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In recent years, we have seen a growing awareness of the immense therapeutic benefits of
going for a run. The cliché tells us that the only bad run is the run you don't go on. For thousands
of people, it's much more dramatic than that: just putting their running kit on and getting out the
door can be – quite simply – a life-saver.For people in times of crisis, trauma and physical or
mental illness, running is often the means by which they reconstruct fractured, fragmented
identity – or indeed the means to a new identity. When normality collapses, running can put it
back together again. In the very worst cases, it can actually create a new normality and offer us
the chance to move on.And this will be the subject of this book, an in-depth exploration of just
why running can so often seem the answer to everything when you find yourself in extremis. It
will be written with insight, humour and understanding, but also with authority and scientific
basis.Phil Hewitt, the bestselling author of Keep on Running: The High and Lows a Marathon
Addict, is, regrettably, well qualified to write the book as he has been there himself. He was
viciously mugged in South Africa in February 2016. He suffered stab wounds, broken ribs and
abdominal injuries and was effectively left for dead in a grim Cape Town suburb.With already 30
marathons under his belt; and in the first few weeks after the attack, when he could barely walk
and suffering acute symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder, inevitably it was running he
turned to. While he could make no sense of what had happened to him, Phil knew that
dedicating himself to running – and its possible healing powers – was the only route
ahead.Although the author's experiences will not be the subject of this book, they will certainly
inform his approach to it as he looks at runners who have suffered similarly and worse in a wide
range of scenarios. The book will cover the themes of Trauma, Bereavement, Depression &
Anxiety, Addiction & Alcoholism, Terrorism, Violence/Sexual Abuse, Long-term Health
Conditions (cancer, stroke etc) and Eating Disorders.While dealing with heavy, harrowing
subjects, the eventual book will be uplifting and celebratory, an exploration of the strength that
the human spirit can muster in our very worst moments – and why so often running can be the
key to unlocking resilience we never knew we had.
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Dean Karnazes, ultramarathoner and NY Times bestselling authorRunning has the power to
inflict great pain, and running has the power to heal. A famous surgeon once lamented: ‘To cut is
to heal.’ To be alive is to suffer wounds. Such injuries often come at our own hands; they are self-
inflicted. Others – such as the loss of a loved one – are a requisite condition of being human.
Neither the wise man nor the virtuous man can escape this sentence. All must endure. To live is
to suffer.A monk may seek transcendence from this suffering through quiet meditation. We



runners have a different prescription. Running is our remedy, our salvation. We use running to
lighten the unbearable heaviness of being, to cope with the unthinkable and to piece together
life once more, step by restorative step.The potent catharsis running delivers remains
mysterious. What could possibly compel a human to strip nearly naked and do something that
has all but lost its purpose in this modern world? It defies logic. There is no necessity for running;
we runners voluntarily seek the pain, the discomfort and the struggle this accelerated form of
locomotion doles out. But herein lies the magic. The hardship of running somehow softens the
hardship of life. Running turns the madness into music.The book you are about to read is an
inspiring collection of stories about runners who have run through unimaginable adversity to find
perspective, resolution and ultimately peace, within themselves and with the universe. These
stories are sure to inspire and compel you, whether you run great distances, modest distances
or are just discovering the splendour of a spirit in motion.The Start Line‘And then I did what I
have always done. I ran.’I run my finger along the ugly, jagged scar on my leg. It tingles
unpleasantly. It always does. The runner next to me smiles and nudges me. ‘You’ll be alright,
mate,’ he says. And I know I will. What he actually means is: ‘Welcome back.’Three minutes to go
to the gun now.I look along the line of runners. Some are jumping up and down. Some have
already slipped into their start position, fingers poised on their GPS watches. Others are just
chatting, seemingly without a care in the world – despite the 26.2 miles (42.2 kilometres) that lie
ahead of us all.I catch the eye of the runner on the other side of me. There is nervousness in his
smile, but there is also determination. I smile back, and despite the chill, I feel warmer. I am
home. I can’t think of anywhere else I want to be. Or anyone else I want to be with.For the next
few hours, these runners – hundreds of them, complete strangers to me, one and all – will be my
sole companions. And that, to me, is the joy of running – and also the beauty of running. I know
that as we run, something remarkable is going to happen.The next few hours will be healing.
Sweaty, knackering, bloody-minded and a slog. But also healing, so very deeply healing. And I
suspect, as we stand at the start line, that many other runners are thinking exactly the same
thing. For the record, it’s the Worcester Marathon. But it could be any marathon anywhere. The
real drama isn’t going to be in the pounding we are about to give our bodies. The real drama is
going to be in our minds.There are plenty of runners who will run untroubled for the sheer love of
running. But far more than we’d ever dare suspect are running for much, much darker reasons –
just as I am.This is my first marathon since being viciously mugged, stabbed, punched, kicked
and, to all intents and purposes, left for dead. And as I return again and again to the bigger of the
two scars on my leg, I know this will be the way I will resolve what happened to me.I have set the
Worcester Marathon a very specific task, a massive task, and I know the event will be equal to it:
the marathon is going to move me on from the pavement in Cape Town where I have been stuck
now for 15 months, convinced I am just about to breathe my last.Looking back, I was an idiot.
And I do a lot of looking back. Except it doesn’t feel as if I am looking back. The past hasn’t
become past yet, and that’s the trouble. It is an endlessly replaying present, and I am
condemned to be its sole and reluctant viewer, a spectator at what seems, with every fresh



