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Pressure



“If  we do this will people accuse 
us of  cheating?” Someone 
wondered aloud.

“No, not doing this is against everything 
TSP stands for. If  we shy away from a 
faster way to Vegas we might as well 
shut this whole thing down “cause it’s 
become a glorified team relay,” was the 
emphatic reply.

“Besides, this has to be the way adidas is 
going. This is where the race will play 
out. Just imagine if  we don’t take it and 
we don’t give our runners the chance to 
battle?”, we warned. “That’d be the real 
shame. They gut themselves and we never 
give them a shot.”

We were set. We’d be making a new  
way to Vegas.

Mythology
“No Map!” “No Rules!”
Entering year five of  ‘The Speed Project’, 
its mantra has become well known, if  at 
risk of  becoming a bit stale. Originating 
as a six-person relay, typically run with 
two women and four men. It was started 
on a dare to see how fast a team of  friends 
could make it from Santa Monica to Las 
Vegas. Though multiple degrees more 
extreme than most endurance events, it’d 
started to settle into a rhythm.

‘No rules’ for running means the 
six athletes can trade-off  the work 
whenever they want. This element was 
evolving rapidly. Started by a group of  
marathoners exchanging every 10km, 
teams had discovered the efficiency of  
shorter legs. Much shorter. While six mile 
increments provide a certain solace to a 
distance runner, the body tires, settles and 
fatigues at this length. The previous year 
a team from France exchanged runners 
every kilometre, which pitted them 
directly against a team from Boston in a 

race that devolved into exchanges every 
200 meters – it was brutal. 

The sheer rate of  exchange sapped the 
mind, and yet, perhaps unexpectedly, left 
the body somewhat fresh. This unlocked 
a new strategy for this year. Anyone 
contending for the win would be hand-
ing off quickly.

‘No map!’ sounds extreme, but it had 
become a bit of  a lie. There was no 
prescribed route, but while teams might 
take a quick shortcut here or there, 
everyone largely follows the same way 
to the Las Vegas strip. The path wasn’t 
prescribed by the race organizers, but 
it was inspected and recommended. 
Teams jetting in from around the 
world to participate in TSP trust the 
organizers implicitly. This was their baby. 
They’d done the hard work of  finding a 
supportable running route seven years 
ago and outsiders to California simply 
weren’t prepared to question it – until 
this year.

History
Before LeBron there was Serena. Before 
Serena there was MJ. And before him 
there was the Swoosh. But before all that 
was barely an ember of  a brand called 
Blue Ribbon Sports. While Nike burns 
brightly in the hearts of  international 
sports culture, this blaze got its start in a 
small Los Angeles storefront at 3107 Pico 
Boulevard. Dedicated to serving athletes 
wild enough to call themselves “runners” 
during the jogging boom of  the ‘60s. 
It was a space originally committed to 

“oddball athletes”. Our misfit crew aimed 

to honour this tradition by bringing this 
spirit for the sport into the forefront 
of  running today: unsanctioned road 
racing. From Santa Monica to the Strip, 
they would run as 3107 Pico. And here 
I was; a runner not running. Yet I was 
here to race. Having competed in the 
previous two TSP races as an athlete, 
Team BRS had tapped me to lead 
this year’s team. I was responsible for 
preparing the runners and crew for the 
journey ahead.

“The Speed Project comes down doing 
two things,” I cautioned. “Number one; 
running within yourself. Two; being 
tough as hell.” Though seemingly 
opposing directives, they laid out the 
line the team would have to walk. 

Always pushing, but never too much.

I’d also be responsible for navigation, 
which was traditionally fairly straight 
forward. That proved untrue this year.

Time
“I’m hearing they’re predicting they’ll run 
32 hours!”, Sean texted incredulously.
Both of  us were TSP veterans, having 
previously ran the course around 36 hours, 
we understood the absurdity of  this claim.  
But adidas had posted a video online 
talking of  32 hours that gnawed 
at us. “It’s impossible,” I stated. 
 

“I just don’t know how you get to 
32 hours with the current map.  
That’s a 5:39 min/mile pace. Something’s 
up. Do they know a new route we’re not 
aware of ?”
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It’d become clear, adidas must be  
thinking in new ways we weren’t.

“Call me.” Sean texted. Maybe he’d 
figured it out.

