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RUNNING CLUB
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Ideas are a dime a dozen. People
who put them into action are
priceless.
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The Prediction Run will be held on
Thursday September11th. It will start
at 6:00pm. The route will be kept
secret until start of the race...hence
—Prediction Run. There will be a
walking route as well as the running
route...the only difference is that the
walk will be approximately 1/2 of the
running rout so that all can finish at
about the same time. Once again
the Hanson'’s have generously pro-
vided gift certificates for the top
three finishers.

-Wayne Hanlon

+ @<R $
: LL+ >
IE<< IE@>

+
5
LL
8
' LL
J
+# .
- #
=. %
0
/
<;,@E &
8 9%9<%EA
<=<FC"

@<?&" 3  E%9=%9<

<=,E9 &

F& & + FEY%E@ E
+ @;%9@ E

<=,@;

E<? >9%99

>?
B%<< 5
%8 8 #
>A; A@@$9;<A @0

>2>2>>
#o%1) 2" %/

48 %

5@> #%!) 2= 2
45 6

> >7?>>

+ 5
> E<&
A%<< "
=9F A=A$;;F<

>?52>>
#%1) 2 .1

4= #% 1> .
@> #%l) 2=2
% 1@ # A

45 65> #1 6
# 9% 3%

<A.@9,@<<A

/
E< -E<G>?
E & 2"
A%<< |/
AE< @9>$99B=
" MO
<A.@A @<<A

/

>?

=0p<<

) 8 () (-



% =/

) $((+)”

7" (=6 =
"#$% | $
& (I)* +1, - .
0/'12 #l $3
.45
$6 #7%  $"H$86# 6 ($")1 ( $,# 1 1"#"$1444
$$(1 #! 1 6#3$7$ (37 $ 16 #1 1), 6$6
17 $1$18 1)
9 1 14444(1 ) 6 #$$ )$8 6 1

1 $(¢ 7 ($8'( 1

$$(18 1" 818 11 $1$ 110mg
#3* 13" $ 1 #5663 #$ ! 6# | 1% 1# $ ! 14
;P

< =# 8 81"11!"# $1 $ %% 1 17 $>>
$$" ..45 1 $ )l6#6 1 $" 1 1 6# !

$(11 !

= I"#$



Harriers

(You can read Part One in the July Newsletter. Or, here's a
brief synopsis):

Jamie Harris had no luck as a High School cross country
runner. He had finished dead last in all of his races for West-
cott High his Senior year, his only year of competition. And
Westcott hadn't won a single meet. His girlfriend Megan, who
shared an interest with him in early rock and roll, dumped
him, too. But there's one more race left to end the season,
one final short at something that possibly could be called
redemption.

Part Two

Saturday. Race day. Deep into November, cold, in the upper
20s, clear, no wind, no snow. Good weather, really, for cross
country runners used to Upper Peninsula weather. And here
was the lineup, with seasonal 5K PRs attached:

Nye-Lewis-Siren (NLS) Westcott
Harry Norge 17:30 Tyler Wilson
17:59

Mark Mead 18:03 Trent Olson
18:30

Zac Foreman 18:22 Bill
Neumeyer 18:33

Stan Ryzyz 19:30 Maury Kekkonen
19:15

Brian Bishop 21:30 Art O'Keefe
22:17

Skip Brown 22:30 (noshow) Al Wil-

liams 22:17

Jim Vandergellen 22:45 (noshow) Jamie Har-
ris 24:01

Yes, NLS could field only five runners, just enough. Brown
had twisted his ankle on a Thursday training run, and Vander-
gellen had developed some sort of flu. But Westcott still was
outclassed, with four of the five NLS runners showing faster
times as you compared, fastest vs fastest, and so forth. Ja-
mie had UP weather baked (frozen?) into his DNA, so he felt
ready to run. Coach Kapinski had surprised the team with
new Westcott singlets, resplendent in the familiar maroon,
and this gave them a little pop. Two of the runners, Jamie
and Tyler Wilson, chose to run with the singlets only, but the
rest opted for a long sleeve beneath.

The course: two dirt and grass loops around Lake Saimaa,
starting flat, then uphill into meadows, again flat. A wooded
area next, with leaves on the dirt path, then downhill across a
stream that fed the lake. Uphill, more meadowland, a second,
larger patch of woods, and a final downhill in open country to
the finish. And the overall ambience could not have been
more typical high school cross country...maybe 75 specta-
tors, parents, grandparents, girlfriends, a couple of cross
country junkies, coaches, friends, a few race officials. Coffee,
hot chocolate, and doughnuts in the late Fall air, dew yet to
be burned, all mixed with anticipation by the 12 runners.

