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This is a soldierõs story, from his teenage years to the world of 
Special Forces, Intelligence agencies, and being centre stage in the 

fight against terrorism. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The book is long, and it charts the life of an individual struggling 
against the system, and against jealous individuals around him. 
From prison, to being promoted to captain, this story charts his 

life, his social life, and his struggles ð the least of which are facing 
armed men. 

 
The book is technically accurate and contains accurate political 
and historical aspects, accurate geographical descriptions and 

equipment descriptions. 
 
 



                                                                

Glossary of abbreviations 
 
MI6 - British Intelligence, aka, SIS - Secret Intelligence Service, 
for overseas operations (non-domestic), aka, ôCircusõ. 
MI5 - British Intelligence (domestic) 
CIA - Central Intelligence Agency, USA, overseas intelligence 
service 
SAS - Special Air Service, British Special Forces 
SBS - Special Boat Squadron, British, similar to US Navy Seals 
DOD - Department of Defence - USA 
MOD - Ministry of Defence - UK 
NSA - National Security Agency, USA, aka ôNo such agencyõ.                
SOE - Special Operations Executive, British WWII covert 
operations OSS - USA, like SOE, WWII, overseas 
DGSE - French Secret Service/counter terrorism - domestic and 
foreign 
IRA - Irish Republican Army, terrorist movement 
INLA ð Irish National Liberation Army 
SIB - British Military Police 
SVR - Russian Intelligence, formerly KGB 
Special Branch - British Police, anti-terrorism/organized crime 
SO13 ð armed British police unit (as was) 
COBRA - Cabinet Office Briefing Room ôAõ, used by British Prime 
Minister for meetings with security staff. 
FARC ð Colombian guerrillas/communist 
 



                                                                

British military slang  
 
Oppo - opposite number/close working buddy 
Pongo -  soldier ð derisive 
Crabs ð airmen ð derisive 
Monkeys ð Red Caps ð military police 
Ponce/poncey - upper class/educated/effeminate - derisive 
Regiment - he was ôRegimentõ- he was SAS 
Rock Apes - RAF Regiment - defensive unit of airfields 
NAAFI - Navy Army Air Force Institute - shops on British 
military bases. 
Rupert - officer/upper-class - derisive 
Beast - punish soldier 
Billets - accommodation/food 
Civvy - civilian 
Badged - qualified entry to SAS, receipt of cap badge 
Best bib and tucker - best suit/outfit/military dinner suit 
QT - on the QT, on the quiet 
Stag ð on guard duty 
2ic ð second in command 
CO ð commanding officer 
Sandhurst ð basic Army officer training UK 
Cranwell ð basic RAF officer training UK 
Glass House ð military prison 
HALO ð high altitude jump, low opening 
 



                                                                

 
1982, Gloucester High School. 

 
ôMichael Milton,õ the headmaster called, rolling his eyes as he 
stood perched on the edge of the stage at the far end of the schoolõs 
assembly hall. In his black gown he looked like a Raven perched 
on a branch. 
 Laughter broke out, a few wild cheers and jeers ð I wasnõt quite 
sure which they were, some ironic applause from bored teachers 
lined up along the sides of the hall and, as I ambled along the aisle 
smiling, most of the pupils from Year Five turned towards me and 
also smiled, grinned, or smirked.  
 They were knowing grins, because they knew what I was like, 
they knew my past history ð many had been on the receiving end, 
and they knew that I ð the student from hell ð had come third 
place overall in the schoolõs ôOõ Level exams; I would be leaving 
with 10 ôOõ Levels and going onto my ôAõ Levels, something that 
both the teachers and my parents found infinitely puzzling. 
 I had gained the prize of ômost detentionsõ and ômost sent out of 
classõ, and had done so easily. The Headmaster had once told me: 
ôThere you go, 98% in maths, the highest score, now get to 
detention.õ 
 I was a puzzle to them all, perplexed teachers and amused 
pupils alike, because I was always in trouble - yet my exam grades 
were excellent. It was a pattern for life that would follow me 
around. 
 As I walked I smirked back, a few nods given to lads I knew 
and listed as friends, a few smirks for girls that I knew, had 
known, or was hoping to get to know during the summer holidays. 
Cathy Turnball turned her head, a secret look exchanged, a look 
that acknowledged the fact that less than an hour ago I had my 
hand up her skirt, down her knickers and a finger insider her.  
 The annoying thing about Cathy was ... that would be all I 
could get. She was not as obliging as her older sister had been, and 
when she eventually found out about me and her older sister Iõd be 
in trouble, since her parents knew my parents; Gloucester was not 
that big a city, barely a town really. 



                                                                

 Susy Hoffman lifted her gaze, and I remembered Christmas. My 
parents had been away, visiting my Nan in hospital, and I had 
remained at home to check for burst water pipes. Paranoid, my dad 
was.  

Still, it gave me a house with no parents, access to beer and 
spirits, and a cold-nosed Susy Hoffman wanting help with her 
homework. One thing had led to another, the alcohol may have 
helped some, and I had licked her pussy till she screamed.  

She then attempted a blowjob, but after I came in her mouth ð 
after promising I wouldnõt ð she had vomited all over my mumõs 
best rug. Christmas was spent trying to clean the damn thing, and 
worrying a great deal about my parents return. I had learnt a 
valuable lesson: itõs important to find a girl that can swallow 
without puking. 
 My success with Susy, and countless other girls, started when I 
was thirteen, and that success was all down to my Uncle Richard, 
who my dad always labelled as ôa waste of spaceõ. Richard was five 
years younger than Dad, and he changed jobs every six months. 
According to Richard, he was waiting for the right one, to find his 
calling. And, at 48, he was still  waiting. 
 We had gone on holiday together once ð and once only, me and 
my parents, Richard and some lady with big tits and a big arse. 
We had driven down the M5 motorway to Bude in Cornwall, and 
the weather had turned out OK. What was not OK was my father 
trying to body-board in the surf ð at his age.  
 He caught a chill, and was then hospitalised the same day that 
Uncle Richardõs lady friend decided that Uncle Richard was a twat. 
And she told him so in front of me before she walked off and left 
the holiday. It was just me and Uncle Richard, so we got drunk in 
the local pub. I was sick that night, but that might have been down 
to the curry that I tried to tackle. 
 The next day, having woken in our holiday cottage around 
noon, we made coffee and promised ourselves never to do that 
again ð Uncle Richard feeling worse than I did, and we set out 
exploring. That took ten minutes ð Bude was not such a big place 
ð so we sat on the rocks for a while, but opted for something to eat 
in a dodgy little cafe.  



                                                                

As we sat there, two girls plonked down opposite, and my heart 
skipped a beat. They were around nineteen years old, titõs visible 
through skimpy tops, short denim shorts on the bottom, both girls 
chewing gum and smoking at the same time. 
 Uncle Richard turned his head. ôChrist,õ he loudly let out. ôWhat 
are you two, porn models or Page Three girls or what?õ 
 I figured they might hit him, or leave, but they giggled. 
 The better looking of the two, yet sounding as common as 
muck, replied, ôWha I ôav to do for lunch and a cuppa?õ 
 I blinked. 
 ôShow us your tits for a cuppa each for starters,õ Uncle Richard 
suggested, as if he had done it a hundred times before. 
 And they did. Despite the fact that they were common as muck, 
they were stunners, and I was about to explode. 
 Uncle Richard stuck five quid on their table, and I watched and 
learned from an expert; I learnt things that parents and teachers 
hoped that a young man may never learn. After lunch, and after 
my dear Uncle had groped both of the girls, he dragged them back 
to the holiday cottage. They sized it up, hands on hips chewing 
gum, and then my world changed forever. 
 Uncle Richard told the shorter of the two girls, ôTwenty five 
quid if you educate my nephew here for a few hours.õ He counted 
out the money as I stood terrified, trying not to show that I was 
stood terrified. 
 She took the money, shrugged, and whilst chewing her gum she 
then led me by the hand, asking which room was mine. With the 
day hot, glorious even, the sun beating through the window and 
the calls of seagulls echoing, I got to have sex, real sex. I had 
groped a few girls, hand a hand job off a girl in the year above, but 
basically I was ð at thirteen ð just as useless as the rest of the boys 
in school. 
 She gave me an anatomy lesson, named bits, and showed me 
what to do, and did so several times. She also showed me how to 
go down on a girl. Her pussy was shaven, nothing like those hairy 
monsters I saw in Penthouse Magazine, and it was just a thin slit.  
 I did as asked, not finding that it smelt terrible - as I had feared, 
unlike the hair on her head, which was rank with the smell of 
smoke. Her pussy didnõt taste terrible either, another fear soon 



                                                                

overcome. She told me to put two fingers in when a girl started to 
make a noise and breathe faster, and I did. 
 Uncle Richard went on from that holiday to plough his car into 
a tree when drunk and, confined to a wheelchair, he drank himself 
to death a few years later. I lamented his loss, because he had 
firmly put me on the right track. 
 That summer holiday, rather just that one particularly glorious 
hot day, would always be with me, and it set me up for a great 
time in the upper school.  
 After that particular holiday, and now swaggering around and 
being oddly nice to my parents, yet remote to lads I knew, I met a 
girl  in the local park. We chatted, because she recognised me from 
somewhere, and because we would both start upper school in a few 
weeks. It was not that big a town. 
 A stroll led to a kiss goodbye, and the next day a stroll led to a 
snog, followed by a hint that her parents would be away for a few 
days, her older sister minding the house, and that her older sister 
had a boyfriend that she wanted to visit each night that the 
parents were away.  
 The two sisters had struck a deal, and I was invited around. I 
was told the rules right off; thereõd be no screwing, but we could 
fondle, and she would toss me off. I had other ideas, and pointed 
out that she would still be a virgin if I went down on her.  
 After some debate she agreed, and I made her scream. She did 
toss me off, then, and at any point in the next three years, anytime 
and anywhere I asked, even though she knew I was seeing other 
girls. 
 So the day I started at the upper school in my blue uniform, the 
hushed rumours started between girls. When the lads asked I 
denied it, saying ð yuk. But the girls knew, and I got sexy smirks 
from complete strangers; I was the lad whoõd go down on a girl, 
and I was the only lad who would. Not even the ladõs in the Sixth 
Form did that. 
 My technique was simple. To a new and curious girl I would 
say, ôWell, youõre very nice looking and all, but I was kinda seeing 
someone, although sheõs been seen with a guy from the Sixth 
Form.õ 
 ôThen you should get your own back,õ they would always hint. 



                                                                

 ôI donõt know,õ I would sigh. ôDoesnõt seem right, no official 
break-up and all.õ 
 ôShe doesnõt care, and I wonõt say anything,õ would open the 
doors to a new experience, and open a new pair of legs. I would 
always go down on the girl, then make it seem like I should 
probably go, only to have the girl insist on at least a hand job.  
 Some tried a blowjob, most being terrible practitioners, but 
Cathy swallowed the first time, and kept going till I was the one 
screaming. I learnt that some girls did swallow, and that some 
puked on your mumõs best rug. 
 I also learnt that if you were the guy with the pretty girl on 
your arm, half the lads would want you as a friend, the other half 
wanted to kick your teeth in, including lads from years above.  
 I could equally be found having a blowjob in the bushes - or 
fighting with some idiot because he thought I had been with his 
girl. I probably had been with his girl, but I often lost track. 
Asking an angry boyfriend ôWhich one is she?õ did nothing to calm 
them down. 
 
That school prize day, I reached the stage and stepped up, an even 
louder and more raucous jeering erupting. 
 ôThatõs enough!õ the Headmaster shouted, the assembly 
eventually settling. He sighed loudly, and then faced me. ôMilton, 
it pains me greatly ð it really does ð to award you third prize for 
your ôOõ Level grades, and I understand that we shall enjoy a 
further two years of your company as you undertake your ôAõ 
Levels. God ... help us.õ  
  He handed me the prize, a book token for WHSmith, and I 
waved it at the assembly before stepping down. On the way back 
down the aisle I nodded at Smitty and Blob, both lads about to 
keenly join me on the next adventure, that of Cheltenham Girlõs 
School. 
  Our school had no computers, and fuck all else - we all agreed, 
and it was run down to say the least. Cheltenham Girlõs School 
had a new computer suite, but apparently very few of the blue-
blooded little debutants had opted to use it, so it was available to 
other schools in the catchment area.  



                                                                

 My school, Gloucester Shit-Tip High, was just three miles from 
Cheltenham Posh Girlõs School, which sat closer to Gloucester 
town centre than it did to Cheltenham town centre. So come 
September, three of us boys and four girls would go on to attend 
Cheltenham Girlõs School one day a week to study ôAõ Level 
Computer Science in their smart new ð yet under-utilised - 
computer suite. 
 I had opted for Maths, Computer Science and German because I 
figured that money was in computers and maths, and German was 
better than a science subject ð and the physics teacher had 
threatened to kill me if I tried to sit ôAõ Level physics.  
 The police had been called to the school, but the man remained 
in his job, and the threat remained. So what if I electrocuted his 
dog, the damn mutt recovered, and it was a really annoying little 
dog that had no place in a classroom during a physics practical 
lesson. 
 
 



                                                                

Fateõs hand 
 
As school broke, actually it had broken three weeks before that 
noteworthy award assembly, I had a long hot (and occasionally 
rainy) summer in which to do whatever I wanted. And whatever I 
wanted generally meant something sexual. 
 But a new couple had moved in next door, and I said hello over 
the garden wall. The man was an army officer in his late twenties, 
a Captain Richards, and the house was his ex-wifeõs, but they were 
still together some of the time ð he explained ð but he appeared to 
be in pain as he explained it.  
 So the occasional ex-husband visitor would visit, and sometimes 
in uniform, and heõd stand at the end of the garden and smoke a 
lonely cigarette, tipping his head back as he exhaled. He explained 
to me that the good lady of the house did not like cigarette smoke 
indoors, and sometimes did not like him being indoors, and I 
explained that my mum hated smoking; I had never taken up 
smoking. 
 One day, stood leaning against the garden wall, he explained 
that he was thinking of leaving the Army, that the doctor had 
threatened to give him something called a ôSectionõ, and that he 
was not feeling too great. I had images of a difficult child birth 
ôsectionõ but must have heard it wrong. 
 ôWhatõs the problem?õ I naively asked. 
 He regarded me for a few seconds then sighed. ôYou have your 
life ahead of you, and from your angle it probably seems pretty 
bloody good ð Iõve seen you in the street with half a dozen 
different girls already.õ 
 We exchanged a smirk, a man-to-man smirk. I was just a 
teenager, but he was treating me like an adult, and that I liked. 
 ôBut when you get older you ... you get stuck in groves, you 
spend a great deal of time and effort on what you think is the right 
career path, the right woman -õ He glanced over his shoulder. ô- 
and ... and sometimes it doesnõt work out quite as you had it 
planned. You see, no matter where you are or what walk of life you 
find yourself in, thereõs always some cunt who just wants to make 
life difficult for you, and for no reason.õ  



                                                                

 He focused ahead. ôYou do well, you stand out, people want to 
cut your legs out from under you. Why? Good fucking question. 
Why? Probably because they canõt be bothered to make the effort 
to stand out, probably because theyõre jealous. 
 ôIf you drag your feet and try and blend in, youõre accused of 
not making an effort, and then someone gives you shit for the 
opposite reason, albeit a genuine reason. And sometimes ... 
sometimes someone just doesnõt like you for a reason they could 
never explain, not in a million years.õ  
 He sighed again and glanced at me. ôSo you see, what you do ... 
doesnõt matter so much as the reaction you cause from those 
around you. You ... can try and do everything right, and still get 
crap from people.õ 
 I nodded. ôIõm popular with girls in school.õ He turned to make 
eye contact. ôHalf the lads want to be my mate because of it, half of 
them want to smack me in the mouth.õ 
 He smiled widely. ôYouõre sixteen, and youõve learnt a very 
valuable lesson early on. At least, you know how to recognise the 
outward symptoms. It gets harder when the guys who want to be 
your mate secretly plot to kick the shit out of you ð so beware; 
look for the wolf in sheepõs clothing.õ 
 I nodded. ôWhat do you do, in the Army?õ 
 ôI was, at first, an enlisted man, RAF Regiment, then an officer, 
now with the SAS up the road. Hereford.õ 
 ôWhat do they do?õ I asked, the publicity over the Iranian 
embassy siege not registering with me. 
 He regarded me for a moment. ôThey ... are the best of the 
soldiers, the fittest, the best shots. They parachute into places, kill 
people, and get out quietly.õ 
 ôYouõve parachuted?õ 
 He nodded. ôDozens of times.õ 
 ôIõd love to have a go, but I donõt like being up high really.õ 
 He took a deep drag, and blew out. ôYouõre young, so 
everything seems exciting to you, exciting and new. If it was just 
me, and me alone, then the Regiment would be great. But there are 
people involved, egos, ambitions, and careers.õ He regarded me 
coolly. ôA few weeks ago someone interfered with my kit and, if I 
hadnõt spotted it, I would dead.õ 



                                                                

 I puzzled that with a heavy frown. ôWho did it? Were they 
arrested?õ 
 He looked over my head at next doorõs washing line. ôI donõt 
know who did it. I ... suspect someone, but Iõm not sure, and that 
makes life ... difficult. That makes you ... get up in the morning and 
say why the fuck am I bothering? It makes you ... wonder what a 
bunch of tossers youõre working with, when youõre all supposed to 
be on the same side, when you fight side by side, when you have to 
rely on each other.õ 
 ôCanõt you report them?õ 
 He tipped his head. ôIf I was certain, and if I had evidence ... 
maybe.õ  
 ôMy Uncle Richard had trouble like that, but not ð you know ð 
like a soldier and all. He was working as a welder, and some of the 
others didnõt like him because he replaced an older guy who was 
popular. They tried to blow him up somehow.õ 
 ôSo ... did they succeed?õ he toyed. 
 I shook my head. ôMy Uncle, he figured out slowly who these 
two guys were, and when he was sure he went around one night, 
late on a Saturday, and as they came out the pub drunk he smashed 
their legs in with a metal bar ð his face in a balaclava.õ 
 The officer straightened, his eyes wide. 
 I continued, ôAnd after that no one tried to blow him up, and he 
got sacked anyway ð because he was crap and a drunk.õ 
 The officer smiled, nodded, and took a reflective puff on his 
cigarette. ôYour uncle broke the law, broke the rules, and crippled 
two men. Hardly the right thing to do.õ 
 I shrugged. ôNo, but better than getting blown up.õ 
 My part-time neighbour stared hard into my eyes. 
 I added, ôAnd those two men, if they had succeeded, they would 
be murders, so ... they should be crippled, or sent to prison for life 
or something. And if someone knackers up your kit and you die, 
what does that make that bloke?õ 
 He peered down the garden. ôA murderer possibly, at best 
someone guilty of a very serious crime worthy of a long sentence.õ 
 ôMy Uncle said ð better them than me.õ 
 My part-time military neighbour nodded, put out his cigarette 
and walked off without a word. 



                                                                

 
Two days later, and he was looking rough, unshaven and tired. 
 ôYou ... OK?õ I risked. After all, he looked like he was ready to 
kill someone, and I was sixteen. 
 He peered at me through tired eyes. After a long moment he 
said, ôYou know what stress is.õ It was not a question. ôStress ... is 
that which lies between forty percent and sixty percent. If 
something is forty-five percent, itõs hard to say if it is one thing or 
another. Get above sixty percent and ... itõs starting to look like 
you were right.  
 ôAt ninety percent, or ten percent, itõs one thing or another, but 
at forty-five fucking percent ... itõs neither thing, and you bounce 
back and forth, back and forth. Every time you convince yourself 
that youõre probably right you have that fifty percent of doubt. 
Stress is ... sitting on the fence of indecision when the facts are not 
clear either way.õ 
 I nodded, it seemed to make sense. ôYouõre still thinking about 
leaving?õ 
 He nodded, looking past me. 
 ôShouldnõt have to, should you.õ He gently moved his eyes 
towards me. ôI mean, if those other people are in the wrong, you 
shouldnõt have too. And what happens if you do leave?õ 
 ôThey ... they replace me with a keen new volunteer, and I ... I 
get a job overseas as a bodyguard, or maybe I teach first aid, or ... 
fuck knows.õ He looked away. 
 ôBut you want to stay here?õ 
 He shrugged, barely perceptible. 
 I gave it some thought, some sixteen year old logic. ôIf you 
leave, whatõs stopping them from doing the same to someone else?õ 
 His eyes met mine. ôYouõre saying, at least I think youõre 
saying, that I should act ... and act not out of my own interests, but 
for my replacement as well, who may well suffer the same ... 
situation.õ 
 ôIf those blokes had blown up my uncle and got away with it, 
they could have done the same to someone else when they should 
have been in prison.õ My mouth was moving quickly. ôWhat would 
you do if you saw them do it to someone else?õ 
 ôIõd deal with them, harshly,õ he snarled. 



                                                                

 I shrugged, and frowned. ôBut when they do it to you...õ 
 ôI blame myself,õ he said as he straightened. ôIf they did it to 
someone else Iõd work hard to find the fucks and deal with them, 
but ... but when itõs against me ... half of me blames myself, and I 
stress myself out.õ He nodded. ôOf course thatõs the case; Iõd deal 
with it differently if it was done to someone else. And with a clear 
fucking head. Theyõre not attacking me, theyõre attacking the rank 
and position.õ 
 He brightened. ôSometimes, you just need to talk things 
through with a simpleton.õ 
 As he walked off I scratched the back of my head; did he mean 
me? Surely not, we were mates. 
 
The long hot summer, which turned out to be quite wet most of 
the time, resulted in me finding a new girl. And what a girl. I had 
lied about my age ð I was tall for my age and already 6õ1õ ð and 
had told her I would soon be eighteen and leaving school, hoping 
to join the military. And that idea, of joining the military, had 
crept in thanks to my neighbour. 
 The new girl was tall, 5õ9õ, and had huge breasts, but nicely 
shaped breasts, and I never got tired of playing with them. On the 
bus, in the street, in the park, anywhere I could play with them I 
would. She said I was good looking and had great shoulders, 
which left me wondering what the hell girls found attractive about 
shoulders.  
 I got used to condoms, just, and they fell off a great deal, so as a 
diversion to a condom moment I would go down on her and she 
would give me a blowjob, but spit afterwards. 
 
A week after our last man-to-man chat, me and Captain Richards, 
he had seen me walking down the road and had pulled over in his 
car, sat then in his green army uniform. ôBusy for a few hours?õ 
 I shrugged. ôNot really.õ 
 ôHop in.õ 
 And I did, and we drove down to Ross-on-Wye and to a 
shooting range. Parked, we walked past a few military looking 
brick buildings and opened to a field. Across that field we joined 
the back of a long shooting range, behind it open grassland 



                                                                

leading to a wooded hill. A dozen soldiers were spread out, some 
shooting, some cleaning weapons, some sat having lunch and a 
drink from a flask. 
 ôRight, Boss?õ one asked as we neared, none of the soldiers 
jumping up to attention or saluting. 
 My guide nodded to the man, then grabbed a long rifle that had 
parts painted green. Ten minutes later I was stood in a trench 
with wooden sides, leant forwards, the rifle into my shoulder. I 
feared the first recoil, but there wasnõt much of a recoil, and I 
knocked over a metal plate about twelve inches square. And I went 
on to knock over another nine in sequence. 
 ôRobbo,õ Captain Richards called. ôHe shoots better than you.õ 
 Robbo, a scary man with a big bushy moustache, eased in next 
to me. ôTen quid says no.õ 
 ôYouõre on,õ the captain told him, the other soldiers now keen to 
observe. As well as to insult my opponent. 
 I now had to aim at a large target with concentric rings, and I 
hit the ôbullõ or the ôinnerõ with ten rounds, and the scary guy with 
the big moustache beat me by just one point, much leg pulling of 
that fact that it had been so close. I tried not to be offended when 
they said that ôthe acne-faced snot nose kidõ had nearly beaten him. 
 I got to fire an American M16 on automatic, the soldiers telling 
me that the automatic setting was not allowed on this range 
because the people living nearby complained, but that they didnõt 
give a shit. I even go to try a pistol, and when a friendly docile 
rabbit was spotted I was allowed to shoot it with a rifle, blasting 
the poor little thing in half. 
 A week later Captain Richards took me to the SAS base in 
Hereford, and a sergeant spent an hour with me on a small 
shooting range, at the end of which I could strip, load, fire and 
unload the pistol. I even got a quick flight in a small helicopter. 
 An idea had been firmly planted into my sixteen year old mind 
that this soldiering lark was great fun, and you got to fire cool 
weapons and to fly in helicopters. 
  



                                                                

1985.  51 Squadron, RAF Regiment, RAF Catterick Depot. 
 
With my kit moved into a shared room in a block, my military kit 
and my civilian clothes, I turned up at the admin offices of 51 
Squadron, and was told to go to a room just off one of the hangers 
used to house the Scorpion tanks.  
 A few people were already sat around a room that reminded me 
of school ð numerous informative posters on the walls ð the men 
grey overalls all sat with cups of tea in hand, so I helped myself to 
a tea and sat, lazy nods exchanged. 
 The room filled slowly, people ambling in ð most overweight 
and scruffily dressed, finally a sergeant taking the front desk. 
 ôOK,õ he loudly called, and he proceeded with a roll-call, just 
like being back in school. A few people were off on courses, some 
sick, one in hospital. Finally, he said, ôAnyone we missed?õ 
 I raised my hand and then stood. ôMilton, Sergeant, just arrived 
from basic training.õ 
 ôMilton,õ he repeated, making a note. ôOK, sit.õ He reminded a 
few people of which of the Scorpion tanks were knackered, which 
might be knackered, of a lorry that needed work, and that some 
areas needed cleaning before and inspection in a week.  
 ôOK,õ he finally called. ôNeed someone to attend a poxy first aid 
course down in ... Lyneham, and ð if the candidate does well ð then 
can advance towards a higher level poxy first aid course or some 
bollocks.õ He waited. ôOh, come on, some fucker has to do it.õ 
 Silence. I glanced around, but no one was keen. We waited. 
 Then I raised my hand. ôIõll do it,õ I said, and it sounded like and 
easy number, as well as being stationed somewhere close to home 
for a few days. 
 ôExcellent,õ the sergeant began. ôYouõll go far in this squadron if 
you volunteer for all the crappy fucking courses that no other 
fucker wants to do.õ 
 They laughed, but I was happy to do the course; first aid was 
important, and I had read the thick manual that I had borrowed 
from the SAS - and had never returned. 
 And that was that, people were dismissed to duties, and I was 
sent to the admin offices, where I was given ôjoining instructionsõ 



                                                                

and a rail pass for the journey. The course would start the 
following Monday, and ... it would last three weeks. 
 ôWhat the fuck...?õ 
 I clarified the course length with the admin guy. It was a long 
course, not just a quick overview of first aid. Ah well. As I was 
about to leave I was informed that the C.O. wanted to see me, 
Squadron Leader Witson. I knocked, entered when told, marched 
smartly and stamped to attention with a stiff salute. 
 ôOK,õ he nodded. ôTake a seat ... er ... Milton.õ 

I sat, and as I did I considered that he looked like a typical 
officer; posh public school and little common sense. He sat in his 
light blue shirt, three blue bars of rank on his shoulders, and I 
noticed two flags on poles resting against opposite corners, a 
picture of The Queen on the wall ð and an organised desk. 
ôIs there another one?õ he asked with a puzzled frown. ôA ... 

Rafael?õ 
ôYes, sir, but I havenõt seen him this morning.õ 
ôOh. Well, welcome to 51 Squadron,õ he said as he read my file. 

ôAh, youõre the lad with all the qualifications.õ He looked up. ôHad 
you not considered a commission?õ 

Now it was my turn to frown. ôI applied, and I passed all the 
selection -õ  
 ôYou passed?õ 
 ôYes, sir, but they said there would be a delay of two years, 
maybe more, so I came in as an enlisted man.õ 
 ôAh, right.õ He took a moment. ôWell, if you keep your nose 
clean and progress, then thereõs no reason why you canõt re-visit 
the Commission Board down the road. Your training starts in 
earnest now, a skill perhaps, many courses to attend. Basic 
training doesnõt really prepare you for squadron life, but Iõm sure 
that youõll fit in.õ 
 From what I had seen so far they were a lazy fat bunch of 
useless fuckers, but that I kept to myself. I was soon back in the 
school-type classroom, and found the same sergeant having a 
coffee and chatting to someone. 
 ôSergeant Harris, Iõm supposed to ask you about my training,õ I 
told him. 
 ôWilton, right?õ 



                                                                

 ôMilton, Sergeant.õ 
 ôWhatever. Go down to the first hangar, find Richie, and ... 
follow him around; heõll give you a tour if heõs in a good mood.õ 
 And off I went to find Richie. I found a large hangar with a few 
tanks, many men in blue-grey oily overalls working on those tanks 
ð seemed like every tank we had was broken ð and was finally 
directed to Richie.  
 He was an SAC, not an NCO, and made me a cup of tea as he 
ôinformedõ me, not taught me. I got to know where everything was 
that day, and did fuck all else. Observing the men, they did fuck all 
else as well, an anti-climax after basic training. All I learnt was 
that a Scorpion was a òreconnaissance vehicleó and not a tank. 
 I dared to ask about fitness. 
 Richie made a face. ôOnce a year you have to qualify for the 
BFT, mile and a half in twelve minutes or so.õ 
 I ran it in nine minutes, but most of these fat wankers could 
barely walk it ð so Richie informed me. And as an enlisted man got 
older the time allowed was stretched. But there were apparently 
some fit men, even a marathon runner, and my ears pricked up at 
the mention of the Recon Platoon.  

They were a volunteer unit of about nine men who had been 
put together by a corporal who had been in the self-praising and 
ôeliteõ 2 Squadron, and they would be a foot patrol when the tanks 
were sat in a field someplace during an exercise.  

The patrol would go out and recon on foot into places the tanks 
couldnõt go, and they held regular meetings as well as overnight 
exercises across the airfield and in the woods. It sounded like I 
needed to volunteer and sign up, after I got back. 
 The next morning I woke early, I often did, and so figured I 
would go for a run. Gym kit on, I limbered up before heading out, 
no one about at 6am, a dew on the grass, the air chilly. On the 
airfield, disused for many decades but still with a concrete runway 
running southwest to northeast, I ran south, past the òbasicsó 
admin building,  past the fenced-off ammo store, the dark outline 
of Castle Hill looming. 
 Being called Castle Hill was odd, because the muddy outcrop 
was little more than ten metres high, and there was no castle nor 
any ruins. I passed by it, passed the assault course that I had only 



                                                                

ever used once in basic training, soon to the southern tip of the 
runway, the River Swale in view. 
 Turning north, the woods we trained in as òbasicsó was on my 
left, dark and scary, this next stretch of the airfield perimeter track 
straight, and it took me due north to the A1 dual carriageway, a 
few cars passing, headlights on in the grey dawn light. 
 Hitting the A1 I turned east, the top end of the perimeter track 
dead straight as it ran parallel to the A1. Reaching the end of that 
stretch I could see the main gate, the village houses beyond where 
many servicemen lived.  
 Turning south again I passed the two big hangars on my left, 
past 51 Squadron Admin, down past the armoury, the indoor 
25yard range, and I was back to the start. And puffing in the cold 
air. 
 I had run two laps, four miles, and got stitch, so I walked back 
to my room and sat. I was soon bored, but it was too early for the 
canteen. I would have to run longer, or wake later. 
 
When I got to RAF Lyneham down in Wiltshire, home to the 
RAFõs Hercules fleet, the bored guardroom staff ticked my name 
off a list and gave me directions, and I lugged my kit, got lost, 
backtracked and eventually found the billet, a non-descript two 
story brick building with windows open and music coming from 
within.  
 I found my room, numbers of the doors, and there would be just 
me in this small room. But it was clean at least, and smelling of 
floor polish. 
 Kit down, door locked, I wandered out and found the training 
centre, where a corporal gave me a stack of papers and files, and 
told me I was a day early, so I showed him my joining 
instructions, to which he just said, ôBollocks, come back tomorrow, 
9am.õ 
 Back in my room I dumped the papers and headed to the 
canteen, a large lunch downed, and in the NAAFI shop I bought 
bottles of juice and some chocolate, soon back in my room and 
studying the course material, nothing else to do. 
 I headed back to the canteen later, and to another solitary meal 
ð no one bothering to talk to me, and back in my room I again 



                                                                

studied the material, but it was mostly stuff I had read about 
before. 
 At 5am I was awake, and so went for a run, being stopped twice 
by the RAF Police since they did not see people jogging at that 
time normally. After a shower, people stirring, I read the 
documents further till 8.30am then headed to the training section, 
the first one there, a corporal opening up. 
 I made myself a tea, then sat as others arrived, a few RAF 
Regiment, a few aircrew, a few RAF regulars that just wanted a 
break from regular duties, a good number of ladies on the course, 
some quite tasty, others built like tanks. 
 After a roll call we started simple, but whenever our instructor 
asked a question I was the only one who would bother to answer 
it, and I got them all correct, which got me disapproving looks 
from many of the men in the room. 
 ôYou done this course before?õ our instructor finally asked me. 
 ôNo, sergeant, only been in a few weeks.õ 
 ôAnd ... your background?õ 
 ôEr ... school,õ I said with a shrug, getting laughed at. 
 ôSo how come you know so much?õ 
 ôI read the papers last night, Sergeant.õ 
 ôAnd memorised all this?õ 
 ôYes, Sergeant.õ 
 ôSmartarse.õ And he gave me a quick quiz, and I got them all 
right, some of the men in the room now looking like they wanted 
to hit me. 
 That evening I sat with the two other RAF Regiment lads for 
our meal, but they were a bit pissy, so the next day I ate with the 
best looking girl, playing it cool.  
 On the Friday I realised that I had a weekend to play with, and 
so headed home to Gloucester, out drinking on the Friday and 
Saturday and reconnecting with a few girls I knew, most of whom 
seemed to now have jobs as barmaids, and I got my end away 
twice. 
 After another week of first aid, more notes issued and read, and 
with candidate Sandra from RAF Kettering getting keen, that 
weekend I booked a local bed and breakfast for us ð RAF girls not 



                                                                

allowed in male rooms on base and vice versa. We enjoyed a few 
drinks, a meal, and a long sex session, and I made her scream. 
 But in the morning, sat having breakfast in the small bed and 
breakfast hotel, our instructor came in with a lady and, spotting 
us, he looked horrified. He tried to ignore us, and after he lady had 
left he took me to one side. 
 ôNo mention of me being here, or youõre a dead man,õ he 
threatened. ôMy wife thinks Iõm away this weekend.õ 
 ôYour secret is safe with me, Sergeant, so long as you donõt 
mention me and Sandra being together.õ 
 He glanced at Sandra, smiled and nodded; he had a hold over 
me, if only a minor one. 
 That week I learnt that the front of the body was anterior, the 
back was posterior, that something higher up was superior, lower 
down was inferior, and that the body was split into quadrants. I 
could point out the inferior right quadrant of the abdomen. 
 I knew the bones and the veins, but we also went through the 
major nerves, and the autonomic nervous system. I learnt that 
shock was nothing to do with being afraid, and that any loss of 
blood or reduction in the function of the lungs caused shock.  
 Hyper was too much, hypo was too little of something, making 
me think about Star Trek on the TV. Doctor MacCoy always had 
a hypo-spray, which meant a spray with too little something. 
 We learnt about saline and IV drips but were not allowed to 
insert a needle, how to reset dislocated shoulders yet forbidden to 
ever try it, how to pull down a dislocated ankle but warned of legal 
consequences if we ever did. It was all very confusing. I went to 
bed at night thinking about myocardial infarctions and 
hypovolemic shock, not heart attacks and blood loss. 
 At the end of the course I registered the highest score ever, a 
letter of commendation to go back to my CO, and an offer of the 
second part advanced course down here. I had been running every 
morning, studying in the evenings, time with Sandra, so things 
had been good, and I agreed to the course there and then ð 
provided my CO agreed. 
  
Back at Catterick, the days getting shorter and the air getting 
colder, I went to see the Squadron Leader and mentioned the 



                                                                

second part of the course, and he had just read the letter, happy 
that one of his had done so well. 
 ôAlways a need for medics,õ he loudly enthused. 
 Back in my shared room a new guy had moved in, so there were 
now two of us, room for four. He was called Bongo, was an 
overweight time-served armourer, and he snored something 
terrible. He also needed to bathe more often, and to get some 
exercise, or any exercise. 
 But we got on well enough, and I didnõt wake him when I went 
for a run. In fact, a bomb going off would not have woken Bongo 
ahead of time, and I became his official alarm clock. He had an 
alarm clock, but he never woke when it went off. 
 I  was getting to bed around 11pm each night, often a beer with 
a microwave burger in the base bar, but I woke at 5am full of 
energy and could not get back off to sleep.  
 So I would set out for a lonely run around the chilly perimeter 
track in the dark, and those runs were getting longer and longer. 
If it was raining or snowing I would be in full combats, plastic coat 
over the top, otherwise gym kit, running in the pitch black, my 
mind in neutral most of the time. 
 As I pounded out the laps I had time to think, but most of all 
my brain was in neutral as I counted out my steps in my head, a 
steady beat. But the one thought that hit me most mornings, and 
several times during each run, was that I had a pride in myself 
when I was running. With each lap behind me I was achieving 
something, and the military liked fit men, so I should have been 
popular. 
 The day-to-day life in 51 Squadron was mundane, a real let 
down after basic training, where the exciting elements of 
Regiment life were overdone, and the recruitment films they had 
shown me now seemed like a lie. 
 In reality, if you took all the range days and exercises spread 
over a year and compressed them into a ten minute film, then life 
in the RAF Regiment looked exciting. Thing was, range days 
were twice a year, exercises were few and far between, riding 
around in helicopters was rare. Day to day life was that of a car 
mechanic. 



