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Introduction


While writing this book, I was asked, “What is wild running?”


And, to be honest, I couldn’t answer. I’d assumed it meant trail running, or at least some sort of run that involved brambles, thick mud, or feral animals.


I like to think of wild running as an act of remembering why you run. It’s about being in your body, in a place, at a pace that allows noticing, for example, the way light filters through pine, or the moment a heron lifts into flight as you round the bend. It’s less about speed or stats, and more about connection, rhythm, and presence.


Sometimes, it’s a meditation. Sometimes, it’s a mess. Often, it’s both (as I’ll prove in this book).


Wild running, I have come to decide, is running as a natural instinct.


This book came to life as part running diary, part love letter to South Wales, part poetic detour through mud, moss, myth, and malfunctioning sports bras. And, most importantly, it was born through connection.


You won’t find advice on how to get a sub-3 marathon (God, I can’t manage one of those). You won’t find a list of supplements that promise to make you run like an Olympian or an in-depth analysis of VO2 max (because, honestly, I can’t be bothered). What you will find are stories, from myself and from the wonderful people who’ve accompanied me. In writing this book, I’ve been fascinated by how running connects us to ourselves, to each other, and to the world around us.


These routes are not always the neatest or the flattest. They are not PR-chasers. They are runs that make you slow down; sometimes for the views, but often because you’re ankle-deep in manure. Don’t worry, I promise you’ll get used to it.


In slowing down, I found something important: that running these wild parts of South Wales invites you to really notice things and not just sleepwalk through the route. To run, but also to look, listen, and notice how the light melts upon the moss in late spring. How garlic flowers unfurl like origami stars in May. How a ruined abbey can look like a cathedral of ghosts when the morning mist is dense enough.


The routes in this book range from the sweeping cliffs of Gower to the shaded woods around Tintern, from sun-bleached sand dunes to the rocky outcrops of Pen Pych. Each run is different, but all of them invite you to do the same thing: to come and see what happens when you let an unpredictable landscape set the pace.


I’m not a running coach or a top athlete. I’m a writer. And what I’ve learned from running these trails is that the act of putting one foot in front of the other (particularly when you really don’t want to) has a magic all of its own. These runs pulled me out of creative ruts. They helped me process grief. They’ve helped me cope with mounting stress. They reminded me of how much beauty we have right on our doorstep in South Wales, and how we so often overlook it in favour of ticking off the next destination with a filter-ready backdrop for our social media feeds.


Sometimes I write mid-run. Sometimes I just hold the lines in my head and hope they survive the descent. Sometimes the run itself is the poem. That sounds like an excuse, I know, but it’s not.


This book doesn’t ask that you’re an elite runner or even particularly fit. It’s for those who run to feel something shift inside them, even if it’s only the weight of a bad day dropping from the shoulders. It’s for the reluctant joggers and the messy, breathless triers. It’s for the ones who run to feel their body come alive again, even if it’s wheezing and tripping over itself far too often.


And most of all, it’s for the ones who love wild places.


Each chapter will take you through a different trail in South Wales, from the industrial bones of Tintern’s Wireworks Bridge to the soft belly of Llanrhidian Marsh. You’ll find historical snippets, folklore tangents, and more than a few interludes where I panic about cows. I’ll tell you where the best coffee is, which climbs are secretly awful, and what to avoid if you’re wearing white shoes (basically, nearly everything).


This book isn’t just mine. Many of these routes were gifted to me: recommended by friends, fellow runners, readers, and kind strangers online. Some were offered with a reverent sort of pride, others with a cheery warning (‘You’ll hate me for the hill, but the view is worth it!’). Every single one became part of this slow, unravelling journey through the places I thought I knew, but didn’t really, until I ran them.


Maybe it’ll be a fox, blurring like a firework across an urban path. Maybe it’ll be a cluster of bluebells, rinsing the woodland floor in a wash of lilacy-blue. Maybe it’ll be a line of dialogue you’ve been trying to crack for days. Or maybe it’ll be the sudden realisation that your body, however much it aches, is still capable of movement and little wins you’ll probably only keep to yourself. Or, of course, your Strava followers.


