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One of the first assignments many 

of us received when we returned to 

school in the Fall was to write an 

essay about what we did over the 

Summer.  As the Summer of 2009 

drew to a close, RVRR members 

were invited to share stories about 

their warm weather adventures.  

Keep these stories in mind as you 

prepare for your own adventures 

next Summer. 

-Janine Dolce 

Hi Everyone!  

I am new to the Raritan Valley 

Road Runners Club.  I participated 

in my first towpath run on Satur-

day, September 5. Everyone was 

friendly and I had a blast.  

 I am a ñnewbieò runner and ran my 

first 5K in December 2008. Since 

then I have become addicted.  My 

most interesting/fun/exciting race 

and of the summer  was the 2009 

Peachtree Road Race in Atlanta, 

Fourth of July weekend. It was my 

first 10K (I wonôt mention how long 

a  10K is as I was told that the ex-

pert runners know)  and I was won-

dering how on Earth I was going to 

run the distance in the ñHotlantaò 

humidity. Luckily, each mile 

marker had a band that played dif-

ferent genres of music, which was 

absolutely cool!! It made you want 

to keep on running to the next mile 

to see what kind of music was being 

played. My time was one hour, 

twelve minutes, which wasnôt too 

bad.  This year was one of the big-

gest years for Peachtree. There 

were 55,000 participants. There 

were a total of nine time groups.  I 

ended up in time group eight so I at 

least felt a little bit better that I was 

one whole group ahead....until I 

saw runners from time group nine 

passing me! Either way, the race 
(Continued on page 2) 

Not Your Average Sunday 
-Mike Anis  

The Half Wité a Half Marathon Trail 

Race, run in Mt Penn, PA.  Small portions 

of this race are run on the road, but the 

90% on trails, rises and falls from 500 -

1050ft about eleven times. Graphed, it 

looks like a roller coaster, an EKG or 

Richter scale reading.  You truly have to 

expect that it is going to hurt, you are go-

ing to be bloody, you are going to fall, you 

curse yourself for your poor choice in 

judgment, or that someone would punch 

you in the face, knock you out and end the 

suffering more quickly.  This Sunday 

morning will beédifferent. 

Still, event is highly anticipated amongst a 

handful of the RVRR faithful.  Hundreds 

of thousands of ñJjoggersò(pronounced: 

yaugger) have run the New York City 

Marathon, Boston, Chicago, etc.  But 

maybe 1,000 in total over the 14 years of 

its insane history have run the Half Wit.  

This is a Red Badge of courage (or stupid-

ity); this course requires immense 

strength or an extreme lack of intelli-

gence.  Ignorance on this course truly is 

bliss, having run it 3yrs consecutively, you 

know whatôs coming and itôs just gets 

(Continued on page 4) 
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What I Did During The Summer conôt 
was a blast and I highly recom-

mend we all take a road trip next 

July Fourth and participate in the 

run!  

I am looking forward to running 

my first half marathon on October 

18 in Seaside. Unfortunately, I fell 

a bit behind on my training but I 

am hoping to make up the miles! 

As for what I did this summer be-

sides running, well it went by so 

fast that all I can think of was that 

I ran!!  

I  look forward to keep on running 

with the club as I know everyone 

will help me in training - I  know I 

need it!!  

 

-Rose Hoskins 

I guess that, in a way, I can claim 

to having had a summer vacation ï 

from running. So, for MY summer 

vacation, I went to boot camp (and 

re-discovered my joy in other non-

running pursuits).  

 In May, I started noticing pain 

after long runs (like, say, the 3 half 

marathons from March - May and 

then, especially, the 25K I did in 

mid -May). It finally sank in that I 

had probably pulled a hip adductor 

during leg strength training and 

the longer runs were aggravating 

it. I took a short break, but then 

really started doing the longer runs 

(10+ miles) again too soon. At-

tempting the 20 mile option at 

Turkey Swamp in August (it 

turned into the 25K option en 

route) convinced me it was time to 

really take a break and let the mus-

cle injury heal. Apparently itôs a 

slow moving process. 

 So I faced the prospect of three to 

four mile runs max ï and not every 

day at that. Instead of letting that 

stop me in my tracks, I decided to 

embrace the opportunity to chal-

lenge my body in new ways and 

introduce some muscle confusion 

by investigating other workout op-

portunities.  

Not long after that decision, I de-

cided to use a very local 5K in 

Branchburg as motivation to do 

one of those shorter runs. There I 

met an incredibly fit friend who 

happened to casually mention the 

boot camp she was leading in the 

very same park ï less than 5 miles 

from my house. It felt like Fate giv-

ing me a hard shove, so I decided 

to try out the camp. Good choice.  

