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Message From President George Peterka

I wish to thank Susy Chandler and all the volunteers who helped put on the Full mOOn 50K/25K
Run. We had great weather and a record breaking 405 participants. It was a great race as
always.
I wish to remind everyone that AURA memberships expire on July 1st so please check
http://www.runarkansas.com/AURAmembers.htm to see if your membership has expired. If your
name is BLACK then you are good till 6/30/2017. If your name is RED then your membership
has expired. Please encourage your trail running friends to get registered too!
If you want your results from the Full mOOn 50K to count for UTS points you better sign up for
UTS right now! The rules say that you must sign up before the race but I'll give you a little
leeway.
Big congratulations go out to PoDog Vogler for finishing the Hardrock 100 in 41:08:09. I was
watching him on the live runner tracking. He was wearing a GPS chip and you could see his
race number move along the course in real time. It looks so easy when someone else is doing it!
Have a happy summer and enjoy global warming!

Upcoming

Events

You Don’t Want To Miss Out On The Fun!

Mount Nebo Trail Run
Dardanelle, Arkansas
Saturday, August 27, 2016
7:00am

Miscellaneous Information:
● Distance: 14 miles (approximate)
● Starts at 7:00 am from the top of Mt. Nebo, in the parking lot near the pool and camping
area. Mt. Nebo is about three miles west of Dardanelle on Hwy 155.
● There is no application or entry fee. There may be some form of receptacle into which a
donation would be appropriate to show appreciation for those administering the run
and/or providing food and aid.
● This is a lowkey eventa "fun run". Please keep your own time and sign in at the finish.
● Race contact: Tom Aspel 4798574527
● Race #2 in the 20162017 AURA Ultra Trail Series
Post Run:
● The pavilion by the pool is reserved for the race until 2 pm.
● The organizers will have some hamburgers and watermelon at the finish. First come, first
served. You might want to bring drinks.
● Showers are available on top; the pool will be open at 11:00am  $3 fee to swim
Camping and Lodging Information:
● Camping options: Campsites with water and electricity; Bench trail camping with no
facilities.
● Cabins are also available. Capacities from 4 to 8 people.
● For information contact Mt. Nebo: mountnebo@arkansas.com or 18002642458 or (479)
2293655
Register In Advance:
● http://www.runarkansas.com/MtNeboRun.htm

20th
Wedding Anniversary
Celebration

Come Help us Celebrate our 20th Anniversary
Once upon a time there lived a Fair Maiden who loved to run.
More than anything in the world she wanted to meet someone who
loved running as much as she did and would treat her like a princess.
One year at the Arkansas Traveller 100, due to circumstances beyond
anyone’s control the Knight that was to pace her was injured.
He introduced the Maiden to a Knight new to ultrarunning, who paced her
instead.
The Knight and Maiden spent the time running under the moonlight and
getting to know each other. They had the best time together.
Even though their kingdoms were far apart they saw each other as much as
possible and fell in love.
The Fair Maiden was really a princess. She asked her Father the King, if he
would dub the Knight a prince so they could marry. The King gladly
approved and the Prince and Princess lived happily ever after – Thanks
Dave
On this day we will renew our vows to my best friend
The one who shares my Dreams, Life and Love
Stan Ferguson
&
Chrissy Ferguson
We hope that you will join in this celebration
On Saturday, October eighth
Two thousand and sixteen
At six o’clock in the evening
Girl Scout Building off Hwy 324
Perryville, Arkansas
R.S.V.P
Chrissy Ferguson  (501)4729162 or Stanchrissy100@att.net
Please bring an appetizer (NO desserts) Beer, Wine, Soft Drinks and
Dancing will be provided – NO Gifts  Just your blessings

Arkansas Traveller 100 Notes
Stan Ferguson
We’re about six weeks away from the 26th annual AT100! There’s something going
on with the administration of the race almost yearround, but this is when things
really start to pick up. A few pieces of information:
Yes—the race is full!

We initially reached the maximum on June 24th. About ten

folks have gotten in since that time due to cancellations. There is currently a
waitlist of over 30 more runners waiting in the wings.
We are still looking for volunteers for various roles.

If you are interested in

helping, contact Chrissy (AT100@RunArkansas.com) and/or Susy
(su_phi@yahoo.com).
There are no official Heart of the Traveller runs this year.

One reason for their

demise is to reduce the race’s (and the club’s) exposure to permit
infractions—which could jeopardize future events in the area.

