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In 1993 Marty Dugard is lashed to the coporate wheel, pursuing a successful marketing career
while his dreams of world travel and high adventure slowly face.So he quits.While building a new
life as a freelance sports journalist, Dugard snatches the opportunity to cover the Raid
Gauloises, the notorious eight- to twelve-day race across hundreds of some of the most
forbidding miles on the planet. The race pits teams from around the world against hostile
wilderness, extreme weather, injuries, and exhaustion. Simply reaching the finish line is a
victory.In this thrilling tale of danger and perseverance, Dugard follows racers through the
withering desert heat of Madagascar and the clinging mud and leeches of Borneo, and
celebrates the stunning victory of underdog Team Jura in their epic trek across the Makay
Massif. We're there with Dugard when, after three years of reporting the Raid Gauloises, he
organizes a team and joins the race.Two journeys converge in Surviving the Toughest Race on
Earth. One is an odyssey of change: Dugard gambling his career in pursuit of a dream. The Raid
Gauloises is another kind of journey, beyond fatigue and pain to the brittle edge of human
endurance.



For CallieContentsDedicationForeword, by Gerard FusilPrologue: Lesotho, 1997PART
I BEGINNINGSCHAPTER 1 Leaving NormalCHAPTER 2 A Little Bit of Madness—
Madagascar, 1993CHAPTER 3 The Temple of Doom—Borneo, 1994CHAPTER 4 Oklahoma
and Other DelightsPART II HOW NOT TO DO AN ADVENTURE RACECHAPTER 5 What It
Feels Like To Quit the RaidCHAPTER 6 Let the Games BeginCHAPTER 7 Tahoe, Moab, and
MammothCHAPTER 8 The Streets of Bariloche—Patagonia, 1995CHAPTER 9 What It Feels
Like To Quit the RaidPART III DOING IT RIGHTCHAPTER 10 Moby RaidCHAPTER 11 Eco
ProsperityCHAPTER 12 Lesotho, 1997Postscript: What It Feels Like To Finish the Raid
GauloisesAcknowledgmentsForewordHERE, AT the end of the millennium, an extraordinary
thing is happening in sports. There is a new kind of athlete, participating in a new kind of sport.
This new athlete competes not for fame, or money, or career, but simply for adventure and for
the experience of living—if only for the span of the event—at the very brink of human strength
and endurance. For this, the athlete will travel literally to the ends of the earth, to places so
desolate and so devoid of the comforts of modem life they might be from a distant time, or
another planet.What are these new athletes looking for?They are trying to discover what they
are capable of doing as men and women without the assistance of the modem world. They want
to know extremity, because there is life in risk, and nobility in the breach.They want to know
nature, not the tame woods of the park, but nature raw, where exposure is not an accident, and
where predators run free.They are looking for all this and more, everything within their skills and
fitness, as a sport and as a portal into this very beautiful and alien garden. And they want to
share it with teammates and friends who embrace their vision of a life lived fully.As a reporter, I
have always loved to be involved in the events I write about. Participation provides a knowledge
and sensibility of an event that cannot be achieved by mere observation. So I have found it
inspiring to watch Martin Dugard pushing himself in the worst possible conditions as a journalist,
and then sharing the pain and the joy of the competitors as a participating athlete. And I'm proud
to have been able to playa part in the events that Martin reports, events that have sharpened in
such fine athletes and competitors a sense of adventure and a passion for living.GERARD
FUSILParis, January 1998PROLOGUELesotho, 1997What I really want to do is quit, I think as I
push my mountain bike up yet another rutted South African trail on the eleventh day of the Raid
Gauloises. I've had enough of this foolishness—this suffering. The temperature is 120 degrees.
I've hiked, rafted, canoed, and climbed over 350 miles. My feet resemble raw hamburger and I
am chafed in the most obscure places. I have definitely lived the promise that race organizer
Gerard Fusil made when I implored him to let me compete. "You," he said, "will suffer."I
WANTED to do the Raid because it is the world's toughest endurance race. Period. It's eight to
twelve days of competition performed in a state of constant peril. Tougher than the Ironman
triathlon. Tougher than the Tour de France. Tougher than the Iditarod sled dog race. Held in a
different remote corner of the world each year, it seeks nothing less, in the words of Fusil, than
"to push individuals to their mental, physical, and emotional limits."It is a stage race with five-
person teams, each team having at least one woman, required to navigate hundreds of miles by



land and by water—and even, occasionally, by air. The first race, in 1989, featured whitewater
rafting and mountaineering in a course that led competitors from one side of New Zealand to the
other. The Madagascar Raid in 1993 included skydiving, rock climbing, and desert orienteering.
There was camel riding as part of Oman in 1992, dugout canoes in the 1990 Costa Rica event.
Registered participants are told only the name of the country and the disciplines to train for.
Actual course location and order of events aren't revealed until the prerace meeting two days
before competition begins.The Raid has its roots in the childhood longing of Fusil, a man born
100 years too late. "I always dreamed," the fifty-year-old French journalist told me once, looking
out across the Madagascan dawn, "of being an explorer." Buoyed by that dream, he designed a
race that is the modern equivalent of colonial adventures past. Like Stanley and Livingstone,
Byrd and Peary, and legions of other explorers, competitors race through primitive lands,
unaided by motorized transport. The prize money is small. And, as when only the first explorer to
reach a new land could claim its riches in the name of his king or queen, only the first place Raid
team receives the prize.I had written about the Raid since 1992, when Americans first began
competing. I'd attended three times. So I knew of its intangibles, how the misery of being cold
and wet and tired breaks down teams until they quit in despair. And how even surefire winning
teams fall short due to circumstance—things like an inability to locate water, or simple map
reading errors that precipitate mind-boggling ramblings off course. Imagine a race in which you
wander for twelve hours in the wrong direction, then have to retrace your steps to start all over
again, and you get the picture.Ironically—or perhaps fittingly, given the vast number of office-
bound dreamers in this day and age—the Raid's competitive roster is loaded with individuals in
rather innocuous occupations. Engineers, insurance agents, dentists, and biologists are more
likely to compete than mountain climbers and rafting guides. This diversity gives the event an
everyman feel. Red wine, even cigarettes, are evident in the days before competition. And while
prerace conversations are invariably full of back-slapping and well wishes, the subtext is
apprehension to the point of horror. "How will I face myself if I quit?" competitors seem to be
thinking. "Do I really have what it takes to finish?" They turn to the Raid as if it were sonar, testing
the depths of their character by plumbing, over the course of its sleepless days and nights, what
they might never discern in a lifetime of Ironman triathlons. It is a never-discussed fact that fewer
than one-third of the teams finish. "You can't think of quitting," points out Pat Harwood, the Navy
SEAL commando who anchored Team American Pride in 1993 and 1994, "you just have to keep
putting one foot in front of the other."
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thing is happening in sports. There is a new kind of athlete, participating in a new kind of sport.
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the experience of living—if only for the span of the event—at the very brink of human strength
and endurance. For this, the athlete will travel literally to the ends of the earth, to places so
desolate and so devoid of the comforts of modem life they might be from a distant time, or
another planet.What are these new athletes looking for?They are trying to discover what they
are capable of doing as men and women without the assistance of the modem world. They want
to know extremity, because there is life in risk, and nobility in the breach.They want to know
nature, not the tame woods of the park, but nature raw, where exposure is not an accident, and
where predators run free.They are looking for all this and more, everything within their skills and
fitness, as a sport and as a portal into this very beautiful and alien garden. And they want to
share it with teammates and friends who embrace their vision of a life lived fully.As a reporter, I
have always loved to be involved in the events I write about. Participation provides a knowledge
and sensibility of an event that cannot be achieved by mere observation. So I have found it
inspiring to watch Martin Dugard pushing himself in the worst possible conditions as a journalist,
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to have been able to playa part in the events that Martin reports, events that have sharpened in
such fine athletes and competitors a sense of adventure and a passion for living.GERARD
FUSILParis, January 1998PROLOGUELesotho, 1997What I really want to do is quit, I think as I
push my mountain bike up yet another rutted South African trail on the eleventh day of the Raid
Gauloises. I've had enough of this foolishness—this suffering. The temperature is 120 degrees.
I've hiked, rafted, canoed, and climbed over 350 miles. My feet resemble raw hamburger and I
am chafed in the most obscure places. I have definitely lived the promise that race organizer
Gerard Fusil made when I implored him to let me compete. "You," he said, "will suffer."I
WANTED to do the Raid because it is the world's toughest endurance race. Period. It's eight to
twelve days of competition performed in a state of constant peril. Tougher than the Ironman
triathlon. Tougher than the Tour de France. Tougher than the Iditarod sled dog race. Held in a
different remote corner of the world each year, it seeks nothing less, in the words of Fusil, than
"to push individuals to their mental, physical, and emotional limits."It is a stage race with five-
person teams, each team having at least one woman, required to navigate hundreds of miles by
land and by water—and even, occasionally, by air. The first race, in 1989, featured whitewater
rafting and mountaineering in a course that led competitors from one side of New Zealand to the
other. The Madagascar Raid in 1993 included skydiving, rock climbing, and desert orienteering.
There was camel riding as part of Oman in 1992, dugout canoes in the 1990 Costa Rica event.
Registered participants are told only the name of the country and the disciplines to train for.
Actual course location and order of events aren't revealed until the prerace meeting two days



