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It’s time for  
membership renewal!   

 
Membership fees are: 

 
$25 - New Member  

(Includes a TATUR shirt) 
 

$10 - Renew (No shirt) 
 
 

Support your local club by  
joining/renewing TODAY   

 
To join/renew, go to: 
TATUR.org and click  

“Join/Renew” 

 
 

 
 
 

Tues, Dec 13th 
@ 7 p.m. 

Westport Apts 
1703 S. Jackson Ave West  

 
Please bring a side dish 

or dessert to share. 
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Kathy… 
after  

accidentally 
walking in 

on  
Sir Cargo! 

 
 
 
 
 

Baby 
#7... and  

#8  
on the 
way! 

 
 
 
 
 

Mean  
Muggin’! 
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TATUR Ken Childress was knighted this year into the 
FlatRock “Hall of Pain”, an incredible honor and  
accomplishment in the ultra sport community, so, it is only 
fitting that a portion of his blog post be the race report.  I 
do, however, have a bit to say before outlining his  
adventure. 
 
I’ve personally been to a lot of races, not near as many as 
some of you I’m sure, but, there’s something totally  
unforgettable about FlatRock in Kansas.  I ran the 25K in 
2009 and, unlike a lot of races, to this day, I can recall  
specific details about the race.  The aid stations, the terrain, 
the food, the atmosphere.  There’s just a certain energy and 
aura surrounding this race.  This years’ race was no  
different.  And, no, it’s not just because I’m dating the race 
director…2009 was before that ever came about and my 
memories could have left me just as they have for many 
other races. 
 
Aside from the amazing energy of the entire event,  
watching Ken cross the finish line was truly one of the most 
memorable experiences I have ever had at a race.  The look 
on his face as he approached the finish line, and proceeded 
to take his victory lap (1/2 dressed I might add) gave me 
chills (or was that just an ill feeling from seeing him 1/2 
dressed?!).  Such a huge accomplishment for such a great 
guy!  Here’s his take on the event… 
 

FlatRock 50K. 10 trips.  
 
This race report gets longer every year. It really needs to be 
3-part report. The night before is packet pickup and a pasta 
feed-fest. Then the race itself, and lastly, the festivities after 
the race. FlatRock is run along the Elk City Reservoir near 
Independence KS on rugged hiking trailz. This was my first 
ultra--way back in 2003. I had ran a couple of 5-mile trail 
races, and the 25K at Lake McMurtry. A friend of Dana's at 
work had told her that she ran this race and that it was so 
insanely hard, was called the Bloody Trail, and the slogan 
was "If you look up, you're going down." Something about 
the danger suckered me in. Tell me I can't do it, and Ima 
gonna. Really--how hard could it be? 
 

This year, TATUR did 
the timing. A trail race 
as gnarly as this, and it's 
chip-timed. 
 
Back in 2003, the race 
beat me to a pulp. I 
finished in 7:53, at 43 
years of age and 155 
lbs. I have never broke 

8 hours since. This was really the first time hanging around 
ultra runners. We ate dinner with them the night before, and 
what a spread of food it was. Warren Bushy each year 

makes a huge vat of 
spaghetti and  
meatballs, salad, rolls, 
and pink lemonade to 
wash it down. 
 
Each year, even 
though there is a very 
good restaurant in 
Independence, we 
have ate the pasta and 

meatballs. It's awesome--good carb loading grub. 
 
 
Even now, as I write 
this report, I WISH I 
had a dozen of these 
meatballs to make a 
sandwich. 
 
The dinner is a great 
time to catch up with 
friends, and taunt the 
newbies with horrific 
tales of the trail. Here, Dana does her usual blink at the 
camera, and to the right are Amelia and Jeff, fellow 
TATUR friends doing their first 25K here. They went on to 

run well with Amelia 
finishing 3rd female 
and Jeff finishing 5th 
male. They're just 
fast. 
 
Here are a couple of 
VIPs. Eric Steele has 
been the RD of this 
race for 17 years. He 
has it down to a  
science, and every 

year, the race goes flawlessly. His girlfriend Polly was his 
right hand man woman, helping with the packets and who 
knows what else all day the next day. 
 
After our bellies were full, Dana and I headed to the  
Microtel in Independence where we have stayed each year. 
 
