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  Dear Reader,




  This collection of amazing tales of extreme endurance is comprised of contributions from seasoned athletes and weekend warriors who want to share their inspiration and accomplishment with you.




  You probably noticed that you’re reading “Volume 1”. This is because we will have more stories to share with you as the Endurance Planet community continues to grow and thrive with amazing individuals like yourself.




  If you want to be featured in the next volume of this series, then e-mail admin@enduranceplanet.com with your story, your brief bio, and photos of your adventure. Or if you just need to get your creative juices flowing, visit Endurance Planet on Facebook and try out workouts of the week, and meet other passionate individuals just like you.




  I was personally amazed and inspired as I put together this collection of stories, and I’m certain that within the pages of this book, you will also find your own inspiration to go run, bike, swim, hike, climb, scratch and claw your way to your next big accomplishment.




  Enjoy your journey, and let me know how it goes.




  Ben Greenfield




  Endurance Planet editor




  http://www.enduranceplanet.com




  What Is Endurance Planet?




  Endurance Planet is the premiere online destination for runners, cyclists, swimmers, triathletes, and adventure racers who want inspiration and education!
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  We provide several free audio podcasts each week, including episodes on sports nutrition, sports medicine, guest experts, and interviews with amateur and pro athletes who have compelling stories of endurance.
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  At EndurancePlanet.com, you will also find training videos and video interviews with endurance athletes, an endurance sports bookstore, and brand new technology that lets you share, upload and get points for your endurance efforts, whether you’re a seasoned pro or you’re just getting started.
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  If you visit EndurancePlanet.com today, you can also get access to free training plans via our weekly Endurance Planet newsletter!
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  50 First




  Chris Dierker




  October 9, 2010




  It’s 4:15am as we pull into the parking lot of the Farmdale Recreation Area. Located between East Peoria and Sunnyland, Illinois, this 800 acre Army Corp of Engineers maintained site was built to prevent spring flooding in downtown East Peoria and has long been a gem of a recreation area for equestrians, Peoria Area Mountain Bike Association riders and more recently, for serious trail runners.




  Alex and I wander in from the darkened parking lot toward the light of the runner check-in area. He’s driven in from college the night before with a plan to pace me the final ten miles. Fortunately, he has found the thermos of coffee stashed in the back seat. Though an avid runner and enthusiastic about seeing the start, he’s not quite awake as I check in and stash my gear bag.




  Several tents and a welcoming bonfire surround the early arriving runners checking in for the Farmdale Ultra. I see fellow Race Directors Mike Klopfenstein and Adam Zimmermann and immediately feel a sense that everything is coming together as planned. I’ve run with these guys in all seasons and worked races with them as part of CITRA trail running in central Illinois. I know that when they’re involved, everything is runner-focused.




  A quick check of gear, it’s warmer than last year’s 30 degree start, and I switch to shorts and a long sleeve tech shirt. Familiar faces appear from the dark, good friends making new friend introductions. After brief pre-race instructions, a quiet falls over the field and Mitchell Hurst leads the assembled runners in a powerful a cappella rendition of our Star Spangled Banner.




  Then before we have time to ponder what lies in the miles before us, the quick countdown ends. We are off in a burst of headlamps away from the comfort of the fire and friends and into the darkness of the trails.




  There is an early race comfort, cruising down a familiar cinder fire road with friends then a quick turn into Alternate Creekside Trail. The field strings out into single file on a tight singletrack. Ahead, headlamps flash through the darkened trees and we settle into a steady pace.




  A few miles later and a steep climb up “Knock Knock”, we reach the end of Back Trail, break out of the dense single track, and climb a narrow jeep track to the Upper Prairie. By now the field is well strung out and I marvel at the brilliance of the stars overhead. Not another runner in sight, I cross the prairie under the quiet watch of a million bright stars.




  Then it’s a quick left turn back onto more singletrack, dropping down to Four Way. My legs feel good, the jitters are gone and the rhythm feels like I can run forever. A few miles later, along a gradual downhill I hear the strains of distant music through the trees. Not “Eye of the Tiger”, not “Rage Against the Machine”, it’s the boss, Bruce Springsteen. A bonfire soon appears and it’s Mike Siltman’s aid station. Mike and his kids camped out overnight and set out a welcome and well-stocked spread of supplies before we began the climb up Whistler. Little did I realize how welcome that aid station would become later in the day.




  Then it’s on to Schroll’s Trail, one of my favorite stretches of Farmdale. A narrow singletrack winds through a deep pine forest and stretches along a rise overlooking an earlier stretch of the race course. By now there’s a hint of what the morning will bring as the colors of an early sunrise peek through the trees.




  Rolling switchbacks down Roy L Trail, a grinding climb up Eagle Ridge, and then it’s an open cruise across the Farmdale Dam with sunrise building in strength. I go down a long rolling stretch of singletrack and make an abrupt exit from the woods to a brief well-lit start/finish area and the faces of friends.