“If  you just enter a starting point of  Santa 
Monica and an end point of  Vegas into 
Strava Route Builder it gives you a route 
for 300 miles. That’s 40 miles less! That’s 
32 hours at 6:15 min/mile average. That 
must be how they’re doing it.”

“No shit! That’s definitely what’s 
happening,” we guessed wildly.

Amidst the swirling emotions of  final 
preparation, the stature of  the fully-
funded adidas team was starting to loom 
largely in our minds.

“They’re analyzing EVERYTHING.” 
We talked them up, back and forth to 
one another. I’d heard that adidas were 
completely invested in this endeavor, 
yet honestly, I was still skeptical. Money 
can buy you a lot, but the race still boils 
down to the ability and determination 
of  your six athletes exposed out 
there in the desert sun. Unless…  
unless you skipped the desert all together. 

This new route would bypass Death 
Valley entirely! One thing money could 
buy you was the ability to scout a new 
way to Vegas.

Within hours the question of  ‘What if  
they’ve already driven it?’, morphed into 
the certainty that, ‘They’ve driven it’. Our 
competitive imaginations were certain. 
But that still didn’t make the new route 
safe.

We were prepared with an RV, two 
support vans and an SUV, just incase. 
Honestly, it felt like a bit of  an overkill. 
You want just enough support to keep the 
team comfortable, while staying nimble 
enough to move quickly. The additional 
SUV, plus a third van to support the 
photography crew, felt excessive, but so 
be it. We were set.

Hours flew by as we scanned and rescanned  
Google Maps of  the eastern Californian 
service roads. How well maintained was 
Powerline Road, we wondered. Had 
anyone ever driven into Sand Storm, 
Nevada, from the west? Of  course not.

Suddenly, TSP’s motto, filled with  
original grit and ambiguity was fully 

refreshed. Now, it was only 16 hours 
‘til the crowds would gather on Santa 
Monica Pier, cameras clicking and 
the live-feeds streaming around the 
world. “So, which way are we going to  
go Peter?”, the team wanted to know at 
our last pre-race meeting. We needed a 
plan.

“We’re still working on it,” I hedged. 
Having scanned the entire 300 miles 
online, I simply couldn’t be certain the 
final 150 was passable. It was runnable, 
sure. But unless a vehicle could pass 
through, the team couldn’t share the 
workload. You’ve gotta get to Vegas fast, 
but together

“You’ve gotta go see it yourself.” Our 
crew stated the obvious. And so, with 
just 12 hours until the race started, a 
small crew headed east to scope the 
80 miles of  unfinished rural roadways.  
Meanwhile, the athletes prepared.
 

Team
We’d arrived in LA with the confidence 
that our athletes from Blue Ribbon 
Sports were among the strongest  
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TSP teams ever created. Perfect 
combinations of  strength and speed; of  
experience and naïveté. My simple goal 
was to give these racers their best chance 
to compete. We were seeking a head-to-
head clash.

Every athlete has strengths and weaknesses. 
What our team had in common was 
relentlessness, a difficult attribute to 
describe. While every runner ‘wants to win’, 
these six have momentum like a stream 
in spring. For sure, each was recruited for 
their speed, but they were selected for a 
willingness to hurl towards challenges 
without dwelling on the downside.

Omar’s pure speed tricks the lens; 
snap a shot of  him and his speed is 
seemingly suspended in air. Carissa 
was recruited after hitting the OTQ 
(Olympic Trials Qualifier) with ease. 
Though she initially declined, we got a 
return call back days later, after she was 
unable to get the challenge out of  her 
mind. Jason was an unknown, but what 
we could find online was a hunger for 
racing across every terrain. From dirt 
to road to track, he’s seemingly always 
in pursuit of  competition. Tim lives for 
wild races through the streets of  NYC. 
Through back alleys, carriage roads and 
boardwalks, he just plunges deeper into 
the essence of  distance running. And 
finally, Sean and Becs, our two TSP 
veterans. They knew just enough to be 
dangerous, with a swagger that should 
prove helpful. Members of  the former 
TSP record-holding team, they stood by 
last year sipping champagne as their time 
was broken by a half  hour.

They were back with something to prove.

“I’m not gonna be out there telling you 
what pace to run or how long to run, 
that’s for you all to determine what feels 
best,” I counseled the team. Over and 
over again, I reiterated that the secret 
to TSP, from my two years of  running 
it, was finding your comfortably hard 
rhythm and to ride it for as many hours 
as possible. To let the difficulty come to 
you. ‘Cause it would, and then some more, 
in heaps and reps.

