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Lucky’s Last Run
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some 3,000 miles and 101 days, the itrangers shared stories of ambition,

addiction, dreams, and fate. But one thing they never discussed: the worst
day of the trip, whinh!hql:mmmhg.

BY STEVE FRIEDMAN FUBLIZHED: NOY 79, 702z
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he-mun wheezed and shivered, but the salesman didn'y Ppanic. They
T had run 15 miles together that morning, west toward California, The
mutt had chased rabhis ind catile and ap antelope, and when the murr
seemed thirsty, the salesman ook a gulp from ane of the four 20-0unce witer
bottles he carried and then Spit It Into the mutrs maurh,

It was 3:45 p.m.. Sunday, August 22, 2021, and the salesman and the mure
5t00d next 10 a water pump in the high country of Sweetwater County, at the
intersection of U.S. 191 and Hmuﬂng_l—_h_‘gjmgy;?g. outside the front

back, stroked his sides, and fely ur come loose into his hands,

Thev'd starred their Journey in Georgia, 78 days and 1,926 miles ago.
Watching from 30 feer Away, worrying, stood the third member of their party,

{



a chef by profession who handled driving, caring for the mutt, shupp'ing,
cooking, gassing up the BY, pulling up the jacks and stabilizing barsevery
morming, finding water, and dumping sewage, The chef wrote in his journal a
lot, ahour the agony of the settlers who'd lost family members disease and
violence as they traveled this way hundreds of years ago, or the genocide
wrought by those settlers on the Indigenous pecple. Everyone who knew the
chef spoke of his generosity and compassien, but he did have a rendency (0
brood.

The salesman, whose name is David Green, was 57 years ald, an uliranmner
and entrepreneur who cwned five companies and had started and sold a
dozen others, He lived in Jacksonville, Florida, with his wife of 29 years,
Monica, in 4 5,000-square-foot house on the Intracosstal Waterway with an
enclosed pool.

The chef, whase name [§ Chris Genoversa, was 59, divoreed far 30 years, had
been living with his mother In Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn, and wis soomn 10 he
homeless. He was a lifelong lover of couches and recliners, a very heavy
drinker when he drank, overweight, and so slow on his feet that his
childhood friends would invite him on their capers because they knew he—
and nat they—would be caught.

The dog's name was Lucky.



After Lucky's cold-water bath, the mutt seemed tired and didn't eat, The men

reviewed the next day's Toute and meeting places (David used an iPad and
his phone while Chris depended on o dog-cared road atas), and then David

am; I;:I-:}f rarnied in and Chris took a stroll and wrote in his joumnal.

The chef heard # screeching sound outside his window all night and couldn’
sleep, He was worried about Lucky. Every afternoon, when David left the RV

for his second 15-mile run of the day, Chris would hold Lucky and murmur o
him until he stopped erying at David’s absence. Chris had grown amached.

The next morning, David woke at 2 a.m., made himself a cup of coffee, and
swallowed some fruit and yogurt. Then he held Lucky’s face in his hands,
"You wanna go for a run with me? You wanna go for a run?” Lucky barked,
as he had every day for the past two and a half months.

Yes.

The mutt and the salesman first met in Febronary 2018, in 4 Brazilian
mountain village calted Aguas da Prati. David was running the Caminho da
Fé, or Path of Faith, & 309-mile route through the rugged Mantiqueira
Mountains, with almost 60,000 feet of ascent and descent. The dog was feral,



malodorous, and cavered with lice and ticks. When David stopped at a
pasada to rest, the dog stopped but would not enter. David, realizing the dog
had probably never been inside a building, carried him across the doorway;
then, when David put him in the shower, the dog cried and would not stop
until after David soaped, rinsed, and dried him, at which puint the dog
collapsed, and slept.