Or, you know, maybe it’ll just be a really good slab of carrot cake at the end of a 10K.


Whatever it is, I hope these runs bring you something. Perhaps a deep breath of air in the lungs when you didn’t realise how long you’d been holding it.


If nothing else, I promise you’ll at least know exactly where the best tearooms are in case it all goes sideways. Happy running.
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Location


Oxwich Bay
SS 501865


Distance


Approx. 5K


Parking


Oxwich Bay Car Park (bring coins unless you like awkwardly searching your pocket for loose change while people huff behind you).


Facilities


Toilets, food, drink, and post-run relief at the Oxwich Bay Hotel or The Dunes Café. Also public toilets near the beach, which is always reassuring to know.


Tips


Bring water and a sense of humility for the uphill climb. Wear trail shoes for grip, especially if it’s rained recently.





Oxwich Bay


Oxwich Bay is one of those places that always looks subtly beautiful, no matter how grumpy you are (which, today, I am). The waves heave in like smelted iron, its cliffs overlapping themselves like drunkenly assembled shelves, its trees in the autumn crowned with a glorious copper.


Getting there is scenic enough to lift my mood, if only briefly. We drive through Swansea, past chain stores and the usual heavy summer traffic, then head towards Mumbles. We resist being pulled in the direction of Verdi’s café, where couples are queuing for cappuccinos they’ll post to their Instagram feeds but never finish before they get cold. As we reach Blackpill, we take the turn towards Mayals and let the road carry us up and over onto the Gower Peninsula.


The air through the open window is a little different here. It’s cooler, saltier, and after last week’s rainfall it’s just a refreshing amount of damp. In summer, I’ll often catch the sweet tang of garlic as I dip through Parkmill, the roadsides thick with foliage. Just as we’re starting to relax, the descent begins – a winding plunge towards Oxwich Bay that feels less like a road and more like a budget rollercoaster.


By the time we arrive at Oxwich, my GPS is struggling to find itself (aren’t we all), but I don’t care. The bay sprawls out ahead, the tide breathing slow and deliberate. On this particular September morning, the light hangs low and moody, turning everything into a sun-bleached watercolour. Dogs zigzag across the beach, tails slicing the air like helicopter blades. Nearby, shivering wild swimmers emerge from the sea, their faces a chattering mix of triumph and hypothermia.


In the summer months, unless you are early, the queues for the beach car park stretch most of the way along the hill. By autumn it’s quieter, but you’re still going to need coins for the car park attendant. No days off for him.


I scrabble in the cup holder, clinking out twenty-pence pieces while the attendant watches me with remarkable patience.


Ian, my partner, looks effortlessly prepared as usual. His running jacket is zipped tight, and he’s stretched precisely none of the muscles he’s about to use. It’s all a performance, or at least that’s what I think anyway, balancing on one leg doing a half-hearted hamstring stretch. Meanwhile, Ted, our Jack Russell Terrier, is already bouncing on his lead like he’s just downed three espressos and not half a tin of Butcher’s chicken with rice and peas.


Today I’ve woken up in a terrible mood. I’ve been trying to finish the edits for my latest poetry book for weeks, but the writing is coming to me stubbornly. Every edit falls flat and I simply don’t have time for this sort of creative block right now. I figured a run would help, but now that I’m here, facing the slate-coloured waves slumping against the shore, I’m unconvinced.


I zip my jacket up as far as it will go without cutting off circulation to my head. Time to get on with it.


We start just outside the Oxwich Bay Hotel. Outdoor tables cluster under bright, optimistic parasols, despite the bloated clouds and damp air. Inside, figures in rain-prickled coats and with windswept hair huddle over steaming mugs, their conversations punctuated by the clink of forks against plates loaded with monumental slabs of carrot cake. My resolve wavers. Grumpy and hormonal, I long to sink into one of those chairs and warm my hands on a coffee mug instead but Ian is already pushing on ahead, his stride measured and determined, while Ted is a reddish blur of energy, trampling everything in his wake.


