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Two days ago it was over 80 degrees and sunny in central Florida.   My Christmas running attire was a pair of shorts and no shirt.  I worked up a good sweat.   There’s nothing like Christmas in Florida.   But after a ten hour drive to the mountains near Boone, North Carolina, the weather is ‘slightly different.’   
As I bundled up with two shirts, shorts, rain suit pants, a knit hat and ski gloves I figured the temperature was in the mid-thirties.  How did I know it wasn’t below freezing?  Because it was raining!   Before running I had to take my dog, Winston, out for a ‘nature’s call,’ so he also wore his jacket with hoodie.  He decided not to use the dry area under the porch but the steep side of the mountain which was covered with wet leaves.   What was he thinking?   We’ll never know!
Next I set off on my ‘run’ which was really a careful jog down the very steep gravel driveway which led to my friend, Barb’s, mountain home that we were renting for the week.   The 15-20 per cent incline flattened out a bit and I was finally running!   Cold drizzle was blowing sideways and brought back memories of similar weather over 30 years ago when I spent six years in Boone while getting undergraduate and graduate degrees at Appalachian State University.  I didn’t like cold rain then and it wasn’t any better now.  A few degrees colder would bring welcome snow – but not today.
After seven minutes or so I reached the bottom of the mountain and left the Autumn Chase neighborhood for a local road which wound along a stream.   Thankfully the steep mountain grade had given way to merely moderately rolling terrain.   The sound of water rushing over river rock in the stream was pleasant as I ran slowly on the narrow two lane road.   I only passed a few cars and imagined the drivers must have thought I was dedicated, crazy or both.   Maybe the latter was correct.
Soon I turned around and headed back to the mountain and started running back toward our lodgings.   My pace slowed though my stride cadence was quick as I wondered if I would be able to run the whole way without taking walking breaks.  After less than two minutes I received my answer when I took my first walking break.   Often I run ‘fartlek’ runs which date back to Scandinavia and are a varied pace run.  Today I did a ‘fartlek,’ but my varied pace alternated between jogging and walking up the unforgiving grade.
One slight downhill section gave me a breather as I readied myself for the final gravel drive.  I took my last walking break and was determined to run up the final stretch.   Yesterday we had trouble getting our vehicle up the driveway as it took a speed that balanced between the tires getting proper grip to turn, but not so fast that they spun out.   Today I similarly had to keep a pace that allowed me to run, but not too get so tired that I was forced to walk.  I kept my pace, rounded the turn to the home and shouted, ‘Take that mountain – I won!’  It was a satisfying end to a tough run.   The run was tough – but I was tougher!   Just barely! 