“I won’t ask you to do anything I wouldn’t 
do myself,” I attempted to reassure. But 
having raced myself  into the hospital 
during last year’s TSP, that was likely of  
little comfort. 

As it turned out, I wouldn’t even be around 
for the first 12 hours of  the race. As I was 
off in eastern California scouting utility 
roads, it was up to the athletes to find 
their pace, length and rhythm. Receiv-
ing early updates, I learn we are in the 
lead. Thanks to a shorter route we’d iden-
tified out of  Santa Monica, as well as the 
rapid cadence the athletes had settled into. 
Three minute reps, one after another after 
another, was the word I’m getting from 
our crew. “Please remind them to slow 
down. This is an ultra relay. We can have 
some fun on Day Two.” Or so I thought.
 

Risk
Our scouting crew had run out of  time. 
We’d need to guess. The prospective 
new route to the Welcome to Fabulous 
Las Vegas sign involved four different 
segments. Each ranged from ‘low risk - 
slightly different city streets’, to ‘high 
risk - possibly impassable roadways’. 
While we’d prioritized harshly, we’d only 
been able to see 40 of  the 80 miles of  
risky terrain. Everything we’d seen was 
drivable and easily runnable, but what 
about the stretches we’d been unable 
to explore? Those seemed like more of  

the same. Hopefully. But being unable 
to pass wasn’t the risk we were most 
fixated. What was beginning to gnaw at 
us, wracking our imagination even more 
aggressively, was the prospect of  playing 
it safe… and losing. Of  being too 
chicken to tackle all four new routes and 
getting blown past by the adidas team. 

After assessing and reassessing, we decided;  
we’ll tackle all four segments. It was the 
only way to guarantee we couldn’t be 
beaten, except in a footrace. We’d be 
tough, we’d be risky and we’d be fearless. 
The only thing we wouldn’t be is afraid. 
So simple to say.

Fear
Reports are conflicting as sunset arrives 
on Day One. adidas is either 30 min back 
or closing in on our heels. Every car that 
comes up sends waves of  nervousness, 

“Was this them?!”

Of  course it isn’t. We are flying along 
and no one is going to catch us quickly. 
Plus, the standard map will soon be only 
a memory. 

Having made excellent time through the 
difficult but predictable first half  of  the 
race, things are about to get wild.

In a flash after sunset, Jason bangs north 
instead of  continuing east. He sprints 
with authority up the highway overpass, 
not acknowledging the adidas crew 
members that have positioned themselves 
nearby. Though we’re still ahead by over 
20 minutes, they’re likely closing slightly, 
but the upcoming tough terrain should 
slow us both.

As the van begins to jostle and shift, the 
tires transitioning from a day of  smooth 
pavement to our new existence on only 
occasionally maintained sand, I feel all 
eyes turn to me.

“This is the direction? This is the road?” 
The questions begin. We proceed past 
road markings of  decreasing frequency.

“Yup, this is us, for the next 75 miles. Or 
more.” To be honest, I’m unsure when 
we’ll be back on comfortable terrain.

“Okay, here we go.” The team settles into 
their new normal.

Uncertainty
“Why are there lights in their 
background of  their video?!” Carissa 
wonders aloud as she holds up a  
live-stream of  the adidas team 
rac ing  a long  at  n ight  wi th  
twinkling lights in the distance.
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“There are no lights in our background,” 
she lends a voice to the obvious. We are 
passing between a mountain range and a 
hillside - embraced by darkness on both 
sides.

“Huh? They must have gone the old way 
for now,” I puzzle aloud as my mind races 
to make sense. The section we are on, if  
passed perfectly, is a seven mile reduction 
from the standard map. Not the largest 
savings, but significant. I figure adidas 
must feel they can win by only taking 
the later, less difficult terrain. My mental 
image of  their plan is shifting.

Amidst the cooling night air, Tim, Carissa 
and Omar are moving along these gentle 
sand planes smoothly. They seem entirely 
unfazed by operating in relentless attack 
mode. Three minute leg after three 
minute leg. They simply skip around 
rocks, over rifts and through ruts.

Though we are settling into an evening 
of  uncertainty, our team has found flow. 
Staring up at the expansive night sky, 
filled with more stars than a city dweller 
ever sees, I take in the majesty of  the 
event. Despite all the celebrated madness, 
this is why I keep returning to TSP. To 
seek adventure in motion. To enjoy the 
collective calm of  enduring the outdoors 
together. Despite seeming discomfort, 
TSP participants find peace in collective 
effort – this is us at ease.

