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

By Deena Farmer
Pre-race anxiety

As the date of the race 
neared, I began second-
guessing everything. I 
would be participating in 
G2G with elite athletes 
from all over the world. 
Surely they’d laugh me 
out of camp when they 
saw me geared up with 
my regular backpacking 
pack and my Chacos. I’d 
have no running bottles 
with straws sticking in 
my face, no mini race 
pack/vest to bounce on 
my back, no shoe coffi ns 
covered with gaitors to 
mid shin. 

Then two days before 
race check-in, I took a 
breath and got over my-
self.  Busting out miles in 
the desert with a pack and 
with my beloved Chacos is 
what I do. It’s my life. At 
the beginning of G2G, my 
pack only weighed 19.5 
pounds. That’s nearly 
half of what I normally 
carry when I’m trekking 
through the desert, espe-
cially if the water sources 
are few and far between. 
I knew I’d be doing G2G 
for the experience, I’d be 
at the back of the pack no 
matter what, smelling the 
sagebrush and savoring 
every sandy step.  

Stage 1 - 30.8 miles 
My fi rst tears fell before 

we even started, during 
the National Anthem. 
Then the race horn blew 
and we were off. By check-
point 3, I was getting a 
little tired and my left 
hip was achy. I’d had this 
pain during numerous 
training hikes over the 
spring though, and knew 
that eventually it would 
just go away. 

Sure enough, after sit-
ting a few moments at 
checkpoint 4, the pain was 
practically gone and the 
last few miles were lovely. 
Well, lovely except that 
you could see camp but no 
matter how many miles 
you covered, it didn’t get 
closer... along the fence, 
up a hill, turn west, up 
again, more fence.

Stage 2 - 26.9 miles

Grand to Grand Ultra – from the back of the pack
Hiking into checkpoint 

2 my left foot was really 
throbbing. I know what 
you’re thinking - it’s the 
choice in footwear. I’m 
telling you it wasn’t. 
I certainly got my fair 
share of looks and pointed 
questions about doing the 
event in “fl ip fl ops” but let 
me tell you... my Chacos 
are my all day, every day, 
no matter the activity, 
go-to shoes. 

I was really nervous 
that I’d done something 
serious. I was anxious 
about being able to con-
tinue. One of the amazing 
doctors took a quick look 
and said it was prob-
ably just some infl am-
mation, nothing serious. 
She taped it up for some 
support and made sure I 
had some IBU. Phew! It 
still hurt, but knowing it 
wasn’t serious was a huge 
relief. I’m pretty good at 
suffering, so I sure wasn’t 
quitting. 

Stage 3 - 53.2 miles
Head down and trod-

ding through a sandy 
wash, I’d missed the fl ags 
indicating the climb out. 
Still less than halfway 
into the 53-mile day, my 
left ankle was killing 
me and the extra (and 
unnecessary) steps were 
frustrating. I wasted pre-
cious energy and time 
getting back on course. 
Half a mile from the next 
checkpoint I thought I’d 
missed the cutoff time and 
DNF’d. I was out. 

But I wasn’t! I had the 
cutoff time wrong and ac-
tually had time to spare!  
After a quick checkpoint 
refuel, I headed back out 
and shortly reached the 
only official spectator 
section of the course. My 
sister and two friends 
were waiting patiently, 
probably for hours, for 
me to pass so they could 
give me a few minutes of 
cheering and support. The 
second I saw them, I was 
an emotional, blubbering 
mess, so grateful for the 
support from friends and 
family. 

I arrived CP6 just be-
fore 2 a.m., and after 
eating, I took a dirt nap 
until almost 6 a.m.. The 
tents were crowded, so I 
was literally half on the 

dirt and half on the tarp 
but I got some decent rest. 
I was back on trail and 
lucky enough to hit the 
dunes just as the sun was 
coming up ... so beautiful. 
I fi nally made it into camp 
shortly after noon. 

Stage 4 - 26.0 miles
My favorite day. I spent 

nearly all the miles with 
other people including a 
couple of my tent mates 
before they sped away. 
The scenery through the 
entire day was spectacu-
lar and varied. My foot 
still hurt and I wasn’t as 
speedy as I’d hoped, but 
I kept a steady pace and 
still had plenty of time 
at checkpoints. By din-
ner, I breezed into camp 
feeling great! This was 
exactly how I’d hoped 
the whole experience 
would’ve been. 

Stage 5 - 26.5 miles
My least favorite day. 

