A very personal challenge

As with many great challenges in life, it all began so innocuously with but the briefest of questions to herald its entry into my particular consciousness.

I faintly recall it going something like this…”Phil, fancy taking part in the GCC?" 

"What's that?" I answered inquisitively. 

"It's the Global Corporate Challenge, there'll be 7 of us doing it, it'll be fun...Go on!" 

In hindsight, I really should have asked more questions before blindly agreeing however, I have personal history with ‘challenges’, being the competitive soul that I am. I just wonder though, if hindsight had been readily available at the time, would I have smiled quite so broadly when accepting the offer to join? Hmmm - the committee’s still out on that one! 

The Global Corporate Challenge (GCC) was it seems just that, i.e., an International, Corporate Global Challenge. This multilateral event is conducted over the course of 100 day's with teams from literally all around the world, all vying to reign supreme, globally. 

The aim of the exercise is simple; as a team, you have 100 day’s to accumulate as many steps within that period as you can.  

The 'GCC Step Count' as it’s affectionately known, incorporates three distinct disciplines. Walking, Cycling and Swimming. You input your individual total for each section daily and then the clever bods at GCC calculate your representative combined step count for that 24-hour period.   

The individual is also encouraged to where possible, exceed personal expectations thereby effectively finishing the challenge with a theoretically younger 'heart age', than when they started. When all has been completed, including 4 mini challenges along the way, a final destination is revealed representing the equivalent number of overall steps achieved by that individual. Finishing the challenge in the small market town of Dumfries from our base in London, W3 would not really be regarded as a success! It was therefore hoped that we would all aspire to reach a little further afield than our very own Sceptred Isle. 

And so it began as it often does, with the very first step. I faintly recall Lao Zi saying something very similar. To be fair, it was impressed upon all of the participants that this was not to be viewed as a competition per se’, (yeah right!), but instead, as a 'personal journey' towards better overall fitness and consequently, better general health. 

We were to be called 'Mission Stepossible', which was rather catchy I thought! 

The first month passed by quickly with little thought of daily step averages, which for the record appeared to hover around the 10,000 mark for both the team and myself. However, as time went on, the initial euphoria and excitement surrounding the start of the challenge appeared to be ever so slightly waning for some of the participants but not it seems, for all. Two unrelated events prompted a rather drastic re-think on exactly what I had let myself in for and more pertinently, the consequential escalation of effort that was going to be required in order to accomplish what I ultimately set as my end goals. 

It was a chance remark from one of the younger contingent of the team, who being the fit young bunny that he is, proudly informed us all that his latest step-count had been so great that it had been queried directly by GCC, this before being officially accepted. I was to learn that this was not to be an uncommon occurrence. I recall it being around the 36.000 (step) mark, which needless to say, was hugely impressive at least notionally to someone who was so far struggling to exceed the team daily average. 

I discovered latterly that it was largely due to a day spent on the footie field in full flight that accounted for such a huge total. Nevertheless, regardless of how it was attained its fair to say that the rest of the team were all a little in awe of such achievement. It did rather put our own diminutive efforts ever so slightly in the shade. 

The second and perhaps more poignant if not damascene moment came as a complete surprise. 

Whilst the original concept of the GCC was no doubt intentioned as a vehicle to view and hopefully improve one’s own personal health and wellbeing, there is no doubt that introducing the element of competition, both in-house as well as Globally, substantially changed the emphasis of the perceived task and therefore, how it ultimately evolved, certainly at least for me. 

Checking and updating my daily account as per normal, I noticed a highlighted notification from another team member, it would appear folk’s that I had been personally challenged! 

This was both wholly unexpected and ever so slightly exciting. 

Richard, a tall dark 6 footer blessed with the most amiable smile and gentlest of demeanours, had decided to single me out for a challenge, who would have thought it…

Naturally, I accepted and so the GCC gained an edge not previously envisaged. It was I think at this point I finally began to realise exactly what I had actually let myself in for. 