Trouble
“We’re STUCK!” The panic comes 
blaring across the two-way radio. “What 
do they mean they are stuck?”
 

“Our wheels are spinning in the sand.” 
Only moments later we are upon them. 

In a flash, all bodies are leaning hard 
against the cool, white, sheet metal, 
attempting to force this urban vehicle 
through the rural terrain.

Success! – In order to avoid the same fate 
the following vans slam the gas, surfing 
through sand traps at speed. Such driving 
isn’t safe, but at least it doesn’t get us stuck.

Descending down boulder-encrusted 
declines, the undercarriage of  our 
transport clanks repeatedly. Metal on 
stone. Over and over again. With each 
abrasive ‘clang’ we cringe. Tearing open 
our vehicles isn’t part of  our plan.

But we’re making our way. Google 
Satellite View reveals the road will move 
from sand, through rock and back to 
sand once more. “If  we can just get there 
we’ll be alright,” I reassure myself  with 
amateur geological knowledge.

“Stuck again! This one’s not good!”, the 
radio blares out. In an instant we’re out 
again, prepared to push once more. But 
something is different this time. The road 
doesn’t look right.

Stopped on a curve, the van can’t move, 
but that’s not the only issue. The path 
forks, one option arcing left at an angle, 
the other going straight steeply up an 
incline. Neither option appears preferable, 
even passable. I begin to scope on foot.

Shining a flashlight to the left, I’m certain, 
“This is the way!”
 
And then I look down. Not only does the 
sandy path curve, but it’s on an angle 
and on the downhill side is a gaping hole. 

Likely widened by the winter storms, 
this gap could swallow an entire vehicle. 
Meaning any attempt to drive through 
this banked curve at speed would most 
likely dump the van into the hole and spin 
it down the hillside.

In shock, I check it again.

I run the curve faster, as though my stride 
would mimic the van’s maneuvering.
Each time I pass my body grows tighter 
and tighter. I’m slowly beginning to feel 
numb.

How could this be? How could we have 
done this? More specifically, how could I 
have done this to us?!

Nausea 
“Will you please just punch me? I feel like 
I’m gonna puke,” I facetiously suggest 
to a fellow crew member. Only an 
hour earlier I’d been staring at the stars, 
reveling in the beauty of  our adventure 
together.

Now we’re fucked.

Three vans. All stuck. No way forward. 
No way back. Facing the potential of  
actual damage and real physical danger if  
we stubbornly attempt to maneuver past.

Wait… where are the runners?! Becs, 
Sean, Carissa, Jason and Tim stand still, 
in shock. Where is Omar?

“He’s running on ahead,” I’m informed. 
What does that even mean? We’re still 
100 miles from Vegas, what’s his plan? 
What’s our plan? Well, that’s what 
everyone wanted to know - from me.
I have nothing. No plan. No backup. And 
no one to blame, except myself.
My mind begins to swirl as it’s becoming 
increasingly difficult to breathe.
What should we do?
What are our options? You can’t support 
an ultra-relay without a vehicle.

Chance 
“Who the hell is this?!” Up from where 
we’d previously come from speeds an 
SUV blasting through the sand. It slams 
to a halt and out steps Blue Benadum, 
the co-founder of  TSP.

“What’ve you gotten yourselves into?!” 
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He marvels, as we attempt to explain our 
predicament. Sent to find us to capture 
footage of  the race leaders, he’s instead 
found a team in despair.

“Give me two runners, we’ll go find 
Omar. We can’t have him running out 
there alone.” In an instant, Tim and 
Carissa are gone. Without so much as 
extra clothes, water or calories the team 
is off in search of  Omar, who’s been 
racing into the darkness, solo, for nearly 
an hour. Blue’s SUV begins to spin out 
around the banked sand curve, but its 
power overrides the incline and we 
watch his headlights streak up the steep 
embankment and out of  sight into the 
distance.
 
We now have three runners moving 
forward with a hundred miles left, and 

three vans and runners rooted in a desert 
ditch. We’re half  moving, half  stuck. 

Conflict 
“First, I just want to say how sorry I am 
that we’re in this situation. I am so, so 
sorry.” Huddled inside a trapped van, 
my apology offers little solution to our 
situation and is met with utter silence.

