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INTRODUCTION





The light from my headtorch bounces off the bitumen road as I set off wearily from Northam Caravan Park, Western Australia. It’s 4.30 am and there’ll be no glimmer of sunlight for the next two and half hours at least. As my trainers pound away, I’m already feeling uneasy in a way that has nothing to do with the bowl of oats that I’ve just shovelled down and that’s now sitting heavy in my stomach. My day of running has just begun, but every step already requires intense effort.

It’s not a good sign that this first hour of my day is proving far harder than expected. In fact, truth be told, it’s excruciating. Having run a hundred kilometres yesterday, I’ve started out today with legs so stiff that I’m moving with all the grace of a shuffling corpse. I labour on down the Great Eastern Highway in the darkness, telling myself that I’m bound to settle into some sort of rhythm before long. That after each passing minute, my body will start to warm up and that painful tightness in my calves will finally relent.

Unfortunately, the weather is doing its best to sabotage any positive self-talk. A cruel headwind is knifing through the air, making my feeble progress all the more strained. Tucking my chin into my chest, I feel like I’m running into a wind tunnel.

As I grind away, I try not to contemplate the reality of my situation. That I’m only on Day 2 of my 4,000-kilometre run across Australia and that already I’m getting dragged headlong into a world of pain.

Naively, I’d thought these early stages of the run would be straightforward. Sure, I knew that attempting to tackle this sort of distance was always going to be bloody tough. I knew this was an extreme challenge that would push my mind and body to the limit. Pain, I was grimly aware, was an inescapable part of the deal.

Yet I’d assumed the first days would be fairly comfortable nonetheless. While I’d expected that it would take a week or so for my body to adapt to the mileage, I’d reassured myself that I’d be starting on relatively fresh legs, while the novelty of the adventure would keep me pepped up by offering some initial excitement. Unfortunately, that now looks like a rookie mistake.

Already I’m facing an unexpected curveball that’s bounced up to hit me squarely in the knackers. Yesterday, after running for seventeen hours along Perth’s long and winding roads, I assumed that, come nightfall, I’d just fork down as much food as I could stomach and then crash, collapsing into the deepest of sleeps from sheer exhaustion. Given my crazy schedule, I knew that it was vital to try and snatch as much rest and recovery as I possibly could.

Last night though, the reality proved very different. The plan was for me to sleep in my teardrop trailer, into which we’d managed to squeeze a mattress and doona. It’s a basic arrangement and one that, it now turns out, isn’t remotely conducive to getting any decent shut-eye. When I finally slumped onto the mattress, all I could feel was the pain of my battered limbs. The confined space and my various cramps and muscular twinges meant that I couldn’t get comfortable in any position. Worse still, the heat coming off my body soon turned the trailer into a sauna and, because there was no ventilation, fat droplets of condensation began to rain down from the roof, soaking my doona in the process. In short, despite my frazzled state, I barely snatched an hour’s sleep.

Now I’m back on the road, jittery with sleep deprivation and plodding away in the pre-dawn light. I haven’t been going for an hour, but it already feels like a real slog – every forward step constituting an act of defiance.

And then – you’re bloody kidding me – it starts to rain hard. Big juicy drops tumble gleefully from the sky, mixing with the wind into a spiteful combination that seems to cut through my layers to make my chafed skin feel even more raw and exposed. I knew this challenge would get ugly. Honestly though, I hadn’t expected it to get there so soon.

Pulling up my hood, I remind myself what Winston Churchill once said: ‘If you’re going through hell, keep going.’ And so that’s exactly what I do. The only option I allow myself to consider is to keep pushing forwards.

I keep going on that slippery road through the rain and the wind.

I keep going despite the growing pain in my knees and the blisters that begin to cluster on my wrinkled feet.

And then I keep going some more.

I keep going through the days where the hurt and fatigue and stabs of pain compound on top of each other, until it feels like every fibre of my body is shrieking for relief.

I keep going along the desolate road and empty plains of the Nullarbor.

I keep going as my shin develops severe tenosynovitis and my kneecap swells to the size of a grown man’s thigh.

I keep going as I run past the roadkill carcasses that stink so bad they almost make me puke (at one point I even ran past a dead camel).

I keep going as our route towards New South Wales peels off the Eyre Highway and the barren landscape explodes into greenery.

I keep going when maggots start growing in the craters where my toenails used to be.