I click my Garmin to “run” mode and force my legs to keep moving. I have no idea if my creative muse will be running with me today. After 16 years of being a writer, I still have no idea what platitudes are the right ones to whisper to coax it out.


The path past the hotel starts flat, which is perfect for warming up. My advice is to go slower than you intended here, no matter how full of energy you’re feeling. Every ounce of that energy will be needed shortly. After a few minutes of gently meandering trail, the path tips upward. First, it’s a gradual slope. Manageable, I’d say. Then it becomes something else: Oxwich’s endless steps – a hellish ascent carved into the hillside by, I presume, the Devil himself. Uneven and slick with moss, the steps rise seemingly without an end point, testing my mental strength as much as my cardiovascular fitness. My confidence evaporates within minutes.


Ian and Ted are dots ahead of me, Ian pacing with infuriating calm, Ted bounding weightlessly as though he’s pouncing over the moon.


Just when I think I’m nearing the top, a new flight of steps seems to emerge from nowhere. Whoever built them overestimated the stamina of a typical human. Anyway, I am here, halfway to peak fitness or total defeat, staring at the old stone of St. Illtyd’s Church below me.


St. Illtyd’s wasn’t always a church. Long before twelfth-century architects got to work on it, this ancient hill was sacred. The story goes that Saint Illtyd, a wandering monastic Celt (he’ll pop up a few times in this book), set up a small cell here in the 6th century. By the twelfth century, the cell had grown into a proper church, complete with a nave and a western tower. Over the years the building gained some flourishes, and by the fourteenth century there were Gothic battlements, a Norman arch, and a bell inscribed with the words Sancta Maria, ora pro nobis (Holy Mary, pray for us).1 Sometimes, you might hear that bell still clanging for attention, eerie over the rushing waves.


Inside the church (we won’t be going in today, but if you do, you might want to know a little more about it), there’s a chancel with effigies: Sir John Penrice and his wife Margaret Fleming, posing in alabaster as if they’re standing there for a medieval family portrait. Historians say they lived here during the fourteenth century, and their stony repose is either a testament to their wealth or just exhaustion from centuries of people mispronouncing their names.


If you’re also a fan of the supernatural, I can’t recommend highly enough a visit to the grounds of St Illtyd’s, which are reputed to be haunted by the ceffyl dŵr, a ghostly water horse from Welsh folklore, said to slip into the dried-up depths. In the late Victorian age, the Rev’d John David Davies recalled how his older brother was out fishing with their father in the sea below. As night fell and they made their way back up to the rectory, he had a strange feeling of being followed. He looked back and saw “a white horse walking on its hind legs” and drifting towards the church.2 Sightings have been reported since.


Halfway up those steps, out of breath and slightly lightheaded, I thought I saw something flicker just beyond the gravestones – but then again, there’s a 99% chance it was Ted propelling himself in furious pursuit of a leaf.


Wheezing, I stop and tap at my phone:




The gravestones lean like tipsy scholars, their names


salt-smudged…somewhere beyond them, the sea is busy


reminding itself how to let go of breath.





Maybe this sudden line will never go anywhere and I’ll cringe at it tomorrow, but it’s a start at least.


*


Finally, I reach the summit of the steps. I look down at the tipsy trail below me to see an older couple meandering back down with their hiking poles without breaking a sweat.


I hate them, briefly.


The atmosphere changes here, melting into foliage and birdsong. This will happen a lot on this route. Oxwich is a gorgeous mix of shaded woodland, dramatic cliffs and breezy fields, all set above an old village of pastel-coloured cottages and narrow lanes. I’m now in a high woodland, slipping over leaf-mulch and tangled roots as I follow the path. I would recommend doing this run without headphones; there’s something truly beautiful about hearing the hiss of waves beside you, only just visible in creases of flint-blue between the trees.


As a Swansea girl, I have never coped well with being locked into cities, away from the sea. Though my swimming skills are poor, something about just knowing it’s there, like an old friend, is somewhat soothing.