As Richard spent most of his day walking to and from appointments around our wonderful City, and I spent most of mine on my backside in the company vehicle, it didn't take a genius to realise who the smart money was on to win! Richard kindly conceding this point didn't somehow make me feel any better as there seems little point in being in it, if you don't necessarily strive to win it!

Furthermore, the latent intervention of a colleague who shall remain nameless (GS), who magnanimously offered to swap with Richard as my challenger, and I quote verbatim; "because you'll easily beat me", just served to compound my predicament and near certain failure even further. The very idea of circumnavigating the ‘real’ challenger and therefore winning without the representative toil attached really wasn’t part of my DNA. In essence, glory generally derives from effort, not expediency.  

The immediate future for me though was just about to get a little more interesting as I was due to participate in the Prudential RideLondon - Surrey 100 event on the last day of July, this for our chosen charity of the year, MIND. 

The 'Sportive', as it was known, ventured deep into the beautiful Surrey Hills and would undoubtedly translate into a huge boost to my numbers. Whilst there were those close-by who repeatedly questioned my very chances of survival let alone completion during the run-up to the event (shame on you JM!), due to the level of sponsorship already attached (a minimum of £500.00 was required per participant), and the obvious value it represented to a charity like MIND, the very idea of failure honestly never entered my ‘mind’, it simply wasn’t allowed to.

Accordingly, I had already calculated via a mini ‘stress-test’ analysis on the back of an unwanted envelope that even if all went completely awry during the race, say due to multiple accidents for instance, I could still re-group to Regents Park (NW1), and simply ride around the Outer Circle for as long as was necessary in order to complete the full distance and therefore, comply with my sponsorship requirements. 

There was nothing in the small print that said I had to achieve the mileage during the Sportive, only that I had to complete a ride of 100 miles or more on that day. Riding late into the night around Regents Park was obviously not an ideal solution but, if needed it would at least provide a means to ensure the challenge was properly completed and MIND would therefore actually receive what had been previously pledged. 

The day of the Sportive eventually arrived and we were greeted with near perfect riding conditions. The sheer spectacle of 100,000 plus riders, all garishly clad in Lycra with multiple flasks and snacks attached to their bikes was indeed a sight to behold. Praise here must be given to Prudential. The organisation before, during and after the event was simply exemplary. Truly a job well done! 

The Race seemed to pass in the blink of an eye and I wasn't quite sure where I had finished time-wise when finally crossing the line. It later emerged that I had managed to complete the course in an official time of 7:41:30, thankfully, this without further subsidiary miles necessary in NW1. Given the fact that I had purchased my beautiful two-wheeled steed but three weeks prior to the Sportive, I was rather pleased with my effort.

As a regular Spinner for many years, the gruelling course through the Surrey hills held little fear for me. Had it not been for two enforced stops of 1:14:00 and 18 minutes respectively (rider injury, sadly resulting in a fatality and the other an enforced traffic stop), I would have finished in or slightly before the 6:30:00 mark. It just goes to show what can be accomplished with a single wholemeal ham & cheese sandwich, three-quarters of a bottle of ‘lemony’ tasting water, a couple of foul tasting Gel's and no breaks!   

In all, I rode 116 miles and finished the day off with a refreshing 50 length swim at my local gym later that evening. I can still fondly remember that first beer when all was over and I was sat with friends in my local bar, extra-large pint in one hand (?), medal clutched firmly in the other.

It should I think be remembered here that the primary reason for such a Sportive was to raise both money and awareness for charities by providing a platform in order to facilitate this. Wellworking Ltd, had chosen the mental health charity MIND, to be its charity of the year 2016 and I’m very proud to say, that with the help and support of both Wellworking Ltd and my two colleagues, we were able to raise a total of £1800.00, this not including Gift-Aid, as a direct result of the Sportive. 