viewing, ever more likely to be my own demise.It took a year for me to realise that my attacker
probably didn’t have the slightest intention of killing me. He was a professional. A long slashing
cut to the calf and a deep puncturing stab to the thigh; he knew what he was doing. I wasn’t
going to get up in a hurry, but then he made doubly sure. He followed up the stabbing with a mini
frenzy of kicking to stomach and ribs, back and neck as I lay there in my what-the-hell
confusion.Looking back, looking sideways, looking whichever way I want, I was an idiot – and an
idiot intent on compounding his own idiocy. It was 14 February, 2016. I had just watched England
lose a one-day international at the breathtakingly beautiful Newlands Cricket Ground, a
magnificent setting overlooked by Table Mountain and Devil’s Peak. Alex Hales scored a century
and then so too did AB de Villiers in a relatively straightforward run chase. England lost, but
so what? It was a fantastic day in a fantastic place. I’d recommend it to anyone.But please, make
proper arrangements for getting back. I didn’t, and that was mistake number one. I thought I’d
easily find a taxi or a bus. When I didn’t, I started walking. Mistake number two. Before long, I
was walking alone. Did I turn round? Mistake number three. Soon, I was walking on the hard
shoulder of a busy motorway. Did I turn back? Mistake number four. And so the mistakes piled
up until I found myself walking through Cape Town’s District Six. The irony is that I suddenly
knew where I was and could see central Cape Town on the horizon. The danger was that I was in
a notoriously dodgy place: flat, deserted, open, urban wasteland. And I paid the price.Is there a
formula dictating that when we make a mistake, our next decision is likely to be an even worse
one? I suspect so. That day was the perfect illustration.In my floppy cricket hat, my rather
fetching long colonial-style shorts and an expensive camera around my neck, I might as well
have been wearing a T-shirt emblazoned with the words: ‘Mug me!’ I heard the footsteps behind
me, I heard the angry demand for my camera and I was felled by what seemed to be two
punches to my leg. I pulled my attacker over and we wrestled. He was behind me at first and
then in front of me on the ground as we shuffled round in a rather macabre embrace. And that
was when I looked down and realised that his punches hadn’t been punches at all. My leg was
awash with blood. I let go of him. He stood up and let loose a volley of kicks and then legged
it.What remains is a series of impressions. My hand was on a stone. I raised it to throw at his
retreating figure and then thought better of it. Thank goodness. I crawled back onto the
pavement and watched the blood pool around me. I tried to stand, but all I really wanted to do
was lie back and shut my eyes.But I was lucky. So incredibly lucky.My saviour Steven arrived.
Steven the pizza delivery guy who pulled up his car and bundled me in.More than Steven,
though, I remember the young girl who was his assistant. She couldn’t speak. She stared at me,
open-mouthed. I’d never seen horror on anyone’s face before, and now I was the cause of it. The
impact was huge.And then the traffic lights. Lots of them at red. Steven stopped the car, pulled
his pizza sign off the roof, handed it to me in the back and then shot through every subsequent
red light he came across. At the hospital, he dashed in and emerged with a wheelchair.What a
hero. How astonishingly brave to stop when it would have been so easy to drive on. Except, of
course, it wasn’t in his nature to drive on. I will be forever in his debt.And then the accident and



emergency department.Chatting about his desire to move to Surrey, the doctor stitched up my
leg, but it continued to bleed, swelling agonisingly. He unstitched it, put some deep stitches in,
stitched up the surface and then leaned against it with all his weight. My leg turned black, but the
bleeding stopped. Fifteen stitches in all, including three in my hand. Three broken ribs. A bruised
liver. And one very messed-up brain.But there is a delay in the way these things affect us.It hit
me three weeks later, back home. My lovely wife Fiona was encouraging me to get out. A
Sunday afternoon trip to Fareham shopping precinct in Hampshire, the county where we live.
What could be gentler, less threatening than that? And yet, within minutes I was so nearly the
oddball who blubbed in Boots. I was standing there, fleetingly alone, knowing that if I spoke, if I
breathed, if I moved, I would burst into tears. My eyes filled, but thank goodness for surface
tension. The tears didn’t tumble. I retreated, dignity more or less intact.I knew what was wrong.
Of course I did. I am a man. Men know these things. I booked an appointment with our practice
nurse the next morning and told him my wounds were clearly infected and obviously weren’t
healing properly. He inspected them thoroughly, told me they were fine and asked if I would
consider ‘talking to someone’. It took a year for me to realise that I should. I am ‘talking to
someone’ now, and it is helping.But back then, less than a month after the attack, I fell back on a
stubborn self-reliance that I have since learned to depend on less. I resolved to adopt my own
two-point recovery plan. And I put it into practice the very next day. I started to write down
everything that had happened to me, every last detail, every last thought, every last horror, every
last indignity.And then I did what I have always done. I ran.The broken ribs hurt like hell. The stab
wounds throbbed appallingly as I pulled on barely healed flesh. I was wincing, I was hobbling, I
was cursing, but I was mobile. It was a warm, early-spring morning. The sky was blue – and so
was the air around me as each step seemed to rip through me. But I started to smile.There was
something so reassuring about running, however badly, however lopsidedly. There was
something so familiar, so welcoming and so absolutely me. Left-legged stabs and right-sided
broken ribs aren’t a match made in heaven, and I was roughing them up as they met in the
middle. But suddenly there seemed a purpose in the pain. Or maybe a message. It felt like my
body was telling me: ‘I’m still here! You and I are still alive!’ The spring weather did the rest on a
morning that was suddenly glorious.Everything hurt, but I felt an immense lifting of my spirits. I
know now that it was not, to borrow from Churchill, the end. Nor was it even the beginning of the
end. But it was, perhaps, the end of the beginning. For the first time in three weeks, I was no
longer 100 per cent Phil who has been stabbed. I was 1 per cent Phil who has run 30 marathons,
from New York City to Tokyo, London to Paris, Amsterdam to Dublin, via Berlin, Rome, Mallorca
and others. I was no longer the victim. I was, fleetingly, the survivor.I returned from that run more
battered than I had been at the start, but I returned from it more me again. Partially, at least.
Running defines me positively – and I had started to allow my real self back in. I had started to
put space between me and the mugging.I had turned a corner. And around that corner was the
starting point for this book.I realised in that moment that running is the most astonishing tool at
the disposal of those of us with the good fortune to be fit and healthy enough to make use of it.



The months since the attack have been difficult, dismal and distressing in so many ways, but the
weirdest thing is that I wouldn’t change a thing. Post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) brings a
huge degree of detachment, and in a perverse way, I have actually enjoyed watching Phil the
runner reclaim himself from the horror of what happened to him. At times, he’s done pretty badly.
At times, he’s done alright.Running gives us space. It gives us strength. It gives us connection
and it gives us peace. It will never give us all the answers, but it can so often be a large part of
the solution. And if my attacker gave me anything that day, he certainly gave me a reason to run.
I used to run because I loved to run, but suddenly I was running because I sensed all that
running could do for me.I even began to feel an odd sense of gratitude to my attacker.It is so
easy to sleepwalk through life as we hunker down in our patterns and our routines. He shook me
out of mine – and invested my 31st marathon with massive personal significance.And so as I
stand at the start line in Worcester – May 2017, 15 months on from my attack – I am conscious
that running has never mattered more to me. I am desperate to plonk a mountain of marathon-
ness between myself and my trauma.But just as importantly, my attacker has woken me up to a
wider perspective: a greater awareness of my fellow runners. I am a journalist. I have always
loved the company of fellow journalists. But suddenly, I find myself waking up to the beauty of
other runners. I have always been a self-contained, solipsistic kind of runner. Now I want to share
with my fellow runners just what it is that has brought us all here.At the start of the Worcester
Marathon, my first marathon since the stabbing, I start to feel a new present creep in. I am
starting to feel safe again. Safe in the company of these runners – hundreds of people, all from
different walks of life, from different parts of the country, each running for different reasons, but
hundreds of people who for the next few hours will be united by a common purpose. We are
going to run a marathon together.We will barely talk. In fact, we probably won’t talk at all. But we
will be looking out for each other in our never-to-happen-again convergence, our once-in-a-
lifetime random cross section of humanity. We will be bound together in an intoxicating unity of
intent. And that’s where running gets spiritual for me.I know instinctively I am not alone. Some of
the runners look serene. Some of them look anxious. The rest are chatting still. I wonder what
running means to each and every one of them, and I know in that moment what it means to me.
This race today will be my way of consigning that day in Cape Town to the past and getting on
with the rest of my life.There are countless happy runners, I am sure, but I suspect far more than
we imagine are running through their own dark hinterlands. I have shared mine here in these
words. In this book, it is my immense privilege to celebrate the tales of other runners who have
been to hell – and found that the surest, quickest way back is to run. This book isn’t my story. It is
theirs.I have had the honour to speak to runners who have shown uncommon courage and utter
decency in the face of appalling horrors and tragedies. My own ordeal has made them my
cherished companions. Their tales matter to me hugely, and I hope they will matter to you.
Scratch a runner, and you will often find an extraordinary story. Run with us now through the
pages that follow.The gun goes . . . and we are off!Charlie Engle‘When I run, I become the
absolute epitome of who I am.’Charlie Engle is one of the world’s finest extreme-distance