When David joined a group of Americans running the trail, the dog joined
the group, and when after 24 hours of running David had to stop because of
infected blisters, the group, and the dog, continued without him. Only 12
hours larer, when David was-alone, SALINE At sta7s on a deserred summis, did
the dog reappear. When the two finished the trall, 2 veterinarian told David
that if he wanted to take the dog back 1o the U.S., the dog would need rables
shots; and in his malnourished, mangy state, the shots might kill him. The
salesman had found professional suceess by staying calm, assessing
siluations, making hard decisions. Lefr alone, the dog would be homeless,
sick, remain feral. At first David called him Rover, but then settled on Lucky
Caminho. They had been (ogether more than three years when they stopped
in Wyoming. David considered the mut, with no irony, his best friend.



And now Lucky had cancer. The salesman had known it since they began this
journey, But he refused 1o panic. The salesman had been Injured, switched
careers, and lost friends to cancer, but with faith and forward motton, things
had always worked out.

After running 100 feet, though, Lucky stopped. David walked him back to the
RV He asked Chris if he would mind driving an hour south to Rock Springs.
Maybe the veterinarian there could prescribe something for the wheezing,
samething © stimulate Lucky's appetite.

Before they separated, the salesman hugged his-mutt. “ love you, man,” he
said, Then he ran, assessing, plannimg. Luckysat in the front seat while Chris

drove toward the ver, worrying.

n the summer of 2020, the salesman had told his wife he needed to do

something. He was going 1o buy an RV and run across the country. He
wold visit his ailing 104-yvear-old grandmother in California. He would gera
firsthand look at the true spirit of the country. He would explore whart it
means to be an American.

“This is not going to happen,” Monica had said, "Cross-country in the
pandemic? No vaccine? It i not going 1o happen!” 5/



L:ater that year, when the first vaccine became avallable, he tried again. Whar
if Monica came along? Tt would be great! They'd have all that alone time.
They'd see the country together. Tt would be ramantic.

Monica's response: “He said | would drive the RV 1'said, ‘Are you fricking
crazy?™ |

So David asked Monica's son, 33.year-old Alex, who was 4 when David and

Monica married, *'D_cr you want to take part in a grand adventure?” Alex had
lost his job when the pandemic began. When Alex agreed, David said, "Okay,
let’s go talk to Mom."

(“He's a salesperson,” Monica says. “One of the best 1 know. But he'll push,
push, push. He's like a teenaget who, finally, you just say, 'okay, stop
alking!™ “You get a linle crumb,” David says of his sales approach, “and
double back again and again.”)



David, Lucky, and Alex left Jacksonville Beach on March 21, 2621, and after
a few weeks of 30-mile running days and almast 400 miles, the ip-ended
prematurely on April 5 when David was diagnosed with a stress fracture in
his tibia. Doctors told him he would need to rest for at feast three months.
Back home, the salesman assessed and planned.

Twn weeks later, back in Jacksonville Beach, Lucky started defecating blood
ana was diagnosed with B-cell lymphoma. He had tumors in his colon and
liver. A few days after that, David’s grandmother fell and broke a vertebra
and told David she was ready for hospice. (He flew to California to cheer her
up. They solved word puzzles rogether.)

Whes, in May, David decided he was ready 1o try again, Alex rold him he
would need to find a new driver. “Father-son dymamic,

get complicated.”

" David says. “It can

He called friends, colleagues, former eolleagues; competitors fram marathons
and ultramarathons and lronman races. Yes, they all agreed, it sounded
wonderful. Yas, they all said, it would be great. One pérsnn could come our
for a few weeks, another person could come out for another few weeks, But
this was going to be a great adventure and David wanted mn&nne l;ull—n'mt.



So he called his runming coach, Lisa Smith-Barchen, two-time winner of the
135-mile Badwarer Ulttamarathon, the first American waman o win the 150.