‘You doing okay?’ Ian asks, tap-dancing his way over loose stones and roots.


I frown and tell him I’m absolutely fine, but the truth is my mood hasn’t yet shifted fully to a more positive place. My jaws are clamped as I bounce sideways down another set of steps (there are lots, but don’t worry, they only go downwards this time), realising my shin splints haven’t quite healed fully from a few weeks ago.


Running can make you more at peace and appreciative of your body, but it can also cause you to become more frustrated with it. Shin splints are a painfully common affliction in runners – a rite of passage when increasing mileage or having not quite found the perfect shoe. I have been through so many shoes. As I bounce down each step, wincing, I can’t help but tell myself I’ll never be as fast as I once was, or that I’ll never be able to do a marathon again.


My last effort was Newport Marathon in 2019, where I was thrilled with a 03:56 marathon time. However, there’s still some nagging part of me that wants to do it again, but do it better. I’ll always wonder whether I can train hard enough for a 03:30 marathon. When you’re a runner, you can end up becoming so fiercely competitive with yourself to the point that you push yourself beyond your limits. When you’re fully in it, rest days are mentally tough. Because of this, I didn’t run a single race in 2024. Running has become solely an outlet for creativity and better mental health rather than chasing PBs (and self-inflicted injuries). Slowly, through taking this approach, I’ve become less focused on time. Sometimes I don’t upload my runs to Strava. Sometimes I cover my watch. Sometimes I don’t measure anything at all and just run until my head feels clear.


But there’s always a moment or two that will catch me out; when I see other people’s celebratory race photos with their PBs announced and medals flung around their necks, I can’t help but feel annoyed with myself. I can’t help but think, what if?


Trail running, I’ve discovered, helps to shut off that competitiveness.


Trail running is not like road running. Road running is linear and purposeful; an exercise in efficiency. Trail running, on the other hand, is messy, unpredictable, and wonderfully unhinged. It’s a fight against roots that want to trip you, stones that catch beneath your step, and puddles that will win no matter how clever you think your footwork is. It’s about relinquishing control and leaning into the chaos of the terrain, however nature intended it to be.


This, I think, is why trail running worms its way into your creativity. Out on the trails, you can’t plan every step; you just have to react. Your mind focuses on the immediate: the way the path curves unexpectedly, the texture of the mud underfoot, the low branch that has you ducking awkwardly at the last second. And in doing so, it makes room for the deeper thoughts to surface.


This connection to nature isn’t an Instagram filter or a hollow caption about “being one with the earth”. It’s physical. You feel it in the sting of brambles against your shins, the squelch of mud that invades even the most expensive trail shoes. Out on these trails, nature isn’t simply curated for your enjoyment. It’s raw, unruly, and indifferent to your ego. And God, this indifference is liberating. Running through a forest or across a ridgeline reminds you that the world is bigger, older, and more significant than your insecurities about whether that line you’ve written is working, or if your latest draft is the worst thing you’ve ever written.


And creativity thrives in that space.


Navigating the slippery trails, you don’t think in straight lines, either. Ideas come in fragments, half-sentences that float to the surface alongside the breath you’re struggling to catch. A poem begins, not always neatly, but often as a single word that’s snagged itself on a low-hanging branch and smacks you in the face. By the time you’ve tripped over a root and swiped at the mud smeared across your knees, you’ve caught a line or two in your head. They may not be brilliant yet, but they’re there. Write them down.


*


We reach the bottom of the steps and follow the path right, the light sporadically flashing in cadmium-green bursts through the trees. I’m in my stride now. I’m aware of the environment around me, absorbing it all.


When you do this run yourself, try and really notice everything.


Listen to the shore. Feel the bitter breeze. Look up briefly at the light. Taste the salt in the air. Smell the earth churning below your feet. Even if you feel like the most useless person in the world at meditation (which you can’t be, because that’s definitely me), use all five senses and get yourself present.




Stare hard enough and I’ll see


the bright umbrellas of jellyfish wink at the edge,


the kestrel hanging still, nailed in the forest’s throat.