Race day morning. We met back at the shelter where the 
dinner the night before was, and Eric went over some trail 
details, which I did not listen to. I was sure I would not 
make a wrong turn--not that there are many places to get 



lost. I really do know these trailz well enough to run them 
at night--I HAVE run it at night once when they had a 
100K a few years back. How cool would it be to have  
another 100K?!?!? (Hint hint!!) At 7:15, we meandered 
down the road to the 
starting line. I think 
this race is supposed 
to be dead-on  
accurate at 50  
kilometers. Eric has 
his clipboard in hand 
and begins a roll call. 
 
 
 
It was a large field this year, as the race almost reached the 
limit of 125 total runners. There were a few DNSs, but still 
there were over 60 50Kers. In recent years, I have gotten 
slower. I am just not driven to beat people, and I realize my 
PRs are in the past. I DO want to run to the best of my  
ability, but particularly since I have started blogging, I stop 
to look at the sights along the way, and will try different 
settings on my camera and will jockey around for better 
camera angles. My camera could easily cost me 30-60 
minutes in a race like this. My strategy this time was to 
leave the canon with Dana and just run. All of the above 
pics are mine, but from here on in this report, most of them 
are borrowed. 
 
The race started promptly at 7:30. I had 10 hours to make it 
in by the time limit, and felt confident in an 8:30 finish. 
 
The course elevation. Scary, huh? True, there are some 
climbs. Some of them are briefly steep, but none are very 

long, and there are 
no climbs over 100 
feet. The course 
does go up, down, 
up, down. And 
there are plenty of 
rocks. But not all 
of the course is 
rocky. There are 
actually a few 
miles with nice soft 
dirt to run in--not 

that a stray rock won't jump up and trip you. 
 
Some of the vistas along the way are breath-taking. It's 
hard to take a bad picture here. This pic was taken by my 
friend Russell Bennett, who was 
here running his first FlatRock 
25K. 
 
Here's one of the steep drops 
down into a creek bed. Rocky all 
the way down, and all the way 
back up. 
 
Dana worked at the Oak Ridge aid 
station at mile 9.5. She has 

worked this stop the 
past couple of years 
with Earl Blewett, a 
good trail running 
buddy. Earl brought 
a couple of helpers 
with him, his  
Chesapeake  
Retrievers.  
 
I breezed quickly in and out of every aid stations, but 
stayed maybe 2 minutes coming and going through Oak 
Ridge since Dana was here, and she had ham sammies and 
iced Gatorade for me. I had forgotten to take a 5-hour  
Energy at the start, but gulped one here. 
 
Dana took pics of friends as they came through. Dennis 
and Teresa ran together finishing just under 7 hours.  
Dennis was one of the first three FlatRock runners to be 
knighted into the Hall of Pain. Teresa was the first lady to 
be knighted a couple of years ago. 

 
Tony Clark also helped out at 
Oak Ridge. Tony ran  
Badwater last year, and  
finished in 34:17!!! Talk 
about an ultra-celebrity!!! 

 
 
 

Dennis Crosby ran great. I was 
ahead of him until just after the 
turnaround, but he moved 
ahead and stayed steady all the 
way to the finish. I was sure I 
would catch him, but he  
finished over an hour ahead of 
me. 

 
There is no shortage of stunning rock formations along the 
way. 

SeeKCrun.com took race photos, and all the ones with the 
FlatRock label are theirs, and they allow free downloads--
very cool. 

Hitting Oak Ridge again, I was 10 miles from the finish. 
Dana is behind the Jeep making a quick sandwich for me. 
Lotsa mustard--really hit the spot. While I was here, the 
last place runner passed me. I walked out of the aid stop 
eating, and quickened my pace after the last bite. But still, 



my pace waning. It 
began to heat up a  
little, and I went  
shirtless for a while. 
The last aid stop is 

always a party. Loud music, 
and guys who have been 
helping out at the race since 
they were rug rats make it 
fun. They asked what they 
could get me and I said 
BEER!! They obliged,  
pouring me a cup and I downed it and felt new life.  
Seriously! The last four miles are the hardest on the course. 
Sure, you have ran the rocky up and down trailz on the way 
out, but now you have 27 miles on your legs. I purposed to 
attack the trailz, and ran 90% of the way in. I actually arrive 
at the finish around 30 minutes ahead of where the aid  
station guys said I would. 

The finish at FlatRock is like no other trail race. There are 
sirens going off, a train whistle, clapping and cheering, and 
this year, the huge finish line banner. It was a welcome 
sight. 

Russell was waiting, 
having run his 25K, 
and taking pictures all 
the rest of the day. He 
uploaded well over 
100 pics to Facebook, 
and I borrowed a few. 

