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This book will show you how the simple, often under-rated activity of walking can transform your
life.I stumbled into walking when I was at University in Scotland, encouraged by a best friend
whose family had always walked. I loved the feeling of freedom that it gave me and the chance to
explore all the wonderful countryside around me, but I never thought that it would ever play such
an important part in my life.It has, in fact, saved my life on a few occasions. In 1999 I was training
to do a walk along the Great Wall of China for a charity where I was Head of Education. I was
also being bullied and it was my regular walk training escapes to the Lake District that put things
into perspective and helped me see what was really important. 

Then in 2005, we had to abandon a family holiday in Spain due to an acute back problem I
sustained turning on a sun-lounger. I felt there was a message in this disaster regarding me not
looking after myself, so once home I started walking. Not only did the back issue sort itself but I
discovered many of the great benefits that walking brings and lost weight, toned up, was
constantly in a much better mood, more positive and glowing …… and others noticed.However,
the greatest impact came in 2014 when the power of walking and the nature in which I love to
walk, played a major role in my recovery from burnout and adrenal fatigue. Still today it is walking
that keeps me on track, connected and putting me first. 
It doesn’t matter whether you walk short or long distances. Whether you walk alone or with
others. It doesn’t matter where you walk, be it urban, rural or in wild mysterious places. What
matters is that at any level most of us can do this and we can reap the many benefits both
physically and mentally. 
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except for brief quotations in critical reviews or articles, without prior permission from the
authorDedicationTo Alan and Ellie who had no choice but to come on this journey with me and
who continue to have my back.AcknowledgementsI have been so lucky to have many great
people on this journey with me, including the women I have had the pleasure to walk with
through these years and those I now have the pleasure to lead on CaminoExperiences and
other walk adventures.I’d like to specifically thank Frea O’Brien who gave me a very firmdeadline
to work to; Ale Buljevich for her beautiful cover shot and back cover head shot; Julie Stevens for
the book cover design; Fiona Lafferty my editor, who inspired me as she edited and my mentors
along this way Joanna Martin, Fabienne Frederickson and Julie Creffield.Finally to my amazing
Evolve Mastermind of Gail Morgan,Julie Stevens and Karen Knott. Love you all.ForwardHow
could something as simple as putting one foot in front of the other be a life-saver? This
incredible book will explain exactly why walking is so powerful and will give you both inspiration
and enjoyment.No-one has to convince me of the benefits of exercise, but there is far more to
walking than simply getting fit. Heather’s story about how walking came to her physical and
emotional rescue is one that many, many people will resonate with and appreciate. The story is
not just about how walking had a massive impact on her life - it is about how it can have a
massive impact on the life of almost anyone - and you already have everything you need for it to
benefit you too.Heather has this wonderful skill of supporting women to be the best versions of
themselves. Through her own life experiences, storytelling skills and ability to make sense of the
world, she helps others do the same in their own lives.I feel honoured to have been part of the
conception of Heather’s one million women walking campaign, which despite its already
phenomenal growth I know is only at the start of its development, and I am humbled to have
been asked to write this foreword.This book is a significant marker for Heather as she takes an
even bigger step into her global leadership role. I am sure that reading it will be a significant step
for you too.Enjoy the journey!Julie Creffield, London, January 2020THE PASTChapter 1‘Please
don’t develop any further, please don’t develop into a cold’, I repeated silently to myself. I was
addressing the dry, tickly feeling at the back of my throat that had been present for days. These
words became like a mantra in my head as I worked on; knowing, as I was saying them, that if I
were to stop and give myself a break all would be better. But there was work to finish and it had
to be done before I went on holiday.I was working across time zones, organising interviews,
finalising dates for blogpublications and generally negotiating publicity for a virtual book tour.
Each day started at 8.00 a.m. and went on till around midnight, and I’d been doing this for too
many daysalready without a break. I knew I was pushing myself too hard, but I had a 9-day
holiday coming up so I figured that if I could just get to that point, I could rest. To have all these



