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Nick Thorley’s 100-mile Ultra-Marathon  

run for Christian Aid’s Harvest Appeal 
With the support of 10 different running guides, including 
church leaders from across the East Midlands, blind runner 
Nick Thorley took on a challenge to run 100 miles over 2 days 
to raise money for Christian Aid’s Harvest Appeal.  
 
In India, and around the world, Christian Aid’s projects are 

helping communities to break through the social and economic exclusion that’s holding them back. 

Millions of women like Kasthuri are born into poverty. They’ve faced prejudice all their lives: no rights, no 

security, no voice. Nick ran to help more people to build a brighter future for themselves and their families 

through Christian Aid's Harvest Appeal. There’s still time to make this the season for change. Go to 

https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/harvest-ultra-marathon to donate. 

 

Day 1 

It was drizzling steadily as Rev Michael Broadly and I set off from his Vicarage at an 11-minute mile pace 

at 7am on Monday 7th October. Months of training, logistical planning and a few days of carbohydrate 

consumption had led to this moment. It was good to be running at last!  

 

I felt excited as I considered the forthcoming adventure but 

also some nerves. I was anxious when I considered all the 

things that could go wrong. Would everyone turn up at the 

right time in the right place? Had I given myself enough time 

for each stage? Would I sleep tonight and how would it feel to 

start running again tomorrow morning?  

 

I was also feeling a little bit under the weather. For the last 

few days I’d been feeling sluggish and tired. Even after some 

very early nights and decent sleeps I’d started the day wishing I 

could just go back to bed. I’d confessed this to a friend on Friday. His jokey response echoed in my brain 

as Michael and I splashed along the Loughborough streets: “You’re not ill, you just have a weak mind.” 

 

I’d given Michael very brief instructions of how he should guide me as we stood on his drive. I’m blind and 

have no sight. I use a 30cm strap with a loop at each end. I like to run on the right of my guide, a step 

behind them. If the path is narrow or busy, I tuck in and follow their right arm with the outside of my left 

hand. People often comment on how brave I am to put my trust in someone and to run without being 

able to see. Yet, I think the guides are the heroes. To take responsibility for a blind runner, to provide clear 

and accurate instructions in a timely manner and to do it all whilst running is no small feat. I confess to 

downplaying this fact when trying to recruit enough church leaders to guide me for this Ultra Marathon!  

 

Michael was brilliant for a first-time guide as he led me along a fairly tricky root. On one occasion we had 

to run single file at the edge of a busy road. Cars were coming towards us at a considerable speed. At 

another point we had to negotiate a narrow country path with various roots and steps. I did go over on 
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my ankle at one point which was painful, but after a brief hobble I was running again quite quickly. During 

the momentary hobble I was struck by Michael’s tremendous generosity and that of the other guides. I 

was so blessed by all those who had responded so positively to a request from a blind man to help him 

run 100 miles and raise lots of money for some of the poorest people on the planet.  

 

Our two-hour 10-mile run flew by. Our conversation was varied – from church 

planting in Tanzania to the respective fortunes of Derby County and Stoke City. 

We arrived back at Michael’s home where there was time for a quick toilet trip 

and to top up my water bottles. I then jumped in to my colleague Jez’s car for 

the drive to Nottingham. Having had a bowl of porridge and a delicious coffee 

for breakfast at the home of my friend Joel, I now tucked in to half a banana 

for some further sustenance. 

 

 For the next 35 miles I would be running around a 3-mile circle. This was a 

tarmac path surrounding the regatta lake at the National Water Sports Centre 

in Nottingham. The wide flat path would make for relatively easy running and 

very simple guiding. Having a fixed location would also help logistically – easy to drive to, carparking, 

guides starting and finishing in the same place and somewhere to put the day’s food and drink.  