Riany ma;ﬁcs, she eschewed keeping rrack of time, distance, weight, and
other metrics and, at least with David. ocused o things like intuition and

But she had two children, and her sister had iust been diagnosed with cancer
She wanted to join David. But could she be emotionally available to
everyone? She told David she would get back 1o him,

After shie hung up, she leansd back in her chair. Her breath slowed. " prayed
about it and meditated about it and, boom..." She picked up the telephone
and dialed.



ne afternoon in mid-April 2021, the chef sat in his mother’s recliner,
O staring into space. " was literally praying for a change of scenery,
and I'm not & praying man, But T didn't know how to change, how to get out
of there. Maybe in a week, I would have figured something out. But in that
moment, | was like, ‘Show me a sign.™

At 3 p.m., the phone rang.

It was o woman he'd met at New York City’s Mount Sinal Hospital fwo years
earlier. She had flown in from Wyoming to visit her brother, Steve, who'd had
4 stroke, Steve was an old friend of Chris’s. She and Chris had spent hours in
Steve’s hospital room, sharing storfes about him.

She had told him about her ultrarunning explaits, and after she had flown
back to Wyoming, they texted occasionally, He told her about his mother,
how lost he felt. She suggested he look for work in Jackson Hole, where
there were lots of people with money who might want (o hire a personal

chef, e ——
“Fiey, Lisa," he said. He wondered why she was calling.

“Hey, Chris," she said. “How would you like 1o have an adventure this
summer?”



alesman, chel, and mutt-climbed into a 31-foot, customt-painted, blue
s showrpom-mode! Entegra Coach Esteem RV in Murrayville, Georgia,
on June 2, 2021. It was seven weeks after doctors had told the salesman he
would need at least three months for his leg to heal. The salesman packed
the RV with four omes as much clathing as he would end up wearing, along
with 11 pairs of Alra Torins and one pair of Olympus trail shoes for
mountain passes. He also brought compression boots he would never use and
a Theragun that would remain uncharged for four months,

As soon as hie'd signed on for the adventure, the chef drove 10 3 nearby
Walmart in Broaklyn, When he saw that a children's aluminum baseball bat
cost $80, ke decided to make the trip weaponless, He did carry 3 week's
worth of clothes—underwear, socks, Tshirts, a pair of sweats, shorts, and 4
button-down denim shir—as well-as sneakers, a pair of black New Balance
9905 with German custom-made inserts. It all fit in his motorcycle bag. He
wore Birkenstocks.



David would wake st 2 a.m. withour an alarm and make coffee, and if Chris

wis awake (the chef sometimes faked sltﬂp_whcn_he heart the salésman
moving around), David would bring the chef coffee in bed. Then both would
eat yegurt, granola, and berries prepared by David, He would run and walk
his first 12 to 15 miles in the morning with Lucky. Then, after the chefl drove
the RV to meet him, they would have “lunch” around 8 a.m. Lucky stayed
home for the second 12- to 15-mile run of the day. Dinnerwas served at 3 or
4 p.m.

The first two weeks, David made his own lunch, usually a sandwich of Bric
cheese, raspberry jam, “globs of butter,” and a pickle. But then, professionally
disgusted and personally alarmed—David's weight had plummeted from 172
to 154—the chef wok over cooking duties. He prepared lunches of eggs,
cheese, avocado, bacon or Jimmy Dean country sausage,- and slabs of toast or
mounds of grease-soaked torrillas, along with chips and Coke. Surprised and
distressed when Ravid dida't immediately take to the fartening feasts, Chris
started grilling the mear ar least 10 minutes before the salesman was due
back from his first run of the day, The smells did the trick, and David started
eating. Later, Chris would wrangle the RV 1o find David on his midafernoon
run and present him wirh 3 smoothie, made from ice cream or yogurt and
berries and, s David remembers, “crushed macadamia nuts, cashews,
almond butter, whatever he found that day—mystery ingredients, They were
delicious!™



Dinmer ranged from pasta with shrimp to chili 10 gargantuan salads o pinko-
crusted cod with-grilled porrobello mushrooms marinated in olive oil and
dusted with garlic. Every night ended with a planning session for the next
day, and three-scoop bowls of Breyers vanilla lee cream, wopped with frozen
Ghirardelll dark chocolate chips. Lucky got to lick David’s bowl,

After David fell asleep, usually before 7 p.m., Chris would leave the RV for a
long walk. David thought it was because Chris enjoved that time of day
Actually it was because the chef was so concerned about David’s welfare thar
he couldn't relax untii the salesman was inside, safe, fed, and in bed.