Wellworking Ltd, further extended its support for MIND in November 2016, when literally ALL of Wellworking descended upon a small office in West London and proceeded to revitalise it by doing a LLB (Lawrence Llewellyn Bowen). You can see exactly what was accomplished if you follow the link to; https://youtu.be/6HxtPt1t_Uw

Returning to the realities that was the GCC, my triumph at completing the Prudential RideLondon was to be short-lived, as I was soon to discover that I had missed my intended step target (goal), for the day by less than 3000 steps. To say I was frustrated and just a little annoyed is very much an understatement.  

Whilst seeking to achieve the highest step count within the team perspective probably wasn’t originally part of the raison d’être of the GCC, that there is even a world league table within the GCC is testament to the fact that competition lies at the very heart of the challenge. What is it they say? Better, harder, faster!   

And then it all changed…

It was undoubtedly at this point that the true potential (enormity), of the task finally sank-in. I was now well ahead of Richard and looking ever skyward. There was little doubt, at least in my mind that I would prevail within the team but somehow, that was no longer enough. I wanted, if not needed and desired to see just what an ageing 53-year-old carcass could actually accomplish. At some point along the way, the GCC had seemingly morphed into a very personal trial. In essence, almost a trial against my very self. 

Replacing the localised team concepts with real-life numbers i.e., specific goals & targets, would undoubtedly both energise and elevate the task in a way that was almost unimaginable previously. However, having done the math, again on the back of an envelope as I had just given my last fag packet away, it soon became apparent that achieving anything close my newly adopted goals was going to require both a effort and commitment of Herculean proportions. This was new territory for me and therefore required much deliberation before full and outright commitment was given. 

After extensive consideration, at least 3 seconds worth if memory serves me correctly, the decision was made to see just what I was actually capable of, hopefully without physically breaking down or croaking in the process!  

The following two weeks were largely a blur. Day’s spent sat on my backside in the company van were followed by respective nights in the gym. Dear Lord, I was forever in the gym. The formula remained largely the same throughout. I would spin 70 or 80km after work and then immerse myself in the pool to cool off. Then would come the lengths. 

I learned quickly how many times a 17.5m pool could be circumnavigated within a given period of toil. There was little chat or discussion to be had over the regime, it was as it needed to be. I would continue unabated until the inevitable Tannoy announcement would be broadcast, this reminding users that staff also had homes to go to, and thereby officially signalling the end of that particular session. My effort further evidenced by the rising steam emanating from my crinkled sodden body as I left the pool each evening. 

Although my step count had increased significantly during this period, as the total shown is based on mean averages, the previous two months effort whilst perfectly respectable in normal terms, was effectively dragging my new figures down as well as my newly adopted aspirations. Also, the ever-present spectre of just failing to reach goal no’ 2 on the Prudential ride still hugely rankled with me. 

Accordingly, plans were formed to rectify this deeply annoying failure and that could only mean one thing; a spin marathon was required of epic proportions. It's worth noting here that in both principle & practice, spinning is clearly not the same as road riding, indeed it was never intended as thus. 

Spinning as a pastime is decidedly strange to say the least. In place of constantly altering terrain, the rider is confined to a footprint hardly more that a few metres squared. Instead of the ever changing and variable scenery, there is generally but one view to enjoy, that of the rider in front either bent double in exhaustive effort or, elevated instead from their saddle whist attempting to ascend an invisible, never-ending hill. 

The peaks & troughs that is riding on real world roads is replicated to an extent by the liberal and varied use of a centralised resistance control. A tool of such sheer magnitude that it can level the most experienced and competent of riders to near novice status in but a matter of turns. 

Employing resistance as a tool to mirror the complexities that is riding upon terra firma, can only ever ultimately be a compromise. It should nevertheless be acknowledged that unlike general road riding, the regular and oft appreciated respite offered by a downhill section or indeed, plain old freewheeling, is simply not possible when spinning. In essence folk's, its all about the peddle-peddle!