runners, an athlete with a catalogue of achievements to his name. A modern-day adventurer, he
fuels himself by testing himself, taking his body to limits most of us couldn’t even begin to
imagine.Over the years, Charlie has summited ice-covered volcanoes and swum with
crocodiles. He has also, and perhaps most famously, run across deserts. Charlie’s Running the
Sahara expedition from November 2006 to February 2007 was an odyssey stretching across
more than 4500 miles (7240 kilometres) of hostile terrain – a journey that seems ever more
astonishing every time you think about it.More astonishing still, though, is the fact that Charlie’s
life could so easily have ended in a hail of bullets 14 years earlier, the grim finale to a six-day
drink and drugs binge in Wichita, Kansas. Charlie was driving in a neighbourhood he should
never have been in. Someone, somewhere, thought he had money, and the shots rang out, three
of them hitting his car. Charlie remembers them 100 per cent. One of the bullets lodged in the
driver’s door without passing through.But it was what happened next that proved the turning
point in Charlie’s life – an incident which underlines both the cruelty of addiction and the
absurdity of addiction. An incident which is actually a definition of addiction itself. Charlie laughs
now as he tells it. But the truth behind it is grim.I remember sitting on the ground watching the
police looking through my car. I will always remember one officer reaching under the driver’s seat
and pulling out a glass pipe. Any moderately sane person would have thought: ‘Man, I am in
trouble now.’ But all I could think was: ‘So that’s where it is. I wonder if there is anything still in
there.’ That’s the kind of thinking that’s difficult to explain. That’s what addiction is. You can
explain it physiologically, but you really can only explain it emotionally. But really it was the
craziness of the moment that did it. In that moment I decided I was done with drugs.Charlie’s life
has since been about channelling his addictive personality into purpose-driven pursuits. He has
done it through running – something he simply couldn’t do without. Certainly, there is a physical
element to it, but far more important is the psychological.Charlie, who lives in North Carolina,
was born an addict. Not born to be an addict, but born an addict, he says, thanks to a mix of
genetic predisposition and the environment he grew up in. If he had been uprooted to a different
family, then maybe things would have turned out differently – and then again, maybe not. The
sad reality is that he was a fourth-generation addict.Science has proved the predisposition.
People have a tendency not to believe it when you are talking about an addict, but they will
believe it about Alzheimer’s or cancer. Addiction is often still perceived as a weakness or a
choice, something that afflicts people who are weak in character, and that’s a narrative that
speaks very loudly to addicts themselves. It is what we believe about ourselves. The insecurity,
the need for a substance . . . no one would choose to live that way. Why would you choose that
kind of hell for yourself? But I did choose it because I thought it would help me somehow, to
mask some emotion or to eliminate some feeling.There was a short time when the drink and the
drugs were fun, but more significantly, Charlie was socially awkward. Going to college at the age
of 17, he quickly discovered that he didn’t feel quite so awkward if he had a few beers inside him.
Most of his classmates knew when enough was enough. Charlie didn’t. Enough was a concept
that baffled him. Some classmates suggested he cut back, but Charlie didn’t think there was a



problem. He didn’t consider himself an addict. He considered himself a partier – and inevitably
he surrounded himself with people who saw themselves the same way.Hindsight tells him that it
was a question of denial. Charlie knew that alcohol caused his problems, but he didn’t see
alcohol itself as the problem. If there was a problem, it was just bad luck or simply that he was
overdoing it. In his early to mid-20s, he wasn’t yet at the point where he could see what was
happening. He didn’t have the insight. Charlie was an only child. His parents were 19 when they
had him, and he didn’t have the guidance.I grew up surrounded by drugs and alcohol, but not by
bad people. My mum was awesome. She was a free-spirited artist. She drank hard and she
wrote for 35 years. She was incredible, but she planted this seed that creativity could come from
drugs and alcohol.Whenever Charlie tried to quit, he didn’t follow through. As he progressed
through his 20s, Charlie epitomised the old addicts’ joke: ‘Quitting is easy. I have done it 100
times’. Charlie had been there – repeatedly. As he says, it wasn’t like he was lacking in self-
awareness. He was a binger. He would disappear for days on end. He would empty out the bank
account. But always he would come back, determined to quit. And every time he did, he would
put on his running shoes. A keen runner as a child, he saw running as his penance, his solace
and his punishment all rolled into one. He also ran because he knew running always made him
feel better.Running was certainly always there for me during those 12 years of addiction.
Running absolutely saved my life time and again. I was the binger. I would go two months without
drinking or drugs, determined to change, and then I would fall off and spend the next two months
in a deep, deep hole I couldn’t get out of.Time and again, Charlie would offer what he calls the
foxhole promises of addiction: ‘If you get me out of this, I will quit.’ Promises he was never going
to keep. Charlie’s wife was becoming increasingly tired of his behaviour, and he knew it, but still
he managed to balance it all out in his own mind. Charlie became the top salesman. He bought a
house. He bought cars. He lived an above-average life – and allowed himself to reason that
those were precisely the things that addicts didn’t do. Therefore he wasn’t an addict. If he
overachieved in some areas of his life, he believed he could carry on with the drink and
the drugs.But the crunch was coming. Something changed when Charlie’s wife was expecting
their first son, Brett. Charlie had grown up in a house filled with alcohol. He didn’t want to see
history repeating itself with his own children. But his thinking went further still. Charlie, then 29
years old, became convinced that his newborn son would be his saviour, his way out of his
addictions.And so it seemed – for just one week, an amazing week during which Charlie revelled
in being a dad. Holding Brett, he felt emotions he never thought he’d feel, emotions he didn’t
even know existed. Charlie was convinced he had turned the corner, that this was it.But after a
great week, he dropped his family off, drove into the worst area of Wichita and spent the next six
days smoking crack and binge-drinking on a downer that ended with those three bullet holes in
his car, put there just for him.I was in a terrible neighbourhood. I had been up for six days doing
drugs, and the assumption was that I was someone who had money, which I didn’t have. I put
myself in a conflict zone and I fed off the energy. I loved the craziness of it and the razor’s-edge
danger of it. And I still seek that today . . . with my running.It was 23 July, 1992, and Charlie has