By the time I got to 
checkpoint 3, and fi nally 
(mostly) done with sand, I 
was ready to be done. If I 
was just out backpacking, 
I would have set up camp 
right there. I still had 
lots of miles to go though, 

mostly on hard packed 
roads. The walking was 
easier (easier to be a little 
faster), although my foot 
hurt more on the hard 
surface. I was thrilled 
when I reached camp with 
just one little day ahead 
of me tomorrow.

Stage 6 - 7.7 miles
I was able to maintain 

a very decent pace, but 
made sure I took time 
to look around and ap-
preciate the last bits 
of the experience. The 
trees and the vibrant 
rocks were shrouded in 
fog, which made it even 
more beautiful. I was at 
the fi nish before I knew 
it and shedding real tears 
for the third time that 
week. I felt so happy to 
have fi nished, but sad to 
be on the brink of having 
it all behind me. 

As every person came 
through the fi nish line, we 
cheered. As my tent mates 
came through, we hugged 
and sometimes cried. So 
emotional. I knew I’d be 
a crybaby. Even watch-
ing videos of previous 
years’ fi nishes I’d nearly 
cried watching strangers 

complete this remarkable 
accomplishment.

So how did I end up? 
I fi nished in a lot longer 
time than I planned, but 
I still fi nished. Out of 102 
starters, there were only 
78 fi nishers. I was 71st.

Looking back 
(and forwards)

Many, many times dur-
ing the race I’d thought 
“Why do I do stuff like 
this? This is miserable! 
I’ll never do anything like 
this again!” But before we 
had driven even 10 min-
utes away from the fi nish 
line, I was already wish-
ing I could do it again. 
Not only do I want to go 
back and do it better, but 
it was just such a great ex-
perience from beginning 
to end. Even the lowest 
lows I’d do again – they 
make the highs that much 
higher.

So… that’s why I’ve 
signed up to do G2G 2020! 
Why suffer through an 
amazing experience just 
once if you can do it twice? 
Ha ha! Plus, even though 
I was never in it to win it, 
I still had expectations of 

fi nishing with a much bet-
ter time. I was off my goal 
by many, many hours due 
to my dumb foot, dirt nap-
ping and a bit of getting 
off course. I’m so excited 
and I can’t wait!

Shout-outs to G2G 
Family of Support 

and G2G Friendships
My seven tent mates 

were a perfect bunch of 
people. Funny, kind, help-
ful, considerate, experi-
enced…everyone brought 
something to the table. 
Everyone was support-
ive. We all wanted each 
other to succeed. Push-
ing through challenges 
together certainly helps 
people bond, and bond 
we did.

All G2G participants 
looked out for each other. 
It was like one big team 
and we were all going to 
be winners. People from 
all over the world, many 
different backgrounds, all 
ages, shapes and sizes, all 
pulling for all, from the 
beginning to the end.

Volunteers! So sup-
portive with hugs, cheers, 
tough love. Getting you 
what you needed when 
you rested for a few; mak-
ing sure you were good 
and that you knew what 
was ahead. Their smiles 
and energy were invalu-
able, truly.

Camp Crew! I backpack 
a ton, but never have I 
pulled into my intended 
camp with my tent set up, 
hot water ready for dinner 
and a fi re going.

Medical Staff! They 
were top notch! They took 
care of the little problems 
and the big ones … and 
no co-pay!

Photographers! They 
were everywhere, docu-
menting this experience 
for everyone…even us 
slowpokes in the back.

Race Staff kept our 
friends and families in 
the loop with Facebook 
and website updates, 
and delivered us e-mails 
from people who used the 
“e-mail a competitor” tool 
on the G2G website.

Race Directors Colin 
and Tess Geddes! What 
a spectacular event they 
put on. Every detail 
thought out.

Deena Farmer hit the sand dunes just as the sun was coming up during the G2G.

Thursday
Sunny

60/33
Precip Chance: 0%

Friday
Sunny

66/35
Precip Chance: 0%

Saturday
Sunny

69/38
Precip Chance: 0%

Sunday
Sunny

56/32
Precip Chance: 5%

Monday
Mostly Sunny

55/31
Precip Chance: 15%

Tuesday
Sunny

56/32
Precip Chance: 15%

Wednesday
Sunny

68/45
Precip Chance: 0%

What was the name of the first 
weather satellite? ?

Answer: Tiros 1.

Oct. 24, 1988 - Strong winds circulating around a deep low 

pressure center produced snow squalls in the Great Lakes 

region, with six inches reported at Ironwood, Mich. Wind 

gusts to 80 mph were reported at State College, Pa.

New

10/27

First

11/4

Full

11/12

Last

11/19


