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   Thereôs a great essay in the Febru-
ary issue of Runnerôs World about 
something weôve all encountered 
countless times, but maybe never 
thought about for long, because itôs so 
fleeting. You could call it The Wave. 
   Not the audience-participation foot-
ball-stadium wave that folks either love 
or loathe. This is the wave that hap-
pens when one runner approaches 

another, whoôs coming 
from the opposite di-
rection. Though they 
donôt know each other,  
one offers a friendly 
gesture of greeting ï a 
universal hand signal. 
(With all four fingers.) 
And as the runners 
pass, the wave, of 
course, is recipro-
cated. 
   Or not. 
   With tongue not en-
tirely in cheek, writer 

Robert Sullivan posits that there are 
two types of runners in the world:  
those who wave in that situation and 
those who donôt.  The ranks of the non-
wavers are growing, he says. ñMore 
and more we live in an anti-wave coun-
try.ò 
   This is troubling for people like 
Robert -- and me -- who are wavers, 
through and through. So much so, that 
I read the article with a huge sigh of 
relief: Itôs not just me!  Iôm not the only 
person in the world who sometimes 
doesnôt get waved back at! 
   All my running life, Iôve been a wa-
ver. I donôt know why. Maybe itôs a 
learned response, maybe itôs in my 
DNA, but when Iôm jogging along our 
beautiful Amelia Island beaches or the 
canopy road in Fort Clinch and I see 
another runner coming, Iôll wave hello, 
or nod my head. And probably say 
ñheyò or ñômorning!ò  for good measure.  
   And I am not an outgoing person, by 
any means. It just seems natural to 
acknowledge a fellow runner as we 
cross paths, acknowledge our shared 
experience, our shared enjoyment, 
perhaps our shared hardship. It seems 
impolite not to.   
   But many times, the wave goes un-
answered. And that should be perfectly 
fine. After all, the oncoming runner did-
nôt ask to be waved at, doesnôt neces-

sarily share my mindset, and is under 
no obligation to wave back. 
   My mental reaction, though, has al-
ways been the same:  ñWhy do they 
hate me?!?ò And itôs not because Iôm 
insecure, and not because Iôm para-
noid.   Itôs because Iôm insecure and 
paranoid.  
   And so, Iôll rationalize. First I do a 
quick glance to check for earbuds; a 
runner engrossed in motivational iPod 
tunes couldnôt be expected to wave. Or 
maybe I can detect a tiny smile, or a 
slight nod of the head; better than 
nothing. 
   Usually it hasnôt occurred to me that 
maybe they simply are non-wavers. 
Maybe they like to meditate while run-
ning, or concentrate on the run itself, 
and donôt appreciate an interruption. 
Maybe theyôre thinking about some-
thing else. Maybe theyôre tired. Maybe 
theyôre in that most awesome state, 
the runnerôs high ð  and maybe they 
donôt even notice me.   (Nah, couldnôt 
be that ï Iôm pretty big to miss, and 
impossible not to hear.) 
    I trained for four marathons with my 
running buddy Kevin, so we passed 
countless strangers on our weekly long 
runs. Kevin is also a waver, but neither 
insecure nor paranoid, and one day he 
came up with the best non-wave 
comeback Iôve heard. When a particu-
larly unresponsive runner passed us 
by, Kevin waited till he was safely out 
of earshot, then announced solemnly: 
ñIôm sorry.ò 
   Me: ñWhy are you apologizing?ò  
   Kevin, chuckling now: ñIôm not ð  Iôm 
sorry for him! Anybody that grim must 
have had a death in the family.ò  
   Another running buddy, Charley, is 
also a waver -- but doesnôt take non-
waving personally. ñI certainly wouldnôt 
wave at every runner  on an out-and-
back course in a race, or on a track,ò 
he points out, correctly. ñAnd maybe 
the people who donôt wave just want to 
be left alone to enjoy their run.ò 
   Of course, if it isnôt a stranger,  then 
itôs perfectly fine to wave at them. 
   Or not. 
   This brings us to a subset of the 
wave question: What do you do if 
youôre in a race, and you realize youôre 
about to overtake somebody you 
know? 
   This is not something Iôve had to deal 