before competition begins.The Raid has its roots in the childhood longing of Fusil, a man born
100 years too late. "I always dreamed," the fifty-year-old French journalist told me once, looking
out across the Madagascan dawn, "of being an explorer." Buoyed by that dream, he designed a
race that is the modern equivalent of colonial adventures past. Like Stanley and Livingstone,
Byrd and Peary, and legions of other explorers, competitors race through primitive lands,
unaided by motorized transport. The prize money is small. And, as when only the first explorer to
reach a new land could claim its riches in the name of his king or queen, only the first place Raid
team receives the prize.I had written about the Raid since 1992, when Americans first began
competing. I'd attended three times. So I knew of its intangibles, how the misery of being cold
and wet and tired breaks down teams until they quit in despair. And how even surefire winning
teams fall short due to circumstance—things like an inability to locate water, or simple map
reading errors that precipitate mind-boggling ramblings off course. Imagine a race in which you
wander for twelve hours in the wrong direction, then have to retrace your steps to start all over
again, and you get the picture.Ironically—or perhaps fittingly, given the vast number of office-
bound dreamers in this day and age—the Raid's competitive roster is loaded with individuals in
rather innocuous occupations. Engineers, insurance agents, dentists, and biologists are more
likely to compete than mountain climbers and rafting guides. This diversity gives the event an
everyman feel. Red wine, even cigarettes, are evident in the days before competition. And while
prerace conversations are invariably full of back-slapping and well wishes, the subtext is
apprehension to the point of horror. "How will I face myself if I quit?" competitors seem to be
thinking. "Do I really have what it takes to finish?" They turn to the Raid as if it were sonar, testing
the depths of their character by plumbing, over the course of its sleepless days and nights, what
they might never discern in a lifetime of Ironman triathlons. It is a never-discussed fact that fewer
than one-third of the teams finish. "You can't think of quitting," points out Pat Harwood, the Navy
SEAL commando who anchored Team American Pride in 1993 and 1994, "you just have to keep
putting one foot in front of the other."There is another quality to the Raid, an intangible called
"The Spirit of the Raid." It is all-pervasive and all-encompassing, a quiet mystique that implies
both a code of honesty among competitors and the unfailing belief that if it's possible for
anything to go wrong, it will, in fact, go wrong. It's what drives competitors to go on when their
feet are bloody and blistered, or to share their last drops of water with other teammates, even
other teams. The Spirit of the Raid may be the real reason why teams ante up $15,000 apiece
for the privilege of pushing themselves beyond mere endurance for a solid week or more, all the
while threatened by leopards and leeches, rocks and rivers, rain and—caving's indoor equivalent
—bat guano. It cannot be easily understood or explained, just felt. And as the Raid grows in
popularity, the line to experience this ubiquitous sensation gets longer and longer, and every
year, more and more teams are told they cannot enter. So I should consider myself lucky to be
biking through the land of the Zulus, rubbed raw in all the wrong places.A video crew in a dusty
white Pathfinder pulls alongside. They are French, imperious, smoking. "I'm a journalist," I yell to
the driver. "My team has quit. I have no maps, no food, and no emergency beacon. I want out of



this race. Can you give me a ride to the finish line?"Silence. And in that chasm, subtext: the
rivalry between writers and video types. They view us as sanctimonious purists tied to the musty
anachronism of the written word; we view them as techno-weenies with only a passing
awareness of aesthetics. For me to invoke professional courtesy—privilege existing in concept
but not reality—is an act of debasement. We both know it. Worse, I'm clinging to that awareness
as a marker for my desperation.He gives me the once-over and grabs something off the seat
next to him. "You wanted to do the Raid," he says, thrusting two tins of sardines and a yellow
circle of processed cheese out the window, "so do the Raid." And he speeds off. Feeling as if
I've been kicked, I stuff the food in my backpack and swig a mouthful of muddy river water from a
liter bottle. Then I pedal on, feeling the suffering just that much more acutely than a moment
before.PART IBeginningsCHAPTER 1Leaving NormalThe history of adventure racing in America
began February 21, 1991.It read like this:QUEPOS, Costa Rica—A gentle rain began to fall soon
after midnight, streaking the mud on my glasses and softening the sound of my horse's hoofs on
the jungle floor. In the humid dark, the contralto voices of a million frogs thrummed, and the
crazy blue flashes of a world of fireflies painted a brilliant canvas of motion and light. . . .THUS
BEGAN a four-day, 10,000-word serialization in the Los Angeles Times by staff writer Jon
Markman. He'd been invited by Gerard Fusil to compete as part of an all-journalist team in the
1990 Raid in Costa Rica. His tale was riveting. The first installment ran on a Sunday. I read it at
my kitchen table, engrossed in every word, staring at the vibrant photographs of jungle and
competitors. The next three parts I brought to work with me. Too enthralled to wait until lunch
hour, I smuggled the paper into the men's room and hid in a stall to do my reading. Markman's
story was too cool to be believed, a dramatic account of a race difficult beyond words.Starting
with a canoe paddle into the jungle from Limon, on Costa Rica's Caribbean side, thirty-three
teams raced across the isthmus, concluding on the Pacific Ocean some eleven days later with a
parachute jump into the resort of Quepos. Markman wrote of the tension of competing as part of
a disparate team of individuals, with personality clashes par for the course; of slipping through
mud for days on end; of intense heat and mosquitoes and snakes and jaguars; of conquering
fears and emerging from the journey more in tune with himself and his environment; of racing his
hardest, getting lost in the jungle, and never giving up the will to win, even when his team was
dead last.The words were evocative, like when he compared the jungles of Costa Rica with the
Jungle Cruise at Disneyland. And poetic, as Markman finally bathed in the joy of finishing the
unfinishable.I knew nothing about canoeing or mountaineering or skydiving, but somewhere in
my subconscious I felt a powerful sensation telling me not only that the Raid would be a
stupendous adventure, but also that I was destined to compete. I know that sensation—the first
time I met my wife I looked into her eyes and knew I was going to marry her. I trust that
sensation. And as terrifying as Markman's piece was (Costa Rica being a country of crocodiles,
impenetrable jungle, and scads of venomous snakes—so many that teams carried their own
antivenin injections), the attraction was all the stronger for the danger.Given my career at the
time, it's no wonder I was quietly in search of adventure. I lived with a daily sense of dread that I



would labor forever in my unfulfilling marketing job solely for the paycheck. Every moment of
every day that I spent inside the major corporation I worked for was like doing time in a white-
collar penal colony. And though I tried switching careers, firing off resumes to every conceivable
type of corporation, from running shoe manufacturers to PR firms, there was either no response
or the money was entry-level. I was, in a word, stuck—Papillon with a briefcase. The living,
breathing embodiment of "corporate lackey."It was my own doing. I took the job straight out of
college, thinking that suits, ties, corporate hierarchy, and an office with a phone plus a personal
computer were just about all a man could ask from life. And it is for some people. But not, I
found, for me. This didn't make me feel superior to my coworkers, it made me envious. I
desperately wanted what they seemed to have: a career for which they had a passion. That's the
rub. I couldn't, and still can't, imagine getting up day after day to labor in a job I wasn't meant for,
going to lunch when given permission, and having to account for every minute of my time,
knowing that somewhere, some supervisor is keeping track. That's misery. Life's too short.Funny
thing was, I kept getting promoted. The more I wanted out, the higher I rose in the company. I
started as a buyer of piping and electrical fixtures, but within three years was attending senior
executive-level meetings as marketing coordinator/aide de camp for one of the company's vice-
presidents. I wish I could say the promotions were the result of hard work or savvy, but it was
really plain dumb luck. Searching for a job within the company where I wouldn't feel like a square
peg in a round hole, I transferred laterally enough times that I eventually slipped through the
cracks into a job of import. Things like that happen within the anonymity of multinational
corporations.My boss, whom I alternately worshipped and feared, was a white-haired, broad-
shouldered Englishman. His adult life had been spent inside the corporate world, building oil
refineries and highways from Baton Rouge to Beirut to New Delhi. Keith Thomson reveled in
nuance: Machiavellian power plays, pointless meetings, the daily minefield of phone calls and
strategy sessions into which productivity had to be sandwiched. There was nothing trivial or
petty to Keith about the corporate world. It was the best, most respectable method of making a
living a man could endeavor to pursue. His workday started very early and ended very late.So
mine did, too. And though I was without a doubt the worst employee in the history of corporate
America, he was kind enough to predict a future for me. The mentoring process meant showing
up at 5:30 most mornings and working into the night; rethinking the marketing budget or writing a
speech, or merely sitting in yet another meeting with a bunch of guys in ties and suits with late-in-
the-day rumples. Which would have been fine—hard work being good for the soul and all—if I'd
felt marketing or the corporate world was my calling. But try as I might to convince myself that
was the case, I couldn't. And as much as I enjoyed Keith's company and corporate insights, I
was deathly afraid he would see through my facade into the impossible dream that ran around
and around my brain, inspiring and tormenting me at once.My dream was to quit, some way,
somehow. I wanted to travel the world, visit adventure. Outside of honeymooning in the
Canadian provinces of Alberta and British Columbia, where glacier-fed rivers ran clear, I'd never
left the United States. My history minor in college had given me a craving to see battlefields,



