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Introduction 

Me and my big mouth! Why can’t I just keep my mouth shut and be normal? It’s 9.45 on the morning of 14 July 2008. I am freaking out badly but putting on a brave face. In fifteen minutes, the starter’s gun will go off. Once I hear that gun, I know I won’t be sleeping for a few days but that’s the least of my worries. It will also mean the start of one of the hardest races on earth — the Badwater Ultramarathon. Why the hell did I ever tell anyone that I wanted to do this?

Yep, that’s Badwater as in Badwater, Death Valley. It’s the lowest part of the United States at 85 metres below sea level. It is also one of the hottest places in the world with temperatures recorded as high as 56.7°C. I just hope that Death Valley doesn’t live up to its name over the next few days!

I’m standing at the start line and it’s about 50°C. Ahead of me lies 217 kilometres of one of the most demanding and extreme running races in the world. From where I stand now, I’ve got to walk, run, dance and drag myself through places with welcoming names like Furnace Creek, Devil’s Cornfield and Lone Pine. But that’s not the worst of it, once I’ve made it through the desert, there’s a couple of mountain passes to climb culminating with making my way up 2500 metres to the slopes of Mount Whitney, the highest point in the mainland United States.

It’s a race I’ve wanted to tackle for about eight years but until now I haven’t had the money or the experience. I’ve been ultra-running for thirteen years and I’ve covered more than 50,000 kilometres in races and training.

I’ve run in the Sahara, Libyan and Arabian deserts but I’m still not sure that will be enough to prepare me for what is to come. The heat here easily outdoes anything I’ve experienced before and here I am alongside some of my absolute heroes — Dean Karnazes and David Goggins. I’m completely star struck and can’t believe that I’m lining up next to them. OK, so rookies like me would normally start in the 6 am bunch running through the valley in the coolest part of the day but I’ve got a film crew with me so I’ve been lined up to start at 10 am with the elite runners. I hope like hell I’m ready.

How am I going to do this? I’ve got 60 hours to cover those 217 gruelling kilometres. But I can’t think of the days ahead in that way. I’ve got to focus on moving as little as possible, on reserving my energy, taking one step at a time then one kilometre at a time. I can’t begin to think about the whole 217 kilometres ahead of me — that would just blow my mind.

It’s just minutes to the start now. I’ve eaten and drunk so much to build my reserves that I feel bloated. I just want to get going. Chris Kostman, the race director, gives us all a wee pep talk. The American anthem plays and the countdown begins. Three . . . two . . . one. The gun goes off.

I’ve visualised this moment over and over again in the past couple of years. Now that I’m here, it’s completely surreal. I can’t quite believe that I’m really here. Me and my big bloody mouth!
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 GROWING UP IN TARANAKI
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Be constantly in search of knowledge 

When I was born, Mum and Dad lived in New Plymouth in a wee one bedroom house. Dad was working as a printer and Mum worked as a teacher. Not long after I came along, they built a house out in a rural area near Bell Block. Around that time, Dad decided he’d had enough of the printing industry and joined the Fire Service — it seems that a dislike of the nine-to-five life runs in the family.

I was two when my brother Dawson was born. Eighteen months after Dawson was born, Mitchell came along and rounded out our family. Life on the farmlet was pretty cool but always really busy. There were always chooks to feed and animals to look after.

One of the main things that shaped my childhood was that I had severe asthma from the age of about two. We lived about 15 kilometres out of town, we didn’t have any neighbours and Dad was in the fire brigade working 24 hours on and 24 hours off, so it was  pretty full on whenever I had a bad asthma attack. Mum would always have to arrange my auntie Peggy or grandmother to come and look after the boys before racing me into the hospital in New Plymouth. When we got there, I’d get put in a Ventolin tent until I came right. Mum was always right by my side the whole time. I believe that’s why my relationship with my mum is as close as it is today.

I just remember the attacks being terrifying, I couldn’t breathe and I didn’t know why. Right throughout my childhood I had to fight with asthma to achieve what I wanted. I never really considered it as a disability; it was just something I had to work around.

The one thing that did stay with me because of the asthma was that I was really fearful of dying and I was a bit more dependent on Mum and Dad than a lot of other kids might be. I didn’t like being away from home much because I was scared that if I stayed at someone else’s house they wouldn’t know what to do if I had an asthma attack. The only person I knew could deal with it apart from Mum and Dad was Nana so I was always happy going to her place.

Thankfully though, Mum and Dad didn’t wrap me up in cotton wool because of the asthma. They decided the best way for it to be treated was learning to swim, which helped me with breathing control and upper body strength, and being as active as possible.

I never felt like I was expected to be slower or less robust than the others because of my asthma — I just always did my best to keep up with everyone else. When I was about three, Mum took me to creative dancing classes — that’s the first organised class I can remember going to. Me and all the other little kids would flit around pretending to be fairies and have a great time. I absolutely loved it!

Our place was close to the beach so, even if it was raining, Mum would take us down there for a bit of a run around. We all absolutely loved the beach. My two cousins, Kim and Victoria, were a similar age to me so I spent heaps of time hanging out with them when I was a kid.

There was plenty of sibling rivalry between me and Dawson. We used to fight all the time and I absolutely doted on Mitchell. He was my wee baby when I was a kid. I think it was partly because he was quite sick. I used to do whatever I could to protect him from everything.

Getting out and being active was always a part of our family life. Mum was a keen swimmer and skier when she was growing up and Dad was really into his rugby and he was a great player — he made rep teams for both Taranaki and Wanganui. Dad wanted me to be an All Black — it didn’t matter that girls didn’t play rugby back then. (I think I was born too early!) He always said that to represent your country was the ultimate achievement in sport. He instilled that belief in all of us kids and he pushed us hard to achieve that goal.

Dad played first grade rugby until he was 45 and then he only quit because people kept telling him it was about time — he reckons he was still kicking arse. When he hung up his rugby boots Dad really threw himself into fishing and hunting to fill in his spare time. When we were growing up Dad loved it when the three of us kids all went bush with him. I didn’t really enjoy going out hunting. I didn’t like killing animals — it’s really not in my nature. I would rather cuddle them than kill them. But I would have done anything to make my dad proud. He’s just one of those people you really want to make proud. He’s got this real mana about him and I hated ever feeling like  I’d failed him. So I’d go out and do the very best I could when we were out in the bush together. Secretly, I’d aim over the heads of the animals — not that Dad knew that! It taught me to hang in there when it’s cold and I’m tired and scared.