with anytime recently, since at my 
pace I never overtake anybody in 
races anymore. But back when I could, 
occasionally the ñwaverò instinct would 
disappear and Iôd simply run past the 
other person, without acknowledg-
ment.  
   Usually it was someone I didnôt know 
very well, and as a novice racer my 
reason was simple. I didnôt know what 
to say, and didnôt want to seem rude. 
Kind of like a football player who does-
nôt want to be called for taunting. 
   This may have stemmed from a race 
in Miami Beach, one of my first 15Kôs. 
A colleague at work and a fast, experi-
enced runner, named Rick, gave me 
some excellent pointers about the 
course and how to pace myself. I was 
appreciative and wished him well, add-
ing that Iôd talk to him again when I 
crossed the finish line -- about a half-
hour after he did. 
   Buté at about the six-mile mark, I 
spotted a runner sitting on the side of 
the road, obviously exhausted from 
going out too fast. It was Rick. People 
were with him so I knew heôd be OK,  
and then I faced a split-second deci-
sion: Do I holler hello as a gesture of 
appreciation, or just pass him by? 
   The wave instinct took overé ñHEY, 
RICK!!!!ò é followed by 3.3 miles of 
remorse, that the thoughtless student 
had publicly shamed the master. I 
apologized to him later for the unin-
tended humiliation, and he assured me 
that he took no offense, and besides, it 
was a leg cramp. 
   So there you have ité confessions 
of an obsessive, compulsive waver. 
But we strive to present all points of 
view here at Runnerôs Hi, and so I ask 
ð what about you? If youôre a non-
waver, do the attempts at politeness 
from people like me strike you as any-
thing but?  And if youôre a waver, what 
are your views on the subject?  
   You can go to our website,  
www.ameliaislandrunners.com,  
and post a reply in the ñRunnersô Fo-
rumò section under  ñTo wave or not to 
wave?ò Or send an essay of your own 
to runnernews@aol.com for the next 
newsletter. Maybe weôll create a bright 
and shining bridge of understanding 
between the wavers and non-wavers, 
and the world will live as one.   
   Or not.    

To wave, or not to wave? That is the question  

AIR  
Fare   
 

Ed Hardee  
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By Ed Hardee 
 
   Even when he was 8 years old, Bill Pen-
nington was a sportswriter in the making. 
   ñSome of my best childhood memories of 
growing up in the northeast (Nashua, New 
Hampshire) were going to see the Red Sox 
at Fenway Park,ò Bill says. ñI always 
begged my father to get to the stadium at 4 
oôclock for a 7:30 game so I could watch all 
of batting practice, infield practice, and the 
pitchers shagging fly balls in the outfield.ò 
   By the time he was 23, just out of col-
lege, Bill was a sportswriter for real. During 
a four-year stint at the Savannah News-
Press, he was covering professional base-
ball ï the Savannah Braves double-A farm 
team ï college basketball, and college 
football.  ñOne of the biggest thrills of life 
for me was to walk into a college football 
stadium on a Saturday afternoon and sit up 
in the press box.ò 
   Now, at 52, heôs still writing about sports 
ï running, to be exact -- as a columnist and 
contributor to Runnerôs Hi. And the thrills 
havenôt stopped. 
   A couple of weeks ago, he learned that 
heôd won the national Outstanding Club 
Writer of the Year award from the Road 
Runners Club of America. The RRCA com-
prises hundreds of running clubs around 
the country, and nominees for the honor 
came from clubs of all sizes. Writers for 
Runnerôs World were among the judges. 
   "It took me by complete surprise,ò Bill 
says. ñI was making dinner with my wife 
Emilie on a Sunday night and one of the 
RRCA's selection committee members 
called to congratulate me. She said they 
had narrowed the list to 20, then to five, 
and I was selected as the top one from the 
final five. It sent shivers down my spine, 
and left me speechless for a few seconds.ò 
   Bill has won journalistic awards before ï 
an Associated Press award in 1982 and 
Georgia sportswriter award in 1983, during 
his time at the News-Press. And last year 
he was named Outstanding Club Writer  for 
the RRCAôs Southern Region. But this lat-
est honor is special. 
   ñI think it's a club award as well as an 
individual one,ò he says. ñAmelia Island 
Runners is a great group of people with 
interesting and impressive stories -- I just 
happen to be their mouthpiece." 
 
