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Dom Harvey is a hugely popular radio DJ on top-rating station The Edge. He's known for his

funny gags, and has been described as a shock-jock.So it might come as a surprise to find out

that Dom is also seriously into running-marathon running. In fact, he loves it.This book is a love

story about running, and about marathons especially. What got Dom into marathons? How did

running save his life? And why, despite being an old fart, is he now trying to run even faster

than ever before?Dom is just a regular guy who drank too much alcohol and ate too much

shitty food, then fell in love with running and turned his life around (and became a bit of a

running nerd along the way).

About the AuthorDom Harvey is the best-selling author of Childhood of an Idiot and Bucket List

of an Idiot. He is also one-third of New Zealand's most popular breakfast radio team. As part of

The Edge's Morning crew, Dom, his wife Jay-Jay and Randall have been keeping the country

entertained with their antics for more than a decade. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.
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THIS, it’s early November 2016, and seventeen days since I ran the Berlin Marathon: a course

of 42.2 kilometres through the city’s streets that ends under the world-famous landmark, the

Brandenburg Gate. Berlin is one of the six World Marathon Majors, and this was the fifth I have

been fortunate enough to run. I’ve now done Berlin, New York, Chicago, London and Boston;

the only Major I’ve got left to tick off is Tokyo. I have the finisher medals from each of the five

runs I’ve done hanging on the wall right next to where I sit in our home office. A bit show-

boaty? Yeah, maybe…but I don’t care. I worked bloody hard for every one of them, so I’m not

going to keep them in a box or out of sight. Every time I look at them, they take me right back

to that city on that day—each medal reminds me of the sights, sounds and smells from each

run.There’s a sort of void in my life now that Berlin is done and dusted. Since the start of this

year, it’s been my main focus and I worked my arse off to train for it. After a decent break, I

have started running again, though—nothing too serious. Just getting out for the sheer love of

it.This afternoon, my thirteen-year-old son, Sev, got home from school just as I was putting on

my running gear. As I always do when I’m heading out for a jog, I asked if he wanted to join me.

Ninety-nine times out of a hundred he says no, but today he said yes. I love jogging with Sev.

It’s a time when we are both totally in the moment with each other. No screens, no devices, no

Wi-Fi. We went out for a 5-kilometre jog, and less than 2 kilometres in Sev got the stitch and

had to stop. We walked and talked for a bit, and he asked about Berlin. He seemed in awe of

the fact I was able to run that far without stopping. For a moment, I was like a Marvel hero in

his eyes—not a common thing, as most of the time he thinks I’m the lamest, most

embarrassing adult on earth.As we chatted, I realised that this is one of the reasons you run

marathons: for respect. From others, sure, but mainly for yourself. It takes a lot of self-respect

to put all that effort into training your body to run a distance that isn’t really all that natural…and

maybe just a bit of self-loathing, as well!YOU MIGHT ALREADY KNOW of me, but I bet it’s

because of my job rather than because I’m a runner. I’m a radio broadcaster on The Edge’s

morning show, and I guess I’m a little bit famous. Not famous famous like an All Black—those



guys are A-listers. I’m probably more of an E- or F-lister. You might even call me a ‘shit-lebrity’.

I’ve done my job for the past sixteen years, and even after all this time I still bloody love it.I also

happen to run marathons. I’m not a bad runner, and I’m not a good runner. I’m just a runner.

There will always be people in front of me, and there will always be people behind me. And,

actually, I wouldn’t even give a shit if there was nobody behind me. I love running so much that

I’d rather be dead-last than not doing it at all. Running is when I am at my happiest, and the

feeling of contentment I get after a run is unreal.NOW I CAN HONESTLY SAY THAT I THINK

RUNNING IS FUN. YEP, THAT’S RIGHT. I LOVE IT.I come from a bit of a running family. My

parents both ran marathons, and Mum, who’s in her sixties, still does them now. I ran long

distances as a kid, and even completed my first full marathon at the age of fourteen. Then I

stopped…and didn’t run for over a decade. I only took it up again when, in my late twenties, I

tipped the scales at 115 kilos. My motivation then was simply to be able to stand naked in front

of a full-length mirror and not be grossed out by what I saw. (I once read in one of those ‘fun

facts’ lists somewhere that running is the second-best form of exercise for weight-loss. What

was number one, you ask? The rather inconvenient cross-country skiing.)When I started

running again in my late twenties I hated it. Every step hurt. It sucked! But somewhere along

the way something pretty cool happened. I stopped hating it. Even after I had reached a weight

I was happy with, I kept doing it. Now I can honestly say that I think running is fun. Yep, that’s

right. I love it. If I go for more than two or three days without running, I start to get a bit irritable

and feel as though something is missing from my life. Is running the most fun thing to do in the

world? No. I can probably think of 50 activities that would be way more fun than going for a run

—and none of them involve exercising. But not one of those things would give me the health

benefits or the same outstanding feeling of calm, clarity and wellbeing. The feeling of being

alive.I am not some running expert, so this is not a how-to book full of pro-tips and advice

(there are plenty of those out there already, not to mention hundreds of great articles online).

