
[image: image]



Praise for

A World Champion’s Guide to Running the Beer Mile

“Lewis Kent, and the current crop of competitive beer milers, has taken a traditional distance runner’s rite of passage and transformed it into a professional sport—and it’s entertaining as hell. Kent’s story is as fascinating and fun as watching your first beer mile. It’s also loaded with plenty of tips and tricks for the aspiring beer miler, which is great because you’ll know doubt want to lace ‘em up and drink some down after reading. I’d recommend grabbing a cold one and enjoying this read in one binge session.”

—Desiree Linden, two-time Olympic marathoner and winner of the 2018 Boston Marathon

“When you hear about the Beer Mile and see how these guys do it, in the time they do it in, it’s undeniably fascinating. Most of us can’t drink four beers in five minutes on the couch. These guys run a mile. Hear the account from one of the guys who became the best in the world at a niche sport that has fascinated North America.”

—Darren Rovell, Senior Executive Producer, The Action Network

“Running a beer mile is a uniquely painful (yet fun!) experience. It requires exceptional running AND chugging skills along with an iron stomach and care free attitude. Few have done it better than Lewis Kent and the advice he put forth in these pages is rock solid.”

—Nick Symmonds, six-time US 800m champion and CEO of Run Gun
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Readers should be aware of the drinking laws in their area and that readers are responsible for their own actions. The author and publisher do not in any way advocate or condone breaking the law. The author makes no claim of the accuracy, safety, or legality of following the instructions contained in this book. Nothing contained in this book should be construed to be legal or medical advice. This book is intended for informational and entertainment purposes only.
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Author’s Note

I was just your regular college kid who liked to run and drink beer; I never thought to put the two together. This is my story of how sometimes extraordinary things happen to ordinary people.





CHAPTER ONE

Twenty-Four Hours

“LEWIS, I HAVE the Ellen show calling me asking for your contact information … What’s going on?” Guy Schultz, my university cross country coach had called me, exasperated. I just laughed in response. After all, I had interrupted a live photo shoot with the Discovery Channel to take his call. How can I explain this one?

I had just broken the Beer Mile World Record in 4:51 and the media was on fire. I had done over thirty interviews in three days. I was waking up at 6:00 a.m. to go on morning radio, leaving university lectures to take calls from ESPN, you name it. I had already booked my flight to Austin, Texas for the World Championships on December 1, 2015, and was training hard for it.

Word came through that Ellen DeGeneres wanted me to go on her show, but it would have to be taped in Burbank, California the day before the World Championships in Austin, Texas. It would ultimately play out to be the craziest twenty-four hours of my life.

My older brother, Jordan, and teammate, Phil, were booked to travel with me to Austin. Their support, and that of a man named Kris, kept me sane in what would quickly unfold into an insane trip.

We landed in Austin, Texas at 2:25 p.m. on November 27. I had been in Austin for the Beer Mile World Championships before, but back then, nobody knew who I was. This time it was different; I was now the world record holder, and all eyes were on me to take down the current world champion, Corey Gallagher. The media frenzy surrounding the event was intense already, and I knew that The Ellen Show would introduce the sport to a whole new demographic on the very day that the World Championships would be broadcasted live by FloTrack.

I had been running since the age of ten and had been pretty competitive locally, but by no means had I made the leap to the elite level. While the Olympics were not in my future, I was a proud varsity runner for the University of Western Ontario in London, Ontario.

I knew enough about how elite athletes prepared, and I took my training very seriously. Although the beer mile was a fun and recreational event for most, there was a growing group of runners who had been taking it more seriously as well. Being one of the favorites, I wanted to do well. I wasn’t there to finish second.

FloTrack had organized a professional, world-class event. (For those who don’t know, FloTrack is one of the largest companies in the United States for covering live track and field and running events, with hundreds of thousands of viewers for big events such as NCAA’s and the US Track and Field Championships.) With major media interviews, lots of online presence, countless talks with radio shows and meetings with sponsors, this was a real World Championships in every aspect. And as such, the organizers had not banked on their headline athlete and top-seed leaving Austin two days before the race. So when I told them I wouldn’t be around the two days leading up to the event, they were hesitant. However, once I told them the reason why, their feelings quickly changed as they would obviously benefit from the national media exposure as well. Arriving back late the night before the big race was far from ideal, but that is the way it had to be.

Ellen’s staff had planned to tape the show on Monday, November 30, so Jordan and I left Austin and landed in LA on Sunday afternoon. There we met up with Kris Mychasiw, who had landed fifteen minutes before us. Kris was one of the most established track and field agents in Canada, known for working with Bruny Surin, a Canadian track-and-field Olympic gold medalist. Kris had seen my story and called me to see if we could work together. (He is really to blame for all of this.)

