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Welcome to the 8th 
annual NCOM  ul-
tra bicycle race.   
This is truly a race 
of endurance as 
well as physical 
and mental chal-
lenge.  NCOM is 
born from RAAM 
experience.  You 
will discover parts 
of the route that are 
reminiscent of the 
Moonscape terrain 
of Tuba City and 
Kayenta, climbs 
similar to the Yar-
nell Grade and the 
wide open vastness 
of the Colorado 
plains.  Enjoy the 
ugly beauty, appre-
ciate the desolation 
and respect the rug-
gedness of this im-
mense land. 

 
 
 
“Life is not a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well 
preserved body, but rather to skid in broadside, thoroughly used up, totally worn out and 
loudly proclaiming:  WOW…..WHAT A RIDE!!” 
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NCOM 2019 Outlaws 

 Racer Location Team Name Age 

Llewelyn Moss 
1000    Solo 

    

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

Anton Chigurh 
383 Solo 

    

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     



5 

 

NCOM 2019  Outlaws (continued) 

 Racer Location Team Name Age 

Ed Tom Bell 208 
Solo 
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NCOM Course Records 
 

208 Mile Ed Tom Bell Male Solo 
2014.  Andrew Willis.  21.44 mph.  193 miles  9 hrs. 0 min. 

 
208 Mile Ed Tom Bell Male Solo Recumbent 

2015.  Jim Reeves.  13.63 mph.  193 miles  14 hr. 14 min. 
 

208 Mile Ed Tom Bell 2 person team 
2015.  Cycling Center Dallas.  Max Sawyer and Richard Wharton.   

20.53 mph.  193 miles.  9 hr 23 min. 
 

383 Mile Anton Chigurh Male Solo 
2012.  Marco Baloh.  18.21 mph. 382.6 miles  20 hr. 59 min. 

 
383 Mile Anton Chigurh Female Solo 

2016.  Sarah Cooper.  17.48 mph.  383 miles  21 hr. 54 min. 
 

383 Mile Anton Chigurh Tandem 
2014.  Pat and Charley Jenkins.  12.92 mph.  384 miles  29 hr. 42 min. 

 
383 Mile Anton Chigurh 2 Person Team 

2016. Desperados.  Joe Sitterly, Doug Randel.  16.72 mph.   
384 miles  22 hr. 52 min. 

 
383 Mile Anton Chigurh 3 Person Team 

2018.  Kicking Asphalt.  Antony Croston. Tomas Canny. John Sandness. 
386.3 miles  13.84 mph. 27 hours 57 minutes 

 
383 Mile Anton Chigurh 4 Person Team 

2016  VIM Racing.  Oscar Salazar, Alex Gibson, Von Doria, Russell Potter. 
383 miles  19.29 mph. 19 hrs. 51 mins.   

 
1000 Mile Llewelyn Moss Male Solo 

2014.  Chirs Hopkinson.  13.89 mph.  1000 miles.  71 hr. 58 min. 
 

1000 Mile Llewelyn Moss 2 Person Team 
2015.  Amy Russell, Tom Lavallee.  14.13 mph.  1000 miles  70 hr. 45 min. 

 
1000 Mile Llewelyn Moss 2 Person Recumbent Team 

2018.  Red Pearl Racing.  Sandy Earl. Bill Spaeth.   
999.7 miles 13.36 avg. mph.  74 hours 49 minutes 

 
1000 Mile Llewelyn Moss 4 Person Team 

2017.  RRT4G. Dan Rocco, Dave Rocco, Tim Piechel, Tim Barrow. 
1000 miles.  17.88 mph. 55 hours 55  minutes. 
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Discover Your Magic 

Start: Quarter Circle 7 Hotel and 
Spa 
TS1.  Ft. Davis  26.1 miles 
TS2.  Hwy 118N/Hwy 17 S  92 
miles 
TS3.  Marfa Stripes Store 182.8 
miles 
Finish: QC7   206.6 miles 

Time Station Procedures 
 
Text War Room immediately upon Time Station arrival. 

