
The NUTSO – September 04 
(Newsletter for Ultra and Trail runners in Southern Ontario) 
 
First of all.  My apologies to those who received the last newsletter in either a 
mass of text with no page breaks or the lines that were 10,000 miles long (no soft 
returns).  I will continue to use text format to keep the file smaller but think I’ve 
found out how to make it easier to read.  Keep in mind that a better copy is 
attached to the OUS web site at www.ous.kw.net. 
 
This month we have a fabulous recipe for Henri’s world famous pumpernickel 
bread.  Am trying to get my hands on Jeff’s mouth watering hummus / black olive 
pate.  These two together cover all of one’s dietary requirements except for the 
Guinness nutrient factors. 
 
There are some fantastic race reports and still some great races before winter 
hits. 
 
Thanks to the St. Catharines Road Runners Trail Ape for some great advice on 
how to better enjoy trail running. 
 
Mike from Pennsylvania is looking for a good trail marathon within reasonable 
distance from his home, preferably not at high altitude and in the summer 
months.  Please send your suggestions to me and they will be published in the 
next newsletter.  (By the way, what does reasonable mean to those who are 
Nutso?) 
 
As a follow up to the Running Stinks from last month there has been a laundry 
update.  A couple of people have burned to death when their clothing caught fire 
and burst into flames.  The cause has been tracked back to additives from liquid 
fabric softener.  So let’s be safe out there on the trails. 
 
As always, please let me know if you would like to be removed from the list or if 
you would like to add anyone.  The deadline for the October issue is the last 
Friday in September – the 24th.  Keep on running and even more importantly, 
keep on writing.  Sharon 
 
--- 
 
UPCOMING RACES 
 
OUS/OTS 
 
September 11 – Haliburton Forest 100 mile / 50 mile / 50k.  The 100 mile is part 
of the ACU series (see details below). 
 
September 11 – Ottawa 24 Hour International Self-Transcendence Run. 



 
Latest weather forecasts for these two races are showing cooler than normal with 
50% chance of rain so should produce some great times.  (Hey, hasn’t this been 
the forecast for the whole summer?) 
 
October 16 – Vulture Bait Trail Run.  This is the last race in the series on a 
beautiful 25k loop in Fanshawe Lake in London, ON.  A new venue has been 
obtained for the post-race festivities that has a large dining area with log burning 
fireplaces - this year you will be able to enjoy a massage in comfort no matter 
what the weather.  Be sure to sign up so you don’t miss the banquet and 
OUS/OTS awards and closing ceremonies.  Submit your entry before September 
20th for a chance to win free accommodation the night before the race.  There is 
an earlier than usual deadline for this race so that they will be able to confirm 
meals at the closing dinner – check the web site for details or contact Larry at 
larry@abuma.com with any questions. 
 
Check the OUS/OTS web site at www.ous.kw.net for further details on the above 
races. 
 
Christian Gundlack will again be attempting to run from London to Toronto in less 
than 24 hours on September 8th.  This is being done as a fundraiser for our 
annual United Way campaign and will benefit the United Way of London-
Middlesex and United Way of Greater Toronto.  He has been training his butt off 
trying to get ready to cover the 186 km.  The route is along highway 2 and 
highway 5 from his office in London to his head office at 1 Adelaide in Toronto.  
The run has been appropriately called the ‘Crazy, Crazy Run for the United Way’.  
Christian is looking for either individual or corporate sponsors.  He has some 
corporate sponsors and will be chipping in with his own money to cover the cost 
of the run so 100% of your donation will go directly to the United Way.  Go to 
http://members.rogers.com/cgundlack for details.  Christian would love to hear 
from you and/or would love to have you join him. 
 
Run for the Toad 25k / 50k – October 2nd.  This is the third annual and promises 
to be the best.  Peggy and George and crew always put on a fantastic event with 
a wonderful feast afterward.  This race is also part of the ACU series.  Go to 
www.runforthetoad.com for maps and details. 
 
Paul Schmidt invites everyone to San Diego on October 23rd for either the 100 
mile / 50 mile / 26.2 mile events.  For further information on the races go to 
www.members.cox.net/sandiego100.  Paul is offering a two for one discount for 
OUS/OTS members.  Camping is available at the start / finish and if I read Paul’s 
email correctly, he is indicating that he will be able to provide a tent and sleeping 
bags.  Paul’s email is sandiego100@cox.net so send him a line to confirm. 
 
Horror Hill Runs – October 30.  A variety of distances and terrains.  10th annual 
for the 15k country road race, 3rd annual for the 5k trail run and 3rd annual 6 



hour trail run.  The 6 hour is part of the ACU series.  Go to www.horrorhill.com for 
details on all events. 
 
---- 
 
Volunteer Required: 
 
The OUS/OTS is looking for someone to negotiate with sponsors for the series.  
The role will be to maintain relationships with our existing sponsors and to recruit 
new sponsors.  Please contact Tony Martin at conquerthecanuck@sympatico.ca 
if you are interested. 
 
