
2004 Mystery Run Essays 
 

Aloha Eminent Race Director, 

 I am writing to you seeking entrance into your adventure run. Below are my best 

attempts at persuasion to have you render a decision favorable to my entrance. The most 

compelling reasons that I should be invited to participate in your run include, but are not 

limited to the following (in no special order): 

1. I paced Bob Murphy for 5.5 hours of his recent 100-mile run (term used very 

loosely) and only covered a shade over 17 miles. If that ain’t pain and suffering, I 

don’t know what is. 

2. I once ran a mile (in high school) in a time of 4:29. 

3. Numbers 1 and 2 above surely lend credence that I can easily finish a three-mile 

run in 12 hours. I may not be Jim Ryun but I certainly ain’t wheel chair bound. 

4. I promise not to wine (I only like beer). 

5. I do not use Viagra (if you let me run I will prove to you that “I can keep it up 

longer and harder”). 

6. My farts do not stink. Therefore, the runner’s that will be behind me (all of them) 

will not be able to follow my scent on their journey. 

7. Chicks dig me. Once women know I am in your run attendance at your event will 

increase two-fold. 

8. I run funny. You need some humor in this event. 

9. Little moonlight that night. They call me the great white hope for a reason. 

10. Just because. 

 

Jeff Huff 

ESSAY APPLICATION 
 
To: John Salmonson 
 
Subject: Full Moon Mystery Run 
 
Date: October 18, 2004 
 



The question is not “Can I complete the challenge, but more, “How long will it take me 
to complete it?” 
 
If accepted as a participant to the Full Moon Mystery Run, I ask no more information 
than is provided publicly to all who are accepted to participate.  I only care for rules that 
establish guidelines that ensure fair play.  
 
My preparedness to participate in this event comes from my lifetime experiences in 
accepting challenges not knowing what the outcome will be.  One never knows what will 
surface during an event.  That’s why I focus on maintaining a balance of cardiovascular 
and muscular fitness.  This “Functional Fitness” allows me to keep my composure, and 
use my mind to quickly reason and select a viable option when an unexpected obstacle 
arises. 
 
In consolation, if my efforts are unsuccessful, I can still hold my head high and take 
comfort in knowing that “The Greatest Failure Is The Failure To Try.” 
 
Respectfully, 
 
Ed Bugarin 
Ready, Willing & Able 
 
PS:  I pledge not to whine, complain, or sue should I fall, get lost or become disoriented. 
 
To: John Salmonson and the H.U.R.T. Full Moon Mystery Run 

Committee 
 
From: Bob McAllaster 
 
Date: October 15, 2004 
 
Dear John and other committee members, 
 
I am humbly writing you to ask permission to participate in the 
H.U.R.T. Full Moon Mystery Run on November 26th 2004. 
 
I understand this race is to be approximately 3.5 miles long and 
will have a cutoff time of 12 hours.  
 



I promise to put forth my best effort for this grueling event and 
with the placement of my sweaty, left palm on a stack of old, 
moldy, UltraRunning Magazines, pledge not to whine, sue, or 
otherwise complain about the course, race management, wild 
animals, race management, the lack of adequate trail markings, 
race management, overly dry or wet conditions, race management, 
the lack of a flat, smooth, running surface, race management, 
darkness, race management, vertical climbs, race management, 
steep descents, race management, rocks and roots, race 
management, high humidity, race management, low humidity, race 
management, overgrown vegetation, race management, the lack of 
crew support, race management, poor aide stations, race 
management, no aide stations, race management, other 
competitors, race management, or the race delivering on it’s 
promise of being run under a full moon and being a mystery. 
 
My qualifications include: 2 legs, 10 toes, 2 arms, 10 fingers, 1 
nose, 1 strong heart and a pair of lungs, 2 eyes, 2 ears and 1 
mouth, and a small amount of common sense. During most runs, I 
typically use them in that order.  
 
I hope you will give my application careful consideration. 
 
You know once upon a time I ran a night run with a group of sissy's, up on Tantalus, and they had 
the nerve to actually use flashlights. I personally think this should be a disqualifier from any 
respectable race. 
  
I'd like to enter this race you have coming up but I really don't think it's worthy of having me. I 
mean all these other entrants talk smack about their military service and how great they are. All I 
can say is talk is cheap. This race is in my back yard, I havn't trained, I havn't done half the stuff 
any of these guys "CLAIM" to have done, and I consider myself overly qualified. 
  
So I may show up and grace your event with my presence 
  
  
Greg  

 
"puke daddy white I hereby respektfuly (sic) submit my application for the Midnight  
Madness event: 



 
Below are a list of accomplishments and character qualities which most  
qualify me for the much  dreaded, revered, and internationally heralded  
Midnight Madness Run: 
 
1. In kindergarten, I had perfect attendance at Bauder Elementary.   
(Mrs. Henderson was the teacher, should you seek verification) 
 
2. In fourth grade, I got a B+ on a book report on "Mr. Popper's  
Penguins."  Mind you, the was graded on a tough curve against Fort  
Collins' finest young minds. 
 
