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INTRODUCTION Do you Want to run?


My name is Cory Wharton-Malcolm and I have been on this beautiful planet for a little over 40 years. I was born in London in St Thomas’s Hospital overlooking the Thames, and though I have travelled a lot and lived elsewhere the gritty city of London has always been the place I call home.

Now I ask you, do you want to run? I mean, has the thought ever crossed your mind? Perhaps, for whatever reason, you’ve not yet found that thing that gets you out there. The motivation? The hook? The right vibe? People? Or energy? Something to pull you in?

Do you look at people running and think that that running thing looks great and you’d love to run like that… gracefully floating through the air, with a big grin on your face looking like you’ve not got a care in the world? But for some strange reason your mind wanders elsewhere and you begin to feel like that’s a THEM thing, not a YOU thing? I’ve been there… But… What if I told you running is a YOU thing? What if I told you the only thing separating you and a run is YOU and that magical FIRST STEP? You may not aspire to run a marathon – not everyone wants to, and that’s okay – but perhaps you’ve seen people powering by on your way to work and felt you wanted to do that too, or have the ability to. If you think you can’t run because you’re not the right body type, fitness or identity, then this book is for you.

For many years I’ve been fortunate enough to make a living out of being the voice in people’s heads that helps to get them moving. I probably shouldn’t be giving this away, but the secret is, my friend… it’s actually their voice that keeps them moving, I’m just the narrator here to amplify it. So let’s work on developing that voice of yours… together. It will help you feel fantastic, both inside and out.
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I am a runner and a running coach. Some of you will know me as Coach Cory, helping you pick up the pace on your run or encouraging you to vibercise. I run and I coach people to run because I love running. It keeps me fit and healthy and helps my body move the way I want it to. But, more than that, what it’s really done is helped me on the inside. Running has given me not only the ability to move with speed and strength but also the mental and spiritual health that has led me on a positive path in life, so I can truly say that running has given me everything I have.

I’ve been exercising for probably my entire life, but I’ve been doing it seriously since 2006, when I was incredibly fat – like really, really fat: with a big belly, a big gut. My friends nicknamed me Beefhead because I had a big head. People clearly thought the fat was making my head swell as I was living life in an unhealthy way, living on autopilot instead of connecting with life. Then one day, someone told me I would never run a marathon. I proved them wrong. Then ‘Beef’ became just ‘Bit Beefy’, and things began to change.

I want to tell you about that change, because I didn’t just start running one day and have an easy, smooth journey. There were a few steps in between, and some revelations too, and I want to share them because I think they could help you. I think they could help anyone to improve their life with running, especially if you think running isn’t meant for you.

I wanted to write this book and share it with you because when I look at the TV and the bookshelves, I don’t see my reflection. I don’t see me. I see tons of amazingly tall and slim white athletes, and the black men I see are shiny superheroes, not normal everyday black dudes who could live at the bottom of your road; I don’t see anyone that I really, really relate to. I see lots of books written from another point of view but nothing that reflects the road I’ve travelled.

Not seeing myself made me doubt what I could do, what I was capable of, the places that I could belong. I pushed on through that, convinced myself that I was only constrained by what my body and mind believed it could do. To begin with, I ran because someone told me I couldn’t. Then I carried on because running connected with something vulnerable deep inside me. It was scary, but freeing, and the more I ran, the more I was challenged not just physically but also mentally, and I wanted to keep feeling it. I am living proof that running is for everyone.

I wanted to write this book for the person I was, the old Cory, the lost Cory of 20-odd years ago, and I also wanted to write this book for the person I am today, the Cory who is the beneficiary of a love affair with running. While writing I have delved deep into painful places in the back of my mind I haven’t visited in a while. I did it because I know there are people out there who need that honesty, painful as it might be, and sharing my experiences will show what running can do for you.

I wanted to write this book for the community that I represent, for the community that supports me and wants me to win because I am them and they are me. I wanted to write this book because there are so many young black men out there who don’t know yet that it’s okay to be vulnerable, that it’s okay to cry; that it’s okay to not be okay and to need something to hold on to. Running can help you learn that. I wanted to write this book because I know I would have benefited from reading this, benefited from understanding that how I was living wasn’t good for me – all the bravado, all the ‘I’m good’ and ‘nothing fazes me’, followed by the emotional eating; stuffing my face with sweets, chocolate, cake and fizzy drinks, smoking and drinking, partying my life away, not sleeping enough and not looking in the mirror – and I mean really looking in the mirror.