Every morning David asked Lucky if he wanted to go for a run, and every

marm'ng. Lucky barked yes. Every day Chris pulled up jacks and stabilizing

bars. The salesman and the mutt trudged through desers and along muggy

river-bottom land. They dodged lightning bolts on mountain passes and

stumbled into ditches. Occasionally David ended up running on highways

after dark, shrinking away from passing rrucks. The ehef drove ind cooked

and shopped and figured out where they would park and sleep at night and

made sure the salesman didn't get lost, or dehydrated, or wind up dead on

the river bottoms or mountains and deserts he crossed, or shot on the private

land he insisted on traipsing over "L



The farther they traveled, the more Chris was Impressed at David's relentless
optimism, his refusal to complain, ever, about anything, his athletic
endurance gnd impressive organizatonal skill, and how he managed, every
single week, to find a vetermanan who would see and treat Lucky, ofien with
chemotherapy. it wasn't easv. David learned that many vets, especially in the
South and Midwest, “...were like, You have # dog with cancer? | can lend

youa gum™

David was impressed at the cheP's easygoing nature, and his cooking, of
course, and how kind he was to Lucky. The chel experimented with chicken
and various kinds of rice to keep Lucky from losing weight. While Chris.
drove, Lucky sat in the passenger seat,

On those oceasions when David returned 1o the RV earlier than Chris
expected, the salesman could hear the chef on the phone. David assumed the
call was to a banker or potential business partners regarding i new
restaurant, and he was impressed that an out-of-work chef who was
essendally homeless, and with few prospects, was so diligently planning his
professional furure,



_There:ﬂe differences of opinion, and style, and cutloak, David would
approach people he encountered and say, "Good morning [or afternoan], this
is beautiful country. You're a fascinating person. I'm nmning across the
country. I'm trying (o bring America 10 Americans.”

As for Chris, "I'm more the baseball bar guy”

When no one answered after the salesman knocked ar a trafler next to a silo
near Sedan, Nebraska, David went in and asked the two younz men inside
sitting in front of plastic bags filled with pills he didn't recognize, if he and
Chris might park the RV nearby to spend the night, (They refused.) When
later he described his encounter to Chris, the chef exclaimed, “Are you
fucking erazy? Do vou want 1o get us killed?”

—_— — —

David blogzed every night, and his musings tended toward the sunny and
forward-looking. “The landscape is so grand.” he would write an the 95th
day of the journey. "Mountains and fields of cedar, sage, and scrub as far as
the eve can see. The vistas unfold each mile, and then a comner is turned Into
a new panorama.” Even after a day, July 31, when his legs felt so “absolutely
dead” that he was forced o walk almost 34 miles, his blogging remained
hopeful and bright. “us because | crashed today, doesn't mean it will happen
tomorrow, And [ have the confidence thar | will rebound.

The chef kept a journal, in longhand, only accasionally acquieseing 10 David'y
requests that he be allowed to-publish the chef's writing on the blog. On July
30, the day before David expressed confidence that he would regain his ||.l_



strength, Chris wrote: “The air in Lexington [Nebraska) right now smells like
the fertilizer section of Home Depot. It's not shit, though shit is undoubtedly
part of i, it's further refined, ammonia and other lesser-known commingled
contributors o the olfactory clusterfuck.”

And later: “This is backstage of the American dream, where the Sausage s
actually made, The beef feedlots I've:now fully experienced are not
surprisingly and undeniably a sadistic atrociry.”