ruins, museums—all the stuff of great civilizations. I knew where pirates sailed and settlers died,
and desperately wanted to see those places. My worst fear was that I would grow old and die
never having seen the world firsthand, but only in books, forming opinions from images conjured
by others.I began pursuing the dream by doing freelance sportswriting. The few thousand dollars
I made annually wasn't enough to allow me to strike out on my own, but fueled my imagination.
The thought of becoming a full-time writer carried a romance that spirited me away during many
a humdrum meeting. More than once I had to have a direct question repeated because I was
gone. In the stratosphere. Daydreaming. Being my own man and living my own life.
Nevertheless, a year and a half elapsed between Markman's Raid article and the life-changing
phone call of November 10, 1992. It was late afternoon. The caller was British, somehow polite
and brash at once. His name, he said before a single second of the conversation had elapsed,
was Mark Burnett. On November 27 he was leading the first-ever American team to an obscure
French race called the Raid Gauloises—had I heard of it?—through the Arabian Peninsula
kingdom of Oman. The race would begin December 6. Sometime about eight days later, if all
went well, Burnett's squad would show the French just how tough Americans really were. They
would march across the final stretch of desert and cross the finish line in first place.I was
intrigued. It turned out Burnett had read a story of mine in Runner's World about a gruesome
race held at a Marine Corps Air Station near my house. Called the Volkslauf, the 10-kilometer
event mandated that all participants wear long pants and combat boots. The course consisted
not just of running, but of a low crawl under barbed wire, a blast from a fire hose, several chest-
high vaults, and a half-mile slog through a muddy drainage ditch. The mud was the worst. Even
the Navy SEAL commando teams that routinely won were forced to get down on their hands and
knees to half-swim, half-crawl through the quagmire. To make sure competitors didn't slink up
out of the ooze and make use of the firm soil lining the drainage ditch, soldiers stood guard the
length of the ditch. Just like the Raid, teams had to finish together or all be disqualified.
Something about the story had convinced Burnett that I was the perfect guy to write about his
Raid Gauloises team. In fact, he'd already called the editor of Runner's World and told him
so.For Burnett to visualize Runner's World as the perfect forum to promote his team was deeply
ironic, though neither he nor I realized it at the time. The roots of the Raid were the running boom
of the 1970s. Some say the boom actually began with the publication of Kenneth Cooper's
seminal fitness work, Aerobics, in 1968. Others think Americans first slipped on running shoes
after Frank Shorter won the Olympic Marathon in 1972. I think it was a mixture of both: Cooper
providing the kick in the ass of physiological proof that regular exercise leads to greater fitness;
Shorter, the motivation by becoming the first American since 1908 to win "the ultimate test of
endurance." Whatever the reason, the end result was that by 1980, the whole country was
outfitted in Nike running shoes and Dolfin shorts. Before then, competitive sports focused on the
notion that the athlete was a scholar (high school or college), a professional (baseball,
basketball, football), a social amateur (tennis, golf, bowling), or an Olympian.Age-group
competition in endurance sports existed, but only in a very limited way. What Cooper's book and



Shorter's victory did was motivate people to attempt things heretofore Herculean, like running a
marathon. Once nonathletic, everyday folk learned that it was possible for them to run a mile,
then a 10k, then a marathon, more than a few began looking for new endurance frontiers. The
Western States, a 100-mile endurance run through the mountains of northern California, found a
following. The Badwater 146, a two-day race from the lowest point in the continental United
States (Death Valley) to the highest (Mt. Whitney) was begun. The "146" denotes the mileage
from start to finish. In Hawaii, three guys bickered in a barroom about what was tougher—the
Waikiki Rough Water Swim, the Around Oahu Bike Ride, or running the Honolulu Marathon. The
result, first held in 1979, was the Ironman, a 2.4-mile swim, 112-mile bike and 26.2-mile run that
spawned the sport of triathlon. But it wasn't until two years later, with a major boost from
television, that the sport exploded. When ABC's Wide World of Sports captured top female
competitor Julie Moss collapsing just before the finish line, evacuating her bowels, then crawling
the final yards, America was smitten by the triathlon. In a world of creature comforts, we were
showing a deep-seated need to step outside that comfort zone. How better to feel life being lived
to the fullest?Though the Ironman was immediately given the mantle "toughest race on earth,"
Ironmen one-upped themselves by creating double Ironmans (4.8–224–52.4) and even triple
Ironmans (7.2–336–78.6) within five years. The once-daunting marathon was looking shorter
and shorter with each passing year, more a starting point for real endurance than the ultimate
test.Nonrunning endurance events began springing up. One was the Whitbread, an around-the-
world sailboat race. What had been considered the ultimate sailing achievement since the
beginning of time, capable of accomplishment by only the most fearless of navigators, was
suddenly being attempted by doctors and insurance salesmen and sailboat bums with nothing
better to do than harness themselves into a cockpit, turn on the GPS and tolerate unceasing
boredom and lack of sleep, all for the sake of accomplishment. Several died underestimating the
challenge.It was while covering the Whitbread for French radio in 1987 that Gerard Fusil
dreamed up the Raid concept. Noting that the Whitbread was an emulation of the expeditions of
great colonial mariners, like Magellan and Drake, while watching the field navigate the
treacherous waters around South America's Tierra del Fuego, he conceived of a similar
expedition-based race, but taking place on land. A race without motorized transportation. A race
in which the team dynamic that drove colonial expeditions to either mutiny or success could be
emulated in the same extreme, uncharted circumstances. A race in which competitors would be
self-sufficient, but for the safe harbor of refueling points. A race, thought the man who grew up
idealizing an uncle who made his living as an African bush pilot (Fusil kept a photo of the uncle
on his dresser throughout childhood), to stir the imagination and bring a sense of romance to
competitive sports.Fusil appears prescient in retrospect, but he was acting out of passion. It was
pure luck that the major athletic trend of the 1990s would be "extreme" sports—rock climbing,
mountain biking, mountaineering—that perfectly suited his vision of the ideal adventure. Beyond
just sports, that his fledgling concept would tie in neatly with the three major themes of the 1990s
—health, ecology, and the search for unconventional experiences—was a blessing. None of this



could possibly have been planned by Fusil.I can envision exactly what happened. He was at the
bottom of the world covering a race in which the competitors are strung out by days and weeks.
There wasn't a lot to do while waiting for the odd boat to bob past, other than make small talk
with the handful of journalists and race officials on hand. Maybe he filed a few dispatches, did
some journal writing, read a book. But mostly, with nothing like cable television or a local
multiplex to distract, he took in the scenery. His mind wandered. The cobwebs and day-to-day
distractions, the press of deadlines and the bustle of Paris, all were replaced with clarity of
thought. His body got in synch with his surroundings. He began to smell the sea breeze a little
more easily and clearly. The way shore birds caught a current and glided miles without flapping a
wing was not only noticed, but admired. He began to set his body clock by sunrise and sunset
instead of an alarm clock and dinner engagements. These sensations were all pleasurable,
worth duplicating.And as he became more and more attuned to his environment, Fusil
subconsciously began searching for a way to experience that simplicity more often. A way that
would dovetail with his professional life and not feel frivolous for being pursued. And, because
Fusil enjoys center stage a great deal, a way that would replace even Whitbread as the event to
end all events, making Fusil an adventurer extraordinaire in France.And that—the last part, at
least—is exactly what happened. After a year's planning, and the acquisition of $5 million in
corporate sponsorship from the likes of Coca-Cola and sleeping bag manufacturer Lestra Sport,
Fusil gathered thirty-five teams in New Zealand in 1989. They would race from one side of the
South Island to another. Fusil's wife, Nelly, was co-organizer, and came up with concepts like
mandatory checkpoints (CPs), team passports (small booklets carried by each team and
stamped at the checkpoints to verify completion and so prevent shortcuts), and assistance
points (also called headquarters, a place where teams refueled and changed gear between
stages). The weather was suitably horrid for a race of extremes, with snow and rain and
overflowing rivers everywhere.Marrying the colonial expedition theme with the most modern of
technologies, Fusil beamed radio and television feeds back to Paris each night. The journalist in
him recognized the powerful influence of well-placed articles, so he began the tradition of flying
an army of writers and photographers from Paris. To make them feel more a part of the race,
each journalist is given a special Raid Gauloises correspondent's shirt (which Fusil also wears
during the Raid), complete with pockets for passport, sunglasses, pens, and notes. The button-
down has become a Raid staple, an insider's reminder of three weeks spent on one very wild
assignment. It is treasured.By the time Cardinal Network, a New Zealand squad, finished in five
days, twenty-one hours, and thirty-six minutes, the French public was enthralled. Graphic
images of "a lot of snow, a lot of rain, and a lot of pain," as Nelly Fusil remarked, helped the Raid
supplant Whitbread overnight as the ultimate test of adventure and the human spirit. After all,
just six teams actually finished. When Gerard Fusil announced Costa Rica as the 1990 race site,
the Raid's Paris office was inundated with queries from potential competitors. "We never did any
advertising," Nelly Fusil remembers. "And people were calling us all the time. People read the
articles and got interested in doing the race. And since we had many, many articles, we had



many, many people calling."