“I just want you all to have every piece 
of  information I do,” I offer. With that, 
I repeat everything I know about the 
potential journey ahead.

One issue, my credibility is shot. 
Having led my team into a ditch, with 
three athletes sprinting off  into the 
darkness, barely supported, and the 

others growing colder, tighter and more 
concerned, our team is beginning to fray.  
About to break – I’ve nearly lost them.
And then there’s adidas, who are 
reportedly continuing to fly along. The 
pit in my stomach continues to grow. 
I’ve lost us the title. In fact, we might not 
even finish. I’ve deprived the athletes of  
the one thing they’d been promised - a 
chance to compete.

With little reputation left to lead, the 
group begins openly discussing 
our options.

“We need to consider safety first,” is the 
prudent suggestion. “The three going 
ahead can wait at the RV. Then Blue or 
someone else can come get the rest of  us.” 
It was a sensible solution to a shit situation. 
But it sucked.

JOHN JEFFERSON



By the time we convened at the RV, 
adidas would be well into the distance 
for the win and we’d have fallen 
even lower on the leaderboard. But 
leading is the last thing on the mind 
of  a demoralized team sitting in the 
darkness, rationing food and water for 
an uncertain stay. We’d taken a risk 
because I’d been foolishly certain that 
this was the way the race would play 
out. I’d been blinded by an unspoken 
demand for victory. We didn’t set out 
to ‘innovate’ on this event, we simply 
thought this was the clearest way to 
compete.

Credibility
“I don’t want to pressure you all, but 
we’ve still got a shot at this.”

“Do you hear yourself, Peter? You are 
pressuring. Even discussing more new 
routes off the map is pressure. Look 
where we are!” It was true, half  our 
athletes and our entire crew were still 
seated in a ditch. Hardly the position to 
suggest a new solution.

But when you’ve already lost, when you’ve 
got nothing left to lose, may that just be 
when you have everything to gain?

There were so many unknowns. How 
could we get out of  here? Which route 
should we take? And how long could our 
three runners go for? 

Carissa, Tim and Omar would soon have 
covered the 20 miles to the RV. From there 
it was another 27 hilly miles to the next 
junction where we could reconvene. If  they 
could do all that on their own, continuing 
to alternate at 2–3 minute intervals for 
three to four additional hours, could that 
buy us enough time to get out of  here? 
My team isn’t amused.

They’re not very interested in my new 
pipe-dream of  grandeur. They aren’t 
interested in what adidas might do next. 
They wisely suspect that I have no clue. 
But I have a partial plan. Having driven 
most of  the remaining new route I suggest 
it once again.

“Death Valley is just so difficult,”  
I reiterate. “Trust me, this new way is so 
much easier!” But they don’t trust me.  
And who could blame them. I was like a 
crazy man continuing to prophesy loudly 

on the street corner about wild fantasies  
that only I can see. “Okay Peter, but if  we 
go that way, have you driven every inch 
of  the remaining route?!”, they demand, 
wisely. “Well, not exactly.” I am forced to 
admit that time didn’t allow us to cover 
the unfinished roads leading into Nevada. 
Though, I highly suspect they’re passable, 
I cannot be certain – Silence.

“Well…we’ll leave it up to athletes,” the 
crew decides.

In this instant, I know we still have a 
chance. There’s no way our athletes 
will cease. At this point they’re like a 
windup toy that’s been twisted too tightly. 
I’m unsure if  they’re even capable of  
considering the option. Celebrating 
silently in my head, we get back to making 
a plan.

“Someone wake up Hugo! Get him to 
Death Valley Road as soon as possible!” 
Our poor crew chief, having just crashed 
into bed at the motel in Barstow, is who 
we’re calling frantically to return with 
the SUV. Even he doesn’t know why he 
checked his phone at that hour. Days later 
he’d recount that he was settling to sleep 
when he had a sense he should check his 
messages. Sure enough we’d needed him 
back, ASAP. Logistics began lining-up.  
One hour till he’ll meet the RV outside Baker.  

In that same hour, Blue could be back to 
pull the rest of  our runners out of  this 
hole. And all this while… where is adidas?  
They must be well into the lead by now.

Freedom
The revving of  two engines are heard 
well before they appear blasting over 
the hillside above, before descending to 
our sand trap below. Blue is back - with 
reinforcements.

“Wow man, that was gnarly!” Blue steps 
out of  the SUV, his brain clearly semi-
shook from hours of  dune buggying in 
the darkness.