I keep going and I keep going and I keep going until (spoiler alert) – after forty-six days, twelve hours and a distance of 3,953 kilometres – I finish my run on Bondi Beach. I’m met with a rockstar reception, two helicopters (!) and a crowd of 10,000 people, having raised $2.6 million for the homeless charity, We Are Mobilise.



If you’ve picked up this book, you probably know that part of my story. What you might not know is how that wild journey didn’t begin when I first laced up my runners at the starting point on Cottesloe Beach in Perth. It didn’t start with the months of training I did in the lead-up to that run either. Or even with my previous endurance challenges, which included running fifty marathons in fifty days.

Nope, the real seeds of this adventure were planted long before in my formative years as a country kid. Growing up on the family farm near Forbes, New South Wales, and through my adolescent years in high school, I experienced a number of events that helped to shape my single-minded outlook and forged that deep well of inner resilience that’s stood me in good stead.

Disappointingly, none of those episodes was particularly dramatic. I wish I could tell you about how I was bitten by a radioactive spider that gave me superhuman powers. Or that I was exposed to heavy doses of gamma radiation that left me with immense strength and skin that turns green when I’m angry.

What actually happened to me was far more run-of-the-mill. But the bog-standard nature of my experiences, and what I learned from them, is actually what makes them worth sharing. There was nothing that special about my childhood or upbringing. But I’ve gone on to pull off a handful of reasonable achievements, and I believe that you can potentially go on to do even better.

You see, I was never a remarkable athlete at school. In fact, I wasn’t a gifted sportsman in any shape or form. Get this: I wasn’t even a friggin runner! The honest truth was that I only started running when I was twenty-one after I looked in the mirror and noticed I was getting back fat and thought I should start exercising more to try and lose a bit of timber.

Just two years later, I ran 3,953 kilometres across Australia.

The fact that I even attempted to do that is far more relevant than any dissection of my athletic ability (or lack thereof). More specifically, it was the fact that I stubbornly refused to put any limitations on what I believed I could achieve. I was simply willing to set a big, fat goal for myself, then roll up my sleeves and give it a red-hot go to make it happen.

How did I develop that sense of conviction along with the gung-ho willingness to give things a crack? Well, I reckon it developed out of certain life lessons that collectively shaped my up-and-at-’em mindset.

Those lessons and, I guess, the way I interpreted them, were the keys that unlocked my defiant optimism and sense of belief. They instilled me with the principles that became the foundation of my determination and grit. It’s these lessons that ultimately gave me the confidence to dream bigger and run further than most other people have dared.

Getting to this stage in my life hasn’t been straightforward. I may have notched a few runs on the board now, but believe me, the Nedd Brockmann story hasn’t been a seamless procession in which I’ve cruised along an upward trajectory of effortless success.

I left school with zero idea about how I wanted my life to unfold. I wound up enrolling for a uni course I was hopelessly unsuited for and then hastily quit. That wasn’t my only wrong turn either. After pulling out of uni, I then committed to an apprenticeship to become an electrician – another move that I soon realised wasn’t for me. So while I may just be twentyfive at the time of writing, I’ve had my fair share of stuff-ups already, with a bunch more of them no doubt still to come. (Sorry Mum and Dad!)

Luckily, I’ve so far managed to extricate myself from my bad decisions to find a better direction. I’m now privileged to find myself in a place where I feel like I’ve found my true purpose and where I genuinely love what I do: trying to inspire people to show up and take a punt on themselves. To refuse to put a limit on what they can potentially achieve.

Over the following pages, I want to share some of the ideas that have helped me get to this point. With a sample size of just one person (that’s me), I’m not going to pretend that what I’m presenting will be a sure-fire manifesto for success. People come in all shapes and sizes (not all of them, thankfully, with bleached-blond mullets).

Some of these ideas may work for you. Others you may dismiss as a load of old crap. Hopefully, though, a few of them will resonate enough to encourage you to seriously back yourself on whatever life journey you choose to take. The good news? That doesn’t have to involve running shoes or maggot-infested toenails either.



44.9 million
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The number of steps that Nedd clocked on his 3,953-kilometre run from Perth to Bondi Beach.






THE ORIGIN STORY: HOW I LEARNED TO EMBRACE DISCOMFORT

I grew up on the Brockmann family farm, sixty kilometres west of Forbes in the quiet town of Bedgerabong, New South Wales. Home life consisted of Ian, my dad, a cattle and sheep farmer who worked every day from dawn till dusk, and Kylie, my mum, who kept me and my older brother Logan and younger sister Mabel in check.