Mum being a teacher meant that we could all read and write a bit before we started school. I was always a really good student and never struggled to keep up in class. I enjoyed primary school and I didn’t have to worry about my asthma there as Mum taught at my school. I was a real Mummy’s girl and I felt secure knowing that my mum was never more than a call away. In fact, she still is and we are very close.

Once I started school, a whole lot of organised sports were suddenly available to me. At the age of five, I decided that gymnastics was for me. Even after taking me to creative dancing classes, Mum was really relieved that I hadn’t picked dancing as she reckoned that it was a bit prissy and wouldn’t have suited me. I think she was right. I was definitely a ‘rip, shit and bust’ kid who couldn’t sit still for five minutes.

Even from a young age, I was diligent about going to gym practices and making sure I achieved as much as I could. I was coordinated and quite talented at it but I wasn’t exceptional. I remember watching Nadia Comaneci win three gold medals at the 1976 Olympic Games in Montreal. Her perfect 10 on the uneven bars was something else and from that moment on she was my absolute idol. I just wanted to be like her.

Saturday mornings in our household were always really busy with the boys going to rugby and me at gymnastics or netball. Mum and Dad were always very involved in what we were doing and that helped us all to excel. At the same time, they were never pushy. Dad would follow Dawson’s rugby and Mum would be with me at gymnastics. Mitchell was quite sick as a kid as he suffers from coeliac disease so he fitted in around the rest of us a bit.

Between my asthma and Mitchell’s coeliac disease, the Tamatis were pretty well known at New Plymouth hospital. Even though Dawson was the healthy one, he was almost fearless and was always doing things like putting his fingers in sockets and jumping off stuff. We must have been a real handful for Mum and Dad!

I was always really determined and even at the age of about ten, there were a few times I’d throw wobblies if things went wrong. I’ve always pushed myself to be the best and I’ve always been disappointed when I don’t live up to the goals I have set myself.

The fear of dying that came from my asthma meant that at the age of ten, I took myself off to church. I would read the Bible every day and I had lots of rituals that I thought would protect me from dying. I would never step on a crack, I’d have to say prayers if anyone said ‘God’. Talcum powder and moisturiser absolutely terrified me — I hated them so much. I reckon that happened because the scent in them could set off an asthma attack. Eventually, that fear of something that could cause an asthma attack became so ingrained that the smell of talc could make me vomit. Looking back, it was really obsessive behaviour for a little kid.

When I was about twelve, I changed from doing sports gymnastics to rhythmic gymnastics and that’s when things got tricky for me. Every week we’d get weighed when we went to class and if we put on weight we’d be given a hard time. I started being told that I was too heavy to be a gymnast. I was one of those kids who went through a growth spurt early and I was taller and bigger built than the other girls. It didn’t matter that I was a muscular build, all that seemed to  matter was being skinny. I was put up with the sixteen year olds at the age of twelve and the expectations that were put on me were huge — I struggled to cope with the pressure that was put on me.

To keep my weight down for gymnastics, I took up running. I’d run a couple of kilometres a day. At the age of twelve, I did a 10-kilometre run on my own.

When I went to high school, I continued to be a diligent student and I played netball and water polo but running wasn’t so much a sport for me as a way of keeping fit. I never had a problem being picked for a sports team!

By the age of fourteen I was still one of the top gymnasts in Taranaki and I was competing at national level, but I struggled to break into the elite level of the sport. I knew I didn’t have what it took to be in the top five in the country but, even so, I worked really hard to try and do it. I decided to give up gymnastics because the pressure was just too much. As always, Mum was by my side supporting whatever decision I made.

Looking back, those early setbacks have made me even more determined to achieve my goals in later life. Despite the tough times I had before I quit gymnastics, I know that the sport taught me the importance of discipline, training and fitness that has stayed with me for my whole life. I really believe that failing to reach the pinnacle of the gymnastics world taught me a heap of lessons that have enabled me to excel in my chosen sport now. It also helped me realise that even if I didn’t have natural ability or talent, I could still achieve anyway.

The boys and I still had our squabbles. I tried to keep the peace between Dawson and Mitchell doing whatever was necessary to stop Dawson from picking on Mitchell. It was a bit of a shock to the  system when I became a teenager and decided to take Dawson on in a fight. Suddenly, he was bigger than me and I couldn’t beat him up anymore. I was shocked and Mitchell was on his own. Sorry bro!

One year for Christmas, Mum and Dad gave the three of us a surfboard to share. Dad was a bit nervous about the three of us being out on the surfboard. Apart from fishing Dad didn’t really like being out in the water but Mum had always been a real water baby so she knew we’d be really into it. We loved it. The three of us got together and hand painted it — it was fantastic! The very first day we went out on it, I jumped on it and it flipped up and hit Mitchell in the head. Once again, the Tamatis were off to hospital — this time so Mitchell could get stitches.

All three of us got really into surfing and the timing couldn’t have been better for me. I had plenty of time now I’d given up gymnastics so I threw myself into becoming the best surfer I could. Before long, thankfully, Dawson, Mitchell and I all had our own surfboards. With the beach practically at the bottom of the garden, the three of us were out in the surf every day. For the first two years, we surfed year round without wetsuits. That’s how into it we were. I was a bit of a tomboy and I was determined to be as good as Dawson and Mitchell and I knew to do that I had to be tough. I wasn’t the most talented surfer but I would go out in the biggest waves, if the boys did. If I got given a wave I’d go over the falls whether I tumbled down the face or I managed to handle it, I’d take it. I put up with the cold and getting hammered by the waves just for the camaraderie and the adventure of it. I loved the adrenaline buzz and I loved jumping in the car with the guys and cruising along the coast looking for waves. Once we were in the water, we’d stay out there until we froze. It’s a hard sport. You get beaten around by the waves  — in big waves it’s like being in a washing machine and often I’d be underwater for what seemed like ages.

Once we were all freezing cold, we’d head home with the music blaring all the way only stopping off to scoff some fish ’n’ chips. When you’re starving and cold after an afternoon’s surfing, they’re the best food ever. It sometimes took us a couple of hours to warm up again. I remember for the first couple of years after we got our boards, the three of us used to surf every day, right through winter.

There weren’t that many women surfing competitively at that time — I think there were only about four of us in New Plymouth — but I went into all the competitions I could and I thrived on competing against other surfers.