“Pile in!”, he calls, and we begin to stuff 
team members in every inch of  the two 
rescue vehicles. But there’s not enough 
space. Some of  us will have to hang back. 
Sheepishly, having created this mess, I 
wonder if  I deserve a spot.

“Dude, you’re the only one who knows 
where we’re going from here.” Met with 
resigned significance, I hop in.

“Hang on! This is gonna be a wild ride. 
Feels a lot like my time in Baja!”, Blue 
equates our journey ahead with the 
famous thousand-mile Mexican off-road 
competition.

“Can you take it slowly?”, we suggest 
naively. “Nah, that just makes the shaking 
worse. Just hang on tightly. Good thing 
we’ve got a skid plate!” Blue cackles 
as we alternate between launching 
through the air and sliding along the 
sand. We’re officially ripping well outside 
the safety range of  a typical team relay. 

Competition
Scattered across the desert at night, I’ve 
lost track of  the state of  the race, but 
am certain that adidas must be cruising 
along ahead, now nearly impossible 
to catch. A message arrives that Hugo 
made it to our other support vehicles, 
the team of  three piled in with him 
and they’ve already continued down  
Powerline Road. Simply, they will not 
stop. 

Miraculously, due to Omar’s solo  
heroics and the team’s incessant handoffs,  
we haven’t even lost that much time.
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But where’s adidas?!
How far ahead are they now?
Does anyone even know?

“They headed north.” Wait… what?!
This means they’re headed to 
Death Valley. How could that be?  
 
Having spent the previous days obsessed 
with the idea that our competition had 
scouted, vetted and planned a new path 
to Sin City, they are headed along every 
step of  the traditional map? This can’t be.

“Yeah, we parked our vehicles past the 
powerlines facing north, so when they 
passed it’d look like we were just waiting for 
you all.” I’m informed by our clever driver. 

But what about 32 hours?
What about the new map?
What about extensive Googling, all-night 
scouting, sand traps, boulder-filled off 
roads and nearly vomiting from the 
dangers of  this whole debacle?! And most 
importantly, what about the competition? 
What about the duel we were all destined 
for? adidas vs BRS, months in the making, 
two teams bracing for a clash… only to 
slide by one another unceremoniously in 
the darkness?

None of  this makes sense.

Now, having been awake for over 24 
hours without even considering sleep, my 
brain is foggy from the mess of  this event. 
As it stands: three of  our vans and several 
crew are still stuck in a ditch. Three of  
our runners are tackling a marathon of  
sand, only supported by our SUV. While 
the rest of  us haven’t rested in over a day 
and are riding along in the RV.
And yet… we’ll win?

I don’t know whether to scream or cry, 
hug or holler. Our team simply sits  
shell-shocked within the beige RV cabin, 
its fake wood linoleum intended to 
evoke a sense of  adventure for families 
vacationing across the American 
Southwest.

It dawns on me that we cannot lose.

If  adidas is truly traveling north, they 
have too much ground to cover. From 
here, our three athletes will continue 
to be supported by our SUV and 
will soon hand off to our other three 
runners. We’ll reconvene as a team of  
six in five hours. We cannot be beat.  

This is madness. “AAAAHHHH!!!”, I 
scream, to no one in particular. The 
intensity of  my celebration echoes sharply 
throughout our cabin. The crew winces 
in response. Annoyed by my antics, they 
recoil to protect their ears and energy for 
the relentless journey ahead. Still hours 
left to run. Still so much work to do. 

Exertion
With the complexity of  the competition 
finally calming, I am able to shift from 
the macro of  the event to the micro of  
this moment. Our sub-team of  three, 
Omar, Carissa and Tim, have now 
been trading off for over five hours. I 
am in awe of  their effort, barely able to 
understand how it’s possible.

All of  us stand, waiting, as the crescent 
moon begins to set and the headlights of  
our SUV following the three exhausted 
athletes descends a gradual slope to meet 
the RV. One crew member begins to 
clap. Then a solo hoot. Before I know it, 
our tired and weary mass is screaming 
encouragement into the darkness with 
every ounce of  available energy. We may 
be hours from the champagne shower 
and live-stream celebration, but this is 
the true victory.

Tim comes striding off the sand onto a 
cracked, weathered rural road at around 
5:00 a.m. Such damaged asphalt is  
considered dangerous in typical 
life, yet it feels luxurious now,  
after landing with uneven sandy footfall  
for the past six hours. 