 

Unfortunately, we were late arriving. This was partly due to traffic and partly due to Jez having a random 

leisure centre in his sat-nav! It meant that my run with Rev Geoffrey Clarke started over 30 minutes later 

than I had planned. This made me feel slightly anxious, but I was confident that we could complete our 

10 miles in time for the next guide who would arrive at 11:40am. It would mean that we would have to 

run quite a bit faster than the 5mph that I had planned but we didn’t have a great deal of choice. My 

anxious feelings increased when the next guide turned up over 90 minutes early. We were just finishing 

our first lap when the runner – a substitute for Rev Jonny Hughes who was ill – introduced himself. His 

name was Dylan Stanway and we were meeting for the first time. I apologised for the communication 

breakdown and explained the situation. Dylan was very gracious and decided to go and wait in the nearby 

cafe for Geoffrey and I to complete a further 7 miles. 

 

Geoffrey and I had some great conversations about his ministry, our faith 

and a shared admiration for the American writer and speaker Brian 

McLaren. We completed the 10 miles in 1 hour 43 minutes (not including a 

few breaks to rest). This was the furthest that Geoffrey had ever run but 

you would not have known – he seemed extremely comfortable. I’d eaten 

the rest of my banana on the way and now tucked in to half an apple before 

starting the run with Dylan.  

 

However, I couldn’t shake the anxiety. When running such long distances, 

it’s very easy to ruminate on your feelings. This can be very positive if 

you’re feeling good, but it can gnaw away at you if you’re not. We were 

slightly behind schedule and would have to run faster than I had planned to 

if we were going to stay on track. I just knew that I wouldn’t be able to sustain a faster pace for very long. 

Nick with Rev Geoffrey Clarke 
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Dylan turned out to be an incredibly fast runner. He explained that he’d 

completed his first ever half marathon a week earlier. He had run with 

the race leader for as long as possible – just for a laugh (!!!!?????) - for 6 

miles. He’d then dropped back slightly and finished 8th. The challenge for 

Dylan now was to run as slowly as I needed him to. During our first two 

laps I started to feel worse. As well as the persistent voice in my head 

telling me that we were slipping behind schedule I became light headed 

and my legs started to feel like jelly. I’ve run enough Ultras to know that 

such experiences come and go. I told Dylan, and myself, that I just 

needed to walk for a while, to drink plenty and to eat some more food. I 

tucked in to my favourite Ultra snack – a humus and spinach rap. I had 

half a rap and finished the rest of my apple. 

 

I decided to drop one lap from our proposed 5. I concluded that I could make up 3 miles fairly easily on 

day 2. And so, after the initial wobble, we completed our 12 miles in time for my next guide. Dylan 

entertained me throughout with an extremely accurate and insightful analysis on the demise of Man Utd. 

It was very enjoyable to spend a few hours listening to a United fan talk about where it’s all gone wrong. 

 

I said goodbye and a huge thankyou to Dylan and hello to Rev Tim Chambers. 

It was just after 3pm and the light headedness was gone. We were now 32 

miles into the day and I was feeling…okay. Tim provided great 

encouragement as we ran, and we chatted about our families, his dog and 

how much his colleague Rev Lee Proudlove was dreading his 5 mile stretch 

on day 2! Although it had rained on and off all day it had never set in for a 

sustained period and the dreaded wind, so often blasting across this lake, 

had not materialised. My ankle was still sore from the earlier incident in 

Loughborough, but it wasn’t getting any worse. An hour later we parted 

ways, looking forward to another 5 miles together on Tuesday.  

 

Miles 37 to 42 were very special. I ran with Rev 

George White. Up until a few weeks ago, George had never run more than a 

mile. He’d built up to 3 miles prior to our run. He was very nervous. It was such 

a privilege to run with George. I only started running 4 years ago and I 

remember vividly the feeling of running 3 miles for the first time and feeling so 

incredibly excited. Running changed my life. I told George the whole story.  