My boss, whom I alternately worshipped and feared, was a white-haired, broad-shouldered
Englishman. His adult life had been spent inside the corporate world, building oil refineries and
highways from Baton Rouge to Beirut to New Delhi. Keith Thomson reveled in nuance:
Machiavellian power plays, pointless meetings, the daily minefield of phone calls and strategy
sessions into which productivity had to be sandwiched. There was nothing trivial or petty to Keith
about the corporate world. It was the best, most respectable method of making a living a man
could endeavor to pursue. His workday started very early and ended very late.So mine did, too.
And though I was without a doubt the worst employee in the history of corporate America, he
was kind enough to predict a future for me. The mentoring process meant showing up at 5:30
most mornings and working into the night; rethinking the marketing budget or writing a speech,
or merely sitting in yet another meeting with a bunch of guys in ties and suits with late-in-the-day
rumples. Which would have been fine—hard work being good for the soul and all—if I'd felt
marketing or the corporate world was my calling. But try as I might to convince myself that was
the case, I couldn't. And as much as I enjoyed Keith's company and corporate insights, I was
deathly afraid he would see through my facade into the impossible dream that ran around and
around my brain, inspiring and tormenting me at once.My dream was to quit, some way,
somehow. I wanted to travel the world, visit adventure. Outside of honeymooning in the
Canadian provinces of Alberta and British Columbia, where glacier-fed rivers ran clear, I'd never
left the United States. My history minor in college had given me a craving to see battlefields,
ruins, museums—all the stuff of great civilizations. I knew where pirates sailed and settlers died,
and desperately wanted to see those places. My worst fear was that I would grow old and die
never having seen the world firsthand, but only in books, forming opinions from images conjured
by others.I began pursuing the dream by doing freelance sportswriting. The few thousand dollars
I made annually wasn't enough to allow me to strike out on my own, but fueled my imagination.
The thought of becoming a full-time writer carried a romance that spirited me away during many
a humdrum meeting. More than once I had to have a direct question repeated because I was
gone. In the stratosphere. Daydreaming. Being my own man and living my own life.
Nevertheless, a year and a half elapsed between Markman's Raid article and the life-changing
phone call of November 10, 1992. It was late afternoon. The caller was British, somehow polite
and brash at once. His name, he said before a single second of the conversation had elapsed,
was Mark Burnett. On November 27 he was leading the first-ever American team to an obscure
French race called the Raid Gauloises—had I heard of it?—through the Arabian Peninsula
kingdom of Oman. The race would begin December 6. Sometime about eight days later, if all
went well, Burnett's squad would show the French just how tough Americans really were. They
would march across the final stretch of desert and cross the finish line in first place.I was
intrigued. It turned out Burnett had read a story of mine in Runner's World about a gruesome
race held at a Marine Corps Air Station near my house. Called the Volkslauf, the 10-kilometer



event mandated that all participants wear long pants and combat boots. The course consisted
not just of running, but of a low crawl under barbed wire, a blast from a fire hose, several chest-
high vaults, and a half-mile slog through a muddy drainage ditch. The mud was the worst. Even
the Navy SEAL commando teams that routinely won were forced to get down on their hands and
knees to half-swim, half-crawl through the quagmire. To make sure competitors didn't slink up
out of the ooze and make use of the firm soil lining the drainage ditch, soldiers stood guard the
length of the ditch. Just like the Raid, teams had to finish together or all be disqualified.
Something about the story had convinced Burnett that I was the perfect guy to write about his
Raid Gauloises team. In fact, he'd already called the editor of Runner's World and told him
so.For Burnett to visualize Runner's World as the perfect forum to promote his team was deeply
ironic, though neither he nor I realized it at the time. The roots of the Raid were the running boom
of the 1970s. Some say the boom actually began with the publication of Kenneth Cooper's
seminal fitness work, Aerobics, in 1968. Others think Americans first slipped on running shoes
after Frank Shorter won the Olympic Marathon in 1972. I think it was a mixture of both: Cooper
providing the kick in the ass of physiological proof that regular exercise leads to greater fitness;
Shorter, the motivation by becoming the first American since 1908 to win "the ultimate test of
endurance." Whatever the reason, the end result was that by 1980, the whole country was
outfitted in Nike running shoes and Dolfin shorts. Before then, competitive sports focused on the
notion that the athlete was a scholar (high school or college), a professional (baseball,
basketball, football), a social amateur (tennis, golf, bowling), or an Olympian.Age-group
competition in endurance sports existed, but only in a very limited way. What Cooper's book and
Shorter's victory did was motivate people to attempt things heretofore Herculean, like running a
marathon. Once nonathletic, everyday folk learned that it was possible for them to run a mile,
then a 10k, then a marathon, more than a few began looking for new endurance frontiers. The
Western States, a 100-mile endurance run through the mountains of northern California, found a
following. The Badwater 146, a two-day race from the lowest point in the continental United
States (Death Valley) to the highest (Mt. Whitney) was begun. The "146" denotes the mileage
from start to finish. In Hawaii, three guys bickered in a barroom about what was tougher—the
Waikiki Rough Water Swim, the Around Oahu Bike Ride, or running the Honolulu Marathon. The
result, first held in 1979, was the Ironman, a 2.4-mile swim, 112-mile bike and 26.2-mile run that
spawned the sport of triathlon. But it wasn't until two years later, with a major boost from
television, that the sport exploded. When ABC's Wide World of Sports captured top female
competitor Julie Moss collapsing just before the finish line, evacuating her bowels, then crawling
the final yards, America was smitten by the triathlon. In a world of creature comforts, we were
showing a deep-seated need to step outside that comfort zone. How better to feel life being lived
to the fullest?Though the Ironman was immediately given the mantle "toughest race on earth,"
Ironmen one-upped themselves by creating double Ironmans (4.8–224–52.4) and even triple
Ironmans (7.2–336–78.6) within five years. The once-daunting marathon was looking shorter
and shorter with each passing year, more a starting point for real endurance than the ultimate



test.Nonrunning endurance events began springing up. One was the Whitbread, an around-the-
world sailboat race. What had been considered the ultimate sailing achievement since the
beginning of time, capable of accomplishment by only the most fearless of navigators, was
suddenly being attempted by doctors and insurance salesmen and sailboat bums with nothing
better to do than harness themselves into a cockpit, turn on the GPS and tolerate unceasing
boredom and lack of sleep, all for the sake of accomplishment. Several died underestimating the
challenge.It was while covering the Whitbread for French radio in 1987 that Gerard Fusil
dreamed up the Raid concept. Noting that the Whitbread was an emulation of the expeditions of
great colonial mariners, like Magellan and Drake, while watching the field navigate the
treacherous waters around South America's Tierra del Fuego, he conceived of a similar
expedition-based race, but taking place on land. A race without motorized transportation. A race
in which the team dynamic that drove colonial expeditions to either mutiny or success could be
emulated in the same extreme, uncharted circumstances. A race in which competitors would be
self-sufficient, but for the safe harbor of refueling points. A race, thought the man who grew up
idealizing an uncle who made his living as an African bush pilot (Fusil kept a photo of the uncle
on his dresser throughout childhood), to stir the imagination and bring a sense of romance to
competitive sports.Fusil appears prescient in retrospect, but he was acting out of passion. It was
pure luck that the major athletic trend of the 1990s would be "extreme" sports—rock climbing,
mountain biking, mountaineering—that perfectly suited his vision of the ideal adventure. Beyond
just sports, that his fledgling concept would tie in neatly with the three major themes of the 1990s
—health, ecology, and the search for unconventional experiences—was a blessing. None of this
could possibly have been planned by Fusil.I can envision exactly what happened. He was at the
bottom of the world covering a race in which the competitors are strung out by days and weeks.
There wasn't a lot to do while waiting for the odd boat to bob past, other than make small talk
with the handful of journalists and race officials on hand. Maybe he filed a few dispatches, did
some journal writing, read a book. But mostly, with nothing like cable television or a local
multiplex to distract, he took in the scenery. His mind wandered. The cobwebs and day-to-day
distractions, the press of deadlines and the bustle of Paris, all were replaced with clarity of
thought. His body got in synch with his surroundings. He began to smell the sea breeze a little
more easily and clearly. The way shore birds caught a current and glided miles without flapping a
wing was not only noticed, but admired. He began to set his body clock by sunrise and sunset
instead of an alarm clock and dinner engagements. These sensations were all pleasurable,
worth duplicating.And as he became more and more attuned to his environment, Fusil
subconsciously began searching for a way to experience that simplicity more often. A way that
would dovetail with his professional life and not feel frivolous for being pursued. And, because
Fusil enjoys center stage a great deal, a way that would replace even Whitbread as the event to
end all events, making Fusil an adventurer extraordinaire in France.And that—the last part, at
least—is exactly what happened. After a year's planning, and the acquisition of $5 million in
corporate sponsorship from the likes of Coca-Cola and sleeping bag manufacturer Lestra Sport,