504-905-8528.  Secondary number 830-765-8622 
 
Text should include: 
 Racer’s name  
 Racer’s  NCOM number 
 TS number and location 
 TS arrival in military time 
 
Example:   
Joe Racer 
#111 
TS1 Study Butte 
15:15 
 
War Room will provide confirmation.  It may not be im-
mediate. Keep in mind that cell service might be very lim-
ited and the window of opportunity to call in TS arrival 
could be very short.  If text or call does not go through, 
keep trying.  Document your arrival time in your route 
book. 
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Fact, folklore and fiction about the N C O M region.  
 
Of course the race name comes from the book No Country for Old Men, by Cormac McCar-
thy. It is a story set in the 1980’s about the ensuing results of an illicit drug deal gone wrong 
in a remote desert location.  Several scenes from the move are filmed in the NCOM race re-
gion.   
 

“To ride or not to ride?  …….What a stupid question!” 

Safety should always be of the utmost concern for both Racer and 
Crew. 
  Be prepared at all times to shift up to your big chain ring in order to sprint away from 

chasing Panthers. 
 Please do not feed the Bears 
 Never, ever hit a Javelina broadside.  It is like riding into a brick wall. 
 Always be aware of falling cacti as you climb through the rock cuts. 
 It is against the law to adopt Coyotes as rescue pets. 
 Those are NOT speed bumps you see in the roadway.  Those are Western Diamond Back 

Rattlesnakes.  Please slow down when crossing. 
 .    

“Who dares wins!” 

 
Quarter Circle 7 Hotel and Spa   Start/Finish 
The QC7 is owned by a local fourth generation ranching family.  Experience the true cattle-

men’s hospitality that captures far Wes Texas.  QC7 is situated at the base of “Twin Peaks” 

Mountains and nestled among the foothills of the Chihuahuan Desert with gigantic views of 

the Chisos Mountains and Big Bend to the south and the Davis mountains to the north. 

 
 

"If the bone ain't showin', keep on goin'  
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Start to TS 1; Quarter Circle 7 to Ft. Davis  26.1 miles  

Accumulat-
ed miles 

Time sta-
tion miles 

Ac-
tion 

Control Comments 

0 0   Start line/Quarter Circle 7 Hotel 

2.3 2.3 Left Red Blink-
ing Light 

5th St./Hwy 118 N 

4.5 4.5   Railroad Tracks 

13 13   Begin Optional Direct Follow 

19.8 19.8   Picnic Area 

26.1 26.1 Bear 
Right 

 TS1/Intersection Hwy 118N and Hwy 17S/State 
St. Text War Room. Reset Trip Meter 
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The Prude Ranch 
Grandmother Prude came to Fort Davis over 100 years ago, with her parents, in a covered wag-
on.  The soldiers of Old Fort Davis had to protect them from Indians along their journey.  Her 
marriage to Andrew G. Prude in 1896 began the legacy of the present Prude Ranch operation.   
The legacy lives on, John Robert and Betty Prude, the third generation, began what is now 58 
years of Prude Ranch Summer Camp for Boys and Girls.   
At the historic Prude Guest Ranch you can do everything from horseback riding, birding, square 
dance or take in a fabulous Texas Star Party. 

 "Man who run behind car get exhausted" 
"Woman who run in front of car get tired" 

 

McDonalds Observatory. 
McDonald Observatory, a research unit of The University of Texas at Austin, is one of the 
world's leading centers for astronomical research, teaching, and public education and outreach. 
Observatory facilities are located atop Mount Locke and Mount Fowlkes in the Davis Moun-
tains of West Texas, which offer some of the darkest night skies in the continental United 
States.  
Did you know the community of Ft. Davis, Texas nearly 20 miles from McDonald’s Observato-
ry has ordinances that prevent city street lamps from being over a certain height just to keep the 
skies darker for better star gazing at the observatory. 