It was Kris who connected me with Brooks, coordinated the first ever professional beer mile contract, and then floated the story to Ellen. It was good to meet him in person at last and to discover that we both had the same approach to life in general. He wasn’t the Jerry Maguire type; just a good guy who was seeing one of his dreams coming true: landing an athlete on Ellen. To my understanding, there had only been one other track athlete on Ellen previously: Usain Bolt. Kris was there to soak it in. Thankfully for me, as the trip unfolded, he kept me calm.

Once the three of us were together, the craziness began. Have you ever seen those celebrities with a driver waiting at the airport in the limo, holding up a sign with their name? The guy who met us was doing just that, and I can only describe him as Lurch from The Addams Family. Jordan and I cracked up on the spot; this was Hollywood!

The three of us jumped into the limo and off we went. About an hour later, we arrived at our hotel, and I could only imagine all the stars who had taken the same trip and walked through the same doors. Kris walked up to the check-in counter, and when prompted for his last name, he replied, “It’s pronounced like a cashew from McDonald’s, Mychasiw.” Jordan and I got a good laugh out of it, and I was slightly embarrassed as I had been saying it wrong for weeks. When I gave my last name, the hotel receptionist said there was a delivery left for me, pulling out two massive boxes. Excited to see what it could be, Kris joined Jordan and me in our room to open them up. One box had six brand-new pairs of Brooks shoes—two for me, one for each of the producers, as well as a pair for Ellen herself. The other box was packed with apparel. Once again, there was some stuff for Ellen and her staff, but also two shirts each for Kris, Jordan, and me. Brooks hooked us up big time.

Because we were quite a distance from nearby restaurants, and couldn’t be bothered to take a shuttle or taxi, the three of us decided to have dinner at the hotel. As soon as we got there, we could tell that we were a bit out of our league because this place was fancy. I didn’t dare look at the prices and ordered a pretty standard pasta dish. You always have to keep the stomach happy leading into a race. However, I did enjoy a luxury with dinner that most athletes avoid close to competition—a nice cold beer.

I got to know Kris better as we ate, and we immediately clicked. I thought back to the first time I had ever spoken to him on the phone, and how he’d said the sky was the limit since the beer mile as a sport was just getting started. When he mentioned sponsorships, major media outlets, and live television, I honestly thought he was out of his mind. But now, every single thing he had mentioned had become a reality. After dinner, we decided to call it an early night as the next day was going to be a big one. Jordan and I watched some sports highlights for an hour then went to bed.

We got up early on Monday morning. The plan was to get picked up at 2:00 p.m., tape the show, and catch a 7:00 p.m. flight back to Austin, via Phoenix, landing in Texas around 2:00 a.m. This was not ideal leading into any race, and certainly not the preparation of an elite athlete for a World Championships, but how often does an opportunity to be on Ellen come around?

However, my focus was still on Tuesday and the big race, so I had to go running. Out I went in my Brooks gear on the streets of LA. I had planned a six-mile shake out run at an easy pace. The hotel was located at the top of a hill that must have been two miles long, so the thought of having to run back up deterred me from running down it in the first place. I settled for running laps in a parking garage about half a mile down the road. My legs were feeling great, just as they should feel before a big race. Every lap, I would pass by a few people looking for their cars. I would give a friendly nod, which they acknowledged with a bizarre, confused nod back. Why is this kid running laps in a parking garage? If only they knew what my next twenty-four hours looked like. Ten minutes into the run, Kris called me and told me to get back to the hotel immediately—the limo had come early to pick us up and we absolutely could not be late.

I sprinted back to the hotel as quickly as I could. With no time for a shower, I stuck my head under the bathroom sink, dried off my sweat with a towel, and got on my fresh, new Brooks kit so I would look sharp on screen. The three of us jumped into the limo. Lurch looked like he had run a few beer miles himself the night before with bags under his eyes and his hair all over the place. Chuckling amongst ourselves, off to Burbank we went.

Going in, the plan was that I would be the first guest recorded in the show’s lineup so that I would have plenty of time to catch my flight. We pulled into Warner Bros. Studios—where Ellen shoots—and it was literally just like the movies. Our limo stopped at a gated entry where Lurch spoke with security for a minute before we continued through. It wasn’t until we pulled up outside Ellen’s building that it all started to seem real.

