer not to 
“pull” (cycling term for staying up front and doing all of the 
work) during this section.  During these miles it is too easy 
to pick up the pace.  That can lead to a crash and burn 
later.  The plan for this section was to stay in my zone for 
the climbs and the flats and remain semi conservative on 
the descents.   I was rolling along nicely during this section 
and Randy Miller’s voice was nowhere to be heard.  It was 
all good. 

At mile 85 or so there was a long climb on a gravel 
road.  I noticed that my pacer was really quiet.  It didn’t 
sink in at the time, but this was not a good sign.  My pacer 
fell behind me.   I had instructed him prior to this that I 
wanted him in front me or alongside of me, but not behind 
me.  Then he asked me “what happens if I can’t keep up 
with you?”  I told him to talk to Elizabeth at the aid station.  
I also told him that I didn’t want to hear the conversation.  
By mile 87 I was shouting back at him that he had to go 
ahead and see if Elizabeth can take over the pacing.  He 
didn’t respond.  He was fried.  I forged ahead.       
At mile 88 I came into Bill’s aid station.  I could see 
Elizabeth on the left side of the course.  I asked her if she 
could pace me.  Her reply without hesitation was “of 
course.”  I ran over to the medical check, weighed in and 
refilled my bottles.  I trotted back to where Elizabeth was 
and grabbed what I needed from my drop bags.  Elizabeth 
was ready and off we went.  Elizabeth started off a tad too 
quickly, so we backed off the pace a bit.  I knew that I was 
going to surpass my initial goal time for this race, so I did 
some quick calculations and came up with a new time 
goal.  It was going to be close to achieving, maybe by a 
minute.    

Miles 90 to 97 were rolling hills with three hard 
climbs that we power hiked.  During these climbs I 
remember looking up and seeing the illuminated lights that 
were marking the course hanging from the trees.  The 
climbs were so steep that I felt I was looking up at lights 
that were dangling from the sky. 

Sometime during these miles my left ankle 
decided to give me sporadic sharp piercing pains.  After 
about 20 minutes or so I decided to do what Jens Voigt the 
cyclist would do.  Speaking out loud I told my ankle to 
“shut up.”   It did. 
At mile 97 I asked for the first of a few time checks.  I had 
three miles left with 30 minutes of time.  It was going to be 
close.  My plan was to stick to the pace and sprint the last 
½ mile on the trail.    

When we got to mile 99 I thought that the rest of 
the way would be semi flat or downhill to the finish.  As Jim 
Carey’s character the Grinch said, “Wrongo!”   A climb to 
power hike.  I thought that I should run the climb, but I 
didn’t have the energy at that point.  I remember thinking 
that the game was over and I wasn’t going to reach the 
new goal time because I had walked the climb. 

At less than a mile to go I tripped, presumably on 
a rock.   As I was falling my shoulder hit the ground.  I 
started to roll and yelled out “GO” before I got up.  I 
remember Elizabeth looking back at me while I did my roll.  
It happened so fast I don’t even know is she broke her 
stride.  I was up and moving again, back on pace.   

A short time later we passed a sign that looked 
like it said a ½ mile to go to the finish.  It was dark and I 
wasn’t sure exactly what it said.  I asked Elizabeth if that 
was a “finishing sign” and she replied “yes.” 

I started picking up the pace to the finish.  I started 
to see that the trail was illuminated with some sort of 
lighting on both sides, but I was just trying to bomb it to the 
finish and I really couldn’t see what kind of lights that they 
were.  I started to hear people cheering in the short 
distance.  I saw a straight band of lights.  I thought that this 
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must be the finish. I started sprinting for that line.  I 
crossed the line, stopped and turned around to see the 
time on the clock. 18:55.  I made it by 5 minutes.  I had 
broken 19:00:00.  My team mate Julian was there and so 
was my first pacer that I dropped just before Bill’s aid 
station.  It felt great.  

I would not have broken 19:00 if Elizabeth hadn’t 
paced me for the last 12 miles.  My first race as part of this 
team has been a positive experience and has already paid 
benefits.   This was a PR by 1:42:00.  I ended up finishing 
17

th
 overall and second in my age group.  Not too shabby 

for a guy who carries an AARP card.  
 

                                                      Harry Hamilton  

AFRC Blog 
 

Visit the AFRC Blog.  You will find information about 
upcoming races, weekend or weekday runs, people 
looking for running company at off-peak times, articles, 
news, tips and the like! 
 
To post to the blog, simply register on the blog website at 
www.blog-amazingfeetrc.com and a password will be e-
mailed to you.  Once registered, feel free to post 
questions, ideas, running tips, articles or anything the club 
may be interested in!  Join in on the AFRC conversation! 
 
For technical difficulties, please contact Renée at 
nutmeg_249@yahoo.com.    
 
Happy Blogging! 
    Renée Gallizzo 

 
   

 
 
 

 
 

Swamp Devil 
 
Thank you to all of the wonderful AFRC members that 
came out to volunteer at the 2012 Swamp Devil Races and 
make it such a great success!!  A special thank you to Tom 
Miller, who selflessly devoted his time to organizing this 
important event!!  
   The AFRC Executive Committee 

  

 
On Right: AFRC Race Director Tom Miller  
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