--- 
 
THE ACU  (Association of Canadian Ultrarunners) 
 
The ACU selects the Canadian 100k team that goes to the worlds in the 
Netherlands.  This year the team selection for 2004 is: 
 
Men's Team 
Andy Nicol 
Andrew McLean 
Jack Cooks 
Clark Zealand 
Les Michalak 
 
Alternates 
Bruce Barteaux 
Matt Sessions 
 
Women's Team 
Wendy Montgomery 
Monica Scholz 
Paula Burchat 
Alana Prociuk 
 
Alternate 
Pat Sommers 
 
The Final Team Selection for 2004 is: 
 
Men's Team 
Andy Nicol 
Andrew McLean 
Bruce Barteaux 
Jack Cooks 



 
Women's Team 
Wendy Montgomery 
 
ACU Note 
 
Here are a couple of articles: 
 
1. Nova Scotia held its first trail ultra event through the Conquer The Canuck. 
Held in St Margaret's Bay, events included a 10k,25k and 50k on Saturday, and a 
42k on Sunday. We had close to 50 runners show up on a rainy Saturday with 13 
doing the ultimate Canuck challenge (50k and 42k). 
 
This event set records for the fastest winning time by Dave McLennan in 6:54 
and the fact that all who began the ultimate, completed the event!  There were 
also 8 runners who used the CTC as their first ultra! 
 
Working on next years course, it promises something different... Like 
starting/finishing IN a lake! 
 
2. The National Ultra series race continues. This series will crown the top male 
and female ultra runners in Canada as the respective series winner.  Events to 
follow include: 
 
Sept 11th and 12 Haliburton Forest Trail Run (100 Mile National) 
 
Oct 2nd: Run for the Toad (50K National and 50K Military Championship) 
 
Oct 2nd: Drummondville 12Hr National Championship. 
 
Oct 30th: Horror Hill 6hour Championship 
 
3. During the Run for the Toad event, the ACU will be having the Annual General 
Meeting at the Best Western. There will be more details on the agenda, times 
and exact directions. If any ACU members have agenda items they would like to 
see, please send to me. 
 
4. We are planning on the 2005 National Ultra Series. Our intention is to have the 
Championships spread across Canada to permit our membership to take 
advantage of local venues. At present, with the exception of three events, all are 
in Ontario.  
 
--- 
 
RECIPE 
 



Pumpernickel Bread 
 
Combine: 
-3 cups Red River Cereal 
-3 cups boiling water 
-1 tsp. salt 
Let the above sit for one hour 
 
Mix in: 
-1 cup all purpose flour 
-1 cup bran 
-½ cup molasses (dark) 
-1 tsp. baking powder 
 
Bake in greased loaf pan @ 350º F for one hour 
 
It’s easy, easy, easy and healthy.  Thanks, Henri! 
 
--- 
 
TOP TIPS FOR SAFE AND ENJOYABLE TRAIL RUNNING 
 
1. Learn to recognize poison ivy and you’ll potentially save yourself a heap of 
aggravation.  Don’t forget that poison ivy is in fact an ivy and lovers to climb.  It 
can be found covering tree trunks as high as 40 ft. and climbing up into 
surrounding shrubbery or onto a fence.  This means that you can get it from head 
to toe if you’re not careful.  There are medication on the market (so far only in the 
US) that are relatively inexpensive that can prevent the rash from developing if 
used immediately following suspected exposure.  One such product is called 
‘Tecnu’ made by Oak-n-Ivy and can be picked up in landscape supply stores.  
There is also post-rash medication (also in the US) called Zanfel for over US$20 
for a small tube that will clear up the rash quickly.  See 
www.zanfel.com/help/productfaq.html for details.  Also check out 
www.cattail.nu/ivy/ivy_index.html for information on poison ivy.  It is also a good 
idea to learn to recognize wild roses, stinging nettles, wild raspberries or 
blackberries and of course hawthorn. 
 
2. Wear the proper footwear.  A good trail shoe is worth its weight in gold in snow 
and wet weather.  Trail shoes have the added grip when things are a bit slick, 
they are tougher and don’t allow stones to bruise the bottom of your feet (or the 
ends of your toes) and they hold up much better after repeated exposure to water 
and mud.  However, they have no advantage when running across snow or on 
ice.  Think of either racing flats, some of the slip on anti-grip devices or the ever 
popular machine screws in the shoe outsole. 
 



3. Learn to stop when you get the urge to look around.  It’s easy to be distracted 
by a small rustling in the bushes or by a great view but if you don’t stop before 
checking it out the odds are sooner or later that you’ll trip on a rock or a root and 
come to an abrupt stop on the ground. 
 
4. You need to adjust your foot placement depending on the weather conditions.  
In dry weather, we tend to step on top of rocks and roots as the easiest and 
safest place to land your foot and subsequently from which to push off.  In wet 
weather, this is reversed as wet rocks and roots become very slippery and this is 
made much worse with a bit of mud caked on your soles.  In these conditions, we 
tend to slow down a bit and aim beside or between protruding rocks and roots for 
the safest foot placement. 
 
5. If you’re going out for a long or remote run, don’t do so alone.  If you do go out 
alone it is recommended to leave information as to when you left, when you 
expect to return and the route that you are planning to take.  A cell phone is a 
good idea if you are in an area with good reception. 
 
