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at St. Christopher Catholic Church
39 West 200 South

INTERESTED IN THE CATHOLIC FAITH?
Thinking of returning to the Church?
EVERY FIRST AND THIRD SATURDAY

From 10 am to Noon
Stop in and Chat!

This is the second article 
in a three-part series on 
local runners who par-
ticiptated in the Grand 
to Grand Ultra.

By Pete Daw
Looking back at my 

experience at Grand to 
Grand Ultra a week af-
ter fi nishing is a bit like 
recalling a book I read or 
a movie I watched. Hav-
ing returned to the “real 
world,” I feel like the race 
happened in another time 
and another place. What 
I came to realize as the 
week went on is that the 
signifi cance of an event 
like G2G lies not within 
the distance or the diffi -
culty, but the experience 
as a whole. The camara-
derie among the racers, 
the union with nature, 
the cyber disconnect, the 
self transcendence and 
the physical feats beyond 
what most people would 
consider themselves ca-
pable, made for an experi-
ence like no other. 

At the start of the 
week, my pack weighed 
just under 20 pounds 
and contained a sleeping 
bag, sleeping pad, rain 
jacket, puffer jacket, 
camp clothes and multiple 
other items required to 
be carried by all runners. 
In addition, my pack con-
tained all of my food for 
the week. Breakfast every 
day was instant oatmeal 
and chia seeds with added 
coconut milk powder, and 
instant coffee. While run-
ning, I fueled primarily 
with Macrobars and Pro-
bars, as well as crumbled 
up potato chips. At night, 
dinner was cous-cous 
with textured vegetable 
protein, hemp seeds and 
a different seasoning for 
each day. In total, my 
food weighed just under 
nine pounds at the start 
of the race. 

Stage 1
Having never run a 

stage race, my plan was to 
approach each day of the 
race as I would a hundred 
miler. My goal was to 
remain patient, conser-
vative and keep in mind 
the miles, and in this case 
days, to come. Come mile 
18, the course took a turn 
off road and entered a 
cross country section with 
little to no trail. By this 
time, my legs were tired 
from the repetitive pound-
ing on the fl at road, and I 
began to question if I had 
gone out too hard to start. 
Following Checkpoint 
4, the fi nal checkpoint, 
the terrain became quite 
diffi cult and nearly un-
runnable in many spots. 

During the week, I spoke 
with several runners who 
have run stage races all 
over the world. One com-
mon theme I heard was 
that Stage 1 of G2G was 
no joke. As I settled into 
my tent for the evening, 
my legs agreed with that 
statement. I started to 
question my ability to 
wake up and repeat the 
process for five more 
stages. I had done many 
long back-to-back runs, 
but my training had never 
included six back-to-back 
long runs while carrying 
a heavy pack. 

Stage 2
After getting roughly 

two hours of very broken 
sleep that night, I woke 
feeling pretty fresh and 
ready for Stage 2. Then 
came the first sizable 
climb of the race. Around 
1,200 feet of climbing 
practically straight up 
with a few switchbacks 
defi nitely had my legs 
burning, but it was all 
made well worth it by the 
incredible view of the Ver-
million Cliffs behind us. 
After the climb, we were 
gifted with a nice stretch 
of runnable forest road 
and trail. I was pleased 
with how my legs were 
feeling especially follow-
ing the rather strenuous 
climb. Around the half-
way point of the stage, 
we got the fi rst view of 
the fi nish line. Not the 
Stage 2 fi nish line, but 
the fi nal fi nish line. Off 
in the distance the white, 
chocolate and red cliffs 
of The Grand Staircase 
were visible. I fi nished 
the fi nal 10k with a fellow 
runner, Simon, of the UK. 
The company and conver-
sation were a welcome 
distraction from the long, 
sun-soaked stretch of dirt 
road. Feeling fatigued 
from the run and the in-
creasing heat, we walked 
much of the fi nal stretch. 
Simon and I crossed the 
fi nish line together with 
a time of 6 hours and 31 
minutes. This earned me 
a ninth place position on 
the day, and had me sit-
ting at 10th place overall 
for the race. 

Stage 3
Stage 3 was unique 

in that start times were 
staggered. While the ma-
jority of runners started 
at the usual 8 a.m., the 
top 12 runners, myself 
included, started at 10 
a.m. I had been looking 
forward to the fi rst half 
of this stage since much 
of it consisted of my own 
training grounds. The 
course at one point even 

came within a quarter 
mile of my home, and the 
route included my favor-
ite local trail known as 
the Mansard Trail. I was 
defi nitely in my comfort 
zone and left several of 
the other top 12 runners 
behind me.  

I hit the 25-mile mark at 
around six hours, which 
was my goal. This was 
the mile mark I had been 
looking forward to since 
the race began, not just 
because it was at Best 
Friends Animal Sanctu-
ary where I work, but 
because I knew my girl-
friend Amy was there to 
see me. Having zero com-
munication with loved 
ones during G2G was 
defi nitely a challenge. I 
was more than excited to 
get a hug and kiss (well 
several) from Amy as I 
passed through the spec-
tator area. The brief visit 
was defi nitely a morale 
booster and made me 

forget momentarily about 
the remaining 27 miles I 
had to cover that day. 

The elation quickly dis-
solved however. Between 
the Sanctuary and the 
next checkpoint, the dis-
tance and the heat began 
to take its toll. My spirits 

really were low. I found 
myself cursing the sand 
and my pack and getting 
into a rather negative 
headspace. I took inven-
tory of my situation. 
“What’s really wrong?” 
It’s a question I have to 
ask myself in those mo-
ments. In this case I was 
tired, I was thirsty, my 
feet hurt, my stomach felt 
like crap and my shoulder 
was screaming at me. All 
of that was uncomfortable 
for sure, but that’s all it 
was. Uncomfortable. I 
wasn’t in danger. I wasn’t 
sick, injured or dying. 
In short, I felt exactly 
how one should feel after 
roughly 100 miles of run-
ning over the course of a 
couple of days. So, the so-
lution? Keep moving, one 
foot in front of the other. 