Dana took this 
one as I rounded 
the corner and 
headed to the 
finish line. Just 
look at all the 
dust I was  
kicking up!! I 
was so excited, I 

took a victory lap around the picnic shelter, and even took 
of my shirt and waved it wildly like Brandi Chastain did 
after the Americans won the World Cup in 1999. Although 

there IS a picture  
floating around with 
me shirtless, I'll spare 
you the agony of  
having to look at it. 

I finished in 9:12. 
When I realized that a 
sub 9:00 was out of 
reach, I slowed to a jog, but did run the last mile  
non-stop. I was about 1/4 mile away from catching a couple 
of guys ahead. No blisters, no boo boos from the three falls 
I took. I drank a lot of soda--Coke just sounded so good. I 
tried to eat but nothing really sounded good. Dana drove me 
to a nearby location where a campground had a shower, and 
being clean made me feel like a new man. 

Then, it was time for the  
knighting ceremony. This is  
always a hoot, but I was actually 
very nervous about it. What 
would my new name be? Would 
I stutter? Would Eric  
accidentally slice off my ear with 
his sword? 

The ceremony begins 
with the attending 
knights making me 
recite the oath to be 
loyal to the King and 
the Knights of 
FlatRock. I had to vow 
to uphold the traditions 
thereof, to tell fellow 
runners how easy the course is, that it is indeed flat and not 
at all rocky, and to eat as much spider web as possible, but 
to always leave some for my fellow runners. I had to  

promise to always brown-nose 
the King, which I do  
anyway. 

I was then crowned, and  
surnamed Sir Cargo, since I  
always run with cargo shorts. 
Different. But I LIKE IT!! Sir 
Cargo. It sounds so very noble. I 
was relieved that Eric did not 
snip an ear. �

5���
	�����	�2��	.�������	���������



 ������
������� ������!�"�����������
������� ������!�"�����������
������� ������!�"�����������
������� ������!�"������ ���
#"��
��
��"������
��!�
#"��
�
����������
�������������
��!�
# �����!���
��!�
�
#$
!
�������
��
#%������������
�
����
�
#������������!�
#"
�����
������
����
#���������!�������
��
# ���������������������&��!�������
��

Call  918-244-6918  Or   
Email: brian@tatur.org 

to let TATUR help you with your race 

As Eric says to himself--It's good to be King. But I say, 
it's also good to be a knight. All knights of FlatRock get a 
permanent cloth race bib, and have a lifetime entry to do 
the race. The usual fee is $70.00, so this bib is a mere 
$700 value--that, and 310 of the hardest miles you'll ever 
run. 

(See the post in it’s entirety...yes, there’s more!...at  
trailzombie.blogspot.com) 
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Although Heartland isn’t a TATUR race, several 
TATURs where there - running and volunteering. 
 
Our day from the volunteer standpoint can be summed 
up pretty easy… 
~Wind 
~Rain 
~Pizza Rolls!!! 
 
Eric and I headed out to Cassoday, KS along w/ a  
couple of friends to man the turnaround (mile 50) at the 
Heartland 100.  It was unbelievably windy on Saturday - 
so much so that we lost a pop up before it was totally 
erected, moved to plan B, then plan C...then finally, 
plan D was the compromise - park both vehicles at an 
angle to block the wind and set up the tables along the 
vehicles and hope that everything wasn’t blown away.  
To top that off - our plan was to provide all sorts of 
fried foods - which, could present quite a challenge in 
40+ mph winds, but, ingenuity prevailed and a wind 
blocker was created for the fryer. 
 
After setup, we began prepping food - (I use the term 
“we” loosely - Warren - some of you know him from 
FlatRock did all the frying.)  We had all kinds of fried 
goodies! 
~French fries 
~Pizza rolls 
~Taquitos 
~Meat pies 
~Hot wings 
It was a smorgasbord of awesome goodness.  Many  
runners came in saying they’d heard about our food 
miles down the road and couldn’t wait to get some of it. 
 
The runners were so awesome and so appreciative.  
THE reason I originally got into trail running...the  
people - and they rarely disappoint - truly a group like 
no other.   

I do have quite a story about one guy that didn’t quite fit 
the “go with the flow” attitude of most trail runners.   
 