6. Slow to a walk if you can’t actually see where to place each foot.  Conditions 
such as extremely long grass will hide rocks and roots, or as we affectionately cal 
them ‘ankle biters’. 
 
7. Rule of thumb when following other trail runners is to follow no closer than 
three strides behind.  This allows enough time for the brain to analyze the terrain 
and make adjustments to your foot placement and balance. 
 
8. Carry water and if you’re out long enough stash water along the route.  
Sometimes you may be out there longer than you planned. 
 
9. If you intend to run in some of the more natural and consequently rugged 
areas, learn to tape your ankles.  A severely injured ankle takes about three 
months for the mechanical damage to heal and about one year for the nerve 
damage to heal.  You stand a very good chance of re-injuring your ankle if the 
damage to the nerves has not healed.  When done properly, ankle tape will not 
hinder your running at all but will give you just enough support to save you from 
major injury. 
 
10. Consider getting trail shoes a half size larger than you normally wear to 
prevent your toes from jamming into the end of your shoe on the down hills.  
Many runners have ended with black toe nails which have subsequently fallen off 
following a long run on a hilly course because of this. 
 
11. Apply petroleum jelly between your toes to prevent blisters and in particular if 
there’s a good chance of getting your feet wet on a long run.  Don’t apply it on 
any other parts of the foot because that could cause your sock to bunch up 
causing major blisters 



 
12. If you are allergic to bee stings, carry an epipen. 
 
13. One last rather tasteless but important point is if you are running with a large 
group on single track (such as in a race) and you are mid pack, the moisture on 
the vegetation is probably not dew so try not to get it in your mouth. 
 
This list is not all inclusive and is in no particular order but I hope it will help 
‘would be’ Trail Apes.  Some of the content may give the wrong impression about 
trail running and lead readers to wonder why we would even consider something 
with so many perils.  Trail running will provide you with a much more rounded 
workout as you use your arms much more and give all the muscle groups in your 
legs and related areas a thorough workout and is probably one of the best overall 
strengthening workouts.  Once a runner has gotten used to the terrain changes, 
they’ll find that a good trail run will leave them feeling tired but not sore.  In 
addition to the great workout, trail running will lead you into areas that few people 
experience.  It will provide you with breath taking natural scenery, lots of fresh air 
and an escape from the harshness of city living.  The end result is a very calming 
experience that goes straight to your soul.  I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 
Happy trails, APE 
(copied with permission from the St. Catharines Road Runners) 
 
---- 
 
TO TAPE OR NOT TO TAPE? 
 
At Haliburton last year I had some issues with blisters on the inside of both of my 
heels that caused a bit of discomfort.  After this experience I have been focusing 
on what could have caused the problem and more importantly how it can be 
avoided again.  The easy choices for blistering were: excessive motion between 
the shoe and my feet, poor sock selection, hydration and any combination of the 
above.  After over 29.5 hours on the trails I watched as Tony took off his shoes 
and socks and had to forcibly pull hockey tape off of the same location on his 
heels to show none of the problems that I had had. 
 
Well, almost twelve months of experimentation have passed and I would like to 
share what I have learned since then.  I have a firm belief that the shoes were 
the major part of the problem and I am not wearing that model any more but just 
in case it wasn’t the shoes and since I always wear synthetic fabric sock that 
never bunch up on my feet I have been pursuing the tape aspect.  Of course, to 
make things more difficult I have never had any problems with this kind of 
blistering with any other distance that the 100 and it seems to be impossible to 
simulate these conditions other than by completing this amount of time/distance. 
 



Bag Balm and/or Vaseline.  If I was doing a road race these two might be 
possible solutions.  I have never tried either on my feet but I know those who 
have and they swear by them.  Of course, upon more detailed questioning these 
people have been using them as preventive measures and didn’t seem to have 
the same problems that I did (damn this experiment of one stuff!!).  However, I 
am a bit concerned that even if I wear gaiters that there is enough dirt that gets 
through to mix with any jelly like substance to make an abrasive sandpaper like 
compound.  I am afraid to even try so if anyone has experience with this one I 
would love to hear the results. 
 
Duct Tape.  Since I am not able to wrap completely around my problem area 
(unless I want to reduce ankle function and probably create other problems) I 
need to find a tape that will stick to the skin directly.  Duct tape was completely 
impermeable to water transmission and with the sweat from my feet it separated 
off my heels to create a ball of sticky goo within 5 kilometers.  I have since 
learned that duct tape is best suited when one is able to wrap around a body part 
to allow both ends of the tape to stick to each other.  Duct tape is quite strong so 
I can see how it would work when used appropriately. 
 
Hockey Tape.  As luck would have it, the hockey tape worked superbly at all 
distances up to and including 50k for the whole summer (even on dusty trails).  
Life was beautiful and all was good.  Then there was the long trail run in the rain.  
I don’t know exactly when during the run my new friend failed me but when I 
pulled off my socks at the end of the run I found the same sticky goo ball that I 
remembered from my duct tape days.  Hey, I still have a number of long runs left, 
no reason to despair yet. 
 
