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THE ORIGIN 

 

 
The Oil Creek 100 takes place in Titusville, PA ς a remote town in northwestern PA up near the 
city of Erie. Oil Creek offers 3 race distances; the 100 miler, the 100k (62 miles) and a 50k (31 
miles). The 100 mile race begins at 5:00 am, followed by the 100k at 6:00 am and the 50k at 
7:00 am. 

Ultrarunning Magazine rates all ultras in terrain and difficulty on a scale of 1 to 5, with 1 being 
easiest and 5 being the hardest. The OC 100 is rated a 4/4 for the elevation gain and rocky, 
root-covered technical single-track trail.  

In total the OC 100 mile trail climbs 17,785 feet of elevation gain and is comprised of three 31 
ƳƛƭŜ ƭƻƻǇǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŀ тΦт ƳƛƭŜ ά!ŎƛŘ ²ƻǊƪǎ /ƻƳƛƴƎ IƻƳŜ [ƻƻǇέ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ млл ƳƛƭŜǊǎΦ 
Each 31 mile loop has 4 aide stations; Wolfkiel Run (#1 - approx 7 miles in), Petroleum Center 
(#2 -13 miles in), Miller Farm (#3 - 22 miles in) and finishing the loop you wind up back where 
you started; Titusville Middle School (#4 - 31 miles). Crew is allowed access to only Petroleum 
Center and Titusville Middle School aid stations.  

 

Oil Creek Course 1 Loop = 31 miles 

I was very fortunate to have an incredible crew to support me on my run: My wife Cristina, her 
friend Danielle King, and my training partner and friend, Jeff Kascsak. Jeff would be pacing me 
31 miles on my 3rd loop on miles 62-фо ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇŀŎŜ ƳŜ ƻƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭ тΦт ƳƛƭŜ άŎƻƳƛƴƎ 
ƘƻƳŜέ ƭƻƻǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƭƛƴŜΦ 

 



 

My parents also made the trip to Titusville as well as my brother Rick who was racing in the 
100k for his 3rd year in a row to seek out another PR (we both completed the 100k in 2012 and 
2013).  

I knew several other runners and friends running the OC course that day; David Hunter, Brian 
Newcomer, Steve and Lisa Beers (50k), Austin Sedicum and Matt Miller (100 miler). Matt was 
gunning for his first 100 mƛƭŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ !ǳǎǘƛƴ ƛǎ ŀ ΨǾŜǘŜǊŀƴΩ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ h/ млл ƛƴ 
2012 and the ridiculously grueling inaugural Eastern States 100 miler about 2 months prior. 

 

Men in black- The crew (left to right):  
Me, my wife Cristina, Danielle, My brother Rick, and my pacer Jeff Kascsak. 

My publicly stated goal was simply to finish the race to obtain the coveted 100M buckle. My 
own internal predictions had me completing the first 2 loops at 8 hours each followed by the 
3rd loop at 10 hours. This would bring me bŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀǘ нс ƘƻǳǊǎΧ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ нҌ 
more hours for the final 7.7 coming home loop. I had planned on a 28.5 hour finish. If things 
went well and I could light up that last loop, I wanted to surprise everyone and do even better. 
LǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻŀƭǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƎƻƻŘ to have a back-up plan for when things don't go your way. 

 



 
THE START: Mile 0. Elapsed Time: 0:00. Clock: 5:00 am 

 

 
Prior to the start I downed a pre-race meal consisting of two PB&J sandwiches and a ProMeal, 
a fortified granola type bar with 300+ calories. I wanted to be certain I started out with enough 
ŎŀǊōƻƘȅŘǊŀǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƻǊƛŜǎ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘŜŦƛŎƛǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ 
eat, hydrate, and balance everything out with an electrolyte tab once an hour. 

   

 

 

Pre-race and lining up to the start. 

 



 

All the contestants gathered in the middle school to listen to the pre-race instructions by race 
director Tom Jennings. He reviewed the usual dangers (wet leaves, slippery rocks, occasional 
confrontations with bear and stubborn porcupines) that we may encounter on the trail, then 
ushered us all outside to gather at the starting line.  

As we walked outside, my wife and brother and a few others offered me luck and encouraging 
words. I was preoccupied with starting my Garmin watch on time, and before I had a chance to 
soak in the anticipation, the gun went off. 

