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Membership Update

The SHRC welcomes new members:  Natali Davis and Micah Slaughter and family.

Membership renewals include:  Casey and Colleen Spencer and family (James, Josh, Cherish, and Crystal), and Jan Parks. 


Just a Friendly Reminder….

All race results should be emailed to zaiontz@sbcglobal.net.  This will enable us to share your finish times in the monthly newsletter, as well as Ken’s “Running Shorts” column in The Huntsville Item.
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How I Became a Runner
By Jerry Flanagan


When I was about six years old, we lived so far back in the woods that we had to walk towards town to hunt.  The school bus would stop on the main road and let me out, then I had to walk another mile down a one-lane road to our house.

 

One day, school was dismissed early due to tornado warnings in the area.  Usually, there were two high school girls that got off the bus with me, but that day they were not riding the bus.  A steady rain was falling as I exited the bus so I put on my uncle's sailor cap and pulled the flaps down to protect me from the rain.

 

Feeling the urgency to get home quickly, I set out running as fast as I could go.  When I reached our house, my mother was not home so I ran on up the road another mile to my aunt's house.  I had never ran that far before and I was surprised and excited that I had done it.  Looking back, that was my first introduction to distance running.

 

I probably didn't run that far again until the middle 70's when we lived in Spring.  One day in aerobics class at North Harris County College, we had to run a timed two-mile run.  After I finished, my instructor commented that my time was so good that I should enter some competitive runs.

 

I thought about it for a while and finally entered a non-competitive four-mile run in The Woodlands.  Of course, I went out too fast and nearly died the last mile.  Anyway, that run got me hooked and I began running a regular route of about three miles every day in my neighborhood.

 

In the early 80's, I moved to Gladewater when I was appointed postmaster and I began running the steep hills in the area.  One of my city carriers, who was an army reserve paratrooper, wanted to run a competitive race.  Only problem, he had the running style of a doped-up dump truck driver with burned-out brakes.

 

We entered a 5K in Longview and I told my gungho trooper to stick close to me since it was his first race.  Things went according to plan until we made the first turn.  As I slowed down in the turn, he got too close and tripped me.  I went down hard on my side and slid on the rough pavement.  I jumped up with my right side and arms burning from the skid.  The fall only made me want to put some distance between myself and my running buddy.  I ran like a medicated monkey and posted a 20:23, which was good enough for first place in my age group.

 

After that run, I joined the Longview Running Club and competed all over the East Texas area.  As a team leader on a postal review team, I traveled from Texarkana down to Woodville and ran in every town where we stayed in East Texas.  I also joined the SHRC in 1985 and entered races when I was home on the weekends as my family was still in Madisonville.

 

My best race times were all posted in 1988 -- 19:53 (Milano 5K), 41:07 (Tyler Azalea 10K), and 1:10 (10 Miles For Texas in The Woodlands).  Ten miles was the longest I ran in competition during the 80's, but I was thinking that someday I would take on the marathon.

 

In 1994, I entered the Houston Marathon without much of a training base or any clue of how to pace myself. The night before, I had a fever and bad cough that kept me awake most of the night.  Somehow, I made it to the finish line and nearly collapsed after walking a few feet.  I came back the next year and ran the Dallas White Rock Marathon as well.

 

During the 90's, I came real close to qualifying for Boston -- posting a 3:41 in Dallas.  At the end of 2002, I retired after 37 years in the postal service and was determined to qualify for Boston.  When I hit the 23-mile mark in Dallas that year, i knew I was Boston bound because I was at 3:30 and running 9 minute miles.  I finished in 3:57 -- three minutes under the qualifying time of four hours.

 

That first Boston in 2003 was very memorable as I got to meet the immortal Johnny Kelly, who won Boston several times in the 1940's.  Johnny has since passed away and ran Boston well into his 80's.

 

Now in my late 60's and with 25 marathons under my belt, I plan to keep on running marathons into my 80's.  Ken Johnson, who is a year younger than I, will be pushing each other to keep our marathon running streak going, even though our legs may be as stiff as a '56 Buick when we hit our 80's.