interviews and dates for article and blog publication set up before I went away, meant flow and
ease when I returned. Since this time, that dry tickly feeling has become my warning sign.
Whenever I feel it, I know I am pushing a little too far and I step back.Perhaps, if I’d been going to
lie by a pool in the sun, I could have saved the tsunami that was headed my way, but at this
moment I had no idea what might befall me. I washeading off to France to walk another section
of the Camino de Santiago, continuing the journey I had started in 2008 in Le Puy en Velay in the
Massive Central area. This was my 1000-mile journey on the iconic pilgrimage path walked by so
many over hundreds of years, and now undergoing a great resurgence, attracting modern-day
pilgrims from all over the world.Unable to do what the majority do, which is to start in St Jean
and walk 500 miles (800 kms) to Santiago over 4–6 weeks, my walking buddy and I had decided
to start in the centre of France, thereby doubling the length of our walk. We would cover the
miles by walking a section, about a week long, each year.We were about to start our second
half, and the most popular bit. We were approaching the French/Spanish border and this
section, starting in the pretty little town of St Jean Pied de Port in the Pyrenean foothills, would
take us up and over the Pyrenees. From there we would walk on to Logroño, the capital of the
province of La Rioja in Northern Spain, a distance of around 100 miles/162 km.This section over
the Pyrenees is one of the most challenging, and we had carefullychosen mid-September. Our
thinking was that the snow would not yet have arrived, the paths would be clear and dry after the
summer months, and we would hopefully have great views. Sadly, we arrived in St Jean in rain,
and it was still raining the next morning as, backpacks and waterproofs on, we joined many
others at the Pilgrim Office to collect our passport for our journey.Your Pilgrim passport
(Credencial del Peregrino) is a record of your journey. You collect ‘stamps’ at the places you stay,
in some of the churches, and in many of the bars and restaurants. If you want to claim your
Pilgrim Certificate, your Compostella, once you get to Santiago, you must walk at least the last
100 kms of this path into Santiago and have at least two stamps a day. If you start from outside
Galicia, then you must have at least one a day – but in my experience, you will want to collect
many more. These stamps are so individual to the places you get them, and once you’re back
home, they bring back such wonderful memories of the people who stamped your passport and
the places you gathered them. In France, the passport is not often used, and passport stamps
are few and far between, so for us being able to have our passport was very significant. It can
also often get you reduced rates in museums and other places of interest along the way.There
was a real buzz of activity in the Pilgrim Office and I could immediately feel myself getting caught
up in the excitement. There were so many people chatting and laughing, so many different
languages, and so many conversations regarding destinations, timescales and plans.It was still
raining as we left but, with passports safely tucked where damp would not reach and water
bottles full, we were raring to get going. The path continued down the steep cobbled street,
across the Pilgrim bridge and then, of course, up. We had no real idea what was ahead of us, we
just knew that the time had come to go over themountains, those we had seen ahead of us on
many previous sections.The weather didn’t improve as the day went on. Up and up we trudged



along a road that just seemed to get steeper and steeper. For some reason, I had assumed that
after a while we would have been walking on grassy tracks or on earthen paths that would have
been so much easier on our feet, but it was not to be. I was grateful for my comfortable shoes,
well tested over many miles, and I was also grateful I wasn’t on a bike! For the many cyclists, the
downs might be fun, but on this part of the journey they seemed to be peddling away and
making little progress. However, everyone was jovial, and there was always someone to speak to
and to laugh with, and to share comments about thechallenge of the path as we questioned why
on earth we were doing this.I always feel it’s important to stop and look to see from whence you
have come. If you don’t, you run the risk of missing out on the great vistas behind you. It’s also a
goodexcuse for a short rest and a chance to catch your breath, but on this particular day there
were no views to be had. The mist had rolled in, and the higher we went, the denser itbecame
and the colder it was too. The road went on and on.The refuge Orisson came into view after only
5 miles/8 kms, but as it was hours since we had set off, it felt we had done at least twice that
distance! What a welcome sight. This is the only stopping place on the way to Roncesvalles and,
with a mere 18 beds, gets booked up well in advance. We were not looking for a bed, just a
coffee (and on thisoccasion a piece of Tarte de Santiago) and a stamp for our passport. It was a
blissful 30 minutes of rest and then it was back on the path again.One of the marker points on
this section is a statue of the Virgin at Biakorre. From here, the views on a good day stretch for
miles, but so dense was the mist that we missed this completely. The Virgin? What virgin? I had
to wait until 2018, when I walked this section again with an American friend, to see the Virgin
and experience the absolute beauty and stunning scenery of this part of the path. On that
occasion we sat in the sunshine having lunch and watching the eagles and other birds of prey
soaring above and below us. It was worth every step of the ups to see just what I had missed
before.Finally, off the road about an hour later we had to search carefully for markers and the
ground under our feet was uneven and very muddy in places – so much for theexperience we
had envisaged. We even missed the sign that we had crossed the border into Spain, so the
small bottles of Cava we had carried to celebrate this important event stayed in our
rucksacks.The path became much flatter, and there was a fountain so we could refill our bottles.
Life felt like it was looking up – forgive the pun. Perhaps we had finished with the ups! No such
luck. Back on the road again further along and more climbing, all be it not as steep, but still it
seemed relentless and, as we looked ahead, there was no sign of it stopping. At last, we
reached a signpost with many different directions suggested, and other signs telling us that in
bad weather the most direct path down into Roncesvalles was notadvised. Much as we wanted
to take it, sense did prevail, as the last thing we needed was for one of us to fall and sustain a
serious injury. It felt like many hours later when we trudged into the small village that was to be
our home for the night.There is much history caught up in this small place, and today much of
that is to do with the monastery and the fact that this is a major place on the Camino. We had
bookedaccommodation in advance, something for which we were extremely grateful, as we
were aware of the number of walkers we had passed who were hoping to find a bed once they