L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ς but having never gone this distance, my plan 
was to remain conservative and start out fairly slow. I also avoided jumping in with Austin or 
Matt, because I knew they had their own race plans and I wanted to avoid getting caught up in 
their pace. My initial goal was to find and settle into a comfortable groove and arrive at aid 
station #2 (petroleum center) around the 3.5 hour mark.  

The course continued down a paved bike path for about a mile before the real off-road 
adventure begins. At that point, a sign marking the Gerard Trail appears on your right and you 
begin your ascent up the dirt trail and up the side of the mountain. Just a few minutes into the 
race I came upon Matt. We exchanged a few supportive words then I continued on past. The 
crowd began to bottle neck as the runners began to line up single file to step up off the bike 
path and onto the trail. 

The morning was cold and dark. The beam of my headlamp revealed breath vapors every time I 
exhaled. Looking forward I saw a long progression of lit headlamps winding their way up the 
trail. A quick look back revealed the same. Perfect. This is exactly where I wanted to be.  

We continued onward. The trail was relatively uneventful at that point, and the race was just 
beginning so I was doing my best to focus on avoiding rocks and roots or any mud or water 
run-off coming across the trail. There was little opportunity to pass on the single track so I 
followed the same person nearly for nearly 6 miles as we began our descent towards aid 
station #1, Wolfkiel Run. As we approached, I admired the brightly lit strings of white 
Christmas tree lights strewn through the trees above our heads. On the ground were large 
beach balls, the aid station had a beach theme ς truly an oasis out here in the dark. I would 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŞŎƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳƛƴƎ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 
get myself straight to a port-o-john to relieve myself. Here I was, not even 7 miles in to the run 
and already I had to seek out a place to hit the bathroom. 

In my research leading up to the race, one single piece of advice was reiterated in every article 
I read: Do not let yourself chafe! Take care of any issues before hand, or you will wind up with 
a wicked case of monkey-butt that will lead to a Did Not Finish (DNF) quicker than a monkey 
ǇŜŜƭǎ ŀ ōŀƴŀƴŀΦ LΩƭƭ ŀŘƳƛǘ L ǊŀǊŜƭȅ Ǉŀȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŎƘŀŦƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǊŀŎŜ L ǿƻǳƴŘ 
up with a bout that left me screaming in the post-race shower in the middle of a campground. 



¸ŜŀƘΣ ǎƻŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƻƻǘƘŜ Ǌŀǿ ǎƪƛƴΦ 

This time I came prepared. I had creams and ointments in every drop bag and a mini stick of 
glide tucked in my handheld water bottle pocket. I fumbled around in the port-o-john for what 
seemed like forever. It was still pitch black outside, and inside the beam of my headlamp was 
shooting this way and that. Outside I could hear all the activity, it sounded like a bustling metro 
station ς as all the runners were passing through the aid station and onward and up the trail. 
aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘŜŜǘƘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ L 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊǳǎƘΦ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘΣ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǇ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ Ƴƛƴƛ 
stick of anti-chafe glide only to have the contents spring out of the container, bounce off a wall 
ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƪƛŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ǎŜŀǘΦ bƻǇŜΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
touch that now. I gave up and decided to get out of there. I pulled up my shorts, washed my 
hands with a little sanitizer and kicked open the door to jump back into the bustling crowd of 
runners.  

The door flung open to reveal darkness and silence. I looked around to discover everyone was 
gone. It was like the train left the station while I was taking care of my personal business. 
Seven miles into the longest run of my life and everyone left without me. I was kind of amused 
by the circumstances.  

From there, I jumped over to the aid station, grabbed a banana, a drink of water, and was on 
my way. Next up was a short but tough climb they call sWitchback Mountain. I climbed up 
through the switchbacks and continued into the darkness. 

Running alone was actually nice. It was quiet. I had the course to myself; I had more room and 
felt at ease. I decided not to push hard and catch up as everyone would certainly have to stop 
for their own bathroom break sooner or later. From there I made my way towards petroleum 
center and ran at a very comfortable pace. After a short bit of time I began to pass a few 
ǎǘǊŀƎƎƭŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ LΩŘ ōŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΣ LΩŘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ 
catch up.  