3M.  A trip to the local drug store allowed me to meet my new friends from 3M – 
Transpore, Micropore and the nameless water resistant adhesive tape (WRAT).  
The literature on WRAT indicated that it would ‘hold securely under wet, sweaty 
conditions and remain gentle upon removal’.  WRAT was a mix between the 
plastic Transpore and the paper Micropore - it felt both stretchy and sticky and 
seemed like it would be happy conforming to the contours of the average heel.  
Being a sucker for good marketing I didn’t even bother to buy the other two.  
Wrapped both heels and headed out for the next long run.  With baited breath I 
pulled off my socks to discover that after only 3 or 4 hours that the ends of the 
tape had pulled away from my skin.  I can only imagine what would happen after 
many more hours.  Back to the drug store. 
 
Transpore and Micropore.  Time is now getting short in terms of number of long 
runs.  I bought both tapes and applied one to each heel.  I was very skeptical 
about the paper tape but at only a couple of bucks was willing to take a chance.  
A couple of long runs later and both tapes were looking good.  The Micropore 
went on very easily and fit like a glove.  The Transpore was more difficult to apply 
probably due to the plastic nature of the beast but stuck well on all runs.  Of 
course even with all the rain we have had this summer I had not been able to 



time a long run with soggy weather.  Fortunately, the Iroquois Trail Test was 
coming up and with two water crossings I didn’t need to worry about Mother 
Nature.  Well I guess it comes as no surprise that the paper Micropore almost 
disintegrated within the sock.  The Transpore didn’t hold up very well either and 
again this was only after 4 hours.  Gave Transpore another chance on a dry 7 
hour trail run only to come to the conclusion that unless I wanted to wash my feet 
completely every 6 hours maximum that I would be going tape free during 
Haliburton this year. 
 
Body Glide.  The greatest invention after the wheel and EVA.  It was sitting right 
in front of me waiting patiently to be recognized.  As someone who chafes during 
water running how could I not have thought of it!  Of course by this time I had 
only one longish trail run left that turned out to be 3 hours with my lack of 
humidity acclimatization.  Yes, I had no problems but then I have never had 
problems with a 3 hour run.  But hey, the marketing propaganda on the 
packaging shows a runner that uses Body Glide on all my favourite places and 
the feet as well!  Looks like we have a winner by default. 
 
The ultimate experiment will take place again on September 11th.  I shall be 
keeping my toes crossed…..Sharon 
 
--- 
 
RACE REPORTS 
 
Congratulations to Bill Kossmann for completing the Canadian Death Race.  Bill 
has forwarded his race report. 
 
After 37 weeks of training and lurking on the Ultra mailing list, I’ve finally 
accomplished my goal and run the Canadian Death Race.  As you know, 
success in an ultra marathon hinges upon not only the runner’s efforts, but also 
upon the contributions of a host of others.  Therefore, before I begin my report I 
want to thank the following people: 
 
Race director Dale Tuck and his army of workers and volunteers for putting on a 
world-class event. 
 
All of you on the Ultra mailing list for your advice, most of which I found useful to 
one degree or another, and I some of which I actually followed.  In particular, I 
owe these people big time: 
-Mike Day for his “mental toughness” article, in which he explained his DNF at 
the AT100. 
-Pete Stringer for his insightful reply to Mike’s posting. 
-Linda Hurd for her article on long, early-morning runs. 
 



The great folks of the Red Deer running community, whose support and 
confidence in me were a constant source of motivation, both before and during 
the race. 
 
My support crew, consisting of my wife Carolyn and our kids Alesia and Andrew.  
It was bad enough that you to put up with my seemingly full-time training 
schedule, let alone help me at the aid stations.  You guys are the greatest. 
 
Thank you, everyone! 
 
 
The Canadian Death Race 
July 31 – August 1, 2004 
 
by Bill Kossmann 
 
If you visit the Web site, the Canadian Death Race describes itself as “…125km 
of extreme mountain trail, three mountain summits, over 17,000ft of elevation 
change, and a raft crossing at Hell’s Gates.”  The course is divided into five legs, 
the length of which varies from 19 to 34 km; competitors have from 8:00 a.m. 
Saturday to 8:00 a.m. Sunday to finish the race. 
 
Seven aid stations supply runners with water, Gatorade, Hammer Gel, energy 
bars, soup, fruit, etc.  Because runners need to be self-sufficient between aid 
stations, I spent a nervous couple of hours the night before the race checking 
and re-checking my equipment.  Later that night I lay awake reviewing my race 
plan and wondering, “What the Hell was I thinking?” 
 
On race morning I ate breakfast, strapped on my gear, and went to the starting 
line. The weather was perfect: mostly sunny, a slight breeze, and the 
temperature was in the low teens (Celsius). 
 
I elected to wear my heart rate monitor in order to remind myself to start out 
slowly, and I believe that choice played a big part in my successful completion of 
the race.  The relay racers went out like bullets, of course, but I noticed in later 
legs that I had caught up with a few of the soloists that had gone out far faster 
than I did. 
 
The first leg, “The Downtown Jaunt,” is a relatively easy 19km – I started at the 
back of the pack and just plodded towards the first aid station. I began by running 
5 minutes and walking 1 minute, but once I was out of town and in the bush the 
terrain wouldn’t allow it, so I reverted to Plan B, which was to walk the uphills and 
run the flats and downhills. 
 



