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I'm Not A Runner, But I Love To Run

Running sucks most of the time, but not running sucks even
more.

Laurie Bullock in 500 Words On on Nov 3, 2015

For many people, getting up early every morning and running around their neighborhood sounds like one of
the worst ideas a person could come up with. Who would be willing to sacrifice precious minutes sleep of
sleep in favor of sucking wind and sweating at six in the morning?

For a long time, I agreed with them. But then over the summer I had a week when I would wake up and it
would feel like my throat was closing up and I couldn't breathe. When it first happened, I started panicking,
which made the sensation in my throat feel more real.

For some reason, my panicky brain could only come up with one solution: run. If I went on a run I would be
able to force air into my lungs because I was anything but in shape at the moment.
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So, I went on a run.

I ran and walked around my small neighborhood until I felt less panicky and my breaths—although haggard
and slightly uneven from running for the first time in years—were coming easier to me than they had when I
first woke up.

As a senior in college with an internship, and three smaller side jobs, I have grown accustomed to feeling
perpetually stressed. When I wake up, I roll over and scroll through my emails and my to-do list for the day.
I start thinking about all of the things I need to do — wishing that I hadn't procrastinated writing an article or
paper or praying that the minimal amount of studying I had done over the weekend will be enough to get a
B on the test I have in the afternoon—and I start feeling overwhelmed with worry and anxiousness before I
have I have been awake for ten minutes.

Going on runs when I awake, helps with the anxiety that I often feel every morning. My regular path
throughout the neighborhood is so familiar to me now that I could run the entire thing with my sleep-
deprived eyes closed.  

When I am on my runs, I can think about the day I have ahead of me and what I need to while I'm actively
getting my nervous energy out. Eventually, I have thought through what needs to happen in the day and
have come to the conclusion that I will be able to make it though the day just like I was able to yesterday.

I don't think I will be able to call myself a runner. I don't have the money or the desire to buy a fancy watch
that tracks my heart rate and how many calories I've burned. I'm also convinced that I will never be able to
run over two miles before my legs give out.

I'm not trying to run a marathon or even lose weight, my goal is to calm my mind down I first wake up, and
running has been the perfect way to do it. I will choose get up every morning—despite how much I hate it—
and run so that can I have a healthier, less anxious mind.