3. In fifth grade, I did 27 and one half sit ups in a minute in PE  
class. 
 
4. In high school, I closed out a 13 state 5k XC championship with a  
blistering 8:31 closing mile.  This heroic peformance was  
simultaneously conducted with deliberately pooping my shorts.  Not only  
did my brother have to carry my poop stained shell-of-a-man self to the  
medical tent, but I managed to charm the hottie Fresno State trainer  
who treated my bowel problem into a date that night.  Lets just say it  
was pretty wild and involved a gallon of Neopolitan ice cream and five  
rolls of athletic tape.  The only awkward thing was my mom's prescence  
through the frivolity, as my fundamentalist religious upbring requires  
a chaperone on all dates until I reach the age of 43.   
 
5. In 2002, I feigned distress in the closing miles of the HURT 100.   
Though winning it was all but a foregone conclusion at this point, I  
bowed out under the pretense of discouragement to protect the fragile  
egos of some of the older local ultra veterans.   After leaving Jack  
Ass Ginger at 2:45 AM, I proceeded over the Pali Lookout and did two  
Maunawili out and backs to tack on 38 miles to my 72 mile drop out  
point.  Had that wrapped up by about 10:00AM  and took a nap before  
doing an afternoon post race 10 mile cool down on Waimano.   
 
6. Lastly, and most importantly, I've endured seven years of  
exaggerated-beyond-belief yarns of days past 100 milers by a certain  
member of the Hawaii ultra community.  With each telling, the  100  
milers get a little longer, the altitude gets a little higher, the  
tempature gets a little colder and the thunderstorms get a bit closer.   
To a sharp minded historian like myself, the complete lack of official  
documentation or corrobaration by other trustworthy parties is both  
appalling and embarrassing.  I won't even go into my thoguhts about the  
doctored-up photos I've been subjected to.  Through each dubious  
re-casting, I've respectfully listened to each one of Richard's stories  
without as much as raising a proverbial eye brow.  (You didn't think I  



was talking about you, did you John.......) 
 
If admitted to this race, I make three promises about my performance: 
 
1. I will wear the most ridiculous running attire ever seen on  
Tantalus.  The leopard skin speedo over the hooded Nike sprint speed  
suit is only the base.   
 
2. When I win, I will obnoxiously flaunt the win over each and every  
competitor (women and children included) and will prepare a 20-25 min.  
victory speech while yawning over the sissy terrain this race covers 
 
3. And should I not win, I promise to file an official protest in the  
local newspapers and drum up as much support as possible for a  
duplicate gold medal.   
 
Sincerely, 
 
Mattlightning" Stevens 
 
 
 
So my worthiness, persistence & toughness…well, if I have to compete with people like 
Cheryl or Murphy I’m already at a disadvantage, but here’s my best foot forward. 
 
Who am I?  You tell me.  I started this ultra running thing after sitting around one night in 
Corte Madera with two buddies.  We just walked out the door at sunset, and ran a Double 
Dipsea.  We don’t really know why to this day.  Then, my friend called and asked if I 
wanted to do a 50K – why not is always my reply.  So we drove to Cool, CA and slept in 
my truck at the race start so not to be late.  After a night of cramped truck sleeping, too 
much gas and coffee, we ran our first ultra. 
 
So from my humble beginning in triathlons, running, climbing and mountaineering, ultras 
just sounded fun.  Run all day and night, why not. 
 
Shortly after, I did my first Eco Challenge only to have my teammate (same guy) get 
altitude sickness and spend the next 13 hours barfing.  I ditched him at CP #13 and 
continued solo – not smart.  TOUGHNESS  I ventured forth with 140oz. of water and 
plenty of food, only to run out of both in the 120 degree desert heat.  I had amazing 
visions of dead animals, snakes moving across the sand and even deer in my path.  None 
of it was real.  I eventually found a water hole with dead fish – very old water hole.  So I 
drank and found my way to the final CP where I collapsed and was the only solo finisher.  
Most other racers quit at CP #13.  I survived some how. 
 
But that’s just getting started! 



 
On Mt. Shasta, my team was heading up the seldom climbed north face via the Hotlum-
Bolum Glacier when at 13,900 ft., one teammate slipped.  Well, if you slip up there, there 
is a long, straight slide down the face past Shastina for about 3,000 ft. then off the cliff 
for another 2,000 ft. – SPLAT!  My friend hit a large boulder shattering his leg and 
quickly stopping his fall.  WORTHINESS I quickly organized a rescue group sending 
three to the summit for help, the other two to administer first aid and call for help.  After 
7 hours, we had a rescue party formed with a National Guard helicopter on the way.  I 
gave all of my food and water to my friend, leaving poor little Paul high and dry – 
literally.  Well, the brain swelled and sleep started to grow heavy up there.  I sent all but 
one down to base camp until my friend was off the mountain.  I descended in absolute 
pain finding that the rental boots were now missing the nice, soft tongue. Nothing left but 
hard plastic to cut into my chin with every bone wrenching step!  Lost consciouness a 
couple of times, and finally collapsed at base.  Got up a little while later, grabbed my gear 
and fallen teammates, jogging the next 6 miles out without those damn boots! 
 
And there’s more to qualify me to run with HURT! 
 
The story of how I got hooked up with HURT.  On a bike ride up Tantalus, I got jacked 
by some kids getting stabbed in the arm across from the Pumping Station on October 3, 
2002.  I heard about this long run that starts from the Nature Center and to show that I 
could recover from the broken hand and stab, I set out to run 100 miles, with only a 50K 
under my belt.  I got connected with Don to start running with the crew in November.  I 
ran a full loop once, twisted my ankle more than once and was still recovering from the 
injuries.  PERISTENCE But I would not let some kid direct my outcome, so in January 
2003, I set out to run the HURT 100.  I didn’t make it.  I did complete the 100K and 
smiled.  In 2004, I completed the 100 miles! 
 