On one hill, I power-walked past a couple of young solo ladies from Ontario who 
were trying to run, and when I was almost out of earshot I heard one say, “That 
guy walks faster than we can run.”  Hmm, that was good to hear. 
 
The rest of the leg was uneventful, except that I discovered my Camelbak 
bladder had sprung a leak.  Sigh.  At least I had a spare in my crew bag.  I 
entered the first aid station to find a noisy and enthusiastic crowd cheering on the 
runners.  My support crew (read: wife and kids) were waiting for me when I got 
there.   
 
I sat down, mentioned something about a leak, and asked for my spare bladder 
after handing the offending one to my friend Rob Furness.  He looked at it, 
tightened the connection at the bottom, and said, “Let’s test it out.”  The leak had 
magically disappeared.  Doh! 
 
Meanwhile, I had gobbed Vaseline on my feet and changed into clean socks and 
shoes.  After putting on more sun block and grabbing some snacks, I trotted out 
of the aid station. 
 
Leg Two, the “Flood and Grande Mountain Slugfest,” was a real grind.  It consists 
of long, sustained climbing, steep scrambles, and 3km of very rough terrain with 
a couple of creek crossings.  Having run it before in a training camp, I knew what 
to expect so I just gritted my teeth and got on with the task at hand.   
 
I was grateful to have hiking poles; without them, the final push to the summit 
would have required four wheel drive (read: hands and knees).  At the top, I 
allowed myself a minute’s rest, sitting on a rock while I dug snacks out of my 
pack.  The view from the top was spectacular. 
 
Running down the other side, I came across one runner apparently tending to 
another who was sitting by the trail.  Together we determined that he had 
sprained his ankle and required medical attention.  As we duct-taped his ankle, 
we asked passing runners to notify the course marshals that a runner was down.  
He refused our offer of Advil (we really tried to convince him) and after about 10 
minutes he got up and started limping towards the marshals, so the other runner 
and I resumed our race. 
 
Now the real work was ready to begin – for me, this was the hardest part of the 
race.  The Slugfest is aptly named; some of it is slide-on-your-ass steep, and 
most of the rest consists of high-knees climbing.  After 17km of that torture, I was 
tired and nearly out of water.  The sun, now directly overhead, began to beat 
down.  Oddly, I still felt pretty good physically when I reached the aid station.  I 
thought, "Maybe I can finish this thing after all." 
 
The final part of Leg Two follows a steep power line down to the highway, where 
racers climb a hill back into town and the next aid station. By the time I 



completed the descent to the highway my quads felt like they were on fire, so I 
walked up the hill and jogged the remaining kilometer to my crew.  
 
At this point in the race I made a mistake.  After changing socks and shoes, I 
opted at the last minute to grab a PBJ and a banana for a snack, both of which I 
quickly gobbled down while trotting out of town on Leg Three.  About 2km into 
this section of the race, my stomach was churning, the afternoon heat had 
started to intensify, and I began to harbour some doubts about finishing.  I 
remembered the Tums that I had stashed in my pack, and they helped a lot, but it 
was still a struggle. 
 
It then occurred to me that I hadn’t urinated for a long time, and when I did try I 
was startled by its deep yellow colour.  Oh, dear.  I set my watch to beep every 
10 minutes so that I’d be reminded to take a couple sips of water.  By the time I 
finished this leg (22km) the sun had retreated behind the mountain tops and I 
had mostly recovered from my stomach upset.  I had also managed to “water the 
trees” a couple of times, which eased my mind quite a bit. 
 
At about 6:30 p.m. I found Carolyn and the kids waiting for me at the aid station.  
In addition to changing my foot wear, I also changed into a long-sleeved shirt, 
something that I would be immensely grateful for in about 2-1/2 hours.  As I ate 
my beef jerky and fruit cup—who says ultra runners don’t have refined palates—I 
took stock of my current situation.  Blisters: none.  Specific pains: none.  Energy 
level: good.  Mental outlook: positive.  Schedule: within 30 minutes of my plan.  
Hey, I might just pull this off! 
 
I bid my wife and kids good night, as I had instructed them not to wait for me at 
the last aid station.  I had planned on arriving at 1:00 to 1:30 a.m. and didn’t want 
to stress them out.  Besides, I didn’t want them to worry if I came in looking like 
death warmed over.  Thus began Leg Four, “Hamel Assault.” 
 
At 34km, Leg Four is the longest leg of the race and it has a steep climb right off 
the bat: about 1,000m elevation gain spread out over 8km.  There’s a small 
reprieve just below the tree line, and then runners have to negotiate a series of 
switchbacks in the final push to the forestry tower at the summit.  I had a 
following wind going up the trail but man, was it cold! 
 
At the top of the mountain, I ran to the tower, turned, ran ½ km back along a 
ridge to a turn-around, grabbed a survey flag, ran back to the tower, and signed 
in with the volunteers.  The sinking sun provided little warmth, and the wind was 
brutal.  My thumbs were getting cold and I had considered stopping to put on my 
fingered gloves (I wore fingerless biking gloves when I used the poles) but since 
it was only 3 or 4km down to the tree line, I figured I’d just tough it out.   
 