  Then it’s back into the woods. My more seasoned running buddies say: “The first loop is a warm-up; the second and third loops are the cruise. The fourth loop is the work and then you’ve only got one more to go.”




  Lap 2 was easy. I reenter the start/finish on pace at 4 hours. Someone grabs my water bottle for refill and I peel off my long sleeve, grab a sandwich and head back down the cinder track. Amazing how good a cold, well stashed turkey, cheddar and mayo sandwich can taste after 20 miles.




  Another loop complete and then it hits me like someone kicking the power cord out of the socket. Whump. ”What am I doing here? Why am I doing this? What the heck was I thinking?” Fortunately, the low passes and I realize I have now entered into unknown territory. I am 35 miles into a great adventure and for a brief lucid moment, I ponder the challenge of going well beyond what I know I am capable of.




  At this point it’s getting hot and I’m running low on water. I’ve been refreshing my bottle every five miles and now I am down to fumes and backwash. Reaching Mike Siltman’s aid station, I grab more water, cup of soda and a handful of Fritos and motor on.




  Alex: “What my father doesn’t know is that after my nap I have come back expecting him to be around mile 40. I have waited a few minutes at the start/finish and seeing the condition of some of the runners passing through, I decide I have waited long enough. My dad had trained very well for this adventure but after seeing someone finish an unusually warm New York City Marathon a few years ago, I wasn’t going to wait around and assume anything. I head back across the dam in search of a distinct mustached runner.”




  Chris: “Coming up Eagle Ridge for the third time today, I see a runner heading the wrong way and looking way too fresh. Wait, its Alex. He’d gone home, caught a good nap and returned earlier than expected. His original plan to pace me the final ten miles now turns to the final twenty. I have a brief moment wondering how well he’ll handle the heat for another twenty miles. Something about being a well rested active 21 year old makes me think that he’ll be fine, or at least won’t show it if he’s not.”




  We cross the dam and bust out of the woods into baking sunlight. Someone again fills my water bottle. I shed my shirt and grab another sandwich. Then, it dawns on my addled brain, “Twenty to go.”




  By now, I realize my pace has dropped beyond my original plans and I have stopped sweating. Never a good sign. Glad we’re still under the tree cover and I know there will be more water at Mike’s aid station in a couple of miles. By now, things have tunneled in and it’s “one foot in front of the other”. Alex starts joking, “There is a nice smooth stretch up ahead, time to drop the hammer.” We pick up the pace though I begin to fixate that it must be a tiny jeweler’s hammer we’re dropping, but a hammer nonetheless.




  Hot, hot, hot, I pause at the idea of lying down in Farmdale Creek to cool off as we cross the spillway for the final time. No, we still have miles to go.




  Alex continues to encourage me and as we dodge a few rogue mountain bikers our conversation continues to be fairly one-sided. He runs just in front of me setting the pace, a pace that actually felt faster than the lap before. He continues to press me and we trudge on. Lush greenery and cool streams continue to allow respite and reprieve from the torching sun.




  At 45 miles, Siltman’s aid station reappears. Who knew how good Fig Newtons, flat cola, Fritos and pretzels could taste.




  Then it’s another trip back out in the blazing sun. It’s not nearly as enjoyable as it was in the pre-dawn starlight, how many hours ago? Schrolls Trail, Roy L, and then the long grinding climb up Eagle Ridge. We bust out into the now baking sun and cross the long open stretch of the dam. We duck into the woods and after a quick winding downhill; I know that I can finish this adventure.
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  The last stretch across the open field to the finish line flies by and then it’s high-fives from my friends, my son and a welcome finish. It’s a weird feeling to stop after pounding the trails continuously from predawn till dusk.




  Someone hands me a cold beer and a slice of pizza. I remember Jack Cook saying, “You’ll feel tons better once you get some food in you.” Greasy pizza is about the last thing I wanted in my stomach but I swear it saved my life.




  It will be a few days before the true enormity hits me: “FIFTY MILES”. As Alex and I pulled into the driveway and limped into the house we are both stoked. Mary’s been worried and immediately switches into ‘food mode’. As Alex and I begin sharing anecdotes, we knew that it was one of the most memorable experiences we have ever shared together. I knew Alex was hooked. Who knows what’s next? Maybe his first marathon next summer? Maybe a 100? Only time will tell.




  Author Chris Dierker adds:




  Like many of us, I started running back in the early 1980's.




  Early on, I was fortunate enough to get connected with the Illinois Valley Striders running club and the folks at Running Central, central Illinois' running headquarters store. That got me connected with local races and a great group of runners who ran a lot of different races across the Midwest, gradually running longer and longer distances. Twenty years of running allowed me to run marathons all over, from Coal Bucket to St. Louis, The Twin Cities, Chicago, New York and of course, Boston.