Itôs completely a different workout 

than I was used to or have done in 

a long time ï and, while some of 

the moves might have seemed like 

they would be too easy at first, the 

overall cumulative effect really 

kicked my é and pushed the limits 

of my [minimal] balance and coor-

dination. It encourages an overall, 

total body fitness and strength ï 

more so than more static strength 

training which isolates and builds 

particular muscles but doesnôt in-

crease functional strength as 

much.  

At first I turned up my nose at how 

light the weights were, but when I 

performed the moves, it was easy 

to see why - between the cumula-

tive effect and moves I wasnôt used 

to, I found myself dropping to even 

lower weights without complaint 

after a few moves. The back and 

forth between cardio and strength 

keeps the heart rate going and the 

calorie burn going. Plyometric 

moves further enhance the func-

tional workout and muscle chal-

lenge.  

As for the instructor, I canôt say 

enough (besides referring to her, 

affectionately of course, as the 

ñSpawn of Satanò within the first 

(Continued on page 3) 
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five minutes of the first session) ï 

she knows her stuff! Sheôs not a 

ñnegative reinforcement, drill in-

structor type,ò but rather pushes 

through encouragement and an 

awareness of what the individual 

can accomplish. With three boot 

camps per day and up to 20 or so 

participants in each, I figure she 

must have been dealing with 60 

people each session day (three ses-

sions per week), but she was still 

aware of a particular injury or spe-

cial consideration for any of those 

participants ï and ready to sug-

gest an alternate movement to any 

that she felt might be too stressful 

for a particular participant based 

on that knowledge. I donôt know 

how she kept it all straight! Iôve 

read about the dangers of being 

pushed too hard and ñthrough the 

painò by unqualified instructors, 

but no worries about that here. 

Our instructor has both the medi-

cal training and personal training 

background to put together chal-

lenging workouts that mix things 

up every session to optimize the 

muscle confusion and challenge, 

but also to never push any individ-

ual beyond his or her limits. It was 

definitely a good decision! And I 

lost 4.2 lbs and 4% body fat in four 

weeks. Not bad! Iôm taking a cou-

ple of sessions off to make sure my 

muscle injury healing isnôt com-

promised, but Iôll definitely be re-

turning to boot camp soon!  

And, by the way, the instructor of 

said boot camp is RVRRôs own 

Tara Zimliki. And if I also call her 

ñSpawn of Satanò under my 

breath, itôs in the most affectionate 

way possible. Really. (Iôll assume 

itôs not a violation of newsletter 

etiquette to also mention that her 

website is http://

www.tarasbootcamp.com/  in 

case anybody out there is looking 

ï or might know somebody who is 

- for a new challenge.) 

 Beyond the boot camp, I took the 

time to get back to other outdoor 

interests. I learned to stop feeling 

like a day was wasted if I ñonlyò 

hiked or kayaked a few hours and 

didnôt run. Of course, on the flip 

side, I also found that, unless it 

was a ñproperò hike through single

-track terrain not suited to run-

ning, I might get impatient with 

the speed and started fantasize 

about turning it into a trail run 

instead. But carrying a pack helps 

end that train of thought quickly!  

I had already been rediscovering 

my love of biking after a winter of 

indoor trainer workouts on my 

snazzy new road bike (also known 

as my ñmagic carpetò), so that was 

a natural option. Even a long bike 

ride doesnôt seem to stress the 

muscle injury so Iôve really been 

loving getting out there on the 

roads (especially the low traffic 

back roads) of New Jersey. Having 

a bike thatôs been fitted properly 

and is matched to my particular 

body geometry has made all the 

distance in the world. And having 

it be a good five pounds or so 

lighter than my last bike isnôt bad 

either! Iôm finding that I really 

love being out there, becoming 

one with the bike, riding in the 

drops and leaning with the turns, 

cranking up the speed on the 

downhills to attack the next hill, 

and seeing more of the terrain and 

scenery around my area and oth-

ers in the state than would be pos-

sible just by running. Itôs kind of 

cool breezing down backroads 

with a lower speed limit and real-

ize that, hey, Iôm speeding ï on my 

bike! How cool is that? 

And, of course, Iôve kept up run-

ning to a degree with shorter, 

slower runs a few days per week. 

But I havenôt felt a need to log the 

miles or shoot for any particular 

goal ï not even to run any certain 

number of days per week. Itôs been 

liberating and, when I do run, I 

really enjoy it. I look forward to 

getting back to the longer runs and 

racing, but I also expect to hold on 

to my newly found embracing of 

any and all cross training opportu-

nities that pique my interest.  

 The basic rule of thumb is that, to 

quote a certain newsletter editor, 

itôs all good. Anything that gets me 

moving and just gets me out there 

to enjoy the outdoors is a good 

thing. Itôs regrettable that it took 

an injury to make me remember 

that, but itôs good to know none-

theless. And hopefully Iôll remem-

ber it beyond my ñsummer vaca-

tion.ò 

(Continued from page 2) 
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Raritan Valley Road Runners  Ð  Fall 2009 Ð Volume 18, Issue 5  Ð  Page 4 

 

worse every step. 