I really wanted to get off the mountain before nightfall, so I kicked it up a notch 
and away I went.  A couple of hours later I reached the bottom, where I clicked 



on my headlamp.  Coincidentally, I had caught up to a group of runners that were 
traveling as a group, so I tagged along.  One of them was Diane from Calgary; 
we had passed each other several times during the race.  She would fly by me 
on the downhills, and I would close the gap on the uphills. 
 
We were about 1km from the next aid station when we came across some water 
that submerged the trail.  I was hoping to stay dry, so I shuffled along the edge, 
which looked like a small beaver dam.  I slipped in the mud and fell with a splash 
into the edge of the water.  Diane was polite enough not to laugh out loud, but I 
guess I did look kinda stupid with my legs in the water, my arms hanging on for 
dear life to the overhanging bushes, and my headlight pointing skyward like a 
beacon. 
 
Anyway, at the emergency aid station I found my drop bag, changed clothes, and 
replenished my supplies.  By the time I was done Diane had already gone.  I was 
within 4km of the full aid station when I caught up with Dag Aabye, a 70-year-old 
solo runner who ran the race last year.  He told me that he’d taken a dive on the 
power line on Leg Two, so he was behind schedule.  If he hadn’t fallen I’d likely 
never have caught up to him.  Yikes! 
 
About half an hour later, we walked into the aid station at the end of Leg Four.  In 
the darkness, I could hear some familiar voices calling my name: Debbie, Lisa, 
Don, and Rob had finished their relay legs and came back to see me in.  I was 
really happy to see them; they helped me out by filling my Camelbak and pointing 
me to the picnic table, where I devoured some soup and fruit cups.  Again I took 
stock of the situation: all systems were nominal, and I felt great mentally.  Things 
were looking good, and it was time to go again. 
 
I had just flipped on my headlamp when I recognized the reflective stripes on the 
jacket of the runner ahead of me.  It was Diane, and we decided to run together 
not only for mutual support, but also for safety’s sake: Leg Five is renowned for 
its root-strewn trails. 
 
The last leg, “Hell’s Gate & River Crossing,” is sometimes referred to as the 
Goldilocks leg (not too hard, not too easy, but just right).  It’s 26km in length, and 
starts out with a 3km stretch of pavement, followed by a twisting trail in the trees 
marked by reflective tacks, then a 6km gravel road, a raft across the Smoky 
River, and a 14km trail and road run back to town. 
 
The run along the highway and through the trails was uneventful, although by this 
time I was hoping that the finish line would come sooner rather than later.  The 
gravel road, however, was another story: it seemed to go on forever!  The faster 
we tried to go, the farther our goal seemed to be; it was almost like I was running 
backwards.  After what seemed to be an eon, we got to the last emergency aid 
station, where we were directed to the river crossing. 
 



The race committee combined the Death Race theme with Greek mythology, 
namely, the legend of Charon, the ferryman of the dead that transports them 
across the river Styx.  In this life, when runners get to the river’s edge, they’re 
greeted by the Grim Reaper who takes the coin that served as the race token 
and gives them a small piece of paper.  Racers have to take this paper to an 
embosser along the course and then stamp it to show that they traversed an 
unmarshalled section of the course. 
 
When Diane and I got to the Grim Reaper, he was looking rather grim indeed.  
Mask and hood abandoned, a tired young lad exchanged our coins for slips of 
paper, and he showed us to the raft.  At this point I made a second serious error 
in judgment. 
 
To get to the raft, we had to travel along the edge of the river, scampering around 
and over some boulders at the edge of a vertical bank.  I noticed that most 
people seemed to jump off one rock, walk along the water’s edge, and hop onto 
the next rock.  Wouldn’t it be easier, I thought, if I just hopped from one rock to 
the next? 
 
So I tried it, and about the time I started my mid-air descent, my upper right arm 
collided with the sawed-off end of a tree branch about the diameter of a pop can.  
I know this because that’s the size of the bruise on my arm.  Luckily I maintained 
my balance, otherwise I’d have fallen into the river below.  The raftsman pointed 
out, quite correctly, that had I hit the branch with my forehead the race would 
have ended for me right then and there. 
 
That wasn't the only fun I had at the crossing.  Because of the spring runoff, a 
large number of rocks had washed down the Sulphur River to its confluence with 
the Smoky River.  As a consequence, we were rafted to a small, newly-created 
island where we disembarked and forded the Sulphur on foot.  It wasn’t 
dangerous or difficult— there were large floodlights illuminating the rafting area, 
and we held onto a rope spanning the river— but we had to finish the race with 
wet footwear.  Somehow it added to the charm of the race. 
 
From the river valley, we climbed up a steep slope toward the crest.  On the way 
we almost stepped on a racer that looked like he had a heart attack and 
collapsed on the trail.  I roused him, and he told us that he was just having a rest, 
and that he didn’t require any help.  He seemed lucid, so Diane and I just 
shrugged and went on our way.   
 
At about 4:30 a.m. I began to battle sleep, but thankfully I had trained with long 
early-morning runs.  I knew from experience that I would snap out of it once the 
sky started to brighten, and sure enough, an hour later I was wide awake. 
 
We found the mailbox containing the embosser and stamped our pieces of 
paper.  As it was fairly light out, we stowed our headlights in our Camelbaks and 



away we went.  A couple of kilometers later, we emerged from the trails and onto 
the road that took us to the finish line (uphill, of course). 
 