been clean ever since: ‘That night in Wichita, I made a decision.’ With those bullets and the
police search, Charlie finally broke free from his vicious circle of addiction and failed
promises.Charlie, who tells his tale in his book Running Man, went to an Alcoholics Anonymous
meeting that night, and the next morning he went for a run. As he says, he barfed on the
sidewalk, he barfed in the bushes and he probably barfed in the bathtub back home. But on that
run he knew he had finally had enough. He knew if he didn’t quit, he was going to die. He knew
he was an extreme drug user in a way that just wasn’t sustainable.Meetings followed and so did
treatment, but Charlie is convinced that running was what made the difference. Meetings and
treatment would never have been enough.Running saved my life and then actually gave me a
life. I went to a meeting every single day for three years without missing a day. There was no in-
between for me. I needed to fully commit to the lifestyle, but my first sponsor, an AA old-timer,
gently hinted that I spent too much time running and that I needed to focus on the 12 steps (of
the AA programme). I told him I understood, but that for reasons I couldn’t put into words just yet,
I absolutely had to run.Charlie has since gone public with the story of his addiction, the tale of
his sobriety and the extremes of his running, and finds that he is frequently challenged: hasn’t he
simply swapped one addiction for another? In reality, the relationship is far more complex:When
I did drugs, I had one goal and that was to be invisible. I wanted to disappear. I wanted to have
no feelings. I didn’t understand the feelings I had. All I wanted to do was to hide. But when I run,
there is absolutely no hiding. There is nowhere to go. When I run, I become the absolute epitome
of who I am. I am the ultimate Charlie Engle for better or worse. And that’s the difference. There
is nothing real about the person who is doing drugs or drinking. They are being manipulated or
altered by a substance. All I wanted to do as an addict was to live in the dark. But running shines
a bright light. For me, running is bright light and clarity.The clarity is the key. It is precisely what
Charlie seeks when he runs.I don’t know if it is my addict’s brain, but I am a jumbled mess of
thoughts and feelings. My brain feels like it never stops. That’s the way I am built. It feels like a
roulette wheel, but a roulette wheel where there is a ball for every single roulette slot. Usually it
feels like the balls are just pinging around my head all the time. But when I run, when I reach
maybe mile five, it is almost like I can feel all the balls landing in the slots, finding where they
belong. When I run, my brain becomes focused, my thoughts become clear, my ideas are
amazing. Maybe it’s like writing down your dreams in the middle of the night. In the morning, you
look at your notepad and you think: ‘What on earth was that all about?’ But the thoughts feel
amazing at the time, and it is the same with running. When I am running, it feels like all my
thoughts are brilliant.Even so, it was still a question of proportion, something he struggled to find
in his first few years of sobriety. Charlie ran 30 marathons in the early years – as he says, he was
running like an addict, running as hard as possible every time, starting off fast and finishing fast.
He realises now his drive was simply to become depleted. His instinct told him that if he did it
often enough, he would ‘beat’ the addict out of himself.It took time to realise just why exactly he
was running – and how best to harness it.I needed to realise that the personality traits
associated with addiction are the best traits. The drive, the energy, the obsession, the obsession



that becomes passion . . . those are the things that mean we achieve. I realised that I needed to
nurture my inner addict, not crush him. I realised I had to make friends with him . . . but never
trust him.The mistrust is vital. Charlie realised that his inner addict’s goal will always be to lull him
into a false sense of security and convince him to have a drink.A crucial moment came around
five years into Charlie’s sobriety. He was watching a game of football on television with friends
when someone accidentally handed him an alcoholic drink. Charlie was halfway through it
before he realised. He felt the alcohol hit his chest and warm his stomach: ‘It was almost like the
monster came crawling out of the cave. I could hear it rumbling.’ In that moment, Charlie’s
thinking was clear. The first drink was an accident, but sitting there with the glass half-full in his
hand, he realised that a second drink would be choice. He got up, walked out, got into his car,
drove to a beach, got into his running kit and ran. And ran. And ran until it felt like his chest was
going to explode: ‘I wanted to purge my body.’So no, the battle isn’t ever won. And that’s why
Charlie remains in tune with addiction recovery. And that’s why, when it comes to running,
Charlie will always prefer the ultras. They give him the opportunity, especially on a 100-miler, to
empty himself completely.I know for absolute certain that you can’t run 100 miles without
wanting to quit a few times, without questioning not just your sanity, but your very existence. You
think: ‘What is so wrong with me that I want to punish myself in this way?’ But what is so beautiful
is that you are in a controlled situation. You are putting yourself through controlled hell. That’s the
difference.It’s life on a razor’s edge again, but this time with purpose.Charlie maintains that
marathons are the hardest races because of their intensity, but ultras appeal because they are
puzzles. You can get round marathons if you do the training and have the right mindset on race
day.But with an ultra, you know that you are going to run completely out of all fuel and energy
and desire. The gift is that you know you are going to suffer. Comfort is very overrated in our
world. No one ever learnt shit from comfort. No one ever says, ‘I had such a happy childhood,
and I learned so much from it!’The point is that through our suffering, ultras show our potential.
Charlie hates the cliché, but there’s no other way of saying it. Ultras give hope, and that’s
precisely what Charlie and his fellow runners set out to do when they embarked on one of his
proudest achievements, the Icebreaker Run, a 3100-mile (4990-kilometre) relay across America
in May–June 2016.Six runners, all in recovery from some type of mental health issue, took turns
running for 24 hours a day for 24 straight days. Their goal was to underline the need for better
access to mental health treatments for those suffering from depression, post-traumatic stress
disorder (PTSD), bipolar disorder or addiction – all at a time when, as Charlie says, opiate abuse
in the States is reaching the levels of a national emergency.Charlie makes the point: most
people in prison have been convicted of a drug-related crime, but prison does nothing for them.
It doesn’t help and wrecks any chance of recovery. With the Icebreaker Run, he wanted to
encourage new dialogue and new thinking in – quite literally – a running conversation from one
side of the States to the other.Icebreaker gave us as a group a chance to show what recovering
addicts look like. Between us our stories were about as fucked up as you can get. We had
everything – addiction, PTSD, sexual assault issues, every manner of issue – and we wanted to