But we have also

recognized that lots of people get together for their own training runs in the area
anyway, making the HoT runs less of a necessary fixture.

2016 Full Moon 25k
By Rita Speas

Everything about the Full Moon 25K was turning
out to be perfect, and then with the last aid
station in sight, just in front of me, I looked up at
it, caught my toe on a rock and did basically a
face plant. I was vertical one second and flat the
next, no slow motion going down, trying to catch
myself, just flat on the ground. I couldn’t finish,
and I was so mad at myself, so disappointed.
The rain that had moved through at 4:00 really
cooled off things, and there was a breeze. It was
actually pleasant! Jimmy, Dianne, and Kimmy
registered for the 50K, so they started at 7:00.
Ernie was there with his family team, and Noelle
was there with a few of her Outback ladies, all for
the 25K. We started, and it felt good, so I ran
mostly by myself since members of my usual
running group were all dispersed elsewhere for
different reasons, and I was a little ahead of
Ernie and Noelle. The road was in really good
shape, better than last year. I ran until about
3.5 miles with the steep hill. Then, started fast
walking hills and running the rest. I got to
turnaround a little under 2 hours, so I knew I
was doing OK (for me!) and should finish faster
than last year, although that wasn’t a goal! My
toe with the blister was doing well, Nikes vs
Hokas were a good choice, my GPS was working,
Body Glide was good, no issues at all, and most
importantly, I felt great. I saw and chatted with
others through the course of the run—all was
well!
When I fell, I knew I hit my chin and my
forehead even though I had somehow broken my
fall a little—proof by the pebbles in my hands and
my jammed little finger. I could see lots of blood
as I wiped my face. So…I walked on into the aid
station and they began cleaning up my wounds.
Kudos to the people there—they were so helpful
with the sad shape I was in! At that point, I was
expecting to resume. They were getting
bandaids on me and I had ice on my face. Then,
I started getting nauseous, I’m sure because of
the amount of blood I had lost in addition to
being sweaty, etc. Ernie and Noelle both
stopped. Noelle sent Gary text and called and
left vm for him to come get me. I didn’t really
want to do that, but my lip was swollen and I
was too nauseous to speak much—she thought I
was in bad shape, as in disoriented, but I just
couldn’t talk well! I wanted to finish, but rode

in the SAG wagon back in, just a little over 4
miles, mostly downhill.
Of course I got attention back at camp because I
looked so bad. And then I went into the
restroom and saw my face. Good grief. I wiped
off some of the dirt on my legs, and then dabbed
off the scrapes a little and it stung! Susy had me
check in with the EMS guys, and they asked
questions, but since I was relatively OK, they
didn’t do more. I was feeling a little better,
talked with Ernie, he offered to drive me home,
but I felt OK, wasn’t sleepy, sent Gary a text,
and drove home.
When I got home, Gary had just seen the texts
and heard Noelle’s message. He helped me
check it out. I wasn’t going to pull off the
bandaids, but really wanted to see how bad it
was. When I took off the one over my eyebrow,
wow, I had a gouge, and we knew I needed
stitches. We were afraid to wait until daylight.
So, I told Gary I was OK to drive, no need to get
Byron up. So, I left our house at 2:15 for Baptist
ER, got right in. They agreed about stitches, and
I got 4. They cleaned up a couple of the worse
abrasions on my right arm. I was back home at
4:15—wow, again! I was so sleepy and hungry,
but the bed won—I fell into it with my clothes on,
didn’t wake up Gary.
I got my face cleaned up a little more Sunday,
took Advil and a shower trying to keep the
stitches dry. I had a couple of bad bruises
emerging on my face, and my right eye would
swell so much during the night that I couldn’t
wear contacts for a few days. The following
Friday, I got the stitches removed, and the other
abrasions and cuts continued to improve. So,
within 2 weeks I was basically healed, much
faster than if I had actually broken something.
I know I was lucky not to have worse injuries
than I had, and am so grateful to friends and
other runners who were concerned and assisted.
I’m still so irritated with myself for falling, but
glad I’m close to “normal” again. Will I do it
again? Sure, I love the race!