I was taken to a room that had one of those massive mirrors fully surrounded by dozens of light bulbs and a director’s chair. The producers came in to introduce themselves, and the bundle of nerves that had been gradually collecting in my stomach instantly disappeared. They knew how big of a moment this was for a twenty-one-year-old college student and assured me it would go just fine.

A staff member asked what I would like for lunch, and when I asked what the options were, I was glad to hear, “Anything you want.” Then I immediately remembered I would have to stick to my staple in the days leading up to a big race: Nutella sandwiches. (More on this later.) It was too great of a risk eating something new so close to the big race. However, this didn’t stop Jordan and Kris from ordering the most extravagant lunch I have ever seen. It took all my willpower not to dive into the tacos, quesadillas, and the other mouth-watering foods they ordered. In the end, I was glad someone could take advantage of the awesome service while I dug into three Nutella sandwiches.

After lunch, I was told to remain in my room and not try to find the other guests … but that wasn’t going to happen. This was my one shot to meet three celebrities I would never see again, and I just wasn’t going to pass that up. What would they do if I got caught—give me a quick slap on the wrist and send me back to my green room? After all, it’s easier to beg for forgiveness than to ask for permission.

So I left Kris and Jordan in the room and tiptoed around the halls of the studio, peeking around corners to see who was there. Full of adrenaline, I read the signs on every door, hoping to run into someone famous. Although the studio didn’t look that big from the outside, inside it was a maze. There were long hallways and massive rooms packed full of people for everything from makeup to video editing. Knowing major celebrities were close by, I continued my search. Unfortunately, I got lost. Luckily, no harm was done, and I managed to find my way back just in time to meet the producer for a run-through of the course. I acted like I had just been in my green room the entire time, sitting back and watching TV. The twenty-one-year-old Canadian kid who is sponsored to drink beer and run couldn’t possibly disobey direct orders, could he?

The show staff had lined up a course that meandered around and through the studio. Here was the drill: chug a beer and run a strip of the parking lot. Chug a beer and run into the studio, through a back entrance, and down the stairs in between the live audience. There, Ellen would be standing with the final beer. Whoever finishes first would be the winner of the first ever Ellen Beer Mile. The competitors would be me … and the famous Andy Zenor, a popular producer on the show.

For the run-through, the producers asked me to run the course full speed using water so they could time it and make sure it went smoothly. The course was not at all what I was used to. In a standard beer mile, there are 400 meters between beers, not the 150 meters that was mapped out. The Ellen Beer Mile was really a 300-meter sprint with a few beers along the way. What would happen if I threw up? I had seen my fair share of people puke in the middle of a beer mile, and while entertaining, I knew it was far from a pretty sight. The pressure of a live audience, as well as the projected fifty million viewers watching at home, didn’t make it any easier. Ellen’s team had flown me in and given me the full celebrity treatment for two minutes of entertainment; I knew that I had to come through on that, but the idea of throwing up my lunch in front of hundreds of middle-aged women in the audience didn’t seem appealing.

The rehearsal went well, but then things changed. Why? I don’t know. Now, Wanda Sykes would be interviewed first, and then Kunal Nayyar. He would be followed by a live performance by Sia, and then a portion of Ellen’s famous “12 Days of Giveaways.” My segment was now being recorded last. Even though it would now be a time crunch to make my flight, I was surprisingly calm; focusing on the race the next day kept my mind off the biggest appearance I had ever made.

I will never forget the few brief moments backstage before meeting Ellen. I took a quick photo for the show’s official Snapchat and off I went. Stepping on stage to “Bottoms Up” by Trey Songz made me laugh; it was fitting for the occasion.

I was ready to go. I knew some of the questions Ellen would ask me, and I was ready with my key messages.

So much for that plan.

First question: “How old are you?” (Which made sense considering I was about to chug three beers in front of daytime TV America.)

Second question: “So what is a beer mile?” No problem with that.

The third question was unplanned and caught me completely off guard: “So when do you throw up?” That cracked me up as well as the audience, but both Ellen and the crowd got an even better laugh when I told them you had to do an extra penalty lap if you threw up during the race.

After the brief interview, it was time to race. I had no idea what all the moms in the audience would think of what we were about to do, but when Ellen introduced Andy, the crowd roared, and off we went. As soon I was backstage and off camera, I tossed my sweatpants and top to Jordan while being urged by Andy that we needed to get to the course. Now in my Brooks racing kit, we jogged out the back door of the studio. The producers made sure my mic was on properly and working. They wanted the live audience to hear every sound that was about to be made in the flurry of sprinting and chugging beer. Andy gave me a quick, slightly panicked look that said, “What am I about to do?” I just chuckled. He had no idea what he was in for. Drinking and running when done in isolation is one thing, but putting them together is a completely different story.