Less than a kilometer from the finish, we caught up to a group of four men that 
passed us earlier in the trudge out of the river valley.  Diane turned to me and 
said, “You want to run it in?” 
 
“Sure – you really want to beat these guys, don’t you?” 
 
She just grinned in reply, and away we went.  The guys cheered us on as we 
went by; they were great sports.  Turning the last corner, we ran the last 100 
meters and crossed finish line together to the cheers of our friends and families.  
Diane’s efforts earned her third place in her age category, and I was pleased to 
finish with a medal-winning runner.  Our time according to the finish line clock 
was 22 hours, 31 minutes.  I can now say I'm an ultra runner! 
 
The magnitude of my accomplishment didn’t really strike me until the awards 
ceremonies the next day.  Most of the runners (80% or so) were relay runners, 
and they gave us a standing ovation when the finishing soloists were called up 
one by one.  It was a truly moving experience, and one I’ll never forget. 
 
Since the race, people have asked me if I’d do it again.  Of course! But as I 
mentioned to my wife, the only problem with my success is that I am now 
wondering, “Exactly how far can I run?” 
 
Death Race Post-Mortem 
 
Here are a couple of things that I learned from the race and the training (in no 
particular order): 
 
-You cannot start too slowly.  I started at the back of the pack, and it was 
immensely gratifying to pick off runners that had started too fast. 
 
-Poles helped me power up the hills and babied my quads on the downhills.  The 
fact that my triceps were sore for two days tells me that they absorbed a lot of 
punishment that would have been directed at my legs.  Plus they saved me from 
a couple of potential face-plants and cushioned quite a few ankle rolls. 
 
-Take more than one flavour of energy supplement.  After 22 hours, raspberry-
flavoured Hammer Gel gets awfully tiresome. 
 
-Vaseline, Tums, Advil, and duct tape are God's gift to ultra running. 
 
-Take care of your feet!  I trimmed my toenails two days before the race, and 
applied Vaseline and donned fresh socks at every opportunity.  As a result, my 
toenails-to-toes ratio remains 1:1. 



 
-For 3 or 4 nights before the race, bedtime should be no later than 10:00 p.m.  I 
spent most of the night before the race mentally reviewing the course, visualizing 
the contents of the crew and drop bags, and wondering, "What the Hell was I 
thinking?" 
 
-Don't wolf down your food at the aid stations. 
 
-It's amazing how much terrain you can cover if you just keep moving.  Don't stop 
between aid stations unless you have to have a potty break. 
 
-Long, slow training runs should be just that: long and slow.  It's the amount of 
time on your feet that counts, not the number of kilometres in your log book. 
 
-Two of my long runs started at 3:30 a.m. and ended seven hours later.  It was 
no fun trying to run while half asleep, but the experience paid huge dividends 
when I was facing this situation in the race. 
 
-Join the Ultra mailing list, and don't be afraid to quiz other runners.  Most will be 
flattered that you are interested in their experiences. 
 
 
DANCES WITH DIRT 
 
Quentin completed the Dances with Dirt last year and offers the following along 
with this month’s quote: ‘If you can’t get faster…go longer’.  
 
I ran the Dances With Dirt 50k/50m last year in Hell Michigan (near Ann Arbor) 
and would recommend it highly.  It has 50k and 50 mile courses that are not 
loops so you're exploring new terrain the entire run.  It starts at 6 am with 
headlamps.  It is very hilly and you cross a couple small rivers.  The aid stations 
are excellent - lots of fuel food and drink and the people were great.  I think the 
web site is Dances With Dirt but it should be easy to find searching Michigan 
ultras.  Just though I'd pass along info about a race I loved and will try again Sept 
11th. 
 
8th ANNUAL DAMN TUFF RUFF BLUFF RUN 
 
After running the same route for 7 years with over 4 km of asphalt on every 
12.5km loop I decided as race director it was time for a serious look at reducing 
the percentage of road and replacing it with trail.  It wasn’t an easy task.  My 
number one worker/volunteer/sponsor Bob Coutts helped me measure a new 
route that I had in mind but I wanted to eliminate the turnaround on each loop 
and it was accomplished after several additions and re-measurements that 121 
runners enjoyed on July 17, 2004 for the 8th annual.  There were more hills, but 
only 1 km of asphalt on the Inglis Falls road.  The race started and finished 
across the bridge over the Sydenham River from where it had been in previous 



years.  The first km was run on the Fitness Trail, then up the Ravine Hill where 
some concern was addressed by the City of Owen Sound of unstable soil and 
fear of mudslides, which was eventually declared safe, just 3 days before race 
day, a relief and less sweat for the rd! 
 