                                                                

 But here on the track I was doing something, something 
productive, and as with the first aid exams I had a sense of 
achievement that was lacking as I helped clean an oily pipe or 
swept the floor on a daily basis. Here, on the track, I had a pride in 
myself. 
 Richie was trying to teach me things, when he could be 
bothered, and I slowly started to pick things up about Scorpion 
tanks ð which he kept reminding me werenõt tanks but 
reconnaissance vehicles, and I  even had some tank driving lessons.  
 I was down to do the basic vehicle driving course, Land Rovers, 
but there was a queue, so I had Bongo and his mate give me 
lessons in return for beer and petrol money, and I made good 
progress. 
 Then Bongo mentioned an armourerõs course, and they were a 
man short ð few Regiment Gunners wanting to do it. This course, 
he explained, was lengthy and led to a formal qualification, and 
RAF Regiment lads did it because they needed men qualified to 
maintain the 30mm cannon and the GPMGs used on the tanks ð 
but that the course covered basic pistols and rifles as well, a 
lengthy course at twelve weeks the first part and sixteen weeks 
the second part - they would even cover mortars and artillery. 
 That seemed like a great deal of study, and I was unsure of 
what I should be doing. Did I want to learn to be a driver, a tank 
driver, an armourer, a fitter or engineer, or just be a regular 
Gunner? 
 
The following Monday, and I was tasked with getting under a 
tank and cleaning a pipe after opening a valve. I should have 
known better. The valve opened, and sprayed me with freezing oil. 
My grey overalls were black, people laughing, and the overalls 
would have to be binned, a new set asked for in stores - as well as a 
shirt. And there started the problem. 
 Stores issued me a pair, as well as a new shirt, but sent a note to 
the CO, and he sent me a note to say that I would have to pay for 
the overalls and shirt, and they were not cheap. I was mad as hell. 
 That evening, Bongo said, ôAinõt your fault, they ordered you to 
get under that tank, and you follow fucking orders, like. Go see 
Mark in Admin, heõs up on all the laws and shit.õ 



                                                                

 So I did, and Mark ð a bit effeminate ð told me that it was not 
my fault and that I should appeal and kick up a fuss. I went and 
found the grey-haired squadron Warrant Officer ð a hermit who 
was rarely seen, but who had seemed like a reasonable man when I 
had met him before. 
 He said, ôFuck the CO, ainõt your fault, donõt pay, get legal 
counsel. Every enlisted man is entitled to legal counsel ð a little 
known fact.õ 
 I went straight to the Squadron Leader, knocked and entered 
when told, saluted, then let rip. ôSir, you want me to pay for oil-
damaged overalls and a shirt, the result of a practical joke -õ 
 ôThat happens when you damage kit!õ 
 ôI did not damage kit, sir, I was following orders,õ I calmly 
stated, but with attitude. 
 ôThen donõt follow silly orders like that!õ 
 ôIõm new here, sir, junior, and I do what Iõm told, and if they tell 
me the building is on fire or a man is wounded ... should I take it 
seriously, sir?õ 
 He took a moment. ôYouõre expected to apply some common 
sense.õ 
 ôI did, sir, and Iõm seeking legal counsel, plus Iõll take it up with 
the base commander and my local member of parliament ... and Iõll 
write to the Prime Minister himself! Sir.õ 
 He sighed loudly. ôWho ordered you to get mucky?õ 
 ôHill and Dunny, sir.õ 
 He regarded me coolly, annoyed, and took a moment. ôReturn 
to what you were doing, Iõll look into it.õ 
 I saluted and left. 
  
The next day, Hill and Dunny were furious and threatening to 
kick the crap out of me; they would have to pay for the damaged 
kit, and Sergeant Harris was just about taking their side; these 
men had families and mortgages - and could not afford to lose 
money. 
 ôSergeant Harris,õ I loudly called in front of a room full of men. 
ôWhich orders do I follow ... and which do I ignore in case theyõre 
practical jokes?õ 
 ôYou should know the difference.õ 



                                                                

 ôSergeant, should you tell me tomorrow that someone is hurt 
and bleeding, and to get help ... Iõm not going to lift a finger, 
because I donõt know whatõs true and whatõs a joke.õ 
 As I said it, the CO had appeared behind Harris. ôSergeant,õ he 
firmly  called. ôNext time someone damages kit from a practical 
joke ... you, Sergeant, will have your pay docked.õ 
 ôRight, sir. Iõll deal with it.õ Harris now looked like he wanted to 
kill me as well, and that helped me make up my mind; any courses 
away from here would be most welcome. 
 I put my name down for the armourerõs course, which would 
start a week after I got back from the next first aid course, most 
everyone glad to see the back of me ð apart from Bongo because 
no one would be there to wake him when he overslept. 
  
Being back at Lyneham gave me time to think, and to think that I 
might quit the RAF. So far, it seemed like few made an effort, few 
cared, and most were complete arseholes. 
 I greeted familiar instructors, the officers glad to have their star 
pupil back, and I got back into a familiar routine of early morning 
running ð weather permitting, studying, and eating well in the 
canteen.  
 I was enjoying my running, or at least I was enjoying the fact 
that I could run further and faster week by week, and 2 Squadron 
was an option now that my fitness levels were up, but I still had no 
particular desire to parachute. 
 I had started running during my first course here, and now I 
was running for more than an hour each morning, and feeling less 
pain as I did so. I was starting to enjoy it, or rather I disliked the 
pain and discomfort ð but liked the fact about what I had done after 
I had done it, and was in a warm shower. 
 At the end of the first week I had made eye contact with a lady 
corporal, and she had seen me running, so I invited her out that 
Friday night, drinks and a meal, but sex did not seem to be on the 
cards. 
 I met her the next evening, and after a few drinks sex did 
indeed seem to be on the cards, so I booked into the same bed and 
breakfast, and they remembered me. We showered together, a 
tight fit, and then I went down on her despite long pubic hair, and 



                                                                

I made her scream ð getting an angry fist banged on the wall from 
the next room. 
 I made sure I gave a good account of myself - another bang on 
the wall, and my fitness training was helping here, and we enjoyed 
a lengthy breakfast the next morning.  
 As we were about the leave an RAF doctor spotted me then 
hurried his lady out, and I had to hide my smirk on Monday ð 
since she could not have been his wife. It seemed like this bed and 
breakfast was a hotbed of intrigue and extra-marital affairs 
amongst RAF staff at Lyneham. 
 I settled into a routine of running, studying, and seeing my 
corporal a few nights a week, and all of a sudden things did not 
seem so bad ð I was getting paid to do this! 
 By time the end of the course came around I was a little bored 
of my corporal and she was getting a bit pissy with me, so we 
parted without so much as a parting word. I had passed the course 
with a top score, I had enjoyed the studying, and my fitness levels 
were great. But I was not looking forward to Catterick, and I was 
back to considering my future. 
 
I got back on a Saturday, Bongo greeting me, and we had a few 
beers that evening. But the first thing I had done after dumping 
my kit was to go for a long run around the perimeter track - which 
was just under two miles, and I ran eight laps at a good pace, 
which I figured to be around 15 miles. I was unsure of what 
distances I had covered in Lyneham, they felt longer than these 
fifteen miles ð but I had jogged slower in Lyneham due to winding 
roads and pavements. 
 What I started to do was to write down the distances and the 
times, the weather conditions, and how I felt at the end, any 
injuries. A doctor at Lyneham had said an interesting thing, in 
that if you are not measuring something you cannot improve that 
something ð so I was hoping to see my performance on a graph in 
blue ink, and maybe learn something from it. 
 The next morning, the Sunday, I was awake early, Bongo 
snoring, and heõd be in bed till noon. So I set out for a run at 6am, 
a frost on the ground, and I found that I liked the stillness of the 
airfield at that time, no one around. On my second lap another 



                                                                

runner caught my attention, and I caught up with him as I choked 
out freezing cold air. 
 ôMorning,õ I offered as I passed him. 
 He sped up. ôIõve seen you run before, weeks back,õ he said. 
ôWho are you?õ 
 ôWilco, 51 Squadron, sir.õ  
 ôHowõd you know Iõm an officer?õ 
 ôSaw you drive past, you live over the far side, that old house.õ 
 ôYes,õ he agreed. ôThis your normal pace?õ 
 ôThis is steady, sir ð not too fast, not plodding either,õ I puffed 
out, my breath steaming. 
 ôWhen do you run?õ 
 ôMost mornings when Iõm here, 5.30am ish, for an hour or two.õ 
 ôChrist, donõt you have a life?õ 
 ôA life, sir?õ 
 ôMost people are in bed!õ 
 ôGot a life, sir?õ I teased. We turned the corner, heading due 
south. 
 ôI have an objective, the London Marathon in April. You in it?õ 
 ôNo, sir, never thought about it. Almost three months to go.õ 
 ôI run weekends, maybe an evening, keen not to damage my 
knees. Could do with a running partner, and I prefer early 
mornings.õ 
 ôIõm off on an armourerõs course in a few weeks, sir, but till then 
Iõll be here 5.45am each morning, running clockwise ð as now. If 
you wait by the gatehouse corner, or run anti-clockwise, weõll 
bump into each other, sir.õ  
 We jogged down towards the ammo store, past Castle Hill and 
the assault course, past the woods and back up, a steady pace 
maintained. 
 ôYou keep a steady pace, mine goes up and down,õ he 
complained. 
 ôKnow what I do, sir? I count in my head. Try this: every left 
boot down. Left ð left ð left ð left. If it sounds too fast or two slow 
I adjust it. Got that beat in my head now, sir.õ 
 ôGood idea, Iõll try it in my head.õ 



                                                                

 When he was ready to give up we eased up, both blowing frosty 
breath, hands on hips and panting, faces reddened, noses bright 
red. 
 ôI got that beat down,õ he said. ôYou out tomorrow morning?õ 
 ôPlan to be, sir.õ 
 ôHope to see you then. Thanks.õ And off he jogged to the far 
side of the airfield. 
  
On the Monday I went and found Sergeant Chandon, ex-SAS and 
a fitness freak that taught karate. One of the lads had told me that 
he was òLó Company SAS, which meant that he had been 
òreleasedó but was still available to call upon, and if the SAS were 
short of men they could call him back in.  
 What that lad had also told me was that you left the SAS from 
injury ð or death ð or because the arsehole above you didnõt like 
you. 
 ôIõm thinking about running a marathon,õ I told him, trying not 
to stare at his sharp beak of a nose. 
 ôI heard you run early,õ he noted. 
 ôMost mornings when Iõm here, 5.30am.õ 
 ôMust be dedicated,õ he quipped. 
 ôJust no social life, Sarge.õ 
 He laughed. ôThat helps with training, yes. How far do you 
run?õ 
 ôI clock eight laps at least.õ 
 His eyes widened. ôThatõs a good distance, knees hurting?õ 
 ôNot yet. Anyhow, I wanted to ask you about setting a pace. 
What I do now is count every time my left boot hits the floor, and 
I have that in my head, so I can judge too fast or too slow.õ 
 ôThatõs what some runners do, but ... in a marathon youõre 
against people, not the clock, so fast or slow you race against the 
others, no need to worry about pace ð need to worry about beating 
the guy in front, and the lead runners keep to a pack, taking it in 
turns to lead.õ 
 ôBut I want to run at a pace thatõs good, and to set that pace and 
get it right in my head, because ... itõs just me training here most of 
the time.õ 



                                                                

 ôGet someone with a bike and speedo, get them to set a 
marathon pace. Nine miles an hour should do it for starters, that 
would be you finishing in two hours fifty, kindof. If you can keep 
that pace, that is.õ 
 ôWhatõs a good time?õ 
 ôThree hours or under. World record is two-twenty something 
I think. Under three hours is good, finishing is respectable. Not 
many fuckers around here any good, but chat to Corporal Hesky.õ 
 ôCould I ... ask a private question?õ 
 He seemed hesitant. ôYou can try, but I might not answer.õ 
 ôSome of the lads say ... that you only leave the SAS if youõre 
either killed or injured, or ... if the guy above you just donõt like 
you.õ 
 I could see the sadness and anger in his eyes. ôSAS is no 
different to any other unit. I started in the Queens Colour 
Squadron, then 2 Squadron, did well, but ... at the end of the day 
thereõs always some cunt ... who wants to make your life hard for 
no reason. Here, or in the SAS, youõre dealing with people, 
emotional beings that make stupid decisions. 
 ôI had a Troop Sergeant above me, and one day he fucked up big 
time, but I covered it up. He was embarrassed that I had done that, 
but pretended to be grateful, but he never got over it, and he hated 
the fact that I had helped him ð and that I knew about it.õ 
 He sighed and blew out. ôForces is made up of people, just like 
some factory somewhere, and they gossip like old ladies and spite 
each other ð especially in the SAS.õ 
 
I had noticed a pushbike in the guardroom, and at 5.30am the next 
morning I went and spoke to the duty staff. I found one of mine on 
duty, a guy called Mitchell. 
 ôYou on at this time all week?õ I asked him. 
 ôTill Wednesday, why?õ 
 ôThat bike yours?õ 
 ôYes, why?õ 
 ôI want an hour of valuable your sleep time, to cycle in front of 
me as I run, twenty quid in it for you.õ 
 He shrugged. ôIõm awake early anyhow, got used to it.õ 
 ôBe here Wednesday,õ I suggested. 



                                                                

 ôTry it now,õ the duty corporal suggested, reading a paperback. 
ôNo fucker around.õ 
 And we did. 
 I puffed out steam, he cycled, his speedo set at nine miles per 
hour, and I found it a pace I could maintain. I had been running at 
this speed recently, so that meant a three hour marathon. I would 
just have to go the distance. 
 After one lap, he said, ôTwo point four miles.õ 
 ôWhat?õ 
 ôA lap, itõs two point four miles.õ 
 ôOh, right.õ I left him at the guardroom and got back to 
running, and I completed eight laps as usual which, if he was right, 
was 19 miles, Flying Officer Mason ð I found out he was called - 
joining me for a few cold laps. 
 The next morning I ran nine laps, but hurt a bit at the end, my 
lungs burning, and my day job ð that of being taught about tanks, 
seemed irrelevant. 
 That week I kept at nine laps, often running with F.O. Mason 
for four laps, but Bongo dragged me out Friday night into 
Darlington; I was his wingman. He met an ugly girl with a nice 
friend, and we ended up in a house somewhere, drunk, shagging 
our respective ladies and hearing each other at it, and bumping 
into each other outside the one and only toilet. 
 We got back midday Saturday, and I needed a microwave 
burger, or two. I slept for an hour, but then I found that I was 
wide awake, and with little to do I decided to run. It was that or 
listen to Bongo snoring.  
 It was a sunny day, warm for this time of year, and I ran ten 
laps, feeling good, F.O. Mason having driven past and then joined 
me for four laps at a good pace. 
 I told him about the bike, and he had one, so we booked a time 
for Sunday 2pm. 
 On Sunday he cycled at various speeds, then we swapped, then 
put the bike away and ran further laps, both now happy with the 
pace. 
 ôYouõre a damn sight fitter than I am,õ he commented as he 
finished his six laps. ôI did a marathon last year, over three hours, 
but I reckon youõd do well.õ 



                                                                

 ôHowõd you ð you know - get on a marathon?õ I puzzled. 
 ôTalk to Corporal Hesky, heõs a member of the local club, knows 
everyone. Thereõs the Darlington Marathon two weeks before the 
London Marathon, lot of soldiers in it, could try that.õ 
 
I found Cpl. Hesky the next day, but he had been expecting me. 
 ôWilco, the runner,õ he stated. 
 ôAmateur runner,õ I corrected him. ôIõve not raced yet.õ 
 ôYou run at 5.30am each morning, and thereõre none here that 
would do that, not even me. First thing you need is that keen 
ability, rest will fall into place.õ 
 ôSomeone mentioned this Darlington Marathon...õ 
 ôYou want a place in it?õ 
 ôWell ... yeah, I guess.õ 
 ôFine, Iõll put your name down, they donõt limit numbers. Lot of 
soldiers, some of ours. So why you so determined?õ 
 I puzzled that with a frown. ôDetermined?õ 
 ôTo get yourself up at that time.õ 
 ôI donõt ... I just wake at that time and canõt get back off to sleep. 
I go to bed at 11pm ish, and wake at 5am all fresh.õ 
 ôLucky fucker,õ he let out. ôBut some people are like that. And 
youõre not tired in work later on?õ 
 ôNothing I do is taxing,õ I scoffed. 
 ôYouõre not popular, I hear.õ 
 ôBollocks,õ I snapped. ôThey played practical jokes on me, I got 
covered in oil and the CO wanted me to pay for new uniform, so I 
told the CO Iõd get legal counsel and he made them pay for it.õ 
 ôDamn right, their fault, but they always do that to new guys,õ 
he commented. ôAnd this lot are embarrassing when they have to 
do the BFT, bunch of fat old wankers. You trying for 2 Squadron?õ 
 ôNo, not that keen on parachuting.õ 
 ôThey only jump four times a year, rest is tanks like here,õ he 
scoffed. ôThey ainõt so exciting.õ 
  
I got the details of the armourerõs course, and then puzzled it, and 
then went and found Bongo. ôThis armourerõs course, itõs in 
Catterick?õ 



                                                                

 ôYep, up the road. Mostly army, some RAF, some others. I can 
drive you each day.õ 
 ôYouõre down for it?õ 
 ôNo, dope, Iõm helping out a few days a week, easy number. Not 
qualified to teach yet, but I know the instructors there.õ 
 ôSo ... I can sleep here and run each day,õ I realised. 
 ôYou are so ... fucked in the head, you know that. What the fuck 
do you get out of a nice warm bed for, eh?õ 
 ôTo get away from your fucking snoring!õ I shouted. 
 ôOh, right, well there is that, yes.õ 
 ôDonõt ever get married!õ I quietly told him. 
 ôNot much chance of that,õ he quipped. 
 
On the first day, Bongo introducing me to people he knew, we 
simply watched films about the history of gunpowder, the history 
of cannons ð a cartoon, then a film about small thin cannons 
evolving into flintlocks, finally the advent of cordite and other 
accelerants. Most of those on the course were Army, sneering at 
us RAF types, and one lad was from the Navy down in 
Portsmouth.  
 We all sloped off at 4pm, and I headed to the gym. Not the 
official gym, the one like a school gym that no one ever used or 
was allowed to use, but a small corner of a hangar that had some 
weights, and a heater going. It was freezing, not least because of a 
very high metal roof. 
 I did not find anyone I knew of the three men training, but one 
looked super-fit, all muscles, apparently called Mouse. ôGot a 
minute?õ I asked him when he paused his routine. 
 ôWhatõd you want?õ he asked in an unfriendly tone. 
 ôI wanted some advice. Iõm down for a marathon in a few 
months, but a few people have said that I should not just run, but 
do other stuff.õ 
 He wiped sweat and nodded. ôI had a mate who ran good 
marathons, and he did extra stuff, not just running. He would do a 
few laps as a warm up, then run sideways, then do leg lunges, then 
run backwards, then run on his toes, stuff like that. He then 
worked on what they call capacity.õ 
 ôCapacity?õ I queried. 



                                                                

 ôLook at this way: if you run ten miles at a certain pace you get 
good at it, but when the time comes to run faster you crap out. So 
what my mate did was to run a lap to warm up, then sprint for ten 
seconds, rest for thirty seconds, then sprint for twenty seconds, 
thirty, going more and more.  
 ôSometimes heõd do a slow lap, faster lap, very fast lap, then 
back down to dead slow. And that improved capacity, for when the 
competition came around.õ 
 I nodded, it was all useful stuff. I pointed at a guy with big 
muscles. ôAnd weight training?õ 
 ôNot like that,õ he scoffed. ôRobbo there is tough as fuck, can lift 
weights youõd struggle with, but he canõt run. Thing is ... body 
gets used to it, to what you do in training. If you push heavy 
weights you get good at it, and if you run you get good at running, 
and if you play squash or some shit ... you get good at that. 
Question is ð what do you want to be good at?õ 
 ôA good runner, then a good soldier.õ 
 ôWell, soldiering is running, walking with a heavy pack, 
carrying a rifle or kit, getting down then getting up, so ... if you 
want to be good at all that you need to do all that. Funny thing 
the human body; take my uncle Roger. Looking at him youõd think 
him an unfit old wanker.  
 ôBut one day I went to where he works, and I tried to help out, 
and he left me standing. He can stand with his arms above his head 
eight hours a day working on ceilings. Me, I lasted five minutes 
before I needed to put my arms down. 
 ôThing is, you get used to it. Heõs done it for twenty years, so 
heõs used to it. You and me ainõt. Trouble with training ... is that 
you get good at what you train at, so train at a lot of stuff. Here...õ 
 He led me to a cabinet, and pulled out two strips of lead. ôHold 
them, run on the spot ð balls of your feet like a boxer, arms up and 
down like running.õ 
 I did as asked. 
 ôRight, now do that till it hurts, and each day, and when you 
run the marathon you donõt have the weights and your arms feel 
lighter.õ 



                                                                

 And I did, stood running on the spot for half an hour before I 
tried some sit-ups, pull-ups and then press-ups, returning to 
running on the spot. 
 Two hours later, he approached. ôYou donõt tire out, do you.õ 
 ôGetting fitter these past few months,õ I said. ôI run in the 
mornings.õ 
 ôAh, youõre that new kid. Youõre a bit tall for a long distance 
runner, they tend to be small and light.õ It sounded familiar. But 
now that I had asked for the muscle-headõs advice, there was no 
shutting him up; he had adopted me as a pet project and younger 
brother all in one. 
  
The next day we were back to movies, this time the advent of 
gunpowder sachets before fully metal-encased bullets, and a film 
about bolt action rifles before a film about ballistics, and I knew 
that the height of the arc was an apogee, and how bullets slowed 
down partly due to wind resistance and partly due to gravity ð 
depending on the angle they were fired at. 
 They gave us a test, to work out how high a bullet would go if 
fired at 600m per second straight up, gravity slowing it down 
second by second, as well as wind resistance ð a complex formula. 
 That evening I was back in the gym, running in the morning 
despite the rain, and back in school we watched a film about what 
happens when a bullet hits water, a rubber block, and when it hits 
a human body. I learnt about leading edge and trailing edge 
pressure waves, sonic booms and spin effects, a short film shown 
about the Vietnam War. 
 By the end of the first week I felt like I had learnt something 
new, and something practical and useful, more so than first aid, 
and we had spent a day stripping SLRs and GPMGs, something I 
had not done since basic training. 
 On the Monday we again stripped SLRs, but were now taught 
what to look for as far as wear and tear went, how to use callipers 
and how to measure things ð looking for warping. They laid out 
four rifles, and we each tested them, hoping to spot what was 
wrong. I got three out of four right. 
 That session led to repairs - as far as that went, and safe 
storage, use of oil, effects of cold and heat, snow and sand on the 



                                                                

weapons. All of that was repeated with the GMPG, but in much 
more detail, not least because more could wear down with a 
machinegun.  
 They taught me how to set-up the GPMG for the sustained-fire 
tripod, something I had not covered, and I fired off many rounds 
on the range nearby, only to then have to clean, test and measure 
the weapon with an instructor stood over me ð which turned out 
to be Bongo, an easy task master. 
 We moved on to pistols, the Browning 9mm, and fired off many 
rounds before cleaning and checking them, we even had lessons on 
smoke canisters and trip flares. The pistols led to a lengthy film 
about the history of revolvers and pistols, and the various types, 
notes handed out. Some pistols could even be fired with the 
hammer forwards. 
 Mechanical knowledge came next. 
 ôA lug ... is a bit of metal that sticks out and catches something 
or stops something, a cam is a switch. A cam is a circle with a bit 
sticking out, shaped like an egg. When it rotates, three-quarters of 
the revolution doesnõt affect anything, one quarter does. A trigger 
mechanism has a cam and a lug. Pull the trigger and the cam 
moves a device that releases a lug holding the slide in place. 
 ôWith an automatic rifle, holding the trigger down doesnõt 
cause repeated fire. It has to be released and re-set.õ 
 He brought out a bolt action rifle that had been cut in half 
down the middle. ôPut a round in here, push forward the bolt, and 
a lug stops the firing pin holder, but as the rest of the bolt head 
moves forward it pushes the round into the breach, the bolt handle 
locking it down, the firing pin holder held under pressure from an 
internal spring. 
 ôPull the trigger, and the lug holding the firing pin in place is 
released, the pin hits the detonator cap, and the round discharges. 
Repeat each time to fire.õ 
 He brought out an SLR that had been sliced in half, or made to 
look that way. ôWith a modern self-loading rifle, we start again at 
the point the round is moving down the chamber. Behind it are 
expanding hot gases, and when the round gets to here ð towards 
the end of the barrel ð some of that hot gas goes up a small 



                                                                

opening and pushes against a piston, and that piston does two 
things.  
 ôIt pushes the slide back and unlocks the pin holder, the 
important thing being that the pin holder is unlocked after the 
round leaves the chamber, or it would blow up in your face. 
 ôWhen the slide hits the back of the housing it compresses a 
spring, and so shoots forwards, picking up another round just like 
a bolt-action rifle, a lug stopping the firing pin. If the trigger is 
held down, nothing happens ð thanks to that cam. You have to 
release and then squeeze the trigger again. 
 ôIf you removed or modified that cam it would work like a 
machinegun, and some of these FN rifles can be fired that way, but 
they have stronger barrels. 
 ôNow, some assault rifles have pistons, some have just a hole for 
gases to blow back the slide. Weõll now discuss the relative merits.õ 
 The L1A1 FN SLR and AK47 derivatives were piston ð the 
AK47 piston being an integral part of the slide, the American M16 
gas operated, the M16 getting more soot on the slide, but without 
a piston to clog up and clean.  
 A lack of a piston meant less to do, yet the piston operated 
AK47 was more reliable than the M16 gas impingement system, but 
the metal of the M16 was easy to keep clean. The M16 had a 
higher rate of spin on its discharged rounds, was more accurate ð 
despite a lighter round, 5.56mm verses 7.62mm Russian standard, 
not the same as 7.62m NATO standard I learnt. 
 ôOK, this is an AK47, standard old Russian model, discontinued 
since ð about 1953, donõt mix it up with the Chinese variant, 
different manufacturing process. This ... is a Chinese variant, you 
can tell by the rivets and the front sight, enclosed on the Chinese. 
 ôAK47 became the AK74, in 1974, or AKM ð òMó for modern, 
and then became 5.45mm ð not interchangeable with western 
rounds. Note, although commonly known as an AKM, itõs strictly 
not, because there was an AKM a few years earlier, and the AK74 
came later. Differences are slight apart from the change of calibre 
obviously. 
 ôNote, AKM is 7.62mm Russian standard, AK74 is not, and you 
will see AK74m written down. Chinese AK47 is still 7.62mm, and 
is called AK56 ð because it went into service in 1956. 



                                                                

 ôIf you want a reliable weapon, and a good one, get an AKML 
7.62mm with a 20inch barrel, forget the SLR. The AKM will even 
fire after being underwater, fucking marvellous piece of kit. 
 ôNow, the AK47 design was copied ð legally and otherwise, by 
many countries, small variances in design, big fucking variances in 
quality. When you see an AK47 on the TV, first thing to do is to 
say ð thatõs not an AK47, since few are still around, Russian 
originals that is, but no fucker uses labels for AK56 or AK74 as 
they should.õ 
 That led us to a film, again, about the various weapons carried 
by armies around the world, and NATO weapons verses Russian 
weapons, and what caused stoppages in rifles. Failure to load, 
failure to eject, double feed ð or just plan shit in the slide. 
 Failure to load was common in the British Army due to poor 
quality magazines and poor handling of the magazineõs flimsy 
metal. Failure to eject was less common on rifles than pistols, and 
a double load was again down to magazines mostly. A dirty slide 
meant that it jammed tight , and that was serious, because it often 
meant the weapon was a write-off. 
 He then showed us a film about barrel warp, and what happens. 
A new recruit had fired his SLR, the recoil knocking him back, 
more so than normal, the red hot round stuck in the barrel. Upon 
firing again, the end of the barrel blew apart, and looked like 
something from a Bugs Bunny cartoon ð when Bugs stuck his 
finger down a barrel before it was fired. 
 Barrel warp could be down to poor manufacture, old age, 
extreme heat or cold, or over-use, a specialist tool used to measure 
the inside of the barrel and test for it, which we got to try. 
 We then moved on to the new SA80 rifle, which I liked the look 
of ð to start with at least. 
 ôThis, weõre supposed to teach you about, the SA80 rifle, made 
in Enfield again, and soon to be in service with all units ð and god 
help us should we go to war. This weapon ... is a piece of shit. So 
far, we have not found anything that works as described. Bits 
break off, bits dent and get scraped, the metal thin and easy to 
damage. Magazines fall out, chin rest falls off, it overheats and the 
barrel warps. 



                                                                

 ôThere are two pins, designed to let your average thick squaddie 
take it apart quickly and get it back together again. Problem is ... 
the pins damage the soft metal, and then the rifle has to be 
scrapped. If you find yourself in a war, pick up an AK47, a much 
better weapon. 
 ôThis design is based on the old Paras EM2 rifle from 1947, and 
if there are any of those still in circulation theyõre probably more 
reliable, even rusted. 
 ôWeõre going to spend time on it because we have to, I just hope 
the fucking Army sees sense and bins the fucking thing. The SAS 
had it for a day, and sent them back with a rude note ð which is 
what weõd like to do but canõt. Never before in the field of human 
conflict ... has such a piece of shite be so well described.õ 
 The SA80 was 5.56mm, a ôbull-pupõ design with the magazine 
behind the trigger, a fixed optical sight, and after a day I could see 
the problems. Still, it would enter service so I had to learn how to 
clean it and fix it. I did, however, like the optical sight. 
  
By the end of the second week I was happy that I was learning 
something, happy with my training, and life here at Catterick did 
not seem too bad all of a sudden. 
 On the Saturday afternoon I told Mason what I had planned, 
and he would join me after six laps; I was going to try twenty six 
miles today. It rained for a while, my plastic mack on, but then 
cleared up nicely, and I maintained a good pace for the first six 
laps, Mason joining me. He was fresh, I was already half-spent and 
hurting, red in the face and puffing. 
 But I kept at it, and kept the pace, and four and a bit laps later 
we eased up and stopped, and I was bent double and hacking, now 
very red in the face, legs aching. 
 ôYou did well,õ he noted. 
 ôWhat the fuck do I look like from where youõre stood, sir?õ I 
quipped. 
 ôLike youõre supposed to look at the end, spent; means you gave 
it all. Some collapse and need help, youõre not too bad.õ He checked 
his watch. ôStand there.õ 
 After I had recovered, he said, ôThatõs good. Six minutes and 
youõre almost recovered.õ 



                                                                

 ôWhat does that mean?õ I puzzled. 
 ôHow long you take to recover is important, and measured by 
many runners. It shows the fitness level, and if you could have 
done more. Your six minutes is very good.õ 
 ôYeah? Oh.õ 
 I thanked him, and told him that Sunday was a day of rest, but 
noticed Cpl Hesky out running as I walked back. That night, in 
the base bar, Hesky came in with another man, spotted me and 
Bongo and came over. 
 ôHowõs the training?õ he asked. 
 ôI ran twenty-six miles yesterday. Hurt, but I didnõt die, and 
that officer, Mason, he said I recovered in six minutes ð which is 
supposed to be a good sign.õ 
 ôIt is a good sign, very good. How did you measure the 
distance?õ 
 ôJust under eleven laps.õ 
 ôEach lap is two point six three miles, dummy.õ 
 ôIt ... is?õ I puzzled with a frown. 
 ôYou did almost twenty eight miles.õ 
 ôNo wonder I was fucked,õ I noted. ôI was told it was two point 
four.õ 
 ôNah, bollocks, I did it in car and on a bike,õ Hesky insisted. 
ôTen laps, just under, for a marathon. What was your time?õ 
 ôThree-o-five.õ 
 ôSo youõd be under three hours on the day, faster with people 
competing.õ 
 ôWell next weekend Iõll try ten laps,õ I suggested. 
 ôWhat do you do each morning?õ 
 ôTen, but not all running, I do some leg lunges and sideways 
running, some pause and sprints.õ 
 ôLeg lunges are good, and the sprints,õ he agreed, and we 
chatted for hours about marathons. 
 Near closing time, Dunny was drunk, and seeing me he wanted 
a fight. Hesky got up before I did, a kick to the balls ending 
Dunnyõs evening, and Dunny pissed his jeans as he collapsed, 
getting laughed at. 
 My training went well the following week, both in the 
classroom and on the perimeter track, then Bongo mentioned my 



                                                                

marathon preparations to the instructors on the course, two of 
them down for the Darlington run ð and suddenly they were best 
mates and chatting about training.  
 I invited them to the airfield that weekend, clearing it with the 
CO, and the instructors had heard about the airfield track and 
were jealous, because they were training on roads and dodging 
traffic, pot holes, and dogs. 
 Myself, Hesky and the two instructors stretched and warmed 
up, the rain holding off, and weõd try for twenty miles, and I would 
set the pace. We set off, south and clockwise, and my pace was a 
bit fast for the Army lads, so I slowed to what I considered eight 
miles per hour, most of the gang happy with that, and we plodded 
around for eight laps, the Army spent, Hesky not too bad. 
 ôThatõs twenty miles,õ I told them as we stood panting. 
 ôNot a bad run,õ the Army told themselves. ôJust another twenty 
minutes or so on the day.õ 
 Hesky and I walked them to their car, and with jackets on over 
sweaty kit they waved and drove off. I bid Hesky farewell with a 
grin and hit the track again, two more laps, and two fast laps, 
sprinting in sections. At the end I felt good, I felt alive and 
buzzing and not at all sleepy. As usual I had a strong desire to piss 
and to take a shit, but sat on the toilet nothing came out. 
 
On the Monday the instructors welcomed me like an old friend, 
and we chatted over a cup of tea, plans made for the following 
weekend, my squadron CO happy enough to host my guests. 
 I found the course material interesting, and we got onto 
artillery and mortars, a day spent on sniper rifles ð which was 
great fun. But the training turned to hard work and sore fingers 
when maintaining the weapons, and day by day the number of 
weapons we had to strip and clean grew, hours spent rubbing 
down hard metal or measuring things with callipers. I did not 
envy Bongo his job ð it seemed tedious in the extreme. 
 All that week I ran a new pattern, with weights strapped onto 
my wrists, and I would run a slow lap followed by a fast lap, 
alternating, and I figured my òcapacityó to be much better. 
 On the Saturday the instructors joined me and Hesky plus 
Mason and we hit the same twenty miles, Mason just about 



                                                                

keeping up but totally spent at the twenty mile mark, the Army 
doing better ð they had been running in the week. As with the 
previous session, I hit an extra two laps by myself, and again fast 
laps, after a cool down with the others. 
 The Army were back on the Sunday, but for just a twelve mile 
run, everyone conscious of injuries ahead of the marathon. I 
considered their advice, but I could just not sit still ð I had to have 
my daily run. 
 I had been training hard for three months on the perimeter 
track, and during the first aid courses, and I could feel the 
difference; when my feet hit that open space of the airfield I was on 
rocket fuel and not slowing down. 
  
The armourerõs course finally came to a close with two days of 
practical tests and no less than three written exams, which 
finished on a Wednesday afternoon. I drove back to the training 
centre with Bongo on the Friday, and they presented me with my 
certificate and scores. 
 The Major in charge said, ôWilco, you scored 95% on the 
written test, higher when we realised that we had a question down 
wrong ð your answer made us think. Since I understand that a 
high score would piss off your CO, weõve given you 99%, the 
highest ever.õ 
 I  smiled. ôThank you, sir, it will piss them off.õ 
 ôCome work for us if you get fed up. And good luck in the 
Darlington Marathon, Iõll be watching my lads at the end, pint in 
hand no doubt.õ He rubbed his stomach. ôIõm built for comfort, not 
for speed.õ 
  
On the big day Sergeant Chandon drove me, Bongo and Hesky, 
Bongo to be at the end line with Chandon to collect my dead 
carcass. Chandon was not running, and old SAS wound slowing 
him up these days. That and his wife wouldnõt let him. 
 Hesky had briefed me thoroughly, and we signed in together 
amongst the thronging crowds, numbers pinned to vests as it 
started to rain. But the rain did not last, and it eased as we lined up 
with the other two thousand runners, some in fancy dress, metal 
railings and screaming crowds flanking us and penning us in. 