         Please see RRCA, page 22 

 

RRCA honors one of our own  

(ñEvery second countsé but some are more an-
noying than others,ò April/May 2008) 
    My cell phone rang about 9 a.m. on a recent 
Sunday. A running buddy, excited and out of 
breath, was on the other end reporting that he 
had just finished a 10K run with a 43:01 or 43:02 
time. Obviously, quite an accomplishment -- a 
6:55 pace, a top overall race finisher, possibly an 
age group award. Itós a time that 95% of all club 
runners would celebrate. A time that is a testa-
ment to training, discipline, and excellence. 
   Yeehaw -- way to go... cheers to you, bro'. 
Sorry I wasnót there to root you on. But, instead of 
an "Attaboy" from me, the first thought that 
flashed through my competitive (or distorted) 
mind was to ask why he didnót push a little harder 
and break 43 minutesé.. 
   We do not like :00 to :03 at the end of our offi-
cial times. Those precious few ticks are like hit-
ting .299 in baseball, missing a three-footer on 18 
to shoot 80, the bull throwing you at 7.9 seconds, 
Emeril's New Orleans Gumbo without the "Bam"... 

good, even bordering on great, but it still leaves you feeling a little peeved.   
                                                  ðððððð- 
(ñPhysician, heel thyself,ò October/November 2007) 
   I had a conversation with my foot the other day. 
   More specifically, it was a chat with the back of my right heel.  
   Heel has been misbehaving. Itôs been screaming like a child at Wal-Mart, 
as stiff as Sgt. Joe Friday, and as swollen as a Doctor 90210 patient. It was 
time to put my foot down. Well, at least the left footé. 
   Heel has been as belligerent as a spoiled athlete at the negotiating table. 
Simply being a part of the team wasnôt enough anymore. He wanted more 
attention, more coddling, and more time off. I didnôt listen. 
   He screamed for me to stop, take a break. But I kept running intervals, 
stadium steps, and 10-mile weekend training runs.  
                                                  ððððððð 
(ñKing of the Mountains,ò profile of ultramarathoner Chris Twiggs, Decem-
ber 2007/January 2008)  
   The Hardrock 100 is not for the faint of heart. 
   There is rocky, slippery, root-covered terrain; remoteness, high altitude 
and weather than can shift from 80 degrees at the start of the race to 30 
degrees at the top of the mountains. "I've been burning up during the day, 
and then, even with every bit of clothes on that I've brought, absolutely 
freezing at night," Chris said. 
   Weather changes and cliffs are not the only Hardrock obstacles. If you 
arenôt careful, you can get lost in the mountain wilderness, especially since 
grazing sheep trample some of the course markers. In some areas, if you 
wander too far away from the correct trail, rangers must come look for you 
on horsebacké.  
   Unlike most races where runners glance at the course map and toss it 
aside, Hardrock athletes study the map like a college algebra final. It can 
make the difference between finishing and being finished. 

Excerpts from Billôs 
winning articles  
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Itôs an all-new Pirates on the Run Feb. 21  
   Big changes are in store this year for 
the Pirates on the Run 5K/10K race, 
set for Saturday, Feb. 21. Those 
changes include a new headquarters 
location, new cross-country race 
routes,  and a pancake breakfast after 
the event. 
   "We're very excited about a new 
course this year that will include a 
cross-country segment through the 
Eganôs Creek Greenway.  Runners 
love a scenic course," said Race Direc-
tor Deborah Dunham. 
   The race will start at 8:30 a.m. at St. 
Peterôs Episcopal Church. In past 
years the event was based at City Hall, 
but the churchôs Burns Hall will provide 
a larger venue for the popular run. 
 