Fusil gathered thirty-five teams in New Zealand in 1989. They would race from one side of the
South Island to another. Fusil's wife, Nelly, was co-organizer, and came up with concepts like
mandatory checkpoints (CPs), team passports (small booklets carried by each team and
stamped at the checkpoints to verify completion and so prevent shortcuts), and assistance
points (also called headquarters, a place where teams refueled and changed gear between
stages). The weather was suitably horrid for a race of extremes, with snow and rain and
overflowing rivers everywhere.Marrying the colonial expedition theme with the most modern of
technologies, Fusil beamed radio and television feeds back to Paris each night. The journalist in
him recognized the powerful influence of well-placed articles, so he began the tradition of flying
an army of writers and photographers from Paris. To make them feel more a part of the race,
each journalist is given a special Raid Gauloises correspondent's shirt (which Fusil also wears
during the Raid), complete with pockets for passport, sunglasses, pens, and notes. The button-
down has become a Raid staple, an insider's reminder of three weeks spent on one very wild
assignment. It is treasured.By the time Cardinal Network, a New Zealand squad, finished in five
days, twenty-one hours, and thirty-six minutes, the French public was enthralled. Graphic
images of "a lot of snow, a lot of rain, and a lot of pain," as Nelly Fusil remarked, helped the Raid
supplant Whitbread overnight as the ultimate test of adventure and the human spirit. After all,
just six teams actually finished. When Gerard Fusil announced Costa Rica as the 1990 race site,
the Raid's Paris office was inundated with queries from potential competitors. "We never did any
advertising," Nelly Fusil remembers. "And people were calling us all the time. People read the
articles and got interested in doing the race. And since we had many, many articles, we had
many, many people calling."So began a mad dash to make Costa Rica even more extreme and
more well known than New Zealand. Seeking to add a global dimension, Fusil did much more
than just recruit an army of journalists to cover the race. He actually assembled a competitive
team of journos from all over the world—Jon Markman's team. The mere fact that they were
journalists, a bit bumbling and generally lacking in outdoor skills, rather than expert climbers and
mountaineers, gave their stories an accessibility that appealed to the modern man. Markman
trained to become "patient zero" in the birth of the sport in America by running alone, wearing a
backpack, in the Santa Monica Mountains above Los Angeles. He learned to skydive just days
before the Raid, at a military base outside Paris along with his journalist team. They all finished,
then wrote captivating articles that appeared in France, Japan, and the United States. The word
spread. And a slew of regular folk—doctors, plumbers, pharmacists—entered the 1991 Raid on
the South Pacific island of New Caledonia.I wasn't the only dreamer in Southern California taken
with Markman's story. Mark Burnett, reading the Sunday Times in bed with his wife, Diane, came
upon the color picture of teams canoeing up the lush Tortugero Canal. He paused. A former
soldier in the British Army who served in the Falkland Islands campaign, Burnett had more than
a passing acquaintance with outdoor activity. But since leaving the service and emigrating to
America there had been little chance to put it to use. Sure, he lived in wooded Topanga Canyon,
north of Los Angeles. But his jobs had ranged from nanny to soccer coach to owning a company



selling credit cards—anything to stay in America. His goal of fulfilling the American dream by
pulling himself up by his bootstraps allowed little time for frivolous outdoor adventure.Yet, as
Burnett began reading Markman's article—then stopping and rereading it aloud to Diane—he
saw something in the Raid beyond the adventure that made my imagination soar. He understood
immediately how the idea of the Raid made him feel, and that others would share his
enthusiasm. And then the entrepreneur in Burnett began to ponder how that enthusiasm could
be translated into a financial opportunity. Was there money in the Raid's adventure?Burnett
decided that not only would he do the race himself, but he would bring a similar race to America.
That began a frenzied effort to put together Team American Pride and finance the adventure by
acquiring sponsors. As Burnett went from one corporation to another, polishing his sales pitch in
person and on the phone, two things happened: he realized he possessed a gift for courting
potential investors; and he met Brian Terkelsen, a young, long-haired former New York
investment banker who'd come to California in search of a career change. The soft-spoken,
introverted Terkelsen was the perfect foil for the brash Burnett.With Burnett doing the talking and
Terkelsen crunching the numbers (and doing significant research showing that the 1990s would
be the decade of extreme outdoor sports and self-actualization through daunting challenge),
they put together a five-year plan for the development of a Raid-style race in the United States.
Eventually, the commodity would include not only a race, but also outdoor schools, motivational
speeches, and product tie-ins. For all that to happen though, Burnett needed to spread the news
of the Raid Gauloises to America. Americans have a natural affinity for adventure, Burnett
reasoned. They just need to be reminded. Which was when he stumbled across my Volkslauf
story in the May 1992 issue of Runner's World.After I got off the phone with Burnett I called the
editor of Runner's World, a business-like former Boston Marathon winner named Amby Burfoot
who has a precise vision about what the average runner does and does not want to read in his
magazine. I didn't think Amby would be amused by Burnett telling him who to assign to a story
that hadn't even been considered for the editorial calendar. He wasn't. But just enough of
Burnett's tales about the Raid's hardships and endurance requirements caught Amby's
attention. In a move the likes of which I haven't seen before or since, Amby assigned me the
story based on a single persuasive phone call from Burnett.I called Burnett back and told him
that because I wouldn't be covering the Raid in person, I would be relying on his accounts of the
action. Keep a journal, I told him, and call me as soon as you get back.It was mid-December
1992 the next time we spoke. Things hadn't gone as hoped. At first it had been great. Team
American Pride, whose membership included a stockbroker, an aerobics instructor, a freelance
television producer, and an actor, in addition to Burnett, were greeted warmly by Fusil and the
French. At the prerace briefing they were given a standing ovation. Something about having
Americans at the Raid made it just that much more valid in their minds as the toughest race on
earth.It was only when the Raid began that things went wrong. The first event was a tweny-five-
mile ride-and-tie. Each team was given three horses. While three members rode, the other two
would run as the course ascended the dry riverbed known as Wadi Akhbar. For some reason,



American Pride's stubborn nags wouldn't run. The team literally pulled them the entire distance.
To add insult to injury, after the roped ascent through a waterfall that began the second stage,
mountaineering, the actor refused to continue unless the team stopped, built a fire, and dried
their clothes. The bitter argument that followed foreshadowed the actor's eventual departure
from the race three days later. Fed up with his teammates, the actor quit in mid-kayak by making
an abrupt right turn and steering for shore. As Raid rules stipulate that either all five team
members finish together or the entire team is disqualified, American Pride was immediately out
of the competition. The remaining members could complete the race, but could not win.The four
became three six days after that when the aerobics instructor suffered a sprained ankle. Only
Burnett, TV producer Susan Hemond, and stockbroker Norman Archer Hunte joined Markman
as American Raid finishers.Interestingly, Hunte almost wasn't allowed to compete because he
couldn't swim. His alternate was Jim Garfield, a Chicago native who'd come west after college to
pursue an acting career. The adventure of the Raid was an inexplicable siren song to this lifelong
city boy. And though Hunte was reinstated after taking a quickie swim class, Garfield never
ceased his drive to attempt the Raid Gauloises. Five more years would pass before that goal
was realized.Despite the difficulties, and despite the fact that American Pride finished last, three
of the team members had finished. They had done whatever it took to complete the toughest
race on earth. Once, down to their last swig of water, the team passed the canteen. One by one
they poured the water in their mouths, swished it around, then spit it back into the canteen and
passed it on to the next teammate.When my Runner's World story ran in September 1993, I
described the awful details of the team's split, but also the heroics of going on despite being in
last place. I wrote about the Raid as an epic. Nathan Bilow's graphic photos of athletes
attempting the stark mountains amplified what I was trying to say. But the American cable
company broadcasting Team American Pride's exploits found themselves unable to explain to
viewers in simple TV terms what exactly "Raid Gauloises" meant. Though a "raid" is an
adventurous weekend to the French, and the Gauls settled what would become modern France,
a cleaner, neater description was conjured: "Challenge of the Warriors." There was no basis in
fact, merely the hope that folks at home would be intrigued enough by the abstract, extreme,
patently absurd title to tune in for coverage of this abstract, extreme, vaguely absurd endurance
race.The phone rang a few weeks after the story appeared. I was in my office cubicle fiddling
with a budget spreadsheet, watching the clock."Mark Burnett here," the caller announced
jovially.We spent the first few minutes catching up. When I interviewed Burnett months before, I'd
been repelled by his fondness for bluster. My opinion had softened, though. Burnett, in my
opinion, was a thirty-two-year-old boy, still seeking parental approval by doing the outrageous. I
found it hard to like him, but even harder to dislike him. The last time I'd seen him was at the
1993 Volkslauf, six months after he'd done the Raid in Oman. Burnett showed up wearing an all-
white jumpsuit plastered with Raid patches. Not only was he not self-conscious about wearing
all white to a public mud bath, but the first question he asked was where to find the Navy SEALs.
They were the best of the best, he told me confidently just before the race began. If he was going



to win the next Raid Gauloises, he needed a few for his team.I pointed out a group of bare-
chested, well-muscled guys hanging out at the starting line. Burnett was over there in an instant,
white suit and all. I cringed for him, sure that the ultra-secretive SEALs would blow him off as a
half-loony wanna-be. After the gun sounded and I slipped and slid around the course, my
thoughts would occasionally go back to Burnett, and how I hoped against hope he hadn't
embarrassed himself too badly. He was, after all, a pretty nice guy.Well, I learned a lesson in
dauntlessness that day. Because when I next saw Burnett after the race, white jumpsuit stained
a grimy brown from cuffs to collar, he was all smiles. The SEALs were not only interested, but
two had signed up on the spot.So as I sat in my office, bored at the end of a long day, it was nice
to hear Burnett's voice. Something about him spoke of opportunity. Or, failing that, dogged
persistence. "I've shown your story to race officials," Burnett said finally. "They'd like to know if
you're free in November to cover this year's race in Madagascar.""I'm sure I could do a few
phone interviews."

