Set goals, big ones... strive to achieve them... 
When you do, the personal stoked, or proud factor, is huge and priceless!!! An important facet of goal-setting and achievement is to ensure that a subsequent goal is lined up so that you are not caught in a void after a great feat thinking “oh man - well I’ve done that, now what?” Have a plan and enjoy pursuing it.

I am a self-employed adventure guide and personal trainer. Having my own business enables me to dedicate an amount of time each day to training for multisport events. Goal- setting and then striving to achieve positive results are essential to my psyche. The ‘Coromandel Classic’ had featured as a significant goal and this year was the year I would stop thinking about it and do it! The final goal and outcome were clear- I would finish the two day race as an individual- I just needed to work at the finer details. These included all the small goals or steps I needed to achieve to allow me to compete and to know that I am getting fitter and stronger along the way. Goals need to be specific and detailed so that when I am having a big day or feel tired that I can refer to the thorough plan. I also prepare positive or inspiring quotes to feed and sustain my thought patterns, for example “s/he who does not explore shall never find”, “s/he who does not push limits will never grow”, “s/he who is not willing to go further and seek out boundaries will never know anymore than s/he knows now”. Positive self-talk is an integral part of preparation for any event. 

My social network comprises of a select few who agree that adventure pursuits do not indicate madness in participants, are not dangerous and are calculated and organized events. The Coromandel Classic is renowned for being a gruelling race, tracking through a wilderness that is stunning to the eye while proving rough and rugged to each runner. Two days of ongoing hard, heavy slog with challenges that potentially threaten to undermine prior preparation should an athlete be pulled from this race hurt or exhausted. To train for, and race in an endurance sport encourages personal growth and the development of mental stamina. Much of the time and effort spent preparing actually allows athletes to play on the pinnacle of their game more often than not. At times, when they do fall over, lessons learnt through outdoor experiences and through the training undertaken assist them to get back up to the peak stronger and faster. While cramps, fatigue and exhaustion are a reality in these events I did not experience any negativity on the course. It does not seem sustainable to race endurance or such events as the Coromandel classic if negative thought patterns overwhelm your mind and prevent you staying focussed on your game plan. No doubt like minded athletes will understand these sentiments, however I am hoping to reach those of you are challenged by the thought of participating in such events, to spark your interest about how this journey could transcend all areas of your life. 

Many of us tend to walk along, day by day, with a vision of what is at our feet or just in front of us. When someone points to the mountains, to the sparkling ocean, and the cloudless skies-all of a sudden the air seems fresher, and the load lighter. The Coromandel Classic is a race where, unless you are on the run- looking at what slippery log you are going to hop to next, you want to keep you chin up, your eyes to the views – you are sure to be mesmerised by the landscape. 

Once the planning was complete and the preparation done…I was really looking forward to being on the start line of the Coromandel Classic, Saturday the 27 August 2011 to explore, push, seek and indeed I did!!! 

The controlled 3km mountain bike to start the race is a real high-competitors are buzzing and you can feel the energy pulsing. It seems like a dog on a leash, heading out for a run with its owner –amping to let loose and go!!! And then we did- we were off! There is something really special to me when approaching any mountains- maybe it’s a sign of how small we really are or maybe it’s the big kid in me wanting to explore and see what the view is like from the top and what I might come across on the way. Either way I am excited about this track as it is my all time favourite and feels like home, like the playground down the road. Off the first 22km mountain bike and into my shoes, I saddle up with my camel pack full of goodies to keep me going and my first aid kit. One thing that sets us apart from your usual sportsperson is the compulsory gear list and first aid. The obvious thing with every mountain is that it gets steeper nearing the top - my game plan: ‘hold back at the start and run strong in the last third’. 
Just knowing that you are running steps that packhorses and hard-handed working men built when felling trees, digging for gold and gum in the early 1990’s, leads to a really special train of thought that lets your imagination run free. To break the distraction of those old stories is a view at the top that takes your breath away and almost makes you stop and stare, even while you are racing the clock. Looking out to Cooks Beach, where I knew I would be pulling up in my kayak in a few hours ready to hop on my bike to finish the first day, I forced myself to keep my mind in the moment and finish the run leg.

After 18km of trail and then out of the bush and into the last 9km gravel road run- my game plan was working. When team runners would come zooming past me rather than chasing after them, I focused my energy on the technique of my running and paid attention to keeping my body fuelled-not too much water at a time- I did not want it sloshing around in my stomach but enough to keep me hydrated. Next thing I know  I am holding on to my paddle and splashing river water over my face-yet another fantastic and slick transition, thanks to my amazing support crew, who I could not have raced with out! 