 

Around mile 10: Feeling great - coming down to Petroleum Center 

I came into petroleum center after 3 hours and 15 minutes and feeling pretty strong. I certainly 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ мо ƳƛƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ŦǊŜǎƘΦ  

By this time the sun had risen so I swapped out some gear with my crew. I dumped the hat and 
headlamp, changed into a fresh shirt and a new sock. Yes, just one new sock. Why waste extra 
time if the other was dry? My crew made fun of me because my socks no longer matched. As 
they continued to critique my lack of fashion, I realized I still needed to apply anti-chafing 
cream under my shorts. Crap. More time lost as I wandered across the way into a restroom to 
once again take care of business. And once again, the crowd is outside running on by. Time to 
Ǉƭŀȅ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇΧΦΦ again. 



 

  

Mile 13: Petroleum Center Aid Station 

 

PETROLEUM CENTER: Mile 13. Elapsed Time: 3:15. Clock: 8:15 
am 

 

 
I left petroleum center and began the climb out of the valley and up the somewhat technical 
and rocky Heisman Hill until I made it to the top of the ridge. This section (this time) was 
relatively uneventful. I continued to run at a comfortable pace, occasionally picking off another 
runner here and there. I did a lot of running without seeing anyone else ς and recall this 
section of the trail was very quiet.  

There are a group of boy scouts who camp out every year approximately 5 miles from 
petroleum center. They hang amusing signs on random trees along the trail for about a stretch 
of a mile or so on either side of their camp. Reading the various signs in the middle of the 
woods is always entertaining, and they always seem excited to see a runner when they pass 
through. 

I ran through the scout camp, said hello and continued onward. Another 3 miles until aid 
station #4 at Miller Farm. After reaching the station, I drank a bit of Coke and picked up a few 
gels, maybe half of a grilled cheese sandwich and a slice of banana. After just a few short 
minutes, I was on my way. 
 
From that point, I knew I had a few good hills to tackle. Right after the aid station I climbed up 
Cemetery Hill ς a climb next to an old cemetery dating back to the oil boom of the early 1900s. 
After that you come upon another hill called Rockefellers Revenge. After completing both of 
those climbs, I picked up the pace ς and was once again excited to catch up to more people 



and better my overall position. 

I cautioned myself about moving too fast and remained in a comfortable steady groove. My 
groove however, was a pace that was much slower than I prefer to run at. I kept reminding 
myself to move conservatively, I wanted to have energy left the late in the race. I actually 
remember wanting to run faster but my rational side convinced me to take it easy and keep 
things well in the middle of my comfort zone. 

All good running from here on out. I allowed myself to stretch the legs on some good downhills 
and was moving along nicely. Near the end of this section, I heard someone coming up quickly 
ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ !ǎƘƭŜȅ όaƻȅŜǊύ [ƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ t!Ωǎ ƻǿƴ ŜƭƛǘŜ ǊǳƴƴŜǊΦ 
{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ƛƴ ǘhe 50k by more than 25 
minutes. (She now holds the female course record in the 50k, 100k and 100 miler at OC). I 
asked how she felt and she smiled and said she was happy this race would soon be over. She 
was giving it her all and was definitely nearing the end of the course. I on the other hand, had 
more than 75 miles to go - my race was just beginning. 

Coming down off the mountain I caught up to Matt again. We made our way around the Drake 
Oil Well, and then hopped onto the paved section of the bike path leading back up to the 
middle school (Aid station #4). At that point I was anxious to get off the pavement, so I offered 
some encouragement and was on my way. After about a quarter of a mile, I saw Austin coming 
down the trail, heading out for his second loop. He was looking strong, and encouraged me to 
catch up. 

 
MIDDLE SCHOOL: Mile 31. Elapsed Time: 7:25. Clock: 12:25 pm 

 

 
I came into the aid station at the middle school hungry for lunch. The sun was shining, and I 
sought out my crew and was led in by their loud cheers and whistles. I changed out of my 
Brooks Cascadias and threw on my Hoka Stinstons, and grabbed a slice of pizza for lunch. I was 
right on schedule at this point ς arriving 7 hours 25 minutes into the race. 

After a few minutes, I looked up and saw my brother coming into the aid station as well. He 
was moving fast, and I was surprised he caught up this quick. I expected him to catch me 
somewhere out on the second loop. His race started an hour behind mine, so he actually 
crushed the first 50k in about 6.5 hours. He was making great time. 

Well, I must have been really hungry or concerned about not getting enough calories because 
at this aid station I ate a slice of pizza. The pizza was followed by a grilled cheese sandwich. The 
grilled cheese was followed by a cup of ramen noodles. It all tasted so good, so I decided to 
wash it all down with a Boost chocolate drink which contains something like 360 liquid calories.  