2016 Full Moon
Photos Courtesy of FB Highjacking

2016 Full Moon 50k
By Sara Pilgrim

It’s crazy looking back on this year at all the
places my running journey has taken me. This
time last year, I was still just playing with the
idea of signing up for my first marathon. Today, I
sit on my couch sore, chafed, tired, and happily
reflecting on my first trail 50k last night.
A couple months ago, right after the Joplin
Marathon, I wrote about my first trail running
experience at the Catsmacker Fun Run. Shortly
after that, I got online and signed up on a whim
for the Full mOOn 50k coming up in July. What
can I say? I had the postrace blues with nothing
on the calendar until Route 66 in November. Full
mOOn was right here in Arkansas just an hour
away, and registration was a steal at only $40!
I had no idea at the time what wonderful
experiences and new friends this decision would
bring to me over the next several weeks of
training. Trail running scared me. I was afraid of
tripping and falling, afraid of being alone in
remote locations with spotty cell service and
limited access to water, afraid simply because it
was new to me and I didn’t know if I would be
any good at it. Fortunately for a trail newbie like
me, it turns out that Arkansas has an amazingly
supportive running community. After meeting
some fellow runners at Catsmacker, I was quickly
added to several Facebook groups where runners
would post about upcoming trail runs. And just
about every weekend that I needed to get a long
run in to train for Full mOOn, I was able to find
others to train with. Getting those trail miles in
gave me the confidence I needed to toe the Full
mOOn start line without being completely
terrified.
I left early the day of the race to make sure that
I had plenty of time to find a parking place and
pick up my packet. I shouldn’t have worried.
Packet pickup was very smooth and efficient. I
was pleasantly surprised to find that the building
secured for our use was air conditioned, and had
real bathrooms! And the race organizers went
above and beyond in making sure we had
everything we might need. There were mini
Ziploc baggies full of salt tablets spread across a
table inside, plenty of bugspray cans on a table
outside, and even flushable wet wipes in the
bathrooms. Seriously, they thought of
everything!

I was thrilled to see so many familiar faces from
my training runs leading up to this event. I
parked right behind Wes and Tee, the sweet
couple I had run with on this very trail several
weeks ago. (That was the run where we rescued

a stray puppy who ended up finding a home for
all the way in Washington D.C.,
but that’s a story for another
day!) I quickly found my friend
Cymber who had introduced me
to the LOViT trail near Hot
Springs, and Shelley who I’d
run the same trail with a week
later. And there were Lisa,
Andi, Melanie, and the rest of
the amazing runners training
for the Arkansas Traveller 100,
who I’d joined for a training
run near Lake Winona just a
couple weeks ago. And there
were Jodi, Wendy, and Sherry,
the Conway runners who I’d
met my first day trail running
at the Catsmacker; they were
running the 25k, but made a
special trip to the 50k start line to wish me good
luck. It was amazing that I’d only lived in
Arkansas a couple months, yet already I felt like
I was part of a big, happy, trailrunning family
reunion. I guess that’s just what an amazing
running community Arkansas has, and I feel so
blessed to have become a part of it!

2016 Full Moon 50k
By Sara Pilgrim

Soon, it was time to start. I smiled when I saw a
text from Joshua wishing me good luck. (I wished
he could have been here, but he was hard at
work laying the new laminate floors I’d been
begging for ever since we moved to Arkansas.
Yep… I know I have a pretty awesome husband!)
We departed from the start area at 7:00pm.
Since it was the middle of summer, that gave us
a couple hours before the sun went down. As
promised, it was hot and very humid, and there
was thunder rumbling in the distance. But so far
it hadn’t rained on us, so we went on as planned.
I ended up running with Melanie, who has
actually honored me with a request to pace her
for a section of the AT100! I was happy to have
this opportunity to do a little training together.
Having someone to stick with helped take my
mind off the difficulty of the run. Even in those
early miles, it wasn’t easy. The air was moist and
heavy, and no matter how deeply you breathed it
never felt like you were getting quite enough
oxygen. I’d been having stomach issues all day
due to prerace nerves, and I’d only been
running a few minutes before my side started
cramping up. I gritted my teeth and ran through
it. I might have to drop before the night was
over, but I knew I could at least make it through
this mile. Just finish the mile you’re in…. that was
a mantra I repeated to myself many times before
the night was over.
We ran about a mile before the pavement gave
way to the gravel forest road. This stretch was
the very same route I had run with Wes and Tee,
and it was comforting seeing familiar landmarks.
I passed the time chatting with Melanie about the
last time I’d run here, carrying a tiny puppy in
my arms. Before I knew it, we had made it to the
first aid station. I had heard that trail aid stations
are extravagant compared to the
waterandgatorade aid stations typical of road
races, and I was not disappointed. Spread out on
these tables was a veritable feast including
several different kinds of soda, pickle slices,
pretzels, skittles, and just about every kind of
salty or sweet snack you can imagine. I am
usually not a pickle person, but with the amount
I was sweating, I knew I could use the extra
electrolytes. I gratefully grabbed a couple pickle
slices, and thought they were the best thing I’d
ever tasted!