While gymnastics taught me the importance of training and fitness, surfing taught me to never give up and the importance of working through fear for the thrill of a ride. I reckon that’s when I first started to harden up a lot.

While surfing took up a lot of my time, I continued to achieve well at school, getting University Entrance and Higher School Certificate as well as being sports captain in my final year. When I finished school, a lot of people thought I’d go to university but I didn’t feel ready to leave New Plymouth just yet. I was happy living in Taranaki and I knew that if I went to university I wouldn’t be able to spend as much time surfing as I wanted. I got a job at an insurance company alongside my cousin Kim.

I worked there for a year before deciding that being a student might not be such a bad life. I enrolled in some classes in New Plymouth for a year, which meant I could both study and surf. At the end of my first year of study I decided to make the big move up to Auckland where I enrolled in a business studies course. It was tough  being away from home for the first time but I managed to get back home to Taranaki as often as possible.
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HITTING THE ROAD
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You only do what you think you can do 

One day in the middle of December 1994, the rain was absolutely tipping it down in New Plymouth. One of my mates was on his way to my mum’s place when he saw this poor tourist on a bike. He did that real Kiwi thing and stopped and offered him a lift and a place to sleep for a night. The tourist was glad of the offer of a dry place to sleep and to be off his bike. They carried on to Mum’s place. She was quite taken with this handsome young Austrian tourist called Paul who was spending a few months cycling around New Zealand. He told her that he was going to climb Mount Taranaki the next day and Mum, who has lived in Taranaki her whole life, warned him how dangerous the mountain can be. Paul assured Mum that he was an experienced mountain climber but that didn’t convince my mum. Her parting words were, ‘Be careful up there, I don’t want to hear about you on the radio tomorrow!’

If anyone needs proof that they should listen to their mum (and other people’s mums!), that was it. A couple of days later, Mum heard that there was a tourist missing on the mountain. She knew straight away that it was Paul that everyone was up there searching for. He’d gone up the mountain in summer clothes with very little in the way of food and equipment. Even though it was summer, it was cold up the mountain at night and by the next day everyone thought he would be dead. But 36 hours after Paul had gone up the mountain, just before nightfall, the Search and Rescue team found him near the top. He had a badly broken leg with open wounds but apart from that was in good condition. He told his rescuers that he had been hit by a small avalanche, which had pushed him off a bluff.

No one could believe that he was still in such a good condition. Having already wound the rescue team up by going up the mountain completely unprepared, he caused them a bit more grief by trying to take photos of his injuries while the medical team were trying to get him on the helicopter! After being helicoptered off the mountain, Paul was admitted to Taranaki Base Hospital where he began what was to be a lengthy healing and rehabilitation process.

Over the coming months we would learn that this kind of determination and single mindedness was pretty typical of him.

While all this had been going on, I was up in Auckland at university. I got home the day after Paul was admitted to hospital and Mum told me about the young guy she’d met who had had this horrific accident up the mountain. She suggested I go and see him as he had no family or friends around. I was on summer holidays and had nothing better to do so I decided I’d pop in and say hello. I never suspected that my entire life would change as a result of that one visit.

I walked into Paul’s hospital room and, even though it sounds a bit cheesy, it was love at first sight. I never actually believed that it could happen but that connection was just there. I thought he was absolutely gorgeous and, at the age of 22 and having lived in New Zealand my whole life, to me he seemed so exotic. I introduced myself and explained that he’d met my mum. He was pretty pleased to have some company so I told him I’d come and see him again the next day.

Paul was in hospital for a few more days and I visited him every day and helped look after him. When it was time for him to be discharged, it was pretty obvious that he wasn’t going to be able to look after himself so Mum invited him to come and stay with us. I reckon she had that typical Kiwi thing where she thought that if anything happened to one of her kids overseas, she’d hope that someone would be there to look after them! He was lost, in a foreign country with a broken leg so, of course, she invited him to stay.

Over the next two months, we spent nearly all our time together. Getting to know each other was really intense. He was 21 and had a lot of anger in him. I was a year older than him and our family lives couldn’t have been more different. He wasn’t close to either of his parents who had divorced when he was quite young. It must have been pretty strange to him when my family scooped him up and decided to look after him. We were, after all, complete strangers and yet he got more unreserved affection and care from us than he had had from his own family.

We used to talk for hours and hours and we played a lot of games like Scrabble. He tried to teach me German. It was a case of doing anything I could to keep his mind occupied. He was such a fit, driven, outdoors person and being unable to get out there just about sent him out of his mind. I was on holiday and had nothing else to do so I looked after him every day. I was completely blown away by all the adventures that he’d had. He was pretty much the same age as me and there he was, biking around the world. He was so exotic and exciting for someone like me who thought the world ended at the beach. Before long we were planning trips that we could do together and we got closer and closer. Soon we were completely in love.

Our relationship started out with me looking after Paul, helping him recover and keeping him occupied. I loved the fact that he needed me so much and he had my complete attention all the time. I spent so much time with him, I hardly had time for surfing or working.

After a couple of months he started to get better but was constantly plagued with ulcers and other side effects. Then I had to make a really tough decision — do I go back to university and carry on my accounting studies in Auckland? Or do I chuck in my studies and stay here with this man from the other side of the world that I’ve only known for a couple of months?

After a lot of thought, I decided to do the sensible thing and go back to Auckland to finish my degree. That lasted all of two days! By then Paul was getting around on crutches. He came to Auckland to visit me and I realised that our relationship was really important to me. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t concentrate on my university course, I just wanted to be with Paul and see where the world would take us. I quit my studies and we headed back to Taranaki.

Paul really didn’t want to go back to Austria as there was no one there to look after him so he decided to stay in New Plymouth until he had fully recovered. I managed to get a job in an accountant’s office where I was in sole charge and we got a flat together and settled into life in New Plymouth.

Our life was pretty normal. I would go to work every day and Paul focused on his recuperation. It took about a year all up before he was healed enough to go back to doing some of the things he used to do before he was injured. Over that time, we set up house and when I wasn’t working we spent all our time together. It was all very exciting. It was the first time either of us had lived with a partner and we had a great time setting up house and planning our future together. Paul spent most of his time working on rehabbing his leg and getting his fitness back.

We spent heaps of time with my family who absolutely loved Paul. They practically adopted him and Mum tried her best to help him heal not only his leg injury but also some of his underlying hurt. Paul and Dad got on really well and he seemed to really want Dad’s approval — something we both had in common.