Oh, I could tell you more about how I led my adventure race team to victory by carrying 
a 120 pound 10-foot canoe over my head up the mountain face solo, while the other 
teams made two trips.  Or how I dove into Class 3 rapids to rescue a rafter tangled in 
ropes.  Or how I stopped in the middle of a triathlon when others didn’t to hold an injured 
althete’s skull together after getting smashed on the bike.  But that would only be part of 
why I’m worthy. 
 
The real reason why I’m worthy to run with the great HURT team on this crazy adventure 
is, it’s in my blood.  When it rains, pours down, with the trails soaked in mud, I have to 
go running.  I have a baby now, and make time to run to meet my wife at her parents for 
dinner.  Run the lower section when I have a free time between meetings.  Find time after 
work to run a reverse Trek at night.  Or just go solo on the trails to find solitude.   
 
So here’s that pledge thing you wanted too: 
I pledge not to whine as long as I can find a nice pile of centipedes to sleep on☺ 
 
 
Aloha 



Paul 
 
 
Big John, 
  
Please accept my humble essay for entry into the upcoming cakewalk 
(otherwise known as the Full Moon Mystery Run): 
 
   
  
                                       After All These Years 
 
After all these years...I finally know the "delight in being alive". My curiousity 
for the purpose of my life started around 55 years ago when I was a typical,  
adventureous 7 year old. I loved to play in the woods...loved to catch snakes... 
poisonous snakes...water moccasins and copperheads. My dad used to cringe  
every time I brought them to the house in a big jar. I loved to run through the  
thick, briar-covered woods of Arkansas. My right arm still has a large scar,  
caused by running past a big thorn bush. I was a tough kid...able to handle pain  
without crying or whining...unlike the other kids. It never bothered me to be out  
in the woods by myself...even at night with the snakes and tarantulas...even as a 
kid.   
I actually liked it ! I was also very curious and wondered (even at that young 
age)  
what part running through the briars and being tough would play later in my 
life.  
  
I always loved to run, and even though no one can tell it now, in those days, I  
could run fast. In high school Clyde Hart (the famous coach at Baylor who 
coached  
Michael Johnson and most recently Jeremy Wariner to Olympic gold medals) 
spent  
an entire school year finally convincing me to join the track team. By that time 
I had  
discovered cars and girls. But that's another story. Still being very curious, I've  
wondered many times since, what part being a good runner would play in my 
life... 
and in my happiness. 
  
Later in life, I discovered that I had diabetes. It was scary. It occured to me that  
life, as I knew it, was pretty much finished. Not giving up the ship, I found that  



exercise helped control my diabetes. Then I was introduced to a group of 
extreme  
trail runners...ultramarathoners...the HURT gang. They ran through the woods !  
The first event they invited me to was "the Midnight Run with the Hogs"...a 
night  
bushwhacking event where, you were led through areas you'd never been, in 
the  
dark, over rugged trails (and lack of trails) and at the finish, you spent half an 
hour  
cleaning pieces of the forest out of your hair, shorts and shoes, not to mention  
tending cuts and cleaning the blood off your body.  It was heaven ! My life had  
changed ! I was hooked ! However, there was still something missing. Most of  
the races were too civilized...I needed more extreme conditions to utilize my 
talents.  
I thought I had found it when I was told about "Barkley"...this supposedly 
insane  
100 mile race in Tennessee, through briar infested woods (just like I grew up 
with  
in Arkansas). The race was run by a colorful, excentric character by the name 
of Gary  
Cantrell, who signaled the start of the race by lighting up a cigarette and who 
played  
taps over your exhausted body, when you dropped out of the race. It sounded 
perfect !  
But then I was told that they served raw chicken at the pre-race dinner ! I hate 
raw  
chicken ! I was bummed. There still had to be a reason for all these things to 
happen  
in my past. There had to be something that was made for me...something that 
would  
combine being a good trail runner, toughness and lots of bushwhacking 
experience... 
something that would finally answer all these many years of 
questions...something  
profound that would explain the "joie de vivre". The search continued. 
  
Then our HURT guru, John Salmonson, obviously either demented (more than 
normal)  
or with an unusually large buildup of testosterone came up with the perfect race 
for me... 



the HURT Full Moon Mystery Run. Since the race doesn't allow whining or 
wimps, and  
is reportedly run over the toughest terrain known to man, the field should be 
tiny. My  
running alone through briar infested woods at night, as a child, will at last come 
in handy.  
Now we only need to find a way to throw in a few snakes and the race will be 
perfect. 
  
Don Fallis 
 

Full Moon Essay and Testimonial 
 
I humbly submit my essay for entrance to the first ever Barkley in Hawaii run.  Oh 
please, please let me in!!  I will give you cash and some post dated two-party checks that 
may be valid.  Though I’m not completely sure of the requirements of this great run, I am 
confident that I possess all of the requisite qualities needed not only to finish, but to be a 
contender.  I am not a fast or strong runner, but I do whine a lot and I’m very high 
maintenance.  I can also give the most pitiful facial expressions that can melt even the 
most harden ultra runner’s resolve.  I constantly use this technique to get sympathy and 
love during ultras…but you know this already.  On a positive note, I do provide 
encouragement and entertainment to my fellow ultra runners, before, during, and after the 
run. 
 