My only previous experience of a really long spin session occurred some 5 years previous, when on a bitterly cold Sunday morning in November, a group of reprobates from my gym at the time agreed to meet up and undertake 3 individual spin sessions back to back. A number of the participants had also decided to use the event to raise money for their own chosen charity, mine was to be Macmillan Cancer Support, as sadly I have personal experience of the magnificent work they do. The whole event was expected to take approximately two and a half hours to complete.

All went well during the spin and by the time the third session was finally drawing to a close, all around me were readying themselves to dismount and decant to the pub. I was still raring to go however and decided that for me at least, the ride was not yet over. 

Although no specific time-period had been promised as regards sponsorship, I didn't really feel that 150 minutes worth of toil was really sufficient to mark either the effort, or indeed the occasion. 

And so we continued. Past three hours and then to four. By now the studio was bare of life with but the stale smell of 'peaks', long since climbed in the air. I was done and so were my poor knees. It was as much as I could do to drag myself to the pub in search of those who had deserted me but two hours earlier. My, that first pint tasted as I imagine ambrosia would to a seriously parched and faded God.  

That was then, this was now and whilst I was fully aware that a mere 4 hour effort was never going to provide me with the numbers I needed, if I could somehow elevate the exercise and perhaps stretch the infamous curve as far as it could go, preferably without actually braking it, then we could be in business.  

The answer was obvious! What was needed here was an All-Day'er, if such a thing existed. As it happened it didn't, at least not in common spin parlance. However, that's not to say we couldn't create such a concept, necessity is the mother of invention after all.    

Ever the cogitate (r), this got me to thinking...

I distinctly remember that the Professional riders who compete in the Prudential RideLondon, all complete a longer course than the non-pro's. They increase the distance from 160km (100 miles), to 200km (124.27 miles). That's a nice round number I thought and so without further ado, all was set. Simples!

As there were but two weeks left of the GCC to run, I had little option but to attempt the spin the following Sunday. I figured that it would be wise to leave the remaining week which fortunately included a Bank Holiday, as perhaps my last opportunity to possibly stress-test my previous calculations, just in case a regroup was deemed necessary.

Unaccustomed as I was to raising myself so early on a Sunday morning, the first challenge was to prepare adequate sustenance for the day's task. I still had a few gel’s left over from the Prudential ride but they were never going to be sufficient for what lay ahead. I needed more, and then it came to me! I know, a good ol' Ham & cheese on brown will do it! Protein & carbohydrate entwined together, undoubtedly a combination forged in Mary Berry's heaven. I understand that Mary was charged to invent appropriate sustenance for the British Olympians re' 2012, I therefore felt sure she would approve with my choice of nutrition for the day. Probably…

To complete the ensemble, a single bottle of coloured synthetic water was added to my backpack. No doubt intended to taste like some sort of estranged orange affiliate, it simply reminded me of the warm, watery concoction that masqueraded as orange juice at the local flicks in the 1980's. I can still remember attempting to plunge my straw into the distinct perforation on the soft carton's lid and subsequently, covering myself with half the sugary contents. Ahhh, those were the day's.

When all was gathered, including the multitude of strapping necessary to support both my sub-standard knees and wonky wrists, the latter both previously broken, we were off to the chosen place of pain i.e., my very local gym. 

00:04:46 later and we had arrived! 

Oh, the sheer joy & convenience of having a fully functioning gym literally within walking distance from one’s place of abode. Candidly, I have to admit here as to not quite understanding why I wasn't the only member present that particular Sunday morning. Do ‘normal’ people really do this kind of thing (nee’ nonsense) at the weekend? The mind boggles... 

