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ANOTHER ELLIOTT GONE TO THE DOGS  

 

Tradition of a legendary dog mushing pioneer family of 
Paddockwood, Saskatchewan, continues. Following in 
the footsteps of his parents, brother, nephews and his 
own son, retired 68 year old farmer, Stewart Elliott, who 
describes himself more of a sled dog builder and trainer, 
rather than a race expert, driving a team of Alaskan 
huskies from Tomkins Sled Dog Kennel, recently won 
the Canadian Challenge 6 Dog Race in a dramatic style. 
The following is his description of the race. 

The 2005 race was my second attempt at competing in 
this race. Last year I had to settle for third place. That 
was when planning started for the 2005 race. I selected 
the dogs that would go in my team for fall training, 
which started on September 2, by using an ATV and 
increasing the distance each session. When there was 
enough snow, I started using my training sleigh and 
continued accumulating kilometers by participating in 
shorter warm up races. With 5½ months and 3600 
kilometers of training, we were ready for the 245 km 
Canadian Challenge Race on Feb. 19, from LaRonge 
to Spruce Home just north of Prince Albert, through the 
beautiful forest and lake area of Northern Saskatchewan. 

The race started a 10:00 am.  I was the first one to leave 
followed by the other five participants at two minute 
intervals. My carefully planned strategy was to break the 
race in three sections. The first part was of 91 km, then 
resting four hours. The next part of 105 kilometers can 
only be described as heaven on earth, as it was a night 
run with a full moon and a fantastic display of northern 
lights dancing. The trail wound itself through the forest, 
and on and off the lakes. The peace and the serenity 
were almost overwhelming. The only sounds were of the 
majestic rhythm of the dogs’ feet, the glide of the sleigh 
on the crisp snow, and the odd wolf howling in the 
distance.  

I arrived at The Land of the Loon checkpoint for a 5-
hour mandatory rest stop and, as no one had passed me, I 
was still in the lead. It wasn’t until near dawn that the 
next team arrived, which gave me a lead of 3 hours and 
28 min. With 49 kilometers to go, the race was mine to 
win or lose. The last 30 kilometers to the finish line was 
the most enjoyable and refreshing, as it took place along 
side of the highway on Sunday morning. Along with my 
wife, Louise, and most of my family, there were an 
enormous number of other spectators that followed 
cheering me on and taking pictures. Two of my 
grandchildren were holding signs that said “Go Grandpa 
Go.” There was even a police cruiser escorting me.  

I reached the finish line at 10:47 am (a total of 245 km. 
in 24 hours and 47 min.).  I was always confident that I 
could win but never with such an unbelievable lead as 
the next team came in 3 hours and 31 minutes later.  
Needless to say, champagne was flowing at the finish 
line, and did it ever taste good after being on the trail so 
long. 

Part of my success was the superior design of my home 
built lightweight sleigh, which included a seat that 
helped reduce the draft, and made it easier pulling. The 
bonding that took place between myself and such an 
outstanding team of dogs, who are the real heroes, 
reflected in our success, as we had the desire, dedication 
and determination to win. Dreams do come true even for 
an old Scotsman like me.  

The snow is gone and the season is over for this year and 
I’m already dreaming of what lies ahead.  

Until next time – Happy Trails from the Old Grey Fox  

Stewart Elliott 

 