My boss, whom I alternately worshipped and feared, was a white-haired, broad-shouldered
Englishman. His adult life had been spent inside the corporate world, building oil refineries and
highways from Baton Rouge to Beirut to New Delhi. Keith Thomson reveled in nuance:
Machiavellian power plays, pointless meetings, the daily minefield of phone calls and strategy
sessions into which productivity had to be sandwiched. There was nothing trivial or petty to Keith
about the corporate world. It was the best, most respectable method of making a living a man
could endeavor to pursue. His workday started very early and ended very late.So mine did, too.
And though I was without a doubt the worst employee in the history of corporate America, he
was kind enough to predict a future for me. The mentoring process meant showing up at 5:30
most mornings and working into the night; rethinking the marketing budget or writing a speech,
or merely sitting in yet another meeting with a bunch of guys in ties and suits with late-in-the-day
rumples. Which would have been fine—hard work being good for the soul and all—if I'd felt
marketing or the corporate world was my calling. But try as I might to convince myself that was
the case, I couldn't. And as much as I enjoyed Keith's company and corporate insights, I was
deathly afraid he would see through my facade into the impossible dream that ran around and
around my brain, inspiring and tormenting me at once.My dream was to quit, some way,
somehow. I wanted to travel the world, visit adventure. Outside of honeymooning in the
Canadian provinces of Alberta and British Columbia, where glacier-fed rivers ran clear, I'd never
left the United States. My history minor in college had given me a craving to see battlefields,
ruins, museums—all the stuff of great civilizations. I knew where pirates sailed and settlers died,
and desperately wanted to see those places. My worst fear was that I would grow old and die
never having seen the world firsthand, but only in books, forming opinions from images conjured
by others.I began pursuing the dream by doing freelance sportswriting. The few thousand dollars
I made annually wasn't enough to allow me to strike out on my own, but fueled my imagination.
The thought of becoming a full-time writer carried a romance that spirited me away during many



a humdrum meeting. More than once I had to have a direct question repeated because I was
gone. In the stratosphere. Daydreaming. Being my own man and living my own life.
Nevertheless, a year and a half elapsed between Markman's Raid article and the life-changing
phone call of November 10, 1992. It was late afternoon. The caller was British, somehow polite
and brash at once. His name, he said before a single second of the conversation had elapsed,
was Mark Burnett. On November 27 he was leading the first-ever American team to an obscure
French race called the Raid Gauloises—had I heard of it?—through the Arabian Peninsula
kingdom of Oman. The race would begin December 6. Sometime about eight days later, if all
went well, Burnett's squad would show the French just how tough Americans really were. They
would march across the final stretch of desert and cross the finish line in first place.I was
intrigued. It turned out Burnett had read a story of mine in Runner's World about a gruesome
race held at a Marine Corps Air Station near my house. Called the Volkslauf, the 10-kilometer
event mandated that all participants wear long pants and combat boots. The course consisted
not just of running, but of a low crawl under barbed wire, a blast from a fire hose, several chest-
high vaults, and a half-mile slog through a muddy drainage ditch. The mud was the worst. Even
the Navy SEAL commando teams that routinely won were forced to get down on their hands and
knees to half-swim, half-crawl through the quagmire. To make sure competitors didn't slink up
out of the ooze and make use of the firm soil lining the drainage ditch, soldiers stood guard the
length of the ditch. Just like the Raid, teams had to finish together or all be disqualified.
Something about the story had convinced Burnett that I was the perfect guy to write about his
Raid Gauloises team. In fact, he'd already called the editor of Runner's World and told him
so.For Burnett to visualize Runner's World as the perfect forum to promote his team was deeply
ironic, though neither he nor I realized it at the time. The roots of the Raid were the running boom
of the 1970s. Some say the boom actually began with the publication of Kenneth Cooper's
seminal fitness work, Aerobics, in 1968. Others think Americans first slipped on running shoes
after Frank Shorter won the Olympic Marathon in 1972. I think it was a mixture of both: Cooper
providing the kick in the ass of physiological proof that regular exercise leads to greater fitness;
Shorter, the motivation by becoming the first American since 1908 to win "the ultimate test of
endurance." Whatever the reason, the end result was that by 1980, the whole country was
outfitted in Nike running shoes and Dolfin shorts. Before then, competitive sports focused on the
notion that the athlete was a scholar (high school or college), a professional (baseball,
basketball, football), a social amateur (tennis, golf, bowling), or an Olympian.Age-group
competition in endurance sports existed, but only in a very limited way. What Cooper's book and
Shorter's victory did was motivate people to attempt things heretofore Herculean, like running a
marathon. Once nonathletic, everyday folk learned that it was possible for them to run a mile,
then a 10k, then a marathon, more than a few began looking for new endurance frontiers. The
Western States, a 100-mile endurance run through the mountains of northern California, found a
following. The Badwater 146, a two-day race from the lowest point in the continental United
States (Death Valley) to the highest (Mt. Whitney) was begun. The "146" denotes the mileage



from start to finish. In Hawaii, three guys bickered in a barroom about what was tougher—the
Waikiki Rough Water Swim, the Around Oahu Bike Ride, or running the Honolulu Marathon. The
result, first held in 1979, was the Ironman, a 2.4-mile swim, 112-mile bike and 26.2-mile run that
spawned the sport of triathlon. But it wasn't until two years later, with a major boost from
television, that the sport exploded. When ABC's Wide World of Sports captured top female
competitor Julie Moss collapsing just before the finish line, evacuating her bowels, then crawling
the final yards, America was smitten by the triathlon. In a world of creature comforts, we were
showing a deep-seated need to step outside that comfort zone. How better to feel life being lived
to the fullest?Though the Ironman was immediately given the mantle "toughest race on earth,"
Ironmen one-upped themselves by creating double Ironmans (4.8–224–52.4) and even triple
Ironmans (7.2–336–78.6) within five years. The once-daunting marathon was looking shorter
and shorter with each passing year, more a starting point for real endurance than the ultimate
test.Nonrunning endurance events began springing up. One was the Whitbread, an around-the-
world sailboat race. What had been considered the ultimate sailing achievement since the
beginning of time, capable of accomplishment by only the most fearless of navigators, was
suddenly being attempted by doctors and insurance salesmen and sailboat bums with nothing
better to do than harness themselves into a cockpit, turn on the GPS and tolerate unceasing
boredom and lack of sleep, all for the sake of accomplishment. Several died underestimating the
challenge.It was while covering the Whitbread for French radio in 1987 that Gerard Fusil
dreamed up the Raid concept. Noting that the Whitbread was an emulation of the expeditions of
great colonial mariners, like Magellan and Drake, while watching the field navigate the
treacherous waters around South America's Tierra del Fuego, he conceived of a similar
expedition-based race, but taking place on land. A race without motorized transportation. A race
in which the team dynamic that drove colonial expeditions to either mutiny or success could be
emulated in the same extreme, uncharted circumstances. A race in which competitors would be
self-sufficient, but for the safe harbor of refueling points. A race, thought the man who grew up
idealizing an uncle who made his living as an African bush pilot (Fusil kept a photo of the uncle
on his dresser throughout childhood), to stir the imagination and bring a sense of romance to
competitive sports.Fusil appears prescient in retrospect, but he was acting out of passion. It was
pure luck that the major athletic trend of the 1990s would be "extreme" sports—rock climbing,
mountain biking, mountaineering—that perfectly suited his vision of the ideal adventure. Beyond
just sports, that his fledgling concept would tie in neatly with the three major themes of the 1990s
—health, ecology, and the search for unconventional experiences—was a blessing. None of this
could possibly have been planned by Fusil.I can envision exactly what happened. He was at the
bottom of the world covering a race in which the competitors are strung out by days and weeks.
There wasn't a lot to do while waiting for the odd boat to bob past, other than make small talk
with the handful of journalists and race officials on hand. Maybe he filed a few dispatches, did
some journal writing, read a book. But mostly, with nothing like cable television or a local
multiplex to distract, he took in the scenery. His mind wandered. The cobwebs and day-to-day



distractions, the press of deadlines and the bustle of Paris, all were replaced with clarity of
thought. His body got in synch with his surroundings. He began to smell the sea breeze a little
more easily and clearly. The way shore birds caught a current and glided miles without flapping a
wing was not only noticed, but admired. He began to set his body clock by sunrise and sunset
instead of an alarm clock and dinner engagements. These sensations were all pleasurable,
worth duplicating.And as he became more and more attuned to his environment, Fusil
subconsciously began searching for a way to experience that simplicity more often. A way that
would dovetail with his professional life and not feel frivolous for being pursued. And, because
Fusil enjoys center stage a great deal, a way that would replace even Whitbread as the event to
end all events, making Fusil an adventurer extraordinaire in France.And that—the last part, at
least—is exactly what happened. After a year's planning, and the acquisition of $5 million in
corporate sponsorship from the likes of Coca-Cola and sleeping bag manufacturer Lestra Sport,
Fusil gathered thirty-five teams in New Zealand in 1989. They would race from one side of the
South Island to another. Fusil's wife, Nelly, was co-organizer, and came up with concepts like
mandatory checkpoints (CPs), team passports (small booklets carried by each team and
stamped at the checkpoints to verify completion and so prevent shortcuts), and assistance
points (also called headquarters, a place where teams refueled and changed gear between
stages). The weather was suitably horrid for a race of extremes, with snow and rain and
overflowing rivers everywhere.Marrying the colonial expedition theme with the most modern of
technologies, Fusil beamed radio and television feeds back to Paris each night. The journalist in
him recognized the powerful influence of well-placed articles, so he began the tradition of flying
an army of writers and photographers from Paris. To make them feel more a part of the race,
each journalist is given a special Raid Gauloises correspondent's shirt (which Fusil also wears
during the Raid), complete with pockets for passport, sunglasses, pens, and notes. The button-
down has become a Raid staple, an insider's reminder of three weeks spent on one very wild
assignment. It is treasured.By the time Cardinal Network, a New Zealand squad, finished in five
days, twenty-one hours, and thirty-six minutes, the French public was enthralled. Graphic
images of "a lot of snow, a lot of rain, and a lot of pain," as Nelly Fusil remarked, helped the Raid
supplant Whitbread overnight as the ultimate test of adventure and the human spirit. After all,
just six teams actually finished. When Gerard Fusil announced Costa Rica as the 1990 race site,
the Raid's Paris office was inundated with queries from potential competitors. "We never did any
advertising," Nelly Fusil remembers. "And people were calling us all the time. People read the
articles and got interested in doing the race. And since we had many, many articles, we had
many, many people calling."So began a mad dash to make Costa Rica even more extreme and
more well known than New Zealand. Seeking to add a global dimension, Fusil did much more
than just recruit an army of journalists to cover the race. He actually assembled a competitive
team of journos from all over the world—Jon Markman's team. The mere fact that they were
journalists, a bit bumbling and generally lacking in outdoor skills, rather than expert climbers and
mountaineers, gave their stories an accessibility that appealed to the modern man. Markman