Rocks: sharp, large, loose, plentiful. 

Roots: everywhere, hidden under 

leaves, in places they have no busi-

ness being. 

Vines: hanging out, ready for you to 

snare yourself on them. 

Inclines and Declines: nearly the 

entire race, nearly nothing on this 

course is flat. 

Itôs now 9:05a.m. Ron Horn intro-

duces several individuals who have 

traveled from afar to run this race, a 

local jackass who clearly is a vet-

eran of many of Hornôs Pretzel City 

sports events, chimes in with some 

obnoxiously unfunny, unwelcome 

comments. (Ron diplomatically 

tells Central PAôs worst comedian, 

to shut his loud, possibly inbreed 

mouth)  We take the Idiotôs oath at 

Ronôs insistence ñI are an Idioté

etcò, Ron calls the start ñReady, Set, 

Goò! The bats are out of hell, a lead 

pack of eight runnerôs forms in the 

first 1/2 mile, followed closely by 

Dixon, I trail by about 30 -40 me-

ters. This is a pace which I had little 

interest in just yet, thinking 

"perhaps I'll reel them in after 2 -

3minutes.  They just kept surging 

away into extremely long early 

climb.  

Twenty minutes in we pop out onto 

a road for a about a 1/4mile, I had 

reeled in two runners and was look-

ing at the five to eight spots.  I feel 

like my road race experience should 

shine here, and it does, gradually 

lengthening my stride back to what 

it should be on open flat road, I 

gobble up pavement and sail by two 

of them. 

 I don't attack too hard going into 

the first steep descent, but mo-

ments afterward have an opportu-

nity to pass while two guys navigate 

down/around a small set of stone 

steps.  I find a smoother line and 

bomb through some branches, 

passing one runner.  Several min-

utes later, I make an aggressive 

surge to pass the second but this 

fellow is persistent and shadows me 

downhill.  

I make an error in repeat fashion, 

turning a hard left instead of a right 

(same spot as last year), but catch 

myself immediately, making a hard 

right and ducking under the bright 

pink tape, assuring my competitor 

that we were now going the correct 

way.  I lead him through the bush-

whack section with reckless aban-

don, hurdling, dodging, ducking, 

twisting, simultaneously hurdling 

and ducking, blindly stalking time, 

crossing over unknown dangers, 

holes, roots and rocks wait patiently 

to end my day early.  All this re-

quires is a fearless charge and com-

plete faith in every footfall.  We hit 

another uphill section, this is when 

I realize that just 12-13 weeks of 

training with limited trail/uphill 

runs, leaves you fairly weak... for 

going uphill.  

I am feeling forced to relent and 

conserve or risk completely ex-

hausting myself before even making 

it up those 128 steps.  For a few mo-

ments leading to a steep downhill 

that precedes the halfway point and 

ascent up these infamous steps, I 

feel like I've spent too much.  I 

slither down this next hill with 

moderate caution, grabbing a sling-

ing hold on several trees to brake 

myself slightly.  I am taking a 

breather before I attack the steps.  

Another runner joins the party.  

He chimes in with, "Hello boys, 

mumble mumble" the rest is inau-

dible over the sound of my heart 

trying to rise into my skull and out 

the top of my cranium and my vio-

lent breathing.  Neither of them has 

the balls to go by me within 

20meters of the steps. 

I ask them, "Anyone feeling 

strong?" This was my offer for them 

to go ahead if they had the strength 

to push up and over these accursed 

stones.  Both were now silent, or 

perhaps I heard a slight chuckle, 

either way, no one accepts the chal-

lenge.  So up I go, strong and slow, 

climbing over a downed tree 

(perhaps two, Iôve lost count), run-

ning around a third. Slowing mo-

mentarily every tenth step or so, 

acutely aware of my heart's violent 

tempo. 

Nearing the top, I am at the gate-

way to a world where nerves scrape 

(Continued from page 1) 

(Continued on page 5) 
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Not Your Average Sunday conôt 

and twist, muscles expand and con-

tract near the limits of where the 

tendons and ligaments can keep 

them attached to bone.  Now three 

runners are on me. I suppose while 

climbing those steps, I've been slow-

ing down the other two guys, this 

allows a third to close the gap again.  

All three go by me up a hill that isn't 

long after those steps.  I wonder to 

myself silently, ñHow on earth can 

they push this pace"? 

One stretches the gap on the rest of 

our quartet to a length that seems 

just impossible to close considering 

the hills left in this course.  Between 

6.3 and 9miles, this course has some 

very serious inclines.  Luckily for 

me, sprinkled in, are some slight 

downgrades that allow me to fly and 

keep them close.  The climbs seem 

to just come one after another, like 

waves at the beach, unrelenting and 

cold. But, I are an Idiot, me donôt 

know pain is bad. 

