
Hello Mr. Horton, 
  
I just wanted to say that I had a wonderful time at the event - I felt truly blessed for being 
able to experience and finish my first ever Promise Land adventure.  I had such a 
strange, good fortune string of events that got me through this run, and I just wanted to 
share my story.  If it doesn't get posted that is fine - by sending this email I at least have 
a digital copy to read over the years :) 
  
For the past 2.5 years I've been battling PFPS and IT band issues which had led to me 
barely running (and almost quitting entirely), but around January of '21 I finally was able 
to run 10-15 miles a week with no issues.  I kept slowly building up miles, never with a 
goal of doing anything other than finishing, but was doing about 20 miles a week with 
some strength training around mid-March and was feeling pretty confident I could do 
this.  Then one weekend I decided to do one too many dead-lifts (after running, 
changing my lawn mower blades and doing yard work) and threw out my back so bad I 
couldn't walk for 3 days.  This ended up causing severe pain in my hip (which still hurts 
right now ha) which basically stopped me from doing any running other than a few 
VERY slow run / walks over the 4 weeks leading up to the race, all of which were very 
painful.  This obviously caused me a great deal of stress, and the week of the race I 
talked to my wife and best friend Chris Miller (who ran in this year's race and has done 
Promise Land several times) repeatedly about should I really do this?  I figured oh heck 
you only live once and my sister had already bought everything for Mr. Horton's 
cheesecake, so I said hey if I can only make it to aid station 3, at least I'll know what to 
expect for some of the race for '22.  Chris and my wife also suggested that I use 
trekking poles, a thought that had not occurred to me, I decided to bring them along.   
  
The morning I drove to the race, I was a ball of nerves.  As I turned on my truck to get 
going, a song I had only heard 1x before in my life happened to be on a chorus of "if you 
try the best you can, if you try the best you can...the best you can is good enough" (it's 
by Radiohead).  That song was stuck in my head for the next two days.  It became my 
mantra.   
  
Arriving at Promise Land on Friday around 5 o'clock after a 6 hour drive from Delaware, 
I was nervous, anxious and excited.  I unpacked the cheesecake, hand delivered a 
piece to Mr. Horton and then set my sights on calling my wife and kids to let them know 
I was safe.  I suddenly realized I had a problem - no cell coverage!  I figured no worries, 
I'll just walk up the road a little and surely I'll catch a signal.  2.5 miles of walking later, 
with a hip that is already stinging with pain, I could not find coverage.  Why didn't I just 
drive back out in my truck to where I could get coverage you may ask?  I'm not 
sure...but as my luck would have it, I ended up passing a local who asked me if I was 
walking far that day.  I said no, I was just trying to find cell coverage, and he kindly 
offered the use of his wifi to make a call.  I was so thankful!  We walked to his house, 
another .5 miles, and I checked in with the fam.  Another mile back and I had just 
walked 4 miles up and down hills with a sore hip 12 hours before I was going to run 34 
miles in the mountains.  Not smart!   
  



The night before the race I slept in a tent and somehow laying flat on my back all night 
really helped my back.  I woke up after 4-5 hours of sleep and was like, huh, my back 
and hip feel pretty great.  On top of that, I somehow had a perfect stomach that night 
and morning - I'm usually a #3 kinda guy all night due to nerves.  I was really starting to 
think the stars were aligning for me or something, but I kept focusing my thoughts to, 
just get to aid station 3 in 3 hours and 45 minutes and see how you feel.  Four minutes 
before my wave starts, I run over to the start line with my trail shoes on...and I make a 
last second decision to run back to my truck to put on my much softer road shoes (hoka 
cliftons).  I figured hey I'm doing 13 miles, just wear what's comfortable.   
  