show that it didn’t destroy us, that we can still be what we want to be, that we can still realise our
potential. We wanted to offer hope to people who can’t see a way out of their own problems.For
Charlie, it was a unique double, simultaneously selfish and selfless. He was helping others by
doing exactly what he wanted to do: ‘And when you get the chance to be selfish and selfless in
doing exactly the same thing, that’s the best.’ More importantly, it gave Charlie, his friends and
those in need a huge sense of connection – and again, that’s a central part of running’s great
appeal, as Charlie sees it, just as his Running the Sahara adventure had demonstrated 10 years
before.When Charlie decided to run across the Sahara Desert with Ray Zahab and Kevin Lin, he
knew it would be a life-changing expedition. He didn’t realise it would also be life-defining. But
again, it wasn’t just the running that made it so memorable. Equally cherished are his memories
of the cultures they encountered along the way. Again, it was about connection.When we ran
through the villages, you’d have little eight-year-old boys or girls come out. They didn’t know we
were coming or who we were, but they would run 15 km down the road with us and then leave
us, smiling, laughing and high-fiving us. There was such a joy in them running with us. The boys
and girls ran with us to make themselves feel happy, and it made us feel happy too. It was the
most beautiful experience. That’s what running is about.Theresa Giammona‘I know he was with
me every step of the way.’Ask Theresa Giammona what her husband Vinny was like, and she will
tell you of the day they spent together at Brooklyn Aquarium, just a couple of days before his
40th birthday.Money was tight. Vinny was a New York City firefighter and worked long shifts, but
to make ends meet, he’d always work some more, bartending wherever he could. But he would
never willingly forego the chance to spend time with his family. Vinny had a long night ahead of
him on 9 September, but when Theresa told him she was taking their two younger daughters,
Nicolette and Daniella, to the Brooklyn Aquarium, Vinny’s instant response was that he was
coming too. Theresa urged him to get some sleep before going to work that night, but no, Vinny
was coming with them.And they had a great day. Not that Vinny was finished with it yet.Theresa
was anxious to get back for their older daughters, Francesca and Toni-Ann, but Vinny spotted
the historic Coney Island Cyclone, a landmark wooden rollercoaster dating back to 1927. It
wasn’t even open, but with that 40th birthday just a couple of days away, Vinny decided he was
going to go on it to celebrate. Theresa insisted they didn’t have time, but Vinny was having none
of it, and so instead of heading home, they went to the Cyclone.There was no one on it. It was
shut. But Vinny went up to the booth, flashed his fire department badge, told them he was 40
next Tuesday and asked to go on. They let him, and he loved it. As Theresa recalls, it was just
Vinny all over.Vinny was just amazing. He lived life to the fullest. I was always the worrier. I worry
about everything. He would say: ‘We have only this one life. You have to enjoy it!’With a Kodak
throwaway camera, Theresa took photos of him relishing every second on the Cyclone – photos
that were soon to become infinitely precious. Theresa was far from realising their importance in
that moment, though.I didn’t even appreciate it. I was so annoyed that we were going to miss the
bus. But Vinny just enjoyed life. He never regretted anything. He packed a lifetime into his
years.Inevitably, it was an approach that he took with him to work in a job he adored and in which



he won respect and promotion.He loved the fire department, and the guys loved him. His
nickname was Lieutenant Fun. He just made every tour fun. He loved the guys, and they had
such camaraderie. It was a risky job, but to tell you the truth, I just never thought about him losing
his life in the fire department. I was more fearful of him bartending and being out late and getting
robbed and something happening like that.Vinny had been in the fire department for 18 years.
His father Vincent M. Giammona, who died in June 2016, was a New York City firefighter before
him, retiring as a captain in 1990. Vinny’s goal was to emulate his father and work in Lower
Manhattan – a goal he achieved.He was also, it seemed, about to achieve a very different goal.
To celebrate his 40th birthday, he was going to run the New York City Marathon for the first time.
He secured his place in the February and was working steadily towards the big day on 4
November. Vinny was in excellent physical shape.When he was younger, I think it was the
competitiveness of running that he loved, but as he got older, I think it was something to do with
keeping his sanity. It was part of his workout, just something he loved doing.Vinny worked a 24-
hour shift on Monday, 10 September, and then, on the morning of his 40th birthday, Tuesday, 11
September, he went for a run. And then it was time to go home and enjoy himself. The family had
a great day planned. Their oldest daughter, Frankie, had an ice-hockey try-out for an all-girl team
Vinny had found for her, and then they would celebrate. Everything was sorted, right down to
Vinny’s birthday dinner.None of it happened. Instead, the world changed forever. The year was
2001.Out of clear blue skies two hijacked passenger planes were flown into the twin towers of
the World Trade Center. After the first plane struck the North Tower, a friend phoned Theresa
and told her what had happened. Theresa immediately called the firehouse and spoke to Vinny
before he headed out with his fellow firefighters from Engine 24 and Ladder 5.I said: ‘Are you
coming home?’ He said no, he had to go. I told him I loved him, and he told me he loved me, and
then I said: ‘See you later.’ He was off duty and responded as a volunteer. I told him to be careful
and never thought these would be the last words that I would say to my husband.Vinny was
never to return. His body was never found. On 11 September, 2001, Vincent Giammona made
the supreme sacrifice along with 342 colleagues from the Fire Department of the City of New
York, 37 officers from the Port Authority Police Department and 23 officers from the New York
City Police Department.For 10 days, Theresa held out hope for Vinny. It was just possible he was
one of a number of people believed to have been trapped underground and somehow still alive.
But then shatteringly, all doubt evaporated. On the second Friday after 9/11, Theresa, her
parents, her parents-in-laws, Vinny’s brother and his two sisters travelled by boat to Ground
Zero.When we got there, it felt like we had walked into a war zone. It was still burning 10 days
later. There was so much debris flying around. That’s when I realised that nobody could be alive
there.Theresa, who lives on Long Island, was a widow. Francesca, Toni-Ann, Nicolette and
Daniella – respectively eight, six, three and two – had lost their father. Vinny had always wanted
a boy. Instead he gave his girls boys’ names: Frankie, Toni, Nicki and Dani. Boys they weren’t,
but they meant the world to him – as did Theresa. And now he was gone.For Theresa, life
became a complete blur, a seemingly endless round of wakes and funerals. Always Theresa