I know now how much better it would have been if I’d understood that playing the tough guy, pushing down my feelings, and not mourning the death of my grandmother who raised me would end up harming me in more ways than I could comprehend. We all have our pain, and this was mine, but the way out can be the same. My gran passed away 20 years or so ago. I couldn’t tell you what year or what month it was because in a very sad way, I have done all I can to erase her passing from my mind. I try and remember how she lived, how her living made me feel.

I’ve written this book because I want people to realise that fitness and running can be accessible. I want people to understand that it’s fun, that it can be a release and a joy; that it’s a gift. I want people to appreciate the benefits of community and how having good people with you on your journey can help. But I also want them to realise that ultimately a good path and attainable happiness is up to you. It’s YOU who must make the decision to move forward. No one can carry or drag you; you have to start walking and then run towards what is good for you and what will help you flourish. And if that means finding a new community that has more of a positive impact on your life then it’s a decision that you will have to make.

I’ve written this book because, although running has made me stronger, in doing so it has exposed old scars and left new ones. If I can help others find a tool like running to help manage their lives a little better, instil some order and purpose when they need it most, then I feel part of my job will be done.

I’ve written this book as many people still don’t know that running can be for them, still don’t think running is a cool, interesting thing to do, don’t find running accessible or fully understand its benefits. I’ve written this book because I wanted to let people know it is for them. It is for us. The roads, the countryside, the paths, everywhere is open to us learning to love running. I wanted to write this book because I needed people to know that, if you let it, running can set you free in every single way.

In many ways, I don’t think I’m necessarily the best person to write a book – I’m not a scholar or a great thinker of my age. But I know that I’m the best person to tell my own story. With a lot of help along the road, I have navigated my way from fat dude who ate masses of cake to runner, to one of the head running coaches and adviser to the biggest sports brand in the world and then on to one of the biggest companies in the world. I am the co-founder of London track club and running lifestyle brand TrackMafia, and for a time I hosted a podcast in a bathtub, called The Tub Hub, about mental health and help.

None of this would have happened if running hadn’t made me acknowledge my weaknesses, and this is what I’m passionate about sharing. It’s about channelling negativity into positive change and showing how doing so makes life all the richer. Running offered me structure and purpose, and that became the scaffolding and steadiness I needed as I moved away from the chaos and rebuilt a life that worked for me.

I want people to know that with time, patience and commitment this is all achievable. I want people to know that anyone can do it; I want people to read my story and feel inspired. I want people to read my book and be motivated to move, to ask for help, to change their lifestyle for a healthier one. I want to help you start running and keep going. I will give you tips on running routes to explore as well as tips and tricks on how to make movement and running fun, because I know that one of the barriers to getting started is quite simply that people think it’s boring. And I’ll tell you what to do when you get up in the morning and your body and brain shout ‘Oh no, not today!’ (Because, I’ll tell you a secret, I still have those days too.)

I want people to finish reading feeling roused to acknowledge that no matter how small the change it paves the way for huge and long-lasting differences. Every hard run makes the next run better and better.

I wanted to write this book because I believe that, although there is nothing special about me, my journey thus far has been a unique one. I wanted to write this book as I believe my story is relatable, one that many will understand and hopefully take encouragement from. Why? Because if I can do what I have done, anyone and everyone can. I will give you the tools to get up and running, share what I’ve learned – both the good decisions and the mistakes I’ve made so you can learn from my experience. I’ll help you step it up when you’re ready and instil in you a mindset that allows constant learning, bettering and knowing yourself and a desire to soak up new ideas like muscle memory. I believe we all have a duty to share our learnings with the next generation as well as the current one, and celebrate the power of running. So come and run with me; I look forward to seeing you on the road.
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    I find it crazy nowadays to think that there was a time when I didn’t run, a time when I lived my days without this movement. A time when I was blissfully unaware of the source of my unhappiness, and even unaware of my unhappiness at all. As you read this you may be thinking, what on earth does my unhappiness have to do with running? Let me explain.

You see, I often say that running is everything to me because running gave me everything. Running not only changed my life, but it also gave me the life I have… Let that sit for a little.

Is there anything in your world that has given you your life? Or changed you? Changed the way that you view the world, or changed the way that the world views you? I say this as life before I started running was very different. Let me take you back, waaaaay back, and set the scene for this unlikely story.