 

 I had struggled with addictive behaviour for years which had a devastating 

impact on my life. Therapy and running changed me completely. There was 

something very emotional and powerful as we ran and talked – it was beautiful 

and sacred. I had to walk for a few minutes after 1.5 miles but that aside, we 

powered through and it was incredible to reach the 5-mile mark. A group of 

friends had come to support George and we stood chatting and hugging for a few minutes afterwards, as 

I waited for my next guide – it was a moment of utter joy. 

Nick with Rev Tim Chambers 

Nick with Dylan Stanway 

Nick and Rev George White 



4 
 

Rev Phil Edmondson arrived to drive me back home. Phil and I are good friends, live near one other and 

have run together regularly. In the car I ate my remaining humus rap and enjoyed the warm dry sit down. 

When we arrived I quickly fed my cats - a sponsored ultra-marathon wasn’t going to get between Sorenson 

and Morty and their tea – and then we were off once more.  

 

It was wonderful to be running somewhere other than that 3-mile lakeside loop! The pace was 

comfortable, my ankle was holding up and I felt excited to be running through the city (Nottingham). 

Although I’m blind I think in a visual way. I used to be partially sighted when I was younger and so I often 

subconsciously imagine everything around me. The constantly changing pavements, the busy traffic and 

the twists and turns gave me a sense of being in the heart of the hustle and bustle and I was loving it. I 

also feel a profound sense of freedom when I’m running. I’m not sure why this is, after all, I’m tethered 

to someone by a 30cm strap. I used to do a lot of tandem cycling as a teenager, but I never experienced 

the sense of freedom running gives me. 

 

I was feeling great until Phil announced, as we came passed Queen’s Medical Centre, that we were 3 miles 

into our run. I couldn’t believe it. 3 miles? Surely it should be more like 6 or 7. Ah well, unlike other 

despairing moments like that I’ve experienced on long runs, the despondency soon evaporated as our 

conversation flowed. Phil is my go to Netflix recommendation guy, for films and books, so a whole series 

of box sets, movies and novels were discussed and commended. 

 

The next 3 or 4 miles passed quite quickly, and we were 

soon in Sherwood. My house felt very close. Unfortunately, 

the final 3 miles dragged horribly, so I was relieved to finally 

arrive back at my door. It was about 8:15pm and I was ready 

for food and a bath. I also had to prep my drinks and snacks 

for the next day, reply to the many encouraging texts I’d 

been receiving and plan a 3-mile root for a brisk morning 

walk to make up for that day’s deficit. As a result, it was 

almost midnight when I fell asleep, but I’d enjoyed a large 

bowl of pasta and a hot long soak in the bath – divine!  

 

 

Day 2 

The second day started very early – at 4:30am. I tried to go back to sleep but it wasn’t happening. Soon 

after 5am I wandered downstairs to kick things off with a coffee – the most important drink of the day. 

There was a large bowl of porridge with some protein powder, chia seeds and mixed fruit to devour. I 

needed to check my bag, assemble my snacks and prep my drinks. I was going for the same combination 

of food that had seen me through Monday – a banana, an apple and 4 half humus and spinach raps. I had 

a few protein bars just in case, but I’d been fine without them during the first 50 miles. As on the previous 

day I had two 4-pint milk cartons for my water. I sliced up a lemon & lime in each to give the water flavour.  

 

My drinking and eating habits were the result of excellent advice from my two main running buddies, Tim 

and Matt. They are much more experienced Ultra runners than me and I’ve depended on their wisdom 

Kasthuri and her son Mathi are members of 
India’s Dalit community. They have benefited 
from the Eco-Veg project, which Christian Aid’s 
Harvest Appeal is raising funds for in 2019. 
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from the start. The main rule of thumb is to avoid sugar. Sugar is the tiredness monster. Although a sugary 

snack is like rocket fuel, the almost instant kick is proceeded by an almighty crash. During my first 100 

miler, I had battled to stay awake for the final 10 miles – I literally wanted to lie down and go to sleep. 