                                                                

Hesky had secured us a place near the front, and weõd not have to 
dodge the guy dressed like a giant chicken. 
 I was nervous but confident as Hesky pointed out the most 
likely winner, a thin-faced Ethiopian. He and his black friends 
would be attending the London Marathon in two weeks, but this 
was a warm-up race. Many of the top runners were not here, not 
last yearõs winner, since they could break an ankle head of the 
London event. 
 ôSee that white guy,õ Hesky whispered, pointing. ôWhen I get 
tired, try and stay with him for a good time. Heõs two forty-five.õ 
 I nodded, noting the manõs number as we stood shaking legs 
and swinging arms. A call, a shout, and we moved forwards, got 
ready, sprinting stances taken, my heart racing, and we were off ð 
yet not going anywhere since we were blocked in for a few seconds 
before off, then one mad scramble, elbows being used in a most 
undignified manner. 
 Our pace was slow, up and down for the first mile, but then we 
cleared the club runners and found a gap, the pace picked up to 
that which we had practised. Ahead of us was a serious group of 
runners, ahead of them the blacks, and we tucked ourselves in 
behind the serious group ð and waited. 
 A few miles on I glanced back on a turn to find the next group a 
hundred yards back at least, and a mile further on our own group 
started to elongate. The pain hit me in waves, and the pain 
dissipated as soon as it came, housewives and children cheering, 
police officers stood looking bored. 
 Hesky moved out around the rear of the group, so I followed, 
not finding this hard yet, and we moved towards the front. A sign 
said fifteen miles to go, and it seemed like we had just started and 
that I had not settled down yet. 
 ôIf you can go, do so!õ Hesky panted out. 
 I found a straight stretch, enough of a gap, and started counting 
in my head, getting nine miles per hour, and very slowly inching 
past people, and as the sign said ten miles to go I was suddenly 
behind my target white man, Mr Two Forty-Five. 
 Seeing me on his shoulder, he picked up the pace, so I kept with 
him, the pain hitting me in the diaphragm and the left shoulder, 
my lungs burning a little, and without realising it he was dragging 



                                                                

me forwards, and we started to close in on the blacks, now just 
three hundred yards behind them. 
 Five miles to go came as a shock, since it felt like I had not long 
started, and I figured that I had been caught up in the excitement 
of it, unlike the boredom of the airfield track. I wondered where 
Hesky was, and the Army lads. 
 My target man put on the power, but I could see the strain in 
his face as I drew level. Then I did something neither of us 
expected, I moved past, and I kept going, the pain building and 
then dying in waves and host flushes. And that urge to take a shit 
was back. I was all out sprinting for the short black guys, and they 
made it seem so easy, effortlessly gliding along ahead of me. 
 When I drew level with the tail end guy he was shocked to see 
me, yet seemed to have no reserves left, or at least the will to use 
them. I inched past him, and I kept inching till I found a long 
straight, green banners, the crowd screaming, me behind the lead 
Ethiopian, my anus about to loosen, my lungs on fire, my left knee 
killing me, my left shoulder hurting like hell. 
 The little guy glanced at me, and then effortlessly pulled away 
as I struggled to chase him, the banner overhead coming up 
quickly, and I noticed the end ribbon just a second before the 
Ethiopian hit it. And I hit a second or two later, easing to a jog, 
my heart about to explode, my head spinning.  
 A man in green grabbed me. ôTake it easy, get your breath.õ 
 My eyes glazed over, I felt faint, and a minute or two passed, 
sure that I had pissed myself. I bent double for a while, took a 
small drink, a silver foil placed over me as I was led forwards, and 
soon Bongo and Chandon came into view. 
 ôHeõs with us,õ Bongo shouted at my man in green, who let me 
go to assist someone else in the melee. 
 ôGood fucking run,õ Chandon said with a smile. ôNearly had him. 
You did two forty one!õ 
 ôYeah?õ I queried, finding it hard to stand. They handed me a 
drink, and a few minutes later a dead looking Hesky stepped over, 
breathing heavy, soon bent double. 
 ôHowõd ... you ... do?õ he puffed out. 
 ôSecond,õ I told him. 
 ôSecond? Fucking hell.õ 



                                                                

  
That evening at eight oõclock I limped into a Darlington curry 
house with Bongo at my side, the Army instructors meeting us 
there, Cpl. Hesky turning up with his mate. 
 The beer tasted great, and was much needed as we chatted 
about the race, the life of a soldier, which officers were arseholes, 
and we finally got around to women. Bongo had forgotten not to 
drink, so we had to get a taxi back, and we both got soaked 
walking down to the billet. 
 Sunday, and my legs were stiff and sore, and I had blisters in 
new places, my body much in need of a warm shower - or three. 
 
Monday morning everyone at the base was looking at the front 
page of the local paper, a picture of me and the Ethiopian at the 
finish line. ôRAF Regiment first-time runner nearly wins.õ And 
they had my name down as Wilton. 
 As I stepped into the morning briefing I got an odd mix of 
cheers, jeers, congratulations and ôwankerõ all at the same time. 
 Dunny said, ôLet some stupid black beat yer, stupid cunt.õ 
 And the other comments were not much better, leaving me 
wondering what I was doing here. 
 The CO stepped into the briefing with the junior officers, 
everyone standing and then sitting. He CO focused on me. ôWell, I 
never knew you were that good a runner, Milton, and we have 
high hopes for the London Marathon now, a good time.  
 ôIf you need time to train or rest, let us know, be good to have 
someone with a good time in London, and donõt forget the 
Combined Services Marathon in Fleet near Aldershot, that ... weõd 
like a good placement in, show up the Army if possible. And, as 
you may not know, you beat two lads from 2 Squadron.õ 
 They loudly cheered and jeered. 
 Hesky put in, ôAll the best Army runners were there on 
Saturday, and he left them standing, sir.õ 
 ôExcellent, then I hope we get a top three placing at the inter-
services event.õ 
 
That week I was officially on light duties, my feet sore, and I did 
fuck all ð not so different to my usual schedule, but I found that I 



                                                                

was missing my running. I was earnestly soaking my feet in salt 
water every night, or applying medical alcohol to them. 
 By the Wednesday I was jogging slowly, and by the Friday I 
was almost back to normal. My muscles were OK, my feet sore in 
places when in boots, but not in my old trainers. 
 On the Saturday I decided to run, but to keep the distance 
down, therefore I needed to be faster. I ran one side of the airfield 
slow, then sprinted for two hundred yards, then dropped back 
down to a slow plod, and I repeated that for four laps, feeling that 
I had achieved something, my capacity improving. 
 I repeated the same exercise on the Sunday, just a week to go to 
the London Marathon, and on the Monday the base commander, 
the Group Captain, came and found me, taking me to one side. 
 ôWe have high hopes for Sunday, and weõre always keen to 
promote sportsmen and distance events, good publicity, good for 
recruitment.õ 
 ôIõll do my best, sir.õ 
 ôYou all recovered from the local race?õ 
 ôYes, sir, been hitting the perimeter track each morning.õ 
 ôWell good luck if I donõt see you before the day, some thirty 
RAF lads in the event this year I think.õ 
 I had been given a gentle nudge, and that evening after work ð 
another boring day or cleaning tanks ð I went for a long run, a 
steady pace, nine laps, the last lap a sprint. 
 In the morning I was back at it, Mason joining me. He had 
wanted to save himself for London and not risk a twisted ankle on 
the Darlington run, his fitness coming along, but he still ran six 
laps to my ten. 
 The weekend came around all too soon. I packed my kit, signed 
forms and was issued travel warrants, and I travelled down to 
London on the train on the Saturday with Hesky and Mason, no 
less than four other lads coming with us for support, and because 
they got travel warrants and a cheap hotel, the chance of a piss-up 
in London. 
 Booked into that hotel, a shit tip near Paddington Station, we 
went for a walk and found Marble Arch, ending up in Soho and 
peering at sex shops. 



                                                                

 Those of us running were in bed early, and I woke at 5.30am as 
usual, a light breakfast at 7am with the runners, our support crew 
not in support - and very hung over. That ôsupport crewõ knew 
where to meet us, and they got there just in time to take our 
clothes after we queued for registration. They would meet us 
outside a pub on a corner near the finish line, Hesky having done 
this four times before. 
 Shoulder to shoulder with a mass of nutters in fancy dress, I 
was pushed and shoved and hemmed in, some distance from the 
good runners, but next to Army, Navy and Air Force runners. 
 Hesky said, ôDonõt wait for us, go, get the pace. Elbow people if 
you have to, nudge them aside, get a space and go. And ignore the 
crowds and the interesting sights!õ 
 I nodded, a look exchanged with Mason, and it was quite 
daunting, a massive crowd ð as well as TV cameras. 
 ôIõll be happy to finish,õ Mason said. 
 The crowd became surreal, a blur, a mass movement of bodies 
forwards, a pause, a cheer, and we were off, if slowly, and I was 
soon moving around annoyed runners and they tried to move 
around other annoyed runners, and I almost tripped twice ð not a 
the best of starts. 
 Finding a gap on the left as people turned right, I sprinted, and 
managed to get ahead of a hundred runners in a few minutes, soon 
hemmed in again. At the next turn I again went wide and sprinted, 
and the other runners must have thought I was mad. 
 But now the pace was OK, just about 9mph, and I counted in 
my head, contented to stay in place for a few miles. But after a mile 
I felt like the pack was slowing down and so I found gaps and 
sprinted past till I found a decent gap, and settled down and 
counting in my head I figured I was at 9mph or just over. 
 I was in the middle of the gap, a large group ahead of me, and 
when I turned a tight corner I glanced back, another large group a 
hundred yards back. For now, this seemed a reasonable strategy. 
 On a straight stretch, tall towers in view, people cheering, I 
started to inch ahead slowly without meaning to, as with 
Darlington, and I felt OK just about, and half an hour later ð 
according to the huge digital display ð I was leading the large 
group, the next group strung out some two hundred yards away.  



                                                                

 I felt like I was not straining anything, so I aimed for the next 
group, and over the space of the next half hour I closed the gap 
and moved towards the front. 
 Ten miles to go, the sign said, and I glanced at the time, and I 
figured I was on track for a similar time to Darlington. 
 The pain hit me in the diaphragm, and then the left shoulder 
again, but it passed, and I found that the men ahead of me were 
slowing down, till I realised I had somehow speeded up. I counted 
in my head, not too far ahead of 9pmh in my estimation, but 
somehow I was moving slowly past other runners, and now my 
view was full of small African runners. 
 The gap behind me grew as the minutes ticked by, but so did 
the gap ahead of me. 
 
Bongo peered up at the TV screen, pint in hand.  
 ò... and thatõs the Kenyan runner Obaigo, if I pronounce it 
correctly, and behind the pack is the runner we mentioned a 
moment ago, second place in the Darlington Marathon, a runner 
from ... the RAF, 51 Squadron...ó 
  ôFuck me,õ Bongo let out, the support crew noticing the TV 
now. ôWilco is on the TV!õ 
 They closed in. 
 Bongo added, ôHeõs like ... thirty places behind the lead guy.õ 
 ò...itõs all the more remarkable because the RAF runner came 
from the back of the crowd...ó  
 
The roar of the crowds was tuned out as I ran, and I ignored the 
interesting London landmarks. Finding a straight stretch ahead I 
figured I would chance it, and I moved out to one side and put the 
power on, suppressing the pain, counting in my head, and I slowly 
inched past ten runners and cut in on the next corner, a shoulder 
making contact.  
 And I was very wary of the metal railings, the support legs of 
which stuck out and could trip a runner. 
 Another straight stretch, a motorcycle with a cameraman ahead 
of me and seemingly focused on me, and I tried to concentrate on 
my aching limbs and my pace, taking two more Africans before we 



                                                                

hit the next turn, and they blocked me out, almost causing me to 
trip. 
 I had no idea who was ahead of me, or what my time was. It 
was as Sgt Chandon said: you race the people not the clock. 
 Turning the next corner my heart skipped a beat, a police 
officer or three directly running across my path, suddenly a girl 
with a placard, a white sign saying something ð I dropped my 
shoulder at the last moment and slammed into her, sending her 
flying, and run on, and for a few seconds the adrenaline suppressed 
the pain. That and the fact that I was already in as much pain as a 
human body could take. 
 
ò... my god, the RAF runner has collided with a protester, and ... 
heõs bleeding, a cut on his head, but it hasnõt slowed him down 
any...ó 
 ôFucking bitching cunt!õ Bongo shouted at the woman on the 
TV, who was now unconscious on the floor, my support team 
equally as loud. 
 Unknown to me, some twenty thousand RAF personnel the 
world over and in various time zones were on their feet and 
shouting at the TV - loudly. Back at Catterick a large crowd had 
gathered in the bar and were now watching, and on my side 
simply because I was RAF. 
 I realised my head was cut, I could feel the blood, but 
something odd was happening to my left arm. I was slowing down, 
my arm not responding. I tried to shake it, no response, and I 
slowed to a walk, grabbing my left shoulder with my right arm. It 
was dislocated ð yet I could not feel it. 
 A glance over my shoulder, the crowd screaming òrunó, the 
pack was closing fast. There was nothing for it. I moved to a metal 
railing, grabbed my left wrist with my right hand, shoved it into a 
join and twisted it tight, and on national television - a camera ten 
feet away, I yanked myself to the right, a ôpopõ felt, a grimace 
adopted. 
 
Faces grimaced the world over; they had felt my pain. 
 ò... my god, he just reset his shoulder, it must have been 
dislocated with the impact with the protester...ó 



                                                                

 òI ... so wish I had not seen that,ó said a male presenter, his eyes 
watering. òI felt that from here.ó 
 
Pulling my wrist free, I walked forwards massaging my shoulder, 
swinging my arm like mad, and then started jogging slowly, and 
step by step the feeling came back as a runner passed me. I picked 
up the pace, my left arm starting to cooperate, as well as starting 
to freeze and boil during alternative seconds, a pain growing in my 
left shoulder. 
 I focused on the guy who had passed me, and put my head 
down, angered and determined, and wanting to punch the guy for 
some reason, and I sprinted for all I was worth, soon passing that 
guy with a smug grin and finding my gap again. 
 With the sign saying five miles to go I thought ôFuck itõ, my 
race had been spoilt by that placard and I would have to stop soon. 
So I simply adopted a short term view and ran as fast as I could 
before my arm gave out again. Unknown to me, I was getting 
more air-time than any other runner. 
 And I had forgotten to tell my parents I was here, who now sat 
dumbstruck as their lad had his bloodied face all over the news, the 
neighbours filling my parentsõ living room, the kettle working 
overtime. 
  
ò...heõs picked up the pace and put on the power,ó the lady present 
excitedly reported, ignoring the lead runner. òJust look at the 
determination on his face, and he must be in so much pain.ó 
 òI dislocated my shoulder a few years back, and I was bed 
ridden and on pain killers for weeks, let alone running at that 
pace,ó her male colleague chimed in with. 
 
The pain from running had completely masked the pain of my 
shoulder, and soon I could hardly feel it. And soon I had taken 
three runners from the pack, slowly gaining on a pair of Africans 
ahead of me. Unknown to me, that pair were behind the front eight 
runners; there were ten runners ahead of me stretching out five 
hundred yards. 
 The BBC news was not unaware that there were ten runners 
ahead of me, and not that far ahead. 



                                                                

 ò...there are just ten runners ahead of him, and if he maintains 
that pace he could win this...ó 
 Around the world, RAF personnel ð all RAF personnel, were 
now glued to their TV screens or radios. And my parents and their 
neighbours were stunned that it was me, the little trouble maker 
from their street. 
 Back at Catterick, the officers mess was full, men shouting at 
the TV screen, and in London the AOC himself had been glued to 
his TV screen at home. 
 Squadron Leader Witson answered a call at home. ôHello?õ 
 ôSquadron Leader Witson?õ 
 ôYes.õ 
 ôAOC here, in London.õ 
 ôSir!õ 
 ôJust why the fuck am I learning about one of yours winning the 
London Marathon from the TV, and not from you!õ 
 ôWell, sir, heõs new to running...õ 
 ôNew to running? He came from the back and is about to push 
aside those Africans! And thatõs with a dislocated shoulder!õ 
 ôHis first race was just two weeks ago, sir, the Darlington 
Marathon, after which we offered full support, light duties, time 
for training, but we never figured heõd do this well.õ 
 ôDamned excellent for recruitment, man, damned excellent. 
Weõll be talking on Monday, I want to meet this young lad.õ 
 The line went dead. 
 
The pair of Africans were close now, and they glanced back at me 
several times, a tall white guy about to spoil their day. They put 
on the power, so did I, and I started to close the gap. 
 Two miles to go, the sign said, and I knew I could finish, since 
that was just eight more minutes of this hell. 
 A corner neared, they moved in, I moved in and caught them 
just on the turn. 
 A sly glance from a black face, a leg out, contact made, and I hit 
the road with my face. 
 



                                                                

Around the world, RAF personnel everywhere were on their feet 
and screaming louder than most thought possible, a few TV 
screens smashed. 
 
ò...heõs tripped, there was a contact and heõs ... heõs in hell of mess, 
he canõt go on...ó 
 òIõll hold judgement, but that looked like a nudge.ó 
 
ôA fucking nudge!õ Bongo roared. ôThat dirty black bastard tripped 
him!õ 
 My support team, now quite drunk, turned the bar into a war 
zone, Bongo heading out to find me in a rush. 
 
I was dazed, my nose hurting like hell, my wrist throbbing. Using 
my right wrist I eased up, wincing, still breathing hard, my heart 
still racing. I could see the blood down my top and on my legs as I 
sat back on my heels and angrily watched runners pass me. 
 I hand to my nose and I figured it broken, my wrist maybe 
broken, and I was in a bad way as a man in green ran over, bag 
out. 
 ôAre you OK?õ 
 ôNo Iõm not fucking OK,õ I growled as I tried to stand, 
wobbling. ôIõm going to finish.õ 
 ôYou canõt go on like that!õ 
 I pushed past him, my right hand cradling my left wrist, blood 
pouring down me, and I ran as best I could. 
 
ò... my god, heõs trying to finish the race, his left arm broken. 
Christ, someone has to stop him...ó 
 
A large man in green rugby-tackled me, doing more damage than 
the fall, and two men pinned me down, pads on my face. ôDonõt 
move!õ were firm orders I was not about to challenge. 
 As I lay there looking up at blue sky and someoneõs nasal hair, I 
could glimpse the other runners passing me, and fifty or a hundred 
must have passed before I was lifted up, shoved through a gap in 
the barriers and into an ambulance. 



                                                                

 My heart was still pounding, but now I was chilled, a blanket 
thrown over me, and everything seemed like a dream. I sat on a 
trolley as we drove off, a ten minute ride to a hospital, and as they 
led me in I noticed many other runners, most red in the face and in 
a state of collapse, a great many space blankets employed. 
 Sat on another bed, a high one, the blanket still around me, I 
was checked over, questions asked, lights shone in my eyes, my 
nose tested ð I yelped, my wrist tested ð another yelp and a loud 
curse issued. Nothing was broken, stitches were put in my face, my 
wrist was bound up, my formerly dislocated shoulder checked for 
range of movement and blood supply to the arm. 
 They finally gave me a cup of tea and a biscuit, and I sat quietly 
for ten minutes before Bongo turned up, remonstrating with the 
medics. 
 ôHeõs with me,õ I told the doctor. ôMy support team.õ 
 ôWell he can damn well wait outside with the rest!õ I was firmly 
told, Bongo ushered out. But he left my bag, so I put my clothes 
on over my running kit, and felt warmer, the sweat dry now. 
 As they were about to discharge me a blue RAF uniform 
appeared, an officer. ôMilton?õ 
 I stood. ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôAOC sent me. Actually he screamed down the phone, then sent 
me. I work here at the MOD, and youõre now in my charge.õ 
 I stood. ôOh. Right you are, sir.õ 
 ôFollow me.õ 
 We collected Bongo, walked to a car around the corner, a driver 
waiting in it, and I was whisked to an RAF medical centre near 
Harley Street and given a room. Bongo sat in a chair, I was told to 
strip off and get into bed, and ten minutes later two elderly RAF 
doctors appeared and went through all my injuries, a physio 
booked for later. 
 The RAF officer appeared later, after I was allowed some food. 
ôGood show today, apart from being tripped by that little bastard. 
Fair to say that all RAF personnel, everywhere, saw that.õ 
 ôHow many were ahead of me when I was tripped, sir?õ 
 ôJust ten or so I think. You would have got us good publicity 
with a placement, but as it stands ... you got more publicity that 
the lead runner, itõs all over the news, and theyõre labelling it as 



                                                                

you being tripped. Still, you came from the back and made up time, 
and that shoulder setting is getting some air time as well. All 
round, the AOC is very damned happy with how you did.õ 
 ôIõd best call my mum later, she may have seen it on the TV.õ 
 ôYes, phone in the office down the hall. Youõll stay here a day or 
so, be driven back. I dare say your CO knows about you being 
tripped already.õ 
 ôI should call the base, save being AWOL, sir.õ 
 ôTomorrow, relax for now.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ 
 
Bongo and I sat chatting, wondering how Hesky and Mason had 
done, and where was the rest of my support team ð had they 
gotten drunk and been arrested. 
 I called home later, my mother concerned for a while five 
minutes, my dad telling me how well his garden was doing. I 
called Catterick and gave a message to the guardroom duty 
corporal, then settled back for some well-earned rest. 
 ôYour face is fucking mess,õ Bongo noted. 
 I had a look in the mirror, and it was a mess. I would have some 
serious bruising in the morning. 
 At 9pm Bongo, now quite bored, headed back to the hotel, and I 
was left alone to read old magazines. I managed to get a little 
sleep, the pain hitting me if I turned over, and in the morning they 
checked me over, the physio having a good look at my shoulder 
and range of movement. Everything was OK, apart from the fact 
that may face was black and blue, and after Bongo returned a 
driver turned up.  
 We got a lift back to Catterick in a nice BMW car used for 
officers, chatting all the way up the M1 to the driver, who was 
regular RAF ð admin, but had spent the last year driving senior 
officers. He sometimes got meals in nice restaurants and stayed in 
posh hotels, so it was not all dull driving. 
 When we got to Catterick I was sleepy, and so went to bed 
without telling anyone I was back, Bongo buying me things from 
the NAAFI and making a fuss of me. 
  In the morning I limped into the squadron briefing - wrist 
bound up and face black and blue, to a loud chorus of cheers and 



                                                                

jeers, and just as many rude comments as after the Darlington 
Marathon, òuseless wankeró used a few times. 
 The Sarge sent me to the CO, and I limped down to the admin 
offices, finding startled looks, wide eyes and many questions.  
 The CO had been outside his office and he came over. ôChrist 
you look rough. Have you seen the MO yet?õ he asked, yet seemed 
detached and unfriendly. 
 ôSeen lots of doctors lately, sir, just need some time.õ 
 ôTake all the time you need, but we need the MO to sign you 
onto the sick and then off when youõre better, so go see him now, 
then ... just take it easy. And well done, you caught the news the 
world over, had every senior officer on the phone yesterday, high 
hopes for the Forces Marathon ð well ð if youõre better.õ He 
managed to say all that whilst sounding like he was reading it 
from a page, quite detached, no heart in it. 
 ôItõs in four weeks, sir, so I should be. Nothing broken.õ 
 ôWell done anyhow, excellent performance.õ 
 
I headed over to the MO, sat and waited, and was led in. 
 ôChrist, what happened to you? Been fighting?õ 
 ôEr ... no, sir,õ I puzzled. He must have been the only one on the 
planet that had not seen me fall. ôLondon Marathon, I was tripped 
and fell.õ 
 ôOh, that was you, I heard something.õ 
 I wondered about his mental abilities as he checked me over, 
but he soon signed me off for seven days, an appointment booked 
with him for next week. 
 Back at the billet I made a lonely cuppa, soon very bored of just 
sitting here, so I picked up my German phrase book and started 
studying, the next day onto my Russian phrase book. Bongo had a 
lot of books, so I read about the Napoleonic Wars, the Second 
World War, Vietnam, and the time went by quickly. 
 By the end of the week I was eating in the canteen, but my face 
caused many looks, and many rude comments, making me want to 
think about hitting people ð and did I want to stay here. 
 Saturday night I went to bed early after reading, but was 
woken by a brick coming through the window closest to my bed. I 
jumped up in time to see two men running off, but I could not see 



                                                                

who it was. I got dressed, cleaned up some of the mess, and then 
headed to the guardroom. Corporal Dire was on, the man an idiot. 
 ôSomeone just through a brick through my window,õ I reported. 
 ôYeah, so whatõd you want me to do about it?õ 
 ôWhatõs the normal procedure?õ I testily asked. 
 ôFuck knows.õ 
 ôMilitary police, I think,õ I nudged him, trying not to lose my 
temper. 
 ôAinõt none here.õ 
 ôThere are in Catterick, so you call them or I will.õ 
 ôYou donõt fucking tell me what to do!õ he warned. 
 ôIõll take that up with the Squadron Leader on Monday, 
Corporal. In fact, thereõs a nominated duty officer, so Iõll check with 
the officers mess and wake him up.õ 
 ôYouõd be in the shit if you did that!õ 
 ôI wouldnõt, Corporal, you would, because you failed to get up of 
your arse and do your job!õ 
 ôYou donõt fucking talk to me like that!õ 
 ôIõll see you Monday morning with the CO,õ I told him as I 
walked off. At the officers mess I found the sleepy night clerk, a 
bat man who was supposed to be on duty just in case of minor 
problems ð like a nuclear war. He was a bit put out as well, but 
called the nominated duty officer, and I  returned to my room, now 
a cold and draughty room. 
 Bongo got back drunk a short while later, puzzling the broken 
window, then mad as hell that someone had broken our window. 
Using newspaper and selotape, we blocked up the hole and cleaned 
the floor, an officer in civilian clothes pulling up in his car. I waved 
out the window at him, forgetting that I looked a mess. 
 ôWhat the hell happened here!õ he barked. ôYou two been 
fighting?õ 
 ôNo, sir, I was hurt in the London Marathon,õ I firmly told him. 
 ôOh, yes, that was you, eh.õ He took in the window. ôSo what 
happened?õ 
 ôI was asleep early, on account of my injuries, and someone 
through a brick the window. Bongo here just got back.õ 
 ôDid you see who it was?õ 
 ôI was a bit slow getting out of bed, sir.õ 



                                                                

 ôYes, of course, youõre hurt. Any idea who might want to do it?õ 
 ôA few on the list, sir, yes. Not that many were impressed with 
my running.õ 
 ôSo why didnõt you report it to the guardroom?õ 
 ôI did, but Corporal Dire told me to fuck off and stop wasting 
his time.õ 
 ôDid he now? Well heõs in the shit. As for the window, not much 
can be done till Monday Iõm afraid.õ 
 ôWeõll survive, sir. I just wanted it written down.õ 
 ôIt is now, and Iõm going to see that fucking corporal; his job, 
not mine.õ 
 Wi th the officer gone, Bongo went to bed, and I lay on the bed 
fully clothed, just in case. And I heard two Land Rovers half an 
hour later, kind of expecting them. 
 I knocked the lights on, and opened the curtains, Bongo not 
waking ð that would need a bomb. Cpl Dire looked mad as hell, 
two Army MPs with him, a quick look at the window as they 
approached. 
 ôWhat the hell happened to you?õ a tall MP asked, Bongo 
snoring happily. 
 ôI was the guy tripped in the London Marathon.õ 
 ôShit, that was you, saw it on the TV. You let that little wog 
bastard trip you.õ 
 I nodded, irritated, wishing them gone. 
 ôSo what happened here?õ 
 ôI was asleep when a brick came through the window.õ 
 ôSee them?õ 
 ôNo, Sergeant, just outlines running away.õ 
 ôAny enemies?õ 
 ôA few, yes,õ I said with a sigh. ôBeen getting some shit since the 
marathons.õ 
 ôJealous fuckers,õ the sergeant said, a glance at Cpl. Dire. ôSo 
when did this happen?õ 
 ôAn hour ago, more.õ 
 ôAnd you reported it...?õ 
 ôAn hour ago, but Corporal Dire here told me to get lost till 
Monday, not his job.õ 
 The sergeant squared up to Dire. ôYou the duty man?õ 



                                                                

 ôYes.õ 
 ôYes Sergeant, you cunt!õ 
 ôYes Sergeant,õ Dire forced out. 
 ôThen why the wait to call us?õ 
 ôFigured there was nothing anyone could do till Monday.õ 
 ôSave freeze to death in bed,õ the second MP stated. 
 ôIf you report it when it happens ... we might catch someone. 
Did you check the area? Ask around?õ 
 ôEr ... no, couldnõt leave the guardroom.õ 
 ôYou left the guardroom ... to show us where to go, second man 
there, tosser. Now get a torch and look outside for footprints, 
write up the incident log, and write a note for the base 
commander, because that window wonõt get fixed without a dozen 
forms being filled in ð will it.õ 
 ôNo, right.õ And off he went. 
 The sergeant faced me. ôNext week we might get a break and 
find someone who saw someone stagger in around that time, brick 
in hand. Maybe not. Anyhow, good run, young man, keep it up. 
And learn a lesson right now ð if you do well, always some cunt 
jealous of you. You can expect more bricks. If you had won, it 
would have been two bricks. Way it is Iõm afraid.õ 
 I thanked them, closed the door and lay on the bed, too angered 
to sleep, but no more bricks came through the window.  
 
At 10am Sunday morning two men from the Buildings and 
Maintenance Dept turned up, a surprise to say the least. 
 The first man explained, ôFlying Officer Mason is our boss, 
sends his regards.õ 
 I smiled widely; I had a friend in the right place. They replaced 
the window, cleaned up the mess, had a cup of tea with me and 
headed off, Mason turning up a short while later in civvies. 
 ôWindow all fixed?õ he asked, a look at his menõs handiwork. 
 ôYes, sir, and thanks ð it could have taken a while.õ 
 ôThe machinery can move slowly, and weõre not supposed to do 
anything without the proper forms, so I called in a few favours. So 
how you feeling, you look like shit?õ 
 ôWrist hurts, head hurts, nose hurts, foot hurts, but apart from 
that ð great.õ 



                                                                

 He laughed, Bongo stirring, so I walked Mason out, a five 
minute chat about the inter-services Marathon; he would be 
having a go at it. 
  
On the Monday I got to the admin building early, and waited for 
the CO. He did not look happy to see me. 
 ôI heard about the incident already,õ he said as he led me to his 
room. ôBut why donõt you tell me what happened.õ 
 ôI was asleep early Saturday night, a brick came through the 
window, didnõt see who. I reported it to Corporal Dire, who told 
me to ... get lost till Monday. I wanted it reported in case someone 
blamed me, sir. So I got the duty officer.õ 
 ôAnd he reprimanded Corporal Dire, who then called out the 
MPs, who had a look and made a report. I got a call Sunday from 
the MP Captain.õ He took a moment. ôAny idea as to who may have 
been responsible?õ 
 ôAfter the marathon, many of the lads were ... less than 
supportive, sir.õ 
 ôOh. I see. Well Iõll see about the window -õ 
 ôAlready fixed, sir.õ 
 ôIt is?õ 
 ôYes, sir, the Buildings officer, he was ... driving past, saw it, so 
had it fixed on Sunday.õ 
 ôOh, that was quick work. Normally takes ages. Weõll 
investigate, see who was drinking where Saturday night, you ... 
get back to resting.õ 
 ôRight, sir. Thank you, sir.õ 
 Back in my room, I knocked the kettle on and set about my 
Russian phrase book, quietly wanting to kill someone, or several 
someones. 
 But being bored, very bored, I went for a run, rather a slow 
steady jog, figuring that it may help. I ran for an hour, and coming 
back a Land Rover pulled up. 
 ôBack at it?õ Cpl Hesky asked. 
 ôTrying to.õ 
 ôDonõt worry, fitness doesnõt drop that quickly, you still have it. 
You up for the inter-services?õ 



                                                                

 ôThis weekend? Unlikely, wrist is bound up, and theyõd see the 
bruises and not let me run.õ 
 ôThis weekend is the half-marathon down in Aldershot, full 
marathon a week later in Lincoln.õ 
 ôWill they let me run like this?õ 
 ôIf the MO says so, yes. Go ask him.õ 
 So I popped into the MO the next day, and asked. He shrugged. 
ôYou feel OK?õ 
 ôEr ... yes, sir.õ 
 ôThen run, I guess, down to you.õ 
 I wanted to thank him out loud for his brilliant medical 
assessment, but bit my tongue as I left. In the Admin section I got 
looks, and knocked on the COõs door. 
 ôCome in!õ 
 I entered, and closed the door. 
 ôAh, Milton ... no more trouble I hope.õ 
 ôNo, sir. I was wondering about the inter-services.õ 
 ôWeõre very keen for you to run, but ... are you better?õ 
 ôMO says I can run if I feel OK, wrist will stay bandaged, but 
maybe that pink sticky tape, rest is just my face bruises, sir. I was 
thinking of doing the half-marathon as well.õ 
 ôAs well? People donõt normally do both.õ 
 ôI think I can handle it, sir, weekõs rest in between.õ 
 ôIn that case, see Pilot Officer West, he has the forms, and they 
need to be in sharpish.õ 
 ôWill do, sir.õ 
 P.O. West was surprised, but filled in the application as I stood 
there and he faxed it off somewhere, and he would let me know. 
 I got to the gym that evening, Muscle-Mouse greeting me back, 
and I ran on the spot with light weights, my wrist twinging. He 
thought I was mad to try the half and full marathons so soon, but 
complimented my determination. 
 In the morning I was up at 5.30am and taped up, and soon on 
the perimeter track and picking up the pace. At one point the 
stitches in my head hurt, and my wrist was an issue, but I knocked 
out the laps and felt better for having tried this.  



                                                                

 After ten laps I was completely knackered, hacking and bent 
double, but I recovered quickly enough, and by the time I walked 
to my room I  had recovered. 
 That afternoon, bored and still on light duties, I headed back 
out to the airfield and completed a fast four laps, the final lap a 
sprint that was witnessed by many of the squadron lads ð since 
they had the tanks out for something. 
 But the Squadron Leader was about to make my life even 
harder, and make me even less popular. Later in the day, 
addressing the entire squadron, he mentioned my running ð whilst 
bound up and hurt, and that they could all learn a thing or two 
from my dedication. Well, now even those who had never met me 
hated me. When I heard about it I was furious, but what could I 
do, Cpl Hesky joking about my sliding popularity. 
 I was soon beyond caring, and asking discrete questions about 
how a man went about transferring to another squadron, and what 
it cost to buy yourself out of the RAF. 
 I had been placed in òAó Flight upon arrival at 51, but I hardly 
ever did anything with the other men in the flight. My immediate 
boss, Fl. Lt. Marsh, came and found me in my room at 4pm. 
 I stood. ôSir?õ 
 ôAt ease.õ He took in the room, and took off his hat. ôI ... hear 
that youõre not happy, thinking of leaving us.õ 
 I shrugged. ôWhen they played practical jokes on me the CO 
wanted me to pay for ruined uniform, so I complained and they 
had to pay, and that caused a problem.õ 
 ôNot your fault.õ 
 ôNo, sir, but I have to work with these men. And then after the 
marathon -õ I thumbed at the window. ô- a brick came through the 
window, making me wonder why.õ 
 ôAgain, not your fault, jealous individuals.õ 
 ôAnd then, this week, the CO told all the men they should be 
more like me and make an effort...õ 
 ôAh, I had heard, and I suppose a comment like that could cause 
friction. I can place you with Cpl Hesky when the MO signs you 
off, you get on well with him.õ 
 ôThat ... would be fine, sir, and may help some.õ  
 ôYou running this weekend?õ 



                                                                

 ôYes, sir, half marathon.õ 
 ôYou still look banged up,õ he noted. 
 ôDoesnõt hurt much, sir, so Iõll give it a go. Besides, it gives me 
something to do save sitting around here.õ 
 He nodded. ôWell good luck with that, you get the train down 
Friday morning, night in a barrack block Iõm afraid.õ 
 ôBe alright, sir, be in with other runners.õ 
 He smiled. ôIf things are getting you down, come see me before 
you make any rash decisions.õ 
 ôI will do, sir,õ I promised before he left. 
 
On the Friday, myself Mason and Hesky got the train down, and I 
felt good in their company. At Aldershot we were directed to a 
dated barracks, but the heating was on and it was clean enough, 
and we had brought supplies. My face and wrist had caused some 
interest, an officer called, and I explained that my MO had signed 
me off. 
 As a group we bent and stretched a few times in the evening, 
had a good meal, and got to bed at 10.30pm, a few runners coming 
in late ð odd giving that they would be running the next day. 
 I was awake early and stretching quietly, then snuck out for a 
quick run to get my legs going. We all ate a light meal in the 
canteen at 8am, the race not starting till 11am, and I was fortunate 
to have a small shit on the toilet after breakfast. That small 
movement would have been a problem later. 
 Hesky teased me, suggesting that he had a chance against me at 
this distance, but to watch out for the Ethiopians. I took in our 
competitors, and they were all white servicemen, all bending and 
stretching as we waited, the day promising a hell of a downpour 
soon, dark clouds approaching. 
 The start came around too soon, and I was nervous, and then 
they called my name, and I was placed near the front, a surprise. 
 ôGood run in London,õ came from a few. 
 ôYou still look hurt,õ came from a few others. 
 I was about to make some new friends. ôRunning is running, 
and you canõt live without it,õ I said with a shrug and a smile. And 
this lot, theyõd rather run than have sex with their ladies. 



