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You had to have seen the incredulous looks of the passers-by in Georgetown…It was as if they had never 
seen a bunch of runners, tailgating in the parking lot of a park, eating hamburgers at 9:30 a.m.  Alright, 
maybe they hadn’t….And Marcia’s mention (to them) that we had just completed a 62-mile overnight run 
didn’t do anything to remove the stunned expressions! 

The Inaugural Mule Run began at 7 p.m. Saturday, June 
30, and ended Sunday morning, July 1.  As we gathered in 
the parking lot of Harpers Ferry Junior High Saturday 
evening, we knew we were all in for an adventure.  And we 
had the reassurance that it would be very well-supported, 
thanks to all the efforts of Phil (in organizing the entire 
event and determining the course) and Steve (in planning 
all the aid stations and assembling the crew).   

We set out exactly at 7—no time to waste when there are 
62 miles to run!  As we headed into downtown Harpers 
Ferry, we realized that this was the only downhill we 

would run all night.  After crossing the railroad bridge, we embarked on our long, straight journey down 
the C&O Canal Towpath.  Somewhere around mile marker 60, we came across a few noteworthy towpath 
people (NTPs, for short).  The first was a backpacker who was walking along the towpath as we 
approached but, before we knew it, started running with Brian.  He clearly hadn’t come dressed to run, 
but ended up passing us and, for all we knew, ran the entire 6 miles or so to the Brunswick Family 
Campground. 

The second NTP was a woman who emerged from the river.  As we approached her from behind, she 
started to run.  Like the first NTP, she clearly was not dressed to run, so all we could figure was that we 
had either frightened or inspired her to run!  Phil called out to her to tell her that if she was going to run, 
she would have to tell us a story…I think that must have scared her even more, because shortly after that, 
she made a quick escape from the towpath (and from us!). 

Onward…We passed the Brunswick Family Campground without having to harass any more NTPs.  But 
it was right about there, as the sun was beginning to set, that we started to encounter other scary creatures, 
most notably the black snake that evoked a scream from all of us women in the group.  (The men were 
kind enough to continue running with us, even after we had pierced their eardrums!)  By the time we 
reached the first aid station, at Point of Rocks, it was almost dark.  I grabbed my headlamp and a handful 
of M&Ms and set off.  With darkness upon us and no more NTPs, it was at this point that the miles 
started to blur together, so at this point my recollection of the run is delineated by aid stations.  Shortly 
before the second aid station (Dickerson), we passed the Dickerson power plant.  I was glad Phil and I 
were running together, because if I had been by myself, I think I would have been a little freaked out by 
the sounds coming from that power plant.   



Aid station #2 (Dickerson):  Half a PB&J sandwich, a few grapes, and I was off again.  I was beginning to 
appreciate the aid stations so much.  Aside from the nutritional replenishment, they served to break up the 
course into much smaller increments.  The thought of running 62 miles is daunting, but the thought of 
running 8 or 10 miles to the next aid station makes it seem doable.  Plus, at each aid station, I knew there 
would be a whole supportive, encouraging crew to help us out and get us going again.   

 

Aid station #3 (Edwards Ferry): I think it was shortly before this aid station that Sean ran out to meet us.  
As we approached the aid station, we saw a headlight approaching, and Mike called out to ask who it was.  
As we left the aid station, Sean joined us.  As Sean and I started talking, I felt the pace gradually starting 
to increase.  But it felt good, so I went with it.  At aid station #4 (Riley’s Lock), we were told that we had 
picked up the pace (for those previous 8 miles) to a 10-minute mile pace (and as a result, had just beat all 

of the crew except Mike Adams to the station—Sean said it’s a good 
thing when you out-run the crew).   

At aid station #5 (Old Angler’s Inn):  I think it was at this point that 
Steve jumped in and started running with me, and Sean went back to 
supporting the aid stations. (But I’m not entirely sure about that, 
because it seems like Steve and I ran two segments together—So 
Steve, I apologize if I’m short-changing you in my report.)  As we 
left this aid station, I was feeling very stiff.  But having felt that way 
leaving the previous aid station, I figured the stiffness would work 
itself out as I ran.  When it didn’t, I finally confessed to Steve that I 
was very stiff.  I tried walking a bit, but that didn’t seem to help.  
Finally, somewhere around mile 51, I bent over in pain.  At this 
point, I wasn’t sure what to do.  I knew if I started walking, it would 
take me all year to finish.  But I didn’t think I could run.  Steve 
suggested that I try to simply shuffle—just one foot in front of the 

other, in a shuffling motion, and keep my arms moving and my head not moving.  I tried that.  It was still 
quite painful, but I was moving forward and it gave me hope that I might actually finish before the first 
snowfall.  Steve was very understanding and encouraging, and eventually my shuffle progressed into a 
juffle (somewhere between a jog and a shuffle), and then eventually into a run.   

Aid station #6 (Lock #6):  At this point, I was ready to be finished. Harland jumped in to run with me, and 
Steve went back to his crew leader duties.  Harland was very patient with my slow pace and my relative 
lack of responsiveness.  While Steve and I were running, Steve had suggested salt tablets, and at aid 
station #6 I took a salt tablet and 2 Advil.  I think they were helping because I felt like I was able to 
maintain a slightly more natural stride than I had been.   

As we approached the finish, Harland and I realized we had missed a turn so we doubled back to head 
down toward the park where Mile Marker 0 resides.  I cannot explain my relief to see Steve and Sean 
waving us in to the finish.  Mike and Diane came in shortly thereafter, and we all joined with several 
others who had logged quite a few miles themselves (Phil,Tom, Tierney, and Marcia—and, although they 
couldn’t be with us to view the strange looks from the Georgetownites—Brian and Sarah as well).   



Mule Run 2007 was a huge success.  Phil couldn’t have done a better job 
of planning it.  And Steve and the crew were incredible.  On a personal 
note, I want to say that Sean, Steve, and Harland really pulled me through 
it and kept me going during those later miles.  Thanks to everyone who 
played a part in this!   

 

 