  Somewhere in all of that, I started mountain biking and riding with the folks from PAMBA, the Peoria Area Mountain Bike Association and that turned me on to the variety of trails around central Illinois.




  Five years ago, three non-connected local runners each got the idea to put on a trail run in the Peoria area. Fortunately, all three individually sought out Steve Shostrom, a longtime stalwart of the IVS club and its signature road race, the Steamboat Classic. Steve connected the three new race directors and CITRA (Central Illinois Trail Running Alliance) was formed. That connected a great group of folks running really long distance on trails. We're pretty lucky in the Midwest to have a variety of great trail areas to run long, Farmdale, Jubilee, McNaughton and Black Partridge Park.




  Today, CITRA puts on ten trail runs in central Illinois, ranging from 5K to 100 Miles in 24 Hours. Great supportive folks and great trails make the Peoria area a regional hotbed for distance on dirt. You can find good info on trail running in the Midwest at ivs.org and CITRA's Facebook page.




  Heart Of An Ironman




  Tommy Morrison




  My name is Tommy Morrison.




  Let me start with a little bit about myself. I am 47 years old. I live in Ashville, AL which is about 60 miles north of Birmingham. I am married and have a 9 year old son. I have struggled with my weight all my life pretty much, more so during my childhood years. Waterskiing was my passion since a teenager, and I skied a little at the collegiate level at Auburn University. After college the weight started creeping back up.




  I have been over 200 lbs for the last 25 years. I was heaviest at 262 about 10 years ago and managed to shed 50 lbs doing Weight Watchers. Since then I have hovered around 225. I know I don't have it as bad as some folks, but I enjoy an active lifestyle and at times it keeps me from doing things I want to do.




  I also suffered many years from a heart disorder known as Atrial Fibrillation, the first symptoms of which appeared in college, but was not diagnosed until 1995. It was chronic by this time and I found myself unable to do simple tasks such as climbing a flight of stairs without leaving me seeing stars, or feeling like I was going to pass out. Sometimes heavy lifting would start my heart racing like crazy and leave me short of breath. Waterskiing was definitely no longer part of my life and certainly not enjoyable when I tried.




  The doctor who diagnosed my Afib sent me straight to a cardiologist, Dr. Michael McKinney of Cardiovascular Associates at Brookwood Hospital in Birmingham, AL. I had many tests done, including a nuclear stress test, and a heart catheterization procedure, because I have a family history of heart disease going back several generations. Good news was my arteries were ok. However they shut the treadmill down in less than 5 minutes. Over the years I was treated with different medications, and was on blood thinner due to the higher risk of having a stroke. Folks with Afib are 3 times more of a stroke risk. They even tried an eletrocardioversion where they shock your heart in an attempt to put it back into normal sinus rhythm. That didn't work either.




  In 2006 I told Dr McKinney I had just about had enough. I was very depressed. Exercise was critical, and I knew the inability to do it would greatly shorten my life expectancy. I was at the point where I knew just treating the condition was becoming more ineffective, and I was wondering if it was going to get me.




  My only son Quinn was 5 years old at the time. Being 43 and raising a 5 year old was always scary enough for a guy with heart disease in the family, but being 43 and having this problem made me worry even more so. I honestly could not imagine being around long enough to see him through college.




  Dr. McKinney sat down with me and told me there was something they could try, but was more invasive, was relatively new, and that I should be an ideal candidate since most folks at the stage I was at are too old to tackle the recovery. It is called a Wolf Mini-Maze procedure, a heart surgery done through incisions on either side of the rib cage, less invasive than splitting the sternum. The first Mini-Maze procedure was done as recent as 2003. I was sent to a surgeon, Dr. Ronald Ronson in the same hospital. He was one of only 2 doctors in the State of Alabama who knew the procedure. He told me he had done only 12 before me! That was not so encouraging. He was the first doctor to tell me, very bluntly I might add, that I was not going to live as long if I didn't cure the Afib. I said let's do it. So we did, in November of 2006.




  The recovery was not smooth. I could write a book about the recovery, but this is not the time. They deflate your lungs during the procedure, and I don't know why, but I could not breathe normally for months following the procedure. To make matters worse, my heart took off racing again on New Year's Eve. My pulse was over 120-140 and I did not sleep all night. First thing the next morning I drove myself 60 miles to the emergency room in Birmingham.




  I was hospitalized again, and was told I was suffering from Atrial Flutter. A couple days later I underwent another procedure, an ablation, which put me back in sinus rhythm again. It was the happiest day of my life next to my son being born.




  Though my lungs were still recovering well into the spring from the first procedure, we took a snow skiing trip to Steamboat Springs. I managed, but did not enjoy it very much. It was still too soon. But I was still so happy to be in normal sinus rhythm for the first time in years.
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