When I think about it, I floated through secondary school doing just enough to get by. Some subjects I had an interest in, but learning academically just seemed to bore me. I liked doing stuff, not sitting and listening. If there was a chance to get outside and do stuff, I was the first person to want to be involved. I also think that although at a young age I loved to learn, I liked to learn on my own terms, whether it be through doing or through discovery. I went to a government-funded secondary school in south-east London in the 90s and at the time my school was home to an incredible jackpot of sports facilities: full-size grass sports pitches for football, hockey, rugby, athletics and cricket, twelve or so tennis courts, sports halls used for gymnastics, trampolining, netball, basketball… and there are probably a few sports that I have missed out.
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I participated in every activity that was offered to me. I was sporty. Though I was terrible at basketball and swimming, I was okay at cricket, football, rugby and hockey. And I excelled at tennis and table tennis, and despite my fear of drowning I fell in love with water sports like Dragon Boating, canoeing and kayaking, as well as outdoorsy stuff like hiking and camping, and I proudly completed my Duke of Edinburgh award.

I only ever ran cross-country when I was asked to do so by teachers, as I always saw myself as more of a sprinter – there was just something special about being the fastest person on earth and I looked to GB sprinters Linford Christie and John Regis for inspiration. I wanted to be FAST like them. But I noticed that all the big-distance runners didn’t really look like me, either in build or in complexion. They were long and lean and I was not.

If I’m honest the thought of running for such long periods of time never really appealed to me. Whenever I saw people running long distances they always looked so broken and wounded. From where I was sitting it seemed to be about enduring and suffering. Something that at that young age just didn’t appeal (and still doesn’t).

The point I’m trying to make is that sport and movement was encouraged and wasn’t foreign to me. It was part of my day-to-day as a teen, a brilliant part of the schooling system – go to school, learn some things, play some sport.

I left school with an A in Drama but not much else. I was devastated, so upset, but I didn’t know if I felt like that because I cared or because I knew it wasn’t what my family expected. At the time I had no grand plan. No route pencilled out with goals. I remember showing my mum, Lyn, the results and her telling me that she was disappointed as she knew that I hadn’t applied myself the way that she knew I could. But, she said, she wasn’t worried about me; she knew I would find my way. She said, ‘My son, whatever you choose to become, whatever you choose to do in this life, give it your all and be the best that you can be. You do that and you will be THE BEST at whatever you choose to be.’
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These words stuck with me, words that I remember when I wake up every morning. Some might say that this was a cop-out, or that it wasn’t a high bar that she set for me. I would argue that those words meant there was no bar or ceiling to hold me back. No pressure to stunt my growth or creativity. Just pressure to challenge myself to be better. Those words set me free and allowed me to explore, they allowed me to find myself, regardless of how long it took. Those words are why you are reading this now. So thank you, Lyn.

I enrolled in the college that was attached to my school and retook my maths and English exams, and instead of A levels I did an NVQ in Business Studies, walking away with a distinction.

But then, after all that activity and movement through school, I stopped playing sport, apart from the occasional five-a-side football match. It’s something that seems to happen to a lot of people at that point in life. We leave a place where we are active every day and fall into a world of inactivity, due to either a lack of facilities, a lack of finances to access those facilities or simply a lack of people to go to those facilities with.

I became a full-time journeyman going from job to job trying to find my way. Staying active didn’t feel like a priority in ‘real life’, or so I thought at the time.

I worked as a demolition man, knocking through walls with sledgehammers. I painted and decorated, plasterboarded, worked as a temp in accounts for the local authority, as a pizza delivery boy, a door-to-door salesman, a security guard, a club promoter, MC and host. I worked in pubs and pulled pints, I worked on the shop floor in retail, I was an enrolment and admissions officer at colleges and a customer service manager. And then finally I stumbled upon Westminster Council and got a job as a City Guardian.

This role was all about community, about going into neighbourhoods in the borough of Westminster and helping residents with their problems. I was in Queen’s Park, north-west London, and I worked with youth centres, churches, schools, rough sleepers, substance misusers, shops, charities, garden centres, radio stations and everything in between. Through this role I met a group of young people who wanted to start a football team but didn’t have the means.

As I knew the area, I went into Moberly Sports Centre and asked to speak to someone about setting up a team. I was pointed to the sports development officer, a guy called Eugene Minogue, who told me I couldn’t just set one up and coach kids because of health and safety and a need for qualifications. But… if I was really keen, and was willing to volunteer my services on one of his youth projects, he would pay for me to do my football coaching badges and everything else I needed to do to become a coach.

Of course I said yes, but at first I was confused. In my head, I was like, hold on, what? This dude is just going to pay for me to do this course? Just like that? And he’s offering me this without even so much as a smile, he’s not even being polite lol… No friendliness, no layering of lies, just very matter-of-fact, it was as if I had interrupted him and he’d come out to tell me to stop wasting his time. But that was Eugene, which is one of the many things I grew to admire about him. He didn’t have time for airs and graces, but he had time to get stuff done or tell you that you weren’t doing what you said you would get done.