I pause and tap the lines into my phone. Maybe something will grow from them. Maybe it won’t. In any case, I’m writing. And that’s something that tells me my mind is slowly, ever so stubbornly, opening up creatively to the world around me.


Honestly, don’t be a poet. It’s an emotional bloody rollercoaster.


*


The forest is dense now. The light around me deepens to a richer green, vines and branches obscuring any sign of where I’m headed next. The path is clear, but slippery as we run upwards, gently, the shoreline hissing beside us out of sight. A squirrel scuttles across the path and disappears to our left where, behind the trees, sheer cliffs plunge into the waves.


We scream at Ted to stop chasing, but he ignores us, his stubborn Jack Russell nature overtaking any sense of immediate danger.


Eventually, he reappears, unfazed and his mouth devoid of small squirrels. That’s when we notice, behind him, a break in the trees – a small opening that leads to a scramble of rocks and a long slope that disappears into the sea. By now the clouds are breaking, and the waves are rumpled with ribbons of sunlight.


We clamber down.


This part, of course, is entirely optional to you. But if you want to really experience the mix of landscapes that Oxwich offers, it’s worth the little climb down to pause beside the water, mussel shells cracking beneath your running shoes. The breeze is cold and sharp; turn to your left and you’ll more often than not see cold-water swimmers and excitable dogs splashing in the freezing tide.


In the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, the main bay that you are looking towards was frequented by smugglers. They moved upon its tide silently, carrying their dark boats closer, then allowing it to pull them upshore in the dead of night. I imagine their hands: wet, salt-roughened, the shape of them carved from years of lifting, hauling, burying. I imagine them working in silence, their voices pared down to gestures, their lanterns bruising the fog. It’s hard to imagine now, in the morning light, but if you stop here on an overcast winter afternoon, you’ll find that Gower’s darker history is easier to summon.


For all their roguish charm and dangerous allure, the smugglers didn’t always win. They might have been smart enough to ferry barrels of contraband under the noses of the authorities and resourceful enough to disappear into the night, but occasionally, they displayed a staggering lack of subtlety. Nowhere is this more evident than in the ill-fated event that unfolded on Oxwich Sands in 1804.


That night, a cutter – a small, nimble boat perfect for a smuggler’s activities – dropped anchor in the bay under the cover of darkness. The crew, feeling somewhat cocky, sent two men ashore to ask for directions to Highway Farm, a major staging post for one of Gower’s biggest smuggling gangs.


In other words, they rowed across the open water, trudged up the sand, and politely enquired how best to reach their illicit HQ.


The two men they stopped on the beach seemed obliging enough. They provided detailed directions as though they were simply locals eager to point a lost tourist toward the nearest pub.


Satisfied, the smugglers returned to the cutter, and the operation got underway.


By midnight, barrels of contraband (which included brandy, silk, tea, and all the other treasures a Georgian dinner party might need) were being hauled to Highway. The goods were then hidden in secret cellars. It was, for all intents and purposes, a textbook smuggling run.


Until it wasn’t.


It turns out that the two helpful fellows on the beach were actually members of the preventive authorities. These were men who’d perfected the art of feigned nonchalance and were probably nudging each other in the ribs and laughing hysterically as they strolled away.


At dawn, the raid began and the customs men descended upon Highway. At first, their searches yielded nothing. The cellars, snug beneath their earthen blanket, remained hidden, but persistence eventually paid off. The chambers were discovered, and with them, 420 barrels of contraband.


The haul was then loaded onto carts, and the convoy began its journey to Swansea. By this time, a crowd of 200 people – farmers, fishermen, and opportunists – gathered along the road, demanding their share of the haul. If I was about then, I probably would have done the same to be honest.


Faced with the possibility of an angry mob and a few pitchforks, the authorities relented, cracking open a few barrels to placate the crowd (who needed Wind Street?). It worked, though 17 of them still mysteriously disappeared before the convoy reached Swansea. Even when the guard on the barrels was increased to 50 men, the commanding officer, knowing full well that no man can resist the offer of free booze, gave his men permission to drink while on duty.