Setting off on the next adventure- a 17km paddle-I had the sun on my face and a small breeze to hail the arrival of spring. I was set into the rhythm of a paddle stroke that would pull me all the way through Whitianga and around the coast to view the craggy cliffs that line the east and sparkling turquoise sheets that covered the ocean and spread across the vision line forever. Moving through such majestic scenes dismisses the ravages of a 4.30am start and provides a necessary diversion to the effects of having been moving at a serious rate for over 6hours with still more to chew off.

As I arrived Cooks Beach I was greeted by a fantastic bunch of supporters and spectators who looked like they too were lapping up the UV rays. With the last 30km road bike to finish the day, my body felt great- but my mind felt better! Joking with a new friend that I had met in the kayak, we set off to Tirua, sipping on a bottle of flat coke and a few jet planes to reignite any part of the body that was thinking the last climb before the decent to Tirua was a bad idea. The top of a climb heralded a sensational view - this one is hard to beat. Looking over Sailors Grave and winding around the corners that had now turned into a downward gradient the day was really looking to finish hot and fast on the decent.

Day one was completed and I felt fantastic - no cramp, no sore stomach, no injuries, just a body that needed to load up on some good protein and rest for the evening. I finished the last pin-point details for my support crew to follow the next day and then turned in.

Day two brings a cracker of a day; sun shinning, slight breeze and kayaks being pulled from roof racks as everyone was in high spirits after day one’s achievements. The 15km paddle was a grind to the end, as the tide was dead in the middle of turning- after being low. Shallow waters made for heavy paddles strokes and detours around shallow sand banks that would pop up in front of you. Pleased to see my cheerful support crew, I was off on my road bike to cycle 30km over to Whangamata. There were two significant climbs in this ride that was to be followed by a 21km trail run. I held back and let any keen team rider take off in front of me, the day too long to blow it chasing teams. The ride went better than expected and the weather was definitely on our side.
Back into my running shoes and into a sneaky off road half marathon to enjoy the day. I had not run this trail before, and while this is not ideal it is just not viable to get to all the race routes, so I relied on game plan and playing it smart. It does not take a clever man to figure that to get back to Thames from Whangamata that we would have to summit that mountain range and head down the other side by foot. My game plan dictated that I hold back at the foot of the hill because I knew that if I blew my calves out and lactated too much at the start I would find myself walking the whole way. Either walking the whole way or a little of the way did not sit well in my mind… I wanted to run so I had to hold back.  Run I did and I was so happy with how I had summated that I unlocked any down hill hinges in my legs and let them go as fast as they could! Some might say these are the joys of being a young fellow- I’m not sure, all I know is that if I’d tripped I would have free fallen down the hill for a good 40meters at the speed I was gathering. Falling was not an option but reading the track and staying focused was. So that I did-next minute I was at the last bike transition and ready to bike home.

Although the thought of now biking back to Thames was still backed up with a sold effort I pulled myself together and knocked that thought on the head with a mantra that works for me, 30km is 30km know more know less and if I focus on the moment or the next 1km I will then only have 29km to go and it gets better and better. Team “weekend Worriers” puled up along side me and played a huge roll in lending me some of their humor so we had a laugh and got back to work. It suddenly dawned on me that I was going to finish this race and that being so focused in the moment I had not relised that I had 2km to go and was ready to cross the finish line… After being so focused on putting one foot in front of the other the race was about to come to an end. I had worked so hard for this race, weeks and months of wet, cold, muddy, and pola opisit days, sunny, hot, humid days of training and preparation rolled by and I was about to knock it all on the head just like that. No pain in my body, a fresh mind and a bloody big smile fulled my face, I was proud to have achieved such a journey.

One thing I learnt out of this achievement is that it is not often we let ourselves take the complement or enjoy the feeling of being proud of yourself, this was a huge effort and I was going to allow myself to soak it up and be proud of the huge achivement this time round. I raced for “my” right reasons, not to bet a time, not for the gold medel, not for the new bike because I did so well, I raced because I love that It keeps me on my game, this sport helps me through tough times, allows me to hold the great times, keeps me well grounded, healthy and fit to accept all challenges that come my way and play on a consistant game plan, I race because I have a game plan that is sustanible and enjoyable, I set big goals, relivent goals and love ticking them off the list or adding to them then everything else follows, 8th first time round and wanting to thank Icebreaker, Adventure Magazine and Trek ‘N’ Travel for all your support and nurture along the way, you have all helped make my adventure dreams come true, thank you! If you would like to talk more, find out more, or bounce your ideas then you can find me at jeremycronin.com, I would love to hear from you.