“It does not take guts to do ultra races.  It just takes a significant loss of brain cells to kill 
off common sense.” 

 

Fort Davis. 
Fort Davis National Historic Site, along Texas Highways 17 - 118 at the foot of Sleeping Lion 
Mountain and Hospital Canyon, is considered perhaps the best preserved of all the 19th Century 
frontier forts and one of the best preserved "Buffalo Soldier" forts in the west.  The nickname 
was given to the “Negro Cavalry” by the Native American tribes they fought.  The “Buffalo 
Solders” were established by Congress as the first peacetime all-black regiments in the regular 
U. S. Army. 
Although one local historian insisted that "Fort Davis never was a wild town," the place had its 
share of colorful legends. One involved Dolores Gavino Doporto, who as a young woman be-
came engaged to a goatherd named José. While José was out tending his goats she would com-
municate with him by building a fire every Thursday night on the low mountain just south of 
town. Shortly before their wedding day José was killed and scalped by Mescaleros while tend-
ing his goats in or near Musquiz Canyon. Dolores, overcome with grief, continued to climb the 
mountain and build her fire every Thursday night for some thirty or forty years. When she died 
in 1893 she was buried near the path she had worn on her lonely trips up the mountain, which 
became known as Dolores Mountain.  

 “The ultimate thrill was peeing on the bike, snot coming out of my nose, chewing on my 
Power Gel and farting at the same time!” 
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TS1 to TS2; Ft. Davis to Intersection Hwy 118 N/Hwy 17 S.  66.8 miles 
 

  

Accumulat-
ed Miles 

Time Sta-
tion Miles Action Control Comments 

26.1 0 Straight  Continue on Hwy 118N/Hwy17N 

27.4 1.3 Bear right  Follow Hwy 17N 

35.6 9.5 Straight  Roadside Park on right 

36.6 10.5 Straight  Roadside Park on left 

37.7 11.6 Straight  Roadside Park on left 

39.4 13.3 Straight  Begin Wild Rose Pass 

51.6 25.5 Left  

Hwy 1832. Boy Scout Road; Caution. 
Follow Vehicles not allowed on Boy 

Scout Road. Several cattle guard 
crossings in the next few miles. 

60.2 34.1 Turnaround Cattleguard 
Call out racer name and number to 

official 

68.8 42.7 Right Stop Sign Hwy 17 S. 

92.9 66.8 Bear right Yield Sign 
TS2. Intersection Hwy 17S/Hwy 118 
N. Text or call War Room. Reset trip 
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 “Some are weak and limited and ride with their 
legs………..others are strong and enduring and ride with their 

Giant, the Movie 
 The 1956 movie epic "GIANT" won 4 Oscars and 12 nominations. It  was based on the novel 
by Edna Ferber which covered the family life of a Texas cattle rancher and their conflicts.  Stars 
of  the movie were Elizabeth Taylor, Rock Hudson, James Dean (final film role), Chill Wills, 
and Dennis Hopper. 
Marfa is also home of the historic Hotel Paisano.  The hotel was built by Charles Bassett in 
1930.  The Paisano was for the most part a cattelman’s hotel for the first 40 years.  But in 1955, 
Warner Bros. chose The Paisano 
as home for cast and crew while filming Giant.   
Every year, the city of Marfa closes their downtown main street in order for Giant fans to watch 
an outside viewing of the movie.  People come dressed in costume as their favorite Giant movie 
actor.  
 
 “Some are weak and limited and ride with their legs………..others are strong and endur-

ing and ride with their hearts!” 

