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THE CHASE IS ON

As I stood there on that unusually warm November morning, looking all 

around me, everything seemed to say New York.

I was a row or so back from the starting line of the 2005 New York City 

Marathon, with the Manhattan skyline, shrouded in a dank, soupy fog, ris-

ing off in the distance beyond New York Harbor. Nearby, my teammates, 

150 or so New York City firefighters, were doing their final stretches and 

giving each other one last command: Beat the cops, okay, beat the NYPD. Any 

second, Frank Sinatra would be blaring over the loudspeakers, so that every 

last one of the 37,597 runners about to take off from Staten Island via the 

Verrazano-Narrows Bridge for a 26.2-mile race through the city’s four other 

boroughs could hear—what else?—“New York, New York.”

Like I said, everything seemed to say New York.

But all I could think about was Boston.

Boston? What had gotten into me? I was a New Yorker, born and 

raised in Brooklyn, with the accent to prove it. When I used to have hair, 

I combed it like Tony Manero, John Travolta’s character in Saturday Night 

Fever; my sisters, Eileen and Maureen, called me John Revolting. Now I 

lived in midtown Manhattan, where I was a firefighter with Ladder Com-

pany 43 in East Harlem, and on this marathon day, to remember all my 

fellow firefighters who died on September 11, 2001, I had stenciled “343” 
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2 T H E  L O N G  R U N

on my left arm. I also owned three bars in Manhattan, and if needed I 

could tell you where to go for the best Manhattan clam chowder, Brook-

lyn lager, or New York strip in the city. I had nothing against Boston—in 

fact, I was a huge Bill Buckner fan, and I’d have a beer with Denis Leary 

any day of the week. But New York was my town.

Still, at that moment I couldn’t get that other city out of my mind.

“Hey, Matty? Matty? How you feeling?”

“Shane, I’m good, bro. I’m good. How about you?”

“I’m ready. Just keep the pace, Matty, keep the pace.”

To me it sounded like Shane McKeon, a training partner and another 

firefighter on the starting line, was saying, “Keep the faith.” In a way, he 

was. He was reminding me to stay steady. Keep the pace. If I could click off 

26.2 miles at a pace of about seven minutes and 15 seconds per mile, that 

would get me to the finish line in Central Park in three hours and 10 min-

utes. And that would easily beat my best-ever marathon time by nearly 40 

minutes. And, if everything went right, that would give me a shot at finish-

ing among the top 10 firefighters running on this day, which would help us 

in our annual race-within-a-race against the police department.And best of 

all, that would win me a prized spot in next year’s Boston Marathon.

And that’s why I had Beantown on the brain. I wanted to run the most 

famous race of all. Boston.

They’ve been staging the Boston Marathon every April since 1897, and 

for most of those years only a select crowd gets to take part. To earn an 

official race entry, you need to nail a pretty demanding time based on your 

age. So, at 39, I had to run a 3:15 marathon. Boston race officials allow a 

59-second grace period, but not a second more. I didn’t want to chance a 

close call, so a few weeks earlier I told Shane that I would go out a bit 

faster—I’d aim for a 3:10 finish, giving myself a five-minute cushion.

Whatever it took to make it to Boston, I was game.

Still, even with my plan in place I knew there were no guarantees when it 

came to a race like a marathon. The day’s weather could trip you up, and today’s 

temperatures were expected to rise to the mid-60s, scorching for late fall. I also 

worried that I might feel flat after so many weeks of intense training; I had 
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been running upwards of 50 miles a week since May. And then there was the 

fact that I was still relatively new to the competitive running scene. Just two 

years ago I was a firefighter with a sore back and a triple chin; without really 

noticing, I had packed an extra 35 pounds on my five-foot-ten frame. I was up 

to 212 pounds‚ and behind my aching back friends were calling me Beer Belly 

Matty and Fatty Long. But then I found religion—or I should say running, as 

well as biking and swimming. In other words, I found the world of triathlons.