A short residential stint before descending the “Slippery Slope” back to the 
Fitness Trail, and then up the back of the Toboggan/Ski Hill past 2km, where a 
piper greeted the runners on the initial loop.  Next was this grassy, hilly, sloped 
section which was a private landowners concern (I had thought it was parkland!) 
that wasn’t ironed out & granted permission to run on until less than 24 hours to 
race start!  More unanticipated sweat for the rd!  This short section was 
necessary though to hook up with all ready existing, but heavily grassed over 
trails and run on the verge of a ridge (3k) which Bob dubiously named “Barbers 
Double Dip”! It descended again back to the “Mile Drive” in Harrison Park.  Last 
year we climbed what we call PITA hill (Pain in the Ass), but there is another way 
up the climb which we simply named “Pita Two”.  This is where the 4km mark is 
reached and last years course is run on past the first aid station (5k) manned by 
John Brown & my son in law Scott Greig, to Perpendicular Hill…except we didn’t 
go up it this year…we took its alternative up the escarpment which we named 
Rocky Root Hill, not as steep but definitely living up to its name!  A few kms thru 
the maple bush almost out to Hwy 6&10, then back to Inglis Falls at 8.5km and 
the 2nd aid station captained by our perennial volunteer Jerry Jackson from 
Sauble Beach.  The next km or so takes you over 3 boardwalks along a marshy 
area beside the river and a connecting link to the road section we created and 
named “Groundhog Trail”. 
 
Now the pace increased as they sprinted down the hills to the last 2km of trail… 
veering to the right and running adjacent to the river, and a step or two in it, up a 
short steep hill to “Rocky River Ridge” and an easy climb to the Grey Sauble 
Conservation Authority’s man made crushed gravel trails to the 11km mark.  
Then a grassy swath to Forest Heights, a downhill trail into the park, across the 
bridge, a sharp left and 500 metres to the 3rd aid station (manned by Bob Coutts) 
at the start/finish area completed one loop. 
 
A huge thank you goes out to George Sarson for his expertise in designing a 
very professional style map of the route and supplying Run For The Toad cups 
for the aid stations.  And also to Peggy Sarson (bib #1) for taking dozens of 
awesome pictures for the OUS website. 
 
Oh, but who were going to be the winners after one more loop for 25k and 3 
more for 50k?  It was quite clear in the shorter race as local speedster and 
National Class runner, Jason Weppler from Shallow Lake had built up a huge 
lead over Mark Tarnopolsky from Hamilton.  Over a much tougher route than 
previous years, he ended up only a few seconds off the event record with an 
incredible time of 1:36:18!  And I won the bet over co-rd Brad Morley for a 
two/four of Creemore Springs!  Mark Tarnopolsky from Hamilton finished in 



1:44:34 for 2nd place for the 4th year but has yet to win it, but I’m sure he’ll keep 
trying.  Maybe 2005 will be your lucky year Mark. 
 
The women’s race was a lot closer as Shelly Willemse from Bath won for the 2nd 
consecutive year in 2:00:20, just 1:23 ahead of my daughter Tracy Greig from 
Owen Sound. 
 
In the 50k 19 year old Nickolaus Sands from Shelburne won the men’s race in 
4:13:16, just 90 seconds ahead of Adam Hill from Orillia.  Neither looked much 
worse for the wear after 4 loops of the course. 
 
No contest in the women’s race as Marianne Perz from Uxbridge won by a wide 
margin in 4:32:10.  This was her 2nd victory at the Damn Tuff Run also winning 
in 2002. 
 
Pamela Scowcroft (Puslinch) & Laurie McGrath (Kitchener) tied for 2nd place in 
5:16:41. 
 
There were 71 finishers in the 25k and 32 in the 50k, the 2nd highest attendance 
record in the 8 year history of the DTRB run.  Expect a bigger and better race for 
next year’s 9th edition on July 16, 2005.  Thanks to everyone who made this 
years race a success…runners, volunteers, and sponsors. 
 
Of course after any race there is a huge amount of work that still has to be done.  
The Damn Tuff was no exception and just got tuffer (for me).  Trail markers have 
to be collected for starters.  I drove out in my sponsored Thriftys van onto the 
fitness trail while Scott Vining (25k record holder) and Derek Smith(Damn Tuff 
timer)ran over the rest of the course and collected direction signs, etc.  I made a 
quick tour to the north surprising walkers & hikers along the way, but it wasn’t 
fast enough apparently for the Park Employees.  When I returned they had 
locked the trail gate unknowingly (I think) blocking my exit and exposing me & the 
van to solitary confinement!  Close to an hour later they finally returned to unlock 
it so I could drive home! 
 
Was I ever going to get a chance to relax on my deck with a cold one?  No. 
Joanne met me when I arrived and seemed very upset.  She explained that my 2 
year old grand daughter had fallen thru her mothers living room window and cut 
her neck to the tune of 5 stitches!  Tracy’s trip to the hospital with her was not on 
the days agenda!  She’s ok now, but it was very scary at the time…for all of us.  
 
Finally Joanne & I do get time to unwind at the Inn on The Bay for supper & 
refreshments with the Sarsons and reflect on the days events. 
 
What was the name of that wine and how many glasses did I have George? 
 



An excellent time consuming food & liquids while everyone was enjoying the 
sunset. 
 
Just one more thing for me…a birthday party to attend at Ann Fleming’s new 
house for her 50th!  Quite a day(night) 
 
Despite all of this George and I sweated out the toxins over one loop of the 
course early the next morning! 
 
See you all again soon, stay healthy and have fun at the remaining races in the 
OUS/OTS series. 
 
Doug Barber 