I do have some issues with this race that I’m working through:  darkness and directions.  
I’m afraid of the dark and I get lost really easy.  I’m willing to overcome these issues to 
be in this great Race.  To prepare, I’ve been walking around the house with my eyes 
closed.  I have used this preparation method at the office also.  My boss has accused me 
of sleep walking, but I explained to him the enormous preparation necessary to compete 
in this ultimate of ultra events.  How’s that for desire? 
 
I can provide numerous testimonials from fellow runners regarding my qualifications for 
the Full Moon part of this great event.  I have been told by my fellow ultra runners that 
my best aspect is my “full moon”.  I have also been told that is where my brains are – 
actually this fact has been documented in many of my Navy performance evaluations.  
Surely, this level of talent is rare and would be welcome in this inaugural event. 
 
Worth noting is that since I received my HURT shirt, I have finished every Ultra event 
that I entered including HURT III and IV, Arkansas Traveler and San Diego Endurance 
Run 100.  You let me in this great event, I promise I won’t let you down!! 
 
In closing, Oh please, please let me run!!   
 
If you need any other recommendations, I can provide you with pictures of some of my 
closest friends:  Alexander Hamilton and Andrew Jackson. 



 
Mahalo, 
Bob 
 
 
I got started with my love of Ultra challenges during BUD/S Class 145, Basic Underwater 
Demolition/SEAL training in 1987.  BUD/S is arguably the hardest military training in the world 
and includes instruction in land navigation, diving, demolitions, open water swims of up to 5 miles, 
timed runs up to 14 miles, hydrographic reconnaissance, pistol and rifle marksmanship, breath-
holding, underwater obstacle loading, obstacle courses and small unit tactics.  The Super Frog 
triathlon was being run in the middle of the six month BUD/S course and six of my fellow 
classmates and I thought it would be cool to sign up for this race.  Upon closer examination of our 
class schedule we discovered the triathlon was the day after the 14 mile beach run, the longest, 
hardest run in training.  Cooler heads prevailed and I was the only member of my class to actually 
follow thru and enter the Super Frog.  Using a borrowed junker bike (found rotting in the bike rack 
outside our barracks) and with zero triathlon training I completed the race placing 19th overall.  I 
hit the "wall" half way thru the 13.1 mile run and discovered what the phrase "This sucks so good" 
really means. Over the years since I have completed numerous military land navigation courses 
and a jungle survival course in Panama.  I am a lead climber and rappel master.  While stationed 
in Germany I completed the Nijmegan 4 day military march, the Dodentocht, Double Jungfrau 
Marathon (2 marathons in 2 days up a really big mountain), the Alpin Marathon (a mountainous 
marathon all the way across the country of Liechtenstein), two 24 hour runs on a 1/3 mile 
track and numerous lesser military marches and marathons.  The past two years I have 
completed the Triple Trek followed the day after by the Waikiki Roughwater 2.38 mile swim.  Last 
year I finished the swim during conditions that caused more than 2/3 of the entrants to withdraw, 
the toughest conditions in the history of the race.  I completed the H.U.R.T. 100 in 34 hours, 27 
min after doing the first 2 laps way too fast :-). 
   I never met a challenge I didn't enjoy, have never had a DNF in anything, and look forward to 
completing the Midnight Madness Run as the PINNACLE of my running career thus far. 
   Thank you for your consideration in my application for this event. 
ITCM W. Mike "Weird Mike" Rouse III 
 
 
I have absolutely no good reason for wanting to run in this event, but i was sitting in a 
bike shop minding my own business when Rex came in and started talking about a 
mystery run, he said it would be fun. i thought, no one knows where it will take place, it'll 
likely be in the dark hours, I could get lost, why do I want to do this? I don't know, but it 
sounds like fun, and even if I do whine it will be very very softly so no one will hear ;-D! 
 
james burke 
email:    jburke@honolulu.gov    
or     jpb_planner@hotmail.com 
 
Aloha, jb 
 
 
Well Im not a good letter writter so here it is. I really want to see how tough of a 3 mile race 
is that has a 12 hr. cut off. I dont feel im any more worthy than any of the HURT gang since you 
all run alot more than me. I have however truely enjoyed the torture you've put me through and to 
think that I paid for it is even better.I think I can Handle and look forward to the challenge.  I 
promise not to whine or sue you. I dont promise not to curse you when I am falling on my ass. 
  



Thanks, 
Steve Dewald 
 
 
Aloha, 
 
A friend of mine in Hawaii told me about this race, please consider my entry... 
 
Many Thanks, 
 
Louise Cooper 

Aloha, 
As we are always searching for new adventures,,,,we 
Adventure Racers here on the mainland have been 
hearing a lot of chatter about your upcoming HURT 
Mystery Run. 
I’m actually on my way to Borneo to do some training with 
my Eco Challenge Team,,,,and thought this might be a fun 
side trip. 
Hopefully you still have some room left for one more 
athlete, and will accept my entry. 
Am sending you a short Bio,,,,,,to secure my 
qualifications……. 
As far as the whining goes,,,,,,,,,women don’t do that. 
 