I’m not qualified to teach anyone anything. I am just a regular guy who drank too much alcohol

and ate too much shitty food, then fell in love with running and turned his life around. My wife,

Jay-Jay, actually told me I should call this book The World’s Most Boring Book Ever. It’s

become a bit of a joke, to be honest. Let’s face it, the majority of people have a strong dislike of

running, so reading a book about it probably sounds about as appealing as getting stuck in a

lift with Donald Trump.What you will read in this book is a sort of love story about running. It’s

about how I got back into running, and my love affair with marathons in particular. It’s also the

story of my most recent mission: to break the three-hour mark in the Berlin Marathon. When I

first started writing this book, I was busy training for Berlin. I had no idea if I would achieve my

goal or not—and I knew it was a big-balls goal that I really had no business setting. Before I set

my sights on Berlin, I used to follow marathon training programmes that I had found on the

internet, and my times were always around 3 hours and 20-something minutes. Different

training programme each time, but pretty much the same outcome. So I teamed up with a

coach, and with his expert advice I managed to run a personal best time of 3 hours and 10

minutes in the 2015 Chicago Marathon. I was blown away. I was 42 years old and had just run

the fastest marathon of my life! That’s what made me wonder if I was capable of going even

faster. If I wanted to run under the mouth-watering 3-hour mark in Berlin, I would need to shave

another ten minutes off my personal best. As I got further and further through writing this book,

I grew terrified I might have an absolute nightmare and end up finishing somewhere between

the couple running together in a horse suit and the bloke running the entire way with a fridge

strapped to his back. (I have literally seen both of these things in the starting area before!)

Reading about a semi-serious runner being beaten by the novelty participants wouldn’t be very



inspiring, I thought.So I made a promise to myself: I would arrive on the start line at Berlin

having left no stone unturned. Then, no matter what time showed on that giant digital display

when I crossed the finish line, I knew I’d be able to honestly write the words ‘I gave it my

absolute best’. You’ll have to read the rest of this book to find out how I got on at Berlin, but I

can tell you now that I stand by those words.If nothing else, I hope you’ll find my running story

motivating and encouraging. If you’re not already a runner, it might inspire you to buy some

shoes and give running a whack. Actually, that would be the coolest thing ever! If you came up

to me in a pre-race Port-A-Loo queue and tapped me on the shoulder to tell me that reading

this book had convinced you to give running a shot, I’d be stoked. And, if you’re already a

runner, I hope my story might give you the motivation to go further or faster than you have ever

gone before.CHAPTER 1MY EARLY RUNNING DAYSI REMEMBER RUNNING

EVERYWHERE with my friends when I was a kid, and I never thought of it for a moment as

exercise—it was just living. I see my young nieces doing the same thing now. Whenever they’re

excited and happy, they don’t walk from place to place; they run. Sometimes I’d get puffed or

get the stitch, but running around never felt like a punishment. P.E., on the other hand, did. Our

lazy teacher would send us off to run laps of the school field or around the block. Come to think

of it, that’s probably where the deep hatred of running starts for so many people…I eventually

began running as a sport because my mum was (and still is) a runner. Running is in Mum’s

blood, actually: a few of her brothers are bloody quick too. Uncle John once ran a 2 hour 41

minute marathon, and Uncle Matt ran one in 2 hours 45 minutes. My Uncle Luke, who is

possibly the fittest 52-year-old man in the Pacific Rim, still runs half marathons in around 1

hour 20 minutes, which is motoring. Luke has never done a full marathon, but if he ever did it

would be a bloody quick one.When I was a kid, we had a copy of Jim Fixx’s famous The

Complete Book of Running sitting on the wall-unit at our house, next to the dining table, so that

it was always in sight and within easy reach. I’ll never forget the cover: a runner’s legs, red

Onitsuka Tiger shoes and red shorts against a red backdrop. This book helped spark a jogging

revolution. Before it was published in the late seventies, hardly anybody was running for

pleasure. It was like a bible for runners. It was also right next to our actual family Bible. The

actual Bible was hardly ever flicked through, though; it was the running book that was read

religiously.So, even without taking any active interest in the sport, I was constantly surrounded

by running chat. Dad dabbled in running too, but he was a far more talented tennis player. Dad

ran a few marathons, but he was never that quick. This means I have half my mum’s genes,

which want me to go fast…and half my dad’s genes, which mean I won’t go bald on top, but

also that I’m not running anywhere in too much of a hurry.Until my siblings and I were old

enough to have a say in how we spent our weekends, we were dragged around the lower half

of the North Island against our will to either watch Dad play tennis or Mum participate in runs. I

gave tennis a crack myself and played it for a couple of years. When I retired from the sport at

the age of eleven, I was yet to secure a win. Dad, trying to be glass half full about my appalling

record with the racquet, told me I shouldn’t be upset—I was the best at being the worst, so in a

way I was still the best, he said. I can see now that this isn’t really a compliment, but back then

it made me feel pretty good about sucking.The big problem was my coordination. I simply didn’t

have any. This caused problems with most of the sports I attempted during my childhood.