Egged on by my friend Noel Flynn, I trained through the winter of 

2004 for my first triathlon—a 1.5-kilometer swim, 40-kilometer bike, and 

10-kilometer run—that spring. When I completed it, I couldn’t wait for 

the next one. And the one after that. I got addicted to the competition and 

the training and the camaraderie among the athletes I met at different 

events. I joined a triathlon club. I tracked my mile-split times and my heart 

rate after every workout. I logged the number of miles I put on my running 

shoes, retiring a pair when it hit 300. I consumed nutrition books. I started 

preaching that bagels are not your friends at family parties. I cut back on my 

beer intake—a huge concession for a guy who owns bars. And I started 

racing every chance I could. In 2004, my first full year of training, I did 14 

triathlons of different lengths, and traveled everywhere from Long Island 

to New Jersey to Texas to do them. The adrenaline rush from the training 

and the competing was like nothing I had ever experienced—except maybe 

the rush of running to a fire with my ladder company. And all the work 

paid off in other ways as well: I dropped to 175 pounds‚ and the backache 

disappeared for good. Suddenly, I was in the best shape of my life.

Then I made the ultimate commitment: I signed up for an Ironman, 

an event that can make waste of even the best athlete over the course of a 

2.4-mile swim, 112-mile bike, and 26.2-mile run. It was in Lake Placid, 

New York, in July 2005, four months before the New York City Marathon. 

My training buddies thought I was nuts. “Matty, what’s the rush?” Frank 

Carino, a close friend and fellow firefighter, asked one day after we did a 

long, hard training run together. Frank had attempted his first Ironman 

only after competing in smaller ones for five years. “The Ironman can take 

a huge toll on your body. You can build up slowly, you know.”
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4 T H E  L O N G  R U N

“Frank, I know, but the thing is, I love this stuff—even when it hurts.”

No, there was no talking me out of it. On July 26 I did my first Ironman, 

finishing in 11 hours and 18 minutes, and in 279th place out of about 2,000 

finishers. I did the marathon leg—the third and final one—in three hours 

and 44 minutes, nearly nine minutes faster than my last solo marathon seven 

years earlier. A pretty good showing, I thought. “Pretty good?” Frank said 

after we were done. “That was fantastic. Matty, you’ve got to slow down, 

you’re catching up to me. You’re definitely going to Kona someday.”

He was talking about Kona, Hawaii, site of the annual Ironman World 

Championship. Frank had qualified for the first time with his race in 

Lake Placid. For me, Kona would be a goal come 2006. First, I had to 

make it to Boston.

I looked at my watch: 10:09 a.m. One minute until the cannon blast to 

start the marathon. Just then, John McLaughlin, an FDNY lieutenant who 

once ran this race in well under three hours, shouted to me.

“Hey, Matt, what are you looking to do today?”

“Three-ten, John,” I shouted back.

“Three-ten. Sounds good to me. Why don’t you run with me?”

Huh? He wasn’t part of my marathon game plan. I had run hundreds of 

miles with Noel and Shane and Frank over the past few months. But none 

with John McLaughlin. Besides, he was faster than me; he could throw me 

off pace. “Hey, thanks, John, but just go ahead. Enjoy.”

“Come on, Matt. Come out with me; we’ll do it together.”

“Thanks, bro, but I’m planning on running the first two miles kind of 

slow, maybe at 7:45 pace. That way I won’t die later.”

“What? How are you going to run 3:10 doing that? You’re crazy.”

Just then, BOOM! The race was on, and John was gone.

Every year on Marathon Sunday‚ the television crews covering the race show 

an overhead shot of the Verrazano-Narrows as the mass of runners crosses the 

two-mile span into Brooklyn. From that vantage point, the runners look like 

a collection of colorful bugs, inching their way toward some unknown spot. 
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BY VERONIKA BELENKAYA,
JOE MAHONEY and

TONY SCLAFANI
DAILY NEWS STAFF WRITERS

A VETERAN FIREFIGHTER-
BIKING to the FDNY Academy
on Randalls Island because of
the transit strike was critically
injured yesterday when a pri-
vate charter bus mowed him
down in midtown, authorities
said.

Matthew Long, 39, the son of
the state’s Conservative Party
chairman Michael Long, was
crushed under the massive tire
of the bus when it made an ille-
gal right turn at 5:45 a.m.

As Matthew Long was
rushed to a hospital, one of the
surgeons urgently summoned
to help him got trapped in traf-
fic — and was turned away by
cops when he asked to pass an
uptown checkpoint that re-
quired cars to have four people
inside.

Dressed in his green scrubs,
Dr. Dean Lorich said he got his
wife and two kids to jump in-
side a cab with him to appease
cops at 96th St. and Park Ave.

“I was just trying to save a
man’s life,” Lorich said after
speeding downtown. “They
have to make an exception.”

Matthew Long, who compet-
ed in the 2005 New York City
Marathon and this summer’s
Lake Placid Ironman competi-
tion, suffered a dislocated shoul-
der and his pelvis, left arm and
leg were badly fractured.