They stopped at a barbecue joint in St. Louis and fiked the food so much that
David boughr $100 worth of meat for Chris to freeze. They arrived in
Colorade and argued about whether they needed to clean the RV
immediately (David) or the next day (Chris). When they couldn't agree,
David started sweeping and mopping and vacuuming and Chris went for a
walk. The next day, Chris told David they were a team, and if David was.
going to make unilateral decisions, the team couldn't stay rogether. David
apologized, said he un&ersmod. promised to be more sensitive,

The salesman ran and planned. The chef cooked and brooded. Lucky ran in
the mornings and sat in the RV passenger seat in the aftemnoons and thought
whatever dogs thought.

There were three televisions in the RV ineluding a Aat screen that could be
watched outside. Nane were ever umed on. 15



w in the minuges and hours when they weren't running, drving,

earing, planning, cooking, writing, shopping, and caring for Lucky, they told
each ather about themselves.

he salesman leamed that the chef took his first restaurant job a1 a

pizzeria when he was 13, and decided he never wanted to do anything
elsc. He loved the sensuality of food in his hands, the social give-and-take
with customers. He loved being in charge. (It was a small pizzeria,)

The chef started drinking as a teenager. Then he started drinking more. In
the early '90s, the chef rented a studio in Manhattan's West Village, and after
work, drank. The last decade or-so of the 20th century, the chef ended nearly
every night (and began most mornings) ar Manhattan's lezendary dive, the
Corner Bistro, "I could craw! home,” he says.

He tried quitting alcohol a few times, one time lasting six months; once two
entire years, but he could never stay quit, untii 1999, “No big story,” he says.
"It was more like, ‘My god, how long Is this going to go on?™

The salesman learned that he had been wrong in admiring the chefs husile



and business moxie when he overheard him talking on the phone. Chris had
been talking to newcomers In Aleoholies Anonymous, helping them get
through the first difficult months and vears of their sobriery.

The salesman learned that the chef had opened four tesmmurants, worked at
prohably a dozen more. He leamed that when the chef's mother staried
having trouble getting up the stairs at her home in Brooklyn in 2011, Chris
found an apartment they could share “close to her church, which she
wanted,” and left his studio and the West Village, where he had lived 20
years. Chris got Covid in late 2020 and recovered. Then his mather got it in
January 2021 and died, and Chris thought he had killed her. Before the
Journey, Chris says, "l was frozen... | wasn't living, [ couldn't imagine what
my life was going to be like.”

The chef leamed that when the salesman was a boy, he'd wanted to be a
dentist, because a cousin’s father was a dentist, and that family owned a
second home, “and that seemed like the good life.” The chef learned that in
high school, the salesman found his version of the chef's pizzeria on 2
wrestling mar, where—"alone, no equipment, and no one out there and
you've got to make something happen.” That the salesman switched his
major at Columbia University from pre-med to computer science in 1982, the
year IBM introduced its first personal computer, and started coding, He
learned thar the salesman studied what would become his lifetime craft while
listening to one of s chients In the garment district as that man called
customers in Kansas, in the Middle East, in Asia, “being o different persan for
each one of them.” That the salesman left coding and took & job as a broker
on Wall Street, and then started a company that provided investors with
market research.

I+



‘The chef learned that the salesman ran his first marathon in 1981, that he
lived large, that he flew on @ whim to Brazil in 1991, right afrer Christmas,
and met-a-]}mtty woman at adisco, and that he returnad a week later o find
hez, then semt her a round-trip ticket 1o New York City, and after her visit,
spent $800 a month on long-distance bills until she flew with 3-year-old Alex
to the United States 1o move in with him, and that in Mareh, 1993, they were
married and soon thereafter had 3 son, Gabe.