As a kid, I could never quite comprehend the mad scale of that farm. Stretching out from our house were thousands of acres, blanketing the landscape and then reaching further still into a distant backdrop of dusty tracks and dense forest. For me and my siblings, that vast expanse was our playground. We could spend hours exploring that seemingly never-ending expanse without ever nudging its boundaries.

And that was exactly what we did. Mum, who was the family disciplinarian, only had two iron-clad rules: never come to her complaining or crying unless we were broken or bleeding, and always be home before dark. Beyond that we were basically free to roam. Mum didn’t much mind where we were or what we did on the farm, so long as we were back in her sight with a trace of light still left in the sky.

These days, I fully appreciate how lucky we were to have that upbringing as kids. To have so much freedom and independence at such a young age. As long as we went to school and made it home, we could swim in the dam, catch yabbies or ride our bikes wherever the hell we liked. That huge wild terrain was ours to explore.

Looking back, I now realise that our childhood had a special value that also served to toughen me up a bit and instil me with a base level of resilience. The magic ingredient was that our freedom to roam unsupervised meant that there were, inevitably, the odd moments when we had to look after ourselves. My siblings and I would get into little scrapes and fixes as small kids are liable to do. Yet because we’d often be a fair way from home, we’d have to come up with our own solutions to sort things out. Crucially, we were allowed to experience these moments of discomfort at a young age. And by then picking ourselves up and dusting ourselves down to carry on, we quickly realised that we were physically capable and tough enough to shrug things off – or at least most of the small misfortunes that young kids are prone to getting themselves into.

Mum, for example, remembers watching one incident from the kitchen window when I was about eleven. I was riding my oversized motorbike one morning when the front tyre hit a heap of wire on the ground. The bike tumbled sideways, throwing me off and into a mound of weeds where I lay for a minute, checking out the deep scratches I’d sustained to my torso and bare legs. Despite witnessing the fall, Mum didn’t come running out to rescue me. She’d seen that it wasn’t too dramatic and reasoned that I could figure it out for myself.

And that’s exactly what I did. After lying there for a minute, I picked myself up and swore at the bike (that’ll show it) and kicked it. Then I marched to the tool shed, grabbed a pair of pliers and cut the wire that had entangled the bike’s tyres. Struggling with the weight of the bike, I eventually managed to push it upright. Then I jumped on, got it going again and headed off towards the creek.

I appreciate that this was hardly a life-or-death scenario. But looking back, it demonstrates a part of my upbringing that I’m incredibly grateful for today. From a young age, I was allowed to experience moments of mild discomfort and given the freedom to overcome them on my own.


‘I’ve found a sense of power to have sat with discomfort and stared down defeat - to have given both the middle finger.’





Shock and oar

By the age of twelve, I was at Kinross Wolaroi boarding school in Orange, New South Wales. It was here that I discovered rowing, the first physical activity that really allowed me to push myself to my limit.

I was never a natural at rowing. It’s a sport that favours those with a lean but strong build, a tall stature and long arms (or levers). No matter how bulletproof your mind is, no matter how committed you are, the fact is, in rowing, your physique is imperative to success.

As a result, I quickly discovered that for all my efforts, I was always going to be a second-rate rower. I still remember when I first tried out for the team where part of the assessment was a one-kilometre time trial on the rowing machine. I have never felt such a gut-punch of devastation as upon hearing the smashing of a handle against the screen upon release, as someone completed their kilometre – while I still had another 300 metres to go.

Nevertheless, there was something about rowing that instantly got under my skin.

I loved the discipline of the sport – the crack-of-dawn starts, the constant need to show up and push yourself until you were gasping for air. I loved the sense of purpose that I got at the five-day intensive rowing camps and looked forward to their muscle-sapping demands in which every hour would be filled with exertion, leaving us wrung out like rags, barely capable of making dinner-table conversation by the end.

At rowing camp, every session was a physical challenge. We’d do seat racing, where you have to hop in a boat with three other rowers, then they take one kid out and put another in during a nonstop series of 500-metre races. That went on and on until you were totally spent, hunched over, arms dangling out of the boat, lactic acid swamping the body. Then the coaches did the calculations to find out who was the day’s best rower.