Rugby, cricket, soccer, volleyball, golf: you name a sport, chances are that I gave it a go.

Thanks to this coordination handicap, I retired from all forms of team sport by the time I was

twelve. I was OK with letting myself down though (not that I really had a say in the matter), and

I even got a tiny bit of enjoyment out of seeing how much pleasure my lack of talent gave my

opponents. It felt like I was helping them out.In the end, team sports just became too difficult.



Kids can be cruel, and competitive kids can be the cruellest of the lot. It got so bad with some

of the teams I played in that even the coach, who was usually just a school teacher or one of

the other kids’ parents, would restrict my involvement to the absolute bare minimum just to

keep the competitive, sporty kids happy. In cricket, I would always bat last and rarely got to

bowl, and—just to make extra sure I had no chance of fucking up the outcome of the game—I

would be put so far out to field that the ball would never come near me. Some teams caught on

to the fact that there was this kid with an inability to catch, throw or even stop a ball standing

out near the boundary, so they would deliberately hit it in my direction. You cannot imagine the

panic and fear I felt whenever a ball was hurtling through the air towards me and my

teammates were yelling, ‘CAAATCH IT!’…almost always followed by a chorus of disappointed

groans when I inevitably missed it. In rugby, I would either be a reserve or placed out on the

wing. I would often go the entire game without touching the ball. Some Saturdays, I would get

home from my rugby game and Mum wouldn’t even have to wash my uniform. That was the

upside to having a dreadfully uncoordinated child.After a while it became apparent that

individual sports were the only option for me. That’s where the running started. I should point

out that I even battled with this. I am pretty sure there are not many people who can claim to

have tripped themselves up with an ankle tap once, let alone doing so on numerous occasions.

But I can! I would be running along and somehow my legs would get tangled and I’d fall over. In

its own way, it’s a kind of skill; most people wouldn’t be able to do it even if they tried really

hard. I’m still not sure how I managed it, but I vividly recall finding myself lying on the ground in

a slightly confused state, looking around for obstacles, like tree roots, that could have caused

my fall, and thinking, How did that just happen?MY LACK OF COORDINATION WAS SO BAD

THAT I HAD A STUBBED BIG TOE FOR ABOUT 70 PER CENT OF MY CHILDHOOD.I once

managed to show off this skill in front of an audience larger than just my siblings or a couple of

mates. It was at the Riverdale Primary School sports day in 1983, and I was taking my run-up

for the long-jump event. Just before I reached the little white strip of paint on the grass where

you are supposed to launch yourself into your jump, my left ankle tapped my right ankle. I went

flying through the air and landed awkwardly—but softly—in the sandpit, recording a jump of 87

centimetres. Not enough to make it through to the finals, but a legal attempt nonetheless.My

lack of coordination was so bad that I had a stubbed big toe for about 70 per cent of my

childhood. It was always bloody painful, stubbing a toe. It would happen on the usual uneven

surfaces, like steps and gutters, but incredibly I also managed to stub my toe more than once

walking along on perfectly flat surfaces. You might think that, after it had happened a few times,

I would start to make a habit of wearing shoes. But I was a slow learner as well as a bad

walker.In a cruel and ironic twist, my younger brother, Daniel, who was a gifted sports-kid and

totally awesome at whatever he had a crack at, was the one who suffered the most

embarrassing sports-related injury of any member of the Harvey family. One weekend,

Palmerston North Boys’ High School held a hole-in-one golf fundraiser on the school field.

Anyone from Palmerston North could turn up and pay a couple of dollars for a shot, and

whoever got a hole in one or their ball closest to it won a life-changing prize, like a meat pack

or something.In an attempt to grease his way into one of the coveted school-prefect roles,

Daniel volunteered to help out at the fundraiser, and because of his sporting prowess the

organising committee had no issues giving him the job of standing near the hole with a tape

measure to mark the distance of any ball that came close. It was while he was standing there,

tape measure at the ready, that he got hit on the head with a golf ball in full flight. The ball

knocked him over, but didn’t knock him out. It didn’t split the skin or bleed, but it did leave a

lump on his head that was exactly the same size and shape as the ball that had done the



damage.The other students in the area on ball-retrieval duty ran to Daniel’s aid, and after a

couple of Panadol and an hour in the sickbay he was good as gold. Naturally, the school was

apologetic about the freak accident. Not that apologetic, though—Dan still missed out on being

a prefect.As for the stranger who was responsible for the stray ball? I don’t think he stuck

around to offer an apology. My guess is he was pissed off that he wasn’t going to win the meat

pack.I’m pleased to say that my coordination has improved as I have got older. I have not

stubbed a toe in over 20 years, and these days I can run without the ever-present fear of

tripping myself over. I can even participate in social team sports. It’s not like my colleagues are

begging me to be part of the starting line-up for the mid-week indoor netball team or anything,

but when I do play they can pass the ball to me with a certain degree of confidence that the

ball will be caught…most of the time.WHEN I WAS NINE, I took part in an annual fun run from