Gradually, before weôve gone 8miles 

all but one fades, I run along with 

the one fellow who now asks me for 

the second time, "Do you have a 

time on that?"  Maybe he knows the 

distances at the water stops, but I 

donôt ask.  I don't always absorb 

such small details in scenarios such 

as these. All I care about is outrun-

ning anyone I can, and not being 

force fed a Pennsylvania Rock Sand-

wich with dirt salad.  

I tell him the meaningless split, and 

he asks how far that was, "I say, I 

think it was 9.something".  He says 

he wants to break 1:40, I tell him 

"Yea, definitely, just keep cranking 

and we've definitely got it"  

I'm glad he's there to push me a bit. 

He says, ñI think this is the hardest 

race Iôve ever run.ò 

I reply, ñF*** yeah!ò 

I ask him if he's run a marathon (I'm 

genuinely curious), he says no, I say 

I've run four, he asks what my best 

is, I tell him 2:36.  

He's impressed; I tell him he's run-

ning incredibly well for never having 

done a Marathon.  The level of re-

spect is mutual. 

He almost makes a wrong turn as we 

head down into the first of several 

odd gullies, which you need to 

sweep across back and forth as you 

descend at incredible speed. (One of 

my favorite parts of the course)  You 

swing right across the trail and back 

hard left up an extremely steep an-

gle, around the route system of a 

large downed tree, and sweep back 

down right into the gulley again; 

this maneuver takes you nearly hori-

zontal and keeps you from having to 

break your speed as much! 

Mind you, even though we're run-

ning a Half Marathon, it's on a 

MOUNTAIN! This guy was a great 

hill climber.  Post race I find out his 

name is Josh. 

Suddenly and without any farewell, 

Josh began to walk as I do my best 

"Little Engine that could" up one of 

the countless hills, and then I was 

alone.  Moments before this we had 

come across a volunteer at a road 

crossing who indicates we are at 9.1, 

I said to Josh at that moment, "I 

thought we were at nine back there, 

oh well, we're still good I think" 

Maybe Josh is mad at me and does-

nôt want to run with me now?... Well 

too bad for Josh.  I keep hoping that 

I'll reel in one more guy who's bitten 

off more than he could chew, but it 

just doesn't happen. 

Struggling a bit now, my shoes have 

loosened the slightest bit and my 

heels aren't firmly locked into the 

shoe.  I'm nearly missing turns and 

stopping nearly dead in my track to 

head the right way.  My knees are 

buckling a tiny bit more with every 

push upward.  Sudden losses of sta-

bility are taking their toll. Iôm 

drenched in sweat but not feeling 

cooled by it. 

A vine attempts a shoe-string -tackle 

on me, which very nearly lands me 

face first.  I manage to stay on my 

feet and am now nearly stopped and 

slightly confused about which direc-

tion I should be heading (a little 

frustrated with the vine for being 

there).  Half a second later, the path 

is obvious, straight ahead, dummy! 

A few minutes later ducking a 

branch, I knock my sunglasses off 

my head into the same three inches 

of water as I did last year.  I dodge 

back to grab them and them turn 

round to keep going, but I think I'm 

off trail about to head way off, I 

scramble back and realize I would 

(Continued from page 4) 

(Continued on page 6) 
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Not Your Average Sunday conôt 

have been fine if I took 3 steps fur-

ther uphill.  If someone were there 

to see it, I might have looked like I 

was searching for the X that marks 

the spot. 

Having run this course last year, I 

recognize the last 250m stretch of 

earth piles and rock scramble be-

fore a tiny rise and 25-30meters of 

flat grass into the finish line.  I run 

over these obstacles with all my re-

maining strength still unsure if any-

one was close enough to catch me.  

It is clear once I came out of the 

tress that I was crossing the line 

solo.  I maintain my form, no ego-

tistical newbie sprint. There is 

nothing to prove and no one in 

sight.  As it stands I'm short of oxy-

gen anyway.  With honesty in their 

voices, friends, family, and race or-

ganizers cheer heartily.  Fifth feels 

like first.  

I stop my watch and do my best to 

keep moving forward and stay on 

my feet, Mike Dixon is the first to 

slap my hand and congratulate me.  

I stagger three more steps, tear my 

tag, and take two breathes before I 

walk on with wobbly legs.  The guy 

collecting tags in the chute is in no 

hurry, he knows Iôm alone and 

might just vomit on his shoes if he 

gets too close.  I get out of the 

chute. I take off my shoes and 

socks. My feet are hot and muddy.  

Still catching my breath, and feeling 

incredibly overheated, I wander to a 

table with drinks, chug down 3 cups 

of Gatorade.  Some random guy 

pours me a beer when he sees how 

excited I am at having sighted a 

pitcher of Spaten (later I thankfully 

pour him one as well) 

I congratulate Dixon on another 

win, of which I was fairly sure be-

fore I even asked him. He is one of 

few people standing around looking 

like heôs had a few minutes to col-

lect himself.  Hand Shakes and in-

troductions are exchanged between 

most of the top finishers, as you 

should.   I get into dry shorts and 

my sandals, grab some cash which I 

cram under my hat, and join Dixon, 

Allara, and Morgan for German 

beer and cover music, bluegrass/

folk style. 