 

My wish is that each of you maintain that special feeling of exuberance that I felt as a six-year old on that rainy day so many years ago.  And as Satchel Paige once said, "Don't look back, 'cause something might be gaining on you".
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 Rocky Raccoon 100-mile Race Report

By Niki Bellnoski

Take two.  It was time to get this done!  My first 100 mile attempt prematurely came to an end at mile 65.  A twisted ankle at mile 5 and complete unpreparedness for the sleepiness that accompanied sundown ultimately did me in.  At mile 65 I found a chair; big mistake! Tried to get up, and couldn’t.  Rocky Raccoon 100, set to be held February 7th at the Huntsville State Park, immediately became my next focus.  

The next couple of months flew by; before I knew it, February was knocking at the door and Rocky Raccoon would soon follow.   A week out from the race, I began to get nervous.  Controlling nerves while keying up mentally for a race like this can be tiresome.  I did my best to keep all my energy focused.  I spent a significant portion of this time in prayer and worship, having faith that my journey would be spiritually uplifting.  

The week would not go uneventful.  I hate to admit the following, but it provided for a good laugh and was a reminder of humility.  I was trying to decide what to wear for the race, it was supposed to be warm so I thought I would wear my compression shorts.  I discovered a hole right smack in the rear end.  I thought I might still be able to wear them, but thankfully I put them on.  Choosing to don them just wouldn’t be a decent thing to do, they showed a bit too much of my sun deprived fanny.  Next option.  How about my husband’s compression knickers?  Good idea!  I put those on and decided to check myself out and see how they looked.  This in itself is strange because I am all about function and rarely give a hoot about what something really looks like.  I then go to the extreme of wanting to stand on a chair to get the full view.  I excitedly go get the chair, put it exactly where I want it and eagerly await the reflection in the mirror that says, “Wow, these tights are fast! 100 miles, no problem.”  I proceed to stand on the chair, or sort of.  As I stood, my feet began to slip, I had socks on.  Brilliant, I know!  I start to flail in all directions.  I’m grabbing air as I jolt backwards over the back of the chair, my feet are straight up in the air, and my head is plunging toward the floor. BAM!  Before I even hit the ground I decided I was okay, I had to be.  I got up, saw the room spin a few times and did a diagnostic.  I hit my ankle hard on the iron bed, and hit my hip on the chair.  Both were bruised, but I would be okay.  Lesson number one, don’t stand on anything more than a foot high the week before a race and number two, vanity is a sin for a reason.  

Thankfully, I made it to the start line with no more “excitement”.  The 6 am start was rather uneventful; before I knew it everyone was taking off.  So, it was a quick kiss and good bye to my husband, mom and dad before I headed out for my first of five 20 mile loops.  I chatted with a few familiar faces and enjoyed the camaraderie for the time being.  I would soon want to escape into prayer and solitude.    

All too quick I noticed a hitch in my get along.  My piriformis or IT band seemed to be the cause.  I wasn’t exactly sure what the issue was or why I was having a problem.  Could it have been my graceful plunge from vanity?  I needed to take care of the matter or else I was going to be in serious trouble.  

Three hours and forty six minutes passed and the first 20 miles were history.  A little faster than I wanted to be going, but besides the hip my legs felt good.  Seeing my support crew also gave me a little pick-me-up.  It was comforting knowing my mom would not leave the park until I finished. I was grateful for my loyal friend Cindy who was there a majority of the time; not only for me, but to help my mom as well.  My mother-in-law drove 60 miles to see me; my dad was still there and others were on their way.  Talk about great support!

My mom had a sandwich waiting for me; I started to scarf it down.  To save time, I took off to the port-a-potty with my sandwich in hand.  Boy, was it good! I don’t know what it is about me being on the toilet with no toilet paper; it seems to happen all the time.  Not wiping wasn’t an option. Good thing I took my sandwich with me that my mom had wrapped in a… paper towel!   Take this as you please: disgusting that I’m eating in the filthy port-a-potty or just down right good timing and good planning on my mom’s behalf. Thanks mom!

I hit the trail for loop number two.  All I could pray for was that my hip would somehow release whatever was causing the tension.  Quite the opposite took place; every stride cinched my hip tighter.  I reached the aid station at mile 23 and was not prepared for what was to follow.  The next 3 miles that separated the two aid stations would be the most eventful and pivotal portion of the entire race.