Once readied, lycra clad et al’, I make my way from the changing room to the large, empty spin studio where I settle myself at the back of the room. Provisions are placed within easy reach, feet then securely strapped into toe-clips and finally, in some way’s the most important element of my armoury is affixed to my ears i.e., my music. Thus, this trial proper begins… 

I won't bore you dear reader with the minutia of what then occurred over the next couple of hours save to say; two spin classes came and went. Both groups sweated and strained equally. Each class was conducted by a different vocal and determined in-house interrogator, bullies of sub-epic proportions who necessarily insisted that the very darkest recesses of those who choose to attend would indeed be visited, even if it was going to literally kill them.

“Turn it up!” they would repeatedly shout, referring to the large resistance dial just below the central control unit. As a seasoned spinner, I noticed many a poorly acted attempt to illustrate an increase in resistance by kernackered riders. Needless to say, there was visible relief evident from both classes when time was eventually called. Lol, all good fun!   

And that was it really. Occasionally, I was joined by the odd sad soul who perhaps thought they might find a quiet refuge to train-in but they never lasted long. So, for the most part, it was just yours truly and the forgone ghosts of riders long since departed oh, if walls could but talk...

Speaking of talk, whilst I was eager to listen to my favourite playlists, I was also mindful that this was not only going to be stressful upon me, but also on the battery of my MP3 player. The last thing I wanted was to end the marathon singing to myself so, I decided to do exactly that for the first couple of hours. 

I can only assume (hope perhaps?), the room was well sound-proofed as no one came to either complain or indeed, congratulate me so not for the first time I sang to an empty audience. It mattered not, I was to put it bluntly, as happy as a pig in you-know-what! No downhill freewheeling relaxants for me, it was all about the peddle-peddle, and boy did we peddle as we sang. 

It was just before the five-hour mark that I finally felt confident that my diminutive mp3 player could now perhaps cope with the remaining leg of the trial. I placed the pods carefully into my ears and hoped the previous night’s comprehensive charge would still be there to see on screen. All was good and I was soon, lost in my world of music.  

Oh, the sheer joy and rhapsody that is Andulucia (Joe Satriani); Rock Bottom (UFO); Kill the King (Rainbow - with the stupendous Ron Dio); Locked out of heaven (Bruno Mars); Transylvania (Iron Maiden); Spotlight Kid (Rainbow); Rear View (Anastacia), and perhaps my favourite and one of the greatest Rock Anthems of all time; Whole Lotta Rosie (AC/DC). 

My singing voice was again in full flow along with my little legs! The joy of simply being at that place, at that time was growing more intoxicating by the km. The rapidly accruing endorphins were now going absolutely berserk inside my venerable frame, ah the ecstasy of exercise, no wonder people become addicted to it! 

As the peak of my metaphorical mountain grew ever closer, so did the palpable euphoria felt. The Omni present sentinel that was the 7 inch LCD control panel that sat atop the bike registering both current performance and overall status, moved slavishly forward as the principle markers of 100km and 150km passed by at a pace. 

I was steadily growing in confidence but then, just as I was but 10km short of my target distance of 200km I allowed a very stupid thing to happen. 

With the end finally in sight and lactic acid pain now largely abolished to a far off place inside my non-feeling sub-conscious psyche, I foolishly began to envisage more...

Apart from two equilateral pee breaks amounting to but 00:02:02 in total, there had been no respite of effort during the entire task. This therefore meant that I had now been riding for 07:20:00. Although all had effectively gone as per planned, the sudden realisation that the time achieved near mirrored my effort at the Prudential RideLondon event, did not sit well with me. In fact I distinctly remember thinking; I can do better than this! 

As there was no in-house adjudicator here to dictate parameters nor spoil aspirations, the real question was inevitably going to be; what could this 53 year old ageing carcass actually achieve today? 

I ran through my options mentally at near break-neck speed as I was fast approaching the finish line, and then it came to me. For closure, it's has to be 250km (155.34 miles). 

Although the near euphoria enjoyed but 10 minutes earlier was now beginning to rapidly dissipate, the sudden realisation that I may not actually have enough time to complete a further 50km before the gym closed was almost too much to bare.  