Ever since then, I’ve cut back on the sugar and, I’ve never again had that awful experience. 

 

By 6:30am I was ready to go. My friend Tim was picking me up to take me to the Water Sports Centre at 

7:35am so I had an hour to try and speed walk the 3 miles I’d lost on day 1. I knew that a friend’s house 

was exactly 0.5 miles from my home, so I set off walking back and forth as quickly as possible. I managed 

to get in 2.5 miles before Tim arrived. We had a little difficulty locating the meeting point for my first 

guide and so Charlotte and I started our run slightly later than planned at 8:10am.  

 

Charlotte Beddow was a friend of the aforementioned Matt 

and is an accomplished Ultra runner – she had won a 6-hour 

event on Cannock Chase a week earlier. We’d never met 

before and yet Charlotte had travelled 2 hours to run 10 miles 

with me that morning. Runners are some of the most 

generous people you’ll ever meet, and I was so blessed by 

Charlotte’s kindness. We ran at a fairly decent pace and I was 

relieved to discover that my legs were completely fine, and 

there was no pain in my ankle. We chatted about Ultra-

Marathon adventures and training techniques and before I 

knew it we’d done 10 miles in 2 hours. My next guide was stuck in traffic and so Charlotte’s generosity 

extended to another 2.5 miles while we waited for Rev Mike Forsythe to arrive.  

 

It was a brilliant start to the day and I had now made up the miles that I’d lost on the first day. I’d hoped 

to have run 55 miles on day 1 but had only managed 52 miles. I felt so pleased that I was back on track. 

(The more observant reader will realise that I was now actually 2 miles ahead of schedule, but my lack of 

mathematical ability and fatigue robbed me of this realisation for a few hours – watch this space). 

10:35am, 67 miles down. 

 

I had been dreaming up this sponsored Ultra idea for some time. One of the 

first church leaders I floated the concept with was Mike. His enthusiasm had 

been wonderful. He had not only signed up immediately but had promised 

to do all he could to recruit other Curates in the Nottingham and Southwell 

Diocese. In many ways it was that conversation that sealed the deal and now 

we were looping the lake together. Mike had said he would run 10 miles but 

only if we could have a break half way through. However, the traffic 

problems meant that we just had to run continuously – something that Mike 

coped with perfectly. 

 

Unfortunately, two things were proving to be rather frustrating. Firstly, I was having to go to the toilet 

regularly. I think it was whatever had been making me feel a little run-down prior to the run. My stomach 

wasn’t quite right, and I was incredibly grateful for the toilet block on the edge of the track. The other 

Nick with Charlotte Beddow 
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problem was the wind. Unlike the previous day, there was now a fairly 

strong wind blowing across the lake. It was a very strange experience 

because it wasn’t really noticeable whilst running with it on your back. 

During this side of the lake the day seemed warm and calm. But then, 

suddenly, after running around the end of the lake, you were straight into 

a head wind. I felt as though Mike was pulling me to go faster and faster 

into the wind, but he was simply trying to maintain our pace. It was horrible. 

Nevertheless, Mike’s enthusiasm saw us through together with plenty of 

stimulating chat around mission, evangelism and church-based youth work. 

 

During the morning prayers at St Giles in West Bridgford, there had been 

some heart felt petitioning on behalf of Rector Lee Proudlove. Lee is an old 

friend and it was great to run a stage with him. A regular runner in past 

years, Lee hadn’t donned the running shoes for quite a while and was a little 

nervous. He told me that we would have to go slow. I told him that I wouldn’t be 

very chatty. This suited us both and so a slow quiet run began! My quads were starting to hurt now, and 

my calves were taking a beating. The ease of running on a flat tarmac path was welcome but the constant 

hammering on my legs was not. All my previous Ultras have encompassed large sections of trails or fields. 

My legs were not appreciating the undulating nature of this course. The wind was still very strong, and it 

was a tough five miles. 