So I carried on with my full-time job and agreed to work nights and weekends for the Sports Development Team at Westminster’s Sports Unit. Eugene Minogue is now one of my best friends and I recognise now that this was my in, the little window to the future that I never knew existed. Eugene is a few years younger than me and was born and bred in Queen’s Park, so he was very invested in doing his best to make the area a better place for his friends, family and community. We became such good friends that when he had his first child he was foolish enough to make me her godfather. (Hi Molly!)

I finished my football qualifications, started helping to coach a few local teams, then started playing in football tournaments with other coaches, locally and nationally. Then I completed a course which still to this day is the most important one I ever did. It was called the CSLA, The Community Sports Leadership Award, and my tutor was Patricia Fairclough. What a legend — Patricia has been involved in basketball for well over 50 years and has an OBE awarded for services to the sport. She has spent her life nurturing thousands of the players, officials and volunteers that go on to help make not just basketball but all sports grow and flourish. She will always hold a special place in my heart as she is an older black lady who reminds me of my mum and gran. She spoke to me in a way that I would understand, and put me in my place several times. Though I was never rude, I always had questions.
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The course was designed to help you develop the confidence to lead and run sessions for both young people and adults. It was about teaching you how to be a team player, and Patricia emphasised the importance of giving others an opportunity to excel, that things aren’t always about you. She instilled in me the idea that knowing all the answers is great, but others knowing them too is even better. She inspired me to be better and think about more than just myself. SHARE YOUR KNOWLEDGE and SPREAD THE MESSAGE.

On the final day the exam was simple: entertain a sports hall filled with children with nothing but your wits and one or two pieces of equipment. On that day I learnt that kids don’t care who you are or where you’ve come from, they care about energy and how much of it you have to share with them. They don’t care about a perfect delivery or a well-articulated punchline, they care about fun – and lots of it.

I didn’t realise what a big impact that course had on me until I started coaching for real in local youth centres and sports halls. I started to remember what it was like to play sport and move around. I had put on a lot of weight since school but I still had the muscle memory. So once I got going all I was really interested in was making sure that anyone who came to a session that I was at would have fun, fun and more fun. I began to lose a bit of weight – not a lot, because most of the job was about encouraging the kids to move themselves – but it was a start.

One of the projects that I worked on not only engaged with a hard-to-reach group of young people but also lowered the crime rate in the area that we working in. We made such an impression I was invited to speak at Buckingham Palace about the impact that sport had had on my life and the lives of the young people we were working with. It was a special moment for me, a signal that I was involved in something worthwhile that was making a difference.

A year or so passed during which I clocked up hours and hours of volunteering, and when a job came up working in Westminster’s Sports Unit Sports Development Team as a Positive Futures co-ordinator I went for it. I switched teams and worked full time in a hybrid role that brought together elements of youth work, mentoring and coaching in a bid to use sports as tool to create better opportunities for young people to progress both in and outside of sports.

I loved my job and honestly woke up every morning thinking to myself, someone is paying me to do this, someone is paying me to play sport and work with young people. I thought life couldn’t get any better.

That was, UNTIL I FOUND RUNNING.



In the beginning it was just this thing that I stumbled upon. Yet now it’s at the heart of everything I do. In April 2006 I was 27 years old and I had been working at Westminster for a few years. I was stood watching the London Marathon for the first time. I remember thinking how strange it was that I had lived in London my entire life, but it had taken me nearly 30 years to physically go and see the race myself. A race that I had seen so many times on television. I guess it was the first time that I had a real reason to go in person.
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I was with my mentor, boss and by now good friend Eugene, along with some other friends from the office who had all come out to cheer. We were waiting for our friend and work colleague Sam Bell to come charging through with a smile on her face so we could give her sweets and drinks, and of course scream and chant her name. It’s what you do when people are running. You can’t power their legs for them so you give them what you can.

She came flying along and looked like she had only been running for a few minutes, when in actual fact she’d been going for hours.

I found the whole experience so uplifting, feeling all that positive energy emanating from the streets, from the people, from the city. Some people weren’t even there to cheer for anyone they knew, they just felt like they should be out there cheering anyone and everyone that ran by. There’s something about cheering for strangers – it’s like you’re giving them a piece of you to help them on their journey.