The others gradually spill in 

through the line, and join us in our 

merry -making.  Everything is as it 

should be: vicious, masochistic, 

ugly, beautiful, bloody, buzzed; 

(Continued from page 5) 

The Pappas Family Marathon 
- Noah Pappas 

In 1959, Nicholas Papas was born 

in Chicago, IL.  Also in 1959, 

Patricia Nemanic was born to An-

thony and Rosemary Nemanic in 

Johnstown PA.  They would even-

tually meet, marry and have 3 chil-

dren.  Who themselves would also 

grow up, just not to the age of 50 

yet. 

The year is 2009.  Nick and Patty 

Papas turned 50.  To celebrate 

they along with their children de-

cide to run the reincarnation of the 

Pittsburgh Marathon (last run in 

2002).  And so begins our story. 

I of course am talking about my 

own family.  While spread out 

now, we have all grown up in 

Western PA, and Pittsburgh is the 

big city in the region.  My parents, 

Nick and Patty still live in the 

house we kids grew up in.  I live 

here in NJ (hence how I know all 

ya'll), my sister Philothei (Phae) 

lives in Houston TX, and the other 

sister Irene is in school at Univer-

sity of Pittsburgh.  We are all run-

ners to a certain degree, initiated 

by my father.  He ran back in High 

School both track  (880 yards pri-

marily) and cross country.    Before 

this spring he had run the Pitts-

burgh Marathon once before in 

approximately 4:45 min.  All three 

kids ran track in HS, with myself 

focusing on the 3200m, Phae run-

ning the 800m, and Irene focusing 

on the 110 and 300m hurdles.  

Mom never raced in HS, but later 

in life started doing 5k.  While we 

all had running background, we 

weren't really a running family un-

til 2005.  Phae had the idea to run 

the Baltimore half marathon.  4/5 

Papi (our plural nickname for our-

selves) started and finished.  Since 

then Phae has become by far the 

most dedicated (eight half mara-

thons, five marathons with one 

Boston Qualifying time), but we all 

(Continued on page 7) 
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The Pappas Family Marathon conôt 

have increased our miles and our 

goals.  But this was different, we all 

were going to participate, the goal 

was to honor Mom and Dad by 

running a home town race to-

gether. 

Christmas kicked 

off the excitement.  

We had signed up, 

4/5 for the mara-

thon, Irene the 

youngest for the 

half (still not 21 and 

a student opted out 

of the 26.2), and 

Phae made Christ-

mas presents for us 

all, monogrammed 

jackets with "Papas  

Family Marathon, 

Pittsburgh PA" on 

the back.  While we 

were all together, the energy was 

palpable, the first of many Father 

Daughter smack talk sessions be-

gan between Nick and Phae.  

Training programs were discussed, 

and as sixteen weeks out had al-

ready passed, miles were run. 

After the new year we all knew our 

work was before us.  Training 

through the winter for such a long 

race was new to us.  The cold and 

snow brought anxiety.  Another 

hurdle, was lent.  We are Orthodox 

Christians, and as such we fast 

from meat and cheese during a pe-

riod leading up to Pascha (Easter).  

This was to occur right in the peak 

weeks of our training.  (don't judge 

me for saying this was a struggle 

regular vegans, I think its hard to 

get the right type of calories and 

enough with out including meat 

and cheese).  Really though, both 

seemed to be not as hard of a chal-

lenge as we thought they would be.  

Other things were. 

Within a week of each other, inju-

ries to myself and my mother.  For 

me it was over use, I had an ambi-

tious goal of maxing out my mile-

age at 60 miles a week.  In the 

build up I was in the best shape of 

my life, I could run faster, and far-

ther than ever before.  This excite-

ment got the best of me, I ramped 

up mileage too quickly, did too 

many hard workouts with out al-

lowing for proper recovery, and I 

ended up with medial tibial stress 

syndrome (shin splints).  After a 

few weeks of hoping to keep pace 

for the marathon, trying    mas-

sage, rest, ice, ibu, you name it.  I 

decided I would drop to the half, 

and just try to finish.  

My mom on the other hand, had 

an accident. While on a night 

training run, she hit an 

ice patch on a bike trail 

by our home.  She 

slipped and fell dislocat-

ing her elbow, and 

breaking her ulna.  

Thankfully she did not 

require surgery.  But the 

injury crushed her men-

tally.  She dropped from 

the full marathon to the 

half.  She kept training 

but with an arm brace.  

She often joked about 

the bionic nature of how 

she looked when run-

ning. 