 

It was a relief to us both when we completed our five miles. Rev Tim Chambers welcomed us back to the 

Boat House which marked our start/finish line. It was also a relief that Tim had made it, having texted 

earlier to say that he was feeling unwell. Fortunately, a short sleep had been restorative, and Tim was 

ready to go again. The run with Lee had been tough but I had finally completed the rudimentary 

mathematics in my head and the revelation that I was 2 miles up on schedule was extremely energising.  

 

Running is all about what’s going on in your head. Anxiety and frustration had plagued  my thoughts on 

Monday. Losing time, having to drop the lap with Dillon, the sense of slipping behind schedule were all 

negative ruminations in my mind. I constantly worried about the final stages on day 2, how tired I might 

be and the potential of having to add an extra 3 miles. Such thoughts are often energy sapping. Suddenly, 

everything changed during that quiet slog with Lee. I was 2 miles 

up. That meant that Tim and I could run a slow 3 miles and we’d 

be finished bang on time. It was a wonderful feeling. Even the 

wind had died down slightly for the final lap of that dreaded 

lake! 

 

When we finished Lee was back with his camera and took some 

photos for the post-race Press Release. Phil arrived, and we 

headed off to Heanor. We had agreed to grab a coffee on the 

way. I hadn’t had a coffee since 6am and describing how much 

I yearned and longed for one is impossible to articulate. When 

it arrived – it was not the best. It was purchased at a petrol 
Nick with the 30cm strap that guides him 
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station and you could kind of tell. It was also black – vegans were not well catered for in this particular 

establishment. However, under the circumstances it was one of the most beautiful drinks I’ve ever had in 

my life. When you push your body to the limit, what you consume can have a remarkable impact on your 

person. Within a few gulps I felt revived and elated – no exaggeration. I started talking more quickly and 

enthusiastically than I had for a few days – oh caffeine! 

 

Miles 85 to 90 were to be run in Shipley Park with Rev 

Bachelard Kaze. Maybe it was the coffee, maybe it was being 

in touching distance of the finish, maybe it was running on 

trails rather than tarmac or maybe it was Bachelard’s 

overwhelmingly positive demeaner – it was probably a 

mixture of all these things – but this run was joyous. The 

difference under foot was remarkable. I felt as though I was 

bouncing along on a trampoline. We chatted a lot about music 

and Bachelard’s forthcoming marriage. I felt strong and comfortable. I just wanted to soak in the moment. 

 

Bachelard had also handed me an envelope containing his sponsorship money. At this point we’d raised 

over £1,000 in total. The knowledge of that support and the impact it was going to have on some of the 

poorest people in the world was inspirational. At the time of writing this we’ve almost reached the £2,000 

mark. I want to say a huge thankyou to all of you who have sponsored us. Your support and 

encouragement has meant so much. 

 

And so, Phil and I drove back to my house. After feeding the cats 

it was time for the last lap. We changed the route slightly to try 

and make the final 4 miles a little less arduous. Instead of a long 

flat we took a fairly hilly course. This meant a relatively long walk 

up a hill out of the city but then a long very steep descent 

towards the chip shop near my home. We kept a steady pace 

and completed the final 10 miles in 2 hours. 

 

I was overjoyed to have finished. Everything had gone to plan – or as close to the plan as could have been 

expected. I’d had the privilege of running with a wide range of brilliant people. I felt so humbled by their 

willingness to participate in my adventure. So many friends had helped me 

out in a variety of practical ways enabling the run to happen. I felt so 

connected and so satisfied.  

 

However, I did ache, and my tummy was in a funny state. The large chips and 

mushy peas somehow didn’t go down as well as I had expected, and I gave 

up part way through. My boiler was also on the blink, so there was no hot 

water for a bath, and every time I drank something I exploded into 

uncontrollable hiccups.  

 

Nevertheless, we had done it, and that felt very very good!  
A very thankful Nick 

Nick with Phil in the chippy 

Nick with Rev Bachelard Kaze 