Feilding to Palmerston North. The distance between the two towns is 18 kilometres, and most

of it is on the open road. I did this run in bare feet and pyjamas. True story. Here’s what

happened: I was watching What Now? on TV when Dad, without any sort of advance warning,

instructed all four of us Harvey kids to get in the car. While I’d been fully engrossed in my

favourite TV show, I’d failed to notice Mum wandering around in running clothes and getting

prepared for this run. I was totally oblivious to what had been going on around me in the house.

I loved What Now? so much that the whole house could have been on fire and I wouldn’t have

noticed—unless the flames came between me and the screen.So our entire family of six

packed into the car, which was definitely not designed to transport that many people in comfort.

I sat squished into the back seat with my older sister, Bridget, and my younger siblings, Daniel

and Charlotte. I was devastated. This was before we had a video recorder, so I was missing the

last bit of What Now?We made it to Feilding and got out of the car. Mum started stretching and

doing warm-up exercises with the other runners. I was furious! I was already missing out on my

TV programme and now, because Dad hadn’t bothered to tell me where we were going or what

we were doing, I was going to have to spend the rest of my morning being driven slowly back

to Palmerston North so that we could cheer Mum on along the way.This was turning into the

worst day of my life.I started whining.This was a risky move on my part. Whenever any one of

us whined too much, Dad would eventually reach his breaking point and then the child

responsible would get a love-tap on the bum or thigh. Illegal now, but perfectly acceptable

parenting in the eighties. If you were lucky, you might just be warned that you were travelling at

a very high speed towards spank-town—and usually this warning came in the form of Dad’s

favourite line: ‘Stop whining or I will really give you something to whine about.’ Other times,

though, we’d drive Dad so swiftly to boiling point that the discipline would come without the

warning.Now, sitting grumpily in the back seat, I made some peevish comment about preferring

to run back to Palmerston North than spend the morning stuck in the car. My whinging must

have been right on point, because Dad made the executive decision then and there to let his

nine-year-old son attempt to run further than he had ever run before, without any sort of

training, on the open road, in pyjamas and without shoes, just so he wouldn’t have to put up

with me sulking and being negative. I think he was just hoping to teach me a lesson, show me

a bit of tough love. Thankfully, it was summer so I had my cotton PJs on. Unlike my flannelette

winter pyjamas, these ones didn’t have the diddle-slit in the front. It would have been a

traumatising sight for the poor other runners and race volunteers to see a child jogging along

barefoot with his undersized genitals sporadically popping out of the hole like the little bird on a

cuckoo clock.THE SOLES OF MY FEET WERE BRUISED AND BATTERED AND TORN TO

SHREDS BY THE GRAVEL. IT LOOKED LIKE THEY HAD BEEN MASSAGED WITH AN

ORBITAL SANDER.So I got out of the car and I started running. Every couple of kilometres



Dad and my three siblings would drive past and cheer me on. Every time I saw them, Dad

would ask if I was ready to get back in the car yet. I was more than ready. But I was a stubborn

little bastard, and getting back in the car would have meant admitting that I was wrong, so I

kept running. I walked and ran my way to the finish line in Palmerston North in a little bit over

two hours. My feet were reasonably tough, because we were used to running around and

playing in bare feet, but the road was definitely the winner on the day. The soles of my feet

were bruised and battered and torn to shreds by the gravel. It looked like they had been

massaged with an orbital sander. I was in agony that night, but I had to bite my tongue

because I knew if I so much as squeaked about pain Dad would just say something like, ‘Well,

you should have just stayed in the car with your brothers and sisters!’By the next morning the

heels of my feet had developed massive blood blisters. They were huge. I had to tip-toe around

until Mum found a needle and popped them for me. Each one contained about a shot-glass of

fluid and the watery red liquid came out with such force that it squirted her in the

face.Unfortunately, my battle scars were not considered severe enough in the Harvey

household to get me a sick day from school. Mum was generous enough to drive me instead of

making me walk. As I walked gingerly into the school gates, she yelled some words of

encouragement after me: ‘It serves you right for being cheeky to your father yesterday!’I

actually ran that race another five or six times in subsequent years. But I learned a valuable

lesson that first time, and when I did the race again I made sure I was dressed more

appropriately for the occasion—always shoes, never pyjamas.I’m not even sure if something

like this would even be allowed these days. But back then there was no minimum entry age.