So while there was originally four 

of us in the 26.2, two dropped 

down to 13.1.  The final count: Nick 

and Phae would run the Full, 

Patty, Noah and Irene the half. 

Race day: May 3, 2009 

We wake up at 5:00 am at our 

house in Greensburg PA.  Power 

up with the Nick Papas patented 

smoothie, and pile in the car.  

Again the excitement is back!  The 

disappointment of injury, the 

burnt out legs all tapered away.  

Thoughts of miles past gave us 

(Continued from page 6) 

(Continued on page 8) 

Noah (second from left) along with his parents and sisters wear-

ing their Papas Family Pittsburgh Marathon shirts.  
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The Pappas Family Marathon conôt 

confidence for a strong race.  Get-

ting up to the line around 6:30 -

7:00 am we said hello to our sup-

port crew.  Hit the port o potty, 

and  warmed up for the task at 

hand (I wore a garbage bag to keep 

warm.)  Then the gun went off at 

7:30, and we crossed the starting 

line as a family.  Phae lunged 

ahead, with Irene, Dad and myself 

sticking together at nine minute 

miles for the first 5k.  Bionic elbow 

mom was not too far behind.  

I had essentially taken eight weeks 

off before the race.  I had no idea 

what my fitness level would be.  

Thus I had two pace charts one for 

1:55 and one for 1:50 fake tattooed 

on my arm.  Turns out I wouldn't 

need either.  After three miles of 

taking it easy with my dad and sis-

ter, I just kept picking up the pace 

the rest of the way.  Crossed the 

Allegheny River at mile four and 

never looked back.  Around the 

10k mark I put on the headphones 

and got in a grove with Vampire 

Weekend, Coldplay and the 

Smashing Pumpkins.  Crossed over 

the Ohio river and saw a good 

friend out on the course, we chat-

ted, but also got an amazing view 

of the city from the West End 

bridge (breath taking both figura-

tively from the view, but unfortu-

nately literally as pollution was 

noticeable at this point in the 

race).  Then at mile 10 I saw an-

other High School friend in the 

crowd, someone I did not expect to 

see.  With the adrenaline rush I 

dropped the hammer, and ran a 

6:30 mile, en route to a 22:00 min 

5k at the end of the race (mind you 

my 5k PR is 21:52).  Crossing the 

finish line in 1:48:31, I had PRed 

by almost twelve minutes!  A little 

after Irene crossed the finish line 

at 2:02:12 

My work was not done so I hopped 

on a bike and got out to mile 22 of 

the marathon course to cheer in 

my dad and sister.  Both were at 

low points when I saw them.  

While running a few strides with 

my dad.  He asked "Where is your 

sister? can I get her?"  After they 

passed, I hopped back on, and 

tried to catch them cross the finish 

line, but missed them.  Phae fin-

ished her third marathon of 2009 

(Houston, Austin and now Pitts-

burgh) in 3:44:42.  Nick finished 

with a seven minute PR of 3:54:03 

None of this however compares to 

the performance of my mother.  

With a broken arm, unable to 

move in normal running motion, 

Patty P. ran 2:13:43, a three min-

ute PR.  I will reiterate: she did 

this WITH A BROKEN ARM! 

There you go, I didn't finish as 

planned, but by the smiles on our 

faces at the post race party 

(featuring giant Haufbrau House 

Beers), the Papas Family "(1/2)

marathon" was a great success! 

(Continued from page 7) 

Patty Papas, who set a Half 

Marathon PR despite run-

ning with a broken arm!  
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- Kavitha Manley  

I am very picky when it comes to 

races.  

I prefer mid -sized races that have a 

decent turnout and crowd support, 

but donôt make me feel like Iôm in a 

sardine can.  

I sign up for races only a month or 

so in advance. 

I only pick races that dole out shiny 

medals.   

Hills are a no-no...I am terrified of 

them.  

And I avoid summer races like the 

plague. I can plod through snow and 

storms but sweltering heat is some-

thing I cannot handle.    

So what was I doing at the NYC Half 

Marathon, running in mid -August 

with 10,000 others, pounding up 

the hills of Central Park?  

Ken Mangin had been talking to me 

about signing up for the NYC Half 

and I came to know that others from 

the club were running the race too. I 

had been a solo runner up to this 

point and was just beginning to en-

joy running with the group at the 

towpath on Saturdays. It would be 

cool to race with others from the 

club. I had also just found out that I 

was losing my jobé signing up for 

this race was just the pick-me-up I 

needed. 

Unlike other races I didnôt get 

worked up till a couple of days be-

fore D-Day. It was not a race where 

I could shoot for a PR. Not on those 

hills and definitely not in the blis-

tering heat! But when I read that I 

would be literally following the foot-

steps of Paula Radcliffe, Deena Kas-

tor and Ryan Hall, the excitement 

grew. Besides Ken, after all his en-

thusiasm in signing up, had to drop 

out due to injuryéand I really 

wanted to run this race for him.  