clung to the hope that Vinny’s body would be found. Those of all his immediate colleagues who
perished were recovered, except Vinny’s and that of 31-year-old Gregory Saucedo‚ a 10-year
FDNY veteran based with Vinny at Ladder 5. All Theresa could do was struggle with her grief.I
feel so proud of Vinny now, but at first I was just absolutely devastated for a very long time. There
was the anger. Why did this happen? If he had come home, he would still be here. And then I
would be thinking what had happened to him, the fact that he just disappeared. It was very, very
hard for a very, very long time, but now I know he is a true hero. I think I always knew he was a
true hero, but it was very hard to accept that he was gone.In the immediate rawness of Theresa’s
loss, however, friends and family realised there was something very concrete they could do to
honour him. As the 2001 New York City Marathon approached, a race Vinny had been so set on
completing to celebrate that 40th birthday, it became crucial to Theresa that the number he
would have worn should cross the finish line. Vinny’s friends from the State University of New
York at Binghamton joined with fellow firefighters from his firehouse and his sister to run a tag-
team marathon wearing Vinny’s NYC marathon registration number – 13 people strategically
positioned along the route, each running just a few miles to take the number on to the next in line
on its journey to a finish so cruelly denied Vinny. It mattered hugely to everyone.He worked so
hard for it. He so much wanted to run that marathon. I just wanted to make sure that his number
crossed the line – and it took 13 people to do it because none of them had trained for it. And I
was so happy that night that they did it. Did it help with my grief? I don’t know . . . because my
grief lasted for years, and there are still to this day moments when I am up and down. But I so
much wanted it for him that day.However, the family wasn’t done yet with the New York City
Marathon. In 2009, Theresa’s brother-in-law, Steven Giammona, turned 40 and ran the entire
NYC Marathon wearing Vinny’s running shoes.As the years passed, Theresa realised that she
too had unfinished business with the event. She realised it was a race she needed to run herself
– a challenge completely out of the realm of all her life’s experiences. Theresa hoped to do it for
her own 40th birthday. That wasn’t to be; she wasn’t ready. Instead, she tackled it in 2015 for her
45th birthday.The final spur came from Answer The Call, the New York Police and Fire Widows’
and Children’s Benefit Fund. The charity exists to support the families of New York City police
officers, firefighters, Port Authority Police and emergency medical services (EMS) personnel
who have been killed in the line of duty. It is a charity Theresa believes in passionately. When
they emailed Theresa saying she could have automatic entry to the marathon if she fundraised
for them, it was too good an opportunity to miss.It was also a monumental undertaking – first
because Theresa insists she absolutely isn’t a runner, but second and more worryingly because
obstacles soon appeared on her journey to the start line.Steven’s wife Marilou is what Theresa
considers a proper runner, and it was Marilou who helped get Theresa up and running on her
marathon journey. However, Theresa promptly ran into trouble, fracturing her knee – apparently
through running. ‘Don’t ask me how I did it!’ The doctor was adamant: she had to let it heal
before running again. Marilou came to the rescue. She calculated just how long Theresa’s
recovery would take and worked out that she would be ready to resume just in time to embark on



a 16-week marathon programme.Theresa launched into it at the start of July and was back on
track until she was hit by a car on 3 September while out cycling in preparation for a bike race.I
didn’t break anything, but my leg was really badly bruised, and I had problems with my knees.
The doctor told me that if I did the bike race, I would be guaranteed not to do the marathon.It
was the marathon that mattered more. The result was six weeks of physical therapy. Theresa
was supposed to be running with Josephine Smith, a New York City firefighter and good friend
who had lost her firefighter father on 9/11, and when they could, the two trained together.When I
did my training with Jo-Jo, she really pushed me hard, but I knew on the day of the marathon I
wasn’t going to be able to keep up with her pace, and I didn’t want to ruin it for her.Fortunately,
Theresa then became friends with a girl called Meg Navatto, who runs at the same pace. They
started to train together, but then came the incident with the car. The injuries meant Theresa
missed out on the two longest runs of her training. She resumed for a 19-miler (or 31 kilometres),
after which it was time to taper down on distance. Nervousness kicked in. Meg reassured her
that the crowd on the day would give her all the incentive she needed.In fact, it was Vinny who
got her round.I know he was with me every step of the way.And he was with Theresa before the
event as well. On the day, as a slower runner, Theresa was supposed to be starting off at 11
a.m., but when she picked up her number, a group of runners from the fire department team got
her a place on the fire department bus to the start, along with Josephine and Jessica Martinsen,
another FDNY widow running for Answer the Call. It meant that Theresa headed off with the elite
runners:That’s how I know Vinny was there. That was Vinny taking care of me from the start. And
it was a beautiful day. The weather was perfect. It was not too sunny, not too warm, but it was not
too cold. It was just the perfect day to run a marathon.Theresa started off with Josephine and
Jessica, but soon felt them pulling away from her. Jo-Jo was turning around and urging Theresa
on, but in Theresa’s mind was Marilou’s advice to keep to her own pace, particularly important at
the start. And that’s when Vinny provided again. She found herself running alongside Aima
Cotes, a ‘lovely cop, half my size’. Aima asked if Theresa would mind if they ran together, and so
they did for the next 10 miles until they became separated at a water station by the next group of
runners coming through.After that I was running on my own. But it was Vinny who got me
through. I physically felt him with me. I couldn’t give up. I felt as if he was carrying me. I felt him
saying: ‘You have got to keep going.’ And he did. He carried me through. I felt his presence with
me the entire time. I had never done anything remotely like that before. That medal was for
him.Theresa crossed the finish line in tears. The achievement was 100 per cent in his honour.I
wanted to achieve something for him. It was something I felt he would have been so proud of. I
wanted to accomplish it for him. I was so heartbroken that he was never able to do it. It was
something I felt I needed to do.Some people run to process grief. Some people run to heal their
pain. Theresa isn’t one of those runners. This run was purely symbolic – and hugely
empowering. As Theresa says, when she completed the race, she felt she could do anything.
Theresa ran the New York City Half Marathon the following year. The full marathon was for Vinny.
The half was for her, and there her running journey ended.Theresa still runs occasionally now,



no more than 4 miles (6 kilometres). Instead, she walks every day. Her point is that she achieved
what she wanted to achieve.It was for Vinny and for my girls. Running a marathon was so out of
my realm, but I wanted to show them that if you put your mind to something, you can accomplish
it.And even in her celebration, Vinny was there. After the marathon, Theresa was invited to the
New York Road Runners club, organisers of the New York City Marathon, for a closed party
celebrating 10 runners who would share their stories. Theresa was due to tell hers last, and as
the others told theirs, she found herself deeply moved, fearing her own tale would pale by
comparison. However, when Theresa shared her experiences, she was met with tears and
warmth.My husband was so out front and centre of everything, and that’s just not me. That’s not
how I am, but there I was telling the story. It was another Vinny moment . . .Isabel Hardman‘I
learn so much about how to cope with life when I go on a long run.’Talk of anxiety or depression
often conjures up images of people incapable of getting out of bed or sobbing uncontrollably. For
Isabel Hardman, assistant editor of The Spectator and presenter of Radio 4’s Week in
Westminster, depression took a much more alarming form – a constant fear which left her feeling
like the proverbial rabbit in the headlights.Isabel had known feelings of misery before, but as the
year 2016 progressed she felt she was losing control of her mind. This was an awful year, which
began with a serious trauma in her personal life. Isabel prefers not to go into the details, but it
came at the start of a year that should have been the most fulfilling of her career. The year 2016
offered UK journalists the mouth-watering prospect of the Brexit referendum, which was then
followed by two party leadership contests and a new prime minister. It was a year that should
have been all the inspiration Isabel needed. Instead, slowly, she found herself sinking into a very
dark place indeed, her thinking ever foggier, her reactions ever more anxious and extreme.I had
had a massive personal catastrophe, and normally, I cope with problems by working, but the
catastrophe was such a massive strike on my mind, because it had gone on for so many months
that I started to fall apart. If I look back on my descent into really serious mental illness, I can see
that the way I reacted to things started to change. I could not concentrate. I became paranoid
about another catastrophe happening. I was hyper-vigilant about everything. My friends were all
having to be massively reassuring or else really feeling the pressure.Isabel was loving her job at
The Spectator, but by the autumn she found herself run ragged, sinking into the horrors of
rumination, a vicious circle of dwelling and self-blame.It’s a pattern of thought that just goes
around and around, an obsessive circle where you just never move to a conclusion. I ended up
fixating on something, on the bad things that had happened or on situations that might seem a
threat. I would think about them over and over again. The best way I can describe it is that your
mind just keeps turning like a washing machine on a spin cycle, that noise that you can hear
throughout the whole house. I just couldn’t think properly because I was stuck in such a horrible
pattern.And alongside that was the fear. Isabel insists she is not a scaredy-cat in her normal life.
She has appeared frequently on television, including a 2017 appearance on the BBC comedy
quiz show Have I Got News for You – the kind of commitments that would terrify millions, but
which Isabel habitually took in her stride. Except in 2016. As her depression deepened, so fear