trained to become "patient zero" in the birth of the sport in America by running alone, wearing a
backpack, in the Santa Monica Mountains above Los Angeles. He learned to skydive just days
before the Raid, at a military base outside Paris along with his journalist team. They all finished,
then wrote captivating articles that appeared in France, Japan, and the United States. The word
spread. And a slew of regular folk—doctors, plumbers, pharmacists—entered the 1991 Raid on
the South Pacific island of New Caledonia.I wasn't the only dreamer in Southern California taken
with Markman's story. Mark Burnett, reading the Sunday Times in bed with his wife, Diane, came
upon the color picture of teams canoeing up the lush Tortugero Canal. He paused. A former
soldier in the British Army who served in the Falkland Islands campaign, Burnett had more than
a passing acquaintance with outdoor activity. But since leaving the service and emigrating to
America there had been little chance to put it to use. Sure, he lived in wooded Topanga Canyon,
north of Los Angeles. But his jobs had ranged from nanny to soccer coach to owning a company
selling credit cards—anything to stay in America. His goal of fulfilling the American dream by
pulling himself up by his bootstraps allowed little time for frivolous outdoor adventure.Yet, as
Burnett began reading Markman's article—then stopping and rereading it aloud to Diane—he
saw something in the Raid beyond the adventure that made my imagination soar. He understood
immediately how the idea of the Raid made him feel, and that others would share his
enthusiasm. And then the entrepreneur in Burnett began to ponder how that enthusiasm could
be translated into a financial opportunity. Was there money in the Raid's adventure?Burnett
decided that not only would he do the race himself, but he would bring a similar race to America.
That began a frenzied effort to put together Team American Pride and finance the adventure by
acquiring sponsors. As Burnett went from one corporation to another, polishing his sales pitch in
person and on the phone, two things happened: he realized he possessed a gift for courting
potential investors; and he met Brian Terkelsen, a young, long-haired former New York
investment banker who'd come to California in search of a career change. The soft-spoken,
introverted Terkelsen was the perfect foil for the brash Burnett.With Burnett doing the talking and
Terkelsen crunching the numbers (and doing significant research showing that the 1990s would
be the decade of extreme outdoor sports and self-actualization through daunting challenge),
they put together a five-year plan for the development of a Raid-style race in the United States.
Eventually, the commodity would include not only a race, but also outdoor schools, motivational
speeches, and product tie-ins. For all that to happen though, Burnett needed to spread the news
of the Raid Gauloises to America. Americans have a natural affinity for adventure, Burnett
reasoned. They just need to be reminded. Which was when he stumbled across my Volkslauf
story in the May 1992 issue of Runner's World.After I got off the phone with Burnett I called the
editor of Runner's World, a business-like former Boston Marathon winner named Amby Burfoot
who has a precise vision about what the average runner does and does not want to read in his
magazine. I didn't think Amby would be amused by Burnett telling him who to assign to a story
that hadn't even been considered for the editorial calendar. He wasn't. But just enough of
Burnett's tales about the Raid's hardships and endurance requirements caught Amby's



attention. In a move the likes of which I haven't seen before or since, Amby assigned me the
story based on a single persuasive phone call from Burnett.I called Burnett back and told him
that because I wouldn't be covering the Raid in person, I would be relying on his accounts of the
action. Keep a journal, I told him, and call me as soon as you get back.It was mid-December
1992 the next time we spoke. Things hadn't gone as hoped. At first it had been great. Team
American Pride, whose membership included a stockbroker, an aerobics instructor, a freelance
television producer, and an actor, in addition to Burnett, were greeted warmly by Fusil and the
French. At the prerace briefing they were given a standing ovation. Something about having
Americans at the Raid made it just that much more valid in their minds as the toughest race on
earth.It was only when the Raid began that things went wrong. The first event was a tweny-five-
mile ride-and-tie. Each team was given three horses. While three members rode, the other two
would run as the course ascended the dry riverbed known as Wadi Akhbar. For some reason,
American Pride's stubborn nags wouldn't run. The team literally pulled them the entire distance.
To add insult to injury, after the roped ascent through a waterfall that began the second stage,
mountaineering, the actor refused to continue unless the team stopped, built a fire, and dried
their clothes. The bitter argument that followed foreshadowed the actor's eventual departure
from the race three days later. Fed up with his teammates, the actor quit in mid-kayak by making
an abrupt right turn and steering for shore. As Raid rules stipulate that either all five team
members finish together or the entire team is disqualified, American Pride was immediately out
of the competition. The remaining members could complete the race, but could not win.The four
became three six days after that when the aerobics instructor suffered a sprained ankle. Only
Burnett, TV producer Susan Hemond, and stockbroker Norman Archer Hunte joined Markman
as American Raid finishers.Interestingly, Hunte almost wasn't allowed to compete because he
couldn't swim. His alternate was Jim Garfield, a Chicago native who'd come west after college to
pursue an acting career. The adventure of the Raid was an inexplicable siren song to this lifelong
city boy. And though Hunte was reinstated after taking a quickie swim class, Garfield never
ceased his drive to attempt the Raid Gauloises. Five more years would pass before that goal
was realized.Despite the difficulties, and despite the fact that American Pride finished last, three
of the team members had finished. They had done whatever it took to complete the toughest
race on earth. Once, down to their last swig of water, the team passed the canteen. One by one
they poured the water in their mouths, swished it around, then spit it back into the canteen and
passed it on to the next teammate.When my Runner's World story ran in September 1993, I
described the awful details of the team's split, but also the heroics of going on despite being in
last place. I wrote about the Raid as an epic. Nathan Bilow's graphic photos of athletes
attempting the stark mountains amplified what I was trying to say. But the American cable
company broadcasting Team American Pride's exploits found themselves unable to explain to
viewers in simple TV terms what exactly "Raid Gauloises" meant. Though a "raid" is an
adventurous weekend to the French, and the Gauls settled what would become modern France,
a cleaner, neater description was conjured: "Challenge of the Warriors." There was no basis in



fact, merely the hope that folks at home would be intrigued enough by the abstract, extreme,
patently absurd title to tune in for coverage of this abstract, extreme, vaguely absurd endurance
race.The phone rang a few weeks after the story appeared. I was in my office cubicle fiddling
with a budget spreadsheet, watching the clock."Mark Burnett here," the caller announced
jovially.We spent the first few minutes catching up. When I interviewed Burnett months before, I'd
been repelled by his fondness for bluster. My opinion had softened, though. Burnett, in my
opinion, was a thirty-two-year-old boy, still seeking parental approval by doing the outrageous. I
found it hard to like him, but even harder to dislike him. The last time I'd seen him was at the
1993 Volkslauf, six months after he'd done the Raid in Oman. Burnett showed up wearing an all-
white jumpsuit plastered with Raid patches. Not only was he not self-conscious about wearing
all white to a public mud bath, but the first question he asked was where to find the Navy SEALs.
They were the best of the best, he told me confidently just before the race began. If he was going
to win the next Raid Gauloises, he needed a few for his team.I pointed out a group of bare-
chested, well-muscled guys hanging out at the starting line. Burnett was over there in an instant,
white suit and all. I cringed for him, sure that the ultra-secretive SEALs would blow him off as a
half-loony wanna-be. After the gun sounded and I slipped and slid around the course, my
thoughts would occasionally go back to Burnett, and how I hoped against hope he hadn't
embarrassed himself too badly. He was, after all, a pretty nice guy.Well, I learned a lesson in
dauntlessness that day. Because when I next saw Burnett after the race, white jumpsuit stained
a grimy brown from cuffs to collar, he was all smiles. The SEALs were not only interested, but
two had signed up on the spot.So as I sat in my office, bored at the end of a long day, it was nice
to hear Burnett's voice. Something about him spoke of opportunity. Or, failing that, dogged
persistence. "I've shown your story to race officials," Burnett said finally. "They'd like to know if
you're free in November to cover this year's race in Madagascar.""I'm sure I could do a few
phone interviews."Burnett paused—I wasn't getting the picture. "It's more than that. They'd like to
fly you over and have you cover the Raid firsthand. You know, actually go to Madagascar."I don't
remember what I replied, other than stammering something about getting back to him.
Madagascar, I thought, hanging up the phone. Third-largest island in the world. Former French
colony. Land of lemurs and vanilla plants. Located off the east coast of Africa. The farthest
country on the globe from California, exactly halfway around the world. There was the chance I
would sell enough stories to make the venture extremely profitable—profitable enough to quit
the corporate world.Madagascar.This is where I was forced to face the awful realization that I
was all talk. It's one thing to wish for an independent lifestyle and to succeed or fail based purely
on your own merits. But actually stepping away from the corporate womb—from the benefits,
regular hours, and guaranteed paycheck—why, that's working without a net. It was frightening
even to consider.So I put Madagascar out of my mind. My convenient excuse for chickening out
was that it would mean leaving my wife, Calene, alone for three weeks with our three-year-old
and one-year-old sons, Devin and Connor. And besides, getting time off from work would be
impossible. I'd probably get fired if I tried. And what about that jungle? Madagascar's rain forests



