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With the arrival of the first calender day of Spring, I
stuck my head from the Hobbit hole and decided it
was time to get back to the running life. After a year
of not being able to do much more than walk the
path and step aside for the warriors, I know
instinctively that it’s time to put up some miles. Over
the winter I lost some weight and most of the
migraines. The slightly monastic life has taken hold.
With that, I purchased some adequate kicks (New
Balance Four-20′s, or what we used to call “stress
fracture shoes”) and promptly hopped up and down
in fresh mud with them. With my newly dirtied
runners, I scoped out my favorite route and got ready
to run tomorrow afternoon. You might shrug, but for
me just getting back out is a sort of victory.

Sometimes there is nothing better than being able to gauge the change in my breathing over a
matter of days, the thrill of gaining lung capacity. There are days when I want nothing more than to
hear the sound of my own pulse in my head and the rushing of blood.

Four years ago, I started to take 1/2 mile jogs around the neighborhood. Within six months I was
doing four and five miles down around Lake Michigan, taking in the scenery around Silver Beach
and the local bluff. Maybe it’s because I live in a small town, but there was an overtly obvious quality
to my daily travels. The kids from the downtown Catholic high school would shout greetings when I
passed and there came the inevitable slowdowns to speak of goals and p.r.’s. By the time I reached
8 miles at a time, conversation at dinners with friends inevitably turned to “Hey, I honked at you the
other day on the road. What were you doing way out there?” Somehow, in the whirl of sprint
intervals, and making maps of favorite routes in my journal, I lost focus on just plain getting out and
kicking some pavement. So, I quit. And started over again.

I took to running in an out of the way park several miles from home. The mile path is 2/3 paved and
1/3 washboard packed dirt. There is also a 1.5 mile trail, which is beyond fun for me. By mid-
summer, I have to traverse logs on the trail and navigate swampy spots. The dirt road isn’t much
better, and by July is harder than the concrete. The mesquitos are unlike anything I’ve seen since
running on Parris Island. Which is where I started running in the first place.

At 23 I joined the Marines. Over the hill and 40 pounds too heavy. The condition for shipping off to
boot camp was that I be able to run 2 miles. So, every night at 11:00 p.m. I’d do laps around the 5
acres I lived on. ESPN used to repeat the NFL films about Johnny Unitas, and for some reason I’d
watch his story, drink a full pot of coffee and go put in road work. Over the hills I’d go in the dark,
sometimes with the deer at my side. It didn’t matter that I’d never run more than a few feet in my life.
There was beauty and precision in God’s molding the body one lap at a time. When I blew my knee
out on Parris Island, the flight surgeons asked if I’d been running daily at home. The theory was that
the drop in daily miles made our limbs susceptible to damage. As soon as the knee was well I went
right back to running. Some things in life just burn until you put the fire out.  So, back to the park I go
tomorrow. Even if for a few steps. Onward and Upward.
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