took an ever stronger hold. ‘The biggest thing for me was that I was just frightened the whole
time,’ she recalls. Indeed, fear ate away at her to the point where she couldn’t actually write.
Isabel’s job wasn’t the cause of her condition, but her condition was making her job
impossible.On and off, Isabel had to take quite a few days off sick, but everything came to a
head at the Conservative Party Conference in October 2016. Isabel knows that everyone around
her would have found her enormously on edge, and she admits she can’t really remember
terribly much about the conference at all.I can remember arriving and recording a podcast and
then breaking down in my Airbnb. I was trying to write our evening email bulletin, which would be
read by everyone in Westminster from the prime minister downwards, but the ruminations were
just so strong. I could not think to write a sentence, and that’s pretty fundamental to a writer. I
was on my own. My new partner John was in Istanbul at that time. I had been struggling on and
off for quite some time with quite bad suicidal thoughts. I called him and told him what was going
on. I was supposed to be speaking at a dinner that night and then I was supposed to be on
Newsnight. My partner just said to me: ‘You need to stop. You just need to go to hospital.’As
Isabel says, her mind had stopped working. It was as simple as that. She messaged her boss
and admitted she couldn’t cope. She called 111 and was sedated by an emergency doctor. She
went home the next day and was off sick for the next two months.Isabel had been on
antidepressants since June, but they hadn’t been working, and she had been alarmed at the
weight she had gained in a very short space of time. Isabel went back to her doctor and was
switched to sertraline – which has been fantastic, she says. But it soon became clear that her
activities would be just as important to her recovery as the medication she was taking. Isabel’s
GP encouraged her to seek help through counselling, but crucially she also urged Isabel to
make sure she got out every single day, ideally to do something active. She urged Isabel to find
a personal trainer.Growing up in Surrey, Isabel had always been sporty. As a child, she had been
a member of an athletics club and loved to sprint. The shorter distances were always the
attraction; 800m or 1500m just didn’t do it for her. She had no confidence over the longer
distances, but would always manage a massive kick towards the end.But then other things took
over, and running took a back seat between the ages of 16 and 25, the point at which running re-
emerged for other reasons. As she says, it was the classic mid-to-late 20s thing of trying to do up
the zip on a size 8 dress and struggling. She decided that she needed either to buy some new
clothes or to start exercising. She opted for the latter and found genuine enjoyment in parkrun,
the free, weekly, five-kilometre timed runs that have sprung up around the world in recent years.
Night-running with a head torch – ‘the purest kind of mind tunnel’ – also brought pleasure and
fulfilment.But as Isabel lapsed into depression, so the running stopped. As she says, everything
stopped. Everything had gone – self-esteem, exercise, the lot. Fortunately, her GP realised the
importance of getting back to it – precisely the turning point she needed. It meant digging into
her savings, but it was worth it. Isabel sought private counselling and structured her life around
seeing her personal trainer twice a week and also riding twice a week.Running made such a
difference. First of all, it was getting me out of the house. I am a very outdoor person. I grew up in



the country. My ideal day is going for a walk in the Lake District or riding in the woods. For me, in
a way, being outdoors is more important than running. Since being ill, I now have a thing where
every day I do something that involves nature, even if it is just taking a photograph of a weed
growing in the pavement. Outdoors is so powerful in the buzz it gives us, a real sense of the
richness of life. If you look outside, there is so much to discover and running is such a good way
to get there.Isabel was fortunate in her choice of personal trainer. Vanda regularly works with
women suffering from depression. She was hugely inspiring and always checked how Isabel was
doing mentally.She just encouraged me to believe in myself. I think running is actually all about
self-esteem, but I had lost my self-esteem. I am a great believer in getting to the finish. Running
is about the discipline of thinking: I am going to get there in the end. I learn so much about how
to cope with life when I go on a long run. I think the internal dialogue that you have with yourself
when you run is such a big help. You are saying to yourself: ‘I have only got another mile to go
and then I am halfway there.’ Or you are saying: ‘I have already run five miles. There are just two
more to go. I can cope with that!’ All the talk is you talking yourself round to it.Isabel always runs
for Refuge, a charity committed to a world where domestic violence isn’t tolerated and where
women and children can live in safety. The charity is the greatest possible motivator. As Isabel
says, they help women who are going through the most horrific ordeals. Every week, two women
in England and Wales are killed by their current or ex-partner. And every week, another two
women escape domestic abuse. Isabel is clear: the women who leave abusive relationships and
rebuild their lives and their sense of self are among the bravest women in this country. As she
says, she knows that at any point she is running for women who have coped with far more than
just the stitch she’s battling.Isabel stresses the importance of never thinking that depression is
something you can snap out of or something that can be solved by comparisons. But just
thinking about the suffering of those women helps to put the pain of running into perspective –
just as running puts life itself into perspective.When I am just plodding along in a good state of
mental health, I find myself thinking about all sorts of things that are in my mind in the
background – usually, those drumbeat worries that you don’t really realise are there until you find
yourself thinking about them as you run along. Running is such a good space to think through
those sorts of problems, because when you are running you can’t get distressed by them
because you are having to think about your breathing, about where you are going. Running
keeps dragging you back into the present. It is a kind of mindfulness. Running becomes that
personal space where you think of things in an ‘Ah, but . . .’ kind of way. When I come back from a
run, I feel I have tidied my mind.
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Jackie Olmsted, “Just an Inspirational Read. I bought this book because I saw it mentioned in a
FB post from someone that I follow who was being featured in it. The book was so inspirational.
I cried many times during it and each one gave me new hope. I use running as therapy and
means of coping with the stresses in my life. If you do the same I highly recommend this book.
In fact, I'm loaning it out to some of my running family/friends. Great heartmoving , inspirational
read.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A Necessary Book. One of the greatest books about running...ever. It has
motivated me to keep running despite many setbacks, physical and mental. Thank you Phil
Hewitt.”

