Thoughts on the Run #2 – January 13, 2012
In mid-morning earlier this week I set out solo on a planned ten mile run.   At least it would be approximately ten miles.  I don’t have one of those fancy GPS devices and they don’t really work that well on winding trails in the woods anyway.   With solitude comes thinking.   While my body is exercising my brain is also exercising.   As the late Andy Rooney used to say on his ’60 Minutes’ television segment, ‘I like that!’   Here’s some stuff I thought about while running.
I noticed immediately that I was a bit more tired than usual.   Maybe three straight days of ten plus miles was the culprit.   Once I ran ten or more miles 100 days in a row.   I was only 16 years old.   That was a long time ago.   It’s much harder to run that much day after day when you’re on the north side of fifty.   But that doesn’t stop me.  I just run more slowly.
After nearly two miles I left the streets behind for nearby trails at Wekiva State Park.   The dirt road was very sandy as I shortened my stride and kept my cadence.   I couldn’t remember the last time it rained.   The plants could use a little and so could the trails.   A good inch or so of rain would pack the trails down.   Until then I’ll just meander along at a slower pace and the same relative effort.
There was yellow tape across some of the trails due to a prescribed burn a few days earlier.   I ignored the signs then and was consistent in that regard.   I did notice that the tape said, ‘Caution’ and ‘Cuidado.’   I don’t get why signs in a state park need to be in English and Spanish.   English is our language.  And what about those immigrants and visitors from Asia, eastern Europe or Africa?   I guess they better know what ‘Caution’ or yellow tape means!
It was relatively warm today and I didn’t need to wear a shirt.   I think the temperature was in the mid-fifties.   The sun was warm on my skin while a slight breeze felt cool.  What an interesting dichotomy.   I touched the backs of my hands to my neck.   They were cool.   My hands always are cold.   In fact, they are cold right now.
Wiregrass blew in the wind and reminded me of wheat fields in the Midwest on a summer day.   Some neural synapses in my brain must have noticed also as a song from my youth popped into my head.   I sang to myself, ‘I can still recall the wheat fields of St. Paul.’   It’s from a happy early 1970s song named ‘Me and You and a Dog Named Boo’ by some one-hit wonder group.
Movement on a branch perhaps a foot from my leg startled me as I ran through a winding part of the path.   At first I thought it was a snake.   It ended up being a squirrel.  He was probably as surprised as I was.   How would you like to be eating a delicious acorn for breakfast only to be interrupted by a meddlesome runner?
A few minutes later I heard a sound that came from a larger animal.   I stopped and looked, but didn’t see anything.   A second closer inspection and a deer was about 25 yards from me.  I crouched behind some scrub palms and did my best impression of bird noises.   ‘Woo, hoo, ooo,’ I repeated a few times.  He gazed in my direction but stayed still.  Then another unseen deer bounded from nearby and off they went until their white tails disappeared amongst the foliage.
A park ranger had told me that the prescribed fire burned about 160 acres.  I ran on a dirt road known as Tram Bed Road from logging days that marked the edge of the fire.   On my right were shrubs and pine needles.   On my left was black, scorched earth.  After a couple minutes I entered the burned area.  Of course I didn’t heed the caution tape.  I think it’s for other people.   There were a few smoldering fires.  One next to the trail was most amazing.   A forty foot dead pine was burning at its base.  The fire had burned about three feet down below the surface into the tap root.   There were awesome orange coals.  I thought about making baked potatoes in fires when camping.   That made my mouth water!
[bookmark: _GoBack]I was hopeful that I wouldn’t encounter any of the park rangers while running in the prescribed fire zone.  They know me, but I didn’t feel like getting scolded.  The fires aren’t ‘controlled’ as trees were down on the trail and it wasn’t 100% safe.   I took care while running through the burned area, but it is good that only lasted for a mile or so.   My ten mile run seemed to take longer today.  That’s probably because I was ambling along and it was warmer.   All that thinking kept me busy.  This was just some of the stuff I thought about.   There is more, but that’s enough for now.   