When I finally got 
through that, I had caught 

up to a fellow runner, 
Birgit, who was standing 
in front of a barbed wire 
fence looking for a way 
through it. After confi rm-
ing with each other that 
we weren’t imagining 
things, that there was 
indeed no gate, we decided 

to climb the barbed wire 
fence with the help of 
a dead tree. From that 
point on, she and I ran, 
shuffl ed and walked our 
way to the fi nish together. 
Once again, the company 
and conversation with 
another runner was a 
welcome distraction from 
the seemingly endless 
fi nal miles for the day. I 
was starting to see that 
ironically, my success so 
far in this self-supported 
race was made possible 
by the support of other 
runners. We were all on 
the same team competing 
with ourselves. 

Stage 4
I felt refreshed and 

energized. I’m fairly cer-
tain I smiled the whole 
way through, feeling a 
certain type of joy that I’m 
occasionally gifted with 
during ultras, a child-like 

feeling of enjoying the 
simplicity of running and 
connecting with nature. 
It’s an answer to the ques-
tion, “Why do I do this?” A 
question I frequently fi nd 
myself asking during the 
less pleasant times out on 
the trails. 

Stage 5
My legs felt like lead 

and every step was a 
mental fi ght against the 
temptation to walk the 
entire stage. A few miles 
in, I was granted a burst of 
energy thanks to another 
major course highlight, 
Peekaboo Canyon. Run-
ning through slot canyons 
feels like being on a play-
ground. The landscape is 
just begging to be raced 
through. Upon exiting 
Peekaboo however, my 
legs quickly reminded me 
that I had logged about 
140 miles on them the 
last few days and they 
weren’t in a playful mood. 
Once again, the company 
of another runner, Stefan, 
helped pull me along. I 
was able to hang on and 
stick with Stefan up until 
Checkpoint 3, when he 
took off ahead. I crossed 
the fi nish line in good 
enough time to come in 
fi fth on the day and main-
tain fi fth overall. Having 
the last long day behind 
me, brought a sense of 
relief. All that remained 
was a 7.7 mile run for 
stage 6 and I’d be cross-
ing the line as an offi cial 
fi nisher of G2G. 

Stage 6
It was an hour and a 

half run spent refl ecting 
on the past week and 
anticipating crossing the 
fi nish line and fi nally see-
ing Amy, who I had been 
missing greatly since our 
very brief visit during 
Stage 3. I crossed the 
fi nish line in fi fth place 
overall. The fi nish also 
earned me fi rst place in 
the 30-39 age group. 

Surreal is the most ac-
curate word I can come 
up with to describe the 
feeling of fi nishing G2G. It 
seemed like the week and 
miles had fl own by, but 
at the same time Stage 1 
seemed like an eternity 
ago. Without a doubt, it 
was one of my proudest 
moments in running. 

After thoughts
Grand to Grand was a 

life-changing experience 
for me. A week later, I’m 
still processing it all. The 
people I met, the challeng-
es I overcame, the beauty 
I saw, the personal growth 
I went through, the count-
less hours spent with 
my own thoughts and no 
distractions, all made for 
a deeply impactful week 
in my life. I witnessed 
some amazing feats by 
the other participants. 
Running with the lead 
runners was a wonderful 
experience for me, but 
even more impressive to 
me was the back of the 
packers. I watched them 
grind it out day after day; 
fi nishing at night with 
just enough time to set 
up their bed, grab a bite, 
wash up a bit, get a few 
hours of sleep and wake 
up to spend another day 
grinding it out in the des-
ert. I may have fi nished 
faster than many of the 
other runners, but the 
mental fortitude of the 
slower competitors far 
exceeds my own and has 
inspired me to become 
tougher. 

Finishing G2G in fi fth place; fi rst in age category

	 Pete	Daw	running	through	Peekaboo	slot	canyon	during	the	Grand	to	Grand	Ultra.	

It’s never too late
Ask any mother and she’ll tell you that birthing 

a baby is painful, but a joy nonetheless. Having 
twins, most would say, is twice the bliss and twice 
the hurt, according to the Association of Mature 
American Citizens. But, the senior advocacy orga-
nization says the older the pregnant mother is, the 
more complicated and dangerous it can be.

Apparently it didn’t faze 74-year-old Erramatti 
Mangayamma who gave birth to twins in India 
recently via a C-Section, making her the oldest 
woman on record to give birth to a baby – let alone 
twins. Her doctor said mother and daughters un-
derwent the procedure without complications, and 
are healthy and happy.

Her husband, 80-year-old E. Raja Rao, who 
provided the sperm for Mrs. Mangayamma’s IVF 
pregnancy, is proof that you’re never too old.

Thursday
Sunny

76/40
Precip Chance: 10%

Friday
Sunny

66/36
Precip Chance: 5%

Saturday
Sunny

67/38
Precip Chance: 0%

Sunday
Sunny

60/34
Precip Chance: 5%

Monday
Sunny

65/38
Precip Chance: 5%

Tuesday
Sunny

70/43
Precip Chance: 5%

Wednesday
Sunny

68/41
Precip Chance: 0%

What is the name of high, dense 
clouds that bring steady rainfall? ?

Answer: Altostratus.

Oct. 17, 1781 - General Cornwallis attempted to escape 

encirclement by crossing York River, "but a violent storm 

arose." The storm dispersed the general's boats, causing him to 

ask for an armistice.

Last

10/21

New

10/27

First

11/4

Full

11/12


