May 23, 2010 – Daytona Beach Running
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Sometimes it’s good to get away from home for a couple of days just to break the routine of household chores, watching television, doing yard work and whatever else we habitually do.   For those of us who live close to a beach, lake or river it is nice to head to the water.   Something about the sound of waves at the beach or fishing from a riverbank or boating on a lake brings some peace and tranquility that seems to be lacking in our fast-paced lives.   And so Jill and I trekked to Daytona Beach for a short two-day getaway.  Barely more than an hour after we left our home we were at the Daytona Oceanside Inn to relax, chill out and, for me, to do some beach running.
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The east coast beaches of central Florida are great for running as they are very flat.  New Smyrna Beach, Daytona Beach and Ormond Beach are favorites of many runners as the beaches are flat and well-suited for running.   Especially at low tide the beaches have a wide expanse of hard-packed sand that softens your landing while still providing a firm surface.   You’ll really feel a sense of accomplishment as 99% of the beach visitors are taking it easy under the blue and mustard yellow rental umbrellas that stretch toward the horizon like giant mushrooms.
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The waves crashing with their rhythmic sound provides a nice soundtrack for my run.   The interesting part of the run has to do with the people I see along the way.   One guy I mentally named the ‘Salty Dog Cyclist’ as he cruised by on his bike.   This well-tanned relic from the sixties has put away his cigarettes and booze but retains his mustache which is a cross between a walrus and a fu Manchu.   With his black cap on backwards, sleeveless red and black muscle shirt and cool shades he could have passed for wrestler Hulk Hogan’s brother.   At least he looked cool.   I can’t say as much for the dude with the metal detector who swung his machine in an arcing pattern in a search for some lost treasures.  He had company as there was a woman swinging her metal detector a short ways down the beach.   It could be a match made in heaven.
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The bright sun overhead may have distracted some beachgoers from their driving – or maybe they didn’t realize that the soft sand away from the water wasn’t the place to drive.   One carload of women was stuck and for some reason they had one of them who had only one arm pushing the car!   What were they thinking?   Or what were they drinking?   Another car was stuck and there was a young woman attempting to push it without success as the wheels spun and threw sand all over her.  Then to my surprise a guy got out of the car to push while she drove.  I guess he decided to have his girlfriend do the work first.   Maybe now she is his ex-girlfriend!
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Flocks of sea gulls flew slowly and silently above me as breezes blew gently and I enjoyed the recurring reverberation of the unending waves.   But one runner wasn’t listening to the sounds of nature.   As he ran by barefoot, he carried some type of Walkman that was wired to a headset so he could listen to music as he ran.  I’ve never been one to listen to music on the various devices made for runners, but understand that many people enjoy this option.   However, the beach just doesn’t seem like a place where one would want to drown out the pleasant sounds of nature.   Next I encountered a couple who had stopped their bike ride to take a drink from their water bottles.   The woman looked very stylish with her perfectly coordinated outfit of lime green and black.  Even her Adidas shoes had lime green stripes.   As she chatted with her friend I’m sure she was feeling very good about herself – that is, until the wind blew her bike over and it hit the sand with a loud smash.   That did give me a smile!
After I finished my run there was a lady in the water with her young daughter who must have been four or five years old.   The girl ran around with joy and unbridled enthusiasm.   On her arms she wore water wings with a lady bug design.   It made me think of my wife’s dear-departed mother, Dee.   She loved lady bugs and every time we see one flying around we think of her.  Now the little girl’s flotation devices stirred her memory.   I swam a bit to cool off with funny thoughts of ‘Salty Dog,’ the dueling metal detectors, cars stuck in the sand and the neon woman and peaceful feelings of sunshine, waves, lady bugs, birds and breezes.