My buddy the night before told me to try to get to aid station 1 feeling great.  When I got 
to aid station 1 I thought my quads were going to explode lol, but because of the hiking 
poles, I actually passed a bunch of people on the climb.  It turns out the hiking poles 
were a TREMENDOUS help for me the whole day.  I kept trudging along and ended up 
pacing with a gal named "Reeni" for a good 5 miles.  She had done this race before and 
we talked a little about what was coming up, but really more about our backgrounds and 
such...it really took my mind off thinking about my back / hip / quads, and before I knew 
it we had done 8 miles.  It was around then that I really started to think I could do 
this.  Around this same time my buddy popped out of the woods (he had to evacuate) 
and I was so amped to see him.  Somehow we missed each other before the race 
started, so seeing him lifted my spirits even higher.   
  
I was cruising along into aid station 2, but I noticed my hip was starting to bother 
me.  As I walked up to get water, they asked how I was doing, and I said energy wise 
great but my hip is sore.  As my good luck continued, there just so happened to be a 
chiropractor at that station!  He stretched out my leg really well and boom I was off 
again feeling fantastic.  I never caught his name but thank you so much friend.  You 
were a lifesaver.  I kept right on rolling and made it into aid station 3 with over 20 
minutes to spare.  I couldn't really believe it.  Here I was at aid station 3, well under the 
limit, and feeling pretty great.  I kept having what continued to be recurring thoughts of 
how many sorta eerily positive things that continued to help me get to where I was at 
that point.  I'd start to get deep in thought about how I was going to finish and then 
BOOM I'd trip on something and almost eat it.  I continued to focus on whatever was 3 
feet in front of me, drink water, eat food and keep up the pace to make the 2nd cutoff in 
time.  As I made it down to aid station 4, I saw some of the top runners, it was so cool to 
cheer them on as they were climbing up that crazy incline.  Those dudes are 
beasts.  Honestly from aid station 3 to aid station 6, I felt pretty great.  I just kept moving 
along, having chats with folks, avoiding poison ivy as much as I could, and just telling 
myself if I didn't trip too bad I was going to make it...but it still seemed impossible based 
on where I was for the 4 weeks leading into this.   
  
Okay so about 3 weeks ago, I heard the song "White Rabbit" for the first time.  I thought 
it was awesome and I sorta blare it some mornings in my house.  It puts me in a positive 
mood first thing in the morning.  As I roll into aid station 6, and I'm not making this up, I 
hear the beginning drums to "White Rabbit".  It's making the hair on my arms stand up 
as I type this.  I was like holy $h!t, is this really happening!  I've never been a spiritual 



person, but at this point, I could count like 10 different really random, super positive 
things that happened to me to get me this far in the race.  There was no longer any 
doubt in my head that I could do this.   
  
From aid station 6 up the falls, wow, that is a doozy, but I ended up talking to a sweet 
man who had done Promise Land 20x!  We chatted for a long time.  He said his 
grandkids were going to be near the end to help him to the finish.  I really wish I could've 
seen that.  Our conversation helped the miles just pass along, I was really honored to 
spend time on the trail with such a kind, veteran of the sport.  
  
Once I got to the last aid station, it was raining pretty good.  I had on road shoes, and 
the rocks were getting slick, so I decided to just walk fast on the majority of the 
downhill.  A couple times I thought about running and I did here and there, but for the 
most part I just fast hiked.  At one point a gal passed me and she said c'mon I can smell 
the finish line!  I said, I've made it this far, I just want to be careful, and wouldn't you 
know it, 3 steps later she slipped and fell pretty hard.  Luckily she was fine, she jumped 
up and kept on rolling - but I was convinced a fast walk made the most sense for me 
:).  The last 2 miles or so on the road I ran mostly, but I just kept thinking about how 
lucky I was, how fortunate I was to be experiencing this, wondering if some power was 
helping me get this far - how could all of these things be a coincidence, to complete this 
massive task with so little training.  I was almost in tears.  My friend Chris ran out to a 
mile or so to cheer me on which was awesome - such a great dude.  When I got to the 
finish and shook Mr. Horton's hand, it was amazing.  I could barely talk based on just 
how happy I was to have experienced such a grand, magical adventure.  He had such a 
huge smile on his face and I could tell he was sincerely happy for me to have 
finished.  It was all the reward I needed, but the shorts were a plus too!  
  
Thank you Mr. Horton and all of you wonderful volunteers for making this event 
possible.  I will definitely be back! 
  
 