By the time the barrels reached Swansea, the spirits had flowed in every direction; by this, I mean into the villagers’ cups, the soldiers’ bellies, and into the seas of Oxwich Bay.


It sounded like one hell of a party.


As we sit and watch the waves spilling foam over the rocks, Ted tries to snap at them with his jaws fruitlessly, foam splashing back into his tiny russet-coloured face. His jaws shut, the foam retaliates, and he retreats, bewildered but determined, his tiny face now damp and wrinkled with rage The relentless tide churns on, oblivious to his fury, providing a moody contrast to the gleaming inky crescents of mussel shells nestled in the sand.


I signal to Ian that it’s time to climb back up and keep on running.


The forest greets us once more, its dense green canopy gradually loosening its grip to allow the sunlight through in dappled bursts. The air is heavy with the warm promise of autumn, a season that’s probably compensating for the biblical deluge of the summer past, one of the wettest summers on record.


Eventually those tangled roots ease off, giving way to a gravelly cliff-path with breathtaking views. This is what it’s like to run with nature. On one side, the cliffs rise solid and imposing, their jagged edges softened by the creeping fingers of grass and the wind’s persistent hiss. On the other side, the sea sprawls into the horizon, its colour shifting with the light: dull pewter one moment, a streak of silver the next.


My feet fall into a rhythm that feels easier now. My thoughts: those sharp-edged, tangled things that weighed me down at the start, begin to soften. I’m in my stride. Lines aren’t just starting in my head, they’re finishing, too. Whether they’re any good, I can’t say, but they’re happening, and I let them exist without fighting.


I almost want to spend the rest of the afternoon writing.


*


We push on along the cliffs for a little while, just a woman, a man and a tiny, wild dog. Around us, wildflowers cling stubbornly to the rock, bright shocks of colour against washed-out grey.


Eventually, the path ascends and gives way to a vast field. I soon realise we are not alone.


A herd of them stands scattered across the field, chewing their cud and staring at me with that disinterested judgment that cows are so good at. I’ve never been comfortable around cows. They’re enormous and excellent at staring contests.


Clipping Ted’s lead back onto his collar, we slow down to a walk so as not to startle them and keep to the left so we can make the most of the views. Fields of green and gold stretch out towards the sea, some of them freckled with grazing sheep, some gently waving with crops and some lined with the caravans of one of many popular Gower holiday parks.


I should warn you: directions in these parts have a knack for veering from a little ambiguous to downright infuriating. At one point, we find ourselves tracing loops like a pair of slightly bewildered greyhounds, circling the same patch of field in search of the right gate. Should we retrace our steps? Press on? Consult the GPS? Oh, wait, we can’t. It doesn’t work.


If you have satellite navigation, let it guide you toward Oxwich Castle. If not, enjoy the thrill of deciphering cryptic signposts while savouring the pleasing scratch of grass beneath your trainers after a morning spent hauling yourself uphill.


Whatever you choose to do, don’t follow our example of hugging the field’s perimeter like really shit ice-skaters.


Go straight and eventually, you’ll reach a path that leads past the beautiful Oxwich Castle. Oxwich Castle, for me, is a place steeped in nostalgia. It’s one of the first writing residencies I took part in with Literature Wales, Weird and Wonderful Wales, back in 2017. Here I got to spend two days wandering the Tudor manor participating in workshops, listening to folk stories and histories based in Gower, then writing responses to it. I was fresh-faced and hopeful.


This was long before I frequently lost my head over deadlines.


This run, I suppose, is a return home to the beginning of my writing journey. We pause outside and hold our phones up to its walls, now verging on honey-coloured in the autumn sunlight.


Oxwich Castle isn’t a castle in the storybook sense that we’re used to. There are no turrets, no drawbridges and no ghosts that I’m aware of. It’s more of a fortified manor, a big statement piece from the sixteenth century designed to say, “Look how important I am”, rather than “Please don’t invade me”. The Mansel family, who built it, were more concerned with showing off their wealth than fending off marauders. Its mock-military flourishes are all about social climbing rather than defence.