With the gun, Jamie began in a deliberate but strong pace.
After a quarter mile, reality set in, and he was twelfth. Dead

last once again. And the pack, what he could make of it, was
pulling away. And, of course, he made the classic mistake
that all runners make, independent of experience or skill, and
increased his pace too soon. By the half mile mark in the
woods, disturbing signs were forming...labored breathing,
heartrate maybe 20 beats a minute too fast for this early, and
some hamstring discomfort into the bargain. These should
have been late-in-the-race sensations. Racers have bad
patches that magically disappear, but this was not one of
them . Jamie's breathing became more frequent, a gulp of air
every three steps instead of the usual four. Worse, there
were no runners, opponents or otherwise, to pull him along,
since the pack now was completely out of sight. The mile
split: 7 on the nose. Way too fast for Jamie's skill level, but it
was the best of the season by a considerable margin, and
this created a spark of hope, despite how he felt. So onward,
into the second patch of woods, anaerobic state be damned.

Not quite halfway, Jamie heard The Voice that every racer
inevitably hears: stop running. Stop the pain. Tell them you
had a cramp. And he came close to doing so. But his per-
sonal investment already was too high, so he plunged

on, into the flat by the finish for the first lap. The spectators
and Coach were yelling something at him. Up the hill for Lap
Two, and at the top, an unexpected sight. Art O'Keefe was on
the ground, holding his ankle. "Just keep going, Jamie", and it
didn't immediately register that he would finish other than last
for the first time. But this was handed to him, not earned, and
Art's injury shamelessly gave Jamie a little shot of adrenalin
that propelled him into the flat meadow portion. And it di-
verted his attention away from his circumstances. In the
meadows, yet another surprise. Up ahead, a maroon West-
cott singlet! Jamie was reducing the distance between him-
self and...Al Williams. 100 yards, 75, 50...And suddenly he
was with Al.

"Not my day, Jamie. Go get 'em!"

But Jamie was too strung out to reply. His thinking: every
stride is one less to put me out of this misery. So push on.
And, deep down, Al's hard day gave him a free slug of en-
ergy. Or maybe incentive. He caught a 2 mile split at 14:01;
good, in that it was a 5K PR, bad, because he felt terrible in
the achievement. Nothing to do but keep going, almost an
obligation, actually, now at the bridge, and now on the hill
leading to the meadows. It was willpower now, two and a half
steps per breath, and something approaching maximal hear-
trate. The worst part was his perception of distances. A tree
100 yards ahead looked like 250, and all he could do now
was say to himself: "Get to the next tree." And so on, for
bushes, park benches, anything ahead.

This was the extent of his focus and awareness. For all Jamie
knew or cared, Vice President Cheney could be in the lead,
pacemaker and all. But something fascinating was in place.
Yes, NLS's Harry Norge was cruising to what would be a
comfortable 17:32 win, but Westcott's Tyler Wilson and Trent
Olson had paced themselves in a competitive way, and would
finish second and third, essentially a dead heat at 18:01.
Overachievement, based on the PRs. Then NLS's Mark
Mead, a disappointing fourth at 18:10 (A Kentucky transplant,
and the cold didn't help today). So, first and fourth for NLS,
second and third for Westcott. Both schools with five points.
Even, so far.



Half mile to go, in the second patch of woods, two events.. first,

a yellow singlet appeared as Jamie turned a corner, maybe 200
feet ahead. And, second, an injection of modern tech, a.k.a. the

cellphone. The fifth through eighth runners weren't finished, but

the spacing was sulfficiently wide to predict the order:

5th: Foreman NLS
6th: Kekkonen Westcott
7th: Neumeyer Westcott
8th: Ryzyz NLS

And that is what shortly would happen. The math was quick and
easy. Everyone was doing it in their heads: NLS: 1+4+5+8=18
points. Westcott: 2+3+6+7=18 points. A Westcott fan, seeing
everything from a high vantage point near the finish, had called
a Westcott parent standing ahead of Jamie. She shouted the
news:

"Catch him, Jamie, and we win!"

Yet another chance for inspiration, but there was no response.
Just maintaining pace was hard enough. But, despite the pain,
despite the now every-other-step demand for oxygen, some part
of Jamie's gray matter told him that the NLS runner also was in
a race, also feeling it, and would have to earn, fully earn, a NLS
victory. A miniscule shot of energy, then. He did not pay atten-
tion for a half minute, and then noticed, was surprised to notice,
that he had reeled him in a little. Maybe it was a 150 foot gap
now. And: the classic advantage to the trailing runner, who after
all has a target for success in front, while the lead runner only
can respond to his own motivation. Something like 100 feet now.
The yellow singlet's body language told Jamie that he knew,
then a solitary spectator's yell confirmed it:

"He's closing, Bishop!".
And, suddenly, a quarter mile to go, side by side.