These days, of course, things are a bit stricter when it comes to entry criteria. There are far

more rules and regulations. The Auckland Marathon, which is New Zealand’s largest, has age

restrictions of sixteen for the half marathon and eighteen for the full marathon. I’m doubtful that

many of these long-distance runs would let a nine-year-old participate…and they definitely

wouldn’t be OK with a kid running in bare feet and shorty pyjamas!IT WAS THREE YEARS

later, not long after my twelfth birthday, that I ran my first half marathon. I didn’t do any sort of

formal training. I just winged it on the natural fitness and energy of a kid. I actually kept a diary

that year. My favourite book at the time was The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole, Aged 13¾ by

Sue Townsend, so I decided it would be cool to keep my own diary, the sort where you write a

bit about what you got up to each day. I had forgotten all about this thing until it turned up in a

box in the shed during a spring clean last year. I’ll let twelve-year-old me step in here.Saturday,

2 March 1985I am running a half marathon tomorrow so here is a prayer of hope: Dear Lord,

give me strength to complete the 13-mile course in good health and shape. I am planning to do

2.10. Amen.Sunday, 3 March 1985I completed the half marathon with sour [sic] legs in 2.12. I

came 144 out of 160. We also went to church today.Monday, 4 March 1985Ouch! My legs were

killing me today. I missed out on P.E. I also finished my project and watched Riptide. It was

grouse.Yep. I actually used the word grouse.Many more half marathons followed that first one.

This was in the very early 1980s, when jogging first became a mainstream sport in New

Zealand. Ten-kilometre fun runs had started popping up all over the country. There are still a

handful around these days—Round the Bays in Auckland pulls huge numbers each year—but

most of them died off when people realised that the concept of a fun run was way less fun than

the name suggested. Mum often participated in these ‘fun’ events, so my brother, Daniel, and I

would sign up as well. We didn’t do a lot of training. We’d put on our little white commando

sneakers from Para Rubber, which offered about as much support as a slice of processed

cheese, and get into it. We never thought anything of the distance or whether there might be

any sort of long-term damage to our growing bones and joints (and neither did our parents or



the race officials, apparently). We didn’t really think of it as sport either. It was just something to

do. Our focus was never on our times. All we cared about was who would beat who—and, more

often than not, my younger brother would kick my arse, which was humiliating.I still have some

of the certificates I was awarded at these runs. One was for ‘The fourth annual Steinlager

Manawatu Half Marathon’, which I ran in 1 hour 38 minutes. In hindsight, it is probably no

surprise that lots of these events ended up being canned. I was raised in Palmerston North and

I love the place, but there are not too many landmarks or awe-inspiring sights to take in that

can help ease the pain involved in running any sort of distance. Plodding through the

residential streets of New Zealand’s eighth biggest city for a couple of hours is a surefire way to

complete a half marathon but feel like you ran a full.I eventually worked my way up to the full

marathon distance, and completed my first marathon in Whanganui at the age of fourteen with

the help of a middle-aged man wearing undies and a tank-top—but that’s a story for later. Little

did I know then that it would be another 21 years before I even made it to the start line of

another marathon.I BEGAN RUNNING ‘COMPETITIVELY’ at high school when I joined the

school Harriers team. I use the c-word tentatively because, even though I trained bloody hard

and always tried my best, I just wasn’t very good.Back then, Palmerston North Boys’ High

School was a very sporty school. In fact, it still is. When I was there in the late eighties, it was a

place where the boys who were brilliant at cricket or rugby could get away with the secondary-

school equivalent of murder. As far as ‘cool’ sports went, being in the Harriers team was way

down the list—possibly sandwiched in between badminton and small-bore shooting.In the

summer of my fourth-form year, the act of hoicking on the asphalt courtyard in front of the tuck

shop became so popular that it was officially decreed a detainable offence—unless you were

the top try-scorer in the first XV, of course. We all did it. I’m not sure why. Maybe we thought it

looked cool? Anyway, by the end of every lunch hour, the courtyard would resemble a seabed

of big green oysters. There were piles of mucussy saliva everywhere. It was like a minefield of

repulsive globules of teenage-boy DNA. If you didn’t watch where you were putting your feet,

you ran the risk of feeling your foot slide out beneath you as it made contact with the

spit.Hoicking wasn’t restricted to outside the tuck shop, either. Another popular spot was the

ceiling of the toilet block. It was reasonably high, but with a decent ball of phlegm you could hit

the roof and get your goo to stay there. It would be in good company up there with the dried-up

balls of wet toilet paper that had been thrown up by other students. It must have been the most

unpleasant task imaginable for the poor school caretaker to clean up during the holidays. He

must have wished in those moments that he had spent more time in school when he was

younger so that he didn’t have to spend so much time in school now.As well as having a free-

pass to hoick, the school’s sports stars could also break other school rules without fear of

repercussion. There were some teachers who didn’t buy in to this bullshit, but even they were

overruled when the coach of the cricket or rugby team intervened to sweep whatever the issue

was under the carpet. I’m not talking about anything major here—just minor stuff like wagging,

wearing your socks down, talking in assembly, or riding your bike through the school grounds.

