
McDowell Mountain Frenzy 50-mile report - “Eating Your Own Dogfood”

When coaching yourself, you probably should do what you
preach… I am happy to say this was my most successful 50+
mile race! I was able to execute my planned race plan,
finished feeling good and could have gone longer, and didn’t
crap myself (a real possibility with my changed nutrition…)!

The biggest contributing factor to this success was staying
focused on the race plan and having all my stuff ready a few
days before the race. In reflecting, my previous problems lay
with “distractions” during the race. Too much “chatting” during
the race or running a bit too fast following someone else. I
chose to just run by myself and only have short conversations
but not near an aid station. I kept pulling out my printed plan to
confirm what should be done at each aid station and every
hour. Although I had similar printed plans at previous races, I
would fall off.

This 50 miler is a tough race even though it only has 4500’ of
elevation. There is a fun/nasty 2000’ climb over 2 miles at the
30-mile point, in the hottest part of the day. If you can finish in
just over 10 hours, all good. That last 8-mile loop, in the dark,
was very rocky with a lot of trip hazards, on tired legs.

Starting with 90 others (only 5 were older than me…) at
sunrise was a perfect temperature of 10C. I started at the back of the pack and kept it easy for
the first couple of hours. It was mostly a slight climb the whole way as we headed west through
the desert park. We watched the sun come up over the mountains which cast some long
shadows and an orange hue on everything. At the two aid stations, I was able to pass a few
runners every time following my written logistics. My 300ml bottle of fuel had 800 calories and



35g of protein to last 6 hours. That, and two
chocolate chip cookies every hour kept me
going.  I was drinking a bit too much (just
over 1 litre per hour) and had to pee 3 times
in the first 20 miles… I don’t think my water
was salty enough so I added more and that
stopped that process.

Some of this route is on the Javelina course
(Pemberton Trail) with a few diversions that
took us closer to the mountain and some
interesting rock formations, fancy houses,
and different vegetation. This area had
buttery-smooth trails. I was mixing my
running styles so that I would use a bit more
hamstring/glute on those slight climbs and
save my quads for the big hills. No warning
lights on the dashboard.



About 20 miles in, we got off the
Pemberton (Javelina) trail and headed
up the hills on trails that were much
rockier, still using my hamstrings to pull
me up the hill and pass some people.
We climbed to almost a saddle and then
dropped down to the aid station at the
28-mile point. Here, is when we head up
the 2.2 miles to the top of Thompson
Peak (will post the videos in a
compilation). The top part of the climb
was 45 degrees and everyone was in
slow motion… At the top, I texted Lori to
please bring me a Mcdonald’s
cheeseburger and fries at the HQ aid
station and I would be there in about 2
hours. The views and short
conversations with others on the hill
were awesome. I was thinking about that
burger for the next 2 hours as my
stomach wanted some real food and a
greasy burger and fries would hit the
spot. Starting down that mountain, my
legs held and I was able to run down the
2.2 miles in 25
minutes. I passed at
least 8 people as
they gingerly hiked
down. Another quick
aid station stop and
then off towards my
Cheeseburger.



At the 42 mile point, you are back at the start/finish area and then need to do an 8-mile loop to
finish. That loop is one of the most technical parts of the course, at night, and very isolated - I
could not see another headlamp ahead
or behind… The sun was setting as I
started the loop and met all those behind
me on the shared 2 miles. Many of those
50-milers, that I would meet on the short
out-and-back sections, dropped at the
42-mile point as heading back out in the
dark, the evening cool air, and the party
noises from the beer garden, make it
tough to leave… There were hot grilled
cheese and pumpkin pie at the finish line
aid station!

Running towards the setting sun was
spectacular and my belly was happily
working on that burger and fries (the
onions repeated for an hour…) Just after
the darkness set in, I startled something
and heard heavy hooves moving
through the rocks, on the other side of a
large tree/bush. The first thing that came
to mind is that Minotaur-Cyclops
monster you see in mythological stories
or maybe it was a raging bull… I shouted and clapped my hands to make a lot of noise. It was



likely a large javelina or deer. The trail was very rocky/technical and I kept thinking: “Don’t trip.
Don’t trip” as I am halfway through and it would be a long hobble back to civilization.  ManDown!
Shit... Luckily it was mostly hard packed sand with a few stones and I didn’t fall into one of those
rocks. Just my hand was bleeding and a skinned knee. I could see that I could not break the
12-hour mark, so I would run and walk through the dark.

With 1 km remaining, the trail dropped into a dry wash (a lower area where the rain flows and
usually has the most vegetation). I was startled by a dog barking at me (translated: “stay the
%&$# back or I will bite you”). The barking was coming from behind a large bush, straight
ahead, beside the trail. It was likely a stray/abandoned or feral dog as there was no owner to be
seen. The deep bark was coming from a big dog. I stood there, yelling again, and then pulled
out my 2” folded knife (that’s all I had … so my only strategy would be to let it latch onto the left
arm and stab the underside with the knife…). There was no other way around this so I waited
for another runner as I could see a headlamp coming. We ran past together and when I looked
back, I could see two wide-set eyes reflecting my headlamp, on the back-side of that bush.
Might have been my fastest 400m…

Finished happy and feeling good - my stomach was fine, legs were tired/sore but I could have
easily gone longer. I said hi to Cheryl as she was walking from the food tent to the beer garden
and said “Great race”. She was a good 4 miles ahead of me on that last out-and-back section
and I was thinking she might be a bit older than me. She was cheerful and chatty every time we
passed. She thought she was the oldest finisher of the day at 62! Her finish was 90 minutes
faster than mine. She said when she came through the HQ timing at mile 42, someone had
handed her a beer and she chugged it before heading out on that final 8-mile loop - awesome.

I have been running www.aravaiparunning.com races since 2013 and they put on 2-3 quality
events every month with distances for the whole family.

http://www.aravaiparunning.com