 

 

 

 

  

 

Clockwise: Coming in. Tina, Danielle & Jeff assisting me at the middle school aid station.  
My father bringing my brother in to the middle school, My brother and I grabbing some food and heading back 

out  
for loop #2. 

L ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƻƴǿŀǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ 
have some company for a while. I planned on sticking with my brother for several miles before 
he began to push his pace to chase his record in the 100k.  

We got up and made our way over to the bike path and started a slow run down the trail. As 
soon as we began I realized I was in a bit of trouble; the Boost drink with all that food began to 
slosh around in my stomach. I was familiar with this feeling; during a previous training run I 
went out too soon after a sizeable breakfast and a large cup of coffee. During the same training 



run, less than a mile in, I hunched over and poured that entire cup of coffee back out of my 
stomach and all over the side of the road. I immediately felt better, and so I kept going.  

.ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎŀƭƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
serve me well later on. I hopped over the rocks feeling like a human percolator and was 
disappointed with my situation. What was I thinking? I don't eat that much for lunch when I'm 
not running. I didn't want to hold my brother back, so about another mile in I told him to 
continue on without me. The last thing I remember telling him was to maintain a comfortable 
pace back down to petroleum center and once he got there he should then fire up his final 18 
mile push back to the middle school to shoot for a solid time. He nodded and continued on his 
way. 

I kept moving forward as quickly as I could, but at this point I was now suffering from full 
blown nausea and remained determined to keep things down. In hindsight, perhaps I should 
have blown it all out there, and refueled at the next aid station. Who knows? What I do know 
is I continued onward, and was surprised to catch a glimpse of my brother every now and then 
ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
a decent pace. 
 
I came into the Wolfkeil aid station some time later. The cheers coming from the aid station 
always pump me up, and I was glad to see other runners and quite a bit of activity there. All I 
kept thinking about was fixing my stomach. The volunteers refilled my water pack and the only 
food I requested was a few ginger chews ς small pieces of ginger flavored candy which 
supposedly do wonders for relieving stomach issues and nausea. I needed them because 
immediately after this stop I was climbing up sWitchback Mountain again. 

I climbed cautiously, and was relieved that I got to the top without too much effort. 

Soon after the climb, I began experiencing a few new issues. For some reason I felt like an 
expanding bottle of carbonated soda. My stomach was bloated. Gas began to build and began 
to blow out both ends. The good news is I was running alone. The only unfortunate witness to 
my gassiness would be my pacer (later on my 3rd loop) and a sweet motherly woman who was 
kind enough to snap photos of runners as they crossed over a bridge. As I came across, I 
thanked her for taking the pictures and as if on cue, accidentally blew out a loud burst right as I 
ǿŜƴǘ ōȅΦ ¢ŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛƳǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǘƛƳƛƴƎΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǎƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ {ƻǊǊȅ 
ƳŀΩŀƳΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ пл ƳƛƭŜǎ - ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 
body does.  



 

My apologies to the photographer. 
 

 
PETROLEUM CENTER. Mile 44. Elapsed Time 11:16. Clock 4:16 
pm  

 

 
Once again, my crew was ready for me at petroleum center. My stomach was still turning and I 
had no intention of eating. I asked for more ginger chews, looking for something to continue to 
soothe my stomach. I surveyed the spread of food, looking for some crackers or something, 
but I recall nothing looked all that appetizing. I managed to have few bites from a slice of pizza 
then changed into some warmer clothes. I then grabbed my headlamp, a hat, my iPod, and 
took my watch off and connected it to a portable battery charger, and threw it into my pack. 
LΩŘ ǘŀŎƪƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŀŎŜ ƻǊ ŜƭŀǇǎŜŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ǎƛƳǇƭȅ 
knew I wanted to hit Miller Farm aid station by dark. My wife was concerned about the 
dropping temps and tied another running jacket around my waist should I need it after 
sundown.  



  

 

 

Petroleum Center: Food? No thanks.... Swapping some gear and heading out. 

I asked about my brother, and to my surprise they said I just missed him. I was psyched that I 
was this close, but figured he was planning on pushing hard for the next 18 miles to bring it 
home, so I had little hope of catching back up to him. 