And, if I’m really honest, I’m only calling it unfair because I wasn’t one of the school’s VIPs.

Sadly, any leniency towards the school’s sporting elite did not trickle down to the Harriers. And,

even if it had, I doubt it would have given me an easy path through school, since I was still the

worst of the best—and I was also still OK with this, because there were some remarkably

talented guys in the squad.HE WOULD TURN UP WEARING A FLANNEL SHIRT AND

SHOES SO OLD THAT HE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE RUN WITH SLICES OF BREAD

ATTACHED TO HIS FEET.There were two adults in charge of the Harriers team: Mr

Wigglesworth, who was the school’s most terrifying P.E. teacher, and an elderly man known as



Sport. Sport’s real name was Peter Jowett, but he got his nickname because it was what he

called everybody he met. He must have been in his sixties or seventies at the time, but he

would still get out and go for these ridiculously long runs with us every weekend. He never had

flash gear either—and most of the time he wouldn’t even be in running gear. He would turn up

wearing a flannel shirt and shoes so old that he might as well have run with slices of bread

attached to his feet. He also wore his clothes inside out when he was running. It looked pretty

odd—fat seams and tags popping out everywhere—but it made some sense when he

explained his logic. Wearing his gear inside out meant that the nice, smooth side of every

garment would be rubbing against his skin and he would be chafe-free.Sport used the money

he saved by not buying fancy running gear to upgrade his motor vehicle. He loved the feel and

the smell of a brand-new car, but unfortunately his wife didn’t agree. She thought it was a big

waste of money to go getting a new car every couple of years. Sport came up with a plan to get

around this: he would, he figured, simply stick to the same make, model and colour of car by

trading his current car in whenever a new model was released. His wife would never know!

Despite the fact that this plan was flawed and full of holes (new car smell, for starters), every

two years Sport would pull into his driveway in a brand-new cream-coloured Nissan Pulsar

sedan. And do you know what? His wife never suspected a thing! Or at least, if she did, she

never said anything. Sport’s not particularly sophisticated scam was eventually exposed when

he made a rookie mistake: he forgot to get the new Nissan Pulsar in the same colour. It could

probably be blamed on old age, or poor eyesight. Or overconfidence. Whatever the cause, as

soon as he pulled up in a blue Pulsar, his cover was blown. Everyone in the Harriers team

could see the hilarity in all of this immediately. Not Sport, though. It was several years before

he was ready to laugh about it. As for his wife, I am not sure she ever saw the comedy in the

situation. And the big loser in all of this? The Palmerston North Nissan dealership. Once

Sport’s scam was uncovered, he was banned by his wife from upgrading ever again.Mr

Wigglesworth was in his mid-forties, and was probably the fittest person at the whole school.

He definitely wasn’t the best dresser, though; he was a big fan of those snug-fitting Adidas

tracksuit pants with those strange stirrup things on the bottom. Those pants left nothing—

nothing—to the imagination. From 30 metres away, you could count the amount of loose

change he was carrying in his pockets.Everyone at school feared Mr Wigglesworth. The only

thing he loved more than his nightly ritual of 500 sit-ups was putting people on detention. I

used to wonder if he ever ended up with writer’s cramp from filling in so many green slips. The

one perk of being a harrier, however, was that Mr Wigglesworth would show you a little bit of

leniency—even if none of the other teachers did. Under Mr Wigglesworth’s hawk eye, we were

allowed to get away with stuff that non-runners wouldn’t even dream of—like crossing the road

at a point other than the pedestrian crossing, or having your shirt untucked. Probably not

hoicking in the courtyard, though. I don’t think Mr Wigglesworth would have even let Usain Bolt

get away with that. This favouritism didn’t go unnoticed, of course. Non-runners at school didn’t

really refer to us as Harriers; instead, they gave us the flattering nickname ‘Wigglesworth’s bum

chums’.Twice a year, the Harriers team would travel to the New Zealand Secondary Schools

Athletics Association’s road-race and cross-country competitions. At these events, the absolute

best runners from schools all over the country would get together to compete, and more often

than not one of my teammates would end up with a podium finish. Luckily for me, our school

had a policy that if you turned up to all the training sessions and followed the intensive training

programme, then you got to go to the competitions—no matter what.And the training we did

was hard. The cross-country and road-race events we were working towards were known as