As Paul’s leg healed, he started cycling quite a bit. Our first bike trip together was a three-day adventure up to Kawhia, which is about 240 kilometres north of New Plymouth. I had this real old dunger of a bike and I remember thinking it was the hardest thing I’d ever done. I had all my gear in a pack on my back, which was hardly ideal. After about 60 kilometres I felt absolutely wasted but I was determined to prove to Paul that I could keep up with him. I was used to the rough and cold from surfing but this was something else. Even though it was tough going, we had a great time. It felt like such an adventure and I loved sharing it with Paul.

After about eight months, Paul had to go back to Austria to renew his visa and to see his mother. Before he left we got engaged. It wasn’t one of those traditional, down on one knee engagements. He was leaving the country and I planned to follow him. We were both frightened of being apart so we decided that we’d get married. He bought me a ring and we spent our last night together at Dawson Falls, a romantic alpine retreat complete with tin bath and four poster bed, on Mt Taranaki.

Paul left for Austria and was away for a couple of months. I carried on working and tried to go on with my life as normal but I missed him terribly. Even though we’d talked about me following Paul to Austria he decided he wanted to come back to New Zealand. 

By the time Paul got back, his leg had healed enough for him to continue his travels around New Zealand. While he was away, I’d tried to save as much money as I could so that we could take off together and see a bit more of the country. Paul planned a trip around the South Island for us so we could explore a bit and then make some money picking fruit. I was looking forward to the pair of us working together as we hated being separated for more than two minutes. He had so much experience in the outdoors and travelling that I had absolutely no problem in letting him do all the planning. I couldn’t wait to get back out on the road with Paul.

While it all seemed like a great idea, the reality for me was pretty tough. I still had my old dunger of a bike and my gear was shocking. There was none of the flash lightweight wet-weather gear — I had a bright yellow heavy PVC parka and pants! Compared to Paul, I was in over my head. Biking all day on a crappy bike, trying to keep up with Paul meant that I was exhausted a lot of the time.

Paul expected a lot and I found it hard going. I was surf fit, gym fit but not bike fit. We’d have some major arguments but we were still in that in-love phase and would always make up.

Despite the hardships we had, we did have a lot of fun. We scored a job at an apple orchard near Motueka. We had a caravan on the orchard to live in but it was a few weeks before the apples were ready to pick. We left our gear in the caravan and decided we’d explore the  top half of the South Island. We biked all around Marlborough and Canterbury but it wasn’t easy going.

While we were on the road, Paul and I would never pay for accommodation. Some nights I found it quite scary to be sleeping out in the open, especially when we were just sleeping on the side of the road. Paul was used to it and he didn’t really get why I was being a wimp. On one of the first nights — we weren’t that far from Motueka — Paul decided we were going to sleep in a barn. Being a bit of a goody two shoes, I was really worried that the farmer would find us and get shitty. Of course, the next morning, the farmer did turn up. I was really embarrassed but Paul wasn’t ready to get up so stayed in his sleeping bag. Luckily, the farmer just laughed. He just said ‘gidday’ and carried on with whatever it was he was doing.

Paul’s main aim was to see as much of the world as possible and he really wanted to show me the world the way he saw it. But, this was my first big bike trip and I found it exhausting. It took ages for my body to get used to being on the bike for long periods of time. My knees were playing up heaps, my back was sore, my Achilles tendons ached and my bum was killing me from being on the bike seat. I’d be head down, bum up concentrating on cycling and Paul would be taking in all the scenery and loving it. He could see I wasn’t finding it easy and I think he found that really frustrating.

One of the toughest days of the trip was the 124 kilometres through the mountains to get to Hanmer Springs. When we finally arrived at Hanmer Springs I was knackered — my Achilles tendons were screaming. Sinking into the hot pools at Hanmer was absolute luxury. Moments like that made the whole trip worthwhile.

Near Hanmer Springs, we went to an adventure playground and decided to play on all the flying foxes, rope walks and stuff. We were  having a great time skylarking around when I decided to get onto a flying fox. It was a pretty big one but it wasn’t until I was flying along on it that I realised that it was a kids’ one and I was probably a bit too heavy for it. I was going way too fast. When I got to the other end, I hit the tyre that was supposed to stop me and it threw me two metres up in the air upside–down and slammed me against a tree. The tree stopped the flying fox, but didn’t stop me; I kept going and fell head first to the ground. I really hurt my back.

Throughout the trip, Paul had constantly instilled in me the need to toughen up and just carry on. I didn’t want to disappoint him and I didn’t want him to think that I was weak so I got up about five minutes later and biked off despite being in a lot of pain. I could still walk but I was in agony. Later, my back turned black and blue. Paul had absolutely no patience so I felt that I had no choice but to get up and get on with it.

I had really severe bruising and my back hurt like hell but I didn’t think to see a doctor about it — I just took Paul’s advice and tried to work through it. Eventually Paul said, ‘You’re bloody hopeless at biking so maybe you might be a bit less crap at tramping.’ So, we headed back to Motueka to drop off our bikes. As soon as we’d dumped our bikes and reorganised our packs we hitched down to Invercargill and then on to Bluff to catch the ferry to Stewart Island to do some tramping. But this wasn’t going to be your average Sunday stroll. Paul had decided that we’d walk the tracks that circumnavigate Stewart Island.

We got the ferry from Bluff and pitched up at Halfmoon Bay ready to do the northwest and southern circuit tracks on the island. Combined, the nearly 200 kilometres of track take about 12 days to complete. The terrain varies from steep, slippery tracks to exposed  coastal trails where you’re belted by spray from the ocean. These two tracks, but especially the northwest circuit, are some of the most difficult in the country and are recommended only for fit, well-equipped, experienced trampers. I was none of these things.

We loaded up on supplies and, as we both ate like horses, the backpacks weighed around 25 kilograms each. My badly injured back didn’t really need to be lugging that around for days on end.

The weather was absolutely treacherous and the beauty of being out in the untouched wilderness was somewhat tempered by the abundance of mud. Some days we’d be dragging our way through mud almost up to our waists.

Once we were about halfway around the island, we found out that the second half of the track was under even more water than the first and at some points it was almost impassable. This, combined with the fact that I was in excruciating pain because of my back, meant that we decided to turn around and head back the way we came. We’d failed to complete a planned trip again and it was all my fault.

