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To Mum and Dad.


Thank you.


You made me the man that made it round.




Prologue


Before I even tell you about my stupidly long run, I need to make sure that I thank a lot of different people as there were so many people that got me to the finish line. I got all the plaudits for the run, but without the support I received, I would have never have made it. I couldn’t decide the best way to do this, as there were so many people that went in to making this happen, so I thought a big list would be the best way! So here goes.


A massive thank you goes to: Mum, Dad, Trev Boatwright, Luke Boatwright, Sara Wellock, Harriet Boatwright, Uncle Ian, Aunty Glen, Emily, Brian and Kath Wellock, Ian and Dianne Wellock, James Wellock, Jane Peggs, Tom Mayfield, Matty Wilson, Matthew Speres, Jonathan Richards, Tony Phoenix-Morrison, Kate Dinsdale, Sam Stonnell, Gayle Sharp, Jo Kenny, Kev Green, Rachel Capstick, Paddy Capstick, Skipton RFC, North Ribblesdale RUFC, Andy Jackson, Nick Magooligan, Julie Beck, Kirstie Ingham, Chris Sharp, Paul Lacy, Shaun Barraclough, Matthew Hosier, Gary Mayfield, Alex Rogers, Robin Hargreaves, Christa Baldwin, Amanda Robinson, Louisa Titorenko, Neil Foster, all the local Primary Schools, Marcus Peel (Malsis), Andrew Rex, Jan Michaels, Phillip Green, Theresa Slater, Adam Oldfield, Mark McGlinchey, Alison McGlinchey, Liz Leighton, Kev Greaves, Chris Carniss and Helen Carniss.


There are so many people to thank and I have no doubt forgotten someone. If I have missed you off this list, I am sorry; your support was no less appreciated. You all made the run a great success and we all contributed to a great cause. Out of this list, I must single out the Wellock family. Every single one of you has my gratitude and I might never have said it enough, but thank you – without your contributions, the run would never have reached the start line.
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CHAPTER 1



Why Run?


Sunday 27th May, 2011.


“Hey Mate,” I said down the phone which was fairly usual after a Saturday night in town. This phrase usually carried with it the questions of, “How are you? How pissed did you get last night? Are you alone? And what are you up to today?” The reply, as usual, was:


“Yeah, Bru, I’m alright. We out today?” I should probably have mentioned that Matt is South African, hence, the ‘Bru’.


“I fancy doing something stupid pal, something that we have never done, but will remember, and something that will push our bodies and minds to the absolute limit.” I could tell by the silence that Matt’s mind was working overtime. Not only was he hung over, I was not.


“You want to meet at the Castle about 2, Bru?” He finally replied through a gravelled voice. Matt’s reply suggested he had not really understood what the hell I was talking about. The Castle is a local pub, often frequented after a tough rugby game or on a Sunday afternoon when the sun is out. The pub, like its namesake, stands at the top of Skipton’s High Street and is great for people-watching on a lazy summer’s day. Unfortunately for Matt on this summer’s day, the pub was not what I was planning.


“I am 30 next year mate,” I began, though not too sure Matt knew what the hell was going on.


“I want to do something hard. Something that might push us so hard we might not be able to take it. Maybe Everest?... Or Kilamanjaro… Actually, scrap that. Chris Moyles got up Kilamanjaro and if he can do that, I don’t think it will push us hard enough. Everest would be good, but I think even that might be expensive.” The conversation was very one sided. So much so, that I was answering my own questions, not even sure if Matt was still awake on the other end. I was reasonably confident that whatever my suggestion, he would go along with it, if for nothing else than to just get me off the phone so he could continue with his hangover. There are a number of other reasons why I would choose not to go up Everest:


1.    I am scared of heights


2.    I don’t like camping


3.    I have never been climbing


4.    I don’t like been cold


5.    I moan….a lot!


“I know!” I said in an almost cartoon, light-bulb-above-the-head idea kind of moment. “We can run!” Enthusiasm and excitement was pouring out of me now.