“His condition is grave and I
ask all New Yorkers to pray for
him,” Mayor Bloomberg said.

Long’s pelvis area was bleed-
ing so heavily that his doctors
at Weill Cornell Medical Center
had to replace 30 units of blood.

“He’s a fighter. He always
has been,” said his brother
James Long, 38, a firefighter as-
signed to the FDNY press of-
fice. “Combined with Matt’s
will and the care he receives
here, we know he can pull
through this.”

Doctors and friends said his
tremendous physical shape
helped him survive the wreck.
“He’s in excellent health and

very good condition
and that’s all going to
lend his recovery,”
said James Long,
whose younger broth-
er, Frank, survived a
bad car crash in 2000.

“We’ve been
through this before
and there’s that time
of uncertainty and you
have to rely on family
and your friends and
your faith,” added
Long, whose brother Eddie is al-
so a firefighter.

Lorich, 42, and other doctors
operated on Matthew Long for
an hour yesterday morning as
his parents, eight siblings and
fellow firefighters gathered out-

side the room. Long
was in critical condi-
tion last night after an-
other surgery.

He usually drove to
the academy but decid-
ed to ride his bike yes-
terday because of the
transit strike.

Matthew Long has
been commended sev-
eral times since join-
ing the department 12
years ago. On 9/11, he

and his East Harlem comrades
from Ladder 43 helped rescue
firefighters who were trapped
on a stairwell of the north tow-
er.

His sister, Eileen, a former
staffer for Gov. Pataki, works as

a regional director for the feder-
al General Services Administra-
tion. The close family runs a
Bay Ridge liquor store as well
as three Manhattan bars.

The empty bus, owned by
Allen AME Transportation, is af-
filiated with the Queens-based
Greater Allen Cathedral run by
the Rev. Floyd Flake, a former
Democratic congressman.

Police said the bus was turn-
ing right onto E. 52nd St. from
the center lane on Third Ave.
when it hit Matthew Long. Po-
lice believe the bus driver, Bry-
ant Barr, 30, of Albany, never
saw the biker. Barr was given a
summons for making an im-
proper turn.  With Kerry Burke
 vbelenkaya@nydailynews.com

Bus hits Bravest on bike

JOHN FISCHETTI

Detectives at E. 52nd St. and Third Ave. after bus struck and critically injured Firefighter
Matthew Long (r.), who was biking to work at FDNY Academy on Randalls Island.

A FORKLIFT CARRYING a heavy roll of New
York Post paper struck and killed a sprinkler
repairman at the tabloid’s Bronx warehouse
yesterday, police said.

John McGowan, 54, of Medford, L.I., was
working on the sprinklers at the South Bronx
plant around 1:40 p.m. when he was hit by a
forklift carrying the 2,500-pound roll of pa-
per.

McGowan, who worked for Hicksville-
based Abco Peerless Sprinkler Corp., was
rushed to Lincoln Hospital, where he was
pronounced dead.

Cops said McGowan didn’t see the forklift
coming toward him as it unloaded the huge
rolls of paper.

“They believe he wasn’t paying attention,
and the forklift didn’t see him,” a police
source said. Police suspect no criminal
charges will be filed in the incident.
 Carrie Melago

BY JOE MAHONEY
DAILY NEWS ALBANY BUREAU CHIEF

GROUND ZERO CZAR John Whitehead
accused state Attorney General Eliot
Spitzer yesterday of bizarrely threaten-
ing him after he criticized the gubernato-
rial front-runner.

Whitehead, the octogenarian former
Goldman Sachs chief who heads the
Lower Manhattan Development Corp.,
said Spitzer’s bullying came in a phone
call after he wrote an op-ed piece for the
Wall Street Journal last April.

“Mr. Whitehead, it’s now a war be-
tween us and you’ve fired the first shot,”
Whitehead quoted the Democratic pol
as saying in a followup published in yes-

terday’s Journal. “I will be coming after
you. You will pay the price.

“This is only the beginning and you
will pay dearly for what you have done.
You will wish you had never written that
letter.”

A Spitzer aide confirmed the attorney
general contacted Whitehead after the
businessman criticized the attorney gen-
eral, but said no such threats were
made.

“Mr. Whitehead’s rendition of the con-
versation is inaccurate,” said Darren
Dopp, Spitzer’s spokesman. “Eliot did,
however, tell him he was doing a lousy
job of running LMDC.”