Taking the Long Way Home, “So Much Inspiration. Running has the power to heal.. After a brutal
attack where he was left for dead, accomplished marathoner Phil Hewitt found a new meaning of
the importance of running as he sought to get himself back on track. In his new book,
Outrunning the Demons, Hewitt shares his story as well as the stories of 30 other runners who
have used running to overcome PTSD, addiction, anxiety, and depression. If you are looking for
inspiration, this book will provide plenty.I won't lie to you--Outrunning the Demons-- while so
profound and moving, is heavy reading. Although every story in the book has a positive
outcome, each person experienced some tragedy in their lives that moved them to start running.
I found myself having to take a break from reading after a couple of stories. Gosh, life is hard,
isn't it? Thank goodness for running. The stories Hewitt shares in Outrunning the Demons all
demonstrate the transformative power of running, but also the resilience of the human spirit.
Wouldn't it be wonderful if more people started running?If you're having trouble lacing up your
shoes, pick up this book and read one or two of the stories. Tell me you're not feeling inspired
after that.”

Gillian Plowman, “Extraordinary book of courage. This is the most extraordinary of books – a
collection of real-life stories that take you to the heart of human nature, each one rich in imagery
and action, drawing you in from the very first words and not letting you go till the very last. Hewitt
is a brilliant writer and has done amazing justice to the 34 people who have opened their hearts
to him, sharing profound trauma, courage and salvation in long-distance running. I was
incredibly moved by each story and the writer’s skill in enabling each one to shine. His depth of
understanding comes from his own experience but his ability to communicate it comes from his
beautiful writing.  I will buy this book for friends, runners or not!”

Phmoo, “An inspiring book that will lift you, renergise you in all that you!. I have read several
books written by Phil and this is the second one on running that I have enjoyed immensely. As
with all great books about this hobby/sport it’s the uplifting stories of human endeavour that set



this apart from the rest. I read his first book “Keep on Running” just before completing my 4th
marathon in a year (still my best time to date). This book has been read whilst convalescing from
a running injury. It is moving, but yet so very inspiring!Chris”

Z Ambrose, “Quite simply a masterpiece!. Just wanted to share the love about this amazing and
truly inspiring book written by the incredibly talented and courageous Phil Hewitt. It’s a collection
of 34 real-life stories about the transformative power of running after suffering a personal crisis,
covering a whole manner of subjects such as trauma, depression, anxiety, bereavement and
addiction. It’s a book about finding yourself again through running and finding the strength and
courage to put yourself back together.“Running gives us space. It gives us strength. It gives us
connection and it gives us peace. It will never give us all the answers, but it can so often be a
large part of the solution” - Phil Hewitt.Absolutely unputdownable.”

T. Bouquet, “Inspiring. This is a compelling collection of inspiring stories of individuals who have
found the resilience to overcome trauma and tragedy by simply putting one foot in front of
another, for mile after mile. Hewitt’s own experience of being stabbed in South Africa and how he
physically and mentally got back to the start line is testament to the resilience that runs through
every page of this book.”

The book by Phil Hewitt has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 91 people have provided feedback.

Half-Title Title Contents Foreword by Dean Karnazes The Start Line: ‘And then I did what I have
always done. I ran.’ Charlie Engle: ‘When I run, I become the absolute epitome of who I am.’
Theresa Giammona: ‘I know he was with me every step of the way.’ Isabel Hardman: ‘I learn so
much about how to cope with life when I go on a long run.’ Jessica Rigo: ‘When I need that extra
push to finish strong, I think of my fallen running partner . . . my chosen sister.’ Eleanor Keohane:
‘I was an absolute mess. . . But I did it. I ran. Three times, sobbing my heart out.’ The Schneider
Twins: ‘I truly believe that running has saved my family.’ Sandra Laflamme: ‘They said there was
blood everywhere.’ Dan Keeley: ‘You’d be hard-pressed to find a happier, more grateful person
than I am right now.’ Caroline Elliott: ‘Knowing that I’m always recovering, one small step at a
time.’ Sujan Sharma: ‘I am so glad now that I had that hallucination.’ Linda Quirk: ‘A disease so
insidious that it captures the best in everyone.’ James Buzzell: ‘Once you have seen dead
people, you realise that death is real and that it is going to happen.’ Anji Andrews: ‘I remember
seeing a solitary robin . . . and thinking it was a sign my dad was watching.’ Emma Malcolm:
‘[Running] clears my mind and enables me to think about all the tough stuff.’ Lisa Hallett: ‘I ran
two of the ugliest miles ever, and it was the first time I accepted that John was not coming home.’
Serena Wooldridge: ‘Through running there was light and hope at the end of the tunnel.’ Bryn
Phillips: ‘I remember thinking we are not going to survive.’ Hanny Allston: ‘I have found a way to
run for the absolute joy in the freedom it brings me.’ Kate Jayden: ‘How could I let anyone steal



running from me?’ Don Wright: ‘I am exceedingly lucky to be here.’ Daniele Seiss: ‘Running long
distances . . . creates a sense of oneness that I can’t explain.’ Carolyn Knights: ‘[He spent] his
whole life wrapped in the loving arms of his mum and dad.’ Alastair Campbell: ‘I see [running] as
my best meeting of the day.’ Liz Dunning: ‘I have got children. I am not going to concede their
future to a world of guns.’ Danny Slay: ‘It gave me an outlet to think, focus and unwind.’ Ana
Febres-Cordero: ‘I am amazing, I am strong, I am beautiful, I am kind.’ Lisa Taylor: ‘Not only am I
still here, I now have a lovely baby with my lovely husband.’ Jason Nelson: ‘I put the barrel of my
pistol in my mouth with my finger firmly on the trigger.’ Amanda Trafford: ‘I wish I could scoop
them all up and inspire them to run!’ Cherissa Jackson: ‘Purging me from my grief and my
sadness, my anger and my pain.’ Lynn Julian Crisci: ‘In my mind, you win when you reach the
start line, not the finish line.’ Paul Shepherd: ‘My son would have become another fatherless
child.’ Bryn Hughes: ‘I was thinking if I allow myself to die, then evil will win.’ Stephanie Foley:
‘Then we did as Sarah did – we ran with all our Hart!’ The Finish Line: ‘A group of people I have
come to admire hugely.’ Postscript: ‘Better Things’ Appendix: The Science Behind the
Transformative Power of Running Acknowledgements References About the Author Copyright
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