“We can run – around the UK. I have just read a book about some woman who ran round the world, so the UK can’t be that hard?! Yeah…. I could run a bit and then you could run a bit? ….Like a relay???!!!” The idea was placed. I was full of ideas.


Like many of you that know me already, I am very good at ideas, but the actual planning and execution is something else entirely! This was going to need a lot of planning and preparation. Although at this moment in time, I really didn’t care; that was not what I was thinking about. I was thinking about all the amazing things we would see and the unbelievable achievement our bodies would feel when we had finished. I thought nothing about the pain the run would cause me, or about the finance it would take just to get the idea off the ground.





CHAPTER 2



Me


Sailor, Pot Washer, Waiter, Ice-Cream Salesman, Market Stall Owner, Barman, Telesales, Gym Instructor, Fitness Instructor, Marketeer, Salesman, Employment Coach, Slaughter House Knifeman, Warehouse Operative, Shelf Stacker, Teacher, Fruit Picker, Cleaner, Builder, Electrician, Joiner, Painter, Driver, Personal Trainer….. Ultra-Marathoner and Writer? Why not?


I am 29 years old and I guess from the jobs listed above, you might call me a quitter. I don’t really class myself as a quitter, rather I have just never really found anything that I like doing. I love staying in shape and pushing my body to the limit. This has been the same since I was young. The jobs listed are not really in any order, although the last three are my most recent. I always wanted to be a writer, but as an ex-girlfriend’s Dad once put it, “You have the imagination of a potato!” So, writing a fictional novel was never going to be my forte. The only part of a novel I could get to was, ‘Once upon a time’, or ‘In a galaxy far, far away’, and I am fairly positive these have been used before. My only option left for writing was to write about something real, something that I had done. I have travelled quite a lot and I have seen different countries and experienced new cultures, but throughout my teens and twenties, I might have been classed as a yob. I was your typical Brit! I went to places to see how drunk I could get within the first three hours of stepping off the plane, and so a book about being drunk in Australia, America and Europe, with the odd game of rugby thrown in, probably wouldn’t appeal to most people.


Even during these years of what you might call ‘excess’, I was still always wondering how much my body would take. This was why I was the one that at the end of the night that was a dribbling wreck; I am the one you didn’t want to invite to your wedding, but always came as someone’s plus one. I was as Peter Kay might put it, ‘Uncle Knobhead’.


I grew up in a tiny village in the Yorkshire Dales called Malham. Growing up in Malham is hard – not hard like growing up in the ghetto or some poverty stricken third world country; it is hard because you are so isolated. Everyone in the Dales works hard for what they get, whether they work the land or they rely on hospitality and tourism. My Dad worked in the family business – a beautiful country guest house called Beck Hall. It sat right on the bank of the River Aire and my brothers, cousins and I spent most summer afternoons playing in canoes on the river. Once we were old enough, we worked for the family business. Like I said, everyone in the Dales works. It’s this work ethic that pushes me now, through the pain barrier. Never stopping.


I remember when I was about 15, I had just started playing senior rugby; I was crapping myself. Massive, grizzly blokes, many of whom were ex-first team players on their way down the teams, still looking for a victim to smash into on a Saturday afternoon. My Dad turned to me, as I was picking myself up from what must have been the 200th time someone had smashed into me, and said, “No matter how much it hurts, no matter how many times they knock you down, you get back up, smile, and smash back.” It was not advice that I stuck to right away, but whilst I was running, whilst my body was screaming, his voice echoed in my mind.


High School was not my most productive time. I knew what I wanted to do and school was not it. I had always wanted to join the forces. Having visited the Armed Forces Careers Office, I decided that the Royal Navy was the life I wanted. As it happened, the country kid was not ready for the expanses of the sea and I was soon back at home, although by this time, Foot and Mouth had hit the Yorkshire Dales and my parents had moved down the road to the small town of Skipton. I returned to the Dales without much of a clue about what to do. One thing the Navy did do – it made a man out of the kid that went away. I am sure any serviceman or woman would tell you, it makes you self-dependant, confident in your abilities (whatever they might be) and it helps you to focus. Once I knew what my goals were, I set about achieving them. Many of the jobs that I have had were short-lived due to circumstances. I needed money for college, a car or university. Unfortunately, even after university, I still had no idea what I wanted to do. I love working with people and most of the jobs that I had were people orientated. Most of all, I love to inspire others, whether that is my team on the rugby field, a child in a classroom, or a client in the gym. If I can inspire anyone to do something to make their lives better, I would argue that there is no better feeling in the world. I think that’s why I chose to run.