As I took to the trail, my emotions stirred inside.  I began to wrestle with the anger of an unruly hip.  “Why, why, why?”  It was way too early to be having a serious issue.  This was my dream, why would God take this away from me?  I run ultra distance to grow closer to God, to be pushed to the point where I am reliant on Him, and to be able to share with others the greatness of our King.  “Why God, are you not permitting me to do so?”  The flooding thoughts of failure deepened my misery and my anger.  Satan was waging war against me one battle at a time.  I was being destroyed from the inside out and torn to pieces to ruin.  

There has been one other time in my life that I have been on the brink of destruction, engaged in a series of battles in an all out war against Satan.  Seven years ago, I spent two long months in a hospital and afterward many months more fighting my way back from a descent into deterioration.  I fought through anger, fear and pain.  It took every ounce of mental, spiritual and physical fortitude to launch me out of the hole I was in.  At first and for a long time, I tried profoundly to find the strength that lay inside me for redemption.  Without prevail, I realized my futility and the sincerity of my reliance on God.  

Here I was again; essentially in the same place I was seven years ago.  Perhaps sinful, I began to play the game Satan had dealt.  I searched inside myself. I began to haggle.  If I dropped, I would be destroyed.  Many people will tell you that I have an “I can do it and will do it” attitude, others like to call it flat out “hardheadedness”.  In this instance, no amount of self will or stubbornness could propel me forward.  Only humility and submission to God would provide the strength to continue.  

So, I continued to pray and plead.  I rehearsed scripture and various quotes my mom had enlightened me with the week before the race.  I was reminded of lyrics to some of my favorite songs.  Jon Foreman’s, “The Cure for the Pain” resounded through my being.  It goes like this:

“…heaven knows 
I tried to find a cure for the pain 
Oh my Lord, to suffer like You do 
It would be a lie to run away.”

It, in fact, would be a lie if I ran away, if I quit.  Because I run ultra distances to grow closer to God, throwing in the towel now would make me a disappointment, a hypocrite, a liar.  My heart cringed at the thought.  I had to search harder, surely God would meet me somewhere.

The first sign of hope came when I entered the next aid station and unexpectedly ran into a friend who is an experienced ultra runner.  It was just what I needed.  He asked how I was doing.  To tell…or not to tell?  It was the question.  There is a fine line between addressing a critical concern and fueling negative energy.  I decided that my crisis was pressing enough to tell.  Without delay, he advised me to start eating Tylenol and Advil and educated me of the maximum 24 hour dosage of each.   “Eight Tylenol and six Advil, after that you’re on your own.  Alternate the two as long as you can.”  I was on it, I had to do something.  

I left the aid station with a slightly restored spirit.  Maybe the Tylenol would help.  I plugged in my earphones and cranked up the volume.  What played to my ears was amazing!  It might as well have been God himself speaking to me.  

“Hush little baby, don't you cry,
Daddy's gonna sing you a lullaby,
Everythings gonna be alright,
The Lord's gonna answer your prayers tonight


...Your Calvary's about to come…
Keep your head up, Don't you ever let up…


Hey little girl with the pressures of the world on your shoulders
Don't say that its over
I heard your prayers
Just cast your cares 
And I'll be there, so don't you fear


I carried you when you was too weak to walk
I took to you when you gave your heart to God
Faithful and True, that's what I'll always be to you
Believe in you, Believe in Me, and these mountains have to move

You have dreams and aspirations…
…You'll be up for any challenge, 
Many storms are on the way better sharpen you faith…

…Rest in Me and I will give you strength 
Blessed is she, Irene who seeks my face


Hey little girl with the pressures of the world on your shoulders
Don't say that its over
I heard your prayers
Just cast your cares 
And I'll be there, so don't you fear


Everythings gonna be alright,
The Lords gonna answer your prayers tonight”

(TobyMac- Irene)

I listened to the song for 50 straight miles.  It pierced my heart; I believed it with every ounce of my soul.  Everything was going to be alright, the Calvary had come, it wasn’t over, and the Lord was going to answer my prayer tonight!  I continued to pray, plead and run. Step by step I was able to regain my composure and focus on God. I was on a roll, covering as much ground as possible, fully aware that it was only a matter of time before the pain in my hip would become unbearable.  God had found me, met me and rescued me.  