Being at the marathon reminded me a little bit of a festival. It wasn’t quite a carnival, but there was definitely a buzzing festival vibe. It was there, full of all that positive energy, that I declared to my friends that I would run the marathon the following year.

The laugh my friends let out when I said that I was going to take up running is probably exactly what made me do it. Because if I hadn’t been serious when I opened my mouth, I became deadly serious when I opened my ears and heard a lot of:

‘Bruv, are you sure?’

‘Bruv, you eat a lot.’

‘Bruv, I bet you won’t.’

So, to all of you who ‘bruvved’ me, thank you for your inspiration. And for the few of you who said ‘Cor, you got this’, THANK YOU TOO.

So, at first, I ran because someone told me I couldn’t. I wanted to prove that I could – to myself, to others, to the world. I wanted to be like those people running the marathon with big smiles on their faces, surrounded by screaming, shouting and cheers. I wanted to be able to move effortlessly and be happy about doing it.

I must admit it definitely got harder before it got easier, but I stuck with it, and I’m going to tell you how I started and all the things I did right (and all the things I could have done better) in the next chapter. For now I’ll just say I made progress, but not as much as I thought I would, or as much as I wanted to. The question is, was this because I wasn’t trying hard enough? Or because I had set myself unrealistic goals? And what kept me going?

After consulting the World Wide Web and some friends who knew more about running than I did, I came to understand that prior to running a full marathon one should run a half marathon to get some race experience and of course to cover the distance. So after I started running I signed up for what had been dubbed the biggest half marathon in the UK and second biggest in the world – the Great North Run, which was held in Newcastle.



I arrived in Newcastle for my first half marathon completely unprepared. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I had been running and training, but I had also been doing a lot of eating to fuel my training, and hadn’t been covering the distances in training that I needed to be ready. I say this as, looking back, I now know I really didn’t need a giant bowl of pasta to run two miles, but hey, I thought I was CARBO LOADING. A common mistake, I might add. I also now know that if I struggled to run a 10k without being at death’s door I should have realised that doubling the distance might cause some problems, but no one could fault my commitment to getting to the start line.

Eugene and Sam joined me. Sam was the person who had originally inspired me to run, so it was only fitting that she be there to see me try.

This race was crazy for a number of reasons. It was crazy because I’d never done it before. Now it seems like the norm, but back then running in a race with another 35,000 people seemed crazy. Running along a closed motorway or dual carriageway seemed crazy. But it was crazy mostly because it was the first time I realised that running was doing something to not just my body but my mind as well.

I had been on runs before when my mind started to wander but I had always fought it, I had always done my utmost to shift my attention to things that I actually wanted to think about, things that I actively wanted to process, things that would help me deal with whatever my body was physically going through.

But this was different, this wouldn’t shift. I kept thinking about someone whenever I tried to slip into the ZONE. Now, how does one describe the Zone? In big words terms it’s where your thinking is inversely proportionate to the stimulus of the environment, or in small words terms you slip into a state where all you can think about is what you need to do here and now, everything else is blocked out. It’s where your Jordans, Lebrons or Williams go when they make their big shots.
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Instead of finding the Zone I would find the woman who raised me; I was thinking about my gran. I kept seeing her face, hearing her voice, either willing me on or just being there – present. It was like a live feed of memories was being beamed directly to my glasses and there was no off button. I lost count of the amount of times I stopped myself from crying. It wasn’t until I was about a mile or so out from the finish line, just as you start to go downhill before you turn left onto the seafront, that I couldn’t hold it anymore and I cried all the way till I crossed the line. I realised it was half happiness and half sadness. I kept thinking, I miss her so much, but she’d be so happy with me. I had finished my first race, my first half marathon, I had a medal and a smile and I was happy. And let me tell you now, I couldn’t walk properly for days. But was it worth it? HELL, YEAH… This is when things really started to change.

During the Great North Run, I realised that I still hadn’t mourned my gran’s passing, but I had found something that might just help me do so. The thing about running is all you have is time. Think about it: when you are doing other things, you kinda have to be in that moment thinking about them, focusing on them. But when you run, especially if you are running for a long time, it can feel like having a TV in your mind and someone else has the remote, and they are controlling the channels. Unless you spend all your time and energy finding the remote control and learning how to control it, you spend all your energy switching the channel back to something that you want to watch. Many years have passed since that first run, and nowadays when I run I have that remote control firmly in my hand.

For so long I had run away from this pain, this feeling that any minute I might think about her. But now I sought it out, now I wanted it to come, I wanted to deal with it. My gran raised me when my mum was back home in Guyana, South America, working. She looked after me and my sister when my mum was back in London and at work. She picked me up from school, took me to church, cooked for me, bathed me and looked after me when I was sick. She was my rock.

