December 25, 2009 – Christmas Morning Run
On Christmas morning children are up early to see what Santa Claus left under their tree, parents are preparing coffee and hot chocolate, people are getting ready for church and others are driving to the homes of family and friends to celebrate the day’s festivities.   But there is another very small group of doing what they do day in and day out all year long.  Runners are on the trails, roads, treadmills and tracks to do what they do – run!
A year ago I was invited by Jon Hughes, a longtime friend, to run on Christmas morning with a group that has met at his home for around 30 years.  I couldn’t make it, but said, ‘I’ll be there next year.’  It’s amazing how time went by and next year became this year.   I set my alarm for 5:00 a.m. just like for an early morning race.    True to form I awoke early at 4:57 as if my body knew it was time to get going.   The 30 minute drive to the home of Jon and his wife, Betsy, was through some misting rain.  It was a warm Christmas morning for central Florida of around 65 degrees.

A rather large crowd had gathered – someone counted 30 runners – that’s if you included the Golden Retriever that had tagged along.   There were high school runners, long-time employees of the Hughes’ Track Shack running store, former top local runners, joggers and family friends.   I wore a 1977 Appalachian State Cross Country t-shirt from the one year in which Jon and I were teammates.  It was very thin and a bit tight, but fitting for the occasion.
We headed out for distances of two, three or four miles after Jon noted that this was the biggest turnout yet for their informal Christmas run.  As we ran along I noted that it was almost as big as some races back in the 1970s.   Seth Procter, who runs for Florida State, was using this short run as part of a 10-miler.   I ran with Seth for a while – but decided a slower pace was in order.   Most of the run I ambled along with Chris Hughes, another FSU student whom I’ve known all his life and helped coach in high school.   I didn’t know exactly where we were running and enjoyed conversation as I followed Chris’ instructions as to which roads to turn onto.

The mist turned to light rain which combined with sweat to soak my old App State shirt.   I don’t think I’ve worn it in over two decades and was glad it didn’t fall apart!   Before I knew it we were back at the Hughes’ home rehydrating with some water.   Betsy was smart to have a marking pen available before we left so we could write our names on our bottled water.  No one wanted to get someone else’s cooties!

Soon the 29 runners and one dog were all back and a pleasant cacophony of spirited conversation and laughter flowed.    As the day progressed there would be a mixture of food, church services, presents and time spent with loved ones, but right now we all enjoyed the endorphins from our Christmas run.