                                                                

 Lined up, bent over, warning given, shot fired, and I was off, 
my heart pounding from the nervous excitement, and I told myself 
to keep turning right. The pack got ahead of me, so I went wide on 
the next long leg and moved to the front, tucking myself behind 
the front three runners as they moved off ahead of everyone else. 
 For now, I was happy to be positioned here, and I settled down 
to some steady counting in my head. A few miles on, and that 
count was causing me to inch towards the lead man, but he was in 
no mood to race me, and probably thought me a fool to be 
breaking so early. 
 This was a race against the men, not the clock, a good time an 
added bonus, but my count was pushing me, and I was running at 
the pace I would if I targeted four laps of the airfield. This half-
marathon was not far beyond four laps, so I gave it all I had. 
 My wrist had been taped by Hesky, and it hurt at the start, now 
starting to go numb, which was probably a bad sign. My face 
bruises throbbed hot, and where my stitches had been taken out ð 
a few days ago, they stung like hell on and off. 
 Right on queue my anus opened up, but nothing came out, and 
so I relaxed and ran on down the country roads and through 
villages, crowds cheering. We hit a section of dual carriageway 
that was more than three miles long, and I glanced back, the 
previous lead man now fifty yards back. 
 Head down, straight stretch ð the rain holding off for now, I 
worked on the count, and the distance passed quickly, the runners 
behind not trying to take me. 
 A tight right turn, a glance back, and I was somehow two 
hundred yards ahead. The sign said three miles, so I put my head 
down, swung my arms and gave it everything I had, getting the 
pace up, the aim to be under 75 minutes. 
 My left knee then decided to twinge, a great pain coming and 
going, my diaphragm deciding to complain, my left shoulder 
sending out shooting pains. I grimaced and took the pain, an RAF 
photographer getting a great shot of my pain - as well as the gap I 
had created. 
 The end line came into view far quicker than I had imagined, 
and I was still counting in my head. The last four hundred yards I 
pushed even harder, the pain almost unbearable, waves of pleasure 



                                                                

mixed in, a great urge to pee, hot flushes shooting around my 
scalp, and my chest hit a ribbon. I slowed, was caught, and I bent 
double, about to die on that spot, figuring that a six minute 
recovery would be more like an hour. 
 A blanket was placed over me, people clapped, runners came in 
ð I saw their legs and feet, and after several painful minutes I 
managed to stand upright. I accepted a drink, and stood there as 
Hesky came in, probably about thirtieth place, and he looked 
worse than I felt. 
 Two grey-blue uniforms closed in, a Flight Lieutenant and a 
Group Captain. ôWell done, Wilco,õ the Group Captain offered me. 
 ôThank you, sir,õ I puffed out. ôName is Milton, but everyone 
calls me Wilco, sir.õ 
 ôSaw you in London, knew youõd do well from the off, and 
youõre here winning this when you should probably be in sick 
ward. Excellent effort.õ 
 ôYou get addicted to it, sir, I hate just sitting around.õ 
 They smiled and nodded. 
 ôYou down for the full marathon?õ the second officer asked as 
the runners came in, space blankets thrown over them. 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôThen weõll be looking for a good result there as well. You 
know your time?õ he teased. 
 ôEh, no ... sir,õ I said, the clock facing away from us. 
 ôSixty-eight ten, a new course record, damn close to the world 
record.õ 
 Hesky moved in and I put an arm around him. ôYou look half 
dead, Corporal.õ 
 ôFeel it.õ  
 Mason nudged through. ôHowõd you do?õ he asked me. Then he 
clocked the officers. ôSir.õ 
 ôA new record,õ the Group Captain enthused. 
 I motioned toward Mason. ôThis is Flying Officer Mason, from 
Catterick, sir, we train together with Corporal Hesky here. No 
social lives, you see.õ 
 They laughed, Mason looking half-dead and red in the face. 
 ôI got twenty-fourth place,õ Hesky put in. 
 ôI got thirty-six,õ Mason reported. 



                                                                

 ôRAF got three and four, as well as first of course, so weõre 
more than happy,õ the Group Captain told us. ôWell done, all of 
you, now get warmed up.õ 
 An hour later, and dressed in civvyõs, I stepped forwards 
through the crowd and accepted my small medal, as well as a 
certificate, thanks from some Army colonel, and after Hesky and 
Mason got their certificates we were off to the train station for the 
long haul back ð sore feet and sore legs rested. And we slept most 
of the way. 
 On the Sunday we met up in the same curry house in 
Darlington, Bongo driving and promising not to drink, a dozen of 
Heskyõs local club runners joining us ð they had heard about my 
time. It was amazing how something so simple as running down a 
road could occupy a conversation for some many hours. 
 
On the Monday morning I headed into the briefing in uniform, a 
loud chorus of rude jibes echoing, few of them positive. 
Apparently, my competitors on the day were poor. 
 The CO appeared with an Air Commodore, everyone standing, 
Sergeant Harris saluting. 
 ôAt ease,õ the CO called, and everyone sat. He focused on me. 
ôMilton, with us.õ 
 I stood and moved forwards, saluting the Air Commodore. 
 He shook my hand. ôWell done on the weekend, a new course 
record, and well done in London as well, despite that ... travesty of 
justice.õ  
 ôThank you, sir.õ 
 ôAnd I understand youõre running this weekend as well.õ 
 ôYes, sir, hoping to get around without being tripped.õ 
 ôCome, letõs talk.õ And he led me out and to the admin offices, a 
photographer waiting. ôWeõd like some photographs of you in your 
normal workplace, then in running kit.õ 
 ôOf course, sir,õ I offered, secretly wanting to tell him to fuck off. 
 An hour later I was photographed in gym kit on the airfield, 
and earlier ð in uniform, I had been snapped working on a tankõs 
30mm cannon. 



                                                                

 ôWe have a snap of you from last Saturday, but to be honest ð 
you like death, so if we get a better one this weekend weõll use 
that.õ 
 ôAnd use them ... for what, sir?õ 
 ôThe RAF magazine, as well as recruitment posters and the like. 
It all helps to have a super-star in the ranks.õ 
 ôYes, sir,õ I agreed with a false smile, secretly wanting to punch 
him. 
 ôI understand you sat the Commission Board...õ 
 ôYes, sir, and passed, just waiting for a placement.õ And right 
now, being an officer was just about the last thing I wanted. 
 ôYouõll make a fine officer, Iõm sure. Weõve been hearing about 
these top scores youõve been getting in various exams.õ 
 ôYes, sir, I study hard.õ 
 ôGood, good.õ 
 
When they had finally departed and went and found Hesky.  
 ôYou OK?õ he asked. 
 ôNo, I want to be sick.õ 
 ôSick ... about something,õ he realised. 
 ôFucking RAF took my photo, Iõm going to be in recruitment 
posters.õ 
 ôWell, thatõs an honour, I suppose.õ 
 ôBollocks, Iõm a step away from buying myself out.õ 
 He sighed long and loud. ôYouõre assigned to me now, so no one 
will fuck with you.õ 
 ôGoing to stand guard outside my window?õ I testily asked. 
 ôWell, no, but the shitheads have their own work and you can 
avoid them. Starting with learning to drive the three-tonner.õ 
 I studied the dated green lorry. ôWhatõs the fastest anyone has 
ever learnt to drive one and passed his test?õ 
 Hesky smiled widely and shook his head. ôYou just donõt do 
things slowly, do you.õ He beckoned Muscle-Mouse. ôMousey, 
teach the lad to drive the three tonne from scratch, and he does his 
test on Friday.õ 
 ôFriday?õ Mouse queried. 
 ôThis is Wilco youõre teaching, he donõt hang around.õ 
 ôGot your driverõs license?õ Mouse asked me. 



                                                                

 ôNope.õ 
 ôThen you canõt officially be signed off, can you,õ Mouse told me. 
 ôBugger,õ I said. ôIõll sort it.õ 
 Muscle-Mouse drove us down towards the assault course, then 
we swapped seats, and he gave me a lesson for an hour, the gears 
hard to master, but I got there, practising over and over as he sat 
smoking. 
 He began, ôThing about this lorry is ... itõs fucking old. Itõs 
supposed be good off-road, but thatõs bollocks. Shake it up over 
rough ground and things fall off. Across grass, dirt tracks, fine, but 
anything rough and itõll fall to pieces and break down on you. So 
fucking gentle with it at all times, or you get shit from above.õ 
 After lunch we again hit the perimeter track, soon back to the 
base roads and I tackled driving around tight corners, I parked 
and reversed, and then Mouse swapped with another guy when he 
got bored.  
 By the end of the day I had mastered it, I considered, and as 
soon as Bongo got back to the room I nagged for driving lessons, 
but did chuck him twenty quid and promised a few beers and a 
burger. 
 The next day I asked Flt Marsh, not the CO, if I could have 
time off for a driving lesson in a civvy driving school.  
 ôPut it down as extra marathon training, because for that you 
can have as much time as you like,õ he told me. 
 I booked a guy the next morning, and he picked me up at 2pm 
outside the guardroom, and we spent an hour on basic road sense 
and driving, signs and laws, followed by a mock-test, to which he 
said I did OK, but to slow down a bit. 
 Booking a test took six weeks, normally, but he had a pupil 
drop out and so would swap names ð for an extra little something. 
I booked him again for the next evening, and after a day on the 
three-tonner, this time basic maintenance, I again drove around 
side streets, parallel parked and reversed, and tried to slow down. 
 Cpl Hesky allowed me time off the next day, but I checked with 
Fl. Lt. Marsh anyhow, and at 1pm I changed into civvies and 
Bongo drove me to Darlington, and to the test station, an old guy 
with a clipboard waiting. I showed him my provisional driverõs 
license, a green form, some extra ID, and off we went. 



                                                                

 It went well enough, but towards the end of the test a car cut in 
front of me. ôFucking learners, get off the fucking road.õ 
 I glanced at the examiner, he waited patiently, and the car in 
front sped off, hitting a cyclist. I jumped out and ran, checked the 
cyclist ð a nurse had been passing and assisted, then floored the 
irate driver as he stood cursing the cyclist. 
 Getting back into the car, I buckled up, and then faced the 
examiner. ôCan we re-schedule or something?õ 
 ôDonõt worry, I saw nothing.õ He wound down his window as I 
pulled past the driver holding his bloodied nose. ôLearn to drive, 
you fucking moron!õ he shouted, leaving me grinning as we drove 
off. To me he quietly said, ôMy daughter cycles to work around 
here, and that could have been her.õ 
 Back at base, dropped back by my examiner, I changed into 
uniform and went and found Fl. Lt. Marsh. ôI passed, sir, so does 
that change what I can do around here?õ 
 ôIt does, yes, Iõll update your file.õ 
 I told Hesky, but he was not surprised, and I got back to the 
three-tonner with Mouse, followed by Hesky himself, and we 
tackled the rough track on the far side of the base. 
 The next day Hesky took me up into the hills, and I tried a 
little off-road driving and some dodgy hill starts. Low gear, high 
revs, and I slowly manoeuvred across country, not breaking the 
lorry. On the way back he took me through traffic, and I worried a 
few civvy drivers in small cars, but then the gear box went. 
 ôIs that my fault?õ I asked as we crawled along, stuck in first. 
 ôNah, this lady is older than me. Weõll have to call the base and 
get a tow.õ 
 I pointed. ôPhone in there, thatõs the armourers college, I know 
them.õ 
  I approached the gate dead slow, being stared at and tooted at, 
and wound down the window. I shouted, ôOpen the gate, Iõm stuck 
in first gear!õ 
 They got the gate in time and I waved as I passed, easing to 
halt next to the admin block, and blocking the road. As I jumped 
down the Major appeared. 
 ôWilco, you back?õ 



                                                                

 ôNeed a favour, sir, I was having a driving lesson and the gears 
have gone.õ 
 ôNo big deal, Iõll get you a tow.õ He sent a corporal for another 
three-tonner, Hesky smiling at the cheek of it, and we got a tow 
back ð after a cuppa and a chat about running. 
 I put off the test, I was out of time, and on the Friday we drove 
in Heskyõs car down to Lincoln, to an area that was dead flat, not 
far from RAF Swinderby, a small army base, the course already 
taped out. 
 Mason was not coming, he was still sore from the half-
marathon, but Hesky was keen to give it a go, hoping to be in the 
top forty. We were assigned to a dated World War II  Nissen hut, 
complete with coal burner, two dozen runners in with us, blisters 
examined, trainers checked, lots of smelly feet exposed. 
 After an hour, a soldier said to another runner, ôYouõre the 
favourite this year.õ 
 ôNo he ainõt,õ Hesky chimed in with, both men now looking 
annoyed. 
 ôIõm Conroy, Paras,õ the favourite stated, as if that meant 
something, everyone now listening in. 
 Hesky stood, and pointed at me. ôHundred quid says he wins.õ 
He waited. ôAny takers?õ 
 No one responded. 
 ôWho are you?õ Conroy asked me in an unfriendly tone. 
 I was quietly annoyed at Hesky. ôWilco, RAF Regiment.õ 
 ôNever heard of you,õ came back. 
 Hesky put in, ôHeõs the RAF lad that was tripped at the end of 
the London Marathon.õ They all focused on me. ôSame lad that 
won the half-marathon last week, and broke the record. Same lad 
... that getõs up at 5am every morning and runs twenty-eight miles, 
rain or shine. Thatõs who he is, and heõll leave you all standing.õ 
 ôOh, him,õ Conroy muttered. 
 A runner closed in. ôGood run in London, till that fucker 
tripped you; could have been placed.õ 
 ôNext year maybe,õ I said. 
 ôAnd you nearly won Darlington.õ 
 I nodded. 
 ôYou hurt?õ he asked me. 



                                                                

 ôStill sore in a few places,õ I admitted. ôBut the half-marathon 
went off OK.õ 
 ôI was there,õ came a voice. ôCame in fifth.õ The man stood and 
came down to my end of the room. ôNever seen anyone put on the 
power like you.õ 
 ôI count in my head,õ I said. 
 ôYou what?õ 
 ôI count out the beat every time my left foot hits the ground, 
sometimes left-two-three-four, left-two-three-four, and sometimes 
just the beat ð and I train at the same pace, and the beat in my 
head keeps me at a steady pace.õ 
 They were all now very interested in the technique, discussing 
it merits ð not least because it seemed to work so well. 
 We were told, firmly, that lights out was eleven, and everyone 
settled down to the smell of coal fumes, a few snoring happily 
away. I got to sleep around midnight, up at 5.45am and stretching 
quietly so as not to wake anyone, and I sat reading for an hour 
before people started to stir ð and to use the dated ablutions. 
 Later, after a breakfast of sandwiches handed out with apples, 
pears and bananas, we discovered that many runners had opted for 
local bed and breakfast accommodation. I got a quick run in to 
warm up, stretched and warmed up, and Hesky and I joined the 
gang as they were herded towards the start line, not many 
spectators, and we would be running on country roads, two legs 
being dual carriageway some eight miles each, and very straight. 
One was an old Roman road. 
 Names were called, and the best runners were at the front, but 
somehow I was in the second row. With a stiff easterly breeze 
blowing, a cold breeze, we bent over, got ready, a shot sounded 
out, and we were off, rubbing elbows and vying for position. I 
nearly lost a training shoe in the melee, and got an elbow ð or 
three, till I found a space. 
 There was no need to wait for a straight stretch, I could see 
miles ahead, so I set to counting in my head. The pack moved 
away from me, settled, then moved back towards me as I 
maintained my pace, the pace I  had used in London, and by time 
we turned the first corner, more like a bend, I was in fifth place. 



                                                                

 As we dipped behind country hedgerows I ignored the others 
and counted my pace; I was racing the clock not the men, since the 
men would vary their pace. 
 At times it got boring, because the long straight stretches were 
very long and very straight, but it seemed to aid me because at the 
ten mile mark I was out front ð and not hurting. I didnõt bother to 
look behind, I simply kept to the pace as best I could, many 
soldiers and airmen seen at certain points, and at other times it 
was just me, and if I took a wrong turn I might get lost out here. 
 Fortunately, each turn had a few men and some ribbon, and I 
kept turning right, soon on one side of a dual carriageway whilst 
motorists still utilised the other side. It was, again, long and 
straight for the most part, and all I had for company was the beat, 
and that helped to pass the time. 
 I got a cheer and some applause at the next turn, a small 
crowed there, mostly RAF blue, I even heard a ògo Wilco, goó 
which was nice; I certainly was not used to being encouraged 
along. 
 As I neared the twenty mile mark the RAF blues got thicker, a 
sign saying òRAF Marham for Wilcoó, girls holding the sign, 
which was a nice gesture. 
 Another mile of straight road, and I dared look back, seeing the 
next runner some four hundred yards back. I knew I had four 
miles to go, or less, and so picked up the pace and got my head 
down. And, as I ran, I noted how I was not hurting so much, and 
wondered about the pace ð and that keeping the same pace had 
helped my body cope with the pain. 
 The crowds got thicker, and more vocal, and the finish line 
came into view down a long straight road, so I sprinted for all I 
was worth, getting some loud encouragement. I did not bother to 
look behind me and just kept going, soon hitting a ribbon with my 
chest, and soon doubled over, my face burning, my anus wanting 
to open up. 
 A swarm of blue RAF uniforms closed in, mostly officers. The 
same Group Captain was smiling widely. ôTwo twenty four,õ he 
informed me, a sea of smiling faces around me. 
 ôWhat? Canõt be,õ I challenged, puffing. 



                                                                

 ôTwo twenty four,õ others said, a blanket placed around me. 
ôNew inter-services record! And a shade off a world record.õ 
 ôYou stuffed the Army!õ they said, a photographer moving in, a 
few snaps taken.  
  
On the Monday, Bongo showed me the newspapers, and I had 
made the front page of a few, photos of me being tripped at the 
London Marathon, then at the inter-services, and at the finish line 
you could see the guy behind me ð very far behind me. It seemed 
like the papers wanted me to win an Olympic gold for Britain, and 
that I might beat the Moroccans, the Ethiopians and Kenyans. 
 I was officially on light duties for a few days, to recover, and in 
civvy clothes, but on the Tuesday I got warning of the top brass 
coming and so got into uniform before being called into the Admin 
section. The AOC himself shook my hand and handed me a letter 
of merit, and a medal. I had a medal, a shock, a medal for services 
to sport. 
 They snapped me with various people, and holding the letter 
and the medal, and again next to a Scorpion tank, and it was all a 
lot of fuss, but at least some of this lot appreciated me. 
 But Hesky had given me an idea, a cheeky idea, and with the 
AOC right there I tried it on. 
 ôSir, if ... you want the RAF to win a few more, thereõs a race in 
Cyprus, and Germany, and the NATO race in Germany.õ 
 He turned to my CO. ôGet the details, please. Any and all races 
where we can be seen to win, send him ð even to Alaska!õ 
 They laughed, I stayed quiet, and no one twigged what I was 
up to. I was put down for the German races, two of them, and I 
would need some time training over there, say four weeks, then to 
Cyprus in the in winter. Yes, I had gotten myself some damn good 
holidays, Hesky in hysterics when I informed him ð and 
apparently I owed him a curry. 
 I passed my three-tonner driving license, but had not thought it 
through; I was soon given shit driving jobs. I drove kit to various 
bases, I drove senior officers in Land Rovers, and I drove a three-
tonner to various ranges and bases, which was work ð and 
productive ð but a bit crap and dull. 



                                                                

 So I checked with Lyneham about further medic courses, and 
there was one ð one that I would try and mis-describe to my CO. 
He saw the detail, did not twig, and signed me off, and a week later 
I was at Lyneham boarding a dated Tristar with the RAFõs mobile 
medical unit, a flight to Cyprus, then on down to Kenya, the heat 
oppressive on landing, and I was soon studying first aid in the 
bush as military live-fire exercises were conducted nearby. 
 For four weeks I lived, ate and slept in the heat, had training in 
hygiene for hot climates, I even had training patrols to attend, 
sleeping out and cooking rations under the stars, and I bound up a 
servicemanõs ankle, cleaned out a cut and ð under supervision ð 
injected a soldier with antibiotics. We flew around in helicopters, 
practised live firing, and all of a sudden life was good, very good ð 
I was doing the soldiering bit. 
 My instructor, Fl. Lt Dr. Sandra Lewis, was thirty something, 
married, but she was hot as hell with it, and I wound her up 
something terrible. 
 
With just a few days to go before leaving I was grabbed at dawn 
by a team of medics in a panic, we kitted out, and we flew into the 
highlands training area, setting down on a red arrow. With the 
helicopter departing, we looked around a flat mountain top sided 
by steep gorges and thick trees, the red arrow cloth held down by 
small stones and fluttering in the breeze. 
 ôWhereõs the fucking patient and his patrol?õ was heard. 
 I walked in a circle around the arrow. ôSir, tracks north in, 
tracks north back out, no others.õ 
 ôFollow them,õ came a frustrated voice. What should have been 
a simple pick-up was now not so simple. 
 I followed the tracks easily enough across parched and dusty 
ground, figuring four men, one carrying another ð deeper prints. 
An hour later, and the prints split up. 
 ôWhat the hell did they split up for?õ the senior medic 
complained. 
 ôMight not have intended to, sir, could have been dark, fog at 
night up here.õ 
 ôYes, good point.õ 



                                                                

 ôSo when were they here, and where are they now?õ a lady 
medic asked. 
 We all looked around. 
 ôSir, a body!õ I shouted, and ran, then scrambled down a slope, 
across a deep gully and up the other side, my hands cut in places. I 
stopped and turned. ôStay back, itõs fucking deadly sharp here!õ 
 They halted as I inched on, up a slope and to a body that was 
not so dead; he had a steady heartbeat. I checked his neck and back 
in full view of the medics, his limbs, and signs of bleeding. 
 ôSmall head wound, sir, nothing else, looks dehydrated ð maybe 
sun stroke.õ 
 ôBring him back over here.õ 
 I got the young soldier, no more than my age, over my 
shoulder, lifted his SA80 rifle, but I could see the sharp rocks. ôSir, 
Iõll go down and around, meet me there.õ 
 I set off, slowly, desperately trying not to trip, and a long hour 
was used up till we met up. They took him off me. ôIõll go back up, 
sir, see where those tracks lead.õ I checked the SA80, finding live 
ammo, so I kept hold of it, not sure what kinds of wild animals 
were up here ð and wary of aggressive monkeys and baboons. 
 ôWeõll be here, we got a radio message out. Be back in a few 
hours, and no risks, Wilco.õ 
 I jogged back up to where I had found the soldier, and was soon 
knelt studying the ground as I sweated and puffed out, finding 
tracks leading on, so I followed them for an hour, soon finding a 
young soldier sat against a tree. He was semi-conscious, 
dehydrated, but otherwise OK.  
 I made safe his rifle, slung it over my front, lifted him up onto 
my webbing ð my pack now around the front, and grabbed the 
rifle I had brought, soon feeling very heavy, and being very damn 
careful where I stepped. 
 I heard a helicopter, but I could not see it, and so plodded on 
back to where I had last seen the medics ð only to find them gone. 
I crossed over a ravine, cutting my hand on a sharp rock and 
jarring my knee, but kept going ð cursing as I progressed, the day 
now damn hot. 



                                                                

 When we got here the mist had been slowly lifting, but now the 
day was warming up, and cresting the next rise I was afforded a 
spectacular view, a biblical African vista stretching out miles. 
 A road, there was a road I realised, so I headed down towards 
it, albeit slowly, my passenger moaning from time to time as I 
plodded along. I also needed to stop and take a drink from time to 
time, small creatures scurrying away through the waist-high 
bushes, and my back was killing me, but I plodded on down to the 
road, further than it seemed from up on the mountain ð no 
dangerous baboons to worry me. 
 When I reached the road I was spent, and splashed water on my 
face as I stood at the side of the road, the very empty road. One 
direction appeared to be descending, so I headed that way. 
 Half an hour later and I heard a helicopter, soon a Puma 
starting to circle, then to set down right next to me, soldiers and 
medics jumping down, some of my medics with them. They took 
my passenger and his rifle - I unloaded my own rifle, sat on the 
side and clambered in, and we were off, unable to talk for twenty 
minutes till we landed back at the camp. 
 I slung both of the soldiersõ rifles and walked with the medics to 
the base hospital, finding the senior man ð the officer responsible 
for me if I had been hurt out there. 
 ôWhat hell happened?õ he asked, but without attitude. 
 ôI went back up, sir, found the second soldier, carried him back 
down but the others had gone.õ 
 One of the morning team put in, ôWe waited two hours, but 
then a chopper picked us up. We figured we pick you up on the 
way, but no sign.õ 
 ôI walked down to that road, a few hours,õ I explained. ôNo 
drama, sir.õ 
 ôYou carried him?õ 
 ôA few miles, sir.õ 
 ôAbout six miles of mountain according to my map! With a man 
on your back, your kit, his kit, and two rifles.õ 
 ôYouõre right, sir, I have a sore back.õ I faced Fl. Lt. Lewis. ôI 
need a back rub, Maõam.õ 
 They laughed loudly as she gave me a pointed finger. 



                                                                

 A major came and found me that evening, thanking me for 
finding his lads, all now back safe after getting very lost in the fog 
at night. And he took my name and unit details ð as well as the 
rifles. 
 Turning back from the door, he said, ôWhy does that name 
seem familiar?õ 
 ôI was the RAF runner tripped at the end of the London 
Marathon, sir, and Iõm the inter-services champion.õ 
 ôFit as fuck, eh. No wonder you carried my lad six miles.õ 
  
We packed up a few days later, and I was very sad to be leaving, 
but this trip had made a hell of a difference to my outlook on 
quitting the RAF; I was now keen for more of this, but how to get 
it was the question. 
 A bumpy ride in an uncomfortable Tristar saw Dr Lewis sick, 
as well as a few others, but I managed to just about keep my food 
down. We got a six hour stop-over in Cyprus, to stretch our legs 
and use a decent toilet, and got back feeling rough as hell after 
eighteen hours of travelling. 
 I took off the Friday, I went to see my parents, and would 
inform my CO that we got back on the Saturday. 
 Over the garden fence I found SAS officer Richards in uniform. 
ôYou won the inter-services,õ he noted. ôAnd nearly won London. I 
had no idea you were a runner, or that good. Shock it was, to see 
your face on the TV.õ 
 I shrugged. ôI wake early, and I started running because I was 
bored, six months of it. I was running ten miles when I thought it 
was six, and twenty when I thought it was fourteen, then found 
out the right distances. And I train in the evenings.õ 
 ôHow you finding day to day life?õ 
 ôBeen thinking of quitting a lot, but an exercise I did in Africa 
was good.õ 
 ôQuitting ... why?õ 
 ôAfter the marathon they all took the piss, some threw a brick 
through my window.õ 
 ôJealous little fucks,õ he noted. ôSame where I am, always some 
arsehole making trouble. But thatõs the Army for you.õ 
  



                                                                

On the Monday the CO came into the briefing. ôMilton, we ... had a 
communication from the Army, as well as Lyneham, and I must 
say that I was ... surprised ... that youõre down for a medal for 
rescuing soldiers in ... Kenya, since Kenya ð I think ð is in Africa.õ 
He waited. Puzzled faces peered at me. 
 ôThe ... detail of the first aid course was on the form you signed, 
sir.õ 
 ôI just found it, in the small print. You could have alerted me to 
that fact.õ 
 ôIõll try to next time, sir,õ I said, less than sincerely, which he 
picked up on. 
 ôSo, down for a medal.õ He read the detail. ôYou searched and 
found two wounded soldiers, and carried one on your back ð plus 
kit and two rifles ð for six miles across difficult terrain.õ He looked 
up. ôAs there was me thinking you were studying in a classroom in 
Lyneham.õ He waited. 
 ôI thought Kenya was mentioned on the form you had, sir.õ 
 ôNo, it wasnõt, it said ... Standard Support Medic Training 
Exercise KCTG, the KCTG meaning Kenya Combined Training 
Ground.õ 
 ôDid I not mention it to anyone, sir?õ I lightly asked, a few men 
snickering. 
 ôNo, you little shit, you did not. But rest assured that I will 
check carefully next time.õ 
 ôI learnt a great deal, sir, and got some experience of Africa.õ 
 ôYes, and the AOC has been informed apparently, another story 
for the RAF magazine. Still, it will mention 51 Squadron and Iõll 
get the credit.õ 
 I knew I was in trouble, but I didnõt care; he could go screw 
himself. 
 I got back to driving for a few days, soon on a three day 
exercise in the hills with the tanks, some proper soldiering to 
hand, and I always enjoyed these exercises; it felt like I was doing 
proper work, soldiering work. 
  
The end of August came around and the CO, reluctantly, issued 
me orders for Germany. I would be based At RAF Wildenrath 



                                                                

near the Dutch border, answering to the RAF Regiment there, 16 
Squadron. 
 I flew from Luton airport, a 737 full of military personnel in 
civvy clothes, a short flight to Wildenrath, and as we landed I 
glanced at Bloodhound missiles and Tornado aircraft. 
 From the small arrivals hall names were checked, vehicles and 
busses waiting out front, and I was soon in a Land Rover with a 
chatty gunner, driving on the right down tree-lined straight roads, 
and we passed many single story huts. 
 ôLot of tall trees,õ I noted. 
 ôFrom the air this place is almost invisible till a Russian fighter 
is right over us.õ 
 ôAh,õ I realised. 
 He helped me find my room, just me in a cosy small room, and 
then drove me to the RAF Regiment depot, a collection of brick 
buildings and some garages. 
 He introduced me to a Flight Sergeant. ôThis is Wilco, the 
runner.õ 
 ôAh, the famous Wilco. Hoping to win here as well, eh?õ 
 ôEr ... yes, Flight Sergeant.õ 
 ôWell get settled in, be here at 8.30am Monday. But be careful 
where you run around here, you might get shot. Take your ID 
always. Go out the gate, then keep turning right till youõre back at 
the gate, one circuit is ten miles, good road to run.õ 
 ôThanks, Flight Sergeant.õ 
 My helper showed me the super-sized NAAFI shop, the canteen 
to use, the shops and bars, where the married quarters were, and a 
few other sights ð and that getting around you needed a car, which 
I did not have obviously. Back in my room I lay down, food in 
hand from the NAAFI, and I read my book, up at 5.30am. 
 ID with me, I jogged to where I thought the gate was, finding 
it after a false start, and out I went, soon turning right onto tree-
lined roads, no traffic, not a soul. Having completed a pleasant lap 
at a slow pace I passed the front gate, and five minutes later the 
MPs were alongside me in a jeep. 
 I flashed my ID as I ran. ôMilton, RAF Regiment, here for the 
marathon.õ 
 ôThat ainõt for weeks.õ 



                                                                

 ôYeah, great isnõt it,õ I said with a smile. 
 ôYou wangled a work-up period?õ 
 ôYes, three weeks just about.õ 
 After a steady two laps I headed back in under close scrutiny, 
and to a shower, breakfast in the quiet canteen and then to the 16 
Squadron morning briefing. The room filled up slowly as I sat 
there, people glancing at the new face. And I peered up at all the 
small model planes fixed to the ceiling, most of them NATO or 
Russian planes, and aid to aircraft recognition. 
 When the officer appeared they stood, then sat when told to, 
this officer in browns not blues, blue shoulder flashes. Orders were 
given, courses notes, men off sick or on leave, and half an hour 
later he said, ôAny other business?õ 
 I stood. ôMilton, sir, from 51 Squadron, Catterick, here for the 
marathon.õ 
 ôAh, pleased to meet you, and youõre expected to win it easily I 
hear.õ 
 ôHope so, sir.õ 
 ôSet whatever schedule you want to train, and see Corporal 
Donovan, heõs our runner.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 I found Donovan as people sloped off to duties. 
 He shook my hand. ôYouõre the rising star. And they say you 
run early every morning.õ 
 ôDid so this morning, two laps outside the base.õ 
 ôShit, thatõs almost a marathon. You must love it.õ 
 ôJust need my daily run. Listen, whilst Iõm here, could I do 
something ... useful? Learn something new?õ 
 He made a face. ôSee what we can think up. What you good at?õ 
 ôIõve done the armourerõs course part 1, and first aid to a high 
level, I drive a three-tonner and a Scorpion.õ 
 ôMore than most then,õ he quipped. 
 ôMy German is OK, but I could do with some practise, and 
some Russian.õ 
 ôGo see the Education Officer, they organise day trips to 
practise the language.õ 
 So I set off, a long walk on dried grass edges to the roads, sign 
posts read, and I finally found the Education Officer, soon booked 



                                                                

onto a dozen field trips to practise German, and daily Russian 
lessons, many officers here speaking Russian because they listened 
in to Russian traffic ð and this trip was going to be a major piss-
up. 
 Each morning I ran, the gate guards getting used to me, and 
most days I sat in the Education Centre, headphones on, a tape 
being played, a transcript being followed. I even spent time on 
Morse Code. They had a very detailed book of all the worldõs 
aircraft, and so I studied aircraft recognition as well. 
 That first week I joined a trip to Cologne, a guide giving the 
spiel ð in German, which we were supposed to be following. In 
reality we ate well and drank a great deal. 
 On the Friday night the guy from the room opposite, Singleton, 
a gunner like me, told me to pack an overnight bag, and we set off 
in his car to the Dutch border, passports shown, and to Eindoven 
and a small hotel. 
 ôFirst things first,õ he said to me, and after unpacking we sat in 
the lounge and he handed me a large photo album taken off 
reception. ôPick the one you like?õ 
 ôAnd these ladies are ... what?õ I puzzled. 
 ôBored housewives that need some extra cash. Most are 
married, some single mums, some barmaids that want some extra 
cash.õ 
 I stared at him. ôOh.õ 
 After picking a beautiful twenty three year old he informed the 
clerk of our choices, and after a beer two ladies turned up. I had 
been briefed on what to do, and so we took our ladies out and for a 
meal in a quiet restaurant, dark rooms and candles, and she spoke 
perfect English - just with a sexy accent. 
 She came back with me for a monster sex session and stayed the 
night, and another sex session in the morning, a shower and 
breakfast, and out we went ð hand in hand, a tour of the city, no 
idea where Singleton had got to. 
 We sat in cafes on the river, strolled along in the sunshine, and 
I touched her up when no one was looking, a quick shag behind 
some bushes in a park. I bumped into Singleton at 7pm, and set 
out again with my lady to a loud bar, some dancing and plenty of 
beer, back to my room for another marathon sex session.  



                                                                

 She said goodbye on the Sunday morning and I paid her, and I 
was very happy with how it had all gone. 
 We drove back around 4pm, and I was contented and happy, 
but I had not got any running in, so would have to hit the road 
hard on Monday morning. 
 
On Monday I woke early, happy with it, and set out, a solid thirty 
miles covered but not at a great pace, the gate guards noting my 
three laps. 
 Later that day I sat and studied Russian aircraft and their 
names, some time spent on spelling Cyrillic words, and in the 
evening I ran a fast two laps as the sun dipped low on the horizon, 
the day hot. 
 The following day I followed a group to the range and got 
some time on moving and firing, rapid firing, all great fun. But 
when I informed them that I was a qualified armourer they had me 
clean the weapons ð all the weapons. Should have kept my gob 
shut. 
 But I had made a friend in a sergeant who had been SAS like 
Chandon back at Catterick, and he knew Richards, and so the next 
day a small team of us practised with the AKM, striping and 
cleaning ð and then firing. I had handled the AKM on the 
armourerõs course but had not fired one, and this was all good 
practice for me ð should I ever end up being a proper soldier. 
 After a trip to the Rhine Valley, otherwise known as sausage 
and beer run, I was informed that the armoury wanted to see me, 
so I plodded off.  
 ôYouõre Milton, yes?õ the sergeant asked. 
 ôYes, Sergeant.õ 
 ôAnd you did the armourerõs course?õ 
 ôYes, Sergeant.õ 
 ôWell weõre a man short, two actually ð one just had a baby; not 
him his wife. Could you ... help out a few days?õ 
 ôBe happy to.õ 
 And so I was adopted as a long lost son and welcomed, soon 
cleaning and checking SA80s, GPMGs and pistols, my fingers sore 
ð and black at the ends. I ran in the mornings and the evenings, 
and here in Wildenrath sunset was a glorious time - I could have 



                                                                

lived here forever, and applying for a transfer here was now a 
distinct possibility. 
 On the Friday after work we armourers headed out, and in a 
coach to the Dutch border and just over, and were soon in a large 
beer hall that was obviously full of prostitutes. But also a bouncy 
castle. 
 ôWhatõs the bouncy castle for?õ I asked after a beer, the music 
blaring out. 
 ôYou get in, three or four of you, swimming trunks or pants, 
greased up, and four or five ladies get in, bikinis or nothing, but all 
greased up, and you play rugby whilst trying to rip their kit off 
and touch them up.õ 
 I waited, wide eyed. 
 ôItõs an armourerõs thing,õ he joked. 
 An hour later, and a few beers, I was down to my pants, greased 
up, and being elbowed by a lady with huge tits as I touched her up 
and pulled her bikini away, the crowd cheering, the greasy ball 
slopping around from hand to hand. I would not be mentioning 
this to my CO upon my return. 
 The next morning I had a bit of a black eye, and a silly grin, 
and woke late, setting off for run around 2pm, the day warm.  
 That evening I tried one of the base bars, many families in it, 
and a young girl came and sat on me. She was eighteen, her father 
an engineer, and she was bored. She was also a stunner, with an 
even tan and great skin, ginger hair and summer freckles over her 
nose. 
 After sun down we snuck into the outdoor pool through a crack 
in the fence, stripped off and jumped in, having sex in the shallow 
end ð and being pestered by insects that tended to stick to us. 
 With a police patrol pulling up we ran, grabbed clothes and 
slipped through the fence before lights were flashed, and we 
dressed as best we could, giggling like teenagers. Well, she still 
was a teenager. 
 With the police gone I took her back to my room, few others in 
the block, and we used the shower without being interrupted ð 
getting the insects out of hair, and she stayed the night in my 
small single bed ð biscuits nibbles on, a tin of meat opened, but I 
had tea and coffee and a kettle at least. 



