February 17, 2011 – Foggy Morning Trail Run
When I looked out the window this morning the air was thick with fog.   For many people this immediately deflates their psyche as they focus on the dreariness of the day.   But I like the cool daybreak mist and enjoy running on foggy mornings.  And so I headed over to my usual ‘stomping grounds’ at Wekiva State Park and drove toward the Sand Lake parking lot at the end of the park road.   A deer trotted across the road a short distance in front of me and I slowed from 25 miles per hour to 20 mph in case any of his brethren were out for a morning meal of some tasty leaves.   A short while later there were four deer on the side of the road so I cruised to a stop for better viewing.   I was rewarded as three were bucks and one was an eight-pointer.   I hadn’t even started running and it was already a great day!

Visibility was at most 50 or 60 yards as I ran down the horse trail and then into the woods.   The damp air felt good on my skin as I trotted easily on the pine straw path.   Drops of moisture fell from leaves to the forest floor with a pleasant sound that mixed with sporadic accompanying chirps of various birds.   On one particularly narrow portion of the trail there are two short stretches with a beautiful moss which I have named ‘star moss.’   It has spires that protrude for maybe an inch and actually look like a burst from fireworks.   I crossed two bridges and slowed my pace both before and after each as the ground was soft with mud.   Last weekend I had taken a break to put down a bunch of dead brown palm fronds over the mud and it made traversing the soft rich earth much easier.

Perhaps ten minutes later while running slightly up hill on a very soft pine straw trail I noticed that the only sounds I heard were those created by me.   There were my foot falls, my smooth breathing and an ever-so-slight wind in my ears created by the friction of air at my approximate 8:30 pace per mile.  Then the silence of nature was broken by the ‘rat-a-tat-tat’ of a woodpecker pecking away at a nearby tree.   I stopped to try and spot him, but he ceased his pecking as if he knew someone was watching.   After crossing a dry creek bed, ascending a short hill and running down toward Lake Prevatt I spied two deer that quickly scurried away only to be topped by four more deer on the path about thirty seconds later.   I hadn’t encountered another human today, but the deer were everywhere.

As the end of my run approached I noticed the sky becoming lighter and the sun trying to peek through the rapidly evaporating vapor.   Over the course of the next ten or fifteen minutes as I ran the mist completely disappeared and was replaced by a beautiful blue sky.   But the deer weren’t done visiting with me just yet.   As I drove on the park road toward the main gate there was a large group of six deer alongside the road.    It was as if they were saying ‘so long – ‘til next time.’   I’m sure that during the day countless people will talk about how pretty it is with the sun shining and how happy they are that the gloominess of this morning is gone.    But I feel totally different as six miles of running, spying 17 deer and the simple sounds of the forest made for an awesome foggy morning trail run.