Competitor: 
 Louise Cooper    
Age: 49    
Residence: West Hills, CA   
Profession: Teacher    
Accomplishments: Expedition Races:  
2001 Eco-Challenge New Zealand  
2000 Eco-Challenge Sabah  
1999 Eco-Challenge Argentina  
1997 Eco-Challenge Australia  
1996 Eco-Challenge BC  
1995 Eco-Challenge Utah  
1995 Eco-Challenge New England  



2002 Primal Quest   
2001 Discovery World Champs  
Raid Gauloises - 4 time Competitor  
Southern Traverse  
Other:  
 
Additional experience includes numerous Mega Marathons, Ultra 
Marathons, Triathlons and Ironman Hawaii. 
 
Since you brought it up, I have to ask MYSELF, "Why should I be allowed the distinct 
privilege of participating in the Full Moon Mystery Run?"  Why, humph, Why indeed!!  
If it's positive attitude, perseverance, and overall "Hooah" then the question simply 
answers itself.  Now, you have to ask YOURSELF, "What is this "Hooah" that he 
brings up?  Well, Hooah is whatever you need it to be, situation dependent.  As you 
know, I'm in the Army, serving Uncle Sam and the American People for over 25 
years.  During this entire time I have trained Soldiers to care for the sick and 
wounded sons and daughters of America.  It was during this time that I developed a 
strong sense of "Hooah".  There are a lot of stories about where this "Hooah" came 
from but the one I like the best (and since this is my story, this is the truth) it 
originated from the Turks.  As they would close upon the enemy, they would shout 
as loud as they could to make their numbers seem like they were larger than they 
were, thus scaring the enemy into surrendering to a inferior army.  It's this 
persistence, toughness and general attitude of "I'm going to kick your a--" that I'm 
going to bring to the party on the 26th at 1900, that's 7 p.m. for all the civilians. 
 There won't be any "I'm still full from T'giving turkey" from me, no siree.  I'll be 
ready to rock and roll.  Get it, Rock, roll?  haha, yeah, I've been on that damn 
mountain.  Seen the rocks and managed a few rolls too.  I'm bringin' "HOOAH" to 
the party. 
  
Since you have 12 runners at this point, it only seems fitting that I be number 13!  
In fact, I WELCOME the fact that I will be the number 13, 13 doesn't scare me, it's 
just a Baker's Dozen, it's not unlucky, is it?  It isn't isn't it?  No really, just tell me 
the truth, I can take it.  Oh, what the heck, I ain't skeered, bring it on, that's me, big 
ol' NUMBER 13! 
  
I, Joel, having already sworn to support and defend the Constitution of the United 
States and defend our country against all enemies, both foreign and domestic, do 
solemnly swear that I  will never whine (cuss maybe), complain, bitch, moan or 
otherwise discredit the others that have so bravely gone before me in the pursuit of 
the Holy Grail of all that Ultra Runners call sacred, the cut off time.  
  
Joel 
 
There once was a boy named Jonny, 
Some thought him a little too scrawny, 
But with a bit of persistence  
He’d cover the distance 
And he never once cried for him mommy. 
 
Now with regards to the trail, I’ll tell you a tale of a similar boy on a run, 



And how with only a knife he dared risk his life to do a deed that no one had done. 
See there was this peak of which people speak that had a path that no one could find, 
And while several had tried and all but one died, the challenge remained on his mind.   
 
So he set out to climb at the twelve o’clock chime and he left with the moon as his guide, 
And though your chances are best if you attack from the west a clear advantage he spied, 
On the east of the beast stood a thin, narrow crease which ran nearly clear to the crest, 
If he could find his way to it, he’d shimmy up through it and be crowned the best of the 
best. 
 
So through the forest he ran, true to his plan toward the chute of an old waterfall, 
And the fear of th’unknown chilled him to the bone but he stopped not a moment at all. 
And though his lungs burned his feet continued to turn as the terrain turned increasingly 
tough 
The vegetation now thicker he strained to move quicker lest he slowed and be caught in 
the stuff. 
 
Then in a blink of an eye the moon in the sky showed its light on that tall mountain’s 
face, 
And he trudged ahead as his arms and legs bled from the green overgrowth in that place.   
When he finally broke through, it was half past two and he still had a mountain to scale. 
So he caught is breath as he sneered at Death and set out where many had failed.    
 
Against one side of the chute he placed his patoot and on the other positioned his feet, 
Till he hung in the air in a daring dare and inched upward like he sat on a seat.   
The first meters were easy but the air became breezy as he moved himself higher and 
higher, 
And halfway to the top he came to a stop as his back burned and his toes became tired. 
 
And 500 feet high he thought he might die when he felt a cool drop on his nose, 
Several more on his arms increased his alarm for he sat where the waterfall flows.   
And the water did flow, it flowed over his toes, down his back and into his pants, 
Yet his course he stayed up the cascade as this path was his only chance.  
 
Now some will defend that he died right then, and it’s true, rushing water is strong. 
But please realize that people tell lies even though they don’t know that they’re wrong.   
See I’m Johnny too, and I’ve climbed a few of tall mountains including this one. 
I took the same route that you just read about but I climbed in the afternoon sun.   
And at the top was a book and I took a look and the only entry read “Jon.”   
So I added my name, which was the same, took in the view and was gone.   
 