Paul planned everything to such detail that he hated giving up. Even though he’d spent so much time planning and trying to achieve goals, Paul always really enjoyed everything on his trips. He managed to take in every detail of what we were seeing and doing. He loved seeing new birds and trees — he was just such a nature boy. In the great outdoors, Paul was in his element. Even though I’d grown up out in the bush with my dad, Paul’s vast knowledge of the natural world sometimes made me feel like a total townie.

When we had run out of time on Stewart Island we caught the ferry back to Bluff then spent three days hitching lifts back to Motueka. The caravan we had to live in on the orchard was really  dirty and crappy and Paul and I weren’t exactly ideal employees. He had a completely stuffed leg and found it tough to stand on ladders and pick apples all day and my back was still agonising. To top that off, I’m not the most co-ordinated of people and I kept falling off the ladder while I was stretching to get to fruit on high branches!

At the start of the season you had to pick just the ripe fruit so that took quite a bit of practice. Later in the season, when you had to strip the trees completely, we made a bit more money. We had hoped to save a lot so we could pay for Paul to go to Australia to get a special type of reconstructive therapy for his leg, which hadn’t healed properly. But, our combined injuries meant that we were only earning about two dollars an hour because we were being paid by the kilo of apples picked. It took us about thirteen hours a day picking apples to make enough money just to live on so we didn’t get to save much. It was pretty hopeless and it wasn’t long before we realised we weren’t going to make our fortune in the apple orchard!

After the second time I fell off the ladder, I felt a bit weird but got up and carried on. The next morning, I went to put a piece of toast in the toaster and everything went black. When I came to, Paul told me that I’d had a major seizure. I’d never had anything like that before and there’s no history of epilepsy in my family so I was pretty freaked out.

Paul took me to see a doctor and I told him what had happened. He told me that I’d probably strained my back apple-picking and didn’t send me for X-rays. I figured he was probably right because I certainly wasn’t used to having 20 kilograms of apples hanging off me for most of the day! The doctor prescribed ten days bed rest for me and sent me back to the caravan.

I spent two weeks lying in that filthy, damp caravan while Paul  would go out and try to pick enough apples to support both of us. I couldn’t move for the first few days. Every little movement was agonising. It would take me about three hours to get up, get out of the caravan and over to the shower block to go to the toilet or have a shower.

After a couple of weeks, I managed to walk again and went back to picking apples. I was still in a lot of pain but I figured the doctor had been right and it was just a bad strain. Paul and I carried on picking until the end of the season and, even though we had managed to save quite a bit of money, we hadn’t completed any of the expeditions that Paul had set out to achieve. The trip had been a failure so we hitched back to New Plymouth.

When I got back, I decided I’d better go to the doctor again. It had been about two and a half months since I’d had the accident at Hanmer Springs and my back was still giving me a lot of grief. Once I explained everything to my doctor, he told me to get straight to the hospital and get my back X-rayed. The results of the test were an absolute shock. My L2 and L3 vertebrae were both fractured — my back was broken!

Thankfully my spinal cord was OK, but two vertebrae had been fractured and two discs were compressed. It was pretty frightening to find out that I was mere millimetres away from being in a wheelchair for the rest of my life — and I’d spent all that time working in the orchard, carrying massive amounts of fruit and falling off ladders.

Now that I’d been diagnosed I was faced with a really tough decision. I could either get the vertebrae fused in order to relieve some of the pressure on my back or I could just put up with the pain and slowly try to strengthen up the muscles around it while the bones healed. I was pretty matter of fact about it and decided to get on with  rehabbing my back. I never really dwelled on the injury too much. I chose, instead, to focus on the fact that I was bloody lucky to still be able to walk.

By the time I found out what had happened the bones had already started to set and after a lot of soul searching I decided to let nature take its course. I was only 22 and I couldn’t really face the idea of having a fused back at such a young age. Although one of the things the doctor did say to me while I was making my decision was that I shouldn’t run at all, that I should keep the jarring on my spine to an absolute minimum and that I should never lift anything heavy. At that stage I was more into biking than running anyway so it didn’t really worry me.

The pain from that injury is still with me as I have the compressed discs and quite bad arthritis in my back but it’s one of those things you get used to. Ironically, it doesn’t bother me nearly as much when I’m running as when I’m biking yet it was because I spend so much time on my bike that I decided not to get the operation done. But then, I reckon everyone’s got something that holds them back. I figure this is mine and I just have to get over it. At least I’ve still got my legs — I had the choice of giving up and becoming a couch potato but that wasn’t me. It would have been so easy for me to sit down and go, ‘Nah, I can’t do it anymore’, but I was always on a mission and couldn’t sit still for five minutes. I worked around the pain as best I could.

Despite the seriousness of my injuries, Paul didn’t give me much sympathy. He still reckoned I should just suck it up and carry on as if nothing had happened. It was pretty hurtful because Paul was still suffering from the side effects of his time on Mt Taranaki. His foot still hadn’t healed properly and it was giving him a lot of grief.

But I was very much in love and I would have done anything to make him happy. He was the kind of person who didn’t like to be restricted in any way. The injury made him really grumpy — he was 21 and reckoned his life was over. I now believe he also suffered from depression as a result. We’d heard about this reconstructive therapy that a doctor in Sydney was doing so we used all our savings to send him across the Tasman to try and get his foot fixed with this so-called revolutionary new treatment.

Unfortunately, for both of us, the treatment didn’t help. He was meant to be as fit as he could be to undertake the treatment and when the medical team did preliminary tests, they found that Paul was suffering from hepatitis, which he must have contracted at the orchard. Paul was devastated.

By the time he got back from Sydney, things between us were pretty shaky. We’d spent all our savings on therapy that didn’t work and Paul was getting more bitter and more angry about the lot that he’d been dealt in life. Despite his behaviour getting more extreme and his desire to control me becoming more obvious, I still believed that our relationship could improve and that he loved me. I couldn’t see that things were progressively getting worse.

Paul hated the materialism that he’d been brought up with and was determined to live a very different life to that of his childhood. I think that was why he loved the outdoors so much. All he cared about was animals and nature. I really looked up to his moral stances — he was anti-cars and anti-industry. Paul was an extreme environmentalist, the first I’d met, and I really admired him for that. I admired the fact that he’d travelled the world and I loved that he cared so much about animals and nature. It didn’t take long before I was hooked on the idea of having a life like that. Paul offered me that  life and a whole lot of excitement and exotic experiences to boot. For the adventures that he promised I was willing to overlook some of the less palatable things about our relationship. My confidence and self-esteem took a constant battering.