The Murder Maverick Steer 
The legend has been told many a times around a campfire.  Supposedly the Murder Maverick is 

an omen of death. It is a big steer, sometimes red, sometimes black, sometimes another color. It 

is branded on one side with the word MURDER ‘in letters a foot high.’ If a man or woman gets 

close enough to read the brand, either that person or someone close to him or her will soon be 

murdered.  According to the legend, two ranchers, at a roundup, disputed the ownership of the 

steer. The dispute became a difficulty and one of the men was shot and killed. The other es-

caped. Cowboys who worked for the dead man roped and tied down the steer, then branded it 

with the word MURDER. According to the teller of the tale, the brand didn’t truly scar the hide, 

but killed the color-producing cells in the hair follicles, so that when the hair grew back it grew 

in white. The Murder Maverick then began following the murderer everywhere he went, until 

he had to leave the country entirely. It then went off into the mountains in the trans-Pecos area. 

It only appeared occasionally, but when it did and the brand was read, someone would be mur-

dered shortly afterward.   As you race through the hills of NCOM, be on the lookout for the 

Murder Maverick Steer.  Don’t get close! 

 

 “There's a light in you that's meant to move---through the wind and the rain and the 
heat, under the sun, under the moon, under the stars, forever.  There's a place where eve-

rything flows, and no one can tell you how to get there but you.  The light's already in 
you---let it burn." 
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TS2 to TS3.  Intersection Hwy 118S/Hwy 17S to Stripes Store Marfa.  89.9 miles 

Accumu-
lated Miles 

Time Sta-
tion Miles Action Control Comments 

92.9 0 Straight  Continue on Hwy 118N 

95.7 2.8 Straight  Davis Mountain State Park on left 

106.8 13.9 Straight  McDonald Observatory on right. DO NOT TURN 

121 28.1 Bear left  
Hwy 166; Caution. Several cattle guards on this sec-

tion 

164 71.1 Bear right Yield Sign Hwy 17 S. 

182.4 89.5 Right  Lincoln St. 

182.5 89.6 Left  Highland St. 

182.6 89.7 Straight  Railroad tracks 

182.7 89.8 Left 
Flashing 

light E. San Antonio St; Hwy 67; Hwy 90 

182.8 89.9 Straight  
TS3. Stripes store on left. Marfa. Text or call War 

Room. Reset trip meter. 
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“In the days before volcanoes were invented lava had to be car-
ried down the mountain by hand and poured on the sleeping 

“There is a crowd at the fountain of youth

Ultradex.net 
 

The Marfa Lights 
The NCOM route takes you right by the Marfa Lights viewing station.   Accounts of strange 
and unexplained phenomena just outside of Marfa began during the 19th century and continue 
to this day. Ranchers, Apaches, high school sweethearts and famous meteorologists alike have 
reported seeing seemingly sourceless lights dance on the horizon southeast of town, an area that 
is nearly uninhabited and extremely difficult to traverse. The mystery lights are sometimes red, 
sometimes blue, sometimes white, and usually appear at random throughout the night, no matter 
the season or the weather. While the source of the mystery lights is still a point of contention, 
the show goes on. By most reports, they are whimsical and friendly; other witnesses maintain 
that they are ever distant and aloof; and some sources claim they zoom across the plains at terri-
fying speed, only to whip back around and dissolve before hitting the dumbstruck viewer. The 
cynics will tell you that this so-called paranormal phenomenon is just the atmospheric reflec-
tions of cars and campfires at night. The mystics will tell you that’s hooey.  There is only one 
way to find out for yourself.   
I saw the Marfa Lights.  Did you? 
 
“In the days before volcanoes were invented lava had to be carried down the mountain by 

hand and poured on the sleeping villagers.”  
 