In the column that started the feud,

Whitehead charged the attorney general
of smearing Hank Greenberg, the
former chairman of insurance giant
AIG. Spitzer had accused AIG of fraud
on a Sunday morning news show,
though he later dropped his pursuit of
the company.

Whitehead, 83, said the threats came
after Spitzer tracked him down by
phone in Texas. He said he was so
stunned he immediately jotted down
Spitzer’s statements after the attorney
general “abruptly” hung up the phone.

“No one had ever talked to me like
that before,” wrote Whitehead, who was
appointed to the LMDC post by Gov.
Pataki. “It was a little scary.”

jmahoney@nydailynews.com

POL’S SON BADLY HURT – COPS BLOCK DOC FOR NOT HAVING 4 IN CAR

Dean Lorich

Worker dies at Post plantSpitzer threatened me – official
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BY FRANK ISOLA
DAILY NEWS SPORTS WRITER

ISIAH THOMAS ADMITTED yesterday that he is not
sure if all of his players have the mental toughness to
survive and succeed in New York.

On his second anniversary of being hired as Knicks
president, Thomas said the team’s run of embarrassing
losses at Madison Square Garden has made him ques-
tion whether the roster he’s assembled is cut out for the
city.

“You’ve got to be a real stud of a guy to handle it
here,” Thomas said following the Knicks’ two-hour prac-
tice at Greenburgh. “This is not a place for the weak-
minded guy, regardless of your talent. You can have
great success playing in other markets but it’s almost
reverse here. Your talent doesn’t matter here, it’s about
if you can handle the force of the pressure that’s coming
at you.

“I like that Larry (Brown) and I get the brunt of the
criticism. I like that he and I more or less wear the black
hat right now. The players need shelter. (Yankees owner
George) Steinbrenner is pretty smart because through-
out all the years he was able to do his thing and the play-
ers had shelter.”

The Knicks have lost their last five games at the Gar-
den by a combined 47 points. They have won just three
of 10 home games and are 6-18 heading into tonight’s

game at MSG against
Utah.

On Wednesday, the
Spurs defeated the

Knicks 109-96 in a game that saw the defending champs
take a 32-point third-quarter lead. With 3:13 remaining
in the period, Stephon Marbury was loudly booed when
he came out of the game.

Thomas refused to single out any player and even
came to Marbury’s defense. The two met for 10 minutes
after practice yesterday, which is not uncommon.

It is no secret that Marbury has struggled this season
under Brown, who once again accepted responsibility
for the Knicks’ awful record. He doesn’t look like the
same player who was effective after joining the Knicks
two years ago.

Lately, Marbury has been the second-best point guard
on the floor: Milwaukee’s T.J. Ford, Indiana’s Jamaal
Tinsley and the Spurs’ Tony Parker all have outplayed
him. Following a home loss last week to Orlando, Steve
Francis told Marbury that he wasn’t playing like himself
under Brown.

Just because Marbury was born and raised in Brook-
lyn doesn’t mean that the Garden is the perfect work en-
vironment for him. Kenny Anderson never adjusted to
playing near his hometown when he was with the Nets
and Mark Jackson had a memorable falling-out with
Knick fans.

Thomas wants to follow the example set by the Yan-
kees, who place a greater emphasis on whether a player
can handle the pressures and distractions of New York.

“There’s a lot of pressure to perform and play here in
New York,” Thomas said. “More than just your talent,
you need a tough mental stamina to be able to walk into
Madison Square Garden and perform.

“It’s much easier for the visiting team to come in and
have great performances in our building. And we seem
to be very tight. That’s what I see. I see a different kind
of feel, a different kind of team, a different kind of sub-
stance in our team at home compared to being on the
road.”

HE’S BACK: Jazz assistant coach Scott Layden is
making his first trip to the Garden since being fired as
Knicks president two years ago yesterday. . . . Nate Rob-
inson (stomach virus) is expected to be activated for
tonight after missing two games. Jamal Crawford
(bruised thigh) will play but Eddy Curry (ankle) is doubt-
ful. Utah’s Andrei Kirilenko is out.

It was one of those special nights.
One of those nights when the MSG Network adds a

flourish to commemorate a special occasion.
So, on Wednesday, not only were the Knicks entertain-

ing the Spurs, they were doing it on the eve of the second
anniversary of James Dolan’s hiring of Isiah Thomas.