New Greenway routes 
   Runners will head south on Ninth 
Street to Beech Street, then east to the 
Greenway. About one mile of the 5K  
and four miles of the 10K will be along 
the Greenway paths, with views of na-
ture and wildlife along the way.  Run-
ners will turn around at the halfway 
points and head back, finishing on 
Eleventh Street at Central Park. 
  "Other exciting parts of the race will 
include having the Fernandina Pirates 
Club do the official start, and pirates 
cheering the runners.  We'll also be 
treating all of our registered runners to 
a pancake breakfast afterwards at St. 
Peterôs.  You can't beat a good break-

fast after a race," Deborah says. 
   The breakfast will be free for regis-
tered runners, $5 for their guests. 
   The first 400 registered runners will 
receive a long-sleeve T-shirt with art-
work of a stylized runner, and door 
prizes at the post-race awards cere-
mony will include a four-day, three-
night stay at the Amelia Island Planta-
tion. Runners must be present to win 
and should save their race numbers for 
the breakfast and prize drawings. 
   Awards will be presented to the male 
and female overall winners, masters 
(age 40 and up) and grandmasters (50 
and up), with age-group awards for the 
top three finishers in 14 age groups. 
   Parking will be available near the 
church, including at Fredôs and the At-
lantic Elementary School. Signs will 
direct runners to parking areas. 
   Half-mile and one-mile fun runs for 
children age 10 and younger will be 
held at 9:45 a.m. at Central Park. 
   Runners will be timed using Cham-

pionChip electronic timers, and must 
wear a chip on their shoe to be timed. 
Chips will be available for pickup on 
race morning and must be returned 
afterward.  Runners who want to use 
their own chips must preregister. 
 
Fees and registration 
   Fees for the 5K/10K are $25 through 
race day. Preregistration ends at 2 
p.m. Feb. 19. Registration for the chil-
drenôs runs is $10. Walkers are also 
invited to sign up for the 5K event. 
   Race-day registration will be from 7 
to 8 a.m. Feb. 21 at St. Peterôs Church. 
   More information, route maps, regis-
tration forms and online registration 
are at www.ameliaislandrunners.com 

or call (904) 624-0027. Entry forms are 
also at Nassau Health Foods on T J 
Courson Road, the YMCA on Citrona 
Drive, Club 14 Fitness on South 14th 
St., Pakôs Karate Academy on Parlia-
ment Drive, and other locations. 
    Proceeds will benefit AIRôs scholar-
ship program for Nassau high school 
runners, and St. Peterôs mission trips. 
   "We've been working hard to make 
this event unique and add in many new 
and fun elements, and we're thankful 
for all the local volunteers and spon-
sors who are supporting this event,ò 
Deborah said. ñWe want this race to be 
a celebration for everyone in Fernan-
dina Beach, and other runners/walkers 
from out of town too." 
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Please support our Pirates on the Run sponsors!  



Race Report: Ford Ironman Arizona, 2.4-
mile swim, 112-mile bike, 26.1-mile run, 
Nov. 23, 2008, Tempe, AZ  
 
By Bruce Dunham 
  
   In late 2007, NA Sports announced a No-
vember 2008 date for the Ironman Arizona. 
Iôd been thinking about the Ironman, as I had 
done two half-Ironmans at that point and a lot 
of the people I trained with had done several. 
   I thought that because of the time commit-
ment, I probably couldnôt attempt it until the 
kids were more independent. Deb notified me 
before I knew of the announcement and said 
I could do it as long as I had a family-friendly 
training plan. I think there was another stipu-
lation about not whining about her spending 
money on decorating or something, but she 
had me at ñtraining plan.ò 
   I consulted with Michael Peters (14 Iron-
mans) and he designed a plan similar to what 
he was using since he had rejoined the work 
force. It passed muster. Now all I had to do 
was train to get there. 
 
Training for the Ironman 
   Deb and I trained up to do the Boston 
Marathon in April. That established a good 
running base, but it was time to pick up the 
base mileage on the bike and in the pool. 
The weeks gradually built up in distance with 
usually at least three workouts of each discipline each 
week. Not much difference from what I do during a normal 
season of sprint and Olympic-distance triathlons. 
    By the fall it was time to really pick it up on the bike mile-
age. In order to comply with the family-friendly Ironman 
plan, I had saved vacation days and put in for every Friday 
off for the 10 weeks prior to the race. Most of those Fridays 
were for 4-6 hour solo rides. 
    In October, Amelia Island hosted the Atlantic Coast Tri-
athlon, which was a 70.3 (half-Ironman) about six weeks 
before Arizona. It was a great tune-up and gave me a lot of 
confidence that the training was paying off, since I knocked 
30 minutes off my previous best time at that distance. I just 
knew that I had to keep in mind that the full Ironman was 
doubling that distance and I would not be racing so much 
as enduring it.  
 
