January 24, 2009 – One Mitten, One Glove
 Cold weather makes it necessary to get together a few extra articles of clothing to keep warm when running and racing.   If it’s a typical run there isn’t much of a hurry as there is plenty of time to find long sleeve shirts, warm up pants, gloves, hats and the like.   But early morning races require preparing the night before to ensure nothing is forgotten.   And so the night before a local road race I packed up everything I needed – or so I thought.
Race day dawned chilly on this January morning in central Florida with temperatures in the thirties.   After a hot shower to loosen up I donned shorts, shirt, warm up jacket and warn up pants.   I brought along a bag with my racing uniform and dry clothes for after the race, grabbed a cup of coffee and was on my way.   I “knew” there were gloves in the car to keep my hands warm which I’d need today.   Upon arrival in Winter Park I located one black glove but couldn’t find the other.  Then I remembered that there was a pair of gray finger mittens in the back seat.   No problem – I’d wear them instead.   Amazingly a search of the back seat only turned up one mitten.   I searched in vain for the other glove and mitten with no luck on either count.   So there I was after warming up doing stride outs and running drills at the starting line with my hand covered in a very unconventional way.
“Check out my new fashion statement,” I said to a few friends while showing off my black glove and gray mitten.   There were chuckles from them and others within earshot.   I also opted to wear a short sleeve racing shirt while every other member of my team wore their racing singlet.   “I’m getting older and am having trouble keeping warm, I laughed.   It wasn’t true, but helped lessen the nervous tension felt by most runners as we anticipated the start.   The National Anthem was sung, the gun went off and we were on our way.   And fashion statement or no fashion statement everyone’s goal was the same – to cover the distance from the start to the finish as quickly as possible.
The Season’s 52 Road Race started on a brick section of the street which is somewhat difficult to run on smoothly and a change to pavement after a quarter mile or so was welcome.   The distance was an unusual 5.2k which tied in with the sponsor’s name.   I settled into a comfortably fast pace but was unable to stay with Michael Day, my main age group competition, and other runners I usually race with.   Tony Langston, Clarence Calloway and Pete Crouse pulled away from me.   Melanie Peters and Tim Scott soon followed.   Around a turn a young runner didn’t have much room and squeezed between another racer and me.   “Excuse me sir,” he said as he brushed against me.   I thought, “This teenager gets the award today for politeness.”

A first mile of 5:46 was followed by a second mile of 5:56.  I concentrated on passing competitors as I hoped to stay under 6:00 pace the remainder of the way.   I reeled in several runners including another teenager and Clarence Calloway who typically goes out strong and is vulnerable near the end of a race.   Soon we turned onto Park Avenue and headed down the home stretch toward the finish.   I held steady the third mile and clocked a 5:54.   Despite this, Clarence caught and passed me just before the three mile point and pulled away by a few seconds.
My 5k time was 18:13, but I didn’t get to stop for another 37 seconds as I finished the 5.2k distance in 18:50 – a new personal best!   Now I just need to find some more odd distances to race!  The second teenager I passed introduced himself as Jared Lopez.   “That was a nice surge you put on in the last mile,” he noted.   “I almost came back and caught you, but didn’t quite make it.”   The polite teenager congratulated me on a good race and said he was a high school freshman named Germine Amadis.   I gave both kids props for a great effort and passed along a few running tips.   I shook hands with Clarence, Melanie, Pete, Tony and others.   Almost everyone commented on my new fashion statement with the one black glove and one gray mitten.   It elicited some laughter but the consensus was – at least I kept warm!    