 

Blood Sucking Chupacabras, Mutants, and Mangy Coyotes-  
The word chupacabra literally means goat sucker. The creature so often spotted in Castalone and 
Lajitas is credited with sucking the blood of livestock, especially goats.  The Chupacabra has been 
roaming the abandoned silver mines of Terlingua for decades.  Some say the hideous vampire beast 
is nothing more than a mangy coyote.  Others think the beast is a mutant result from alien space-
craft crash that slung debris all across the region over 50 years ago. 
Mexican folklore has passed down the legend of the Chupacabra in several forms. Most popular are 
the lizard-like being description and the hairless dog description which is commonly reported 
in Big Bend as well. In Mexican culture the lizard-like Chupacabra is said to have leathery or scaly, 
greenish-gray skin and sharp spines running down its back. The creature is said to be approximately 
three to four feet tall and hops like a kangaroo. This Mexican monster has been described as having 
a panther or dog-like face with large teeth, and a long, forked tongue. The beast is said to hiss and 
screech when angry or alarmed. Beware the Chupacabra.  Call in to the War Room immediately if 
you witness one on NCOM.  Do not approach and definitely do not attempt to apprehend without 
professional assistance. 

 
 

   “There is a crowd at the fountain of youth……….and I’m getting dehydrated!” 
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TS3 to finish at Circle 7  23.8 miles 

Accumulat-
ed Miles 

Time Sta-
tion Miles Action Control Comments 

182.8 0 Straight  
Continue straight on Hwy 90 E/Hwy 67E/E. San Antonio 

St. 

188.6 8.8 Straight  Marfa Lights viewing area on left 

203.1 20.3 Straight  Rest Area on Left 

206.6 23.8 Finish 
No 

Control Finish Line/Quarter Circle 7 Hotel 
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Jonathan Livingston Buzzard 
By Dex Tooke 
 
 I awoke at 1:00 p.m. Not much rest considering I had gotten to bed at 8:00 that morning. My thoughts quickly reminded me of the day of the week and that I 
wouldn't have to return to work that night. At least that was good. 
 
I stumbled into the kitchen. Set the microwave on two minutes and started that most important first cup of coffee. Grabbed the half and half out of the refriger-
ator and went ahead and covered the bottom of my cup with the cream so not only would I be prepared the instant the two minutes had expired but I wouldn't 
even have to waste 
the energy stirring. 
 
I peered out the kitchen window to check the limbs on my favorite tree to see how bad the wind was blowing. Bent nearly double. Coming from the southeast 
again. Must be at least 20 m.p.h. and gusty. Doesn't the wind ever stop blowing in Del Rio? The countryside was parched brown in color and the temperature 
was already over 100 degrees. Another beautiful day in the neighborhood. The coffee was ready. 
 
105 p.s.i. in my 23c tires. Water bottles filled. I put on my faded shorts and grabbed my unwashed, salt-caked, body-odored jersey. "Ah, smell that! Isn't 
cycling a glamorous sport?" Shoes, helmet, sunglasses, chaps tick. I'm out of here. 
 
The first few miles went slow as I gradually worked the cobwebs out of this ill-treated 44year-old body. Living in the "land of manana" for seventeen years on 
the Texas/Mexico border had taught me it didn't pay to rush into anything. Easy spinning. 15-17 m.p.h. The wind hot and gusty. The desert hot and dry. The 
bunch grass brown and thirsty. A lone jack rabbit competing for a small area of shade beneath a mesquite tree.  
 
That first bead of sweat began forming on my temporal region and slowly trickling down the side of my face. The heat rising off the pebbled asphalt as the tar 

began to melt. Pushing a little. Heart rate near the 150 range. 
 
Then after about 30 minutes a strange transformation started to occur. The wind went dead calm. The temperature 
dropped. I was headed south toward Tlaloc the Mexican rain god and as I topped the railroad bridge near the Interna-
tional Boundary and Water Commission I could see a solid blanket of purple covering the countryside. A sea of 
purple waves. The  Ceniza was in full bloom. And shooting out of the purple sage was the long slender arms of the 
brilliant red Ocotillo. The large yellow flowers of the prickly pear sprinkled the desert floor. The thick single shaft of 
a germinating Agave rose 18 feet into the blue sky. And the air was so clear I could see some of the  
white rock facing on the cliffs of the Sleeping Lady over 70 miles in the distance. The Chihuahuan Desert was at her 
best. 
 
