October 25, 2009 – Ohio Autumn Foliage Run
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In the Deep South we have beautiful winter weather that those in the northern states envy.   But we share the same jealous feelings about the varied colors of autumn that aren’t prevalent in the south.   This is when we thank Orville and Wilbur Wright for flying their airplane in 1903 and getting us on the way to commercial air travel.   So, a quick two hour flight from Orlando allowed me to experience the wonderful hues of fall in Ohio.
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Breathtaking red, orange and yellow leaves were in the trees and on the ground as I scooted along the trails of Mill Creek Park in Youngtown, Ohio.   I took care on the dirt surfaces, still wet from rains, to avoid rocks that were sometimes underneath the multi-colored leaves.   At home in Florida this is rarely a problem since we have fewer leaves that fall on our running pathways.   The trail in Mill Creek Park winds for miles along the water which is more the size of a small river, perhaps 15 to 30 yard across as it meanders through northeastern Ohio.   The trees were spectacular as their reflection made a mirror image on a wide expanse above a dam.   Similarly, the colors of trees above the dam turned the water into the hues of autumn after the water tumbled over the dam.   It was a shame I stopped so many times to interrupt my run in order to take pictures, but I forced myself to enjoy the scenery (Okay, if you don’t recognize sarcasm, that was it).
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As I ran along a small pond in another section of the park I was treated to many ducks swimming through the water with its autumn colors which were several shades of yellow.   The small ripples from their soft paddling resulted in a myriad of shifting and shimmering colors.   Again I was obligated to stop a few times to take a multitude of pictures.   I really hated to take so many breaks – but such is the life of a running documentary photographer!   The ducks were having great fun fishing near the shoreline.   A couple of them accidently ‘mooned’ me while they dove for tasty fingerlings.   At least I think it was an accident!
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My favorite autumn color is the red which is most often from maple trees.   On one section of the trail fallen red leaves covered the path and were randomly strewn among the rocks at water’s edge.  The bright red provided a big contrast to the steely gray rocks and creek.   Temperatures in the mid-forties were perfect as I cruised along wearing a long-sleeved shirt, shorts and mittens.   The humidity was low and so sweat pants and a knit hat were unnecessary.   Some of the trees were almost barren and one stood out in particular.   Its leaves were on the ground beneath it and a solitary red maple leaf had fallen from a tree branch above.   A twig pierced the leaf and it was perched precariously.  The next gust of wind would probably blow it to the ground.   But long after I left these trails it would always be to me symbolically ‘the last leaf of autumn.’   
