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Fit for  

a King!  

AIRôs Gate River Run party 
blew us away ð literally  

PLUS: Birth of a Marathoné and more inside 



   Hi again from Runnerôs Hi, where 
this time we have two big races to 
recap ï the 26.2 With Donna and the 
Gate River Run. How lucky we are to 
live in an area thatôs so outstanding 
for running, and that now has two an-
nual races of national stature. (And 
thatôs not even counting our own club 
runs!) 
   As you may remember from our last 
issue, I was really enthused about the 
prospects for our new and improved 
AIR Hospitality Area at the River Run. 

Last yearôs inaugural 
meeting area was de-
cidedly low-key, but 
well-received. So this 
time we decided to 
kick things up a few 
notches, with food and 
drink, including glori-
ous coffee, and the 
piece de resistance, a 
much-heralded port-o-
let of our very own. 
Rosa Haslip, our 
clubôs social director 

and a driving force behind the project, 
even found massage therapists for us. 
   So it was exciting to be a part of our 
Hospitality Area 2.0. And especially 
exciting for John McBrearty and me, as 
we staked our claim to a patch of land 
at the Fairgrounds the day before the 
race. Our date with destiny, determin- 
ed by the port-o-letôs arrival time, coin-
cided with the arrival of a squall line.  
   Iôd try to describe what itôs like to be 
struggling with metal poles and hun-
dreds of feet of plastic fencing in the 
midst of a driving rainstorm, but itôs 
hard to put into words. You remember 
the image of Dan Rather reporting 
from the midst of Hurricane Opal while 
hanging on to a telephone pole?  
   Something like that. 
   John is an expert on electrical phe-
nomena from his years at NASA. So it 
was reassuring when he explained that 
the lightning popping all around wasnôt 
too much of a problem, since itôd be 
more attracted to Channel 12ôs thou-
sand-foot steel tower nearby than to 

little-old us. Sure enough, a bolt soon 
zapped the tower, accompanied by a 
rousing thunderclap, and skittered 
down a guy wire. ñDid you see that!ò 
John exclaimed, with what I took to be 
a certain awe at natureôs wonder, 
mixed with detached, scientific obser-
vation. (Had I seen it, I would have 
immediately detached myself from the 
premises and skittered out of there.)  
   Fortunately, we had friends in dry 
places. The Florida Striders Track Club 
was setting up its circus-sized tent 
right across the sidewalk. Al Saffer ð  
an active member of both AIR and the 
Striders, and also a true humanitarian 
ð urged us to come on over, and we 
happily obliged.  
   After a few minutes, even our refuge 
from the storm began taking on water. 
Runoff was creeping up from the 
ground beneath the tent.  
   As I often do when faced with some-
thing running-related and possibly 
newsworthy, I reported in to our superb   
webmaster and Friend of AIR, Norm 
Wyner. He was at home in St. 
Augustine, monitoring the tornado 
warnings. 
   I knew I could count on Norm for 
sage advice, so I listened intently to 
my cellphone above the roar of the 
driving rain on the canvas tent. And 
sure enough, Norm delivered. 
   ñIf you hear a loud noise that sounds 
like a freight train,ò he counseled, ñtake 
refuge in the port-o-let, and after you 
see Toto flying by, youôll be in Kansas!ò 
   The rain subsided after a few more 
minutes, and we emerged from the 
tent to find large sections of our 
ñhospitality areaò under water. We fin-
ished fencing it off as best we could, 
and headed back to Fernandina, soak-

ing wet and somewhat apprehensive.  
   With rain predicted all the rest of the 
day and night, I fully expected that on 
Saturday morning weôd find Lake Ame-
lia in our spot. (Not exactly conducive 
to a greeting area with food and mas-
sage tables.) I even considered calling 
the whole thing off, or recasting the 
event as a pool party. But consulting 
with John and Rosa, we decided to 
press ahead and ñdeal with itò on race 
morning. 
   Itôs what runners do. 
   We were lucky. The rain ended ear-
lier than expected. We had some wet 
spots, but more than enough usable 
property. Maybe the gale-force wind 
gusts aided the evaporation process. 
   Turnout was outstanding, lots of folks 
brought tasty goodies, and the whole 
thing was a lot of fun. Our one disap-
pointment was that as the race drew 
near, ñunauthorizedò people started 
pushing down the plastic fencing near 
our port-o-let and got in line, which 
made the wait longer for our members 
and guests.  
   Next year, weôll do more to try to pre-
vent that. If you have any suggestions, 
please let me know. John the engineer 
says my initial solution  (ñelectrified 
plastic fencing!ò)  would defy various   
laws, including those of physics. 
   Thanks to everybody who came by, 
and special huge thanks to all of our 
club volunteers who made it possible. 
Huge thanks also to Doug Alred and 
JTC Running for giving us ñour space,ò 
and as always, a fine race.  
   And very special mega-thanks to 
Stan Scarlett and the Florida Striders 
for their invaluable assistance and ad-
vice. Stan is the ñfatherò of the Stridersô 
famous hospitality area, and he took 
us under his wing this year, even or-
dering our port-o-let for us. He told us 
where to find the power outlets, how to 
set up a more secure entry area, and 
lots more, including the best advice of 
all: to bring our own Charmin supply in 
case the port-o-let didnôt get serviced. 
Wow, was that a lifesaver.  
   Thanks to all of you for being so gen-
erous with your time, effort and coun-
sel. That, too, is what runners do.     
 
   ON THE COVER: A celebrity sight-
ing ð even Elvis dropped by our AIR 
area! Heôs also known as Scott She-
menski of Neptune Beach, and heôs 
the brother of AIRôs own Dawn McGee. 
(Told ôya heôs a celebrity!)   

We werenôt   
in Kansas  

any more  

AIR  
Fare   
 

Ed Hardee  

MOMENT OF TRIUMPH: John and Ed, all 
dried out on race morning, with AIRôs 
first Gate River Run port-o-potty, which 
didnôt fly away in the storm. 
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