Unfortunately, that was hardly ever me. Your performance at rowing camp determined who would make it into the top boat for the new school year. Every year, I’d leave camp hopeful, knowing I’d given my all every minute of every day. Every year, I’d wind up disappointed. But I kept going. At that point in my life, it was the most demanding physical pursuit I’d chosen, but I refused to back down.

Come Year 10, from 5 am, we’d do two hours of training on the water. Some days, we’d row for distance – between thirteen and fifteen kilometres. Other times, there were interval sessions, where we’d row hard for seventeen strokes and easy for five over a two-kilometre stretch of water. After a while, I could scarcely envision a day that didn’t involve some sort of physical hardship or test of endurance. For some reason, I just absolutely loved it.

Despite my lack of recognition in the top boat, I continued to train. I ploughed on, working harder in the gym than anyone else, knowing someone could get injured or sick and then I’d get the call-up to sit in the quad. But year after year, that hope was dashed with the posting of the top quad. And even though I never got there, I loved that sense of purpose. I enjoyed having a clear physical goal to strive towards even if it did always elude me in the end.




The joy of struggle

After school, I decided to spend a year working on my parents’ farm. The days were long and the work was satisfyingly demanding. But I still had this weird itch to scratch. Some part of my brain continued to crave what I felt during my days of rowing. That sense of all-out effort, the awareness of strain, the feeling of total exertion that left you hollowed out and utterly spent.

That desire triggered me to get up one April morning long before sunrise; put on my footy shorts, rugby top and a tattered pair of trainers; and run down the driveway of the farm in semi-darkness. I’d decided to test myself and run further than I’d ever run before. My destination was the Woolworths store situated sixty kilometres away. I was determined to conquer that distance on foot in under five hours.

The sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon as I ran along the long stretch of Bedgerabong road as the world began to brighten into focus. As my trainers pounded the tarmac, my stiffness from those early kilometres gradually evaporated and I settled into an easy pace. While I ran, my mind unspooled with each step and thoughts drifted in and out of my head.

I was aware only of my breathing and the accumulating fatigue in my legs. I found that I was enjoying the solitude with no interruption save the occasional shriek of birds. It felt like I was enjoying some rare gift. Running along the road I was free of all obligation, driven by my own determination alone. I experienced the thrill of independence mixed with a growing sense that I might be capable of achieving more than I believed. As I blinked the sweat out of my eyes, I was enjoying the ride. I was relishing the fact that I’d woken up and chosen to physically test myself over spending a few extra hours in my nice, warm bed.

Then, suddenly, it was no longer so much fun. After about thirty kilometres, I hit the wall – that notorious moment in a big run when you physically feel like you can’t go on. The easy strides of earlier were now a distant memory. Idiotically, I’d ventured out on this sixty-kilometre run with no water or nutrition. My skin was chafed raw, my calves were throbbing and I was becoming more dehydrated with every step.

Luckily, Mum saved the day. Unexpectedly, she appeared in her car with a bottle of water and a packet of Sour Patch Kids. Buoyed by that vital sustenance, I lumbered on and on.

By the time I finally reached the Woolworths carpark, I could taste the salt on my parched tongue and feel the layer of sweat thickly caked on my skin. But I’d done it! I’d managed to run sixty kilometres! The time on my Garmin watch read four hours fifty-six minutes.

Hours later back at the farm, as I eased my ravaged limbs into bed, I reflected on the day’s effort. I’d pushed myself further than I’d thought possible. There was no opponent to chase down; no official finish line; no course record to break. Just a battle with my mind to dig deeper and never quit. By sticking to my task, I’d defied the former limitations I’d placed on myself.

Yet the bigger epiphany for me was just how good it felt, how much I’d relished the opportunity to push myself and cling on through the pain. I’d discovered how rewarding it is to confront adversity head-on and refuse to surrender until you’ve shown it who’s boss.

As I scanned my bedroom, I didn’t know yet what my next challenge would be. What I did know though, was that, from this day forward, I wanted to spend my life in competition against myself – against the person I was yesterday and the self-imposed forces that threatened to keep me from my dreams. That night, I committed to choosing a life of struggle, if only to show other people that anything is possible if you’re willing to commit with everything you’ve got.


‘I’d discovered how rewarding it is to confront adversity head-on and refuse to surrender until you’ve shown it who’s boss.’







Losing my direction (and how I found my way back)

At the end of the year on the farm, I moved to Canberra to study pharmacy at the University of Canberra. No, I’m not really sure why I did either. The course wasn’t something I’d ever wanted to do or felt remotely passionate about. But when I got the marks for pharmacy and got accepted into it, I did the necessary mental gymnastics to sell the career to myself.