CHAPTER 3



So you want to be an


Endurance Athlete?


What did I know about marathon running? Well, nothing, to be brutally honest. 26.2 miles of pretty pointless running! At least when you are playing rugby, you are running to score or running because if you don’t, some fat, giant ape will land on you!! When playing rugby, it is always to win, to beat the opposition. Running distances always just seemed so long and boring; by the time you have finished, no one really cares because it was so long ago since you set off!


Once the idea was conceived and the plan had started to take some sort of shape, it was now down to me. I needed to get my body from a 14.5 stone back row forward to the body of an endurance athlete in about 6 months. “It’s all about the core,” she screeched as I punished myself on the treadmill for another 3 hours – the unmistakable voice of Jane Peggs barking across the gym. Like me, Jane also takes great pride in keeping herself in shape, even more so for Jane as this has not always been the case. I think Jane is probably one of the fittest 70 year olds (sorry Jane) on the face of the planet. Her strength, determination and drive are amazing; she is an inspiration to many. I think this is the reason we have such a terrific friendship.


My training went from a weight session a few times a week and a bit of touch rugby, to something that most would deem torture. I was lifting heavy weights 4 times a week, trying hard to keep some muscle mass, as I knew my body would start to eat at this. I was taking 7 kettle-bell sessions a week with a massive amount of core exercises thrown in here, as well. If people have ever wondered how I managed to keep going, just grab a kettle-bell and get swinging! It’s a brutal mix of cardio and weight training. I was also running further and further. I was running small 10 milers, every other day during the week, then on a weekend taking it right up to 30 miles or over. Even then, I still needed to be stronger, to be fitter. Keeping good weight and shedding the bad has never been too much of a problem for me. I have always wanted to be heavier for the rugby team, but it never really happened like that. I suppose when I look at it now, my body was built for endurance!


I have read a lot of other books about running and how people manage to keep their minds busy while they are running, or doing whatever they are doing. I have watched as many tried and failed. I knew I had one thing that would keep driving me forward – my fear of failing; the feeling of letting so many people down. Before, when I have quit or given up on something, it has not been something that affected that many people; this time it actually meant something. I have read a lot about success and I have watched videos about motivation.


Many of you may be reading this, saying, “I don’t have time to work out.” You are lying to yourself. I hate to tell, you but if you want to make it, it’s bloody hard graft! Ask yourself this: would you choose sleep over success? Did you need 30 minutes extra sleep, or could you have spent that time running, cycling or doing something towards making yourself successful and achieving your goals?!





CHAPTER 4



Choosing Help for Heroes


It wasn’t a particularly difficult choice for me to choose Help for Heroes to support. Having served myself, it is something I have always wanted to try and help with. The war in Afghanistan has certainly brought the horrific injuries sustained by some of our servicemen and women into the mainstream media. As a rugby man, many of my friends and team mates have served in many locations all over the world and I am sure we are all aware of someone in our community who has been affected by war.


It was seeing documentaries on the TV that inspired me even more. I have both my arms and legs, as I am sure many people reading this do, and yet I can easily spend the majority of my time sat down moaning about something that really doesn’t matter. I was asked why I run. Simple! I run for those who can’t.


So everyone knew who I was running for. I had my van plastered with every single sign, flag or banner that I could possibly fit onto the side of it. The van would sleep two people, albeit two very small people! It was a “J” registered VW van that was about to drive 2,500 miles, going less than 10 miles an hour the entire way. My hopes for the van making it back without breaking down were low. Banners saying what I was doing adorned the van: ‘Beep for Support’ and ‘Sam Boatwright, 50 miles for 50 days’. Whether you agree with the war or not, whether you believe the Government should be doing more to help our injured personnel, it didn’t matter; right now they need our help and I was going to do whatever it took to help them.