When she passed 20 or so years ago I was in my twenties. It really did a number on me, as prior to her passing I hadn’t really had to deal with a big loss like that. No one really wanted to talk to me about it and I didn’t really want to talk to them about it, so it kinda just sat there. Fermenting. Slowly bubbling under the surface. After her passing I realised I’d have random bouts of real anger, then real sadness. Then the two combined. That just made me push people away and turn myself into this person that was void of any emotion, unless it was anger. As my little sister tells me, don’t forget anger is an emotion, it’s just not the one we like to talk about.

I was angry because I felt like she had left me without me saying goodbye. She was sick, and as the months passed and her condition deteriorated, I didn’t want to say goodbye to someone who didn’t look or feel like the strong person who looked after me when I was sick. I couldn’t bear to see her like that. Then at the funeral when I saw her in that open casket it was so final. What upset me the most was that it wasn’t how I wanted to remember her, and I know that it’s not how she would want to be remembered. She was a fierce black woman who loved me. And that love I carry everywhere with me. If she could see what I’m doing now, she’d smile – she always said I had potential. [image: ]



I remember listening to people talk about the runner’s high, what it was like to get there, to feel it. They spoke about it like it was some kind of nirvana. If I’m honest, I wasn’t convinced. At least I wasn’t until it came. I had had the waves of sadness but never one of complete happiness or joy. But now, now, now it came. Running connected my physical self with my internal self. I felt complete, and now I could have this feeling whenever I ran.

It was some time after I was back in London running through Green Park when I felt it again. I was doing a 10k around the Royal Parks. It was a loop that I was familiar with, one that I had always enjoyed. Though you were in the city, you were still surrounded by trees and greenery. It was autumn, the fallen leaves were everywhere, and I knew rain was coming. As time had passed I’d grown to love the rain because for whatever reason it made me feel like a badass. It felt like I had chosen to be out when the elements were against me. I heard the sky open up in the distance and just waited for it to arrive… and boy oh boy did it arrive, it was like a scene out of a movie. It was as if someone had screamed ‘Action!’ and they had turned on the tap in the sky, just the right amount of rain for it to be emotive. Just enough headwind for me to feel it. I felt like I was in Hero when Jet Li is preparing to duel. It’s like everything is in slow-mo but you are still moving at speed. You get this weird tunnel vision, it feels like you are floating and in some way your body and everything else around it is connected. Your heart is pumping subtly in the background, your breathing is loud but merging with the sound of your footsteps and the ground beneath them. All of this combined with the battering of the rain makes for the perfect storm. And that’s exactly what it created.
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That beautiful moment in time was when I truly realised I had more. At that very moment I felt unstoppable, like I could go on forever. And it’s this message that I want to share.

Each individual has their own journey to follow and yours will undoubtedly be different to mine, but as with most things in life you will find many similarities – we all breathe, we all move and we all need love, acceptance and understanding.

Whatever your reason for running, as long as you are getting what you need from it, it’s doing its job.

At times it’s hard to understand what is meant by ‘doing its job’. For me it means giving you whatever you need at a particular moment and time. Some say that every run has a purpose, and I wholeheartedly agree. There will be days when you need a run to blast out all the nervous energy you have, days you need a run to help you smile, days you need to run just because that’s what you need to do, that’s what it says on your plan. There will be days when you just have an urge to run, and days when others will ask you to come. There is no right reason, only the run.

I found that these runs began to help me with my life outside of running. After my runs I felt invigorated, I felt alive, like someone had plugged me into the mains, I was just buzzzzzing and filled with energy. Many of the barriers that I had spent years mass producing and strategically placing around me were slowly but surely coming down. I found that I was far more open with people, far more forthcoming with information about my life. It might sound silly, but running actually helped me be a nicer person. I was more in tune with my emotions, more willing to listen, more willing to speak, but most surprising of all I was willing to both give and take HUGS. I was never a big hugger, it always felt too close, too personal, too invasive. I found that being more in tune with myself meant I was able to be more in tune with the world. That confidence and openness made me more approachable, some might even say more likeable. The little guy that had been hiding for so long started to pop his head out from behind the fence, and to my surprise he was welcomed with open arms, both by me and by the rest of the world.

The strange thing about life now is that it wasn’t always like this. I didn’t always know what was going on my head, I had no idea to be honest, I knew it was working but I hadn’t quite got to the bottom of all the ‘code’ that was running in the background.

That was until I let go.