So as you can see and I’m sure you’ll agree, Mr. Race Director John S., 
I come from a line of the adventuresome kind and our kind is the best of the best. 
My name is Jon C. and I happen to be of the Jonathan species of John. 
And I’d like to race, so please save me a space, in your mysterious mystery run.   
 
Jonathan Crosson 
 



This is not an essay, it is a persuasive list of reasons I should be allowed  
to participate in this unusual and intriguing competition planned for  
November 26th. 
 
1) I am the former president of the pretigious Women's Galloping Antelope  
Squad, Montana branch. 
 
2) I am the 2004 champion of the Summer Beer Olympics 
 
3) I hold seven blue ribbons (1988-1994) in the Missoula County Fair  
three-legged race 
 
4) I can hold my breath for exactly one and a half minutes 
 
5) Sara Verga and I have a "high stakes" bet on who can finish first 
 
6) Please just let me... 
 
 
Teryn Bentley 
of the terynbentley@hotmail.com email address 
 
 

November 2, 2004 

Dearest John and Richard, revered geriatric ambassadors of ultra running, 

I’m writing to request entrance into the mystery run. As an employee of 
Earthplan, I have been doing some informal research into the planning process 
of this supposed challenging run. Because of my presence in the office, I have 
access to Richard’s phone conversations, and am also informed of the time he 
has spent on the trail working out this course.  

As of November 2, I have calculated that you and Richard have spent a grand 
total of 35 hours over the last month TALKING about the mystery run, and a 
scant 1.8 hours actually on the trail planning up this "scary" run.  

From these numbers, I’m left to conclude that this tough run is merely an excuse 
by the organizers to slack off at work. Also, with only 1.8 hours spent on the 
mountain for planning, it seems likely to me that the toughest route possible will 
be a lap or two up hogs back. So if that is all it is, I may just as well be slacking 
off, using Earthplan company time and a Earthplan computer to write this 
application for a jog or two up the ol’ hogs back.  

See you slackers after Turkey Day for a fun run that’s more talk than anything..... 



Sincerely, 

Sara Verga 

 

Midnight Madness Director, 
 
I have sent this before but understand you have not 
received it.  I trust that now I am too late to 
apply to be accepted.  
 
 
 
Preface 
or 
Preliminary Words of Questionable Elucidation. 
 
Holding on desperately to small root, my feet dug 
into the crumbling red dirt, I looked out on the 
opposite wall of the valley glowing in the early 
evening light.  It was somewhat disturbing to see 
only ferns and rock extending endlessly downward, 
the valley floor lost in mist. How far down, how 
much more we needed to descend was uncertain.  The 
stream could be heard but not yet seen.  The 
waterfall that had recently come into view as we 
edged our way down a subtle ridge fell from the 
heavens and dropped toward the center of the earth. 
We clung there, my hiking buddy and I, breathing 
hard, wondering what course to take.    There was no 
question of climbing back out;  we had already slid 
down too many dirt slopes, dropping to catch hold of 
dwarfed trees or roots like the one that now 
afforded me so precarious a hold.   The unspoken 
question was when would we find the same sheer 
cliffs I gazed out on beneath us, blocking our 
decent, trapping us in a nightmare with no 
particularly pleasant exit.    I looked into the 
depths of the valley feeling absolutely no 
confidence in finishing the day in even poor health. 
     
 
Fighting a growing terror, I tried to ignore the 
vertigo mixed with a need to evacuate, and a 
tightening in my gut caused by the fleeing of my 
testis to a point around my kidneys.  I  suppressed 
the urge to just whine and cry to God that if he got 
me out of this I would never be so damn stupid 
again; for I knew that God, if called on to look 
down at my hopeless predicament, would simply burst 
into a thunderous rolling laughter and fall of his 
throne amazed that yet again man had proved stupider 
than he was ever created to be. No, God need not 
know about this I thought to myself as I looked out 



and down seeing fewer and fewer trees in my 
projected path to the bottom.   I’d likely be facing 
him soon enough, no need to draw attention to myself 
just yet. 
 
There was no reason to wait for help.  We were so 
far back in the bush, so isolated that even if 
people decided to look for us we would never be 
found.  The only thing to do was to continue to 
slide downward, hoping to beat the night, hoping to 
find a way  to the stream before darkness made it 
impossible to get off the valley wall;  betting our 
failing luck against the growing probability of 
coming to a sheer drop or some missed foothold that 
would tumble us toward the unseen valley floor.   
 
30 years later I still wake up at night clinging to 
that root,  staring out at the sheer drop of the 
cliff across from me; the sweat still forms on my 
brow, the panic lurking like a goblin in my mind.  I 
get a queasy feelings while trail running when I 
happen to gaze across a ravine and see that 
unmistakable pattern of fern and crumbly black rock 
that forms on the high cliff walls of tropical 
valleys; and I find myself once again clinging to 
that steepness wondering how I will get my ass down.     
 
I have a firm rule I follow now.  I never ever go 
into a valley on a path that I have not climbed up; 
I never leave a ridge trail for the uncertain 
future of a slide into the darkness of lush tropical 
canyons.   I believe have some honestly sound reasons. 
 
Now, given my blatant fear of reenacting the 
nightmare trek of my youth,   I have to say that I 
am putting a great deal of trust in the organizers 
of this little bit of hiking insanity,  and I am 
assuming we are all aware of the potential perils of 
even the most peaceful of  tropical valleys,  and 
they, the schemers, given that awareness,  have 
attempted, as best as possible, to secure us from 
such true perils.      
 