Omar, Carissa and Tim have just 
completed the longest off-road run in TSP 
history. Without proper planning before, 
or celebration after, these 70 miles went 
from feeling necessary, to overwhelming, 
to never-ending, to complete. And as fast 
as a high five, Sean is off sprinting towards 
Nevada with 60 miles left to run.

Tenacity
“It must be the altitude,” I reassure myself. 
Jumping in with runners to assist with 
their three minute sprints, I’m finally able 
to appreciate the true intensity they’ve 
been displaying for the past 24 hours. 
We’re heading up and over the final 
pass into Las Vegas and the headwind is 
whipping down into Becs’ face.

“Maybe I’m dehydrated?”, I wonder, 
after trying to keep up with Jason 
for two minutes. “I probably need 
to get more warmed-up,” I coach 
myself, as I attempt to pace Sean. 
But it’s beginning to dawn on me.  
They’ve been running THIS hard for 
THAT long!

After giving the overnight crew 
some rest, we’ve reconvened as a 
team of  six runners for the final 
push up the Old Las Vegas Highway.  
Although there is no competition 
nearby, nearly every other team having  
c o n t i n u e d  a l o n g  i n t o 
t h e  v i s u a l l y  m a j e s t i c  a n d  
physically terrifying terrain of  Death 
Valley, so far behind us, I still can’t seem 
to get our team to slow even slightly.

“Don’t you want to just enjoy these last few 
miles to victory?”, I ask, puzzled by their 
seemingly increasing tempo.

“Five minute pace!”, Omar hollers as 
he steps back into the RV. Oblivious 
to my absurd suggestion, this is them 
enjoying these miles. The athletes are 
needling one other over their splits.  
Caught in a competition to see 
who can rip these minutes the  
fastest, I look at the clock and marvel, 

“We’re gonna finish before noon!”.  
 
Having raced TSP twice before,  
I’m unable to fully process what we’ve just 
gone through.
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Pressure

Photos of  the winning TSP team 
finishing beneath the famous sign are 
typically so vivid, framed with flashing 
neon and early setting sun. Sprinting 
into Vegas during late morning is 
nearly awkward. Somewhere between 
a lingering hangover and the beginning 
of  a new day’s inebriation, we’re about 
to shatter a formidable record at a time 
that feels like we should just be heading 
to brunch. I message ahead to the 
organizers to notify them not to miss 
what’s about to happen. adidas’ call for 
32 hours will prove incorrect. Such a 
statement scared us stiff, shook our team 
to its core, and forced us to reimagine 
our ability. In the end, we will have 
run from the Santa Monica Pier to the 
Las Vegas Strip in 31 hours 15 minutes. 
Over four hours faster than ever before. 

Victory
As the final champagne settles into 
the fake grass lawn below the neon 
sign, our team wipes away the sting 
of  carbonated alcohol from our eyes 
and gives a final exhale. What have 
we just done? Everyone wants to 
know and yet we barely understand.  
It seemed so simple at the time,  
this was the new route because it was the 
shortest way. 

This was the path that the epic battle 
would ensue. And then it didn’t.  
And then we nearly couldn’t make it. 
And then oddly, absurdly, our intense 
desire to match up against the other best 
racers resulted in us missing out on the 
exact competition we were seeking.

As the intoxication and adrena-
line begins to fade on our moment 
of  triumph, we seek shade from the 
intense mid-day sun, still hours ‘til 
our opponents are expected to arrive.  
So many days spent preparing to face 
them with intensity, we now simply seek 
to meet them in the aftermath of  this 
adventure.

Faith
These six athletes representing 
Blue Ribbon Sports sprinted into 
the void without any certainty of  a 
solution. They trusted each other 
because they believe in their stride.  
Implicit to the appeal and beauty of  
TSP is the understanding that you can 
find a solution as long as someone keeps 
running.

The Speed Project was initially created 
to harness an atom of  an idea - that 
runners could do more than they’d 
ever imagined. It now attracts a certain 
strain of  insanity from around the globe. 
Calling to runners who have broken 
through personal barriers and overcome  
obstacles by the simple act of  not stopping.

Athleticism is assumed.
Tenacity is implied. 
Relentlessness is pursued.

After all, beneath all the complexity, 
emotion and competition, we’re just 
runners.

And like all runners: we don’t always know 
why, we often don’t know how, but we are 
certain of  one truth – we won’t stop.
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