This monumental moment, a great event in Knicks his-
tory, would make it necessary for Al (Wiggie) Trautwig to
host the pregame show in black tie and tails, right? Alas,
Wiggie appeared in a drab gray pinstriped job. All right,
so clothes don’t make the show. A mention of Thomas’
“anniversary,” followed by a lengthy interview with the el-
oquent Knicks’ prez, would be front and
center at the top of the pregame, right?

Wrong again. Trautwig said some-
thing about a “disgraceful transit strike,”
before throwing it to Gus Johnson for an
interview with Jamal Crawford.
Johnson, the Knicks’ radio play-by-play
man, did not even mention Thomas.

Instead, Johnson provided evidence
that he is delusional. He mentioned the
transit strike before asking Crawford: “Do you guys, as a
team, have a sense maybe how inspirational it would be
tonight for New Yorkers if you win this game against the
world champs?”

Yeah, you could just see the headline: “Who Needs The
Subway? Knicks Beat Spurs. City Rejoices!”

Could it be Johnson does not realize the only Knicks-
generated headlines concern how long Larry Brown can
stand coaching the players provided by Second Anniver-
sary Thomas?

So there was no way MSG’s Knicks voices, who avoid
talking team politics (this means no discussing the cock-
eyed management styles of Dolan or Thomas), were go-
ing to comment on the “anniversary.”

Unfortunately, what MSG Network suits decided to
give viewers on this auspicious occasion was Kenny
Smith. Once again, in a stint as Knicks TV analyst, Smith
proved he would be better off never leaving Charles Bark-
ley’s side in TNT’s NBA studio. Working a game with
Mike Breen, Smith wouldn’t shut up.

And while Smith was not inclined to say one word
about Thomas, he had no trouble dumping on Knicks
fans.

With 2:07 left in the second quarter and the Knicks al-
ready in quit mode as they trailed 50-33, the Garden
crowd let loose with boos. Their serenade offended
Smith.

“Do these fans realize that this is the NBA champs (the
Knicks are playing)?” Smith asked. “You can’t boo. . . .
You hear the boos. This isn’t the Atlanta Hawks the

Knicks are losing to.”
The fans already had seen that.
Smith, who some MSG genius thought would be a

great occasional replacement for Walt (Clyde) Frazier,
must not realize the Knicks’ gutless performance Wednes-
day night rekindled memories of that 122-111 loss the
Hawks hung on them in Atlanta last Friday.

In his game story the next day, Daily News Knicks beat
writer Frank Isola wrote: “The days of defense, toughness
and pride should no longer be associated with the team
that now inhabits Madison Square Garden. Just when
you thought the Knicks couldn’t sink any lower, the team

built by Isiah Thomas and coached by
Larry Brown outdid itself this time.”

What Smith failed to realize Wednes-
day night is that fans who pay hefty pric-
es to watch CBA-caliber play were boo-
ing the Knicks’ lack of effort — especial-
ly on defense. Or as radio analyst John
Andariese said on TV during the half-
time report: “The Knicks have to play
harder. They have to play harder for

these very loyal fans.”
The very same fans Smith again took to task for booing

the Knicks with just under three minutes left in the third
quarter. The very presence of Smith behind a Knicks mi-
crophone again shows the combination of arrogance and
ineptitude permeating Garden management.

The suits hire and encourage a guy like Smith, who rips
Knicks fans. And yet, they discourage their announcers
from offering similarly harsh critiques of Thomas,
Brown, or Dolan. Garden management’s head-in-the-
sand approach was one of the reasons Marv Albert was
sent packing.

By the time the fourth quarter rolled around, Smith
and Breen had ample opportunity to discuss the Th-
omas years. Instead, they talked about the Radio

City Rockettes and how valiantly the Knicks’ second team
played in extended garbage time.

You would have never known Isiah Thomas was in the
building.

Not a mention of his name. No on-camera appearance.
Boo!

braissman@nydailynews.com
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How the New York Daily News reported 
my accident (December 23, 2005). 
Credit: © New York Daily News, L.P., used with permission

At New York–Presbyterian 
Hospital in April 2006. 

Credit: Bryan Smith via 

New York Daily News

Two of the doctors who saved my 
life, Dr. Dean Lorich (left) and 
Dr. Soumitra Eachempati. 
Credit: Dean Lorich and Soumitra Eachempati
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My parents, Mike and Eileen Long, 
waiting for me to run by during the 
2008 New York City Marathon. 
Credit: David Yellen 

Running my first postaccident mile in Tempe, Arizona, with trainer Mark D’Aloisio 
on March 14, 2008. Credit: Mark D’Aloisio
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