Some further quick mental gymnastics (no fag packet available at the time), suggested that it would take at least another 2 hours to complete the extra distance. However, whilst my mind was largely all ‘go-go’, my poor bod and specifically, my poor bottom was saying a definite ‘no-no’. In truth, I was now properly kernackered and crucially, I had run out of Ham & Cheese sarnies to-boot! 

Thinking only positive thoughts, I pushed ahead and so the pedals continued to turn and the km's along with the calories, continued to burn. 

Working from the derived numbers, I had a theoretical buffer of just 20 minutes available if I were to finish on distance and more importantly, before all lights were eventually extinguished and I was cordially reminded again, that the guy’s & gal’s on duty really did have homes to go to. This of course assumes I was able to maintain a minimum speed of at least 25km per hour for the duration. Furthermore, should I actually desire a shower at the end of this sweat-sodden trial, which was probably not such a bad idea given the none too pleasant odour I was now exuding, then that would further reduce my contingency window to a mere 10 minutes. 

For perhaps the very first time during the whole GCC experience, a fragment of doubt found its way through to my psyche. Was this really the 'mountain' that was to prove to be my eventual undoing?  

It’s fair to say that the following two hours probably weren’t my finest. The extra 50km had somehow metamorphosed from an inspirational final peak accession, into an arrant war of unadulterated attrition. 

My heart was now pounding in a way that was simply alien to my memory. At one point, I actually thought it was audible as I was near convinced I could hear it pound against the side of my chest in time to the down stroke of the pedal. All thoughts of glory had long since been forgotten, this was no more or less than an unrelenting and ceaseless war against the clock, literally!

Then, with but 8 minutes to spare before an enforced exit, I reached 250.00km. 

The numbers stacked up as follows: 

· A final ride-time of 9:42:02

· 4712 calories burned

· A mean average speed of 26.54km over the 250.00km 

I remember even now feeling ever so slightly emotional when all was finally done. I decided to take a short video of the event as a form of personal testimony, if only to prove to myself in the future that what I believed to have taken place, really had.  

There appears a strange dichotomy in play that when in 'full fight' mode, emotion is noticeable by its absence. Yet strangely, when all is settled and properly won, instead of all being uniformly euphoric, very often this then tends to be the time of reflection. A time when the mind almost permits itself to visit those places otherwise denied during the trial, places that can be very dark indeed. 

I will admit here that for but a second or three, I did perhaps wonder that I may just have pushed my ageing frame and incumbent heart just that one notch too far. I understand that from official evidence, nearly all heart attacks which are directly attributable to exercise, occur not at the end of the exertion, but within three hours of the end, i.e., generally when the protagonist tends to relaxed and in recovery mode. 

Great to know eh’ folk’s? 

Strangely, and I claim no bravery here, I had already mentally reconciled that what would be, would be. In retrospect, I do remember feeling a very unusual sense of calm when I finally left the studio, this combined with an absolute determination that I would never again set such a ridiculous task for myself - probably!

N.B. 

I now hold the (very) dubious record at Fitness First (Highbury), as the longest continuous spinner in their history, ever! You can view pictures of my effort via their official instagram site. https://www.instagram.com/p/BMoafVVjDCr/?taken-by=fitnessfirsthighbury

I have no doubt that someone will eventually exceed 9:42:02 (their picture shows 9:42:06 which was the second pic' I took), simply because they can. Good luck to them I say….Lol! 

Due to the very size of the numbers involved on this last task, there was still a necessary wait whilst the venerable bod's at GCC verified my claim. Thankfully, all was good and I welcomed the world the following morning with just the odd ache as well as the broadest of smiles!

However, yet more schoolboy math on the back of a borrowed envelope revealed that all was not yet finally settled which actually came as a bit of a shock. With but 10 short day's left of the challenge to run, 'Time' itself was rapidly emerging as my potential nemesis. 