                                                                

 In the morning I bid her farewell, and off she went, not to 
return as promised. But three days later she was on a trip to 
Eindoven with us, her mother along, a trip to the science museum, 
and she pretended that we didnõt know each other, but she 
managed to touch me up without being seen. 
 At one point she hovered by a toilet, the coast was clear, so in 
we went, a good long shag, my girl bent over to the smell of 
bleach. I checked that the coast was clear, and we left separately. 
 But a day later I was driving around the base with one of the 
armourers and saw her as we halted at a stop sign, and pointed at 
her. ôGood looking. Know her?õ I asked. 
 ôYeah, base slut, everyoneõs had her. Avoid her.õ 
 I was deflated, but philosophical. And sighed. She was a hot 
babe. 
 
With a week to go to the marathon I focused on my running, and 
worked on capacity - with sprints and pauses. I would complete 
one lap as a warm up, then sprint and slow, sprint and slow before 
finding a stretch of road where I would give it everything for ten 
minutes. 
 Two other runners were training with me now, a few men seen 
on the road in the evenings but not in the morning. Cpl. Donovan 
tried to keep up with me, then gave up, but joined me for the 
sprints, more his style, and he was fascinated by the counting in 
my head ð and I taught him my technique. 
 On the big day, six of us boarded a coach at 8am and we drove 
through flat German countryside for an hour, east to a training 
ground circled by suitable flat and straight roads. There was a 
tank parked up, so I wondered if we were expecting trouble. 
 I was logged in, ID checked, and when I gave my name they 
welcomed me like family, looking me over. Kit left in the bus, the 
day pleasant, we walked as a group and were met by a gang of 
uniformed RAF personnel, a few officers present. 
 ôAh, Milton,õ the senior man began. ôHoping for a good time 
today from you.õ 
 ôSee what I can do, sir.õ 
 ôI canõt keep up with him,õ Cpl. Donovan put in. ôAnd heõs been 
running thirty miles a morning.õ 



                                                                

 ôBloody hell, no wonder you run so well. No injuries?õ 
 ôThis drunken hooker gave me a bit of a black eye, sir, cleared 
up now.õ 
 All but the officers roared with laughter, who thought me 
joking. 
 Drinks were issued, oranges offered up as usual, and I sipped 
the water, making my vest top wet in places deliberately before we 
started. Today was going to be warm for September. 
 I was allowed pole position with a dozen others, many of whom 
I recognised ð and who recognised me, greetings exchanged, little 
ill -will evident today. We counted down, the gun of the tank stood 
proud, and I hoped the damn thing would not blast the start 
signal. 
 ôGet ready...õ  
 Bent over, sprint stance, heart racing.  
 ôSteady...õ  
 Mouth a little dry. 
 A crack and we were off, and I sprinted forwards before 
settling, soon realising that they were all intent on following me 
and keeping on my heels. None tried to overtake me. 
 I set the pace in my head, settled down to straight flat roads 
and great scenery, and realised that I was getting paid to do this, a 
smile coming to my face. 
 At the first turn that could be called tight, perhaps five miles 
out, I glanced back, a tight group of five runners about sixty yards 
back, which was fine. These days I was happy about my sprinting, 
and my sprint finish, so if someone got close I could pull away. 
 The spectators were sparse, plenty of German police officers in 
yellow and green, and every mile someone would step out, kneel 
down and snap a picture of me before darting out the way. 
 At the ten mile mark I slowed and grabbed a drink, throwing it 
down my throat, and today I felt like I needed it more than usual. 
 At 15 miles I again grabbed a drink, slowed and tossed it back, 
wondering if there was a problem, or was it the heat? But there 
was a cool breeze blowing through the trees, and I did not feel like 
I was overheating. 



                                                                

 No sooner had I said that than my eyes started to sting from 
sweat, which happened in the early days of running but not after. 
Was it the heat, or something else? 
 I slowed and wiped my brow, a little worried, and at the twenty 
mile mark I was blinking a great deal and wiping the sweat, 
suddenly finding a man on my shoulder. He stayed there, not 
wanting to overtake, and at the next drink station I grabbed a 
drink and downed it, so did he, but I also grabbed a second cup 
and put it over my hair. 
 Wiping my forehead one last time, I glanced at him, smiled, and 
shouted, ôCome on then, letõs go!õ 
 I put on the power, he put on the power, and the count in my 
head said that we were over my usual speed. I felt OK, in fact I felt 
happy, very happy to be here in Germany, happy running, and my 
resentment towards 51 Squadron was waning. I was enjoying my 
life for a change. 
 With a smile on my face, a grin for the guy at various points, I 
saw the three mile marker and gave it everything, leaving him 
behind to struggle along. And what I didnõt know at that time was 
that I had been snapped smiling at him. 
 On the final long straight leg I was going mad, sprinting for all 
I was worth and smiling at the same time, anus wanting to open 
up. I was desperate for a pee that would not release, and about to 
have an orgasm at the same time. 
 I hit the ribbon with my chest, slowed, but did not double over 
as usual, I stood there panting, and smiling as I turned ð being 
snapped. 
 My closest competitor came limping in second and collapsed, 
needing assistance as I sipped a drink. They stretchered him off; he 
had given it everything. A sea of blue uniforms or blue berets 
closed in, congratulations given. 
 The senior officer quipped, ôThe bruise from that hooker didnõt 
slow you down any.õ 
 I smiled. ôNo, sir.õ  
 ôAnd you hardly seemed tired as you crossed the line. Time was 
two twenty seven.õ 
 I nodded. ôThis time they followed me, so I had no one to catch, 
I was setting the pace, so maybe thatõs why it was a bit slow.õ 



                                                                

 ôAlways hard at the front of the pack,õ he commented. ôEasy to 
follow others.õ 
 I got my medal and certificate to sedate applause, was 
photographed a dozen times, and we boarded the coach, Cpl 
Donovan having come in thirty-second. 
 We drove back tired and happy, chatting away, but as we 
neared the base I got a twinge, and it would not go away, getting 
stronger. I doubled over. 
 ôDriver!õ I forced out. ôBase ... medical ... station.õ 
 Cpl. Donovan was concerned, now shouting instructions as I 
just about fainted. I could hardly remember being carried off the 
bus, soon on a stretcher, questions being asked and hurried 
answers being passed back. 
 ôHernia,õ I croaked out, and pointed at the right spot. 
 Someone shouted, and I was led into surgery, and the lights 
went out. 
 
I woke to find it night, and wondered where the hell I was. I went 
to ease up and screamed in pain, a nurse rushing over. 
 ôTake it easy, lie down, you had your appendix removed.õ The 
voice sounded oddly familiar. 
 ôAppendix? I ... I thought I had a hernia.õ 
 ôNope, good old fashioned appendix. Good job that didnõt burst 
on the run you did.õ 
 She gave me a drink, my nurse just a dark outline, and I drifted 
back off to sleep. In the morning a dozen senior officers appeared, 
the Station Commander introducing himself. 
 ôYou won a marathon with a burst appendix, or maybe the 
marathon burst it for you. Was it hurting during the marathon?õ 
 ôIt always hurts during the run, sir, be hard to know the 
difference.õ 
 ôYes, quite. Well you won for us, then worried us, so take it 
easy for a few days. But I understand youõre down for the NATO 
run - have to scrap that idea, youõll be out of action for a while, 
your CO back at Catterick notified. Just get well, and ... well done 
again.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ 



                                                                

 Corporal Donovan came in later with some of the armourers, 
who took the piss no end, got bored and sloped off after ten 
minutes. 
 Not long after they had gone, a familiar face came into view; 
Corporal Sandra ... something. 
 She walked over. ôStill with us?õ 
 ôSandra? What you doing here?õ 
 ôAfter the first aid I elected to start the nurses course, so I study 
and work at the same time, takes years.õ 
 ôNot mad at me, are you? Not going to cut my balls off while I 
sleep?õ I teased. 
 ôNo, donõt be silly, and Iõm engaged to be married now. Was a 
shock seeing you on the TV, that London Marathon.õ 
 ôI prefer this base, might try and get a transfer here.õ 
 ôCold in the winter, damned cold, even with the heating on, a 
few feet of snow.õ 
 ôYeah? That might slow up my running a bit.õ   
 ôAnd it gets boring after a while, Germany.õ 
 
I did very little for a few days save lay on the bed or sit in a chair, 
but was finally allowed out of the medical bay, to be back in ten 
days to have my stitches out. I was driven back to my room in 
pouring rain, all as I had left it, and Singleton started driving me 
to the canteen each day. 
 I gingerly stepped into the Education Centre the next day, and 
they queried my state till I explained. They allowed me to sit and 
while away the time behind the tapes and transcripts, and my 
Russian was coming along by time my stitches were removed. I 
bid farewell to many new friends two days later, driven to the 
airport, and soon in Luton and on a train west to my parents, two 
weeks medical leave granted. 
 My parents were glad to see me for a whole day, then got on 
with their routines, so I headed up to Catterick and reclaimed a 
cold bed, Bongo at least happy see me. 
 In civvies, and not looking forwards to it, I wandered into the 
briefing the next morning to cheers and jeers and ôstupid cuntõ. 
 ôAh, Milton, howõs the wound?õ the CO asked when I went to 
his office. 



                                                                

 ôMuch better now, sir.õ 
 ôYouõre supposed to be on leave.õ 
 ôI am, sir, but here, because after two weeks with my parents Iõd 
want to shoot myself.õ 
 He smiled. ôI quite understand. We got a good coverage of the 
marathon, plenty of praise, so keep at it.õ 
 ôBe out of action for a week, then Iõll try running, sir.õ 
 ôOh, armourerõs course Part II starts ... a week Monday. You up 
for it?õ 
 ôYes, sir, I can sit in a corner and listen, I wonõt need to lift 
anything heavy.õ 
 ôGood. Well you know where it is.õ He handed me my 
instructions. 
 
A week later I turned up at the Armourerõs school in uniform, 
explaining that I was on medical leave and not supposed to be here 
ð or lifting anything, and I showed them the scar. I neednõt have 
worried, they were all like family, enquiring after the marathon. 
 Bongo drove me most days, but we had a new roommate called 
Stevenson, known as Slack for some odd reason, and Slack was on 
an engineering course near the Armourerõs School, so he drove me 
some days and we got to know each other as we commuted ð notes 
compared at the end of the day. He was tall like me, slim, a pointed 
face and short black hair. 
 Unlike Bongo, Slack was fit and keen, two years in, and a big 
fan of mine already, so we hit the bars that weekend in Darlington 
and met a pair of girls, splitting a taxi back. 
 That following weekend we again headed out, but bumped into 
Mason and a fellow officer, soon chatting about running ð as well 
as appendix operations. But we had accidentally picked a new pub, 
and Dunnyõs mates were out, and as soon as they saw me they 
came over. 
 ôHowõs that appendix,õ a big lump called Sloan asked. ôI mean, if 
I hit you hard, it going to open up ð and you going to die?õ 
 ôIõm Flying Officer Mason, and youõre one step away from 
charge.õ 
 ôWeõre off duty, sir, so bollocks,õ he slurred. ôYou ainõt got no 
authority out here.õ 



                                                                

 Mason was on dangerous ground, because if he got into a 
scrape here he would be in trouble himself, no matter who started 
it; officers did not get into bar brawls.  
 I was about to hit Sloan when Slack beat me to it, a great 
unseen side punch, Sloan knocked cold, and Slack moved quickly 
to the second man as that manõs eyes followed a sliding Sloan, a 
nose demolished. 
 I grabbed Mason and his friend and led them out, and we 
legged it away to another bar. ôYou were never there, sir, it would 
harm your career. And he wonõt remember your name when he 
sobers up.õ 
 ôYes, a risk,õ Mason agreed, so we ducked into a curry house 
and sat drinking in safety, a curry enjoyed. 
 I said to Slack, ôWhereõd you learn to fight?õ 
 ôI had four older brothers,õ he informed us. ôAnd it was a tough 
estate we lived on.õ 
  
On the Monday the CO summoned me early, and I had half an idea 
what it was about. Sergeant Harris was waiting with Sloanõs mate, 
a nose covered in tape and two giant black eyes displayed. 
 ôMilton,õ the CO began. ôSloan has a broken jaw, heõll be off for 
quite some time and, as you can see, Morris here has a broken 
nose, and Iõm led to believe you knew the man who did the 
damage.õ 
 ôWhy not just say that I did it, sir,õ I suggested with a shrug. 
 ôIt wasnõt you,õ Morris growled, sounding very nasal. 
 ôDo you know the man?õ the CO pressed. 
 ôHeõs a sergeant, Armourerõs School, but my mind is a blank as 
to his name. Smith maybe, or Jones, sir.õ 
 ôAnd why, exactly, did he hit our men?õ 
 ôSloan said that he wanted to hit me hard in the stomach to see 
if the stitches would open up, and the sergeant didnõt like that 
idea.õ 
 ôNo, I can imagine not, and hitting someone in a recent wound 
would be cowardly in the extreme.õ He turned to Morris. ôDid you 
express a desire ... to open up Miltonõs wound?õ 
 ôNo, sir,õ came back very nasal. ôI didnõt hear what was said.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou got a punch on the nose for Sloanõs reprehensible 
behaviour, so maybe you should pick you drinking buddies a little 
better next time.õ The CO faced me. ôIf the police ask, you will 
have to identify this sergeant.õ 
 ôConk, they call him.õ I saluted and left. 
 Later, at the Armourerõs School, I went and found Conk, a six 
foot six monster and a former heavyweight boxer. 
 ôHey Wilco,õ he greeted. 
 ôListen Sarge, I got a problem, need a favour. Saturday night I 
was drinking with an officer, fellow runner, when two of my lot 
picked a fight, and I needed to get this officer out before he got 
into trouble and ... well ... this bug drunk lump starting saying he 
would open up my stitches -õ 
 ôWhat a cunt.õ 
 ôMy mate slugged both of them, broken jaw and a broken nose.õ 
 ôGood job.õ 
 ôI didnõt want to get my mate into trouble, so when my CO 
asked I said it was someone from here I knew that did the damage, 
and you fit the description...õ 
 ôI was miles away, plenty of witnesses, no worries.õ 
 ôGood. But I know these boys, and theyõll come looking, so ... 
how about you go chat first and ... I owe you fifty quid and a 
curry.õ 
 He nodded. ôLunchtime.õ 
 And lunchtime we drove the short distance, chatting about kids 
ð not least because he had six by three women. The fifty quid 
would come in handy, and he loved his curry. 
 Parked up, I led him to the common room, finding Morris sat 
nursing his sore nose. I called over Sergeant Harris as Conk 
attracted strange looks. 
 ôMorris, Sergeant Harris, this is Conk, from Saturday night.õ 
 Conk pointed a huge finger at Morris. ôYou fuck with me again 
in Darlington and youõre a dead man ð I was with my misses.õ 
 Morris looked terrified, as did those in ear shot. 
 Conk towered over Harris, and jabbed Harris hard in the chest. 
ôYou keep your boys in check, or itõll be you I come looking for, 
and youõll get a nice long stay in fucking ward someplace. And if 



                                                                

these wankers go to the police, you donõt send no more boys for 
training with us, tosser.õ 
 I led him out, and we drove back chatting, and I wondered what 
the chat was back at 51 Squadron. 
 That evening, Slack came back to the room. ôSo why is some 
giant fucking guerrilla taking the blame for what I did?õ 
 ôBecause I gave him fifty quid and kept you out of it.õ 
 ôOh. Right. Well curry on me this weekend. And Morris is 
shitting himself, Harris not happy at being caught up in it.õ 
  
The next day, and the Armourerõs Major came and found me. ôHad 
you CO on the blower, worried about upsetting us? Some bar 
fight?õ 
 I explained the story, all of it. 
 ôConk would scare me shitless,õ he said with a smile. ôBut let 
your CO know thereõs no bad blood. Yet anyhow. This fucker 
wanted to open your stitches?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôWhat a bastard, eh. You work with some right arseholes over 
there.õ 
 ôHate to think what would have happened if I had actually won 
in London, sir.õ 
 ôI told you, my boy, come work for us.õ 
 I explained about the armoury work in Wildenrath. 
 ôI was in a place near your Bruggen base back years ago, went 
onto the base a few times. Saw those Harriers at a dispersal site, a 
mini airfield, vertical take-off, marvellous stuff.õ 
 ôNow the Americans are copying the design, and improving it, 
sir.õ 
 ôThey have the money, for sure, and we get by and a shoelace 
budget.õ 
 
I went and found the CO the following day at 5pm. ôSir, I had 
message from the armourers, just to say that thereõs no bad blood 
about the fight if any of our lot are down for further courses.õ 
 ôThatõs good to know, and we donõt need bar fights setting 
groups against each other, we have to get on with the various 
Army units. Had one of ours punch a range warden once, and 



                                                                

every time we wanted to use that range they had misplaced the 
damn keys.õ 
 ôI try to avoid our piss-heads when Iõm out, sir, but itõs only a 
handful of them that like a drink and a punch up.õ 
 ôYes, well, they learnt their lesson this time.õ 
 On the Friday night, after a week working on fifty cal and 
30mm cannon, the study now getting hard, I took Conk out for a 
curry with Slack, talk of boxing. And Conk ate enough for three 
people, downing seven pints, and was not even wobbly at the end 
of it; his stomach was a damn cement mixer. 
 I met a girl that next weekend, small and cute, and called Betty. 
I named her Blowjob Betty, because she loved to give blowjobs but 
rarely shagged because she always seems to have an infection and 
was on antibiotics.  
 Still, any time I wanted a good blowjob she was available, her 
technique excellent, and she always had cheesecake available 
afterwards. It was, apparently, the only thing that she was good at 
making, having learnt in school cookery lessons. 
 The weeks studying at the Armourerõs school were pleasant, 
cold and wet outside now, and my technical knowledge was 
growing rapidly. I could measure the barrel of a GPMG, I could 
check the bearings on a machinegun tripod, I had learnt all about 
mortars and even tank barrels, ballistics and cordite mixes, 
misfires and procedures. 
 As for the dated SLRs and the new SA80, I could strip and 
clean them in my sleep, expert with the GPMG. 
 I passed with a great score, and we all went out for a 
celebration, Christmas approaching. 
 
 
Turning point 
 
I woke to find a warm smelly liquid on my face, some in my 
mouth, and I coughed and spluttered, spitting. Smelling piss, I 
opened my eyes and saw a dark shadow over me, someone 
laughing. Jumping out of bed, I shoved the dark figure, unsure of 
what had happened, and what was happening. He fell back with a 
groan, a chair knocked over. 



                                                                

 I stepped to the lights and switched them on, wiping my face. 
Sloan. 
 I was ready to kill the bastard when Slack walked across.  
 ôWhat the fuck is he doing in here?õ 
 ôPissing on my face.õ 
 ôEr ... fuck.õ He kicked Sloan in the ribs, but not hard. ôHeõs well 
out of it. You hit him?õ 
 ôNo, shoved him, he hit the chair.õ 
 Sloan tried to say something, and vomited. 
 ôEr,õ Slack said as he turned our unwelcome guest on his side. 
 Bongo appeared in his underpants. ôWhat the fuck?õ 
 It was rare for Bongo to wake up, but he admitted he was 
desperate for a pee and did not want to wet the bed - again. 
 Slack knelt down next to Sloan. ôSomething ainõt right with 
him. Hit his head or drank too much.õ 
 ôIõll get an ambulance for the cunt before he dies on us,õ I 
suggested and got dressed in a hurry, washing my face before I 
jogged to the guardroom. 
 Hesky was on duty. 
 ôGet an ambulance down to my room, and the MPs, that fucker 
Sloan broke in, I woke to find him pissing on my face. Heõs 
unconscious.õ 
 ôYou hit him?õ 
 ôNo, shoved him back, he fell and hit his head.õ 
 ôDrunks like that drown on their own vomit, be careful.õ 
 ôSlack is looking after him, recovery position.õ 
 Heskey picked up the phone and I ran off back to the room. 
Sloan was the same, breathing OK, Slack cleaning up the vomit 
with Bongo. 
 ôHe ainõt right,õ Slack warned me. ôConvulsions and shaking.õ 
 I knelt. ôHit his head when he went down.õ 
 ôMark on his neck, bruise.õ 
 I had a look. ôHit the edge of the chair when he fell.õ 
 ôSelf defence,õ Bongo put in, stood scratching his balls. 
 Ten minutes later the duty officer appeared, Slack now dressed, 
Bongo still stood in his pants. 
 ôWhat happened here?õ the grumpy officer demanded. 



                                                                

 I began, ôI have a history with this idiot, sir, and I woke to find 
him pissing on my face. I shoved him away, he fell back ð drunk ð 
and it looks like he hit his head or neck on the chair.õ 
 ôThe duty corporal did say that an ambulance had been called, 
so donõt move him till they get here. Pissing on your face, eh, what 
a cunt. And youõre the one they call Wilco, yes?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôYouõve had trouble before,õ he noted, and waited. 
 ôAfter the London Marathon a brick came through that 
window, sir.õ 
 ôJealous men. Unfit, overweight, jealous men.õ He pointed at 
Slack. ôDid you see what happened?õ 
 ôI was awake straight away, sir, Sloan on the floor there, Wilco 
turning on the lights to see who it was.õ 
 ôAnd did Wilco give the prone man a good kicking?õ 
 I snapped my head around to the officer, and controlled my 
anger. 
 ôNo, sir,õ Slack answered. ôHe put him in the recovery position 
and went for the ambulance. If it was me ... Iõd kick the shit out of 
Sloan and dump his fucking body. Sir.õ 
 The officer cocked an eyebrow at Slack. ôAnd whilst Wilco went 
for the ambulance, did anyone give the man a good kicking?õ 
 ôNot yet, sir,õ Slack cheekily answered. ôIs there time before the 
ambulance gets here?õ 
 Bongo laughed, cut off by an angered look from the officer. 
 When the ambulance arrived they knelt and checked Sloanõs 
vitals, but were firmly warned by me not to move him without a 
neck brace and a body board. The pissed-off ambulance driver, 
who wanted to be elsewhere, did as asked after the officer repeated 
what I had insisted upon. 
 Peace reclaimed the room, and we all got to bed after I had 
changed my sheets and blankets, all now stinking. 
 3pm on the Sunday and the Army MPs turned up, wanting to 
interview myself, Slack and Bongo, all taken in turns to the guard 
room and questioned. And we had all been informed that Sloan 
was paralysed, my stomach turning; I could get the blame for his 
injuries. I was asked several times if I kicked him when he was 
down. 



                                                                

 Monday morning, and a new face appeared, a new Squadron 
Leader, our CO absent for a few weeks on courses. After squadron 
orders he asked for me, and led me to his office. 
 Sat, he began, ôI have the story from Saturday night, and I 
understand that this man Sloan is a bit of a handful, especially 
when drunk, and that he was jealous of your sporting successes. 
The witness statements all match up, in that you ð the medic in 
the group ð placed Sloan in the recovery position and went for an 
ambulance whilst the others watched over him. 
 ôThere is a question hanging over as to what might have 
happened to Sloan, drunk and incapable and unconscious on the 
floor, but there does not seem grounds for charges to be brought 
as I see it. I am waiting a report from the doctors and the MPs as 
well, but I see no particular issues here. Carry on, Milton.õ 
 I saluted and left, relieved, and spent three days testing 
weapons in the armoury with Bongo. 
 On the Thursday morning I was summoned, finding an army 
Major, a doctor, the new Squadron Leader, plus a wing 
commander from somewhere, the man not known to me. 
 The temporary Squadron Leader, Mitchel, began, the others 
stood stony faced, ôMilton, the doctors who examined Sloan have 
confirmed no secondary injuries from being attacked whilst 
unconscious, but Sloan is now partly paralysed. He himself cannot 
remember what happened, so that does not clear up the picture 
any. 
 ôStill, a paralysed man is a very serious situation, and you admit 
at the very least to shoving him, and thereby causing that injury, 
an injury that was not present before since witnesses in the pub 
say he was fine ð albeit a bit drunk. 
 ôWe know that there was a history of bad blood between the 
two of you, hence a motive for grievous injury, and your two 
roommates are less than reliable and might have your back ð so to 
speak, as good friends do. The story of exactly what happened is 
not clear -õ 
 I wanted to shout at him, but I held my tongue, angered inside 
and boiling. 
 ô- and we may never get a full and truthful picture of the events 
of that night, but however it happened, accidental or deliberate ð 



                                                                

and you shoving him was very deliberate and born out of historical 
malice ð you cracked a fellow enlisted manõs neck. That falls under 
the category of malicious wounding, accidental or otherwise. 
 ôIn the absence of solid proof I have to be fair, and so a charge of 
accidental grievous wounding will be entered into the record, and 
I hope that this well be a lesson to others, and for you, time for 
you to reflect when you are away.õ 
 My face flushed hot, and the room closed in on me. 
 ôYou are hereby sentenced to ninety days, after which you may 
reflect on your chosen career progression path. Dismissed.õ A 
glance at the MPs, and I was led away, too stunned to speak, the 
staff in Admin all glancing my way and wondering what had 
happened. 
 I was driven to my room in a state of shock, no one around, the 
lads in work, and told to pack my kit by no less than four large 
MPs. I packed my military kit into my usual blue-grey kitbag, but 
was told to clear everything out and to leave personal items in a 
box or container with the guardroom. 
 As the MP said that I was very tempted to hit him, despite his 
size and the four of them being there. Stunned, I got on with it, my 
drawers soon empty. They produced a plastic bag with a tag for 
bank cards and cheque books, all handed over, along with any cash 
I had. 
 I was soon in a van with three MPõs, one driving. 
 ôLong fucking way, Colchester, so get comfy,õ the driver told 
me, one of the MPs opening a paperback, a sergeant in the front 
passenger seat. 
 We drove through the gate, familiar faces seen, and I was still 
too stunned to speak, too angry, soon onto the A1 south and 
picking up speed past the airfield ð and past my perimeter track. 
 ôWhatõs your date of birth?õ the sergeant up front asked, and I 
gave it, followed by my service number and next of kin. ôYou best 
get used to adding rank to your answers, or down in the Glass 
House youõll be in trouble.õ 
 Half an hour later, and the sergeant glanced back at me. ôHope 
youõre fit, because they will push you in the Glass House.õ 
 ôFitter than any other fucker there,õ I said as I peered out the 
window. 



                                                                

 ôYeah, what makes you think that, laddy?õ 
 I slowly turned my head to him, a look of anger offered. ôYou 
remember the stupid cunt tripped in the London Marathon last 
year. Well youõre fucking looking at him.õ 
 The driver glanced in the mirror, the man next to me quizzing 
me with his look. 
 ôThat was you?õ the sergeant asked. 
 ôI won the inter-services half marathon and full marathon as 
well, a new record. So the fucking PTIs can try and keep up with 
me when I get there.õ 
 The sergeant and driver exchanged looks. ôYouõre CO not like 
you or something?õ 
 ôThat was not my CO, heõs off on a course.õ 
 ôWhat did your brief say?õ 
 ôBrief?õ 
 ôLegal counsel?õ 
 ôNever had one.õ 
 ôWell thatõs naughty, because he canõt sentence you to a 
custodial stay down at the Glass House without one present.õ 
 My features lifted. ôNo?õ 
 ôNo. And what you charged with anyhow?õ 
 ôAccidental wounding,õ I informed them. 
 ôAccidental ... is accidental,õ the sergeant puzzled. ôOdd fucking 
charge. What happened?õ 
 I gave the story. 
 ôSomeone pissed on my face I stomp on the cunt till he was 
dead, and not face charges,õ the sergeant finally said. ôWhen we get 
there, ask for a Case Review Counsel, and tell them you never got 
counsel. Theyõll have to send you back for a formal hearing with 
counsel.õ 
 I peered out the window at the M1 motorway traffic. ôWhy the 
fuck would I want to go back there?õ 
 ôWell, if youõre fed up there is fast track exit available at the 
Green House, but first you need that Review Counsel.õ 
 ôMight be best, yes. Big wide world out there, got to be less 
arseholes in some other job.õ 
 Four hours later, and they knew about my first aid, Kenya, the 
armourerõs courses, and the marathons. We skirted south of 



                                                                

Colchester town, and turned right into a leafy lane and finally a 
left in through the prison gate, òThe Military Corrective Training 
Centreó it said on the sign, and we pulled up next to an 
Admissions Centre, three NCOs stepping out to greet the van. 
Perhaps they were expecting a difficult prisoner.  
 I took in the trees hiding the buildings, and it did not look 
much like a prison, more like a modern army camp of two-storey 
buildings, a small parade ground in the centre. 
 The MP sergeant handed over a file, exchanged a few 
sentences, and they all glanced at me as I stared dispassionately 
back. Beckoned, beret on, heavy kit lugged, they walked me in, the 
corridors being a bland magnolia. Kit down, a knock at a door, 
door opened, and I was led in. I stopped and saluted an overweight 
colonel with a pleasant face as he looked up, puzzled. 
 ôWhat do we have here?õ he asked. 
 ôA screw-up of an RAF officer sent us this one, sir.õ 
 ôYes?õ 
 ôNo legal counsel present, sir.õ 
 ôOh for fucks sake, not another one? What are they paid for!õ 
 ôHeõs down for accidental malicious wounding, sir.õ 
 ôAccidental malicious wounding? Well thereõs a contradiction in 
terms in itself.õ 
 ôThis lad is the one that was tripped in last yearõs London 
Marathon.õ 
 ôHim!õ the colonel exploded, standing. ôYou won the inter-
services as well.õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôSo why they sending you here? Youõre their sporting star.õ 
 I gave him the short story. 
 ôJealous shits throwing bricks through your windows.õ He 
nodded, now sat. ôI can put a pause on your sentence and send you 
back for legal counsel -õ 
 ôIõm ... not sure I want to go back, sir.õ 
 He stopped sighed, a look exchanged with the NCOs. ôA bit of a 
kick in the teeth, yes, by some idiot officer who should have known 
better.õ He studied me, and then turned to the NCOs. ôPut him in 
transit for a few days.õ  



                                                                

 Facing me, he said, ôTake a few days to think things through, 
meet with counsel here, and Iõm allowed to be that counsel, watch 
some TV, but ... donõt make a choice just yet on leaving the 
military. You shouldnõt be here, their fault not yours, the system at 
fault. And when you get a proper hearing your counsel can shout a 
little at this idiot officer.õ 
 I was led out after saluting, and through an area of locked 
doors, to Transit, most of the rooms not being prison cells, most of 
the men here being staff, or servicemen to be released early for 
good behaviour - or those buying themselves out of the military 
after brief sentence served. 
 The room was clean and warm, and big enough, my kit placed 
down, rules written on the wall, and a map of facilities. I sat, 
unrolled the mattress and placed down pillows from plastic bags, 
and lay there for a while, no idea how long. 
 A knock at the door and I eased up, opening it, finding a short 
and slightly built corporal with a stern expression. 
 ôYou Wilco?õ 
 ôYes, corporal.õ I glanced at his name tag. ôWorksmith.õ 
 ôYou donõt remember me, but I was with you at the start of the 
inter-services marathon, and I was in London last year. Come on, 
letõs chat.õ 
 He led me out to a car ð which I puzzled, out the base and to a 
pub ð which I also puzzled, beers and lunch ordered ð which I did 
not argue with. ôThey say you were stitched up?õ 
 ôI had no legal counsel.õ 
 ôEasy to fight that.õ 
 I gave him the story. 
 ôGot no fucking case to answer, just some prick of an officer 
thinks he knows it all. Colonel Bennet will sort it, donõt worry.õ 
 I sighed. ôNot sure I want to go back.õ 
 He took a moment. ôYeah, bit of a bitch, eh. You up for London 
this year?õ 
 ôWas going to, but then this...õ 
 ôThere are other RAF units, other Army units, and with your 
skills youõll get a placement no problem, and then thereõs the 
Marines and Paras.õ 
 ôThat may be better, yes.õ 



                                                                

 ôOr you go back, spit in their faces and make them squirm. 
Could even get some money, compensation.õ 
 ôYeah?õ I made a face. ôBe nice to give them some shit before I 
leave.õ 
 My very odd first day in prison was spent in the pub, a meal, 
and I was a bit drunk when I got back. I eased down and dosed for 
an hour before a knock came at the door, a captain. 
 ôIõm Captain OõMally, a solicitor by trade, advocate to those 
here who need to talk.õ 
 He led me to a quiet canteen, a few servicemen glancing at me, 
and to a quiet corner, teas grabbed, and I detailed my story. 
 ôYou have a very strong case for review, or an overturn, but if 
your CO is overturned he could make life difficult for you, that 
does happen. And I understand that youõre not keen to go back.õ 
 ôNo, sir.õ 
 ôYou can stay here a while, in limbo, that does happen as well.õ 
He glanced over his shoulder. ôAnd ... if you are here a while and 
the decision is called into doubt, you are due some compensation for 
being here.õ 
 ôSir, youõre a sneaky little shit, you know that.õ 
 He smiled. ôI never told you that. Now, tell me about the 
London Marathon; my brother is a club runner.õ 
 After half an hour, he said, ôYou could prepare for London here, 
three months would take us up to beginning of April, we could get 
you listed, and ... if your old CO saw you doing well on the TV...õ 
 I laughed, the first time all day. ôSir, how the hell did you get to 
be a captain?õ 
 ôIõm a solicitor that wears a uniform, not a military man really.õ 
 I slept well, eating late in the canteen and chatting to a Para 
who was due to be released, good behaviour, and this was his 
second stint here. Seemed like half the inmates were Paras. 
 In the morning, after breakfast, Colonel Bennet sent for me. I 
entered and saluted. 
 ôSit, sit.õ He interlaced his fingers as he studied me. ôSleep OK?õ 
 ôSlept well, sir, after talking to Captain OõMally.õ 
 ôHe is a good sort, yes. Any ... feelings about what you would 
like to do?õ 
 ôI had a very devious idea given to me, sir.õ 



                                                                

 ôOh yes, do tell,õ he said with a smile. 
 ôIf I stay here, three months, whilst training for this yearõs 
London Marathon, and then ... get the decision overturned, I 
would be due some compensation.õ 
 ôThat you would, yes.õ 
 ôAnd if my CO saw me win it -õ 
 He laughed loudly. ôWould upset the man so much Iõd want a 
photo of his expression. It would also embarrass the RAF no end, 
for an inmate to win something like that.õ 
 ôAn added bonus, sir.õ 
 ôIõd be stretching a few rules, my lad, but ... if you tell me you 
are undecided about what to do ... I am allowed to give you some 
time and counselling. Three months would to be stretching it 
greatly, but I am the man in charge supposedly, so ... what the 
fuck.  
 ôMost of the men in here would like to spit in my face, no 
respect for anyone or anything, most set to leave the military, so 
itõs nice to find someone like you in the pile. And keeping fit is part 
of the structure here.õ 
 ôCorporal Worksmith could help me train, sir.õ 
 ôIõm sure heõd be delighted to - Iõll make sure he has some time, 
and he spends a great deal of time taking the men running, so itõs 
much of the same for him. But if you win...õ He blew out. ôThe 
press coverage will be very loud, and painful for some. They may 
make life hard for you afterwards.õ 
 ôNo more than now, sir.õ  
 ôOh, we have an educational programme, and I understand from 
your file that youõre a smart cooky, so you could do me a favour in 
return and pass some exams ð makes me look good.õ 
 I smiled. ôBe glad to, sir. Always wanted to do an òAó Level in 
history.õ 
 ôIt can be arranged, but a lot of work an òAó Level is. Never 
been seen here before.õ 
 ôIõm a quick study, sir.õ 
 ôAnd in school?õ 
 ôTen òOó Levels and three òAó Levels, sir, all good grades.õ 
 ôThen why did not apply to be an officer?õ 



                                                                

 ôI did, sir, and passed, but got bored waiting and so went in as 
an enlisted man.õ 
 ôAnd therein made a mistake in the company you keep.õ He 
nodded. ôIõll get the Education Officer to hand you the books. No 
one has ever done òAó Level history in here before! That in itself 
will raise some eyebrows, my lad.õ 
 I sorted my kit in my room, and keenly got started on the 
Napoleonic Wars, something I had read about before anyhow, and 
also got started on two runs a day with Cpl Worksmith, 
explaining my technique to him. They had treadmills, but I was 
allowed outside as well, a plastic pass to that effect. 
 I spent my Friday night and Saturday night in my room 
reading, quite a contrast to drinking in Darlington, and on the 
Sunday afternoon I was notified that I had a call. I then 
remembered my parents, and panicked a bit. 
 But the call was Slack. ôWilco, that you?õ  
 ôInmate Wilco,õ I told him as I took the call in the NCOõs staff 
room. ôActually, theyõre not referred to as inmates unless they have 
a civvy jail to go to.õ 
 ôYou OK down there?õ 
 ôYeah, fine.õ 
 ôI had a go at the squadron Leader, so Iõm facing charges, and 
Bongo was rude. Sergeant Chandon put a complaint in writing in 
to the base commander, and Cpl Hesky was charged with 
insubordination for raising his voice to the new CO. And someone 
did over the COõs car, so heõs not a happy bunny.õ 
 ôTruth is ... the staff down here know it was an illegal decision, I 
should have had counsel present, so they could get it overturned. 
But the longer I stay here the more money I get, so Iõll drag it out 
a bit.õ 
 Slack laughed. ôYouõll have the last laugh on that fucker then.õ 
 ôTell everyone that Iõm fine, and that Iõm being treated well. 
Spoilt actually.õ 
 ôGood to know, odd without you in the room.õ 
 My next call was my parents. ôHey dad, howõs the garden?õ 
 ôWe got a letter, said you were in prison.õ 



                                                                

 I controlled my anger, and I wondered if it was normal practice 
to notify the next of kin, and it probably was. ôI was wrongly 
convicted, no legal counsel, theyõre going to overturn it.õ 
 ôOh, so theyõll let you go.õ 
 ôIõm dragging it out, that way more compensation.õ 
 ôJust as well, bit of a rest after all that running, and some money 
in your pocket.õ And he spent ten minutes telling me how well his 
garden was doing, making me smile. I had been worried that they 
would be upset with the whole òyour son in prison bitó. Silly of me. 
 I settled into a routine of either memorising which campaign 
started when during the Napoleonic Wars, to running on the 
treadmill or around the local roads. And when I was on the 
treadmill I was both determined and angered, knocking out thirty 
miles on occasion, the PTIs often having a look at the red digital 
readouts, and wondering if the figures were wrong. 
 I advanced to the pre-Christian era of the Levant and Turkey, 
and the rise and fall of global communism, a subject that I had 
already read about. In my exam I would need to answer just four 
questions out of eight, each answer being an essay of a few 
thousand words. I added the history of the Second World War to 
the list, 1936-1946, but was shit hot on that era anyhow. 
 One PTI, Corporal Massey, was down for the London 
Marathon and joined me to train now and then, and admitted that 
I pushed him hard. We would run out the gate and turn right, 
then right again on the main road for just a few hundred yards, 
then right again down a lane, and the lane was both dead straight 
and usually dead quiet. 
 In the lane we would work on capacity, sprints and slow jogs to 
recover, over and over, and if we ran down the lane and kept going 
we found a nice five mile square circuit southwest of Colchester, 
flat land, straight roads, ideal for marathon training. 
 The final leg was always a sprint, Cpl Massey never beating 
me, the gate guards often encouraging him on ð or taking the piss 
in equal measure. 
 One day we were halted by the gate guards, an ambulance 
arriving, and later I found out that a prisoner on hold to be 
transferred to a civvy prison for twelve years - the lad on a 



                                                                

manslaughter charge - had taken his own life. It was not the first 
suicide, nor the first self-harm incident they had seen. 
 It was a sobering moment, because if Sloan died I could be tried 
again, and with manslaughter. And, if facing twelve years in 
prison, I promised myself I would end it. 
 The winter weather often prevented road running, but I had 
the use of the treadmills, and the gym when no one was around ð 
at 6am. I would often see men in a variety of uniforms being 
marched around on the square, loudly shouted at, and I wondered 
what I would do if that was me out there. Killing the NCOs came 
to mind. 
  