Even after I did all the things he wanted so that I was as green and as environmentally conscious as him, it still wasn’t enough. He believed I was only doing things to please him and he’d tell me I didn’t care enough about the planet. I wasn’t ever quite good enough.

Getting started 

When you start running, you can’t go at it like a bull at a gate. Your cardiovascular system will adapt more quickly than your ligaments and tendons and bones, so even though you might be fit you can’t force your body to cope. When you first start out you’re likely to get inflammation in your knees and your ankles — don’t give up too early. You need to give your body time to adjust to the new exercise regime. Ease into it. Three or four times a week for 30 to 40 minutes is a reasonable start. The key is regularity not level of difficulty. Getting a good base of fitness is the first goal.
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CORSICA? COURSE I CAN

[image: line]
To try something is to risk failure but not to try 
is to guarantee it 

After we’d both spent just over a year trying to recuperate, Paul decided it was time for him to go back to Austria. And, of course, he wanted me to go with him. I was excited about seeing the world with Paul. My parents both loved Paul, too, and really supported my decision to go off travelling with him. They never saw his controlling behaviour and didn’t suspect how unbalanced our relationship was. Paul went back first and I followed him a couple of months later.

Looking back, I was pretty green. It was my first time on an aeroplane, let alone my first time out of the country. I was absolutely terrified but Paul had no understanding of my concerns — he’d travelled so much that my fear of being in a place where I didn’t speak the language, so far away from my family and where I didn’t know anyone was completely bizarre to him. Where most people  in that situation would get support and understanding from their partners, Paul couldn’t understand that because I hadn’t been out of New Zealand before I found the idea of moving to Vienna was pretty overwhelming. It didn’t matter to me though because I was determined to make our relationship work.

Paul met me at the airport in Vienna and we went back to his tiny 30-square-metre flat — our new home. It was scarcely big enough for one person so we lived right on top of each other. We had no time apart at all and things sometimes got a bit heated. The apartment building we lived in, which was owned by Paul’s mother, was in a quite slummy district and we shared the building with a lot of recent immigrants and refugees.

It was a total shock to the system for me having come from living in a big house by the sea in New Plymouth to having a flat the size of our old kitchen, with a toilet that was outside in a shared hallway. Despite its tiny size the flat felt like home for me. Once I got behind those doors I felt safe and happy — I was living with the man I loved and I was going to make it work!

All the things that had come so easily to me in New Zealand were just that little bit harder for me in Austria. Going to the supermarket and not recognising anything was exciting and challenging at the same time. Our life together completely revolved around planning for our next trip. He never lived in the present, everything was all about the next cycle tour, the next country, the next mission. At the flat, space was taken up with maps on the floor as we planned the best routes, worked out where he hadn’t been before and how to get from one place to the next as cheaply as possible.

I’d only been in Vienna a couple of weeks before we were out on the road again. Our first trip in Europe together was to be two  months cycling around western Europe, starting in Corsica in April. We had drawn a line on our map showing the route, starting with a trip around the island of Corsica and then on to northern Italy, the Swiss and Austrian Alps and home to Vienna. Paul, the experienced bike tourist, had assured me it would be a piece of cake. The fact that the route included twelve passes above 2000 metres and countless smaller ones, at a time of year when it wasn’t exactly warm was, according to Paul, no reason for concern. April is a little early for a cycling tour of Corsica, but we never let a little thing like bad weather stop us. Not Paul and me, well, I just went along for the ride.

We caught an overnight train from Vienna through Italy to Nice. Everything we did was on a really tight budget so we didn’t pay for a sleeper and our second class seats were right next to a couple of Italian gentlemen who had no trouble sleeping. Their snoring kept us both awake so we arrived in the French port of Nice sleep deprived and eager to get on with the trip.

To get to Corsica we loaded ourselves and our bikes onto a ship for a midnight sailing out of Nice. When it came to buying tickets there was no way we were going to splash out on a cabin. Paul reckoned we’d be OK sleeping on the deck for the overnight sailing. I was fresh off the plane and had no idea so I just went along with what he said, just as I had ever since we first met.

It was calm and warm when we left Nice at midnight. But by 4.30 in the morning, the wind had started to get up and was increasing in strength with each passing minute. I poked my nose out of my sleeping bag — was it raining? No, but water was pouring over the deck and it was sea water, even though we were four storeys up. Paul woke up and tried frantically to keep a hold of everything. He pulled himself up on a rail, swung his backpack on his back and his sleeping  bag under his arm and disappeared into the dark.

I crawled out of my sleeping bag and quickly tried to jam everything into my pack. The ship lurched and my shoe skidded across the deck stopping under a rail and my sleeping bag cover was picked up and blown away by the wind. I stood up, slipped and fell. The strength of the wind was overwhelming. Turning my back against it, I fumbled my way down some stairs and along a rail. In the next second Paul was beside me and helped me through a door. I dropped everything on the floor and sat down feeling dazed, cold, wet and windblown. After a few moments I realised we were not alone — we had entered the crew’s quarters and some amused sailors asked us if everything was all right. ‘Yeah, yeah’, we said. ‘No problem.’

No problem except I only had one shoe and it was one half of the only pair I’d brought with me. Paul tried without success to recover the other one. By 6 am the ship was coming into the port of Bastia and the wind was no longer so violent. It took a couple more attempts and, eventually, I was reunited with my shoe.

When we finally docked at Bastia, Paul and I jockeyed with cars and trucks to get off the ship first. There was no way we wanted to be stuck in the belly of the ship behind four hundred or so cars with their motors running. We managed to get away pretty quickly but I wasn’t too interested in the sights and sounds of Bastia. All that interested me right now was a bed or, at least, a piece of flat ground to lie down on. It took 20 kilometres of biking, a visit to a supermarket and two photography stops before we found a place to camp. For the rest of the day we lay unconscious in our tent, glad to be protected from the wind storm that was continuing outside. This was one of the rare times that Paul would break from his daily goal of cycling 100 kilometres a day. When he set himself a goal like that  he hated missing it so he must have been as knackered as I was just that once.

Next morning the clouds were threatening and the wind was still strong. One day later than planned, our tour began. The riding was cold but refreshing so I soon recovered from our sleepless nights. The road wound its way through coastal villages staying close by the sea before we rounded the top of Cap Corse and came down onto the west side of the spit, where a steeper and more rugged coastline awaited us.