I left petroleum center and begin the climb back up on to the mountain ridge. Here I caught up 
to a runner running the 100k. He had a good sense of humor, as I came upon him he was on his 
cell phone talking to his wife. He looked up at me then continued talking: Aaah, honey? I gotta 
ƘŀƴƎ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΦ  

He and I kept up the same pace for quite some time, and we took turns leading the pace for a 
few miles. I enjoyed running with him ς the company was nice and we joked about mentally 
pulling each other along. He even stopped at one point to snap pictures and point out a pretty 
fat porcupine scaling up a tree. 

Heading up towards the boy scout camp, I caught up to Matt yet again. He was power-hiking 
this section, so I stopped to take a breather with him. He was seemingly frustrated and 
informed me he left his asthma meds in the wrong drop bag. His lungs were acting up, and he 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǊŘΦ ²Ŝ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ς I told him to take it easy ς he 
ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƻƴΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L Ǌŀƴ 
ahead, caught up with another runner who told me she was going to ask the boy scouts if they 
could offer Matt some coffee to alleviate his symptoms (they are not an official aid station so 
ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊǳƴƴŜǊǎύΦ  

As I passed through the camp, I noticed the sun was beginning to go down. Not having my 
watch on, I wanted to hustle down to the Miller Farm aid station and hit my goal of arriving 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘŀǊƪΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ όL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘǎ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ оΦп Ƴiles) seemed to take 
forever. My thoughts seemed to slip a bit towards the back of my mind ς my thought process 
was becoming a bit hazy. This happens quite a bit on long runs ς I chalk it up to the loss of 
electrolytes and do my best to not those thoughts slip too far away, so I popped another 



electrolyte tab just as I had been doing every hour of the race. 

Running on, I noticed my stomach no longer felt full or bloated. I was moving much better on a 
light stomach, and my mood picked up a bit. I enjoyed picking up the pace here and there. I 
passed a few runners and popped out on the dirt road that leads about a half mile down to the 
aid station.  

I realized that once again, nature was calling and that meant yet another stop at a port-o-john. 
I was mindful of my kidney function ς something you always want to monitor. Sometimes 
during endurance events your body can begin to fail and your kidneys can shut down. Not 
peeing is a warning sign of a serious problem. But at this point I was in good shape - not only 
were my kidneys functioning, but my bowels were in overdrive. I looked around for a secluded 
spot in the woods, because half a mile or not, I realized I was not going make it to the aid 
station. I surveyed the trail looking for a good place to jump off. Then I surveyed the trail 
looking for any place to jump off. I made it about a quarter mile down the road and spotted a 
gated trail off to the left. I sprinted over and then shot another 30-50 yards deeper into the 
woods for additional privacy.  

Here I was, celebrating the halfway point by squatting in the woods. I was somewhat surprised 
ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎǉǳŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎǊŀƳǇ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ L 
ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōŀōȅ ǿƛǇŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƙŀve (once 
again) was some body-glide to protect the private parts. Add that to the checklist of things to 
take care of when I arrive at the middle school, again. 

I finished doing my thing, and ran several yards back out on to the trail. I continued on down 
another quarter mile or so and had the aid station in my sights. I made it as planned, the sun 
ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘƭŀƳǇΦ aŀƧƻǊ ǇŀƴƛŎ ǎŜǘ ƛƴ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ 
the headlamp anywhere on my head. My heart jumped. I began to pat mȅǎŜƭŦ ŘƻǿƴΧ Ƴȅ ǿǊƛǎǘΣ 
my pockets - it was gone. I must have dropped it on the side trail during my pit-stop. I was a bit 
ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ млл ƳƛƭŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
want to run any further than you absolutely need to. 

I turned around, and headed back up the dirt road from which I just came. I noticed a puzzled 
look on the faces of other runners as I was now running in the opposite direction. Fortunately, I 
arrived back at my make-shift wilderness outhouse to find my missing headlamp. Relieved, I 
put it on and began running ς this time in the right direction. 

Disaster was clearly averted. If I hadn't noticed it was missing, it could have meant some 
serious back-tracking or delays, not to mention additional mileage. Later that night I turned off 
my headlamp to see how dark it really was. I waved a hand directly in front of my face. 
Nothing. I could not see a thing. It was pitch black out here in the woods. 

I came into Miller Farm aid station, refilled my water pack and got right back out on the course. 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ мп ƘƻǳǊǎ L ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƭƛǘǳŘŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ 