With snow on the ground, the weeks ticking by, I was on the 
treadmill from 5.30am to 7.30am, and I opened the windows and 
turned off the radiators to make it cold, better that way for 
training, but I got shouted at a lot by people arriving at 8am ð the 
room was freezing. 
 Corporals Worksmith and Massey fell into step with my 
training programme, rather than try and give me advice, and I was 
pushing them hard. But at my request Corporal Worksmith was 
teaching me boxing, and I would work out on the bag for an hour 
a day, or duck under a bit of sting held up, or punch his padded 
gloves.  
 Boxing was important to me, because I figured that whenever I 
got back I would beat to death a few people. Sloanõs friends would 
also be coming for me. 
 What was also important to me was military law, and being on 
the receiving end, so Captain Malloy got me a summary document 
but also went through it all with me, my rights as an enlisted man. 
Of a cold evening I would be sat in reading-up on what I could do 
to fight back, the procedures and forms, how to resist an illegal or 
improper order, prejudicial conduct, bullying. 
 
The following Sunday, 3pm, Slack called me again, at our agreed 
time. ôHad a bit of bother Thursday night,õ he informed me, 
sounding nasal. ôCouple of Sloanõs buddies burst in drunk, five of 
them. They hit Bongo first, gave me time to get up and get at 
them. I broke three jaws, CO mad as hell the next day, took a few 



                                                                

hits myself. But the MPs said I had no case to answer for, they all 
live off base, so they had no right coming into our room at 1am 
pissed. 
 ôBongo was charged though, he called the CO a fucking useless 
cunt to his face because the CO didnõt want to charge the men I hit. 
Sergeant Chandon spoke to base commander, and he had loud 
words with the Squadron Leader about it. MPs came back and 
took statements, and theyõll handle it, not the Squadron Leader. 
One of the fuckers damaged my car, so they all have to pay for it.õ 
 ôGlad I was not there, I might have killed one of the fuckers.õ  
 ôI got four weeks then off to Germany for six months, break 
from here before I do someone in,õ Slack informed me. ôBongo is 
looking for postings as well, which made his sergeant angry, and 
that sergeant had sharp words with the CO as well. Extra men on 
the gate certain nights of the week now, that small side gate to be 
locked at night after 8pm.õ 
 ôWhen I get back Iõll look for a posting somewhere, or 
anywhere.õ 
 ôHow they treating you?õ 
 ôLike a member of staff; I go off base for a beer and a curry 
when I like.õ 
 ôArenõt they supposed to beast you an all?õ 
 ôThey know my case was cocked up, so Iõm in transit, and 
theyõre fine with it. Iõm training hard for the marathon.õ 
 ôYouõll do the London Marathon again?õ he loudly asked, 
surprised. 
 ôYep, and from here. If I get a good place it will piss of 51 
Squadron no end.õ 
 ôShit... Do they know?õ 
 ôNo, and donõt tell any fucker till the day.õ 
 He laughed. ôIf youõre on the TV again...õ 
 ôYes, it will shock a few people; Iõm training with a 
determination to piss them off.õ 
  
That following week the unseasonably cold weather gave way to 
unseasonably warm weather, and so myself and the corporals ran 
on the roads, joined by two local club runners ð who Worksmith 



                                                                

indicated would help with my admin for the marathon; being 
tripped last year might not get me a good start point this year. 
 A week later and the news came that I would be with club 
runners of a certain standard, not sure yet if it would be the red or 
blue zone, and I was hoping I would not be behind the giant 
yellow chicken.  
 I would pick up my number in the weeks before, and this year I 
studied the map, not having bothered last year. We would start in 
Greenwich and finish on the Mall in Westminster, much of the 
course around Docklands ð which was changing rapidly. 
 Worksmith and Massey said they would follow me, but then 
qualified that with òif they could keep upó. 
 The days started to count down, and my release from here 
would be a few days too soon. Colonel Bennet then suggested that 
I be held back a few days for bad behaviour, which made many 
laugh. 
 I was resting my legs at least one day a week and boxing, and 
one day a week I would push it hard, thirty miles at marathon 
pace, and I was feeling good. The weather was improving week by 
week through March, and we were hitting the straight roads twice 
a day now, sprints and slots. 
 My running only occupied two to three hours a day, so the rest 
of the time was spent earnestly studying, and I was using a 
technique that I had mastered for my school òAó Levels. I would 
make a précis of key events, and then test myself, crossing off 
those I knew and then studying the parts I got wrong, a 
diminishing list.  
 But my handwriting was an issue, a bit messy, and I was told 
that I might lose points for that, so I started practising my joined-
up writing under the careful gaze of one of the education officers. 
Books appeared in my room; Jack and Jill, for reading age ranges 
5-7, the corporals taking the piss. 
 The education officer would often debate with me historical 
periods that he liked, and would ask me questions, most of which I 
got right ð surprising him. One day he gave me a list of 100 dates 
to study, and the next day he tested me. I got 87 right, which 
amazed him. He did not know about my òdiminishing listó method. 



                                                                

 I would be driven to London on the day, not too far to the start 
line, and a week before the big event we got the train in to London 
and registered, getting our numbers and certificates, Massey 
remonstrating with the organisers because I was not at the start-
up. We listed my inter-services run, and they bunked me up a few 
lines, but not much. 
 A week before the marathon I sat my òAó Level history, and I 
thought I did OK, but the paper had to be sent off somewhere to 
be marked. 
 
All too soon the big day came around, and I was nervous, but 
when I considered that 51 Squadron would be watching I angered 
quickly. I figured that if one of the motorbikes with a camera 
focussed on me I would shout a message. I would be wearing my 
RAF roundel t-shirt and shorts, so those watching would be left in 
no doubt about who I was.  
 We drove mostly in silence, one of the sergeants at the wheel, 
us runners reflective about the pain to come. 
 Nearing London I said, ôThis year, what Iõll do if I get near a 
Moroccan or Kenyan, is run alongside saying over and over again 
ð are we nearly there yet, are we nearly there yet.õ 
 The car rocked with laughter, and it helped to lighten the 
mood. 
 ôDonõt let the little black bastards trip you,õ Massey warned. 
ôFucking punch them, youõve had enough boxing training.õ 
 ôThatõll be good,õ the sergeant quipped. ôArrested on national 
TV, and having to explain where you live right now!õ 
 We were dropped off half a mile from the start, and with other 
runners we walked in, numbers checked, names given. Inside, and 
being filtered like herrings in nets, a guy from the BBC bound 
over. 
 ôI remember you from last year, dislocated shoulder.õ 
 ôYep, that was me, tripped up later on.õ 
 ôHow you expecting to do this year?õ 
 ôBetter than last year, and this year I have a better start 
position, no giant yellow chickens in front of me I hope.õ 
 The guy got out his large mobile phone and made an excited 
call, giving my race number. 



                                                                

 ôThatõs torn it,õ Worksmith told me. ôTheyõll be focused on you. 
A few people up in Catterick might see you ð and be right pissed 
off.õ 
 ôOh dear,õ I sarcastically let out as we moved towards our 
positions. I left the guys after asking an umpire, and waved as I 
moved forwards through the throng of runners, and now I could 
see the good runners up ahead, the short black guys. 
 Stood there, a guy next to me said, ôBit tall for a runner.õ 
 I turned my head to him. ôWatch my heels, thatõs all youõll see.õ 
 ôConfident, eh?õ 
 ôI was the guy tripped up last year.õ 
 ôOh, him. Well you would have been placed, so this year ð who 
knows. Watch the sneaky little bastards up front.õ 
 ôIf they trip me Iõll catch up to them and kick the shit out of 
them.õ 
 We moved forwards, like cigarettes in a dispenser I considered, 
the tall white sticks funnelled into single file, checked again, and 
then opening to groups, gaps evident, men policing the gaps. I 
glanced up, and it would be a nice enough day. 
 Water drunk at a table, cup down, I bounced up and down, still 
nervous and wondering why. Win or lose, it made little difference 
to anything, and just being here would get me shit from the RAF. 
And if I did well Iõd get a great deal of shit from the RAF. I smiled 
at the absurdity of the situation. 
 A warning, a second warning, front runners off, next group 
ready and off, my group ready, and I rudely nudged someone aside 
just before the start and sprinted off, a small gap to fill, my heart 
racing. 
 But that gap was behind a good bunch of runners, so the pace 
was good, and I remained in that gap for a mile as I warmed up, 
and at the famous three-mile meeting point I eased into my usual 
marathon pace, counting it out, and I started to creep forwards, 
one man at a time. 
 The pain came and went, but that pain rarely hit me when I was 
training, so I had to wonder why it was an issue on races. Was it 
nerves, the competition, the adrenaline? When the race did not 
matter I was fine, but here I was hurting in new places all of a 
sudden. 



                                                                

 I settled down, and the pain went away, and I suddenly felt 
good beyond five miles, and confident with it, my stride 
elongating, a careful eye out for mad women with placards. 
 I ignored the crowds, they became a dull background roar, and 
I followed the men in front whilst maintaining my own pace, and 
at the bridge over the river I could see perhaps sixty men in front 
of me, but not far in front of me. 
 We turned east and found a straight stretch at the halfway 
mark, and I put on the power a little, creeping up on men in tight 
groups as if huddling for the warmth. I took a quick drink when 
many others did, just a mouthful, but I felt OK. 
 Reaching the tall buildings of Docklands, and a few tight bends, 
I was careful of the corners, not wanting to be tripped, and on a 
straight stretch south I put on the power and took a group of nine 
runners, suddenly finding that the motorbike with the camera was 
focused on me. I smiled. 
  
ò...heõs moved past a group of runners, and heõs smiling, finding it 
easy. Last year he was tripped or he would have been well placed, 
and last year he came from the back, amongst the charity runners. 
Heõs now moving slowly towards the front, RAF Regiment 
Gunner Milton from 51 Squadron in Catterick...ó 
 
At the base bar in Catterick people were off their chairs and 
staring at the screen, dumfounded, my small fan club shouting for 
me. The Squadron Leader got a call from a junior officer, and lost 
all of the colour to his face, soon to take a call from the AOC 
himself. 
 ôWhat the fuck do you mean, heõs in prison! Heõs representing 
the RAF in the London Marathon, in RAF colours ð and heõs 
doing well!õ 
 ôWell, sir, he was sentenced three months ago, not returning 
due to ... bad behaviour.õ 
 ôIf this gets out!õ 
 
I focused on the group ahead and tucked myself in behind them 
since their pace was good at the moment, but that camera was 
always pointing at me when I looked. I hoped that 51 Squadron 



                                                                

were watching, and I knew a few of their runners would be here 
today, so they were bound to be watching some of this race. 
 A mile on, and the group seemed to slow, so I decided to risk it 
and put on the power. My diaphragm objected, my anus wanted to 
open up, but I ignored it all and put the power on, and with one of 
the group coming after me and bumping shoulders I made the 
mistake of racing him. 
 He gave up first, and I mistakenly kept the pace, not realising 
that there were just thirty runners ahead of me. 
  
ò...heõs seen the gap and made his break,ó the excited BBC 
commentator shouted. òAnd at this pace he would break a record if 
he held it. Heõs gaining on the front runners, plenty of miles to 
overtake them as we turn north then west on the home run to 
Westminster.  
 òThis young lad from the RAF won the inter-services marathon 
with a new record, not far of the world record, and he seems intent 
on upsetting a few established runners here today. This is 
incredible for a young runner, only been running for two years, 
unfortunately tripping last year... 
 òHeõs a tall lad, over six foot, long stride, good upper body 
definition, almost built like a middle-distance runner...ó 
 
A mile on and I was at the back of the next group, most of them 
black. Rounding a bend, a saw policeman run down the side of us, 
an odd thing, the dull roar of the crowd in my ears. 
 A commotion off to the left and I glanced left quickly, police 
running. I worried about women with placards. I faced forwards 
and ran on, a crack heard, and it sounded like a gunshot. Screams 
rose up, and the crowd dived down on both sides, both myself and 
the other runners glancing around. 
 A punch in the shoulder and I was knocked back, stumbling, 
wondering which runner had hit me. A punch to the stomach and I 
bent double and somehow now doing a forward roll on the hard 
road surface, almost upright at the end of it. I shook my head as 
people ran and screamed all around me, the runners moving away 
from me.  



                                                                

 I looked down, my shirt red with blood, a hole in my shoulder 
clearly visible.  
 I lifted my shirt, a hole seen, blood flowing. I was hurt badly, 
but could not figure out how. Had I been stabbed, I wondered, my 
heart pounding in my head, my face flushing red hot. Up ahead I 
could see an ambulance, green paramedics knelt down. I somehow 
knew I had to get to them and so lifted up. 
  
ò...weõre getting reports of an incident, police are saying itõs a 
terrorist incident ... of my god, itõs the RAF lad, heõs been shot ... 
heõs covered in blood ... heõs up and running ... heõs trying to carry 
on, to finish the race ... dear go heõs covered in blood and trying to 
run on...ó 
 
I wanted, desperately, to get to that paramedic in green, but was 
not sure why, and as I got there he moved out and grabbed me, 
and this was last year all over again as I hit the floor hard, 
suddenly looking up. 
 Back in Colchester the staff had been cheering loudly, and now 
stood shocked, an image of me accidentally released by the BBC 
real time, no time to edit it out. No one could believe what had 
happened, and they now stood in stunned silence in front of a wall-
mounted TV. 
 At Catterick, my small fan club stood shocked for a whole 
minute before some of Sloanõs friends laughed. Then all hell broke 
loose, bottles flying. 
 Across the UK, and further afield, RAF personnel had stood 
cheering, and now stood gobsmacked and stunned. In Wildenrath, 
celebrations from those who knew me turned to anger, the TV 
smashed, the Medics in Lyneham staring silently at the screen. 
 In London, the AOC was white as a sheet, knowing that the 
publicity would be huge, and that he did not have any good 
answers for the press. 
 As I lay there, I turned my head, seeing a woman on the floor 
some twenty yards away, shot in the head, frantic police giving 
CPR. Another injured man was being looked after by paramedics, 
being given CPR. I was moved onto a stretcher, and bundled into 
the ambulance, soon speeding off. 



                                                                

 
ò...weõre getting reports of deaths at the scene, but we donõt know 
yet who has been shot, but the RAF runner was seen to have been 
given desperate CPR by the paramedics...ó 
 
Colonel Bennet stood staring at the screen, mortified beyond 
words. 
 Back down the track the race had been halted, Massey and 
Worksmith wondering just what the hell had happened up ahead, 
bent double and hacking, trying to get their breath back. 
 I was awake for the ambulance ride, my two wounds now sore 
as hell and throbbing, and I felt chilled, like a block of ice as they 
held pads on me. Bumped down, many new faces, ladies and men, 
and I was given a mask, an odd taste, and the lights went out. 
  
I woke to find it daylight, and I wondered why I was sleeping 
during the day. I then wondered why I hurt all over and I 
grimaced as the pain built and subsided. Curtains, there were 
curtains around me, and I turned my head. 
 ôDad?õ 
 ôAlright son. Had us worried for a while there, but they says 
youõll be right as rain. Iõll fetch your mum, sheõs off to use the 
toilet.õ 
 None of that made any sense at all, and I somehow figured I 
was ten years old and on holiday. A blue RAF uniform appeared, a 
stern face offered to me, a glance taken, a chat to the doctors. My 
memories started to return, and I was fully aware by time my 
mother appeared. 
 ôHow you feeling, love?õ 
 It was an odd question. ôTerrible.õ 
 ôThey say youõre out of danger and were very lucky. And the 
nice people from the RAF got us a hotel, and we spoke to this 
Colonel Bennet a few times, heõs here somewhere. Surprise it was, 
seeing you running like that, and you look like youõve lost some 
weight. Hope youõre eating properly.õ 
 I smiled at the absurdity of it. Dad came back, and they sat, 
soon chatting about the neighbours, my dad telling me how well 



                                                                

his garden was doing before Colonel Bennet appeared with a 
senior RAF officer. 
 ôHow you doing, my lad?õ he loudly asked. 
 ôHurts like hell, sir. What happened?õ 
 ôIrish chap shot you, and he killed two bystanders, but he was 
not IRA, just a nutcase apparently. But you in RAF colours may 
have had something to do with it.õ 
 ôThatõs two London Marathons I never finished.õ 
 ôYou were doing well, well placed, and you got way more 
coverage than anyone else ð which pissed off the RAF no end.õ 
 I slid my gaze across to an Air Commodore. ôGood.õ 
 The Air Commodore began, ôIõm up to speed on your case, and 
it will be dealt with expeditiously, and your CO will get a 
reprimand. Unfortunately, that may make life difficult at 51 
Squadron, so maybe you should consider a transfer.õ 
 ôI will, sir. Or buy my way out.õ 
 ôPerhaps you could take some time to consider that and let us 
set things straight for a while.õ 
 ôMaybe, sir.õ My parents were not following. 
 The Air Commodore forced a polite smile at my parents, a 
glance at Bennet, and left us. 
 Colonel Bennet began, ôPapers are already in, Iõll get your 
conviction overturned, and some compensation, and Iõve lodged a 
complaint about your COõs ability to read military law. He wonõt 
be a happy chappy, but I guess that seeing you on the TV took the 
colour from his cheeks.õ 
 ôI hope so, sir.õ 
 ôBe positive, think of the money, and a fresh start somewhere 
else.õ 
 My parents left half an hour later, they had booked a show 
whilst up here, and somehow that seemed familiar. It also left me 
smiling. 
 The doctors and nurses ran their tests, finding a low resting 
pulse, but since I was a runner that was not surprising. 
Worksmith and Massey turned up at 8pm. 
 ôYou mucked up my race time,õ Massey complained. ôFucking 
knobber.õ 
 I laughed. 



                                                                

 Worksmith began, ôThey told us you had been shot dead, so it 
was fraught for a while after they stopped the race, calls to the 
Colonel. I know you wanted the publicity to piss off the RAF ... 
but did you have to go this far!õ 
 We all laughed, my stomach stitches hurting. 
 ôHow you doing anyhow?õ Massey asked. 
 ôDoctors say the 9mm rounds missed anything important, so Iõll 
be fine, back running soon enough ð running away from RAF 
officers wanting to shoot me. Had an Air Commodore in here, and 
Colonel Bennet has lodged papers against my CO, so Iõll get shit 
when I get back.õ 
 ôIf your CO is still there,õ Massey joked. ôMight get his arse 
kicked out.õ 
 ôThatõll  make me very popular,õ I quipped. 
 They came back the next day, newspapers handed over, and I 
had made the front pages, The Telegraph reporting the fact that I 
had been on remand in Colchester prior to the marathon, and even 
listed what I had been charged with. The RAF would be pissed-off 
at me. 
 The rag newspapers had my heroic attempt to finish the race, 
not knowing about my desperate sprint to the ambulance, and they 
detailed last yearõs marathon mishap. The Sun referred to me as 
ôMan of Steelõ, which was kind of nice, images of me resetting my 
dislocated shoulder last year, plus an image from the inter-services 
run. 
 My parents popped in before they headed back to Gloucester, 
and the next day Colonel Bennet was back, newspapers in hand. 
 ôA shit storm brewing, with me centre stage, so I may get 
invites to the good parties.õ 
 I laughed.  
 ôThey have you down as being wrongly imprisoned, no legal 
counsel provided ð donõt know who leaked that bit, your CO named 
even, some shit for the RAF, their star runner wrongly 
imprisoned. Not good for recruitment, so they keep telling me.õ He 
handed me chocolates and some Lucozade. ôFrom the gang.õ 
 ôThank them for me, sir.õ 
 ôYouõll need to pick up your kit from us.õ 



                                                                

 ôWhen they release me Iõll come down. Am I allowed a few days 
there?õ 
 ôSince I never signed you off to leave ... youõre still in residence 
technically. So yes, use it like a hotel for a while, but they will give 
you a few weeks at home. Would you rather not stay with your 
parents?õ 
 ôHell no, sir. A week of that and Iõd take me own life.õ 
 He laughed loudly. ôI can get you into Catterick Military 
Hospital. Good rehab centre.õ 
 ôThat would be better, yes. When do I leave here?õ 
 ôNot for a while, but if itõs a case of a transfer to Catterick then 
that can be arranged soon.õ 
 ôWell ... maybe that then, sir.õ 
 ôIõll have the corporals drive you up when the doctors here say 
itõs OK, your kit packed. But donõt go buying yourself out, not yet, 
you have to see the looks on their faces first and get some 
compensation money. Oh, and theyõre re-running the marathon 
this weekend.õ 
 ôDo I have a place, sir?õ I teased. 
 He laughed loudly, the nurse asking him to be quiet; there were 
sick people nearby. 
 The next day a nurse handed me a newspaper, little said but an 
odd look from her as she handed it over. It detailed the Glass 
House, in great detail, a few of those who passed through it 
lambasting the place and its brutality and ill treatment of soldiers, 
a few cases of suicide noted, grieving families. Colonel Bennet 
would be getting some shit from this, but none of it was recent. 
 I lay there wondering if the nurses felt sorry for me, and were 
sympathetic, and could I get a hand job from the tasty ones. 
 No hand job came, just a lot of doctors smiling falsely and 
checking my healing wounds and few stitches, vitals taken twice a 
day, any infection looked for. 
 On the Saturday, Bongo and Slack turned up with Cpl Hesky, 
all keen to chat, and then to bitch and moan about the squadron 
and the new CO ð and the big bar fight on the day.  
 Worksmith and Massey turned up after an hour, and the nurses 
asked them all to keep it down, the two groups swapping stories. 



                                                                

 Hesky reported, ôIn Swinderby, the new recruits were sat 
watching the marathon, all excited that you might win, then 
getting shot and reported as killed, and the RAF had to get all the 
staff back in on a Sunday and the recruits had counselling, or some 
bollocks like that.õ 
 Massey reported, ôOn the Falklands they were watching it, and 
in Cyprus and other places, so every fucker in the military saw it, 
and know that you came from the Centre. Colonel had letters and 
calls from all over, but not negative like.õ 
 ôYouõre even more famous,õ Slack quipped, and it hurt to think 
that I would get even more shit now. 
 With the gang gone, the Catterick three off to stay with 
Bongoõs drunken uncle in London ð a night on the town planned, 
it was just me again, staring up at the ceiling or listening to the 
sick people on the ward. 
 On the Monday I was informed that I would be moved the next 
day, up to Catterick.  
 Colonel Bennet turned up in civvies that evening, odd to see 
him out of uniform. ôMoving you tomorrow, my lad,õ he began. 
 ôThey said, sir.õ 
 ôBe an ambulance or a van I suppose, bit of fuss, then up to 
Catterick. How you ... feeling?õ It was not a question about my 
wounds. 
 ôSee how it goes, sir. Part of me wants to go get a job outside, 
part wants to stick it to them, small part wants to actually do the 
job I was supposed to be doing.õ 
 ôI spoke to the RAF, and after youõve settled your admin at 
Catterick theyõll look for a posting for you. So ... where do you 
fancy?õ 
 ôGermany is an option, sir, they liked me over there.õ 
 ôBases over there are all set to close soon enough.õ 
 ôMaybe Iõll just pick at random then, sir, see what happens.õ 
 ôFresh start, but ... you are quite famous now, or indeed 
infamous. Oh, your CO has filed a letter of òNo Contestó to my 
challenge on the decision, so itõs overturned bar the rubber stamp 
from above, but just to be spiteful I made a formal complaint about 
his handling of the matter. I reprimanded him myself as well, I am 
allowed to do that. So heõs having a bad week. 



                                                                

 ôAnd I now use you as an example on the lecture circuit since 
everyone knows about the lad shot in the marathon. I cite your 
circumstances and we debate the matter. Probably be a chapter in 
my memoirs.õ 
 ôDonõt you need to be a superstar or politician to have memoirs, 
sir?õ I teased. 
 He laughed. ôThatõs how I see myself in the shower!õ 
 The next day I had a hand getting into a shower, but no hand 
job from the nice nurses, waterproof pads on my stitches. Dressed 
in the clothes that the lads had brought in, I sat in a lounge and 
waited, paperwork checked, date of birth checked, next of kin, and 
I was put in a wheelchair and led down and out into the cold, a 
posh people carrier with the words ôAmbulanceõ written on the 
side waiting for me. 
 I stood to get in, telling them to stop fussing, and put the seat 
belt on. And we were off, a chatty fat driver with a cockney accent, 
and when I told him about the marathon there was no shutting 
him up. Still, it helped pass the time as we drove through the East 
End and towards the M25, soon around to the M1 and heading 
north, and I was not sure how I felt about any of this. 
 We stopped at a service station and he did not stop me going 
inside for a pee and a nice cuppa, plus a full English breakfast. 
Back on the road we headed ever north, a long trip, and at 4pm we 
drove northeast along the A1, right past RAF Catterick and my 
perimeter track, and I smiled involuntarily. That track was etched 
into my heart. 
 I could see a few of the Scorpion tanks out, life going on, but 
without me. It stung a little. If only I had been a fat drunk I would 
have fitted in well. 
 We soon arrived at the military hospital, a large modern 
building and not looking much like a hospital at all, a great many 
people in uniform wandering around. My driver got the 
wheelchair down, checked my paperwork and pushed me in, my 
file handed over to a desk sergeant. 
 ôAh, the famous marathon runner, Prisoner Milton.õ 
 I was on my feet. ôWho the fuck you calling a prisoner, you 
fucking prick!õ I bellowed, a dozen people shocked turning around, 
including many officers. ôJust where does it allow you to refer to 



                                                                

an enlisted man as prisoner? And as you read in the papers, I was 
wrongly convicted, cleared, and due some compensation. So Iõm 
not a fucking prisoner!õ 
 A major eased forwards through the stunned silence. ôSergeant, 
you will not refer to anyone as prisoner, this is not a prison.õ 
 ôSorry, sir.õ 
 ôItõs him you should be apologising to.õ 
 ôIõm ... sorry for referring to you as prisoner, eh ... Gunner 
Milton.õ 
 I shot them all an angered look and sat back down. 
 Paperwork sorted, my driver thanked, I was pushed inside and 
taken up to a second floor, and shown to a nice room that had a 
bed and a chair and a desk; I had not been placed on a ward again.  
 The orderly said, ôThis is your room, but you can use the 
common room save going mad in here, and thereõs a gym and 
physio, meals are brought on the trolley.õ 
 I stood, and took in the room. ôThanks.õ Opening a large cabinet 
I found my kit. 
 ôSo youõre the guy who was shot in the London Marathon.õ 
  I sighed. ôYes. Famous for all the wrong reasons. And the year 
before I made the papers for being tripped.õ 
 ôYouõre not having a lot of luck, are you?õ 
 I shot him a look. 
 After checking my kit I found the common room, and a familiar 
face. ôWhereõd I know you from?õ I asked the man. 
 ôDunno. Iõm at the Armourerõs School.õ 
 ôAh, I did my courses there, parts I and II, I share a room with 
Bongo.õ 
 ôAh, Bongo. He got worked over by some RAF wankers.õ 
 ôYeah, sticking up for me. Iõm Wilco, the guy shot in the 
London Marathon.õ 
 ôI know that name, they talk about you in the camp.õ 
 ôSo what happened to you?õ 
 ôCar hit my Land Rover, drunk driver, rolled me, fucked my 
back. Getting better bit by bit. Been eight weeks already, fed up of 
this place.õ 
 I made us both a tea, the guy still moving slowly, and we sat 
chatting. He introduced me to the other ôinmatesõ as he called 



                                                                

them, and they asked after the Glass House. I gave them a lesson 
in military law that they were keen to get. 
 A pleasant-faced doctor came and found me, and led me away. 
In my room, and with a nurse with a trolley full of kit, they 
wanted to check me over. 
 ôYou were shot...õ 
 ôTwice. Anterior, abdomen, lower quadrant, missed the 
intestine, no infection or internal bleeding, inside of the left 
shoulder, bone missed, main arteries missed, I was lucky, no loss of 
fidelity to the left arm, some pain in the rotator cuff tendon.õ 
 He studied me, the nurse having halted. 
 ôAnd youõre a ... Gunner in the RAF Regiment?õ he puzzled 
with a deep frown. 
 ôI did the first aid courses, sir.õ 
 ôOh. Well, letõs have a look at the stitches then, and weõll check 
the range of movement in the left shoulder as well.õ He got to 
work. 
 ôSaw you on the TV. One of ours ð a doctor, he was running, so 
odd for you to be here stood in front of me. And you were tripped 
up last year I understand. They said you could have been placed in 
the top ten.õ 
 ôI wonõt be entering it again, sir. Can only push my luck so far.õ 
 ôAnd the time in prison?õ 
 I was not sure if I wanted to make small talk. ôI woke to find a 
guy pissing on my face, shoved him back, he hit his neck on a 
chair, partial paralysis. I wasnõt given a hearing, no legal counsel, 
just sentenced.õ 
 ôMy wife is a solicitor, Darlington, and she explained that it was 
wrong. So if you need some outside legal help sheõd be keen.õ 
 ôMight come to that, sir, see what happens when I get back, but 
my CO has already been reprimanded, so I donõt think heõll kiss me 
on the cheeks when he sees me.õ 
 The tests revealed that I was still alive, pulse low, blood 
pressure low, and I ate a meal off the trolley - not too bad, and 
joined the others in the common room, the TV being watched by 
bored faces. 