My husband and a running buddy 

Glenn accompanied me to NYC on 

race day. At 7:00 am, the air was 

already muggy and in the mid-70ôs. 

We drove to the city, parked on 

62nd street and walked/jogged to 

Central Park. It took 45 minutes and 

I got a good warm up. Fumbling 

with my bib and D -tag, I didnôt real-

ize until after they had left with the 

bags that I had not tied my hair 

(had no hair clip or band on me), 

did not carry any water/gatorade 

and had not eaten anything since 

3:30. There was some water at the 

start, but no energy drink and noth-

ing to eat. I just hoped I would get 

to the first fluid station before I 

passed out! 

By 7:00 am we were inching for-

ward to the start. We clapped and 

cheered as they announced the elite 

runners...and I felt thrilled to be 

there and glad that I had decided to 

race.  

Before long, I found myself run-

ning...well, sort of. I shuffled along, 

my hair loose and bobbing behind 

me (thankfully, it didn't get in my 

eyes), and soon, picked up a little 

speed. And then, the hills hit me. 

These were not humongous hills 

that would use up every ounce of 

your energy and leave you gasping. 

But combined with the heat and hu-

midity, they proved ruthless.  I 

started grabbing 2 cups of water and 

gatorade at each fluid station, 

splashing half the water all over my 

face and legs. The fluid helped for a 

few 100 yards...and then the effect 

of the hills and the humidity took 

over. 

I saw my husband and Glenn for a 

brief moment at Mile 3. After that, it 

was mile after mile of fatigue, nau-

sea and resisting the urge to rush 

into the arms of the paramedics.  

When we exited Central Park and 

hit 7th Avenue the nausea vanished 

and I finally felt the thrill of running 

in NYC. There was music, bands, 

cowbells, people singing, yelling, 

waving banners...it was wonderful. I 

remembered Ken as I drank in the 

cheering crowds and hoped he 

would be running this race next 

year. 

My personal camera crew appeared 

again at Times Square. The fanfare 

continued along 42nd street and 

swept me up. It was the coolest 

thing, flying down Broadway, my 

dripping mane dancing behind me 

like the Lion King.  

We turned onto the West Side High-

way. I remember feeling oh so 

happy that this was a half and not a 

full marathon! I also remember feel-

ing grateful there were fluid/water 

stations at every mile. I ran through 

a couple of misting stations and 

sprinklers, but what I really needed 

(Continued on page 10) 

New York City Half Marathon 
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New York City Half Marathon conôt 

were water cannons! 

Mile 10 was the longest mile. Peo-

ple were slowing down all around 

me, and though we were not run-

ning in open, glaring sunlight, the 

humidity was taking its toll. I 

watched the clock at every mile 

and knew I was at a sub-9:00 

pace, but I didn't care much be-

yond that.  

Around this point, I suddenly felt 

a wave of heat rush through my 

left knee. No pain, just a streak of 

heat. I slowed down to a walk, 

expecting pain to fol-

low...thankfully, nothing.  

At Mile 11, I made a weak attempt 

to accelerate...and failed. It was 

hard enough to maintain the pace. 

I read these words off a T-shirt, 

"Pain is inevitable; suffering is 

optional". I had to pass the guy 

wearing it and turn to look at the 

expression on his face...he was 

pouring buckets and struggling like 

me. 

At Mile 12, I managed to smile as I 

sailed past the medical tent...I 

would not be needing them in this 

race. And I didn't notice any other 

casualties...we seemed to be doing 

pretty well.  

I managed to sprint the last 200 

meters and crossed the finish at 

1:52:23. My husband and Glenn 

were at the finish, looking almost 

as exhausted as me. They had 

been through a marathon of 

sorts...they had dashed across 

Central Park, rushed to take the 

subway to 7th Avenue, a cab and 

a sprint to Times Square and a 

cab and a final dash to catch me 

at the Battery Park finish, lugging 

heavy bags around the city. And 

every time, they had managed to 

get to the designated spot just a 

minute before I got there.  

Unfortunately, I could not meet 

up with any of the club members 

after the race but I later found out 

that everyone had done remarka-

bly well despite the not so favor-

able conditions. I couldnôt help 

marveling at how well a race of this 

size had been organized. This was 

my first race in NYC and I definitely 

will be back for more!  

(Continued from page 9) 

The author showing great form as she 

heads towards the finish line.  

Thank You from Ken Vercammen 

-Ken Vercammen 

I thank the numerous friends who 

attended the 50th Birthday Party 

for Ken Vercammen & Jim Capraro. 

I was honored that so many run-

ners, relatives and neighbors could 

attend.  We enjoyed sharing stories 

of great achievements such as win-

ning the Tug-of-War Championship 

with Steve Vercammen, Chris 

Knigge and Greg Halpin. 