The following 30 miles would remain on a rather even keel considering the early drama.  At one point, I ran up on a couple and their yappy little dog.  As I ran by, the little toot jumped up, did a 180 and bit me in the knee.  He didn’t break skin or my stride, but really, what are the chances?  I was in my zone and unfazed.  The day would prove to be exceptionally warm reaching the mid to high 70’s.  Taking care of my hydration needs was important and monitoring my electrolyte intake was equally crucial.  Nuun and S-caps served me well.  My calorie consumption was up to par: pop-tarts, pb&j, ham and cheese, animal crackers and even some M&Ms.  I was still going to the bathroom, but I had long lost the “I can hold it” mentality.  When I needed to go, I wanted to go.  Around mile 50, I again, wished I had some toilet paper.  After little debate, I decided a leaf would do.  The trees in the piney woods of east Texas function as excellent back rests; although, bark residue makes for an interesting chaffing issue.  Ah, the joys of trail running!  


At the 60 mile point I remained strong and held a good pace, but was I looking forward to the company of a pacer.  Unfortunately, my best friend Kelli who was to share the pacing responsibilities with my husband fell ill and was too sick to make the trip. She would be with me in spirit.  Nick and I carefully prepared for sundown.  I put on my jacket, packed my lights and chugged some 5 hour energy (which, by the way, works amazingly well). We talked and enjoyed the time we were able to spend together.  As the night passed, I remained strong; caffeine at regular intervals seemed to be doing the trick.  About 16 miles into the loop Nick began to hurt and decided he had enough.   I couldn’t blame him; I knew he had a limit.  After all, he would be having hip surgery in less than 48 hrs.  

I finished the remaining 4 miles of the loop fairly strong.  Having to run alone, delivered a sizeable mental blow.  Eighty miles covered in 17hrs and 40 min. Only twenty more miles to go!  I was still on great pace.  A sub 24hr finish was very doable, 23hrs was a possibility and 22hrs wasn’t completely unrealistic.  

As I refueled for my last loop, in a matter of minutes, I crumbled.  I suddenly became aware of how bad my feet hurt and how tired I was.  Mentally, I cracked.  I was now conscious of the excruciating pain that radiated from my hip.  I knew I would finish, but it would be slow.

I packed a Styrofoam cup with a few crackers to munch on.  I moved as quickly as I could.  I prayed for a second wind, another gear, but couldn’t find it.  Now I focused on reaching one aid station at a time.  Each mile became exponentially harder.  No longer was I able to ignore my multi blistered, battered feet.  A fierce, screaming blister developed across the entire span of my forefoot.  Shortly thereafter, I was rudely shocked with the sensation of one of my toenails detaching.  The prize would be splendid! The next 6 miles were down right gruesome, a test of survival.  I stopped taking adequate care of myself.  I was too tired.  I was in the woods, in the dark, alone, cold and out of my right mind.  I was scared.  I did what I could to stay warm. For a glove, I used the Styrofoam cup that I earlier tucked away in my jacket.  I blew warm air into my cupped hands.  Nothing really worked.  I wanted to curl up in a little ball, in the middle of the trail and sleep.  I still had enough logic to refrain.  I needed to go to the bathroom again.  I found a tree. Unintentionally peed all over myself.  Right down both legs.  “Oh shoot! Wait, it’s kind of warm.”  The temporary warmth was enough to satisfy me.  

Mile 92 was finally in my sights.  When I arrived at the aid station, it must have been apparent that I was in need of some help.    Are you oaky?  Are you cold?  Do you want something to eat?  Do you want to sit down?  I stood there. I became bombarded with questions and replied with delayed and slurred responses. “No, no chair!”  I knew better than that, I learned my lesson last time.  The volunteers proceeded to give me a pair of socks for make shift gloves, a long sleeve shirt and a toboggan to keep warm.  I left the aid station feeling slightly better.  The 24hr finish was still not out of sight, but I would have to pick it up a notch.  Despite my efforts, I couldn’t find the strength to go faster.  Surviving until the next aid station consumed what energy I had left.  Moving forward was all I could do.   