I am not however, so naïve as to believe that the 
same organizers do not have a very sick sense of 
humor, a dark side, that will be more than willing 
to place me in the most miserable of circumstances, 
that will take unmitigated glee in directing me into 
places and predicaments that leave me wet, muddy, 
bleeding and generally worn out.   In fact I expect 
this, and to some extent welcome it,  for I believe 
this is my one chance to actually win a race; aside, 
of course, from that one occasion where I was the 
only one dim witted enough to turn out for the 
annual Waimea to Hilo  Na Alapa Mohala  run.   
 



 
The Application 
or  
Words in No Particular Order or Meaning. 
 
Until recently I  judged my life on the assumption 
that as long as one kept moving one was in the 
process of finding success.  I spent years traveling 
from one side of the mainland to the other.  A 
human ping pong ball, so to speak.  All in the name 
of success.  After all  the assumption was that if 
the I was traveling, moving, then I must be doing 
something right.  However in the end the only real 
skills I acquired by this rapid motion  were the 
ability to walk into any pitch dark  motel room, and 
find my way to the bathroom based solely on the 
chain of hotel which I had checked into, and the 
athletic ability to contort myself into a sleeping 
position on two seats, not three, of any airliner.   
 
This all changed when I realized I had developed a 
liking for airline food, and had begun to hoard the 
tiny bags of peanuts and mouth fodder distributed 
while a-wing.  Of course it may not have been these 
particular facts that set me on my course, but they 
were the indicators of a life gone bad.   
 
The actual incident, like many such changes in an 
individual’s life, was actually a minor event.   
 
I was on a flight from Abilene to Lax  in the 
company of a cretin who believed himself my 
superior.  We had settled into to one of those 
hoping kind of flights that bump endlessly across 
the west from one worthless city to the next.   
 
It was our fortune that on one particular leg we 
were greeted with that Flight Attendant mantra 
‘Chicken or Pasta’.  Knowing the foibles of the 
airline we traveled I chose the chicken; for the 
pasta,  penne pasta at that, was coated in a viscous 
sludge that could work its way through a human gut 
at rates faster than a speeding bullet.  My 
superior, and I use the term most loosely, as one 
might call a Pekinese a dog, chose the pasta.  
However when the trays arrived, and the attendant 
had fled, he insisted he was the one who had chosen 
the chicken and I the pasta.    
 
“Its penne pasta!  Farfalle or fusilli perhaps, but 
not penne,” I said amazed at the man’s lack of 
understanding of what pasta was truly suited for the 
imitation sauce being served. 
 
“ I ordered the chicken, you get the pasta.  Tough 
luck.  Here have a few extra bags of nuts, ”  he 



snickered in reply. 
 
“I don’t want the nuts,  you can eat them,” I said 
tersely realizing how angry I had to be to pass up 
three mini bags of Lightly Salted Planter’s Dry Roast. 
 
“Whatever.  The chicken’s mine.   Gimme.”  Said the 
dwarf   as he scarfed down brown green flecks of 
rotted leaves that passed for the salad.     
 
“And the nuts you want the nuts too don’t you.” 
 
“Nahh, jus gimme da chicken.” 
 
“Here,” I said passing him the little oval foil 
wrapped plastic dish.  “Here’s the chicken.  And the 
nuts too. 
 
“Don’t wan the nuts.  Jus da chicken. Gimmie. You 
eat da nuts, eh?”  he giggled as he tore the foil 
from the plate and began chugging the small pieces 
of dead brown poultry.  
 
I stared at him, then slipped the buckle on the 
belt, and with a practiced move raised the lap tray 
with one hand while sliding my tray into the vacant 
seat between us.   
 
Just what happened in those brief seconds is unclear 
to me.  I remember holding the three mini bags of  
Lightly Salted Planter’s Dry Roasted Peanuts before 
his face,   I remember insisting that he eat them.  
I may have said more, I likely did, but I can not 
remember.  Shortly thereafter I found myself sitting 
in my seat,  my associate staring at me wide-eyed a 
mini  bag of Planter’s light salted dry Roast still 
hanging out of his mouth.   
 
The lady across the isle from  me shook her head in 
agreement.    
 
“I saw him steal your chicken,” she said.  “You 
should have shoved the pasta down his throat too.   
Serve the bastid right, the pasta is the pits.  I’ve 
rid this one before.”   
 
It was a small victory at the end of long hopeless 
war;  and shortly thereafter I found myself once 
again washed up on Hawaiian shores having been 
riffed in favor of men whose primary qualification 
was that they were ‘Wisconsin Natives’;  white puffy 
dull witted fellows of somewhat inbred German 
heritage who believe that putting foam replications 
of cheese wedges on their heads is the height of 
hilarity.     
 



Anyway, arriving back in Pairadice I was determined 
that life would change.   I would no longer spend my 
time moving fast in no particular direction.  I 
would cease to get nowhere fast.    I resolved that 
if I was stuck on the hamster wheel of life I would 
at least move slowly;  that getting nowhere at a 
much reduced rate of speed was a much preferred reality. 
 