                                                                

 I did not sleep well, staring up at the ceiling a great deal, 
shadows being cast by traffic outside and creating triangles that 
elongated and then shrunk away. 
 After breakfast I found the gym, and without permission I got 
changed into gym kit and walked at a brisk pace for two hours, 
feeling OK. 
 A physio eventually asked who I was, and checked his sheet. 
ôYouõre not down for exercise yet,õ he told me. 
 ôI just walked ten miles,õ I puffed out. ôNothing wrong with me, 
minor wounds. Besides, the exercise is probably good for me.õ 
 He nodded. ôYou donõt come back in here without me saying so, 
Dumbfuck. Now be a good patient and fuck off.õ 
 Cursing the physio under my breath, I headed off for a shower, 
but wet the pads, so the nurse was not happy, and that was two 
people I had pissed off today. And after I saw the physio leave 
around 6pm I went back down and snuck in, lights left off, and 
walked for two hours, a quick wash taken afterwards. Back in the 
common room, I joined the other bored inmates as they stared at 
the TV like zombies. 
 In the morning, after breakfast, I had a team of six doctors 
facing me as I lay on the bed, the man in charge describing the 
wounds and possible side-effects, secondary effects and infection, 
all done as if I was unconscious ð not sat listening. 
 He finally said to his group, ôAny questions?õ 
 ôI have one,õ I cut in with. ôHow do you prevent the internal 
scar-muscle from being a problem in later life if it hardens, to the 
detriment of nearby blood vessels? Sir.õ 
 He glanced at his notes. ôAnd you are ..?õ 
 ôA Gunner in the RAF Regiment, sir, but Iõm also a medic.õ 
 ôA bit advanced ... for a basic medic.õ 
 ôI read around the subject, sir.õ 
 ôWell, to answer your question, itõs guess work as to the long 
term effect, but localised injections of muscle relaxant is a 
treatment for localised pain or loss of feeling. Any ... pain or loss of 
feeling?õ 
 ôNo, sir, and I test it every day.õ 



                                                                

 ôThen youõll probably be lucky - in your bodyõs recovery, but 
not in running marathons. Stick to soldiering, it appears to be less 
dangerous.õ 
 I cocked an eyebrow at him before he led his team out. 
 Bongo and Slack turned up that evening; they had rung the 
Glass House and been informed of my move. They brought porn 
mags and grapes, and some half-eaten chocolates. 
 ôWho the fuck ate my chocolates?õ I complained. 
 ôBongo did, in the car,õ Slack said with a laugh. 
 ôI was hungry,õ Bongo complained. 
 ôYou had an evening meal?õ I pressed. 
 ôYeah. But I was still hungry.õ 
 I sighed. ôSo whatõs been happening?õ 
 ôGone quiet, but they know youõll be back soon. And Iõm away 
soon, so itõll be just you and Bongo for a while.õ 
 ôI got my transfer papers in,õ Bongo said. ôDonõt like the place 
now, not after being woken and hit.õ 
 ôI often wanted to wake you and hit you,õ I told him, Slack 
laughing. 
 ôNot my fault I snore.õ 
 ôWell, yeah, it is kind of,õ I told him. 
 ôWhatõll you do?õ Slack asked me. 
 ôDonõt know. Iõll go back, then ... fuck knows. They did say I 
could transfer somewhere, so Iõll transfer somewhere and see. 
They should release me from here in a few days.õ 
 ôMight start a fight on day one,õ Slack cautioned. ôGet some 
practise in first, make sure them wounds is healed.õ 
 I sullenly nodded, Bongo stealing my chocolates till I 
threatened to punch him. 
 Five days later and the stitches came out, two nice scars to 
show any girls I met, and I had been pushing myself on the 
treadmill when the physio was not around. I felt that I was back to 
full fitness almost, and I started to run on the treadmill in the 
mornings. 
 With a final bank of tests I was signed off for a weekõs light 
duties back at base, and I changed into uniform after borrowing an 
iron; I did not want to leave the RAF an excuse to complain about 
me. The medic drivers dropped me off at the guardroom the next 



                                                                

morning at 10am, Hesky greeting me. He walked with me as I 
lugged my kit down to the room, and to a familiar bed.  
 Kit locked away, I headed to the admin section. They were 
mildly stunned to see me as I handed in the notes from the doctor. 
The notes said I was on light duties, so they suggested that I 
report to my old flight. I walked in to loud cheers and jeers, and I 
wanted to hit a few people then and there. 
 I found Sergeant Harris, who was surprised to see me. ôYouõre 
back.õ He waited. 
 ôBack, cleared of all charges, due some compensation and a big 
sloppy kiss of the CO. Iõm on light duties this week, so ... what you 
got for me?õ 
 He held up a hand. ôI donõt want to set you any tasks till the 
officers say so. They said youõd be transferred out.õ 
 ôAnd I probably will go.õ 
 ôSo ... go see Pilot Officer James, and then tell me what he said.õ 
 I nodded, turned and headed out, feeling like a fish out of water. 
This place used to be home, and now it all felt like an alien world 
to me.  
 Back in Admin I asked after the officer, and they pointed me 
towards his office, and I was sure I had not spoken to this man 
before; he had arrived a month before I was shipped out. 
 I knocked and waited, told to ôcome inõ. I entered and saluted, 
the officer at his desk, files open. ôGunner Milton, sir, back from 
hospital.õ 
 ôBack from prison,õ he clarified. ôDonõt get comfy here, youõll be 
transferred just as soon as we can sort it. In the meantime youõre 
confined to the base and to report in at the start of the day and at 
5pm.õ 
 ôThe hell I will. Sir.õ 
 ôYou ... what?õ he hissed. 
 ôYou have no authority to confine me to base, sir.õ 
 ôI have the authority on my shoulders!õ he barked. 
 ôNo you donõt, you have no basis in military law at all!õ I was 
getting louder. 
 He stood. ôYouõre under close arrest, Milton.õ He stepped past 
me and out the door. ôSergeant, this man is under arrest and 
confined to the Guard Room, escort him there.õ 



                                                                

 I was stunned, and ready to kill the man, but I knew I was in 
the right and so walked out after snarling at the young officer. 
 Outside the building, the Admin sergeant said, ôHe canõt place 
you under arrest.õ 
 ôI know, and itõs his career heõs fucking with. So let him hang 
himself.õ 
 We walked to the Guardroom, Hesky surprised to see me. 
 The Admin Sergeant said, ôCorporal, Pilot Officer James ... has 
ordered Wilco to be confined to the guardroom, maybe till the 
MPõs get here.õ 
 ôWhat the fuck happened?õ Hesky puzzled. 
 ôThat prick of an officer told me I was confined to the base -õ 
 ôHe canõt do that,õ the sergeant cut in. ôNeed the CO, a good 
cause, and a proper hearing, but military law donõt allow 
confinement like that in the UK, but does stop men drinking off 
base abroad or in a war. We ainõt in a fucking war.õ 
 ôYou want me to call someone?õ Hesky asked. 
 ôYes, but not till after 5pm,õ I told him. 
 ôSmart lad,õ the sergeant said with a smile as he sloped off. 
 ôWhy after 5pm?õ Hesky puzzled. 
 ôMilitary law says that a man held must have food, medical, 
suicide watch. So ... the longer we leave it the more trouble heõs in.õ 
 ôIõll pretend I never heard any of that.õ 
 ôFine. Now be a love and lock me in a cell, as you were ordered 
to do.õ 
 ôJesus...õ 
 I sat in the unlocked cell - the keys not used in years and no one 
knew where they were, and I had slept here once whilst on guard 
duty, snow on the ground outside at the time. I lay back, thinking 
through procedural military law, and it was black and white. 
 At 2pm Hesky brought me a sandwich, and I could at least 
claim that I had not been fed. The hours dragged on, and Hesky 
handed me the newspapers. He went off duty with a promise to 
call Colonel Bennet at 5pm. 
 Corporal Dire was on, and laughed when I explained my 
current incarceration. He stopped laughing when I explained he 
would be charged with unlawful imprisonment and carrying out 
an illegal order. He called a mate in Catterick Garrison Battalion, 



                                                                

and that mate shocked Corporal Dire, who now sat looking 
worried.  
 I was not worried because I figured Dire would end this, and I 
assured Dire I would put in a good word for him so long as he 
called the Garrison MP Duty Officer right now for advice. 
 He found the number, called, and explained the situation. Off 
the phone, he said, ôTheyõre sending someone, said you canõt be 
held like this. But it ainõt my fault.õ 
 ôDonõt worry,õ I assured him, and I sat in my allotted cell. 
 An MP Captain arrived at 5.45pm with two sergeants, pistols 
on hips. I saluted. 
 ôYouõre Gunner Milton?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôColonel Bennet called us this morning, just in case, then we got 
the expected call from here. Wait here.õ He faced Corporal Dire. ôIf 
you had not called us I would have ripped your fucking head off 
your shoulders.õ 
 ôRight, sir,õ Dire timidly got out. 
 ôSir,õ I began. ôThe NCO was unsure about the law, but 
concerned enough to call you without my prompting.õ 
 The captain faced Dire but thumbed at me. ôHe just saved your 
arse.õ 
 With the MPs gone, I sat down, a cuppa made, Dire worried. 
Ten minutes later they were back, and I was called outside. I as 
approached the two Land Rovers, Pilot Officer James stepped 
down. I smiled but forced it away, which he saw. 
 A car pulled up, the station commander pulling out with 
another senior officer. ôCaptain?õ the station commander loudly 
nudged. 
 The MP Captain turned, and saluted. ôSir, the young officer 
here is under arrest. But he will get the kid of legal advice that was 
denied to Milton there.õ 
 ôMilton? Ah,õ the station commander realised. 
 The MP Captain faced James. ôWhich fucking law book says 
you can confine an enlisted man to base indefinitely? He has 
rights, and he could be living off base, a sick mum to look after. 
Did you even enquire if he had commitments off base? A doctorõs 
appointment, stitches to remove?õ 



                                                                

 ôWell ... no.õ 
 ôNo, sir!õ the captain shouted at James. ôMilitary law no longer 
allows you to confine an enlisted man to base unless overseas or in 
a time of war, and then only till a hearing is held. Being confined 
to base is a sentence carried out after a judgement has been made. 
 ôAnd what fucking law book gave you the right to have him 
locked in a cell in the guard room? Did you check his medical 
condition? No. Did you make sure that he had meals today? No. 
Did you have a suicide watch set-up, his mental health assessed for 
risk? No, Fuckwit, you did not. 
 ôDid you offer him legal counsel, as is the law prior to 
incarceration? No, Fuckwit, you did not. Youõre an officer, and yet 
you broke every damn law you could think of today, a fucking 
shambles!õ 
 The station commander sighed, and angered look for James. 
ôWhy did you not call the MPs if there was an issue with Milton?õ 
 ôWas planning on letting him cool his heels first -õ 
 ôCool his heels?õ the captain shouted. ôYou locked him in a cell 
with no food nor medical consideration for an indefinite period, no 
legal counsel offered! Pilot Officer James, you are herby under 
arrest for the unlawful imprisonment of an enlisted man in your 
care!õ 
 A look at the MP Sergeants, and they cuffed the officer and 
shoved him back in the Land Rover. 
 ôIs that really necessary?õ the station commander growled. 
 ôAre you questioning the standard procedures written down for 
us police officers, sir? Written down by the Joint Chiefs and 
ratified by Parliament?õ 
 The station commander glared back for a moment, controlling 
his anger. ôNo, Captain.õ 
 ôGood, because senior officer or not, Iõll arrest you for 
obstruction, or shoot you, or both!õ James was bundled away. The 
captain finally faced me. ôYouõre free to go about your business, 
Milton, and Colonel Bennet will be here tomorrow to shout and 
scream a great deal.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ I saluted the station commander, stating, 
ôSenior officer present,õ and walked to the canteen. I was starved. 
 I grabbed food and sat with Bongo. 



                                                                

 ôHey, youõre back,õ Bongo began. ôWhatõs all the fuss outside?õ 
 ôOfficer had me locked in the guardroom, he just got himself 
arrested.õ 
 ôFucking hell, youõll be popular.õ 
 ôFuck ôem all, Iõll go out fighting.õ 
 ôYou back in the room?õ 
 ôYeah, so no snoring, eh.õ 
 An hour later we walked down to the room, but I did not 
bother to unpack. Somehow I figured I would not be here long. 
 Flight Lieutenant Marsh turned up later, as I sat reading.  
 I stood. ôSir.õ 
 He sighed. ôFirst day back, and all this shit. I was out, otherwise 
I might have prevent it. What happened?õ 
 ôI presented myself to Pilot Officer James, who said that as far 
as he was concerned I was still a convict and so confined to the 
base indefinitely. I tried to tell him what military law allows, so he 
stated that I was under arrest, locked in a cell in the guardroom.õ 
 ôWhat an idiot. Thatõs his career down the toilet. We canõt very 
easily confine a man to base unless heõs a repeat offender at 
drunken violence, and most live off base anyhow. As for arresting 
you ... he has no authority, thatõs for the police. So itõs a fucking 
mess.õ 
 ôJust as soon as you have somewhere for me to transfer to, sir.õ 
 ôI discussed it with London, and theyõre not keen for you to be 
in a squadron.õ 
 ôSo ... where would I go, sir?õ 
 ôAt the moment ... nowhere. The current CO is set to leave in a 
few weeks, under a dark cloud, and this latest episode will make 
waves as well. In the morning, report to Sergeant Harris, tell him 
I sent you and to find you something to do. But what about your 
injuries?õ 
 ôIõm fine, sir, supposed to be on light duties this week only.õ 
 He nodded. ôShock it was, seeing you on the TV. I dropped my 
drink. But good run, well done, pity you never got to the end you 
were doing well.õ 
 ôIf I choose to buy myself out, sir, how long will it take?õ 
 ôNormally, a few weeks at least, but ... we could give you 
accrued leave and just send you off ð if thatõs how you feel?õ 



                                                                

 ôNot sure how I feel, sir. I was mildly optimistic till I got back 
here, and now this.õ 
 He glanced at Bongo. ôAn officer has been arrested and charged, 
so ... the other officers will paint you as a trouble maker.õ 
 ôMy legal counsel is here tomorrow, Colonel Bennet.õ 
 ôMore fun and games. Iõm here tomorrow if there are any more 
issues.õ 
 ôGoodnight, sir,õ I offered as he left. 
  
It felt strange sleeping in my old bed, mattress borrowed from 
slack ð he was doing an overnight with his girl, because I had not 
had time to sign a mattress out, sleeping bag on top of that 
mattress. 
 In the morning I went for a run, just a few laps, and had 
breakfast at the usual time, saying hello to a few curious faces. I 
entered the briefing at the usual time, and made myself a tea as the 
men assembled, a few comments of òthe convict is backó heard, 
Sloanõs mates looking like they were planning on killing me. I 
tried not to react. 
 Sergeant Harris appeared harassed when he noticed me. He 
took a moment. ôAs you can all see, Wilco is back. He came back 
yesterday, but an officer made a mistake and tried to give him a 
hard time, and that officer was arrested, his career ruined.õ They 
were all focused on me. ôWilco, you ainõt popular with the officers 
right now.õ 
 I stood. ôI studied military law in prison, and today my legal 
counsel will be here, a colonel, and Iõm going to fuck-up the 
careers of anyone who even looks at me the wrong way. I was 
wrongly convicted and not given legal counsel, and the charge has 
been overturned, the CO had been reprimanded, and Iõm due 
compensation ð before I transfer out of here.õ 
 ôWell, so much for a quiet life, eh.õ He read out orders, which 
tanks were broken and in need of some work, and I joined Hesky. 
  
At 11am Colonel Bennet arrived with a team, and had all officers 
and sergeants and above rudely assembled outside. He then tore 
into them at length about their lack of knowledge of military law, 
and gave them a lecture as if they were children. He cited my 



                                                                

wrongful conviction and berated the CO in front of everyone, 
something that not even I would have done. 
 With the crowd dismissed he sat with the station commander 
for a while, and then sent for me. Stood with his team behind him, 
outside the station commanderõs office, he began, ôYouõre being 
given indefinite leave, so ... grab your kit and get a train out of 
here, donõt look back. Youõll get a letter at home in a week or so, 
your next posting, which you can challenge if you wish.õ 
 I nodded sullenly, a glance at the base. 
 ôSee this as a fresh start, Wilco, not the end.õ 
 I saluted, walking off with my shoulders down, and I re-packed 
what little kit I had taken out. I lugged my kit to the armoury, 
Bongo upset to see me go so soon, and he got his car. We drove 
out, no looking back, and to the train station, and I was still in 
uniform; we were not allowed to travel in uniform. 
 I thanked Bongo, not sure if I would ever see him again, bought 
a ticket from my own cash, and caught a train south towards 
Birmingham, to change for Gloucester. On the train I changed my 
clothes, and then simply sat staring out the window as the rain ran 
diagonally down the window, and the time dragged, dark green 
fields glanced at. 
 ôExcuse me,õ came a voice. I turned my head to see a thin-faced 
man in his thirties. ôSorry to interrupt you, but ... were you the 
runner shot in the marathon?õ 
 I gave him a peeved look and nodded. 
 ôIt is him!õ  
 Men from the seats opposite slid over, all runners on their way 
to a meet. They bought me a cup of tea and some crisps from the 
buffet, and they treated me like a superstar, all very interested in 
how I trained, and all of a sudden I felt much better. I was 
photographed a dozen times, and when other passengers found out 
they also wanted a photo, a very odd skew on things. 
 I arrived home at 6pm, a long old train journey, my parents 
surprised to see me. ôI have some leave time,õ I told them, and 
grabbed my old room, soon sat with a cup of tea and my mum as 
she watched Eastenders, dad pottering in his shed, and it felt as if 
the last two years had been a dream, that it had not really 
happened. 



                                                                

 The next morning I wandered around the town remembering 
my youth, girls met and dated, I even bumped into a lad from 
school, a quick chat. He had not seen the marathon, and did not 
ask, and I did not say anything. 
 That evening I ventured in to what could be described as the 
best pub in town, and bumped into another school friend. We sat 
and had drinks, girls smiled at, and he told me he had a large 
house, his dad in prison, spare rooms. The place was rent free if I 
would paint several rooms and do the garden whilst he was away 
on a ship. 
 I considered the offer, and considered sitting with my mum 
watching Eastenders, and so took him up on the offer. I explained 
to my parents that I had to help an old friend, house and garden, 
and my dad offered to have a go at the garden. 
 I moved into the new place the day my friend shipped out, for a 
ship that never moved ð he had a study course on it, and the next 
day my dad got an erection when he saw the huge overgrown 
garden. Smiling, I left him to it, and got some sheets on the 
floorboard and some paint on the walls. 
 Lunchtime, he sat with me, tea mugs in hand. ôDid they muck 
you about, son?õ 
 I didnõt take my eyes of my mug of tea. ôI worked hard, busted a 
gut, won the races, then some cunt ... wants to have a go at me 
because heõs a lazy fat bastard. They threw bricks through my 
window when I almost won the first marathon.õ 
 ôAlways some bad ôun in every bunch, aye. When I worked on 
the building of the new power station, your mum was pregnant, 
and the foreman knew that so tried to get me on night shift not 
day, twelve hour shifts. He told the gaffer I needed the money for 
the new baby, but I was OK because when your nan died I got a bit 
of money for the new house. 
 ôHe did it just to be spiteful, because I told him I wanted less 
hours because of your mum in that way with the baby due. Well, I 
got your uncle Richard a job there, and confided in him what was 
happening like. And as you know, heõs not like us. Next thing I 
know, foreman has two broken legs, new guy takes over, gives me 
day shift, finish at four.õ 
 I smiled. ôGood old Uncle Richard.õ 



                                                                

 ôHe was a bad ôun, but he was me brother, and he helped when 
you were born a bit. Moral of tale is, donõt just take it.õ 
 I glanced at him. ôI had this prick of an officer arrested, ruined 
his career.õ 
 ôThere you go, fight back.õ 
 A week later a letter came, and I was to report to RAF Brize 
Norton near Oxford. I had to stop and wonder which squadron 
was based there. Glancing at the letter again, it said RAF 
Detachment, so it would be the training detachment, not a 
squadron. Still, it was close to my parents, and I was resigned to 
giving it a go. 
 My mateõs house was now decorated, the garden looking like a 
garden and not a jungle, and when he got back he was amazed at 
what I had done in the garden. I forgot to mention my dadõs hard 
work. He gave me £100 and bought me a curry. 
  
 
RAF Brize Norton 
 
When I arrived at Brize Norton I did not have any particular idea 
about how long I would remain here, and I wondered if it would 
less than a week before I bought myself out. 
 I signed in at the guardroom and showed them my letter, and a 
corporal kindly drove me to Admin. And it was a big base 
compared to Catterick, a long and active runway. Inside, kit 
lugged, I handed over the letter and they gave me a few forms to 
fill in, the usual bollocks that an enlisted man to had to endure. I 
signed for the keys to a room in a transit block, and with paper in 
pocket ð and cursing already, I had to walk all the way there, 
glancing at the map. 
 I finally found the bland two-storey brick building shaped like a 
cross, and my room was on the second floor. The right hand side 
offered single or multiple rooms, the left side a barracks-style row 
of beds, no mattresses. Key in lock, and I was in, my new small 
home smelling of polish. I dumped my kit, and locked the door. 
 ôNew here?õ came a voice. 
 I turned. ôYes, just arrived.õ 
 ôWhat trade?õ 



                                                                

 ôRAF Regiment?õ 
 ôYeah, never had a Rockape before. Ainõt they all NCOs?õ 
 ôFor a training detachment ... yeah.õ 
 ôYouõre not a corporal?õ 
 ôNo, but I am a world-class cunt,õ I left him with. 
 I signed for a mattress and then lugged it, feeling like an idiot 
and probably looking like one as well. Sweat worked up, I signed 
for bedding and lugged it, soon making my bed, and wondering 
about inspections. 
 In the large NAAFI shop I bought drinks and snacks, as well as 
several large padlocks. Back in my room I locked the cabinets and 
drawers after placing my kit in it. Back to the NAAFI shop I 
bought a new iron, some polish, and some soap powder, lugging it 
back. 
 In the toilets I found hot water and so hand-washed a few 
items, putting up a string line in my room to dry them. Venturing 
out, I asked a corporal about laundry rooms, and he directed me. 
Kit in the washer, I sat with a paperback. 
 A girl came and sat near me, a smile offered, and she was not 
too bad. ôNew here?õ she asked. 
 ôJust got here today.õ 
 ôWhere from?õ 
 ôCatterick.õ 
 ôCatterick. Whatõs up there?õ she puzzled. 
 ôRAF Regiment.õ 
 ôOn some course?õ 
 ôNo ... Iõm in purgatory. Got an officer arrested, ended his 
career.õ 
 ôSo why did they send you here?õ 
 ôDonõt know, havenõt met the new CO yet.õ 
 ôBit of a bad boy, eh?õ 
 ôNo at all, just that ... people like to compete with me.õ 
 She adopted a puzzled frown. ôYou look familiar.õ 
 I sighed. ôI was the idiot shot in the marathon.õ 
 ôYou! My god. I saw it on the TV with the others. Youõre 
recovered I guess, not dead or anything.õ 
 Now it was my turn to frown. ôNo, not dead, and recovered yes.õ 
 ôSo why did you get an officer arrested?õ 



                                                                

 I gave her canned version. 
 ôWow, what a life youõve led. Dead boring for me in Admin.õ 
 A blue uniform strode in, bag dropped down. ôOut the fucking 
way, make some room,õ he rudely began, and he was a big lad. 
 ôWhy donõt you fucking move me out the way, cunt,õ I said as I 
stood and faced him. 
 ôYou looking to get hurt?õ 
 The girl moved away quickly. 
 ôOften,õ I told him. 
 He moved forwards. I ducked under and left, a rising first to his 
chin, a hook to his ear, a third punch to the stomach and he 
twisted, fourth to the jaw, and he went down. But I had not 
wanted to hurt him, and pulled my punches a bit. He looked up 
from a heap in the corner. 
 ôYes, dickhead, I box. Stay away from me or I leave you in a 
pool of blood. Now fuck off and come back in an hour.õ 
 He slowly eased up, his chin sore, grabbed his bag and left. 
 ôAnd this is your first day,õ the girl noted, but with a grin.  
 ôIõm starting as I mean to go on.õ 
 ôTrouble is here,õ she noted. 
 I ate in the canteen later, no one recognising me, but when a lad 
nudged me I asked if he wanted to take it outside, and he backed 
off. Sat in my room, I stared out of the window for a while, not 
much of a view; some trees, some grass, a road. 
 The window faced the door, bed on the right, shelves above it, 
fitted cabinets and drawers opposite the bed, a little room at the 
base of the bed. It was 8ft by 10ft, but cosy. 
 In the morning I woke early, and figured I would risk a run. I 
ran to the Guardroom first. ôIõm new here, so whereõs good to run, 
and where are we allowed to run?õ 
 ôOut the gate and keep turning left is eleven miles.õ 
 I checked my ID was secure, had a look up at the weather ð it 
should not pour down, and set off down the access road, a long 
road bending to the right, farmland either side.  
 I kept turning left, and at several points I could see the bases 
tall green water towers and the tails of its VC10 and Tristar 
aircraft. The road was empty, and straight in many places, and I 
maintained a good pace all the way around. 



                                                                

 Back at the gate, the man who had given me the route was 
stood staring, and checked his watch. ôWhich way did you go?õ  
 ôAll the way around, kept turning left.õ 
 ôImpossible.õ 
 I stood panting next to him. ôYou see that RAF guy shot in the 
London Marathon?õ 
 ôYeah..?õ 
 ôYouõre looking at him.õ I ran off. 
 In the block I got a shower, no one about but signs of life heard, 
and I headed to an early breakfast. And having sat in my room for 
an hour I ventured to the RAF Regiment Detachment. It was a 
brick building not far from the huge Parachute School hangar, and 
behind the apron and the ageing Tristar aircraft. 
 I had been handed a map, and had studied it, so I knew where 
most everything was, but also knew that everything was a long 
fucking walk from everything else. 
 Inside, there was an admin section, a counter, a young-looking 
Admin corporal sat there working, a common room on the left, one 
man sat there. I faced the admin corporal as he looked up, and I 
handed him my letter. 
 ôCorporal, Iõm Gunner Milton, reporting here from Catterick.õ 
 ôGunner, not a corporal?õ he puzzled, glancing at the letter. 
ôThis is a teaching detachment, NBC. What are you supposed to 
do?õ 
 ôProbably sweep the floors. I was sent here as a punishment.õ 
 ôOh.õ He headed to the files.  
 NBC was Nuclear, Biological or Chemical warfare, and it meant 
teaching RAF staff about rubber suits and respirators. I had 
studied it myself in basic training, and had read up on the subject, 
but I was not a corporal and so could not teach. 
 ôGrab a tea in there,õ the corporal finally said. ôOrders at 8.45am 
each day normally.õ 
 I wandered in and knocked on the kettle, a corporal looking up.  
 ôWho are you?õ he puzzled. 
 ôNew guy, Corporal.õ 
 ôNo rank?õ 
 ôNo, Corporal.õ 
 ôSo what are you supposed to do here?õ 



                                                                

 ôGood question, Corporal. You tell me, because I have no idea.õ 
 With a deep frown he went back to his cup of tea, and with 
mine made I sat at the back, glancing up at posters on the walls, 
and feeling isolated. NCOõs arrived, a few glancing at me, and 
chairs were moved around so that they faced a desk at the front. 
 A sergeant stepped in, and stopped dead when he saw me. 
ôWhat the fuck are you doing here?õ He was not trying to be rude. 
 ôNot sure, Sergeant, but Iõm attached to you now. Hoping you 
might tell me.õ NCOs glanced around. 
 ôWell, CO might know.õ 
 The officer stepped in, a Fl Lt, and I stood, but I was just about 
the only one. He sat, and puzzled me. ôWho are you?õ 
 ôGunner Milton, sir, assigned here now.õ 
 The officer glanced at his files. ôI ...did ... see ... something.õ He 
looked up. ôSo why are you here?õ 
 ôI think, sir, as a punishment.õ 
 ôA punishment. Whereõd did you come from?õ 
 ô51 Squadron, sir, Catterick.õ 
 ôAnd they sent you as a punishment?õ 
 ôThey sent me, sir, to be away from 51 Squadron. Had some 
bother there.õ 
 ôThis a teaching detachment, not a remedial centre or a prison. 
What the hell were they thinking? And what did you do wrong?õ 
 ôI got an officer arrested.õ 
 ôArrested? What for?õ 
 ôFor ... breaking military law, sir.õ 
 The sergeant said, ôYou donõt recognise him, sir.õ 
 ôEh ... no, why?õ 
 ôHe was the RAF runner shot in the London Marathon.õ 
 All heads turned to me, startled looks adopted. 
 ôThat was you!õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôSo why are you being punished?õ 
 I sighed. ôWhen I first did well in the marathon and was tripped 
a few men were jealous, a brick through my window. Months later 
I woke to find one of those men pissing on my face. I shoved him, 
he fell, broke his neck, I got 90 days in the Glass House. 



                                                                

 ôAt the end of the 90 days I entered the marathon again, and 
was shot, and ... before I was shot my charge was overturned, the 
officer reprimanded, and Iõm due some compensation. 
 ôWhen I got back to Catterick the officers were not a happy 
bunch -õ 
 ôBecause the decision was overturned,õ the officer noted. 
 ôYes, sir. They tried to confine me to the base, and when I 
pointed out that they couldnõt they tried to confine me to the 
guardhouse.õ 
 ôOfficer canõt confine a man unless heõs a suicide risk or a risk to 
others, and then just till the police turn up,õ the Fl Lt noted. ôThey 
should have known that. Fools. So you wrecked someoneõs career.õ 
 ôYes, sir. And now youõre lumbered with me.õ 
 ôWell you canõt teach, you have no rank.õ 
 ôI am a fully qualified and time-served armourer, sir.õ 
 ôYou are? Well that helps a lot, armoury is always winging for 
some help.õ 
 ôAlso a medic, sir.õ 
 ôYes? Well that could be useful as well. Driving license?õ 
 ôYes, sir. Land Rover and three-tonner.õ 
 ôAny medical problems from being shot?õ 
 ôNone, sir, clean bill of health, went for a run this morning.õ 
 A corporal said, ôYou fucked up my marathon,õ and a few 
laughed. ôThey stopped the race!õ 
 The Fl Lt put in, ôGetting shot does that, yes.õ  
 The corporal added, ôLittle bastard tanked me on the inter-
services as well.õ 
 The officer said to me, ôAfter orders, present yourself to the 
armoury, and Iõll think about what you can do.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ  
 And after orders I headed off, studying my map. I pressed a 
buzzer at the armoury, and a gruff voice said, ôWhat?õ 
 ôYou need any help in there?õ 
 ôWhat?õ came a puzzled voice. 
 ôYou need any help cleaning weapons, measuring, testing.õ 
 ôWho the hell are you?õ 
 ôAn armourer.õ 
 ôYeah, well what you doing here?õ 



                                                                

 ôWaiting for you to get the kettle on.õ 
 A hatch opened in a heavy metal door, a puzzled pair of eyes 
peering out, the heavy door finally opened. 
 ôWho are you?õ a sergeant asked. 
 ôYou know Bongo?õ 
 ôYeah..?õ 
 ôI was his roommate for the past two years, Gunner up in 
Catterick, but I did the armourers courses, both, top marks. I got 
posted here, but they said you may need a hand.õ 
 His face lit up. ôReally? Come the fuck in.õ 
 It was a dark armoury, it had that gun-oil smell, but it was a 
big armoury for a big base. A second man was sat at a workbench. 
 ôHelp has arrived,õ the sergeant told the corporal. ôArmourer 
stationed here with the Regiment.õ 
 ôYou look familiar,õ the corporal noted as I sat, the kettle 
knocked on. 
 ôIõm the silly cunt that was shot in the London Marathon.õ 
 ôFuck ... me, youõre ôim?õ 
 ôBloody hell,õ the sergeant let out. ôA famous face in here with 
us peasants.õ 
 Tea down, I gave them the story over an hour. 
 ôFucking cunts,õ the corporal snarled. ôAll a bunch of wankers 
out there. And the Regiment here ... they got no respect for us. 
They has some exercise and we have to stay late, not so much as a 
warning or a thank you.õ 
 ôWhat can I help you with?õ I offered. 
 ôGot a bunch of old SLRs, some might make the grade, takes 
fucking ages.õ 
 ôI know what to do, starting with barrels and cocking levers.õ 
 ôKid knows his stuff,õ the sergeant commended. 
 We had lunch together, plus our evening meal, and I met a 
fourth armourer ð a lad who worked nights and slept in the 
armoury most days.  
 I was informed that about eight times a year there would be an 
alert or an exercise, and so he had to be ready for it day and night, 
and getting time off for holidays was an issue. They called him 
Hamster because he was asleep during the day, and also asleep at 
night when he was on call, leaving me smiling. 



                                                                

 The corporal, I discovered, was called Mickey, and the sergeant 
was called òLoftyó - on account of the fact that he was short. 
 I joined Hamster that evening and tested old SLRs till 10pm, as 
he slept in a cot, before heading back to my lonely room. In the 
block I could hear music, and from my room I could hear loud 
music, but I was not going to cause a fight, not till my second 
week maybe. 
 The music went off at 11.30pm, and I went off to sleep at 
midnight, awake at 5am and alert. But instead of going for a run I 
went back to the armoury and woke Hamster, who had slept most 
of the night. 
 A bleary face let me in before going back to bed. I got the kettle 
on, toast made in the armoury toaster, and got back to the SLRs. 
By time Mickey turned up I had six SLRs ready for final testing, 
and that was six more than was expected this year. 
 At 8.30am I headed to my detachment orders and sat at the 
back, and when it came to me I told them I had spent all day and 
all night in the armoury working on the backlog, and that I would 
go back now. 
 The CO offered me an extra day off as and when, and made a 
note, making me smile inwardly. ôThat armoury has been under-
staffed since the last war,õ he quipped. 
 I had won a small victory, an extra day off, and maybe that was 
how I would win this war; one small victory at a time I considered 
as I headed back to the armoury. 
 
It rained hard for a few days, and I wanted to run in full kit, but 
out on the public roads that was frowned upon. I spoke to the 
corporal who I had inconvenienced in the marathon by getting 
shot, and he informed me that we could use the perimeter track 
before 7am, but had to check a sheet posted just inside the Air 
Traffic Control building. 
 I went and had a look, a finger on days when traffic was due 
early, and there were not many, other than during exercises. I 
made a note of a few dates when I could not run. 
 ôProblem?õ came from behind me, a Squadron Leader. 
 ôNo, sir, just that I want to run on the perimeter track certain 
days.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou an athlete?õ 
 ôNot a very good one, sir.õ 
 ôWell stick at it, maybe someday.õ He walked on and stopped. 
ôWhy are you familiar?õ 
 I sighed. ôI was the idiot shot in the London Marathon.õ 
 ôYou! My god, why didnõt you say. You run when you want, and 
weõll move the damn aircraft around you. You all healed?õ 
 ôYes, sir, and now based here.õ 
 ôI watched it on the TV, I was a runner when I was young, and 
you put on a hell of a show last year and this year, never seen 
determination like that before.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ 
 And off he went with an encouraging smile. And I had an image 
of a Hercules aircraft braking hard and allowing me to cross the 
taxiway, men in orange waving me on as the priority traffic. 
  
The next morning it was again raining, so I put my kit on and 
stepped out with my webbing, and a bit of wood I had grabbed 
from the armoury, masking tape around it in places. I plodded off 
towards the airfield and joined the track, head down from the rain, 
my hood keeping me dry. 
 The combined distance of those parts of the track away from 
apron was at least three miles in my estimation, maybe more, the 
south leg long and straight. And it was a vehicle track, no chance 
of running into an aircraft taxiing. 
 At the far end a Land Rover pulled alongside. MPs. ôWho are 
you? And what are you doing on this track?õ 
 ôIõm Wilco, RAF Regiment, and I have permission from the 
ATC Squadron Leader to use this track anytime.õ 
 ôAnytime? Itõs supposed to be before 7am?õ 
 Water dripped off my hood. ôItõs 6am now, so why stop me? 
Sergeant.õ 
 ôWe have to check these things. And whatõs with the bit of 
wood?õ 
 ôItõs supposed to weigh the same as a GPMG,õ I shouted out 
through the rain as I sloshed on. 
 ôHow far you run like that?õ 
 ôTwenty miles.õ 



                                                                

 ôTwenty miles bollocks.õ 
 ôDid you watch me getting shot in the London Marathon?õ 
 ôThat was you?õ 
 ôYes, and I run twenty miles or more every morning, so get 
used to it, tell the others.õ 
 ôYou training for some race?õ 
 ôNot at the moment, no.õ 
 ôOne of ours is a runner, he uses the track sometimes.õ 
 ôBe glad of some company, so tell him. Oh, how many miles is 
it?õ 
 ôSix point four depending on the route. If you go towards the 
front gate and along then around, six point eight.õ 
 ôThanks, let your mate know about me.õ 
 ôWill do, but he wonõt keep up with you.õ They sped away, a 
damp dog sticking his head out the rear. 
 I headed towards the front gate and hit a straight road past it 
and kept going, two very wet laps, and I made a point of just two 
so that I would not be on the track after 7am, despite what the 
Squadron Leader had said. For now I would be cautious. 
 After a long hot shower I got ready, heading off for breakfast. 
Sat with my scrambled eggs, a man plonked down opposite.  
 ôYou the runner from the marathon?õ came a Scots accent. 
 ôI am,õ I cautiously offered. And I  waited. 
 ôIõm in Transport, but me brother is a runner, ran for Scotland 
schools and then in university. Heõll be crazy to think Iõm here 
chatting to ya.õ 
 ôIõm no celeb.õ 
 ôYou came from the back, and could have tanked thaõ lot ôem. 
Next year maybe.õ 
 ôThereõll be no next year, Iõve had enough.õ 
 ôYa giving up?õ he puzzled. 
 ôOnce tripped, twice shot, third time shy. Besides, I might buy 
way out before then.õ 
 ôWhy?õ he puzzled. 
 I gave him the short version of story over breakfast. 
 He shook his head, ôFooking disgraceful, aye. But around here 
theyõre nay too bad. My first CO, he was a prick, aye, but this one 
now heõs fine.õ 



                                                                

 I had a new friend in Transport, MacKenzie, and that Friday he 
suggest I join his gang for a trip to Swindon. 
 ôWhat about Oxford?õ I asked him over breakfast Friday 
morning. 
 ôWaste a fooking time. All posh fuckers, expensive as fook as 
well, and all the girls is studying history and shite. Nay a dumb 
hairdresser in the entire town.õ 
 I agreed to tag along, and they had a mini-van, the gang being 
met at the gate. On the way I got to know them, two Scots, a 
Welsh lad and a lad from Newcastle; I needed an interpreter at 
times. 
 The good thing was that I sounded English - in Swindon that 
made a difference, and I found myself chatting to a girl after the 
lads had spilt her drink. I grabbed a napkin and wiped her 
cleavage. She had gaped at me, but then smirked. I bought her a 
drink, a round for her friends, and took a phone number. 
 The gang liked their curry more than they liked chasing girls 
and so dragged me along for a meal, and past midnight we found 
the hired van and driver in a side street, soon heading back ð and 
fortunately without any punch-ups.  
 I was happy and relaxed in their company, and they respected 
my abilities, so I went to bed feeling better than I had for a while. 
And I had that girlõs phone number. 
 The next day I sat thinking about my fitness, and marathons. I 
knew that I did not need to run every day to maintain optimum 
fitness, but what was the key? I had in mind that if I ran four days 
a week I would be maintaining my fitness, one day spent on 
capacity, or a longer run. 
 Sat with paper in hand I devised a grid on a sheet of paper, and 
I would work out my average times and distances, a note about 
how I felt at the end. And how I felt would be the key to knowing 
if I was slipping. I remembered what my school teachers had said: 
òYou canõt improve something unless you are measuring it or 
quantifying it.ó 
 ôQuantifying,õ I told myself. ôQuantitative measurement and ... 
revision.õ I wrote down QMAR, and from now on I would write 
down my runs, times and how I felt. 