Something changed. Jamie was beyond fatigue, beyond pain,
beyond exhaustion. There was no sense of effort, of heartbeat,
of breathing. There only was the sense of motion, of movement,
of progress toward the finish, but at a rate that could not in-
crease or decrease, and of which he was entirely oblivious.
Bishop moved with him, position unchanged, still side by side.

A sound. Music. Faint at first, somehow familiar. Louder. Was
this some sort of hallucination, a final touch for his collapse?

Ray Charles. What'd | Say. 1959. The long, stereo version, of
course, with the longer, funkier piano intro. And certainly not the
shorter mono version.

And Megan. By her feet, an Eighties era two speaker cassette
tape boom box. All her thoughts revealed by her face, and, as
he passed, she smiled, and he knew everything would be OK
between them.

"Beat him, Jamie!"

Two hundred yards. And Ray, and Megan, and maybe some
outside force kicked in a final microerg of energy, such as it was.
Railbirds say that thoroughbreds can be asked The Question
but once: "Do you have a kick?" True for cross country runners,
too, but Jamie was asking The Question to himself a fourth time.

Six inches ahead. Maybe. Something called incentive. One hun-
dred yards. Then a foot. Bishop's breathing at his 4 o'clock, right
side, a tad behind. Fifty yards, and Jamie suddenly re-sensed

everything he had demanded of his body. Joints, tendons, mus-

cles profoundly disjointed, and he felt like a character on a jerky
8 millimeter home movie, sprocket holes fatally worn. Now there
was heart, lungs, tunnel vision, all in spades. A sense of motion.
75 feet. An 18 inch lead. Yellow singlet just behind and to the
right. Four maroon singlets ahead at the finish, screaming.
Same for four yellow ones.

Twenty feet left, a six inch lead. Start your lean. Runners exactly
even with 10 feet left. Lean...lean...throw your arms back. Three
inches ahead of something yellow to his right as they finished,
and he stumbled. Four maroon singlets going crazy.

The green started to spin sideways a little, and then rush to the
face. Jamie Harris was going down. Well, you might as well re-
lax, he thought, because once it starts, there is nothing you can
do about it. As his knee hit the grass, he tried the old rollout
technique to limit the damage.

But this time, with a smile.

—Currell Pattie
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PARTICIPANT INFORMATION

Hame: John Taranting
Time: 2630 Distance: 4 mile, Age group: 50-54 Age group place: 13t Overall
finish: th

Hame of Race: ht. Olivet Cemetary run Location;Detroit, Mi # of Participants: 100+
TRAVEL & ACCOMMODATIONS

| Hotel: A : Discount offered: Transportation to race start:
PRE-RACE
On line registration: Yes Cost: J23  Packet Pick up available: Yes Expo: Mo
COURSE INFO
Adequate rest rooms facilities: Yes Chipstat:tlo  Course wellmarked: Yes
Mile markers: Yes Adequate water sttions: Yes Clock visible atfinish: ‘ez
POST RACE
Foodiwater: Yes Results Posted intmely fashion: yes Type of Awards: Hats
PERSOHAL COMMENTS
Thiz iz & very well organized run. Yery unigue sefting, cemetery, Atter the race they had a pancake bresk fast which

included saysage | juice, coffee and frut.
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The will to win is
not nearly as
important as the
will to prepare to
win.
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Good enough never
IS.

-Debbi Field
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The time is quickly approaching for the 2nd Annual Utica Edu-
cation 5K Run & 1 Mile Fitness Walk! The purpose is to pro-
vide an annual event for our community that promotes health
and fitness through running and walking.

Last year 120 runners and 80 walkers participated in the event.
We anticipate both of those numbers doubling this year.

We would like to extend the invitation for you to join us for the
2nd Annual 5K Run & 1 Mile Fitness Walk. It will be held on
Sunday, September 28, 2008 at 9:30 A.M. at Eastwood Beach -
Stony Creek Metro Park. This year's event is endorsed by the
Governor's Council on Physical Fitness; chip-timed; certified
course; online registration available; plus many more features.

Please contact me with any questions.
Nancy Smith

UEA Staywell Chairperson and event director
586-850-6611

(fyi...the course is great—Stony Creek, the cause is great and it
is being put on by one of our members—please mark you cal-
endars!!! (pr))
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