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Extract from chapter ‘Broken Lip’: 
 
What followed in my early twenties were some very fun years. 
I made new friends and really started doing well in my job. As a trainee computer 
programmer for the Ministry of Defence, I got sent around on training courses all 
over England. There was a particularly memorable week in Richmond, London, 
when I was studying how to program in SQL (that’s Structured Query Language). 
Good course, but the Ministry’s budget didn’t really stretch to fancy hotels, so I 
ended up staying in this guest house for something like £16 a night, which 
included breakfast. Well, I remember the woman greeting me at the door; she 
seemed blind in one eye and also had a wooden leg. She seemed a pleasant 
enough lady though, despite her odd appearance. She took me up to what I think 
was the attic of this old house in Richmond, four or five floors up, her leg 
clattering on the wooden stairs as we went. The room was fine, a bit small, and 
there was a fridge that hummed all night. The breakfast was a couple of rolls and 
butter, which mysteriously appeared each evening when I returned back from my 
course. 
Still, I was gaining new skills all the time. My love-life was put right on the back 
burner while I studied to become a computer I.T. professional. You know 
something? It felt good not to worry about women!  
I grew in confidence and stature the more I learned. Pretty soon I knew an awful 
lot about computers, which started from my college days learning Computer 
Studies, and then these courses carried on the tradition, learning all about SQL, 
COBOL, Windows and Unix system administration. You would have seen me back 
then, wallowing in a book of Unix, learning what options you could use for listing 
files in directories. I grew fond of the ping command, as it happens. I just loved 
the sound of it. Before long I was pinging all over the place! 
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Excerpt from Chapter ‘Marathon Man’: 
 
Luckily for me the Loch Ness Monster suit was not forthcoming, as I was now 
running on my own, so I would simply be wearing shorts and a t-shirt. Typical of 
me, I chose my favourite colour of the time: black. Well, I’d always been into 
gothic music. It seemed the right colour and the right thing for me to wear. 
The day came, and the weather was scorching hot. Not a cloud in the sky; in fact, 
it later transpired this was the hottest London Marathon day on record. Ironic that 
I would have to run on the hottest day of the year so far (in April I hasten to 
add!) wearing black.  
Still, as I stood at the start of this magnificent event, looking around at the 
thousands of runners around me, I just felt elated. To be part of something this 
big could not be wrong. Everyone seemed happy to be there, joking and chatting 
excitedly to one another. I remember speaking to a few people myself, nodding in 
the runner’s code at each other. There were also some amazing costumes and 
fancy dress on display, ranging from wild animals to people dressed as big planet 
Earth globes. It seemed that everyone was running for charity, which was 
fantastic. 
I made sure this time to give myself a decent warm up before starting. I was 
stretching with the best of them, flexing my legs and muscles as if I was a 
professional runner. I was pretty excited too, and wasn’t even worried or thinking 
about the ridiculous distance ahead of me. This would be a day to remember! I 
was hopeful too of seeing some of my friends, who were in London and were 
going to see if they could spot me from the sidelines. 
I vowed I would take my time to begin with; no mad sprinting off in the first few 
miles. It was boiling, the sun already hot on my skin. Looking around, I seemed 
to be the only one dressed in black. Ah, not true! There was a furry black gorilla 
further down the line. 
The race started, and there was a loud cheer. Initially, I didn’t even move, I was 
basically in a huge crowd and none of us could go anywhere, let alone run. The 
elite runners at the front of the fun runners would be picking up the pace, 
sprinting off already. I was pretty sure by the time I got to the actual start line of 
the race they would be running mile three or four.  
It took around fifteen minutes before I made it to the start line. We all gradually 
started moving, walking slowly, then a slow jog as the crowd began to move, 
then faster, then a cheer as we all crossed the start line. As soon as the start line 
was passed, people sprinted off, cheering and hooting that their race had officially 
began.  
My initial view of taking it easy proved impossible at this point, as the surge of 
excited people carried me along. If I had tried to go slower, I’d have been 
trampled on. So we all ran fast and cheered and it was one of the best feelings in 
the world. People stood at the side of the road clapping and applauding us, bands 
were playing strident music and the sun gleamed above us, sparkling down on all 
the runners in a radiant glow of glory. 
I began to slow down, with the runners slowly becoming separate from a large 
crowd. I was conscious of going too fast too soon, and I knew I needed to 
conserve my energy. I was sweating already, and we hadn’t even passed the first 
mile marker. I was still fine though, I knew I could run at least thirteen miles 
pretty easily; this was the easy part of the race!  
The sun began taking its toll very early on. It was unbelievably hot, and I really 
started sweating badly. Already I was getting thirsty, but knew that this event 
had water places every mile, so was looking forward to grabbing a cup of water 
as I jogged by. 
I started to enjoy myself. There were hordes of people waving and cheering us all 
on. I marvelled at the fun-runners in fancy dress, some going faster than I was, 
dressed in an array of colour and costume. There were a group of rhinoceros, 
running for the ‘save the rhino’ fund, and I was stunned to find they held their 



rhino heads in front of their bodies as they ran, using their arms to hold the 
masks aloft. So as well as using their legs for twenty-six miles, they would also 
be using their arms. Unbelievable! 
Ah, here came the balloons that marked the end of the first mile! Just another 
twenty-five to go! Easy. I looked on eagerly, my eyes scanning for the water 
station. Ah, there it was! I jogged up alongside it, and the staff manning it just 
waved us on with apologetic looks. They had run out of water! Can you believe it? 
Apparently nearly every runner before me on the course had swiped a water cup, 
due to the scorching heat of the sun. That was no good for me or for my fellow 
runners around me. Still, nothing we could do but run on, and pray that the next 
water station at the second mile would bear us cool, blessed liquid. 
 