But my favorite part of the aid stations were the
huge coolers of ICE! I was so thankful for the
volunteers who grabbed the bottles from my
hydration pack as I ran up to the aid station,
quickly replenishing them with generous amounts
of ice and water. Sipping on ice cold water and
Tailwind made the hot miles so much more
tolerable. I even asked a volunteer if there was
enough ice to stuff into my sports bra. She
laughed and said yes, and that I wasn’t even the
first runner who had asked her that today!
Then we were off again. I refused to think about
the entire distance we had left to cover. I stayed
focused on the more manageable goal of making
it to the next aid station. The hills were brutal,
and many of the steeper ones forced us to slow
to a walk. But despite the difficult course, I was
thoroughly enjoying the beautiful scenery and
the peacefulness of being in the middle of the
forest. Gradually the sun started to sink, and
caused the light to fade to a dim golden green as
it sent its last beams through the treetops. When
we reached the aid station at the 25k
turnaround, it was really starting to get dark, and
people were turning on their headlamps. This aid
station was my favorite, featuring music and a
disco ball that projected a colorful light show
onto the surrounding trees. I spotted one of the
volunteers wearing a Marathon Maniacs singlet,
and she and I had fun complimenting each
other’s attire!
After we departed, Melanie realized that the
buckle of her hydration pack had somehow
broken. We ran for a little while after the aid
station without the buckle, but the pack was
swinging around too much and she had to drop.
At this point, I was on my own. I could usually
see a a headlamp or two in the distance ahead of
me or behind me, but there were parts of the run
during which I couldn’t hear or see anyone at all.
Being unaccustomed to running in the dark, I
managed to trip over a rock shortly after
nightfall. I ended up with some minor scratches
and bruises, but thankfully my worst injury was

2016 Full Moon 50k
By Sara Pilgrim

only to my pride. Hoping no one had seen me, I
jumped up and continued on, scanning the
ground ahead of me ever more carefully for
potential hazards.
At this point, my usually positive attitude towards
running was starting to waver. I was alone and
didn’t have anyone to talk to. Since the sun had
gone down, I didn’t even have the pretty scenery
to distract me. I had a few moments when I
wondered why on earth I was doing this. The
wateronly aid station at mile 11.5 did little to
break the monotony. At some point, my pity
party was interrupted by another runner who
caught up with me saying that her flashlight
wasn’t working. This was one of my biggest fears
about doing a nighttime race, so I had actually
packed an extra flashlight in my hydration pack. I
was glad to lend it to her. Even if I wasn’t having
the best race myself, at least I could help make it
better for someone else. She thanked me
profusely and headed on her way, having a bit
more energy and speed in her than I did at this
point. And I found myself alone in the dark again.
Finally, I could see lights in the distance. I had
made it to the turnaround aid station at mile
15.5! It was amazing how seeing those lights
boosted my spirits after miles of running in the
dark. This was the most extravagant aid station
yet. They had just about every snack and
beverage you can imagine. And there was a row
of camping chairs I didn’t dare to sit down in,
knowing that I would never want to get back up.
I scarfed down a slice of cold watermelon and
several more pickles. I chatted with the
volunteers and with other runners, putting off the
inevitability of heading back out into the dark.
But I knew that the longer I stayed here, the
longer it would be before I finished. So after a
few minutes of rest and refueling, I reluctantly
strapped my hydration pack back on and hit the
road again.
Again, I was alone. I considered how different
this was from my road marathons, in which there
were always other runners around, and usually
plenty of spectators cheering from the sidelines.
In my road races, I almost never took long
walking breaks; out here in the forest, they were
a necessity for getting up steep hills and taking
drinks from my water bottle without falling on my
face. During a road race, my primary focus was