The chef learned thar the salesman sold his market analysis business, then
staried -and sold three more businesses; that he channeled his drive-and
competitiveness into miathlons, filled with other “lugh-testasterone,
competitive, tech-driven, type-A-type persons”; and that after an Ironman
bike erash, he took up ultramarathons and had run 22 of them,

He learned that in 2016, the salesman's best friend had died of cancer, and
that two yesrs later, that man's son, also a close friend, had died from ALS.
He learned how David and Lucky had met, and how much the dog meant to
the salesman. He learned that Lisa Smith-Batchen considered Lucky "not a
dog, but a special being." He learned that in the salesmun’s view, "Lucky

chose me, [ didn't choose him." 12



He learned that while the salesman had plenty of money and & loving family,
and while he might not have been lost, he was:locking for something:

They talked about aimost everything, kept only a few secrets. The chef never
tearned that the salesman harbored doubts and worries about the trip, tha
he shared those dark feelings with Monica aimost every day, “I'm the only
person that really knows the David who's about to cry, who's exhausted,
who's worried he won't make it," she says, “When he calls and rells me that, [
say, ‘Well, David, if you're really tired, you should stop.’ As soon as I'say that,
he's like. ‘No, no way, I'm going on.™

One subject they never discussed: the worst day of the trip, which they knew

was coming.

——

s

hen Chris and Lucky amived at the veterinarian in Rock Springs;
w and Chris asked for pills that might help the murt’s wheezing and
appetite, she ook x-rays, and told Chris that Lucky’s lungs were filled with
fluid, that it was probably the cancer, but might be pneumonia. She outlined
oprions, Chris watched people carrying dogs in diapers, wheezing, in and out
of the veterinarian’s office, and thought, "Not for vou, buddy,” but he knew it
was David's decision.

David was running |n the high desert when the veterinarian called him. She
repeated what she had told Chris, and David asked i she could check with
some of the other places that had done blood tests, se he could make his
best-informed decision. She did, and an hour later called back. 1t was the
CARCET,

“That's what Lucky told me this morming,” David said, “1 already knew."

14



The chef offered to pick the salesman up so they could retum to the
veterinarian together, but David demurred. David wanted (o remember his
final moment hugging the dog, He told the chef that he didn’t have 1o stick
around, but Chris insisted. David asked that before they would meet later
that afternoon, Chris zet rid of everything that had to do with Lucky—tns
food, his bed, his bones, the leashes he never wore, his toys, his bowls—
everything except for his dog tags.

David spent the next few hours running through the high plains, crying. He
came 10 a bridge by the Platte River and called Monica to tell her what had
happened and to cry some more, Because of Chris's frip t the vet, David was
away from shelter, food, and water for hours longer than osual. He mied to
move slowly s0 as not to sweat and lose more water. He was parched and
dizzy when a father and son pulled beside him. They had just finished a day
of fishing. They asked if he was okay, and he told them he had just Jost his
best friend, They offered him beer. A few hours later, Chris pulled up. When
David entered the RV, emptied of Lucky’s things, “it was like 2 movie-had just
switched to black and white.”



T hey didn't take a day off after Lucky died, or hold & memorial service.
They weren't those kinds of guys. Lucky wasn't that kind of dog.

for David, morning runs were lonely and hard, Afternoons seemed longer 1o
Chris. David posted a short blog about Lucky, but otherwise, the big

difference pre-Lucky and pnst—l.s.mry was that every afternoon, Chris made
sure to leave the RV half an hour before David was scheduled to finish his
:second run. The chef would grab a bottle of water for the salesman and start
hiking, so the two men could walk the last mile of each day together and
tall, Or not talk.

= Bk

They took different things from their time with Lucky. “We learned that at 2
deeper level, animals have ta companmentalize pain,” David says, "So they
could survive. It's been lost on humans, that animal instinet to
compartmentalize that pain, to live until you die...”

“Lucky made us inito a pack,” Chris s;}s ”Luck?-haﬁ an influence on us as
beings. Your guard goes down, I don’t know if David and 1 sar next to each
other at a bar, we'd ever have a conversation. But Lucky made us inta

something.”