 This party also celebrated my 20 

year wedding anniversary with Cyn-

thia. I enjoyed signing "The Wan-

derer" with groomsmen Mike Sy-

dor, Lance Tkacs, Mike Brennan 

and Gordon Chin. It was good to 

see original 1975 summer blast at-

tendee Bob "Huey" Dillon and also 

Scranton great Young Ray Miller. 

Numerous prominent attorneys and 

public officials attended.  

Athletes from the Raritan Valley 

Road Runners RVRR and Jersey 

Shore Running Club entertained 

the neighbors with great, and not as 

great, karaoke singing. A new re-

cord was set with sixteen people in 

the Hot Tub. The bottles and gifts 

received will be put to good use at 

future parties.  
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Welcome New Members 

Annie Ferguson Piscataway 

Elana Bannerman Piscataway 

Catherine Beck  Highland Park  

Tiffany Moy   Highland Park  

Shannon McGinn Rahway 

Denise Carlson  Hillsborough  

Angela Siso  Monmouth Jct  

Katie Tomlinson  Annandale 

Janine Dolce  So Bound Brook 

Alycia Matthews Somerset 

Judith Ward   Somerset 

Sarah Goldfarb  Highland Park  

Eileen Lyman  Old Bridge 

Clara Frampton Somerset 

Tom O'Reilly   Hillsborough  

Dennis Caldon  Highland Park  

Carl Weaver  Morris Plains  

Juan C Feltrin  Highland Park  

Jane Rein  Highland Park  

Jeannine Barbour Princeton 

John D'Allegro   Princeton 

Sanjai Rastogi  Bridgewater 

David Fitzhenry  New Brunswick 

Anne Fitzhenry New Brunswick 

Gordie Koncsol Woodbridge 

Iuri Pinto   East Windsor 

Thomas Somers South River 

Jawaharlal Kodamala Woodbridge 

Leslie Jimenez  Somerville 

Jayson Kolb  Neshanic Sta 

The deadline for submitting material for the next News-

letter is December 15.  The next issue will be released in 

early January and will feature club memberôs New 

Yearôs Resolutions.  The Resolutions can be about run-

ning goals or anything else that you hope to accomplish in 

2010.  Also, we will follow up on the Resolutions that were 

made for 2009 and see how everyone did.   Send your 

resolutions, articles, pictures and anything else that you 

think would be of interest to your fellow RVRR members 

to: ken_mangin@yahoo.com. 

Upcoming Events 

Thursday - October 29 - Come join the club for an A-MAZ-ING ADVENTURE - a super cool autumn eve-
ning event. Starting with an Adventure Run in Thompson Park - (Located in Monroe Township,   next to the 
Monroe High School.  http://www.co.middlesex.nj.us/parksrecreation/thompson.asp) Followed 
by  'Flashlight Night' in the Etsch Farms Corn Maze. Check out their website and the aerial view of the huge 
corn maze with over 10 foot tall corn stalks at: www.etschfarms.com .  

Saturday February 7,2010ðAnnual RVRR Awards Banquet.  Food, drink, dancing and awards.  Details 
will be available soon. 

WednesdaysðGroup  Run, 6:30 PM, The Reformed Church of Highland Park followed by group dinner.  

SaturdaysðGroup Towpath Run, Johnson Park Grove 5 off of Landing Lane, 8:00AM followed by break-
fast. Check out our web siteðwww.rvrr.org,  join our Yahoo! Group and watch your e -mail inbox for the 
latest information on these and other upcoming club events  

Here are the nominees for the 2010 RVRR Board of 

Directors.  The election will take place at the clubôs 

quarterly meeting in December.  If anyone else is inter-

ested in running for the Board, nominations can be made 

any time up until the election.  

President:   Mark Strawn  

Vice-president:  Bill Hulbert  

   Laura Swift  

    John DôAgostino 

Treasurer:   Ed Levy 

Secretary:   Kelly Digian  

Director:   Lianne Price  

   Joel Simpson  

   Dave Allara  

   Kyle Spencer 



P.O. Box 1197 
Edison, NJ 08818 

Phone: 732-839-2129 

Newsletter: Ken Mangin  
ken_mangin@yahoo.com 

Web Site: Bill Hulbert  
whulbert@gmail.com  

Weôre on the web 
WWW.RVRR.ORG 

Member Club 

WWW.RRCA.ORG 

 

About RVRR 

The Raritan Valley Road Runners is New Jer-

sey's best running club!  

Though we are involved in many races and 

events, we are not only a group of racers. We 

strive to promote the sport of running and its 

healthy lifestyle. We also have fun at parties and 

other social events! 

 Our "Wednesday Night Run" is one of the na-

tion's longest running regularly scheduled 

group runs. We have not missed a Wednesday 

Night Run since 1983! In June 2008 we cele-

brated a 25 year Silver Anniversary "streak" of 

organized club runs! Every Saturday we have a 

Towpath Run from the Grove 5 parking lot in 

Johnson Park, Piscataway. 
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