I longed to see Nick at the next aid station, I prayed that he would be there to give me the strength to make it to the finish.  I arrived, but no Nick.  My heart sunk into my stomach inducing nausea.  I choked down some Pepto.    Though he was on his way, only minutes away, I couldn’t wait for Nick to come.  I had to move on.  Luckily, my dad was there.  He volunteered to walk with me the remaining 4.5 miles.  The volunteers cast a perplexed look when they looked at his attire.  I was sure that my dad, who only owns Wranglers and cowboy boots, was about to make Rocky Raccoon history.  He didn’t care, he was there for me.  The moment was special.  I felt safe.  I savored the time. 

 It took an exhausting 2 hrs to cover the last 4.5 miles.  The 24hr. finish was gone.  My finish was uneventful.  I had imagined jumping for joy, crying with elation or at least smiling.  But nothing came, I was wiped smooth emotionless.  Twenty five hours and fourteen minutes. 100 miles.  I was done.  Finished.  God had answered my prayers tonight!

The aftermath of covering 100 miles non-stop isn’t so pretty.  I hurt.  I swore 100 milers off for good.  My feet throbbed.  My infected, detached toenail was quite a sight.  My hip blared with pain and I had no idea what was really wrong with it.  The chaffing was down right scary.  Front to back, my skin was completely raw; I was sure I had 2nd degree burns.  What had I done?   Apparently the huge gobs of Vaseline didn’t mix well with salty sweat and tree bark.  What I used to lubricate and create a barrier between skin surfaces wound up a salt rub.  Ouch!  I craved sleep, but the pain was too much.  

Hours went by and I was aware of the healing that was taking place.  I decided that maybe, just maybe, I would simply postpone the next 100 miler for a really long time. (You might get where this is going.)    A couple of days passed and my infected toe was healing but still needed some fixing.  I went to work.  I found some small scissors and performed a little minor surgery.  My hip was improving.   Each day was accompanied by exponential healing.  By day five I was back to my normal routine and that’s when it happened, I ate my very words.  I wanted to do anther one.  Which one will it be?

Race Results

Run Wild Half Marathon, Houston, February 22

John Slate


1:49:18

Park to Park Run, Houston, February 21

Ben Harvie


32:24 (1st AG)

Austin Marathon and Half, Austin, February 15

Marathon

Ben Harvie


3:16:59

Half-Marathon

Katy Lampson


2:27:23

East Texas Ultra Runners 25K, Tyler State Park, February 14

Andrew and Karen Husband 
3:36:21

Surfside Marathon and Half Marathon, Surfside Beach, February 14 

Marathon

Edwin Quarles


4:58:53

Ken Johnson 


6:04:39

Half Marathon

Jane Jackson


3:10:38

Rocky Raccoon 100 and 50-Mile Race, Huntsville State Park, Huntsville, February 8
100 Miles
Niki Bellnoski         

25:14:05

50 Miles
Brian Zemlicka        
 
8:38:59 (18th overall)

Felix Montelongo     

8:58:18 

Karen Felicidario     

13:55:50

Misty Baugh            

14:05:13

Robin Kaitschuck     

16:53:44 

Team Tommy 5K, Panorama Village, February 7

Robert Duncan         

19:12

Jerry Flanagan          

27:38

Hans Jaeger            

 29:16 

Mary Sweeten         

32:24 (PR)

Ken Johnson           

32:27 

Surf City Half Marathon, Huntington Beach, California, February 1
Misty Graham-Baugh 

2:19:17

Run the Woodlands 5K, The Woodlands, Jan. 24

John Slate


22:16

Ken Johnson


33:39

Bill Crews Remission Run, Conroe, January 31 
Holden Choi           

27:36

Alan Jenkin            

46:25 

Frost Your Fanny, Huntsville, January 31 
10K
Mike Villa               

1:05:28

Ken Johnson           

1:13:20

5K
James Spencer         

23:00

Curtis Barton           

24:28

Jerry Flanagan         

29:53

Ron Davis               

31:44

Lavonne Zaiontz      

31:46

Vinessa Mundorff    

35:23

Andie Ho                

37:04

True Cousins           

37:08

1-Mile +
Marilynn Johnson    

28:50 

Note:  IF WE MISSED ANY RACE RESULTS, PLEASE EMAIL TO zaiontz3@sbcglobal.net, SO WE CAN GET THEM IN THE NEXT NEWSLETTER.