The salesman still planned and the chef still worried and they still shared
dinner and vanills ice cream with chocolate chips. David still blogged and
Chris stll wrote in his journal, but somerimes—maybe it was Lucky's
absence, Taybe it was just the mevitable sum of an equation involving two
men, nearly 3,000 miles, and one RV-—1empers flared.

tn Fureka, Nevada, David had just finished his afternoon 15 miles, The route
had taken longer than anticipated, and he had swallowed his last gulp of the
100 otnces of water he carried twe hours earlier. Tt was 3 p.m. When David
arrived at the RV Chris appeared in the doorway and said he had some bad
news. In a rush to arrive at their agreed-upon meeting spot in ume, he had
driven over a curb and whacked the lowest step on the passenger side. David
asked the chef if he had tried to flx it. No, Chris replied, he had not. They
didn't have to drive anywhere until the next day, and Chris was busy making
soup, with chunks of brisket and burmt ends-and short ribs, from the St, Louis
meat, covered with mounds of cheese. The step would be taken care of
[OMOCToW.
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weren't fixed, the rip was doome
in the BV

d.chﬁstuldhirnmfn

e - B
David insisted that the STEP ﬂeedﬂdmheﬁxedtmmediatd; He sald f it

rget the SiEP and get

grabbed the step. and wied to bend it. He
rocks on the-ground. Chris could

“Stop it, and get the fuck in here!” the chef shouted- “pm ot SaYIng anothet
word until you take 8 shower and rake a nap.”

David remembets it 8% uGet the fock in the RV or I'm going 10 plck you up

and throw you in."

David showered and slept. Chris 20t the

step fixed the next day.

’

——

cross thousands of miles and 101 days, along the Trail of Tears, Roule

&6, the Santa Fe frail, the Marmon Trail,

the California Trail, and the

Pony Express Trail, the salesman and the chef asked the same questions of

shemselves that everyone does, ConSClous

poings?

fy or not: What matters? Who am 17

Who do 1 want to be? How do | n’avi_g,ata-the distance berween those two

o



Secking—or avoiding—the answers over their liferimes, ome built and sold
businesses, married, transformed himself from a wrestler [0 a rower 1o i
triathlete to an ultrarunner. The other morphed from & pizza maker int 4
chef and restaurateyr, inspired love, drank 00 much and then smpped. One
conceived of ani epic journey that would rake months, then followed through
even after an injury. The other signed on 1® the trip from the worn golden
weave of his late mother’s recliner because he dida't know what else to do.

Then bath men, at the same moment, faced something else. Planming didn’e
help this time. Brooding didn’, either. Nothing would bring back Lucky. S0
on the morning of August 24, 2021, the salesman and the chef answered

ather questions—How do 1 survive loss? How do | grigve?—the only ways they
could. The salesman made himself acup of coffee and some vogurt and fruit
snd shoveled it down, and then he pushed off into Wyoming's chilly predawn
darkness and ran 15 miles, And while the salesman was running, the chef
<crambled some eggs, tore opena package of Jimmy Dean spusage, and
wrote a litfle hit, Then he cooked and prepared to feed his friend.



On September 26, the salesman ran the final 4.4 miles from Mill Valley 1o
Mulr Beach. Afterward, he visited his grandmother (who died seven months
|ater, in April 2022, a month shy of 105), then flew back o Florida and
started planning: another ultra in Brazil, the same event that had brought
him Lucky; the 683-mile National Teail in Isracl, and Spain’s 500-mile
Camino de Santiago de Compostela. He would also like (o run across Europe,
from Lisbon to Istanbul. He buried Lucky’s ashes underneath a Hamlin
arange tree in his backyard, and Lucky's dog tags sit on his desk. He wants to
write a boak about Lucky, from Lucky's point of view.

The chef drove the RV hack to Georgia, then flew to Newark and caughtan
Uber to Brooklyn, Everntually he would move upstate to Woodstock, New
York, and rent a house with i swimming hole in the backyard and, afier a
brief stint working as a private chel for a woman in Southampion and & gig
working as a “sober coach” for 5 man who insisted on paying him, Chris
thought about helping a friend who was planning to open a pizza joint, It

sounded fike fun,
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