April 1, 2011 – April Fools’ Day Run 2011
Today dawned with clear blue skies and slightly cool temperatures which were very welcome after yesterday’s monsoon-like conditions.    My rain gauge registered six and one quarter inches of rain as strong winds and lightning added to the stormy weather that was the main topic of all local newscasts.   Karan Singh and I met today for a trail run at Wekiva State Park and were happy that we would have a relaxing run without adverse weather affecting us.   Were we in for a surprise!

After 15 minutes or so we approached a creek and the entire pathway was submerged.   We tried to tiptoe along the side of the trail to keep out shoes dry and I got scraped terribly by some scrub palms.   I must have had a dozen puncture wounds that were dripping blood and I pulled a few spiny thorns from my left thigh.   We stacked some small dead branches after a wooden bridge so we could attempt to navigate some water and mud.   Karan jumped and the branches rolled when he landed on them causing him to lose his balance and crash into a tree.   His shoulder was sore, but he composed himself and we started running again.
It was wet everywhere in the park and we were forced to turn back on several trails that were now waterways.   We ran on the boundary trail north of Sand Lake and Karan led the way across a small rickety bridge that was barely above the swollen creek.   As I trailed ten yards behind I couldn’t believe what occurred – the wooden bridge gave way as it was supported by muddy banks and Karan tumbled into the fast-moving current.   ‘Grab that big branch,’ I shouted, and he was able to stop his wild, careening downstream.   ‘Ow, ow, ow,’ he was yelling and I saw why.   A mound of fire ants was amidst the floating branches, leaves and twigs.   I sprang to action and pulled him out of the water, but not before both of us were bitten and in pain.   ‘Let’s get out of here,’ I yelled, and Karan was only too happy to comply.

But then things went from bad to worse as we heard a strange noise to our right.   ‘It’s an alligator,’ Karan screamed with terror in his eyes.   ‘I don’t have to be faster than the alligator – just faster than you,’ I blurted out before realizing that my joke I had used in the past was true today.   ‘Oh no – I lost my shoe!’  Karan was yelling as his right foot got sucked into some mud and the shoe remained as we ran.   I looked back to see it in the alligator’s mouth – better Karan’s shoe than his foot or leg!   Time and events are still a blur but somehow I grabbed a large branch, hit the alligator a few times on the head and it retreated.   We regrouped and slowly jogged and walked the three miles back to the trail head.   With assorted scrapes, bruises, blood and mud we must have looked like a sorry sight.
Thank goodness nothing else unusual happened as we were both stretched mentally and physically to our limit.   We decided to take a dip in the spring after our run and the cool waters cleansed our bodies, minds and spirits.   The water level was two feet higher than yesterday which led to an amazing treat as half a dozen manatees apparently had made the journey up the Wekiva River and were our swimming buddies.   As Karan and I frolicked with the manatees we smiled at our reward for enduring the calamity of a run we had just experienced.    Can you believe the craziness of our run with the scrapes, falls, bridge giving way, fire ants and alligator only to be lucky enough to end with us swimming in the company of manatees?   Well, don’t – April Fool!!!