Before sounding the air horn to start the race, someone ran into the studio next door to make sure they weren’t recording. It was no big deal, just Woody Allen directing a movie; but they weren’t shooting at the moment. Before I knew it, Ellen asked us if we were ready and off we went. It turned out Andy was a pretty good runner and drinker; I was barely ahead after beer number one. I managed to get a bit of a gap on the run to beer number two, but I was sprinting all out just to get a few yards ahead. By the time I put the second beer down, I knew it was game over for Andy. He was left behind in a whirlwind of carbonation and oxygen debt. Running into the studio, I had to go up a small set of stairs and came into the back of the room with the live audience waiting. They exploded with applause and screams as I trotted down the stairs towards Ellen. I threw my arms up to get the audience going before chugging back the third beer with ease, leaving Andy in the dust. He opened his third beer but didn’t have the chance to put it to his lips before I was done. Ellen grabbed my hand and lifted it in the air like I had just won a UFC title match. The show wrapped up as Ellen gave me a hug and presented me with a trophy engraved “Winner of the Ellen Beer Mile” and told me I would be receiving a year’s supply of my favorite beer! It is a moment I will never forget. Andy was still trying to grasp his breath and keep all the beer down, and the crowd, as well as Ellen, seemed to love it all. It all felt surreal.

Throughout the day, it occurred to me that the entire Ellen team was amazing, and Ellen herself truly was the same person off-screen as you see on-screen: genuine, kind, and authentic. Even from my few minutes with her, I could tell she really enjoys people.

The show wrapped up, and while I knew Kris and Jordan had a blast viewing the whole thing from backstage, they were now signaling to me, frantically pointing at their watches. It was 5:30 p.m. and our flight was due to take off at 7:00 p.m., on the other side of town, with LA rush hour traffic.

Lurch pulled up as we sprinted outside. We jumped in the limo, seriously concerned that we would miss our flight. Forty-five minutes later, it was obvious we would not make it. While Kris was calling the Ellen Show and his office in Montreal to book Jordan and me a later flight to Austin, I called my mom.

First, I told her to tell my dad, who was anxious around airports after missing a flight earlier in his career, to not listen, as that could have been the end of him. Parents stress at the best of times about their kids, but here I was, exhausted, more than a little tipsy, speeding through LA in a limo with Lurch, their other son, and a guy from Montreal that they did not know, about to miss a flight that would take me to what was fast becoming a globally-significant athletic event. Sit down, Dad. My mom has always been the voice of reason in stressful moments, and this was like no other. Before we hung up, she reassured me that even if I missed my flight, I would make it to Austin in one piece and still have a great chance to win my first world title.

Even though talking to my mom was helpful, the truth was I was still stressed out. The stress broke, however, when Kris announced that he often got travel sick, and he was starting to turn green. It was like a scene straight out of the Jim Carrey movie The Mask. I have literally never seen somebody so green. We could not stop the car as we were trying to get to the airport and stuck in rush hour traffic. There was no way Kris was going to make it. Just before he unleashed chunks of quesadilla, he told my brother to take out his phone. (I’ll spare you and not include the pictures here.) He puked everywhere. All over the limo. All over himself. Wave after wave of travel-induced vomit cascaded all over his favorite blue blazer.

In a situation where one should be miserable, and no doubt feeling terrible, Kris managed to lighten the mood of the entire ride. He was bursting into laughter in between pukes, and Jordan and I couldn’t help but laugh along. This couldn’t actually be happening.

Lurch immediately got on the phone to Ellen: “This guy has just vomited all over my limo!” Any remaining stress that we had evaporated instantly. All three of us were cracking up. Kris was smiling more than I thought possible for someone covered in his own puke.

Despite Lurch’s best efforts to get us to the airport on time, we ended up missing the plane and had to stay overnight and catch a flight at 6:00 a.m. on Tuesday to arrive in Austin at 11:30 a.m., way closer to the 9:00 p.m. race than I would have liked. As I drifted off to sleep that night, all I could think was: I wonder if this is how Usain Bolt prepared for his Olympic run?



OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
A WORLD CHAMPION’S
GUIDE TO RUNNING
THE BEER MILE

A MANUAL AND MEMOIR OF RUNNING,
CHUGGING, AND (NOT) THROWING UP

LEWIS KENT

Skyhorse Publishing





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
A WORLD CHAMPION'S
GUIDE TO BUNNING THE

oy M

__,/,a_’—__,__‘

of Running,
chugging,
Y and (Not)
L ,Throwing Up

LEWIS KENT 1

r





