May 9, 2009 – Daytona Beach Running
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Less than two minutes of running down Daytona Beach and my stomach was aching.   That wasn’t anticipated and I tried to figure out what had caused it as the last thing I needed was a distraction from the beautiful spring morning.   As usual my breakfast about a half hour earlier consisted of a banana and glass of milk.   Some people have trouble running after drinking milk, but luckily I do not.   Maybe it was the bowl of Coyote Caramel Ice Cream I had about 11:00 last night.   Hmmm…   It could have been the second bowl of ice cream around midnight…
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The waves rhythmic crashing became a soothing roar to the few walkers and fellow runners who were out just after a spectacular sunrise.   After the red globe cleared the horizon it morphed to various hues of reddish orange, then orange and yellow as its reflection on the water and wet sand went through accompanying changes.   The colors danced on the waves until the yellow-white sun was so bright that even its mirror image on the sand burned my retinas.
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Still air this morning was abnormal as there is almost always some type of sea breeze.   This signaled that the 69 degree air weatherman Danny Trainer told me about on Channel 13 a few minutes earlier was about the same as the water temperature.   Big differences lead to strong winds in a miniature climatic system.   The Sandpipers didn’t care one way or the other about anything except breakfast as they continually moved to and fro on the beach with the waves.   Little Periwinkle shells held tasty morsels.   When exposed by the gentle waves they burrowed into the sand, but never far enough to avoid the birds’ beaks as the Circle of Life continued.   The waves and birds had consumed my concentration and when I thought again about my stomach ache it was gone.   Nice.
Two ladies were running a short distance ahead of me and I thought I’d reel them in soon.   As the minutes went by though, this seemed less likely.   The Daytona Beach Pier in front of me got closer and closer and reminded me of beach races in days gone by.   The last time I ran in the Daytona Beach Easter Beach 4-Mile Run was in 2004.   The out-and-back mid-afternoon trek held in the heat is known for its colorful race t-shirts and 10-deep age group awards.   I ended up fourth overall that year – not bad for a runner in his late forties.   But where were all the young fast guys?   The race used to be a straight shot from Ormond Beach southward to the Daytona Beach Pier.   A headwind one year could mean a time of over 21 minutes while a tailwind the next year could yield a 19 minute time for me with the same effort.
I hit 16 minutes on my run today which I figured was about two miles and turned back toward the El Caribe Motel.   I didn’t make it to the pier nor did I catch those two women.   Four miles was on the training plan today so I resisted the urge to do more.   In the past I would have picked up the pace and passed the ladies, but age and lack of my normal fitness dispelled that notion.   The tide slowly was coming in and the beach narrowed imperceptibly as I ran past hotels with exotic names that beckoned tourists to stay there.   The Flamingo, Sunrise Shore, Castaways, Beau Rivage and Sierra all were filled with northerners escaping the final cold spring rains, locals from Orlando on weekend getaways and families enjoying something other than television, computers and I-Pods.
It was easy to discern the runners from the joggers.   Years of spying and evaluating thousands of strides and body types made this second nature to me.   The twenty-something woman in the light blue tank top was a runner.   The pudgy balding man who should have been running with a shirt was not.   The tall, muscular young man was a triathlete.   Another woman wearing a white t-shirt and burgundy shorts ran effortlessly.   She was the best runner out on the beach this morning.
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Before I knew it the El Caribe Motel signaled the end of my run.  I stretched and walked around as sweat dripped from me while my pulse attempted to find its resting rate.   “Good morning neighbor,” smiled a shirtless, elderly man wearing a straw hat, sunglasses, faded shorts and walking shoes.   We introduced ourselves and I found that Bert was a local octogenarian who strolled daily on the beach.   While we chatted he had a hearty, “Good morning,” for each passerby.   I was already in good spirits, he added to it and just like that he was off on his walk, brightening up the day of each person he passed just as the beautiful sunrise illuminated the sky this morning.