The pre-race  
   Fast forward six weeks. The bike and I have arrived in 
Arizona. I went out alone because I knew there would be a 
lot of down time and I didnôt want any distractions. Friday, 
they had a 2-hour opening in the morning to swim the 
course. I was not going to swim the whole 2.4 miles, but it 
was good to get in the water (if getting in 63-degree water 
can be good). I swam 15 minutes out and 15 back. Later, I 

went for a short bike ride to make sure 
everything was adjusted properly.  
  Saturday, I had to turn in the bike to the 
transition area and then the real waiting 
began. The clock was stuck. Is it dinner 
yet? I hope I get a good nightôs sleep, I 
canôt sleep, Iôll watch TV, still canôt 
sleepé. 3:30, Iôm not going to sleep. I get 
up, shave and take the shuttle to the 
start. I get there at 4:45. Iôm there with 
about 10 other non-sleepers. 
   Five a.m. and the transition is open. I 
get my tires pumped, get body-marked, 
and when I head back to wait by my bike 
I see 2,200 other people all getting ready 
and wonder what is going on in their 
minds. 
   6:30 a.m., transition closes and they 
start herding us toward the water. Every-
body has to jump off the docks and into 
the cold water. The swim is out-and-back 
on a lake and is mostly bridge to bridge. 
Everybody jockeys for position to be 
close to the course buoys once the swim 
begins.  
 
And the ófistfightô begins  
  7 a.m., the cannon goes off.  7:01, oh 
wowé I am going to die in the water. It is 
a fistfight and we have barely begun. 
   Time and distance are hard to judge in 
the water, but it is easy to tell you are not 

going anywhere when you keep getting dunked as others 
swim over you. After about 15 or 20 minutes, I finally get to 
a place where I can settle in. I make the turn and just keep 
telling myself,  ñGet out of the water and  you are on to your 
strengths.ò Out of the water in 1:17, which is within the 1:10 
to 1:30 that I anticipated.  
   Transition: Out of the water, lie on your back, and they 
have ñstrippersò pull the wetsuit off of you. Run through a 
line where more volunteers get your bike gear. I change 
into bike shorts and smear on the Chamois Butter for the  
112-mile bike ride. Itôs three loops. Temperature is still cool,  
high 50s-low 60s at the start. Iôm a little cold, but I am sure 
it will warm up.  
   I donôt have a cyclometer or GPS to judge my speed be-
cause some more sage advice has me relying just on my 
heart rate to keep me in the zone. I want to keep it under 
140 for the day so I just keep watching it and checking my-
self to see if I feel OK.  
   10 miles: I feel OK, but man do I have to pee already. I 
must have consumed half the lake during the swim be-
cause I had to stop every 10 miles for the first 40. I was 
consuming at a regular 15-minute interval on the bike, but 
not that much. 
 
                   Please see IRONMAN, next page 

First (last? only?) Ironman  

WARM-UP: Bruce runs the 
North Fletcher Ave. leg of the  
Atlantic Coast Triathlon on 
Oct. 4, 2008. The half-Ironman-
distance tri was  óa great 
tune-up and gave me a lot of 
confidence that the training 
was paying offô for the full 
Ironman in Arizona. 
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IRONMAN,  
from preceding page  
 
