June 6, 2010 - ‘Wheezing, Heavy-Breathing Guy’

When racing I like to get into a groove where my entire body cruises in perfect synchronization.   My arms are loose and efficient.   My legs turn over quickly and effortlessly.   My breathing is quiet and in harmony with my stride – in for two strides, out for two strides and so on as I glide along.   But the same dude always seems to come up beside me and ruin my bliss.   It isn’t actually the same guy, but it might as well be.   He is wheezing and breathing so loudly that I swear it sounds like he could hack up a lung at any moment.   This runner can only be ‘Wheezing, Heavy-Breathing Guy.’
The amazing thing is that these noisy air exhalers are often very good runners.   During the mid-1980s I was racing the Coconut Grove 5-Miler on the south side of Miami, Florida.   I churned out five-minute miles despite the heat, sun and high humidity.   Around three miles into the race I was racing with the top five runners.    Slowly I caught up to a runner who was fading somewhat.   I pulled up next to Monte Stickel, an excellent local racer.   Monte was making so loud of a racket when he breathed in and out that I couldn’t take it.   Then to make matters worse, as I put on a surge to break away, he refused to let me get a gap on him.
I surged again and Monte covered it.   A third surge also was futile.   He stayed with me and was breathing so noisily that I couldn’t handle it.   Finally I really cranked up the pace for a minute and left Monte in my wake.  He congratulated after we finished and commented, ‘You really surged hard - and earlier than I expected.’   ‘Monte,’ I responded, ‘I just couldn’t handle listening to your loud breathing!’

Does the dude who breathes so loudly while running also snore at a decibel level that keeps his spouse, roommates or neighbors awake at night wishing they had a muzzle?   It’s bad enough during a race, but would be cause for duct tape at night.   But I digress.   When I chat with running buddies, instruct those whom I coach and speak at seminars or clinics, I emphasize the importance of running smoothly, with good form and in sync.   ‘Wheezing, Heavy-Breathing Guy’ is the antithesis of what I preach.   He may be able to race well, but does he wear ear plugs?   He may run pretty quickly, but no one wants to be around him.   That is except for the gold diggers who usually hang around the local hospital intensive care unit looking to marry a millionaire who is on his last legs.   Great news for you, ‘Wheezing, Heavy-Breathing Guy’ – you may hook up with one of these babes who is looking for a quick inheritance, thinks you sound like you’ll be kicking the bucket soon and all she’ll get is a few decades of listening to her fit husband making sounds louder than a fog horn!