arrived. We were informed when we checked in that all beds had been filled by 4.30 and it was
now about 7.00. I did wonder where they would all sleep.The bar in our small hotel was very
busy and there were no seats, but upstairs wediscovered a lounge area and here, better late
than never, we toasted the crossing into Spain and the completion of a very long, wet day, as we
lay cosy and warm, on soft, roomy sofas…the worst, we felt, was over.As we set off on Day 2,
the rain was a constant companion. We walked on a path through the trees, the ground under
our feet sodden, and the drips from the trees bouncing off our hoods. Then, suddenly in the
afternoon it stopped, the clouds cleared, and the sun came out.Over the next few days it
became quite hot. The pendulum had swung wildly, so from wearing gloves as we crossed the
mountains, we were now walking in temperatures of 35 degrees! On many of the paths shade
was hard to find, and even though we drank plenty of water, wore high-factor sunscreen and
brimmed hats, walked in shade where possible and rested regularly, it was tough going, and by
2.00 in the afternoon it really felt like we were walking in a furnace! It was so hot at night that
neither of us slept, and it was awelcome break to sometimes start our days before sunrise just
so we could minimise the afternoon walking.What a relief to reach Logroño on our final day,
collapse into a chair at a café in the square and order the celebratory large beers that brought to
an end one of the mostchallenging walks I’d undertaken. Even with the heat, it had been
beautiful. I lovedPamplona with its beautiful cathedral, the ancient streets of the old town and the
walls of the city. Walking up to the Alto de Perdon, roughly translated as Hill of Forgiveness was
a defining moment. On this hill is a beautiful steel sculpture of pilgrims on their route to Santiago.
Erected in 1996, it’s one of the most iconic symbols of the Camino and I had seen its image so
often. I also loved the pilgrim bridge at Puente La Reina.I do remember feeling exhausted at the
airport, more so than usual, but then it had been a challenging trip. When we arrived at the bus
station back in Stansted there were long queues and a lack of buses. There had been an
accident on the motorway, so thosebuses not caught up in that were having to take an
alternative, cross-country route.Tempers were frayed and I was really fed up; I just wanted to get
home. When the bus did arrive, the journey was long, twisty and of the kind that makes your
stomach churn. I was feeling really irritable and was trying hard not to snap. I put it all down to
tiredness.That evening my darling husband, Alan, looked after me, providing dinner, tending to
my every need, and being patient with my wish to say little. I was early to bed, sleeping well; was
it only the bliss of own bed or my total exhaustion? Probably both and it didn’tmatter.Chapter
2The next morning seemed normal enough. Alan had let me sleep, so, bleary eyed, I padded
downstairs and into the kitchen to find breakfast. What did I want? I hadn’t a clue…. What I
couldn’t be bothered doing was making my usual green juice; it was too much hassle. I wanted
something quick, so resorted to Shreddies and banana and took myself into the lounge. Three
hours later, I was still there watching mindless TV.Now this is not me, but I was still feeling so
tired. I put it all down to that and allowedmyself to go back to bed. I slept, but felt no better on
waking and never quite managed to get dressed that day at all. If Alan was concerned, he didn’t
show it. I still wasn’t talking much; I couldn’t be bothered. Everything seemed too hard. Tomorrow



