January 2, 2012 – Running Anniversary #39
People love to mark anniversaries - wedding anniversaries; graduation anniversaries; sports championship anniversaries; all sorts of anniversaries.   Every year I mark the first day I officially put on my running shoes.   For me that day was January 2, 1973.    It’s hard to believe that was 39 years ago…
I reflected back this morning as I took a short two-mile jaunt through my neighborhood.   Yesterday we drove home from the North Carolina mountains and the ten hour drive tired me out – I am getting older, you know!   I was a bit sore from running on steep mountain terrain.   My right thigh bugged me a bit so I stopped to rub it a couple of times.   But it was nice to be home and running shirtless in 65 degree sunshine!    It was probably about the same temperature back in 1973 when I started my running avocation.
A few months earlier I watched excitedly as the United States distance runners performed at the 1972 Olympics held in Munich, West Germany.   Dave Wottle came from fifth place with 100 meters to go to win the 800 meter title with a ferocious kick.  A young Steve Prefontaine went for the gold on the last lap only to fade to a strong fourth behind seasoned veterans in the 5,000 meter run.  The Florida Track Club’s Frank Shorter was the first marathon gold medalist from the United States since 1908.    I always seemed to have a knack for running and so I decided to try out for the track team.
On January 2, 1973 the students at Miami Carol City High School returned from Christmas break.   After school that day track coaches Joe Pieze and Nick Gettis met students who were interested in track and they timed us in our running events, measured heights in the high jump and checked distances in the long jump, shot put and discus.

No one else wanted to race the mile so I did a solo mile time trial.   I remember very little of that day.   I wore my best shoes which were some low top black Converse basketball shoes.   After four laps around the track my time was recorded as 5:31.   “You’re the fourth fastest miler on the team,” said one of the coaches.   The time meant nothing to me but fourth best in the school sounded cool.   And that’s what happened on the day 39 years ago that I think about every January second.
As I approach the 40th anniversary of that day I started running, I think I may have to do something special next year.   Maybe I’ll run a race.   Maybe I’ll do a 20-mile long run.   Wait a second – I’ve got it!   Maybe I’ll get in shape to run a fast mile.   That’s it!  I should do just that.   Then I’ll head to the track and try to run 5:31 or faster.   Wouldn’t that be cool!   Hmmm…   We’ll see if my enthusiasm is there a year from now.  If so, maybe I can run that 5:31 mile again.  Or maybe I’ll just head out to Wekiva State Park to run one of my favorite trail loops.