On the plus side, the uni had a rugby team that I was excited to play for. But in just the second game, I dislocated my shoulder making a tackle and needed surgery. The surgeon managed to fix my shoulder, but my rugby days were over. Suddenly, I found myself with heaps of time on my hands and no sporting pursuit to expend my energy on.

Without the physical demands of sport I felt directionless on campus. Every Thursday evening marked the beginning of a weekend-long piss-up. Mentally, I became rudderless and lost, devoid of any routine. It didn’t help that I quickly realised that I had no interest whatsoever in becoming a pharmacist and working in a white coat behind a counter for the rest of my days.

When the year was up, I knew that I couldn’t possibly return to uni – not unless I was happy to condemn myself to a life slaving away in a job I had zero passion for. Physically, I’d also managed to get pitifully out of shape, after not hitting the gym or properly raising my heart rate for way too long. My future stretched out ahead of me, but rather than being an exciting prospect, it scared the hell out of me. I knew if I continued on this path, I was going to sleepwalk my way into a soul-destroying job and a dull, sedentary lifestyle. I needed to switch things up big-time and escape Canberra. Unsure what else to do, I opted to relocate to Sydney, where I decided to train to become an electrician.



My lifestyle did not improve in Sydney. I started working as an apprentice sparkie, making $12.50 an hour in my first year. Most of those limited funds were spent on a room in a dogbox of a share house in Randwick and the beers I sunk with mates in dimly lit pubs. In that financial situation, a gym membership was out of the question.

Living this way was starting to take a visible effect. When I looked in the mirror, my reflection was bloated and soft. Too many nights of guzzling booze and eating crap had piled on the excess kilos. I hated being unfit and missed the defined, sinewy physique I’d chiselled from rowing and playing rugby.

Making it even worse was the fact that Sydney was a noticeably active city. Every morning I’d see people out jogging or doing pull-ups in parks. I felt shamed by their example to better themselves and decided that I urgently needed some kind of structure back in my life. It was time to do something about this beer belly and back fat. I needed to regain control.

I began one day after work by lacing up my trainers and forcing myself to head out for a gentle run. I was woefully out of shape and barely managed to cover one-and-a-half kilometres before I was reduced to a red-faced mess. In the end, I needed to walk back home, but I consoled myself with the knowledge that at least I’d made a start.

I stuck with it. The next day I managed to run a little bit further before dissolving into a puddle of sweat. The next week, I found I could run for five kilometres. Then I discovered I could knock off ten. Encouraged by this progress, I kept dialling up things incrementally. One day, I decided to ask a mate, ‘Hey, do you want to have a crack at running a marathon distance?’ It proved to be a bit of slog, but we succeeded in getting it done.

Weirdly, I still didn’t love the actual running. But I got a real buzz of satisfaction out of completing each run. While I didn’t care about my weight anymore, I enjoyed recording my steady improvement, observing the greater mileage I was capable of knocking off each week. Those advances inspired me to push further. After being in a downward spiral for so long, I’d regained some positive momentum.

Soon running had become a default part of my daily routine. Every morning, I set my alarm for 4 am and ran at least ten kilometres before racing home to shower and swallow some coffee before heading to the construction site for a day on the tools. In running, I rediscovered that sense of routine, self-discipline and honest toil that I once got from rowing.

Stepping things up a notch, I committed myself to the 75 Hard Challenge, which its creator, American entrepreneur Andy Frisella, describes as an ‘Ironman for your brain’. The 75 Hard Challenge consists of – yep, you guessed it – seventy-five consecutive days where you have to do two forty-five-minute training sessions (one of which has to be performed outside), consume no alcohol and stick to a predetermined diet with no cheat meals, take a five-minute cold shower, read at least ten pages of a nonfiction book, drink 3.5 litres of water and take daily progress photos.

Discipline and mental toughness, Frisella argued, are built through doing hard things, sticking to the commitments you make to yourself, and proving to yourself what you’re truly capable of achieving. It’s a philosophy that resonated with me deeply. I was totally on board with the idea and chose to run in the morning and do a strength session in the evening.