‘middle-distance events’, which meant they were about 5 kilometres long. A couple of days a



week, we would have training after school where we would do either a long, slow run, or a

speed session, depending on where we were at in the programme. Then, on Saturday

mornings, we would meet outside the school gates and pile into a few different cars to travel

somewhere in the countryside for a long two-hour run over some rural roads. The thinking

behind these real long runs was that, if you could comfortably run for a couple of hours, then

running a much shorter distance would seem easy.Some of the boys on the team were already

naturally fast and then just got faster with training, like my mate Shawn Retter. Shawn was

head-hunted by Mr Wigglesworth, who had spotted his untapped natural ability, and Shawn

went from good to great really quickly. Others were mediocre runners who became pretty damn

good with coaching, like my best mate, Matt Cherri. Then there was me: a blemish on the

otherwise impeccable Harriers team. Mr Wigglesworth must have groaned under his breath at

the start of every year when he realised I had signed up again. Despite being the slowest, I still

enjoyed the runs and the camaraderie. Even though running is very much an individual sport,

we all felt like teammates.Waiting at the start line of these national events was nerve-wracking

for all of us. They came at the end of months and months of hard slog, and we only had one

chance to achieve the results we’d trained so hard for. Shawn would probably be hoping for a

top-five finish, and Matt for maybe a top-ten or top-twenty finish. My goals were always far less

ambitious: ‘Don’t finish last!’ The entry fields for these races were always quite small—no more

than a couple of hundred of New Zealand’s fastest high-school runners—so this was not an

idle concern. There was always a real threat that I could end up being that poor bastard who

finished dead last. It had to be someone, of course, but I just didn’t want it to be me. Thankfully,

that never happened—though I came close.At the New Zealand Secondary Schools road race

in Hastings when I was fifteen, I got tripped up during the start of the race. I ended up on the

road in a pile of lean and lanky teenage bodies. I still remember looking up and seeing

everyone else sprinting off down the road. I was grazed, but otherwise uninjured, so I

immediately leaped back on to my feet and bolted off. The adrenaline was pumping through my

veins. I knew I was almost in last place. There had been three or four other runners involved in

the pile-up—maybe five, max. I couldn’t be sure. All I knew is that most of the field was already

a long way up the road. Bugger.PEOPLE SAY YOU SHOULD ALWAYS THINK POSITIVELY,

BUT IN THIS CASE I RECKON MY NEGATIVE THOUGHTS ARE WHAT SPURRED ME

ON.As I started running, the sickening thought occurred to me that maybe some of the other

kids in the pile-up might have had to pull out because of injuries—and that would definitely

make me last. People say you should always think positively, but in this case I reckon my

negative thoughts are what spurred me on. I was so afraid of being last that I ran like I had just

stolen something from the dairy until I caught the tail end of the pack and was sure that I was

no longer in last place. Phew! The relief! From there, I continued to pass the slower runners all

the way to the finish line. It was actually a good feeling to be passing people for once, rather

than being passed. I finished in place one-hundred-and-something: safe from both the back

and the front of the field.I was bent over with my hands on my knees, staring at the ground and

panting when I felt a hand on my back. I looked up. It was Mr Wigglesworth.‘Well done, Dom,’

he said. ‘Good on you for getting back up and keeping going. You did great.’He was right. And

wrong. Finishing in the back half of a competition is nothing to do cartwheels over. But it had

been one of my best-ever runs.Mr Wigglesworth’s comment was all it took for me to start

crying. Not just a little cry, but a proper burst-into-tears sob where I could feel myself struggling

to catch mouthfuls of air. He pulled me in for a hug. A proper two-armed job. The type of hug

that would be inappropriate for a teacher to give to a student in almost every circumstance

imaginable, especially when the teacher is wearing tracksuit pants so tight that his genitals



look vacuum-packed. But it definitely felt like a good Dad hug.Through my tears I explained

why I was upset. ‘I started at the back and passed people the whole way. I could have done so

much better if I hadn’t tripped!’That was a lie. The reality was that the trip had cost me maybe

ten seconds of time, twenty seconds at a very generous stretch. A time difference that would

not have made much difference in my overall placing. The real reason for my sadness was the

realisation that I was simply not a good runner. I was doing the same work as all my mates, but

I wasn’t getting any pay-off for my effort. I was the best that I could be…but it was nowhere

near good enough.Apart from the sense of disappointment I inevitably had after each of these

school trips, I always enjoyed them immensely—a couple of days off school, the feeling of

importance of wearing the school tie and blazer as the school rector farewelled us and

reminded us of the school’s expectations. (This had become a standard speech to all travelling

sports teams after a kid had pulled a brown-eye out of the back of a mini-van while on a trip.

The motorist in the car behind, who caught an eyeful of this teenage butthole, called the school

to complain. The school was fuming, and the student was made to pull his pants down again—

this time to be caned. For the rest of his years at school, he had the nickname ‘Brown Spot’.