As I approached the riff-raff of the dam I noticed a small buzzard sitting atop the guardrail. Expecting him to fly off 
as I got close, he surprised me with his boldness and remained on the guardrail even as I passed. Then I saw several 
more buzzards ahead. Now believe me, seeing buzzards on Amistad Dam is not unusual, but I had never noticed this 
many. They were everywhere. And all seemed bold. They all stood their ground. I couldn't tell if it was in defiance or 
fear. 
 
As I passed through American Customs and crossed the dam I observed something different about these buzzards. 
They were all small. No. young. Some of their feathers appeared immature. Baby feathers. As if they were molting. 
The pigment of their ugly faces was more pink than the dull red of an adult buzzard. These were fledglings.  

 
It didn't take long to figure out the occasion. These young Jonathan Livingston Buzzards were perched atop this 200 foot dam looking down into the canyons 
and water of the Rio Grande trying to work up enough gumption to take their maiden plunge into the flight of life. They were there to learn for the first time 
about wind, lift, velocity, and atmospheric navigation. 
 
It was neat.  They were there to discover the essence of their existence, and I was there, too. It was as though I was a part of their world. A world that I had 
never been curious about or even thought about was suddenly unfolding before me. 
 
I rode atop the dam. A mysterious metamorphosis transpired. My red taped aero bars seemed to grow a projection similar to that of a large ugly beak. My STI 
shifts expanded horizontally to form a wingspan and my helmet became a cocks comb. The dynamics of my cycling position molded into the image of my 
feathered friends. I was bonding with the buzzards. 
 
And then suddenly, No friction! The silence. No longer the sound of chain and freewheel. No click of index shifting. I looked beside me. They were there. 
Soaring side by side. The wind beneath our wings. I was pack riding with buzzards. The flight. Dipping our wings first one way then the other. Learning 
navigational tricks. Confidence building. Tucking in close behind one of my compadres and utilizing his draft to gain velocity. As our skills improved we 
began to dive down faster and faster, daringly close to the rock cliffs, then banking at 
the last second to glide back over open airspace. Then, pushing the envelope, we dangerously lowered our latitude and flew wing to wing inches above the 
cold water of the Rio Grande at speeds that kept the 
adrenaline flowing. I felt true freedom. I felt the rejuvenation of enthusiasm and passion long lost to the hectic life-style of mere man. I was a buzzard. 
 
As I journeyed home and got within a couple of miles of my house I again felt the hot, gusty, 20 m.p.h. wind blistering my face. I gazed and saw the familiar 
brown of the thirst ridden desert. No brilliant colors. No 
cacti in bloom. Not even a jackrabbit stirred. Another dreary summer day. 
 
I opened the refrigerator door, pulled out a 32 ounce grape Gatorade, grabbed two oranges, a banana, some chocolate chip cookies and an Eskimo Pie. The 
bennies of being a calorie burning tri-geek. I relaxed under the cool, refrigerated air. I picked up the latest edition of RTN and began reading an article entitled 
'The Myths 
of Endorphins and the Runner's High.' An eerie presence swept over me. I glanced out the window. A young buzzard was perched on 
the fence post. 

Exercise physiologists and athletes have long debated the science vs. myth of the ‘runner’s high’.  Some scien-
tists stand behind the ’endorphin rush’ while some athletes contend they have been running decades without 
ever achieving the runner’s high.  So I decided to lend my two cents worth.   This is an article published in 
Runner Triathlete News in November, 1994. 
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 Notes 

Learn hurt, trust pain and embrace struggle. 
 

push yourself until the pain comes  and then go on until you think you cannot survive. 
 
here, the ego will let go ,  here, you will be purified,  here is the moment of true prayer 
 
for you will feel the power of the universal language,  it is here that your quest begins and ends 
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