What had originally started as an exercise in personal health development had quite literally morphed into something quite extraordinary. I had certainly never envisaged that when first agreeing to participate that I would perhaps travel quite so many miles, both physically and metaphorically. 

The following and final weekend of the challenge was a Bank Holiday. This fact alone offered a minor lift in spirits as it effectively meant I would now have 3 full single day's to make good my numbers which still appeared some way in the distance.

The numbers were not complicated. In essence, I would need to average just over 30,000 steps per day for the remainder of the task, including the day's I was working. Certainly not impossible but still, yet another considerable mountain of sorts to climb when I had largely thought it was all over bar the shouting.  

In reality, the chances of actually reaching my daily quotient during the week was highly unlikely, as there’s only so many steps you can muster whilst travelling to appointments during the day in the company vehicle. Even retreating to the gym each night in order to make good the day's lack of activity was just never going to provide the numbers needed, the spotlight therefore turned very quickly to the long Bank Holiday weekend ahead. 

Now, as mentioned previously, I’m not really one for early mornings. In fact I continually amaze myself daily that my two annoyingly intrusive alarm clocks are still in working order when I finally depart for work each day. How then I managed to raise myself so early the previous Sunday for the spin marathon, still remains a mystery. Fortunately, less of a mystery was what was required over the following three day’s in order to sufficiently raise my averages. 

Arriving each day at 13:00 and allowing for regular and reasonable procrastination before beginning, I was able to look forward to at least 6 hours plus of intensive cardio work. It obviously wasn’t going to be easy but as I had clearly survived the previous two near Herculean endeavours, it was highly likely I would therefore survive this small three-day event as well. At least that was the thinking…

I heard latterly that the gym staff were now beginning to quietly question whether or not I actually had a home to go to. (
The first full day of three, Saturday went well. I managed to cover 100km on the bike and swim a mile as intended. All that was required now was to repeat the effort over the following two day's. 

Unsurprisingly, it became progressively more difficult as the day’s passed and I succinctly remember whilst showering on the Sunday evening, 'envelopes' per se', were meant to be pushed (and stretched) but, I should still perhaps be mindful that if pushed too far, they may eventually break, as indeed ultimately, would I. By the close of play on Bank Holiday Monday, I was absolutely kernackered as well as being just a little waterlogged from the pool!

The final Tuesday & Wednesday were largely spent on auto-pilot. I would walk wherever possible during the day and then of course, return to the gym at night for that last gasp couple of hours.

Because of how GCC calculated their ‘Totals’, I wasn't actually sure if I'd properly succeeded until perhaps the very last day. Considering this was an event that ran over 100 day's, that really was leaving it late to say the least!

Regardless of how I finally finished, summarising the whole Global Corporate Challenge experience and specifically, my involvement within ‘Mission Stepossible’ is not difficult.

Put simply dear reader, this was undoubtedly the most difficult challenge I’ve ever endured in the whole of my 53 years and one which in hindsight, compelled me to push myself further than I had ever previously imagined possible. I will never forget the feeling of sheer relief and near elation when all was finally over and I could return my pedometer.

During its brief lifespan, there is absolutely no doubt that the Global Corporate Challenge as presented, brought the in-house participants of Wellworking together which is in itself a realisation of one of its main aims. The fact that it also facilitated a platform enabling much needed extra revenue to be raised for our chosen charity of the year, MIND, must also surely mark it out as a success.

Just in case you’re curious to know dear reader as I’m sure you are, would I do it all again?

Damn right I would! 

And so for the record, the final numbers were as follows (my own targets are shown separately in brackets). 

My average daily step count was 20,495. (20.000)

My highest single daily step count was 116,237. (100.000)

My final total step count was 2,049,459 (815 miles). (2.000.000) 

My final destination was the Amazon River, Brazil. (Anywhere hot!)

To complete the stats, Mission Stepossible’s total steps were 9,190,673 and we ranked 10,552 out of a field of 48,691.
Roll on next year! 

Phil

