
Dr. Horton, 
 
I am so appreciative of all of your hard work and the efforts of the many that make the Promise Land 
event possible. I am very grateful to have been able to participate in the event and also in the training 
runs. 
 
What follows is not a story exactly but my thoughts about the run and hopefully you will be able to see 
the depth of my appreciation in these words. 
 
On Saturday, I ran the Promise Land 50k+++, a 34 mile trek up and down and around Apple Orchard Falls 
in nearby Bedford County. 
 
The obvious question, I guess, is why? And the primary answer is the same as my fellow runner Robin 
expressed : because I am alive, and I am able, and one day neither of these will be true, so I am going to do 
the hard and fun and crazy things. 
 
To this I will add another reason: that there is a certain deliciousness to such an uncommon experience. 
There is the sensory feast of crunching footsteps in predawn darkness and black mountain vistas against 
rosey sunrise skies. There are fragrant April blooms, carpets of pink trilliums, and sumptuous baby green 
leaves stretching across acres of forested hills. It is sweet; camaraderie emerges among fellow runners, 
encouragement flows from spectators and aid station volunteers. It is warm; there are early morning 
messages and unwavering support from the people that love you and know your soul. It is savory; pain is 
a multidimensional sensation of fatigue, soreness, numbness - and aliveness. And it is rich; is there 
anything this side of heaven richer than well earned rest? To cross that line that says you did it, you made 
it, you can stop now - it is well. 
 
Trudging up the final climb on Saturday, 27 miles behind me and the steepest 7 to go, I found one more 
why to take back with me. I looked ahead at the line of runners, bodies drooping, shuffling up the endless 
switchbacks, and I thought what beautiful magic there is in forward momentum. The inertia that keeps a 
body in motion when even gravity is fighting against it is nothing short of grace; the fact that as one 
exhausted foot has been planted the other has already risen, and is on its way forward, is no less than a 
miracle. I think we all learn to appreciate this gift at some point in life; for some it is finishing a race, for 
others it is walking a mile or doing a push-up or getting out of bed or smiling. One more step, one more 
phone call, one more treatment, one more sleepless night. Forward is the direction the universe carries 
our tired, stumbling feet, and sometimes it is terribly, beautifully hard. 
 
So I’m grateful for opportunities like this, that indulge my senses, that heighten my awareness and add 
more value to my memory bank, that challenge and change me and keep me climbing. <3 
 
—Betsy Eckert 
 