Since letting go, since that breakthrough moment on the Great North Run, and the clarity of that day in the rain in Green Park, running has become my guru. It’s now where I go to think and where I go to see things clearly. Running gives me the confidence to do many things and, without it, I wouldn’t have experienced all that I have. Without running I would be someone else.

So when people ask me what motivates me to run, the answer is: LIFE. Life is what motivates me to run, life is what motivates me to move. I want to live and I want to explore.

I want to continue growing, and that spark came from running.

You see running didn’t just give me cardio, it gave me cardio confidence – it helped me to love, appreciate and accept myself so much more. I never really thought that self-acceptance was something that I needed to work on, but the more I ran the more time I had to think. The more I battled out on the road and broke down and failed, the more I said THIS WILL NOT BEAT ME – the more resilient I became. Some might think that that resilience is only used when you are running, but you’ll find that that goodness finds its way into the rest of your life.

[image: Image]

I saw noticeable changes in how I looked and how I felt. It was easier to move around and I started to wear clothes that I hadn’t felt comfortable in before. This new-found positivity had all come from my improving health and my new relationship with my body. It gave me autonomy, real confidence about decisions I was making in my life. It improved my mental health, because those days when I used to feel like I couldn’t be bothered with the world began to come far less frequently. I began to grow as a person because I had a goal, I had a challenge, something to motivate me. I’m not saying I didn’t have a reason to get out of bed before, of course I did. But now it seemed bigger, more important. It created a domino effect. Through personal growth came more positive relationships, both with old friends and new – new friends I made through my new hobby, who were also on a journey. With their help I gained environmental mastery, that feeling where you think or even know that your body can do anything you ask it because you’ve done it before.

Running late for a train? No problem, I’ll jog, or if I feel like it, I’ll run and won’t feel like everyone’s looking at me when I battle my way through the closing doors. I won’t be embarrassed as I won’t be breathing heavily and sweating profusely.

[image: Image]

These are the things that used to go through my head. Running helped me to be happy with myself and happy living in my own skin, so now when people ask I tell them. I run because I don’t want to go back to being that dude who was lacking direction and real purpose. That dude didn’t know what was going on in his head because he was too scared to go in there and explore. He was too scared to focus on making real change as failure scared him. Now my attitude is if you’re not failing somehow, somewhere, there’s room to try harder, room for growth. Running taught me to believe in myself, and in others. It taught me that I need to take care of myself, to eat well, to hydrate, to smile, to hug, to love, to feel emotion. It taught me it was okay to not be okay and that it was okay to share this with other people. Running is my safety net… Running saved me.

[image: Image]

I’m not for one minute suggesting that what I do while running is for everyone. Many people I speak to run purely for performance, not for clarity or for feelings. Just know that regardless of why it is that you run, your reasons are valid.

There are days that I find myself heading out for a run with no distance or destination in mind, and I just let mind and body guide me. I let my mind wander, I sift through problems, through feelings, I think about projects that I’m working on. And sometimes magical ideas will appear, or I’ll find answers for questions that I never knew I needed to ask.

Over the years I have worked on fine-tuning these methods with a few simple exercises. Exercises that have helped me make little maps in my mind. In the beginning I would struggle to clear my mind as I tried to force thoughts out of my head, now I let them pass and not linger. It’s like a map in my head or a web of connections, each interlinked but all focused on two things: peace and progression. Why not give it a try?

Either in your head or writing it down in a notebook, just ask yourself: right now, today, what things would help to bring you peace? And progression? Then when you’ve jotted them down make a mental note of those things and take them with you on your run and think about them. You’ll find that maybe the answers you were looking for or hiding from might appear.

As I’m sure you are aware, there are also many people who run to compete for medals, silverware, times or records, or simply to run as fast as they can. I’m not saying that those who run for peace aren’t interested in the science of running or how fast they are going, of course there is some crossover. The difference is the order in which our list is formed.

Some run for records and for medals, others run for weight management or as a means to stay fit for another sport. Whatever your reason, whatever motivates you, neither I nor anyone else has grounds to question it. We should simply congratulate you for persevering. Just like life, the simple act of putting one foot in front of the other is far from simple, it’s an act of defiance.

It’s an interesting one. When I look in the mirror and I’m unhappy about my body, I run to change it. Still, to this day there are times when I catch my reflection and I know there’s work to be done. Regardless of how much work I do, the little sugar demon in me still calls, the lazy guy still says, bruvvvvvaaa, come sit on the couch and think about tomorrow. And when I listen to that call, I see a change in how I look and how I feel. But that will always be there, it’s about putting things in place to combat those messages.