Sticking to the program was hard and exhausting – particularly when sandwiched between my work as an on-site apprentice, where most of the physical labour fell on my shoulders. But in the moments when I had half a mind to falter, I thought of my dad working on the farm. How he never voiced one complaint, nor did he ever hit the snooze button on the alarm to grant himself the sleep-in he deserved. Every day, he simply cracked on and got on with the job for the sake of his family. For me, arriving home after a sixteen-hour day coated in dried concrete and grime wasn’t exactly the breeding ground for physical motivation. But Dad would never throw in the towel, so why should I?

There was no external stimulus for this random challenge I’d committed to. I had no coach checking up on me. I had no training schedule to follow. I wasn’t building up to some looming race or competition. I was accountable to no one except myself. But to me, the commitment I’d made was watertight. I’d resolved to finish the program and that vow to myself was utterly binding. I completed the 75 Hard Challenge, then started hungrily eyeing the next challenge.




To Palm Beach and back

Late one Friday night, I couldn’t sleep. I was too fired up with excitement about this new way of living that I’d discovered. How much I enjoyed testing myself both physically and mentally by setting myself tough, new goals then chasing them down with single-minded determination.

At 11 pm, I made a snap decision. Why don’t I try and run one hundred kilometres to Palm Beach and back through the night? Before I could talk myself out of it, I was out the door with a backpack containing a bottle of Gatorade, three Cliff Bars and a muffin. Should be sweet, right?

I ran past drunken nightclubbers on Oxford Street and over the Harbour Bridge. As the hours ticked by, the streets began to empty, apart from the occasional reveller staggering home to bed. When I reached Palm Beach at 3 am, I’d already downed the Gatorade, eaten all three Cliff Bars and had just twelve per cent battery remaining on my phone. At the beach, it was now far too dark to get any sort of scenic view. So, I turned around almost immediately and began the fifty-kilometre return journey.

By the time I finally got home, my body was in a baffled state of angry rebellion. I could feel every tendon rippling beneath my skin. An oppressive tightness gripped my hips while my feet had become a blistered mess. I clambered into a cold shower, after which I barely had the energy to dry off. Slumping into my bed, my back seized up as I stretched out on my mattress at 9 am. Yet for all these aches and pains, I could feel that familiar euphoria flooding over me once more, a feeling of pure bliss overriding the pain. It was the pride of steeling myself to triumph over discomfort.

The next day, as soon as I woke up, I craved that feeling again. I needed a new mission to regain that deep sense of fulfilment. When I called Mum the next day, I’d already set my next goal.

‘I’m going to run fifty marathons in fifty days,’ I told her. In the process, I would raise money for the homeless and create as much awareness around the issue as I could.


‘I could feel that familiar euphoria flooding over me once more, a feeling of pure bliss overriding the pain. It was the pride of steeling myself to triumph over discomfort.







The 50/50 challenge

The marathon distance stands at 42.195 kilometres. At first glance, my plan to run fifty marathons in fifty days did seem crazy, particularly when you consider my limited running experience. Except that, in the space of three months, I’d gone from being a reluctant hobby jogger to someone who’d completed a sixty-, then eighty-kilometre run, before taking on 100 kilometres with little more than the kind of wide-eyed enthusiasm you’d expect from a kid on Christmas morning.

When I looked in the mirror now, I saw a physique that was hardening up again. But I still didn’t identify myself as a runner. For me, this challenge wasn’t about chasing a record or even notching up a personal best. Running was simply the tool that would enable me to test myself and push myself further than I ever had before.

And so it began on 31 August 2020. Each day, I rocked up on-site as a sparkie like normal and then ground my way through the slow-moving traffic of the post-work commute, locked in a frantic game of mental arithmetic. How many minutes until I get home and change? What time will it be when I finally start running? How will a late finish impact that night’s recovery, and how long it will take me to cook dinner and get something down before bed? This was all with the understanding that no matter how out of sync I got, the whole process would start again tomorrow.

The first week was a shock to the system. Each morning I woke up sore as hell, my legs aching and toes blistered and swollen. Each morning, I expected calamity. I felt like my body would break down and sabotage my attempt. What I discovered instead was strangely life-affirming. However tender and inflamed my body seemed at first, as the morning hours rolled past and I was forced to execute various tasks at work, my muscles gradually awoke to respond to the demands of the day. I was no sports doctor, but I realised that your tendons do actually warm up. Despite all the stiffness and cramps and soreness, all I had to do was to just break into a shuffle and let muscle memory kick in.