Like I mentioned, this was a 100 mile race - we were at 
mile 50.  Runners had crew access 7.5 miles before (and 
after) our aid station, as this was an out and back.  One 
runner, who will remain unnamed (although, I will  
clarify, NOT from OK or KS) came in stating that he 
needed us to...get this...remove his shoes while he was  
STANDING, tape his feet and put his shoes back on!  
Wow!  Now - many of you who have done ultras and/or 
volunteered are probably thinking what I was  
thinking...ummmm...how about “No!”.  Well, Eric was 
a little nicer than I would have been - he told the guy 
that he would be more than happy to help him tape his 
feet, but HE would need to remove his own shoes.  The 
guy totally refused, had a bad attitude for the remainder 
of his time at our station, and then, according to other 
runners, complained the next 7.5 miles about everything 
- even the rocks on the road.  I have to say - in my  
opinion - that’s what a crew is for, not an aid station 
volunteer.  I didn’t sign up to touch other people’s feet!  
Yuck!  Needless to say, he didn’t treat the next aid  
station too great either, and at some point after that, 
dropped from the race.  I’m sure it was our fault for not 
trying to perform some magic act and remove his shoes 
while he was levitating his body off the ground. 
 
Anyways, I rambled a bit about that one - but, my point 
being, respect the volunteers.  And, remember if you’re 
running an ultra, you need to be able to take care of 
yourself - and, if 50 miles into a 100 you are unable to 
remove your own shoes...maybe, just maybe you’re not 
cut out to continue. 
 
Now, for the flip side.  A story about an awesome guy 
we met.  He came into our aid station just before cutoff 
- his feet were killing him.  He was unsure about  
continuing but decided to head back out.  We ended up 

Heartland 100   
by:  Polly Choate 



picking him up a few miles out from our aid station - 
he was barely able to walk.  After hearing his story, 
he is the perfect example of a TRUE trail runner.  He 
met a boy suffering from cancer and told him that he 
would run a marathon before he finished chemo.  He 
accomplished that.  Then, he told him he would run 
100 miles before he finished.  I believe Heartland was 
his 4th attempt.  The boy was set to finish chemo the 
week following Heartland.  The runner was upset 
about not meeting his goal and doing what he’d  
promised the boy with cancer - but the entire time he 
was in our car, he had such an amazing energy about 
him.  This young runner had true spirit and tenacity.  
The epitome of a trail runner.  He stated that in every 
failed attempt his issues have been blisters.  He never 
got tired - just major feet problem.  We advised him 
of how to correct this issue (see the foot lube recipe a 
couple of months back).  We feel totally confident 
that he WILL finish his next 100! 
 
There were a couple of TATURs that ran the race: 
~Arnold Begay 
~Aaron Ochoa 
(Pictured below) 
 
 
 

By:  Arnold Begay 
 
I finished Heartland 100 once, made it to 63.5 miles 
last year. This year, I had a score to settle. I've done 
my homework, put in my miles, planned out “what 
if's...”. But one big factor that is unpredictable is the 
Kansas weather. Is it gonna be hot?..raining?.. 
windy?.. or cold? A lot of times...it's all of the 
above. At 6:00 am start, it was nice and cool. As the 
sun came up, the wind started picking up, close to 
noon, the wind was gusting 30-35 mph, and getting 
very warm. Hydration would play a big role in suc-
cessful run. As evening came, the winds stop. But 
the rain came, and got chilly into the night. 
 
My race plan went as expected. I didn't push very 
hard from start, and even slowed down up to half 
way point. My first 50 miles was 11 hrs. My second 
50 could've been about 12 hrs, except that I hit a 
rough spot from 63 to 70 miles. I would eventually 
finish in 26 hrs 38 mins. It was nice to have another 
finish at Heartland. 
 
My friend, Aaron Ochoa, was attempting his first 
100 miler. Deann Deatherage was our crew support, 
and did a wonderful job in helping us what we 
needed. Aaron was able to make it to mile 63.5, and 
had to drop. Very great effort on his part. As al-
ways, the aid stations were absolutely awesome. 
The volunteers were very helpful in every way. 
Hats off to race directors Tony, Kyle, and Randy 
for organizing such a great race in the Flint Hills of 
Kansas. Kansas may seem flat, but not the Flint 
Hills. I said I wasn't going to run Heartland 
again...but it is just wonderful race. 

By:  Deann Deatherage 
 
It was a rolling hills gravel course, with fantastic 
scenery as you can tell from the pic. There were 
high winds for most of the day, and then rain off 
and on thru out the evening and night. Arnold fin-
ished the race, Aaron, dropped at mile 63, and is 
ready to try it again next year. I think both of them 
are still trying to get the dust out of their crevices! 
Hehe!  
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