In 1541, Sir Rice Mansel began transforming what was once a medieval castle into an impressive Tudor manor. Its intricate windows were designed to let in as much light as possible, and it boasted elegant chimneys and wide stone walls. It was a masterpiece designed to impress the Welsh gentry and make the Mansels look like the Kardashians (or whatever the equivalent was) of sixteenth-century Gower.


However, history is rarely straightforward, is it? By the time Rice’s son, Edward Mansel, took over, the family’s fortunes were precarious. Edward poured even more money into the place, adding an opulent south wing, complete with fancy rooms and plastered ceilings that wouldn’t look out of place on one of my ridiculous home improvement Pinterest boards.


And then things went a bit wrong. The Mansel family’s fortunes dwindled, and by the seventeenth century, Oxwich Castle became a money pit. Parts of it were abandoned, left to the elements, the ivy, and the eyes of curious passers-by.


Looking at it now, you can see where time has had its way. The stone walls are weathered, their edges softened by centuries of wind and rain. The windows, once proud frames for light and luxury, blink out over the fields, their glass long gone.


Standing here in my muddy Asics trainers and twenty-first-century sports attire, it’s hard not to feel the weight of its history. You can almost see Sir Rice, standing in the courtyard, planning his next addition, or Edward, obsessing over the details of his plasterwork while the family fortunes run dry. You feel for them, weirdly.


It’s clear to me now why this would have been such a great choice of location for a writing workshop. And if you’re not planning on interrupting your run to explore it today, do come back and spend time here. It’s hard not to feel inspired.


Some good news from Ian: we’re nearing the end of the run and, of course, the promise of cake. We jog past Oxwich Castle and find that it’s downhill all the way to the picturesque village of Oxwich. Its narrow lanes twist and turn, tight enough to keep you alert. The cottages hold their colours lightly: a pale pink that never quite pops into full rose, a blue the colour of storms.


Ted is back on his lead now, still pulling ahead. Ian and I are less physically energetic, though somehow more mentally awake.


Oxwich, I think, wants you to stumble upon its history instead of screaming it out. It’s a place that lets the bay and the cliffs do all the shouting while it leans back, waiting for you to notice what it has to say. And in researching this route, I discovered that this place does have a lot to say. I love these quiet, history-filled places. They’re where stories are uncovered, layer by beautiful layer.


*


The wooden table beneath my arms feels sturdy and reassuring. I’m tired, hungry and my blood sugars are heading low (as my insulin pump has kindly blared to warn me no less than five times since reaching Oxwich village). Around me, other tables hum with quiet chatter, the air thick with the mingling smells of coffee, seaweed, and someone’s vinegar-drenched chips.


As I free the pump from my sports bra to tell it that it’s quite okay and that I’m not dead yet, the parasol above just about shields me from the sun that’s been unexpectedly generous by late morning. I feel the urge for an ice-cold Coke, rattling with ice. The screen blinks at me: 3.2mmol. The down arrow tells me I need sugar, fast.


Ian and I decide to share a carrot cake with coffee. It’s a generous slab; the top is crowned with a thick layer of cream cheese frosting, wonderfully tangy. A few walnuts cling to the sides, and there’s the faintest dusting of cinnamon.


Cake really is an otherworldly experience after a good run. There’s something about that mix of exhaustion and sugar that transforms it from a simple baked treat to a small miracle. I do not care how many crumbs I drop down my sports bra.


By the time I scrape the last bit of sugary residue from the plate and chase it down with the final dregs of Americano, I think I’m revived. Maybe even inspired?




A crab wrestles in its shingle pit. I keep sprinting forward, pumping the earth’s chest as though I can keep it breathing, my hair whipped in its exhale, pumping its heart with my heel.





Later, I snap my Notes app shut with a sense of satisfaction. Maybe, just maybe, there’s a poem buried in today’s run, waiting to find its shape.


Running is a little bit magic like that.
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