When I look in the mirror and I am overjoyed by my body, I run to maintain it. When I’m sad I run to clear my mind, yet when I’m happy I run to celebrate my happiness. Running has become this non-negotiable part of my life that I go to regardless of how I’m feeling. When I look at the full spectrum of emotions I don’t think there’s anything else that I do or have done that is there for me the way running is.

There are also times when I have no idea why I’m running. I just have an urge, a called nagging, niggling voice in the back of my head that says run, go, run, go, now, escape from this place. I used to think it was because I was scared of something, but I couldn’t figure out what it was. At times that feeling comes from nowhere, like a wave. But like most waves, it passes. But then another will come.

It took a while for me to work this out but during this time I would say quietly to myself, FEAR NOT THE WAVE FOR THE WAVE IS WITHIN YOU. I used to say it to my long-time friend Flowers (his real name is Tom and I’ve known him ever since he turned up at my RDCWest road run one Monday night and proceeded to run a sub 5-minute mile barefoot on concrete around the park where we regularly did intervals) and to be honest, he was the only person at the time who got what I was talking about. Everyone else thought I was being ridiculous or purposely weird. But I’m okay with that, and to this day I find that phrase so empowering. I guess it’s my way of saying I have nothing to fear but fear itself. Everything that I need to overcome any obstacle is inside me if I can dig deep enough. The question is always, how deep am I willing to dig?

This is how I find BALANCE, this is how I maintain balance in my life. This is why I run, and one of the many reasons why – if you are willing – YOU SHOULD RUN TOO.





[image: Chapter 2] Start at the Beginning To the end of the road and back







    You might think to yourself, ahhhhhh, it’s easy for him to say ‘you should too’, Coach Cory is now at a place where things are no longer hard. I really do wish it was that simple, I really do wish every run that I went on was one that I was excited about, 100 per cent committed to and once I was out there, a run that I floated along at a pace that felt easy and free.

But the truth is, my friends, that’s not the case. I would say that the only difference between me and you on these runs is I have a little more experience and knowledge, and maybe the understanding that at some point on my run, things might start to feel a little better, or they might not.

The purpose of me saying this is not to scare you or to make you put this book down or give up. I am telling you this because I want you to be realistic and understand that this is a journey with no destination or real end point. It’s a journey with stops on the way that will give you some of the tools to help you better manage the next part of your journey, or to help you be better equipped to revisit a destination or stop on your journey that you have visited before.

You see, in the beginning what I really needed was a book like this that told me it was okay to get better gradually and that every minute spent moving was a win. It’s okay for the first run to feel really, really hard. That is normal. Your first ever run won’t feel easy because you’ve never done it before! I needed a book that told me it wasn’t just about having the gear, but that it was better to have an idea of what I wanted to achieve. And just to be clear, when I say achieve, I’m not talking about grandiose expectations. The achievement could be as simple as I WANT TO RUN. It doesn’t matter how far, how long for, how often or how fast. The simple act of running, of putting one foot in front of the other, is enough. No need for anymore. If that’s your wish and that’s where you are starting from, don’t be afraid to own that.

It took me a while to work it out but I am glad I did; I am glad I stuck with it as it means I can share it with you. When you start, try and think about your starting point – this is the best measure of achievement. Forget about other people, other places – FORGET! Think about ending each session a little bit better than you started, and remember better doesn’t always mean faster. If you keep that in mind, the rest will follow.

[image: Image]

The morning after running the Great North Run for the first time I genuinely felt like I had been hit by a train. I had my aha moment and something opened up in my brain during that run and it was amazing, but it didn’t remove the physical effects of what I had put my body through. I had run 13.1 miles or 21k and my muscles were so sore I was walking backwards down a flight of stairs, moaning and whinging about how much pain I was in. How my body was cramping, how I couldn’t stand straight. I kept saying: how long will this last? I said, listen, isn’t DOMS (Delayed Onset of Muscle Soreness) supposed to be worse on day two? If this is day one, I may need care tomorrow as I’m not sure I can deal with more.

I thought to myself, how on earth am I going to run double the distance if I am in this much pain now? At that point I had to give myself a little pep talk as I realised that when I started there was no way I would have been able to cover half the distance I had just run.

For some strange reason I was already telling myself I couldn’t do something in the future, even though I had already proved to myself I could do more than I thought I could. My question was why? Why even before trying did I question the possibility? I sidestepped that negative thought and replaced it with a positive one. I now said that if I kept with it, if I worked hard – or should I say if I worked a li’l harder and really committed – I would eventually get there.
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