   First lap down. Now I know what to 
expect and itôs just time to settle into the 
rhythm. Second  lap down. No prob-
lems. Food is going down OK; maybe I 
have this thing down. 
   Lap 3 I feel like I may be a little 
slower, but maybe only because the 
wind has picked up slightly. I make the 
final downhill turn to head back to town 
and am really feeling good that I have 
had a smart race so far. I have heard 
horror stories about people having di-
gestion issues. Your body can only han-
dle so many calories in an hour and if 
you take in too much or too little, you 
are in trouble either way. I kept to my 
plan, but I was getting sick of the Apple 
Pie Hammer Gel. Back in town and 
starting to get my mind around the fact 
that my legs are still working on the 
bike, but what are they going to do 
when I tell them to run?  
   Reach transition and my bike is 
whisked away. Run through another line 
of awesome volunteers and get my run gear. Enter the 
changing tent and a volunteer is ready to assist me (This is 
weird. Iôm bending down to pull off bike shorts with nothing 
underneath and this guy is kneeling to hand me stuff out of 
my bag and catch me in case I fall). Leave the tent, get 
sunscreen reapplied by more volunteers and off to run. 
   I am still going to go off heart rate, but have the lap func-
tion to check splits. 1

st
 mile 7:45 (probably too aggressive, 

as that isnôt far off my open marathon pace). 2
nd

 mile 7:49 
(still need to back it down. No problem there.).  
   After 2 miles I donôt feel I am having any nutrition issues, 
but my miles definitely start falling off and itôs not intentional 
anymore. Again, donôt feel any distress, but keep reminding 
myself the goal is to finish. You still get the same Ironman 
Finisher t-shirt, hat and medal if you do it in nine  hours or 
17 hours. 
   By the way, I am taking a little something at the aid sta-
tion every mile. I am sick of sweets. At about mile 8 at the 
end of the first of three loops I take hot chicken broth. It is 
warm and salty and I think the best thing I have ever 

tasted. It picks me up and I tell other run-
ners that are flagging that they should try 
it.  
   Starting the second lap and still no 
doubt in my mind that I will finish, I just 
donôt know when because my pace is still 
falling off. I walk more at the aid stations 
but keep heading home. 
   Final lap -- Under 11 hours is definitely 
out the window, but maybe under 12 
hours. I just canôt do the math in my head 
to figure out, if I can just maintain this 
pace will I get there under 12? Just worry 
about each mile now. Stop focusing on 
the time and enjoy the day, which in a 
way is going too fast. 
   Walk with some people up the steep hill 
on the back side of the loop. Some are on 
their first or second lap and I am down to 
a few miles, but nobody is better than 
anybody out there. Everybody gives each 
other encouragement. 
   I get to mile 24 and have a moment of 
clarity. If I can pick up the pace just a little 
and skip the walks through the aid station 
I think I can make it under 12 hours. It 
takes will, but my body is willing to coop-
erate. I hit 25 and I know I am in the home 

stretch.  
   25 to 26 and I feel like I am striding a finish for a 10K. 
Make the turn for the final 0.2 mile and I am blowing by 
peopleé Final turn down the chuteéI am all alone and the 
crowd is cheeringé.I can see the clock and I am going to 
make it.é I break the tape and strong hands grab my 
shoulders to ask me if I am OK. I am elated!  A yearôs jour-
ney has ended in 11 hours, 59 minutes, and 23 seconds.  
   P.S. I will do another Ironman some day, but I have no 
immediate plans. Deb and the boys were understanding 
and supportive during the whole adventure, but I donôt want 
to push it.  
   Thanks to Deb for enduring with me and throwing a sur-
prise dessert party when I got back. You never can have 
too much chocolate.  
 
Race results: 
   Bruce Dunham, 40-44, 11:59:23 (1:17:47 swim, 5:50:43 
bike,  4:39:43 run) 

ALL IN A DAYôS WORK: Bruce with 
his Ironman Finisherôs t-shirt and 
cactus-shaped medal. 

 

26.2 more with Donna (and friends)  

   The second annual 26.2 With 
Donna: The National Marathon to 
Fight Breast Cancer is Feb. 15, 
along with a half-marathon. Full 
details on the big event, which 
attracted a large field of Amelia 
Island Runners last year, are at  

www.breastcancermarathon.com.  
   This yearôs race has an earlier 
start, 7:30 a.m., and should fea-

ture the same great organization 
that won rave reviews last year.  It 
starts and finishes near the Mayo 
Clinic. 
   Pakôs Karate Academy will  
sponsor a hydration station.  (At 
left last year, Carolyn Peeples 
gets a high-five and a Gu from 
Frieda Wyner while passing the 
Pakôs aid station.) 
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