Twelve days into the 50/50 challenge, disaster struck. I was running around Centennial Park when there was a sudden sting in my right hamstring that sent pain shooting up to my rump. I let out a scream of agony. As I checked my Garmin, I realised I was in deep trouble: I was just eight kilometres into this run, with another thirty-four kays to go. Maybe I wasn’t so invincible after all.

What muscle have I pulled? Do I need to quit? What the hell am I going to do?

But as quickly as those thoughts flooded in, so too did my resolve. It cut through the noise to try and figure out a solution. How could I make this work? I took a stride on my right leg: AARGH! It was unbearable, like my glute muscle might tear off the bone. So I took a shortened stride: hmmm, tolerable. I could work with that.

Forced to adopt this weird-arse gait, I continued, heading into a dark mental zone. It was impossible to distract myself from the pain as I limped on, determined to complete the next thirty-four kilometres. With each half-stride on my right leg, I felt a stabbing pain in my hamstring, which responded by quivering in fright. Try as I might, I was unable to suppress the occasional scream, while sweat mixed with tears to create a salty paste on my face.

When I finished that run, I was too drained to even consider what would become of that injury in the days and weeks ahead. All I could do was console myself with a line I once heard that I’d now decided to take to be gospel: if it’s not broken, you can run on it. By the time I got back home, I’d convinced myself that my injury was not a break but just a tear, and drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow will be a new day.

More issues did arise, of course. I tore calves and quads, and some days I could barely tie my trainers due to the swelling in my Achilles tendons. Every part of my body felt like it’d copped an almighty hammering. Physically, I was beyond exhaustion. It was like my body was hovering on the brink of collapse. And yet I kept showing up to prove the doubters wrong. In my mind, I couldn’t be stopped.

Towards the end, I decided to push things one level further. For my fiftieth and final marathon, I didn’t want to just stagger over the line to complete the challenge. Instead I wanted to do it in triumphant style, blitzing the final marathon in a time in which I could take genuine pride.

The global average time for a marathon stands at four hours thirteen minutes for men. But I wanted to do it way faster than that. I resolved to set myself a race-time goal. Statistically, just four per cent of men and one per cent of women break the three-hour barrier for a marathon. Pulling off that time assures you membership of an elite club. It proves you’re a serious runner. I duly set my sights on going sub three hours for my fiftieth marathon.

Going sub three hours is notoriously difficult. It involves sticking to a pace of approximately four minutes and fifteen seconds per kilometre then maintaining that speed for the entire distance. You’re forced to manage high levels of lactic-acid build-up and serious discomfort. That’d be particularly tough for me given the cumulative fatigue in my legs that had just withstood forty-nine successive marathons with zero respite.

Come Day 50, I nailed that final marathon in two hours fifty-three minutes, sticking to a pace of four minutes and six seconds per kilometre. It was (and indeed is) one of the proudest achievements of my life.

At the end of those marathons, I no longer had the vocabulary to describe the suffering I’d endured. But I’d found a sense of power in that – to have sat with discomfort and stared down defeat – to have given both the middle finger. Completing that challenge brought a rush of joy beyond anything I’d ever known.

What I discovered from running those fifty marathons was further confirmation that I loved confronting physical adversity. Before long, I was craving more of the same. Just two weeks later, I found myself running 200 laps of the Bronte hill loop – a fiercely demanding circuit due to the savage incline that greets you like a sheer cliff face.

Two months later, I voiced my idea to run across Australia – some 4,000 kilometres – where I aimed to knock off an average of 100 kilometres per day. As you know, I proceeded to do exactly that. Yet even that cross-country adventure hasn’t marked the end of my ongoing desire to challenge and push myself to the edge.

Around the time this book hits the shelves – assuming all goes to plan – I’ll have just embarked on my latest challenge. This time, my goal is to run 1,000 miles (1,609 kilometres) in 10.5 days around a 400-metre track.

The physical demands of that will be the hardest thing I’ve ever done by a long way. The difficulty of the challenge is mainly due to the sheer volume. Compared to running across Australia, completing 1,000 miles in ten days is exponentially more intense. Essentially, I’ll have to run about 160 kilometres – almost four full marathons – every single day for ten days straight. On a good day, running 160 kilometres might take me about seventeen hours. A bad day might take twenty-two or twenty-four hours which, if you do the maths, isn’t going to leave much room (if any) for sleep, before I have to do it all over again.


‘Running was simply the tool that would enable me to test myself and push myself further.’



Psychologically, I can barely fathom how hard this is going to be. Yet as I write these words now, I can hardly wait.
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