February 28 - Sweetheart 5K and 1-Mile Run/Walk, 2 p.m., Bowers Stadium parking lot, SHSU campus, Huntsville.  $1 entry.  Register at the starting point.
February 28 - Rodeo Run, 10K, 5K, 9:45 a.m., Houston

February 28 - Cowtown Marathon, Fort Worth

February 28 - Run the Woodlands, 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

March 1 - Armadillo Dash, Half Marathon, 5K, College Station

March 1 - El Paso Marathon, El Paso

March 1 - Miracle Match Marathon, Waco

March 7 - Run for the Ring, 5K, College Station

March 7 - Toughest N' Texas Trail Runs, 50K, 20 mile, 10 mile, Waco

March 7 - Spring Fever 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

March 7 - Stride4Stroke 5K, 9 a.m., Houston

March 7 & 8 - Texas Independence Relay, Gonzales to San Jacinto, 200 miles, 40 legs, 8-12 person teams.

March 14 - Run the Woodlands, 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

March 14 - Bayou City Classic, 10K, 8 a.m., Houston

March 15 - Seabrook Lucky Trail Marathon, Seabrook (3rd leg of Texas Marathon Triple)

March 21 - Ronald Run for a Reason, 5K, 1-Mile, 8 a.m., Health & Kinesiology Center, SHSU campus, Huntsville. 
March 21 - Lookin' Good Run, Houston


March 28 - Tyler Azalea Run, 10K, 8 a.m., Tyler

March 28 - Run the Woodlands, 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

March 28 - Run for Nurses, 5K, 8 a.m., Bryan

March 28 - Scope Run, 5K, Houston

March 29 - Run the Trails, 3.5 miles, 2 p.m., Huntsville State Park, Nature Center.  Non-competitive.  Finisher medals.  Register at the starting line.  $3 race entry, plus park entry.  Register at the starting point.
March 29 - Angie's Half Crazy Half Marathon, 7 a.m., Houston

March 29 - Run for the Rose, 5K, 8 a.m., Houston

April 4 - Bellaire Trolley Run, 5K, 8 a.m., Bellaire

April 5 - Big D Texas Marathon, 8 a.m., Dallas

April 11 - Run the Woodlands, 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

April 11 - Davy Crockett Bear Chase, Marathon, Half Marathon, 5K, Groveton

April 18 - Blue Bell Fun Run, 10K, 5K, 8:30 a.m., Brenham

April 18 - Step By Step 5K, Houston

April 18 - Rocky Hill Ranch Trail Run, 50 mile, 50K, 25K, Smithville

April 25 - Spring Fling 5K and 1 Mile Run/Walk, 8 a.m., Bowers Stadium parking lot, SHSU campus, Huntsville.  $1 entry.  Register at the starting point.
April 25 - Run the Woodlands, 5K, 8 a.m., The Woodlands

April 26 - Scheroderma 5K, 8 a.m., Houston

May 2 - Running for the Arts 5K, Houston

May 2 - Lone Star Stampede, 10K, 5K, 8 a.m., Houston
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SEVEN HILLS RUNNING CLUB


P. O. BOX 6804-HUNTSVILLE, TX 77342-6804
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Upcoming Races


(For a complete list of races, links to race web sites, online registration or a printable entry form, go to the SHRC web site and click on Race Schedule.)











Monthly Cub Run Set for 


February 28th.





The “Sweetheart 5K and 1-mile Run/Walk” will be held on Saturday, February 28th.  The public is invited.  The 5K (3.1 miles) and 1-mile races are available for runners and walkers. All races start at 2 p.m. at the Bowers Stadium parking lot on the SHSU campus. The entry fee for all races is $1. Refreshments and door prizes will be provided. The race is open to anyone who is sufficiently trained to safely complete the race. Participants may register at the starting line.  Bring your family and friends! 
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