to maintain a certain pace; here on the trail, all I
was worried about was staying hydrated and
conserving enough energy to finish, no matter
how long it might take me. Despite my slow
progress, I was pleasantly surprised to discover
that I was actually on pace to finish well under
cutoff. That was when I knew I could do this. I
didn’t have to go fast, I just had to keep moving
forward. And I made up my mind that I was
going to enjoy myself in the process!
And even in the darkness, it turned out there was
still plenty of nature to enjoy. It had been cloudy
all evening. But finally the clouds broke, and I
got a glimpse through the treetops of the
sparkling white moon for which this race was
named. I stopped and tried to get a picture with
my phone, but my foggedup lens did no justice
to the beauty of that sky. A little further down
the road, I spotted a salamander walking across
the trail. I’ve found many salamanders under
rocks and logs, but this was the first time I’d
seen one out and about. I’d heard stories from
other runners about copperheads encountered on
this trail and wondered if I would see one. I
wasn’t disappointed, and found one crossing the
road a couple miles past
the salamander. I stopped
to snap a picture of the
little fellow; then he went
his way, and I went mine. I
also spotted a possum who
looked very confused by my
bright light shining in his
face.
It seemed to take forever to make it back to the
8 mile aid station, but finally I could hear the
music and see the colorful disco ball lights in the
distance. The lights had been fun to look at when
I came through the first time at dusk, but they
were simply spectacular after another long leg of
my journey in the dark. I didn’t stay too long,
because I could almost taste the finish line with
so many miles behind me, and I was ready to be
done! By the time I made it to the 3.5 mile aid
station, I could tell that I was chafing pretty
badly on my thigh and under my hydration pack,
so I gratefully applied some of the Vaseline
they’d set out for us on the table. I also popped

2016 Full Moon 50k
By Sara Pilgrim

a couple of Aleve… I wasn’t in any more pain
than usual for this long of a run, but it was there
and I figured it couldn’t hurt. I thanked the
volunteers, and set out for the last leg of the
journey.
After a distance that seemed much further than
the couple miles it was, I felt the gravel beneath
my feet give way to a harder surface. I was back
on the pavement! I knew I was almost finished
now! I won’t say that my exhausted legs were
capable of working up a sprint, but they did
manage a slightly faster clip than I’d been
running for the past several miles. I even caught
up with a couple other runners, and we
exchanged words of encouragement as I passed
by.

When I got home at about 3:30am, my muscles
were so stiff that I could barely hobble into the
house. And I had chafed so badly from my
hydration pack that I couldn’t bring myself to
face the shower; a quick sponge bath before bed
would have to do. Okay… maybe I was just a
little crazy for voluntarily doing all of this to
myself. But when I finally collapsed into bed next
to my sweet husband and started drifting off to
sleep, I was already wondering… when can I do
this again?

At long last, there it was… the right hand turn
leading down the hill to the finish! I was
thoroughly exhausted, and don’t think I’ve ever
been so grateful to cross a finish line. Melanie
was there to congratulate me. Wes and Tee were
waiting for me too, even though Tee had finished
the 25k several hours earlier. Once again, I was
so thankful to be part of such an encouraging,
supportive community of runners. I had only
known these people a few weeks, yet I felt like I
was among family.
Then came the hour long drive back home. I was
grateful for the Starbucks Double Shot can I’d
had the foresight to throw in my cooler earlier
that day (wait – actually earlier YESTERDAY!) It
was over. The race I had intermittently looked
forward to, dreaded, and wondered multiple
times over the past couple of months if I would
be able to finish at all. It was a very different
experience from my road races. It even went a
lot differently than I expected my first trail race
would go, since I didn’t think I would run so
much of it alone. But it was a good kind of
different. This race made me realize anew that
this body God has given me is capable of so
much more than I give it credit for. It can take
me on amazing adventures if simply have the
courage to start, laying aside my fears and
trusting God to carry me through the journey.

My legs at the end of 50 kilometers. The best kind of
dirty, beat up, and exhausted!

2016 Full Moon Results
20162017 Race #1

50k Results

50k Results Continued

25k Results

25k Results Continued

Message From The Editor   Stacey Shaver

I hope you all enjoyed this edition of the AURA Newsletter. Thank you to Sara
and Rita for your race report contributions. It is articles like this that make
the AURA Newsletter great!
I hope you all are surviving the heat of summer and staying healthy during
your training season. Wishing you all the best of luck in your upcoming races
and I hope you see you out on the trails!
~Stacey ShaverMatson~
mverunnergirl@gmail.com

RETREADS
(Retired Runners Eating Out)

We meet the first Wednesday of every month at Frankie's Cafeteria on Rodney Parham Blvd.
The food lineup begins sharply at 11:30am.
Come early to the lobby for a time of "Touching and Feeling".
Wear something to identify you as an old runner. Tshirt, medallion, etc...
Call Charley or Lou Peyton at 6800309 if you have questions.