Now I’m sure you are wondering what all this has to 
do with an application for a place in the night 
sojourn being planned.   I realize that I can be 
accused of spending a great deal of time addressing 
issues of no particular relevance to the coming 
night madness. 
However I do, in fact, have a purpose 
 
The Hypothesis is Stated 
Or 
Meaningless Drivel in Scientific Attire   
 
The evening outing promises to conform to the long 
term goals I have set for myself.  That is to say 
that it likely involves moving over a short distance 
at a very reduced rate of speed.  It fulfills my 
life goal of going nowhere very slowly.    
 
Secondly, given my historical intimacy with the 
lesser attractions of the valleys and ravines we 
frequent, I am hopeful that my reticence to engage 
in suicidal journeys will be viewed as a positive 
aspect of my personality.  After all,  it is easy to 
direct us all off a cliff in the dark of night,  and 
not so easy,  given the type of fellows I have 
recently associated with in HURT, to find 
individuals unlikely to jump into a ravine simply 
because that’s the way the ‘arrow’ points.  
 
Finally, I believe that my stubborn, ox like, 
temperament, and relative thickness of skin will 
aide me achieving the questionable goal of a finish 
in this race.  I believe I can go all night if 
that’s what it takes; and I am stupid enough to 
think the mosquitoes and thorns are an acceptable 
part of any night time jaunt.    
 
The evening entertainment is likely a race where 
speed,  athletic ability, agility and quickness of 
thought, will be  subjugated to brutish 
determination, pig headedness, and a dull awareness 
of one’s dismal surroundings;  that rare instance in 
racing where the qualities of the ox rise above 
those of the rabbit;  where the hare meets his match 
in the tortoise.   
 
If I am accepted then I believe that not only can I 
finish, but I have a very good chance of winning 



because I am convinced that I am the most ox like, 
brutish and pigheaded applicant for the honor of 
entering this midnight madness.  Therefore Victory 
may be mine because I may simply be the last one to 
realize how miserable a venture it has become.      
           

 

Dear John, 
 
So it is that I find myself wanting for a new adventure but 
not knowing where it may appear.  That is how these things 
come about in my life.  For the most part, I suit up and 
show up for the day and let it take me on my merry way. 
Now, it seems, that we have arrived at the creative 
endeavors of the H.U.R.T. trail runners and once again I am 
at the mercy of my whims.  
 
I have had limited success at ultra endurance events but 
what I think qualifies me to participate in the “Full Moon 
Magical Mystery Tour” more than what I have or have not 
achieved in the past is that which I believe can be achieved.  
Why I am associated with the rag-tag group ultra runners is 
largely due the conviviality and comradery while exposed 
(some are more exposed than others) to the elements; 
elements in this case being natural (an occasional full moon) 
and human (one too many puns, an occasional forgotten 
punch line or the vocal irregularities of a popular rap song.) 
 
Ponder this as you decide who will or will not be chosen: 

“Moon Song” by Robert Service 

The sky is like a vasty cup 
Of violet, and staring up, 
Plumb in the middle like a spoon 
Of silver I behold the moon. 
It looks so cute, so cool, so calm, 
As if id did not care a damn 
For human worms the likes of us, - 
I really don't suppose it does. 



"Alas, poor man!" it seems to say; 
"Alack, the hapless human race! 
Frail creatures of an empty day, 
Who come and go and leave no trace! 
I knew your world before you were; 
I'll know it when you cease to be; 
And by my scorn you may infer 
My sense of your futility." 

Then to the moon I made reply: 
"Of course I see your point of view, 
Just now you dominate the sky, 
But one day we'll be boss of you. 
We scan you through a mighty glass, 
Of your geography, recorders, 
And one day it will come to pass 
We'll run excursions to your boarders. 

"Yes, Mister Moon, you've got us right, 
And yet I think you will agree, 
Our transitoriness despite, 
That clever little brutes are we, 
We may be vapid, vague and vain; 
Our species may be doomed to cease . . . 
Yes, Moon, salute the human brain, 
Creation's masterpiece! 
 
 
Robert Service once said, “The only society I like is that 
which is rough and tough - and the tougher the better. 
That's where you get down to bedrock and meet human 
people."  He was not a poet’s poet and his obituary the 
Pittsburgh Sun-Telegraph of Sept. 16, 1958 read: Fancy-Dan 
dilettantes will dispute the description "great." He was a 
people's poet. To the people he was great. They understood 
him, and knew that any verse carrying the by-line of Robert 
W. Service would be a lilting thing, clear, clean and power-
packed, beating out a story with a dramatic intensity that 
made the nerves tingle.  
 



I pledge not to whine, complain or sue when I fall, get lost 
or become disoriented.  I am not a runner’s runner, though, 
if accepted for this challenge I will be lilting, clear, clean and 
power-packed, beating out a trail with a dramatic intensity 
that will make the nerves tingle.  
 
Rex 
 
Dear Race Director, 
I am fully qualified for this event for the following reasons: 
1. Don Fallis thinks that I should do this. 
2. I am fully capable of finishing last in any event without the  
slightest hint of whining or complaining. 
3. I really do have navigational skills for land, sea, and air. 
4. I am extremely  durable. 
5. I get lost in parking lots; so, I hope there is not a parking lot  
involved. 
6. I love any opportunity to wander around in the dark for 12 hours. 
 
Thank you for the opportunity to enter this event. 
 
 
Michael Adams 

 
 
 
           

 
 
 
  
  
 