We passed through a number of villages set high up on the mountainside that looked like ghost towns, with empty houses with boarded up doors, and old people wandering along the narrow streets or sitting at tables outside their houses chatting. Centuries-old villages were dying out — no work, no money — and youth were moving to the cities. We saw this trend all over the island. Everything and everyone looked a bit tired.

The road was hilly, very narrow and set hair-raisingly high on the cliff. Luckily there wasn’t much traffic but when something came it was often a truck or a bus that left just enough room for us to squeeze by. Unhappily, we were on the right-hand side, with a vertical drop down to the deep blue sea a couple of hundred feet below. Dotted along the roadside we saw many car wrecks on the cliffs, again something we saw all over Corsica. The roads were dangerous and had obviously claimed many a life. We counted fifteen wrecks in one valley — a warning to take it easy.

After a few hours on the road, we’d always be pretty hungry. Food was fuel and we were on a tight budget so we used to cook our own meals on the side of the road. A regular favourite on the menu was my speciality, Salmon Lisi — tomato sauce, spaghetti and  a can of tuna (salmon was too expensive for our budget) prepared on our trusty little gas cooker. It amazes me how something so simple can taste so good when you’ve been biking out in the cold all day. There was only one problem — I could have devoured the whole pot myself. There was never enough. Food was just another thing I let Paul control.

With a half full tummy we climbed up the next steep pass, puffing hard. Until my body had regained its rhythm and warmed up and as I struggled up a particularly nasty little stretch, I wondered if I was serious about completing the planned two month tour. Had I overestimated myself? We’d been looking forward to this tour for months, my first big trip, and on paper it had looked good. Only a couple of days in and already I wasn’t quite so sure.

The night was approaching as we neared the end of Cap Corse. It was our policy to travel as far as possible for as little as possible and to rarely pay for accommodation so we found a sheltered spot on the beach to set up camp for the night. When we were camping we never had a fire and always left things as we found them. We disturbed no one and we saved ourselves a lot of money.

Next morning the mountains behind us were sprinkled with snow, the air was moist and chilly and our rollercoaster ride along the coast continued until we reached the pretty town of St Florent, a touristy harbour village with more hotels than houses and a shop with the freshest French bread in the world. After an hour sitting in the sun we turned inland, toward the mountains. The first highlight of the tour wasn’t far away — the 35-kilometre long Asco valley is a one-way road that ends at the ski resort of Mt Cinto 1400 metres above sea level.

The way up was long and winding, after 20 kilometres the proper  road ended and we found ourselves on a pot-holed, half-sealed–half-metalled road. It was beautiful and peaceful up there in the mountains. Not a soul around and only the sound of my rhythmical breathing to keep me company. Before long I saw the ski field at the top of the road. Everything was closed for the season so we were alone. We were surrounded by majestic snow-capped mountains, the highest being Mt Cinto at 2707 metres. After a short break we went for a walk before heading back down to the valley below. Wrapped up in four layers of clothing, including my favourite yellow PVC to keep the chill and the wind out, I enjoyed the speed of the ride down. Tired and happy we made it just before dark.

Next day we arrived in the town of Corte. It’s a pretty town and because it was raining we decided to book into a very strange but cheap camping ground where there were no showers and the toilets were locked. In the early morning, Paul stuck the thermometer outside the tent — it was zero degrees. Despite my winter sleeping attire of two pairs of socks, two pairs of thermal underwear, tracksuit pants, two T-shirts, a sweatshirt, jacket, hat, ski gloves and my sleeping bag, I was freezing.

Eventually I convinced my cold body to get moving. The day’s ride was not an easy one, pass after pass came at us, and I started to feel a little seasick on the up-and-down rollercoaster. By the time we reached the top of our last pass for the day it had started to snow so we took the next road down towards the coast, where it was much warmer.

Our next goal on the map was Bonifacio. We strolled through the old city with its narrow cobblestone alleys that run between the high castle-like apartments, quaint boutiques and romantic cafes and restaurants. Nothing so extravagant for us! That night we slept in  a small concrete shelter, escaping the storm that raged all night and through the next morning. We waited until 10.30 am for a break in the weather before breaking camp to get back on the road. Too soon the rain was back, so we hurriedly packed up and biked through the old part of the town and got stuck behind a funeral procession. It must have made quite a sight — 150 or so people dressed in black, all very mournful and sad, followed closely by two yellow-PVC clad bike tourists impatiently but respectfully bringing up the rear. After 20 minutes following the procession we realised we had gone round in a circle.

By 6.30 that night we had to start looking for a place to sleep. After going through a few possibilities Paul reckoned he’d found the perfect place. ‘Up there behind that little church, we will be hidden from the road.’ Well, he said church — I say cemetery. There was no way in hell I was sleeping in a cemetery, especially having spent a chunk of my day following a funeral procession. No matter that it was sheltered from the road, it was not going to happen and I told Paul so. Uncharacteristically, Paul gave in and we ended up sleeping in the field next door. There was only a fence separating us from the graveyard but at least we were not in there! I’m not superstitious but I don’t believe in pushing your luck.

Before we knew it our last night in Corsica had arrived. In the 17 days we spent in Corsica we climbed over 9000 metres in height — that’s more than the equivalent of going from sea level to the top of Mt Everest. On that last night, as we were on our way back into Bastia and it was getting dark, I was worried that we wouldn’t have anywhere to sleep for the night. As the outer suburbs rolled past, Paul spotted a half-built house — at least it offered us half a roof over our heads and, perhaps, a chance to dry out. I would have given  anything to have been dry and warm.

The bare concrete floor didn’t look very inviting so Paul and I put the tent up. Inside the tent it was always a little warmer and it felt like home to me, my bedroom if you like. No matter how horrible things were outside, in my tent I felt at home and comfortable. It’s amazing how little comforts and a routine can help you feel at home. So, the tent became my little house that night. But it was to be anything but comfortable.

At 9 pm the owner of the half-built house paid us a surprise visit. We were embarrassed to be caught on his land without permission and thought he’d kick us off. Thankfully, he took pity on us and let us stay. I was so relieved that I think he got a bit sick of hearing me say ‘Merci, merci, merci’ about a hundred times, but our troubles weren’t over. We retired to our beds early and fell quickly asleep as the rain that had taunted us throughout Corsica returned with a vengeance. Eventually water started to pour down from a hole in the roof and, after half an hour, we were wet through from the rain and frozen cold. I looked outside the tent and saw we were lying in a pool of water — there was going to be no respite from the wet.

