
Kokopelli's Trail Solo Attempt 

Or: Fear and Loathing in Moab - a crew-person's viewpoint and ruminations, by Ben Holmes 

Many apologies to the ghost of Hunter S. Thompson.  All Hunter S. Thompson άCŜŀǊ ϧ [ƻŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ [ŀǎ ±ŜƎŀǎέ quotes or paraphrases are in red. 

I like a challenge, and I like to see people work hard toward their own special challenges.  For the past 
мм ȅŜŀǊǎΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƭ-running community here in the Midwest.  My group, the Trail Nerds 
now has up to ten group runs per week, and we host 23 races, yearly.  LǘΩs been my own special 
challenge that has had its share of a lot of work, but with its share of fun, too.   

This story is about a Trail Nerd who took on a personal challenge to run the entire 140-mile length of 
YƻƪƻǇŜƭƭƛΩs Trail; a trail consisting of single-track trail, jeep roads, some pavement, and with a lot of 
climbs and descents into beautiful desert canyons.  At this point in his life, David Wakefield had finished 
only one 100-mile event, prior to taking on this endeavor.  [ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΥ  

 

Denver, Thursday morning.  So I rented a Jeep Liberty.  "Trail Tested," the decal on the side said.  (We'll 
see about that). Fortunately, I opted for the "I'll-be-go-to-Hell-insurance."  The daily cost of such, was 
the same price as the daily car rental cost, itself.  The man assured me that as long as I had the Jeep back 
to the rental agency in Denver by Monday at 11 a.m., that I could deliver a 2-foot by 2-foot cube of 
compressed metal, and I would be "good to go" with just a phone call and a signature to the insurance 
agency.  (This idea somehow appealed to me, greatly).  And this strategy had served me well at the 
Cascade Crest 100, a few years back.  While I was running, my support crew had destroyed a rear 
quarter panel and tore the passenger side sheet metal off; and other than the check-in gal uttering 
multiple expletives, everything was good to go at SeaTac, the day of our return. 

I drove the 300 gorgeous miles to Utah.  Moab - a tourist town, but also a "great outdoors" jumping-off 

point.  I passed by the appropriately named "Gonzo Inn."  Fellow Topeka area runners, David Wakefield 

and Darin Schneidewind had already arrived in Moab on Tuesday.  They had driven out earlier to scope-

out some of the potential aid stops for Dave.  You see, Mr. Wakefield was going to attempt a 140-mile 

solo run of Kokopelli's Trail, from Loma, Colorado, to Moab, Utah. Only three other trail-runner's (that 

we know of) have attempted this feat. 

Flash-back six months.  Our conversation went something like this, when Dave first started talking about 

doing Kokopelli.  Me: άSounds like big trouble. You're going to need plenty of legal advice before this 

thing is over. As your attorney, I advise you to take along a very fast blonde with no top. And you'll need 

a tough pacer that's just as crazy as you. Classic iPod loaded with 160 GB of special music. Acapulco 

shirts. Get the hell out of K.C. for at least 84 hours. Blows my weekend.έ  Wakefield: άWhy?έ Me: 

άBecause naturally, I'm going to have to go with you. And we're going to have to arm ourselves... to the 

teeth!έ So Dave asked me to crew for him on his quest for semi-backwater-fame, and Darin chipped-in 

as his primary pacer.  (The blonde was just a passing fantasy, left-in for literary effect).  To round-out our 

expeditionary force, a Salomon team mate of Dave that lives in Arizona (Eric Bohn) and his sharp-

minded (and fit) wife Janie, were to join us after the first night of the adventure. 

  



Dave was already very άǊŀŎŜ fitέ and fast, but he totally started training like a madman for this run.  He 

got fitter than any sane 37-year-old Kansan should ever consider.  David Wakefield.  One of God's own 

prototypes. A high-powered six-foot-two mutant of some kind never even considered for mass 

production. Too weird to live, and too rare to die.  And way-faster than he should be, for having the 

frame and underpinnings of a modern-day Sasquatch. 

Darin and Dave train a lot together.  And both have been on a roll for the past few years.  They keep 

getting faster and stronger...beyond all human reasoning.  There was madness in any direction, at any 

hour. You could strike sparks anywhere. There was a fantastic universal sense that whatever they were 

doing was right, that they were winning.  Darin is also one of those "broke the mold" kind of guys.  IŜΩǎ 

very unique and very tough; a masters  guy that can pull-out a 3:43 win on a technically-tough 50-

Kilometer course. 



Darin and Dave scope-ƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ YƻƪƻǇŜƭƭƛΩǎ ²ƻǊƭŘΦ 



 
Dave, at the start of his journey. 



The first forty miles or so, Dave ran completely solo.  Darin and I spent our time making sandwiches, 

updating 5ŀǾŜΩǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ƻƴ Facebook (while we still have cell phone coverage), and just hanging-out.  

By about  10 p.m.,  Dave is getting spooked...he's got "the fear," running by himself with half-seen 

predators' eyes glaring back at him, in the unforgiving L.E.D. light.  Darin starts his pacing duties, and 

takes off with Dave.  I have a crazy-ass drive on nut-cake roads, to get to the next meeting point.  The 

boys get into a rhythm.  And right after sunrise, Eric and Janie magically show up to help with the 

crewing and pacing duties.   



Darin, waiting for signs of Dave. 



Eric takes off with Dave, to pace him on a nasty little climb on a completely unsupportable 18-mile 

section. Janie, Darin and I get into the rented Jeep and drive to the next meeting point. But we can't get 

as far down the road (as Dave had estimated), to meet with them.  This road would be tough enough for 

a Jeep Rubicon with a lift-kit, let alone for a sissy, rented Jeep Liberty.  We got to within 3 miles of where 

he wanted us to be, but could go no further for fear of shining-up the skid-plates or high-centering or 

maybe even rolling the poor vehicle. By the time Eric delivered Dave to us, he was really hungry, and 

had run out of water, for a second time.  This would not be the last time that he would run out of water. 

We left Darin to pace Dave.  Janie and Eric and I took-off to get supplies, and to go get their car that 

we'd left at another location.  The road we were traveling was really rough, but worse yet: with the 

spectacle of holiday traffic...and with people driving cars and pulling trailers on a άjeep road from hellέ 

that they had no sane business even being on, (using unworthy equipment).  Holy crap!  I hear the 

swish-swish noise of rapid air release on the right side of the Jeep, and then the tire deflation alarm goes 

off.  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ place to pull over to change it!  We have to drive another two miles on the road from 

Hell, through multiple stream-crossings and cliff-huggings, before there was a spot wide enough to pull 

over.  Janie and Eric and I then became a tire-changing machine that would make any NASCAR pit crew 

proud.  What a team!  



 