After a while, everybody forgot his real name—even some of the teachers.)The Hastings trip

was the last one of those NZ Secondary School trips I went on with the Harriers. I couldn’t

keep doing all that work only to end up disappointed. It was embarrassing. At the age of fifteen,

I retired from all forms of sport. I am pretty sure that after I told Mr Wigglesworth I was quitting

his Harriers team I heard the plastic cork pop on a bottle of Bernadino sparkling wine.I stopped

running altogether after that, for a very long time.CHAPTER 2WHY I’M IN LOVE WITH

RUNNINGI AM A ROUTINE kind of guy, a creature of habit. Maybe that is just a nice way of

saying I am bloody boring. I tend to find a way of doing things that works for me, and then stick

with that. If it was socially acceptable to do so, I would eat the same meal every evening: a

vegetable and a meat. Broccoli for the vegetable—always broccoli—boiled in a pot of water

with chicken stock. And either salmon or steak for the meat. If I could I would just go for salmon

every single night, but I find that after a few days in a row the oil gets a bit much; I suppose it’s

my body’s way of letting me know it’s reached its omega-3 limit. When I get to that point, I’ll get

a bit crazy and switch to steak for a couple of meals.The only problem with this approach to

eating is other people. Specifically, people who crave variety and get bored easily, like my wife,

Jay-Jay. Sometimes I think she enjoys a bit of casual complaining; she will complain that she

has to do most of the cooking in the house, but when I generously offer to remove that burden

by cooking for her she will complain that I am serving up broccoli and salmon. Again. Jay-Jay is

one of those people who eats for the taste and to be social, rather than simply as a means to

fuel their body. The way I see it, as long as my body’s got the nutrients necessary to keep it

chugging along then I’ve done my job. Oh, and I also have remarkably immature tastebuds,

which means I’m often unwilling to try new or fancy things. Not surprisingly, this has cost me a

number of dinner-party invites over the years. While it’s acceptable for vegetarians and gluten-

free eaters to flag their dietary requirements before they go round to a friend’s for a meal,

people like me are simply referred to as fussy eaters—and that’s to our faces. Behind our

backs, I suspect we probably just get called a pain in the arse.My friend Corinna hasn’t had me

back to her place since the salad incident. She invited Jay-Jay and me round to her house for

dinner one night, and she served a salad. For dinner. Nothing else. Just salad.When the ‘meal’

was finished she asked how it was.I (unwisely) answered honestly. ‘Well first of all, Corinna,’ I

said, ‘salad on its own is not really a meal, is it?’‘It was a big salad,’ Corinna replied defensively.

‘And I didn’t do meat because Jay-Jay is vegetarian.’Jay-Jay was giving me a death stare from

across the table, but I ignored her. I wasn’t finished.‘And secondly,’ I carried on recklessly, ‘I’m



not so sure about those bits of fruit in there.’As well as the usual salad ingredients, like lettuce,

feta and tomato, this salad also had bits of apple, pear, strawberries and watermelon in it.And I

didn’t stop there, either. I dug deeper. ‘I mean, there is a salad and there is a fruit salad. Salad

is made with vegetables and is what you have as part of a main meal. Like, on the side. Fruit

salad is what you have for pudding. I don’t think the two belong together.’Cue around three

seconds of a silence so heavy that it felt like a whole minute. Corinna didn’t know what to say. I

think deep down she must have known I had a valid point.BUT I HAD BIGGER CONCERNS

AT THIS POINT—I HAD FINISHED DINNER AND I WAS STILL SO HUNGRY THAT I

THOUGHT I WAS GOING TO FAINT.Jay-Jay stepped in. ‘Dominic!’ she chided. ‘You can be a

real dick sometimes.’The cheek of it! Corinna asked me for feedback. I gave some. And

suddenly I’m the world’s worst human. How does that work? I guess I should have been

concerned about Corinna’s feelings. But I had bigger concerns at this point—I had finished

dinner and I was still so hungry that I thought I was going to faint.We did the dishes then left.

The good thing about going to someone’s house and only eating a salad is there are very few

dishes to be done.My honesty earned me an ear-bashing from Jay-Jay on the drive home. Her

abrasive lesson on manners only stopped when we made it to the McDonald’s drive-through—

a necessary pitstop before I passed out!I’m still not convinced I did anything wrong. Sure, I may

have sounded like the uncouth bogan version of a MasterChef judge, but I somehow

mistakenly thought my feedback would be appreciated.The salad incident was six years ago.

We have not been invited back since.BEING A ROUTINE GUY extends to other areas of my

life as well, and especially to running. I don’t ever get bored with running the same routes, and I

like that my runs give structure to my day. As with food, I tend to get into the habit of doing

things a certain way and then, if it works for me, I stick with it.For instance, last summer when I

was training for Berlin I developed something of a post-run ritual, just some little habits that I

noticed had crept into the end of my runs and gradually became regular things. In a perfect

world, according to just about any running book or article you will read, when you finish a run

you shouldn’t just stop when you get home. You are advised to jog slowly for a few minutes,

walk for a bit, and finally follow that up with some stretching. Bugger that! After a hard run, the

last thing I feel like doing is more bloody exercise! Plus, who has the time for all of that admin?

It’s this slightly defiant attitude that often makes me feel like I am different from most other

runners. I run…but I don’t necessarily feel like I am a ‘real’ runner. If that makes sense. I still eat

crappy food and drink a lot of wine. And my motivation for taking up running as an adult in the

first place was just so I wouldn’t be grossed out by my own naked body. Anyway, my after-run

ritual developed as a consequence of what had been a particularly humid New Zealand

summer. Here’s how it went:
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