are home to all manner of reptiles, including rivers full of crocodiles. The Indian Ocean, which
laps Madagascar's eastern shoreline, contains so many sharks that wading is prohibited on
some beaches. As much as I wanted to travel, I didn't like the idea of my kids being fatherless
because I was stupid enough to travel halfway around the world to be eaten by prehistoric
beasts. Be careful what you wish for, the man said. You just might get it.Madagascar popped in
and out of my brain for a week before I mentioned it to Calene. She's the perfect sort of woman
for a dreamer to marry, encouraging yet practical. Her opinion means everything to me. "The
only thing I'm afraid of is that you won't have a job when you get back," she said when I finally
brought it up. We were in the kitchen. I was leaning on the counter, drinking beer while she
cooked dinner. I could see Saddleback Mountain out the picture window. Halloween had just
passed, the warm craziness of Thanksgiving dinner—which I would miss if I went to Madagascar
—was looming, and Christmas was close enough that we'd already ordered cards.The thought
of missing a crucial chunk of the holiday countdown was discomfiting and made my decision all
the tougher. So I stared at the hulking green slopes of Saddleback as a way to see a solution
more clearly. In summer the mountain would turn brown, and the Southern California haze would
render the nearby slopes (just four miles from my front door to the base) invisible, but now it
loomed green and gorgeous after early autumn rains. Whenever I want to think, my eyes turn to
Saddleback. There is something in that mountain that calls to my imagination.Saddleback is
actually two mile-high peaks, Modjeska and Santiago, side by side. But viewed from a distance
they appear to be a western saddle, hence the name. The seagoing Indians that peopled
Orange County centuries ago, a tribe known as the Gabrielinos, sighted on the center of the
saddle to guide them back to their mainland villages after fishing expeditions off Catalina Island.
Now Saddleback is protected as part of Cleveland National Forest. Its undeveloped ruggedness
is a sweet contrast to the subdivisions of Orange County. When I run or mountain bike up its
dusty switchbacks I'm always amazed that such pristine wilderness exists mere minutes from
the cities of Orange County, as slick and modern a civilization as any on the planet. I've sorted
so many nagging problems out on those long runs that the mere image of Saddleback clears my
head.So I stared at Saddleback for inspiration as I danced around the subject of primitive
Madagascar. I told Calene that I'd thought about the possibility of getting fired. And about the
snakes, alligators, forty-hour plane flight over four different bodies of water, and even being
intimidated by working with bona fide international journalists for the first time. They were the real
deal. I was afraid of not measuring up.She listened quietly throughout dinner as I thought aloud,
weighing the pros and cons. "Do you want to go?" Calene asked finally. She rested her forearms
on the table and gazed intently at me. Just looking at her made me want to stay home. What sort
of man leaves a beautiful, brown-eyed wife to watch obsessive-compulsives race around a
backwater republic?"Uh, yeah. Yeah, I do. This could be a once-in-a-lifetime chance to travel. I
just want this to be something we agree on.""I think you should go.""Then ... good. I'm going."So
I nervously asked for, and received, three weeks' time off. I marched down to the Orange County
immunization center and got my shots for hepatitis and a dozen other diseases so tropical in



description that merely getting inoculated made me feel like Indiana Jones. I began taking
malaria pills. I bought my Lonely Planet guidebook on Madagascar and read it religiously. I got
my first passport, with a suitably derelict photo. I purchased two new notebooks, one for journal
keeping and another for taking race notes. Blank white pages turn me on. My new notebooks,
soon to be filled with thoughts, words, and deeds from a land so strange that no one I knew had
even imagined going there, dazzled me that much more.On November 18, I boarded Virgin
Atlantic flight 007 from Los Angeles to London, connecting, after a four-hour layover in London,
to Mauritius via Air Mauritius, then Reunion Island and Madagascar on Air Madagascar. Every
time I changed airlines the aircraft would get less modern; the flight attendants' costumes that
much more exotic. But I had no way of knowing this when I boarded the flight in Los Angeles. In
fact, I had no idea what I would find. Or even what I hoped to find, other than adventure and the
chance to play big-league journalist. From my backpack to my boots, everything I wore was
shiny new. I didn't even know how to set up my brand-new tent. I was a rookie, to be sure, out of
my element. In the satchel I carried onto the plane was a small toy fire truck Devin loaned me for
the trip. A Matchbox. Red, with glass in the windows. He had handed it to me impulsively the day
before, reminding me that I "would need toys to play with in the jungle." It would become my
touchstone.I found my seat with the help of the British flight attendant. Sitting down, I wrote a few
words in my journal, then tried to sleep, hoping all the while to wake up on another
continent.What goes through your mind when you decide to leave a safe, but unfulfilling job, and
begin doing the type of work you always dreamed of? For me it was two things: First, fear. Total
fear, the kind you suppress the instant it creeps up from the subconscious because it's too
terrifying to face. The second was euphoria, the kind kids feel on the last day of school. "I can do
anything I want," it says.It's the euphoria of freedom. It warmed me from head to toe as 007 lifted
off on that warm November afternoon. And while panic set in now and again during the journey, it
finally went away. The euphoria was stronger than ever when I touched down at Antananarivo
International Airport two days later.CHAPTER 2A Little Bit of Madness
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Espy, “Good Read —even if you’re not a racer. Dugard paints word pictures that draw you into
his story. I appreciate the honesty with which he shares the highs and lows of his career and his
experience with adventure racing. I won’t be embarking on an adventure race any time soon, but
thanks to Dugard’s skilled pen, I feel as if I have been a close spectator.”

schweetie_cakes, “Man Against the Elements, His Teamates and Himself. Brilliant writer and
accomplished athlete Martin Dugard covers the Raid Gauloises first as a journalist when the
Raid was in Madagascar/ Borneo, then as a participant, when the Raid was in Patagonia where
he didn't finish and again in Argentina, when he did finish the race. He prefaces the book by
describing the modern day fascination with adventure racing. "...There is a new kind of athlete,
participating in a new kind of sport. This new athlete competes not for fame, or money, or career,
but simply for the adventure and for the experience of living- if only for the span of the event -at
the very brink of human strength and endurance." We not only witness Dugard's confounding
eight day race through hell, we're also treated to the evolution of Adventure Racing, the
psychology of the adventure-warrior and the history of man's fascination with exploring the
unknown whether as an explorer, an extreme athlete or an historian.”

Glenn Czulada, “Good Read. This was a good read. Of course, another "green guy" flying all
over the world just for fun!  It's the thought that counts i suppose.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Five Stars. given as a gift to a marathon runner.”

Minnesota Road n Trail, “Opened my eyes to a world I knew very little about. A very interesting
read. I have only been exposed to adventure racing by watching Eco-Challenge races on tv. I
agree with the author when he says that this will only show you the parts they want you to see.
Martin Dugard was in a corporate job and felt like he was in prison. He took a huge chance and
dove into his passion of writing and journalism. Doors opened for him and led him into the world
of the Raid Gauloises. I didn't know what this was until I read the book. The Eco-Challenge in
America was formed by using the same concept. This is a race that covers hundreds of miles
through untamed wilderness in some of the most unforgiving places on Earth. Dugard's book
focuses on how the race has affected every part of his life. The book is written from his point of
view as a journalist covering the events and first hand as a competitor. He has attended several
raids in both roles. His writing style allowed me to get a good idea of what goes through
someone's mind as they train and compete in one of these events. Even the most physically
capable can crumble by showing even the slightest mental weakness. Also important to note is
that it is a team sport. Five members to team and they must finish together if they want it to
count. I gave the book four stars, because the author did throw in a few things that could've been
left out for better flow.  Don't let that stop you from picking up this fascinating book.”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Informative and Sometimes Inspiring. This book is really two stories within
one. The author starts by telling how he changed his life by taking a chance and pursuing a
dream. It is a story of a corporate professional who grows disillusioned with his job, and spends
his days daydreaming about a more exciting and fulfilling life. Taking a leap of faith, with the
support of his wife, the author decides finally to pursue his dream as a free lance writer. We
follow the author's adventure first as a correspondent for a new sport, and then listen as the
author is drawn into the sport as a participant. The author is very informative when it comes to
describing the adventure race experience. If you have ever wondered what an adventure race
entails, and what motivates people to undertake such an endeavor, this book is for you. If you
are stuck in a deadend job and dream of doing something different, then you may want to read
this book as well. The editing could be better (I often times wondered if the author used the
same editor on "Survivor"), but this is only a small distraction from the material contained in the
book.”

Michael Dorausch, “A Passion For Living. There is a message in this book much greater than
that of finishing the Raid Gauloises. It's the journey that's important, not so much the finish.If
your looking for a how-to book on adventure racing, this may not be for you. However, if your
looking to read the story of one man's accomplishments and how those accomplishments relate
to adventure racing, this is certainly a book to read.The author takes us through his experiences
of adventure racing both on and off the course, sharing the essence of his human spirit.It's a
story of dreams that became a reality. A story of teamwork, discipline and friendship. A story of
love for one's family and a passion for life.Thanks Marty and enough with the ibuprofen, that stuff
will kill you.”

The book by Martin Dugard has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 22 people have provided feedback.
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