CHAPTER 5



The Kit


From the point of view of those ultra athletes that might be reading this I imagine this section will be of relative interest. For those that have no idea about running (me not too long ago) then trainers and running tights are the same no matter what. For the non runners, you might choose your attire in a number of different ways, colour, brand, size, warmth, cost or all of the above. Whichever way you decide it’s probably not because you are about to run 2500 miles in it. I had to be very “kit” smart. Unfortunately I still had constraints, such as cost and weight. I couldn’t just shoot to the shops and buy the most expensive kit on the market as I was struggling to pay bill and other expenses for the run already. Whatever I chose needed to be durable but also not chafe! Chaffage is a runner’s nightmare and once it’s in grained its unbelievably painful for a long time. Anything from your underwear to the hat on your head can cause it.


I had plenty of time to test my kit, I had done hundreds of practice runs and worn many different clothes but I still had my favourites. I had asked my running coach Chris to watch me run over a longer distance to ensure my choice of trainer was correct. The Mizuno Nirvana 7 was the choice, it had great balance, light but sturdy with great cushion for pounding the tarmac. Even now I still wear them, they are a superb trainer and not one that would have been my first choice but with a little conversation from the salesman in the running shop it was the Nirvana 7’s that got my vote. A slight geekness shone through with this purchase, not only were they the best trainer for me but also Nirvana are and always will be my favourite band. Many would just call it noise, me, it’s the sound of my youth. The screaming angered and gravelled voice of Kurt Cobain, pulses as I run.


For the non runner and the runners among you, “Joggers Nipple” is almost a common phrase. If this is a phrase that is alien to you, you are very lucky. Joggers Nipple is like rubbing your nipples with sand paper and every now and again letting a small trickle of salty sweat run over the red roar body parts. I can see many of you wincing at the thought of it. Trust me, it is not pleasant. I had to wear clothing that would minimize the risk. A lot of runners out there use plasters over their nipples to ensure this doesn’t happen but due to the amount of sweat that protrudes from me with any exercise I thought it best to wear a top that glided over the top rather than eroded them off. I wore what’s called an under armour skin or “warm top”. These tops are designed to either keep you warm or keep you cool. I always wear the warm top even when it’s warm. It keeps my core muscles warm all the time. Whether its scientific fact or not I feel better knowing that my core is warm, it helped my back muscles stay loose when pounding the road and enabled me to wear whatever I felt like over the top. On particularly warm days I would wear the under armour top alone, but on colder days I would layer up over the top of it. Vests, hoodies, t shirts or even another under armour top with longer sleeves would be worn just to try and stay warm. Most of the run was cold and wet and the good thing about under armour clothing is that it dries very fast. During breaks in my running if the weather was nice the van would look like a mobile clothes horse as my kit adorned the windows as I tried to dry it out.


My bottom half was the same every day. Only once on the entire run did I try and wear shorts and it proved to be a nightmare. I wore Nike Dri Fit tights as these like the under armour were great for keeping my muscles warm. It’s always been my theory that if I can keep my muscles warm even at a slower pace I was less likely to pull something. As the pace was slow my body would never get so warm that I was over heating so I no problems with this. I needed something that would stop my legs chafing against each other and also remain light enough when they were wet. The Nike tights were amazing they did exactly what they said.


My underwear and socks were of vital importance, as many have found blisters are a constant battle but not something I have ever suffered with too much. 1000 Mile socks were the answer to everything for me. Two thin layers of fabric resulting in no blisters at all, not one. I would occasionally switch to Nike Dri fit socks if the rain was so intense that I feared my clothing would become saturated. The Dri Fits worked as they kept my feet dry. I am sure there are many people out there already cursing me as they have tried the same and then still got blisters, for this all I can say is that it worked for me. The advice I would give people is to try a few out and hopefully through trial and error you will find the best for you. Unfortunately this can be a very painful process.
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