After a shocking night’s sleep and waking up in a lake of water, we arrived in the city and found a warm, sunny spot in the middle of a square where a market was being set up. We proceeded to empty out our bags and spread all our gear out to dry — sleeping bags, tents, clothing, the lot. I think some people thought we were opening up a stall. I was pretty relieved to be able to pack up sun-dried gear and get on the ferry to Italy. Thankfully, the return trip was somewhat calmer than our first ferry ride.

We arrived in Genoa late that afternoon. I’d have given anything for a soft mattress and a roof over my head, but it was not to be. Our first night in Italy was spent in an abandoned factory in the middle of the city. It was pretty creepy so we slept with our bikes chained to our hands, just in case. The southern part of Italy is so densely populated that we decided to take a train north to get to some less-populated Italian roads. It turned out to be a good choice as Italy had suffered from terrible flooding over the previous week and huge swathes of land were underwater.

Near the border with Switzerland the pass we wanted to travel over was closed due to snow. Paul was having none of it. He said, ‘That’s fine, we’ll just climb over the fence and we’ll carry the bikes up’. As usual Miss Party Pooper was feeling panicky and scared and made sure Paul knew it. He had no fear of anything and he hated that I wouldn’t just do what he said — he had no mercy when it came to my fear. Surrounded by snow, we had a huge fight but I put my foot down. There was no way I was going up a closed pass when no one knew where we were. I got my way.

In the end, we took another train to a town called Chur in Switzerland. Paul was furious but I took it because I was happy not to be lost in the mountains and we spent the night on what would have been a romantic spot on the Rhine River but for the fact that Paul was barely speaking to me.

The following morning, we were back on our bikes and heading for Lake Constance, a beautiful lake that lies on the border between Germany, Switzerland and Austria. We’d only been on the road for 20 minutes before . . . CRASH! A stick had got jammed through the forks of my front wheel and had ripped all the spokes out and bent the frame. The impact had sent me flying over the handlebars and I was lying flat on my back in the dirt with a terrible pain in my left arm and a badly mangled bike.

Paul slammed on his brakes in order to avoid a collision, dropped his bike and ran over to me. I was lying on the ground groaning in pain. ‘It’s my arm’, I managed to say. Paul, for once, looked panicked, ‘It looks bad — it’s sticking out funny’. Comforting words, indeed!

I told Paul to go and find a doctor. First he took a couple of photos of me lying there in agony — taking photos was his major preoccupation on all trips. Him and his bloody camera! I just lay there feeling shocked and at the same time worrying that I’d ruined the rest of the trip.

After what seemed like ages, Paul came back with a doctor who took me to his clinic in a local village. He examined my arm, took X-rays and delivered the unsurprising verdict– my arm was broken. The doctor couldn’t put a plaster on it and gave us instructions on how to get to the nearest hospital. He added for good measure, ‘Don’t move your arm. A small piece of bone is only just hanging on and if it breaks you could have a permanently stiff arm.’

The hospital was 15 kilometres away. Each step I took shook my arm a little and I was not happy about risking a permanently stiff arm. Having just arrived from Italy, we had no Swiss money so, instead of taking the bus, Paul went into a church and asked if someone could help us. A kindly gentleman offered to take us to the hospital and an hour later the plaster was on and an operation was deemed unnecessary. Feeling a little depressed we boarded the train home to Vienna. Paul was really disappointed about the trip ending prematurely because he’d really wanted to show me more of Europe.

Back home in Vienna, it wasn’t long before Paul was making travel plans for us again. It didn’t matter to him that my arm was broken. He reckoned I could still walk with my arm in plaster so  after just two days back at the flat, we set off to the Schneealpe, a 1900-metre high mountain with multiple peaks, at the end of the limestone alps range not far from Vienna. Typically, Paul decided that the most straightforward way up the mountain was not the best way. I found myself clambering over bushes and running up scoria slopes single-handedly.

I so wanted Paul to be happy with me that I risked further and more-permanent damage to my arm. All I wanted was for him to think I was good enough and to be able to see the world the way he wanted me to see it. Even though I managed to climb the mountain and get back down safely, it wasn’t enough. I still felt useless. I wasn’t fast enough. I wasn’t tough enough.

I felt like I would never measure up. Paul could handle so much pain and cold. I couldn’t and yet I’d over-train and struggle quietly to cope. I’d get depressed and Paul would just get more and more pissed off with me. He couldn’t understand why I couldn’t just be happy, despite his criticism of me. He’d get pissed off with me for not looking around and enjoying the view when we were biking. As if I could enjoy the view when I was head down over my pedals puffing my lungs out climbing another mountain pass. Things should have got easier as I got fitter but it never really happened.

Paul eventually admitted that I wasn’t a bad cyclist. I was stoked. But then he followed up by telling me that I was an absolutely useless runner and would never be any good. He said I shouldn’t even try to run — famous last words. That’s still his opinion today, despite everything that I’ve done! I guess that just proves that nothing I could have done would have impressed him. He was as hard on me as he was on himself. His favourite saying was ‘It’s just the truth — not a relative opinion.’

When we were back in Vienna, I decided to step up my training so I could keep up with him. I’d run most days and Paul took every opportunity to tell me how useless I was. He reckoned I wasn’t built for running and that I should just give up. He sure knew exactly how to push my buttons — all the insecurities I’d developed would come straight to the surface. Still, if there’s one thing I’ll never do, it’s give up. No matter what Paul said to me, I was determined to improve and prove it to him that I wasn’t hopeless.

Our outing to the Schneealpe didn’t sate Paul’s wanderlust. As soon as my arm was out of plaster, he decided it was time for our next bike trip. Too bad that I wasn’t supposed to put any weight on my arm and that I was supposed to take it easy for a while.

Paul spent hours planning our trips. The floor of our tiny apartment was, as usual, covered in maps and he planned everything to the tiniest detail. I was so impressed that he knew so much about so many places and I had hardly seen anything. Whenever Paul was planning a trip, he’d encourage me to come up with my own ideas for a trip that we could do. I thought about it but I soon realised that whatever I suggested, he had a hundred trips of his own waiting to be planned. In the end, I realised that there was no point in reinventing the wheel and let him get on with it.
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