would be better… but it wasn’t.The third day dawned, and with it the continued malaise of being
fed up, not caring what happened with anything. Decisions were hard to make, so, as much as
possible, I didn’t make them. I just ate what was put in front of me. I was still sleeping loads and I
was still not getting dressed or at least not until late afternoon. I was also very tearful, and I didn’t
have a clue why. Tears flowed at all sorts of moments, gushing, sobbing and at some points even
howling, but I kept that to myself as much as possible.At this point, Alan was concerned, and so
was I. Yes, I’d done a long walk under difficult conditions, but I’d still enjoyed it. However, I’d done
walks of this length and difficulty
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Deborah Kevin, “Vulnerable account of walking back to health. Heather Waring's book, How
Walking Saved My Life, takes the reader on a journey from despair to health and does so with
honesty and humor. While Heather is a master walk leader, taking women on ancient paths like
the Camino de Santiago, she's also a coach who guides from a place of experience and
empathy. If you've ever wondered if something so simple as walking can transform your life, this
book is for you. Read it and then grab your sneakers (trainers) or hiking boots and hit the road!
Heather's waiting for you.”

Tracy H, “A book for every woman who walks. So many nuggets that resonate, from adrenal
fatigue to surviving a teenager, to working in a world of work made the man way, this made me
eager to walk daily and love myself again.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Very relevant for working women. No power, no problem... finished How
Walking Saved My Life by Heather Waring... could hardly put it down as it mirrors so much of my
own personal journey and in a sense recovery. “I love being able to help women find their true
selves just as I did and to move forwards clear and unstuck,” she says.
#onemillionwomenwalking”

Linda E., “An honest account. Just finished Heather’s book and was blown away by her open
and honest account of how walking was her way back to health. Her passion for encouraging
others to gain the benefits of walking shines through in every page. The story she tells is
compelling and moving and resonated very strongly with me. I urge you to consider reading her
book if you want to understand how important walking can be for your own well being.”

JP, “Highly recommended, a potentially life changing read. This is a super book, honest,
inspiring, entertaining and useful. I had the pleasure of meeting lovely lady Heather recently in a
video call and I can hear her voice in this book, she writes in such a way that you feel you're
chatting together. She tells us how walking, strolling, meandering - even five minutes round the
block - can transform your life and bring better health and well-being. She also talks about more
adventurous walks. Read this book, gift it to your friends, join the Facebook group 1 Million
Women Walking and see for yourself how putting one foot in front of the other can be so
powerful. Happy Walking!”

Rachel, “What an inspiring read. This am amazing read and very inspiring.I have had the
pleasure of meeting the wonderful Heather in person and we did a short walk together. Her book
is as inspiring and uplifting as the lady herself.She has really got me thinking about how far I
push myself on a daily basis and how I can make changes to avoid a similar fate to her. I have
managed to walk an average of 2km per day so far this year, inspired by her Facebook group



and I hope to keep it up for the rest of this year and beyondYou won’t regret reading this lovely
book.”

Ann Lewis, “Every step counts. I can remember a time when we were being urged to exercise,
but it felt as though walking, especially short walks and everyday activities, didn’t count. In this
book, Heather Waring gives walking its rightful place at the centre of our search for wellbeing.In
part one, Heather tells her own story of how walking became the key to her recovery from
burnout and adrenal fatigue, and of how she built a new mission around helping other women to
discover its benefits. Part two explores her work as a coach and Camino guide, and the joy she
experiences from seeing women develop physical, mental and spiritual strength.There are links
to resources to help you get started, and I can wholeheartedly recommend Heather’s group,
One Million Women Walking, for inspiration and support.”

N. Kentisbeer, “Honest, accessible and engaging. I adore reading books about other business
owners and their stories and the fact that I have known Heather for some time made this a must
read. From the day we first met, Heather spoke of her passion for walking and her Camino
journey. She was there from the very beginning with her love of walking at a time when it wasn't
such a popular pursuit. I have had the pleasure of seeing all of this come to fruition and for me,
this book shares so much more of the person that Heather is. I have enjoyed many walks with
her and her groups and I am delighted that Heather is sharing her story further and encouraging
more women to get involved through her group One Million Women Walking. A book that one
can relate to and well worth a read.”

The book by Heather Waring has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 39 people have provided feedback.
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