                                                                

 I rang the girl I had met, Sue, and she agreed to a dinner date 
that evening, and I realised I needed a car. I went to see 
Mackenzie, knowing that he was on standby. 
 ôWe has a pool car, third party insurance, any RAF driver. Itõs 
fine to use so long as you donõt crash, then drive it back and say 
you crashed yer like. Pay the fuel, itõs always empty.õ 
 So I picked up the pool car, fuelled it, cleaned it inside and out, 
and set off at 7pm Saturday night, a half hour drive down to 
Swindon, and I found the restaurant eventually. I was early, I had 
left plenty of time, and so had a drink at the bar for forty minutes 
till she put her head in. 
 I stood. ôMade it then.õ 
 Sue handed me her coat with a smile and we were seated 
quickly, soon glancing at the menu, and I maintained my story of 
being an RAF medic. 
 Starters, main course, and we were getting on well. Desert, 
coffee - and a subtle hint from the staff to go home, and I drove her 
home, a kiss and a grope, and off she went, plans for next Saturday 
night. 
 
Monday, sat in the armoury, I said to the guys. ôIõve been looking 
at this all wrong.õ 
 ôHuh?õ they puzzled. 
 ôFriday I met a nice girl, and saw her Saturday for dinner, so ... 
if I see this as a job ð get paid and fuck off home ð then itõs not too 
bad. I get paid to see girls and shag them.õ 
 ôBetter way to look at it, yes,õ Mickey agreed. ôIf youõre all 
career focused then the shit you had would fuck with your mind. 
Do the job, get paid, go home ð fuck the promotion and shit.õ 
  
The next morning, at orders, I was assigned to Transport, they 
needed a driver. I did not argue, and was soon getting loud 
welcomes shouted as I entered Transport. 
 ôYou need a driver.õ 
 ôThey sent you?õ 
 ôI can drive,õ I toyed. 
 ôOh, well, itõs senior officers, so best behaviour like.õ 



                                                                

 I adjusted the seat on a silver BMW 520 and took it out for a 
spin, getting used to it. I checked the tyre pressure, the oil, the 
washer fluid, and what was in the boot. I added in my first aid kit, 
a bottle of water, bog roll, a towel, some chocolate and a fizzy 
drink. I put two paperbacks in the door recess. 
 I then sat in Admin till a Group Captain appeared. A nod from 
the admin staff, and I stood, the officerõs briefcase taken. ôThis way, 
sir.õ 
 It was not raining so we walked to the car. 
 ôWhy are you in combats?õ he asked. 
 ôIõm RAF Regiment, sir.õ 
 ôOh.õ 
 We got in, soon heading out the gate, and heading southwest 
for the short journey to Lyneham via Swindon. I had studied the 
map of the area and I knew the UK roads well enough, and we 
benefitted from signs ð that would be taken down in a time of war 
I guessed. I had images of Russian soldiers following the signs or 
stopping to ask British housewives. 
 At Lyneham they glanced at the Group Captain and let us in, 
but I had to follow the signs to Admin.  
 ôSorry, sir, not familiar with this base yet.õ 
 ôRight here, left and along and stop at the end.õ He eased out 
and I held the door. ôBe an hour.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 I followed him in and found an Admin corporal. ôWhere do I 
leave the car for a visiting Group Captain?õ 
 ôOutside, left and left and there are spaces.õ 
 I put the car in a slot for visitors and headed back with my 
paperback, and sat reading about pre-industrial China. 
 An hour later, and I was engrossed in my book, and I missed 
the Group Captain. He lifted the book and had a look. 
 ôJesus, what a way to while away your time.õ 
 ôI like history, sir,õ I said as I stood, and I took his case, leading 
him around to the car. 
 ôI need something for my wife, so ... a shop with ...õ 
 ôSir?õ I asked after a long pause. 
 ôWell, flowers are a bit bland.õ 
 ôWhere do you live, sir?õ 



                                                                

 ôNear Reading, and itõs our anniversary, but we always say we 
wonõt make a fuss.õ 
 ôThe motorway services near there have lots of things in the 
shop, sir.õ 
 ôIt does, I remember. OK, head there.õ 
 An hour later we stood looking at cuddly animals, collapsible 
chairs, large boxes of chocolates, torches, all sorts. 
 ôGot the damn grandchildren in the morning as well.õ 
 ôTent, sir, kids love to sleep inside. And how did you meet your 
lady wife?õ 
 ôUniversity. I was in the rugby team, she was doing the 
oranges.õ 
 ôThere, thing shaped like a rugby ball, and ... chocolate oranges. 
Sheõll think it romantic, sir.õ 
 ôYouõre a bloody genius.õ 
 Outside Reading, I pulled up at his posh house. ôYou taking her 
out to dinner, sir?õ 
 ôYes, early table booked.õ 
 ôI can drive you, sir.õ 
 ôYou can?õ 
 ôSo long as you let them know tomorrow, I get the time back 
next week.õ 
 ôWell ... if youõre happy with that.õ 
 ôNo problem at all, sir.õ I felt another day off looming large. 
 Two hours later I was parked up around the corner from the 
restaurant, reading my book. A tap came at the window. Police. I 
eased out and stretched. 
 ôYou a serviceman?õ the first asked. 
 ôDriver. Officer is in the restaurant with his wife.õ 
 ôThey get drivers like that?õ 
 ôNot for out of hours usually, but Iõll get a day off next week.õ 
 ôGot any papers for this?õ 
 ôNope. Next silly question?õ 
 ôAny ID?õ 
 I showed them my RAF ID, and they sloped off. 
 An hour later and my happy anniversary couple came around 
the corner. I eased out, opening the door for the Group Captain. 



                                                                

We set off through Reading, and soon to a road parallel with the 
distant motorway. 
 Waiting at a junction, a car came head on, a bike from the side, 
and the bike hit the car side on, a scream from my rear seats, and 
the bike rider went flying twenty yards through the air and into a 
billboard, slamming down. 
 Engine off, I pulled the leaver for the boot. ôWith me, sir!õ I ran 
back and lifted the boot, first aid kit grabbed, blanket handed to 
the Group Captain, and I sprinted over to the rider, lifting the 
visor. 
 Leather jacket undone, I checked and found no pulse. 
 ôWe take the helmet off?õ the Group Captain asked as he knelt. 
 ôNo, sir, could have a neck injury, and that will make it worse. 
Right now that helmet might be holding his disks in place.õ 
 Visor up, intubation tubes out, I awkwardly got a tube in as 
people stood looking. Pushing on the limp manõs chest I sniffed the 
tube, not smelling his stomach contents, bag soon attached. 
 ôTwo hands, sir, every ten seconds or so, watch his lips for 
colour.õ 
 I unzipped his jacket and felt the bikerõs ribs through his t-shirt. 
ôHave to risk it.õ I began the vigorous compressions, sirens 
sounding out. 
 The Group Captain pumped the bag, I performed the 
compressions with vigour, ten minutes before a hand came on my 
shoulder, a paramedic. 
 ôNo pulse, no voluntarily breathing,õ I told him. ôGot a 
defribulator?õ 
 ôWitnesses told me what happened, and Iõll bet his neck is 
broken. We see this often.õ 
 We eased back as the paramedic felt into the helmet and test 
the neck vertebrae. ôSnapped. Dead instantly. OK, off you go.õ 
 I unclipped the bag and left the tube, leading the Group Captain 
away. 
 He began, ôGood effort, but ... well, way he flew through the air 
like that. You know your stuff. How come?õ 
 ôDid all the first aid courses, sir.õ 



                                                                

 First aid kit back in the boot, boot closed, I got back in, and 
glanced over my shoulder at the distraught lady. ôBike rider died 
instantly, Maõam, he never felt it.õ 
 I drove them home in silence, and they thanked me on the 
driveway. Setting off back to Brize I was reflective, and a little 
mad at that paramedic; he had made no effort. There was nothing 
to be done, but still ... he could have at least looked interested in 
trying something. 
 I had to stop and puzzle that. I knew there was nothing that 
could be done, but I knew that afterwards, not before. I had to 
wonder about my own personality; would I pursue something, 
even knowing that it was hopeless. 
 Back at base I locked the car after taking my stuff out, and 
Transport was still open. I gave the night duty the story over a 
cup of tea, and it was now 1am. They wrote up an incident in the 
log, and the police would probably want us as witnesses, or at least 
get written statements. I had seen police at the scene, but did they 
get my registration? 
 I hit my pillow just before 2am, and sleep would not come for 
an hour; I was still wound up, and still not understanding why. I 
finally wondered if I felt guilty for that biker, and that I was 
worried about being blamed for his death. Because of prison, 
would I always worry about be blamed for things, that was the 
question. 
 I woke feeling a little rough, which was not like me, a long hot 
shower helping. Instead of run, I walked to Transport to look at 
the rota before breakfast. 
 ôThereõs an early pick-up booked for that Group Captain,õ they 
informed me, but I was not down for it. 
 ôIõll do it.õ 
 ôYeah, long drive, RAF St. Mawgan, Cornwall, overnight.õ 
 ôNo bother,õ I told them, and headed back in the BMW for some 
overnight kit. Stocked up, I set out early and stopped at the 
services for a breakfast, getting to the Group Captainõs home a 
little early. 
 He eventually came out and I eased out the car. 
 ôYou on again? When the heck do you sleep?õ 
 ôI sleep five hours a night, sir.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou do? Crickey.õ Bags in the boot, his wife said hello to me 
before we set off, and on the motorway my passenger fell asleep. 
 Down the M4 we glided in light traffic, turning south onto the 
M5 near Bristol - the traffic now heavy, past Bristol and 
southwest, the traffic modest. 
 My passenger eventually woke and yawned. ôWhere are we?õ he 
asked, glancing out the window. 
 ôDevon, sir, making good time.õ 
 ôNext services, breakfast on me.õ 
 ôSounds good, sir.õ I could eat again, it had been three hours. 
 Sat for breakfast in a busy food hall, he asked, ôWhat do I call 
you?õ 
 ôWilco, sir.õ 
 ôSo how come you only sleep five hours a night?õ 
 ôAlways did, sir, right from basic training, and the marathon 
running might add to it.õ 
 ôMarathon running?õ 
 ôI have been known to enter a contest now and then, sir.õ 
 He did not figure out who I was, and I did not elaborate. 
 Another two hours, motorway followed by dual carriageway 
followed by òAó road, and we made it to RAF St. Mawgan, some of 
our Nimrod maritime aircraft based here, the remainder in 
Scotland. He directed me in, up a gradient and to the Admin 
section. He would be in the officersõ mess, I would be ... 
somewhere. 
 After he departed I went an asked about transit, but they had 
the wrong name down. 
 ôHeõs off sick,õ I told them, so they changed the name. I had a 
key to a door in a wooden hut back down by the main gate, but it 
was just one night anyhow. I was due to take the Group Captain 
back at noon the next day, and so drove out the gate without 
mentioning where I was headed, and the short distance down to 
Newquay, soon sat on a quiet beach, the sun shining. 
 An hour later I was sat having a bag of chips on a bench 
overlooking the harbour when a tall and mean-looking man 
stopped in front of me. He had MP written all over him. 
 ôWho are you?õ he demanded. 
 ôYouõre supposed to identify yourself first, sergeant.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou at the base?õ he puzzled. 
 ôNo, I drive the Group Captain, who is in meetings till noon 
tomorrow.õ 
 ôNot supposed to be off-base in uniform.õ 
 ôI know, but the Group Captain ð he loves shouting at people 
who screw with me.õ 
 ôWhatõs your name?õ 
 ôGunner Paul Sampson, Brize Norton.õ It was the name of a 
serviceman banged up for assault a week ago. 
 ôYour CO will get a letter.õ And off he trotted. 
 ôNo he wonõt,õ I murmured, and finished my chips, seagulls 
eyeing me like they wanted to kill me and eat my flesh, but in 
reality they just wanted my chips. I threw one, a mad fight 
ensuing as a dozen seagulls loudly fought over it. 
 Sat there enjoying the sun, chips finished and fingers wiped, the 
calls of the gulls reminded me of my youth, a holiday with Uncle 
Richard, and my first sexual experience. I smiled as I thought 
back. 
 Walking along the promenade in brilliant sunshine, a man 
noticed my uniform, and I figured it would be another talking to 
till he spoke with an American accent. ôYou trying to get jankers, 
buddy?õ 
 ôJankers? You a serviceman?õ 
 ôUS Marines, at the base, St. Mawgan.õ 
 ôThere are US Marines at the base?õ I puzzled. 
 ôYou not from there?õ 
 ôDriver, just down for a night, senior officer.õ 
 ôAh,õ he said, nodding. ôBoys love this place, close to the sea, 
quaint Brit villages.õ 
 I sat with him. ôWhy are there Marines here?õ 
 ôNorth side, fenced off, NATO nukes in there, cruise missiles 
and shit. All stored down here.õ  
 ôWell, I guess they store it here because if thereõs an accident 
itõs a long way from the population centres.õ 
 ôYou a full-time driver?õ 
 ôNo, Iõm RAF Regiment, but ... I had some problems, so now 
Iõm driving.õ 
 ôGot busted, eh?õ 



                                                                

 ôGot sent to military prison for a bullshit charge, got cleared, 
due some compensation.õ 
 ôAnd the fella that sent you down, he probably ainõt to happy to 
be overturned, eh.õ 
 I shot him a look. ôI had an officer arrested.õ 
 He pursed his lips and blew. ôYa must be right popular an all. If 
I did that ... my body would wash up on the damn beach! If we get 
stiffed, we suck it and take it. No appeals process.õ 
 ôI might buy myself out, but at the moment Iõm driving, helping 
out in the armoury a few days a week.õ 
 ôArmoury?õ 
 ôIõm qualified as an armourer.õ 
 His face brightened. ôFifty cal and FN machinegun?õ 
 ôYes.õ 
 ôGot a spare hour?õ 
 I squinted at him. ôFor ... what?õ 
 ôGot an inspection next week, our guy is off till Monday, so the 
pressure is on.õ 
 I shrugged. ôGot some tools?õ 
 ôGot what our man left behind.õ 
 ôShow me.õ 
 We drove back, me following him, and through the gate, to the 
east end, up and around to the heavily fenced section ð my entry 
explained to a Marine with an M16, and to their armoury, Marines 
wandering around. 
 I was led to a staff sergeant.  
 ôBrit armourer, found him on his day off, heõll help out.õ 
 ôExcellent. Weõll get yaõll a couple of beers as well.õ 
 Bench adopted, tool bags opened, they brought out GPMGs 
and I stripped them down, the gas regulators spotted with carbon. 
I tutted loudly. 
 ôOK, OK, so we missed a bit,õ my new friend offered. ôThese 
ainõt our usual weapons, but we had this NATO exercise, the guys 
struggling with these SLRs and the FNs here. But weõre supposed 
to be able to use and maintain them.õ 
 An hour later and I had eight GPMGs fit for inspection. One 
was jamming, sand removed. 



                                                                

 ôHow the fuck did you get sand in it?õ I shouted. ôTook it to the 
beach, eh?õ 
 They shrugged. ôWind blows the sand in around here.õ 
 It took a full three hours to check and clean the SLRs, but all 
were laid out ready after I insisted they pinch some white sheets. 
Sheets down, weapons on, the weapons were covered over, many 
thanks coming my way. 
 ôGuys, first rule of cleaning a weapon ð donõt make it any worse. 
Clean your hands, use a clean surface, keep the dust off.õ 
 ôYouõre a life saver, buddy, got some Brit officer coming in,õ the 
staff sergeant said. 
 They gave me directions to a pub outside the base, and we 
agreed to meet at 8pm. I had civvy clothes in my bag and would 
change. 
 About to leave, a slightly built captain appeared. ôGod damn. 
You!õ  
 The others exchanged looks. 
 ôSir?õ I asked. 
 ôYouõre the RAF guy shot in the London Marathon.õ 
 ôWho me, sir?õ I made a face. ôIõm not even in the RAF.õ And I 
left a perplexed looking captain behind after saluting. 
 At 8pm I entered the country pub after getting a taxi from the 
main gate, loud calls for me, a group of about twelve Marines in t-
shirts, bulging biceps evident. 
 ôYour name is Wilco, right?õ one pressed. 
 ôNickname.õ 
 ôWe checked, and it was you in London.õ 
 ôNext time Iõll run in body armour,õ I said as they got me a pint, 
hundreds of questions fired at me for half an hour. Then the 
slightly built captain joined us, not averse to drinking with his 
men. 
 ôI was in London for the race,õ he began. ôWent back the 
following week and did OK. You all healed?õ 
 ôBack running, but I doubt Iõll enter any more marathons.õ 
 ôWhy, you could be placed?õ 
 ôLong story, sir.õ 



                                                                

 ôNo sir in here, Iõm just one of the guys, not some rich-boy 
asshole. And thanks for the weapons. Guys are OK, not sloppy, but 
weõre short of time.õ 
 ôNice little posting you got here,õ I noted. 
 ôGuys love it, and trips to London. And we went to some placed 
called Bath, hot springs an all. Local gals like our accents so we 
get some as well.õ 
 ôBut you just guard the weapons?õ 
 ôYeah, but we do some NATO exercises as well. Weõre only a 
few platoons. I have to keep the guys trained, not just on the wire.õ 
 I gave them my sob story over an hour, and they were amazed 
that I had had an officer arrested. 
 The captain said, ôYou do well, you get noticed. Always hard 
being at the top, always having the guys below wanting to knock 
you off the top. Thatõs life. My brother was a racing driver till he 
did his back, NASCAR, and someone screwed with his ride, nearly 
killed him. Not just you Limeys that stab each other in the back. 
 ôAnd my major, heõs a career man ð military family, and if he 
knew I was here with the men that would be another write-up for 
me, another talking at. But when thereõs a war Iõll be in the mud 
with these guys, not back at HQ giving orders.õ 
 I nodded. ôI passed officer selection.õ 
 ôYou did?õ 
 ôThere was a two year wait, so I came in as an enlisted man.õ
 ôAnd now?õ 
 ôNo way in hell Iõd want to be an officer, not sure if Iõll stay.õ 
 ôThen try and change the system from within, one day at a time. 
You said you study law, so give them some shit. Might do some 
good for the next guy.õ 
 Back at base, lying on my allotted bed, I remembered back to 
my SAS neighbour, Captain Richards. They had fucked with his 
kit, but he blamed himself. He felt better when he considered the 
next man after him. So, if I fought back and changed a few 
attitudes, that might do some good for the next guy in my 
situation. 
  
I picked up the Group Captain at noon, the car checked, fuel to the 
maximum, and we set off along country roads. 



                                                                

 ôNot too bored, were you, Wilco?õ 
 ôNo, sir, I had a day at the beach then helped the US Marines 
here clean some weapons, out for a drink with them last night.õ 
 ôBeen making friends, then. Good.õ 
 ôGet much done, sir?õ 
 ôThese Nimrods are an issue; they cost more to maintain that if 
we hired or bought American AWACS, ten times as much. It will 
come to the crunch in a few years.õ 
 ôJust like the SA80 rifle. Itõs a piece of crap, but British made, 
the contract given before the weapon was even tested.õ 
 ôYes, another MOD screw-up unfortunately.õ 
 On the A30 we picked up speed, and a split second was about to 
make all the difference. It was single lane, long and straight, the 
traffic doing fifty, double white lines down the middle. 
 A bang, large bits of rubber flying towards me, and an 
oncoming lorry swung into my lane, coming head on, three 
seconds from a hitting me. Yanking the wheel left was my only 
option, no time to see what was left of me. 
 I remembered flying through the air, bushes, slamming down 
on the left side and skidding, smashing glass, cold mud and grass 
hitting me in the face, the smell of the grass, rolling, coming to a 
stop upright, bonnet crumpled, water flowing. 
 My nose was bleeding, a hand to it, a glance at the water as it 
got higher, the front of the car in a stream. There was little chance 
of drowning, the engine steaming in the cold water, cold water 
now around my ankles. 
 I turned my head and screamed, my collar bone protesting that 
move. Belt off, I turned as best I could, the Group Captain 
bloodied and semi-conscious, wild staring eyes. ôTake it easy, sir.õ 
 I tried and failed to open my door, then wondered why I was 
trying to - the window was missing. Scrambling out, I could see 
the road, and a line of cars. To the back door, my back issuing 
shooting pains, I opened it and knelt inside. Belt off, I checked his 
neck. 
 ôCan you move you feet, sir? Sir? Try and move your feet.õ 
 ôI can ... do it, yes.õ 
 ôNot paralysed, sir.õ 



                                                                

 Around to the boot, a tractor approaching, I got my neck brace 
out and secured the Group Captain. First aid kit on the seat, I 
cleaned up his face, tape on a cut, his eyes checked, one bloodshot. 
Collar bones, shoulders, arms, I went down the list and down his 
body. 
 His knee was dislocated, and I told him that as voices 
registered. Shins, ankles, feet, all tested. 
 ôSir, your nose is broken, cut on your head, collar bone is bust, 
kneecap is dislocated, but youõll make it.õ 
 ôYouõre hurt.õ 
 ôNot too bad, sir. Stay there, donõt try and move, might have a 
back or neck injury.õ I eased out, a farmer with red complexion 
stood ready to help, a man and a woman approaching. 
 ôIõm a policewoman, off duty. What are the injuries?õ 
 ôIõm a military medic; my boss is stable, needs a back board just 
in case.õ 
 She ran back to the road, slipping a few times in the mud. 
 ôI saw what happened,õ the man offered. ôI was behind the lorry. 
You were lucky, car behind you ð elderly couple, both dead.õ 
 I looked towards the road, but the trees were hiding it. 
Flashing blue lights appeared, a policeman running across with a 
first aid kit. 
 ôWeõre OK,õ I told him. ôNeed a back board.õ 
 ôThereõs a Life Guardõs van,õ he said, and ran off, waving 
someone over and shouting for a backboard. 
 I eased inside and knelt on the back seat. ôTake it easy, sir, soon 
have you out. Ease forwards just a fraction, sir.õ I ran a hand down 
his spine, nothing hurting, nothing feeling out of place as shouts 
came from behind. 
 I found four keen men and one back board. ôIõm a military 
medic. He has a dislocated knee, broken nose, a few cuts and 
bruises, no spinal injury ð fidelity in the lower regions. We can 
move him or wait the Fire Brigade.õ 
 ôIf you think heõs OK weõll move him.õ 
 I eased inside as the other door was opened. ôSir, lean towards 
me, left leg out the door. Slowly. Tell me if anything is hurting. 
 ôRibs are sore,õ he got out in a strained whisper. 



                                                                

 ôThatõs to be expected, sir.õ I moved the leg with the dislocated 
knee, making him cry out. ôOK, sir, doing well, nearly there.õ 
 Once he was elongated I got the back board behind him, and 
struggled to fasten him inside. Rolling him almost face down, 
several hands helping, I tightened the straps and we rolled him 
back and slowly twisted both him and the backboard upright. He 
was soon on the muddy grass. 
 The Four RNLI crew lifted him and carried him off with 
practised ease as I grabbed his briefcase. I handed it to a waiting 
policeman. ôRAF documents, classified, have them sent to RAF St. 
Mawgan. Make sure no one has a look.õ 
 He nodded. ôYou look like shit.õ 
 ôNeed a cup of tea and a good cry.õ 
 Led away, I rode with the Group Captain to Exeter General 
Hospital. 
 He turned his head as best as he could. ôThat lorry...õ 
 ôIt hit the car behind, sir, killed and elderly couple.õ 
 ôIõm bit banged up, but we should be dead.õ He reached for my 
hand and squeezed it. ôIõm out in nine months, wife has been 
nagging.õ 
 ôWhether you are in our out, sir, UK roads are still death traps.õ 
 ôYes, I suppose.õ 
 ôTry doing this job,õ the paramedic quipped. ôI see two like this 
every fucking day. It never gets better, and just painting a white 
line down the middle means nothing.õ 
 I grabbed a pen I saw in the paramedicõs pocket. ôWhatõs your 
home number, sir?õ He detailed it for me. ôIõll call your wife, sir, let 
her know.õ 
 ôGood of you.õ 
 At the hospital I was told to lay down on a stretcher, soon 
having a torch shone in my eyes, my skull felt, neck felt, spine and 
limbs. X-rays, and great deal of waiting around, revealed two 
broken ribs, so Iõd be getting some time off. A stitch in my scalp, 
cleaned up, a cup of tea offered, and was allowed to finally make a 
call, the Group Captainõs fraught wife soon to be on her way down. 
 I called Mackenzie. ôItõs Wilco, I was in a smash with the Group 
Captain, heõs banged up, so go see Admin quickly.õ 
 ôFucking hell, theyõll crucify you. Was it your fault?õ 



                                                                

 ôNo, donõt worry.õ 
 ôWhat state is the car in?õ 
 ôYou donõt ask about me, but ask about the fucking car?õ 
 ôSorry, what state are you in?õ 
 ôBusted up, in Exeter Hospital, let my CO know.õ 
 ôOK, and ... what state is the car in?õ 
 ôA write off.õ 
 ôShit...õ 
 ôFill in some fucking form, eh. And let them know in the 
armoury.õ 
 They would keep me in overnight because I had hit my head, 
and I sat next to the Group Captain much of the time. He had been 
X-rayed and checked over, a fractured collar bone, bruised 
sternum, broken nose, dislocated knee, his back found to be sore 
but not damaged. 
 His wife arrived at 8pm, having been driven by another RAF 
driver from the pool at Brize Norton. I led the lad downstairs and 
for a cup of tea from a machine, and I gave him the story. 
 ôLucky, damn lucky,õ he reflected. ôYou should be dead. And the 
more miles you do, the more chance of one of these. I was on the 
M4 a month ago, coach tyre blew, smashed my window, I swerved 
and hit the central reservation but managed to control it. Shat 
myself that day.õ 
 ôYou staying the night?õ I puzzled. 
 ôBed and breakfast, claim it back, sheõs in a hotel for a few days.õ 
 ôTheyõre letting me go in the morning.õ 
 ôI could drive you back,õ he offered. 
 ôYou a safe driver?õ I pressed, making him laugh. 
 With driver and wife gone I went back in to the Group Captain 
as he lay there, neck brace still on. ôWife OK, sir?õ 
 ôUpset, obviously, near miss. What happened to my briefcase?õ 
 ôPolice took it. I said it had classified documents.õ 
 ôHave to try and get that back.õ 
 ôI told them to take it to St. Mawgan, so Iõll call them tomorrow 
for you.õ 
 ôThanks, Wilco. And your first aid came in handy back there, I 
felt like I was in good hands. If there is anything I can do for you 
when I get back you let me know.õ 



                                                                

 ôGood to know, sir, I find trouble easy enough.õ 
 Once more I went to sleep staring at the ceiling of a hospital 
ward, an old man moaning down the ward, lights from the street 
creating triangles across the wardõs ceiling, a pattern overlapping 
shades and angles. 
 Checked over at 9am I was signed off, but I knew I would have 
to report the base MO at Brize Norton. I said goodbye to the 
Group Captain just as his wife arrived back, and I found my driver 
sat waiting. We were soon on the M5 heading north, and chatting 
about all sorts. 
 He knew about the marathons from the lads in Transport, but 
now got the full story over three hours. He had started in Admin 
but hated it, and so moved over to a dull existence in Transport, 
but was teaching himself engines, soon to leave and get a job in a 
garage. 
 At Brize Norton he dropped me at the MO, and I lugged my 
kit.  
 The clerk for the doctor looked up. ôBeen fighting?õ 
 ôNo, Fuckwit, and if you make an accusation like that again 
youõll meet my legal counsel.õ 
 ôOK, OK, keep ya panties on. Name?õ 
 ôGunner Michael Milton, RAF Regiment Detachment. I had a 
car crash in Devon on driving duties. Night in hospital, they 
signed me off.õ 
 ôOK, take a seat.õ 
 I waited half an hour, finally led in to a grey-haired doctor with 
a male nurse. 
 He looked at is sheet. ôYou are ... Gunner Milton.õ He looked up. 
ôMilton, decorated in Kenya..?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôIõve stepped down from overseas duty, retired technically, but I 
was with them for many years. So, you were in a car crash.õ 
 Jumper off, shirt off, and he could see the wounds straight 
away. ôWhat are those?õ 
 ôBullet holes, sir.õ 
 ôWounded in Kenya?õ 
 ôLondon Marathon.õ 
 ôThat was you?õ 



                                                                

 ôYes, sir,õ I said with a sigh. 
 ôThought you were from Catterick?õ he asked as he tested my 
ribs. 
 ôI was, sir, now here.õ I winced and recoiled. ôYes, sir, broken.õ 
 ôWell you have six weeks of light duties, a week off, not least 
because you look like youõve been hit by a truck. Iõll send a note to 
your CO here. Anyone hurt with you?õ 
 ôGroup Captain Black.õ 
 He shocked upright. ôI know him well. How is he?õ 
 ôNot great, sir, but heõll make it. Exeter Hospital.õ 
 ôIõll have to call.õ 
 ôHis wife is down with him, sir.õ 
 Medical done, I lugged my bag to my room and dumped it 
down. Coming out the building, the big lump I had hit stopped in 
my path. 
 ôShould see the other three guys,õ I told him as I walked past, 
leaving him staring. 
 At the Detachment they all stopped, questions fired. I knocked 
on the COõs door and entered when told to. 
 ôBloody hell...õ 
 ôIõd salute, sir, if I had some arms that actually worked.õ 
 ôWhat the hell happened to you?õ 
 ôCar crash, not my fault, Group Captain busted up.õ 
 ôA Group Captain was hurt?õ He stood. ôWhose fault was the 
accident?õ 
 ôNot mine, sir, lorry had a blowout, swerved into my lane, I 
took avoiding action. And the lorry killed the people in the car 
behind me. I ended up in a field.õ 
 He blew out. ôLucky. But theyõll be lots of paperwork.õ 
 ôIõm signed-off by the MO for six weeks, sir.õ 
 ôIõll let people know.õ 
 ôIõll wander over now, sir, armoury and Transport.õ 
 ôOK, well ... take it easy, and weõll see you when you look 
human again I guess.õ 
 I wandered to the armoury, and they were mortified at my 
state, the kettle knocked on, the story recanted over an hour. They 
did not want me driving any more, but with them, all secure 
behind thick walls and locked doors. 



                                                                

 Next stop was Transport, their officer mortified that the Group 
Captain had been hurt, lots of questions about blame, but he was 
finally satisfied. Just the small matter of a car written off and a shit 
load of forms to fill in. I sat and had a tea with the gang, the story 
recanted yet again. 
 I got lift to the mess with the gang, attracting odd looks, and 
they dropped me off at my room after we had eaten, my bed 
reclaimed. I had Lucozade and chocolates, tins of meat, water, and 
so would have to just sit and read for a few weeks. 
 That evening I rang Sue from a payphone. ôHi there,õ she keenly 
offered. 
 ôListen, I was in a car smash, a bit busted up, but I can see you if 
I just sit down.õ 
 ôIõll drive to you.õ 
 ôYou canõt come on the base, but you could meet me at the gate. 
Get a map and have a look.õ 
 ôWe used to live near there, Iõve seen the signs for it.õ 
 ôSaturday night then.õ 
 ô7pm, allowing for girly navigation. And I donõt drive fast.õ 
 ôSo 8pm then.õ 
 ôProbably.õ  
 
The next day, and quote bored, I headed to the seldom-bothered 
Education Officer. There was no long queue of servicemen 
wanting to study something. 
 He stopped dead as I entered. ôWhat the hell happened to you?õ 
 ôCar crash, sir, which I why am here.õ 
 ôInsurance claims are next door,õ he quipped. 
 ôGood one, sir. Anyway, I have some time off to heal, so I 
figured Iõd get some studying in. At Catterick I was learning 
Russian and Arabic.õ 
 In Russian he asked, ôHow far did you studies go?õ 
 In Russian I replied, ôYour mother is a fucking whore.õ And 
waited. 
 In English he noted, ôReasonable pronunciation, correct syntax, 
so thereõs hope for you, just leave my mother out of it. Be good to 
blow the dust off the kit, it doesnõt get much use.õ 
 ôI know how to use the machine with the key cards, sir.õ 



                                                                

 ôFine. How many hours a week did you wish to commit to it?õ 
 ôAbout eighty, sir.õ 
 He cocked an eyebrow. ôYou know ... if you passed an exam it 
would make me look good.õ 
 ôóOó Level Russian and Arabic then.õ 
 ôReally. Excellent. And who and what are you?õ 
 ôGunner Milton, RAF Regiment.õ 
 ôNever had one of yours set foot in here before, busted up, bored 
or otherwise.õ 
 After a cup of tea and chat I started on the tapes. The machine 
would show me the word in English, then in Russian, sounding it 
out into my headphones. I would repeat it, my words being 
recorded then played back to me after the correct pronunciation. If 
you hit a button it would repeat that word, over and over. 
 After lunch in the canteen, attracting many looks, I was given a 
test to see what level my Russian was at. 
 ôYou have many of the words in your head, syntax all wrong, 
but the basic vocabulary is quite wide, pronunciation is not bad.õ I 
showed him my diminishing list technique. ôYouõre a smart young 
man, so why not an officer.õ 
 ôFigured I would work for a living, sir.õ He waited, so I gave 
him the short version. 
 ôA waste of your abilities, driving and working in the armoury. 
Still, a few years down the road you could revisit the Commission 
Board, they may not shoot you on sight.õ 
  
Each day followed the same pattern, but I was not bored, I was 
keen to learn, and I had a nice lady officer to teach me Russian, a 
man to teach me Arabic for my planned exams, and they treated 
me more like a friend that a lowly Gunner. 
 I was eating well, putting on some weight, but not running or 
exercising, my ribs still  an issue if I attempted anything that 
involved moving my body. Fortunately, I tended not to thrash 
about in bed, so I got a good nightõs kip. 
 Saturday, Sue picked me, lots of sympathy over a nice meal, a 
hand job in the car before she dropped me off back at the gate. 
 



                                                                

At the end of the second week I was summoned to Admin, quite a 
crowd there, Group Captain Black in a wheelchair, his wife to one 
side, two teenage girls with them ð presumably their kids. The 
Station Commander was also present. 
 I saluted the Station Commander, even though he was also a 
Group Captain. ôSenior officer present.õ 
 He stepped forwards, an A4 letter in a glass frame handed over, 
a photographer moving in, and I was embarrassed as hell. ôYou 
saved the Group Captainõs life that day, as a result of which you 
now have a commendation on your file. Well done.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ I held the glass frame as the photographer did 
his bit, many applauding. 
 The Group Captain was pushed forwards. ôIõm alive thanks to 
some lightening reflexes, and some expert first aid.õ 
 ôYou getting better, sir?õ 
 ôYes, but the tendons attached to my spine were torn, so 
damned painful for a long time yet. And you ... you never told me 
about the London Marathon.õ 
 ôNot something I like to talk about, sir.õ 
 ôRubbish, youõre a sporting hero, be proud of what you 
achieved.õ 
 His wife thanked me, many people talking at once. 
 The Group Captain finally said, ôI was short time anyway, so 
theyõve sent me packing, indefinite leave, so you wonõt be driving 
me around anymore.õ 
 ôSlow road to recovery for us both, sir.õ 
 ôYou mending?õ 
 ôRibs were broken, and they take a while to stop hurting.õ 
 ôDamn right, I need pain killers to sleep.õ 
 Ten minutes later and the stern-featured Station Commander 
wanted a word, a private word, so I was worried. He led me to his 
office, another senior officer with him. 
 ôYouõve been here a while, but only now I find out just who you 
are; they didnõt bother to tell me. And Iõve been getting the story 
from various sources, so why donõt you tell me your side.õ 
 ôWhy, sir, Iõll probably buy myself out soon.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou gave the Group Captain expert first aid, saved his spine 
probably, so I donõt think youõre ready to give up on us just yet.õ 
He waited. 
 ôWhat happened will never go away, sir.õ 
 ôWere you at fault at any point?õ 
 ôNo, sir.õ 
 ôAnd the paralysed man?õ 
 ôHe had a grudge born out of jealousy, and I woke to find him 
pissing on my face. I shoved him away, he fell, neck done in. I then 
put him in the recovery position, stopped my roommates from 
killing the man, and ran for an ambulance.õ 
 ôHonourable conduct.õ 
 ôBut then I got shat on by the Air Force,õ I said with some 
attitude. 
 They exchanged looks. 
 ôYou were cleared, but the mood was spoilt by a young officer 
going too far and incarcerating you, and then you were sent here 
in a holding pattern.õ 
 I waited. 
 ôIs there ... anything the RAF can do to keep you in?õ 
 ôNot sure, sir, maybe in time Iõll forget about it. But a US 
Marines captain gave me some good advice recently. He said to 
chip away at the system a day at a time, so I will, and I studied 
military law.õ 
 ôFine by me,õ he loudly stated. ôYou see someone here breaking 
military law I want to know, not for it to be swept under the damn 
rug, and I want no bullying on my base. You chip away with my 
blessing, and maybe something like this wonõt happen again.õ 
 The second officer began, ôYouõre supposed to be on leave...õ 
 ôIõd be bored, sir, so Iõm doing an òOó Level in Russian and one 
in Arabic.õ 
 They exchanged looks. 
 ôStick at a while longer, Milton, at least till you get those exams 
passed; Education Officer is always whinging at how few attempt 
written exams here.õ 
 ôThere is one favour, sir.õ 
 He squinted. ôWhatõs that?õ 



                                                                

 ôNot normal for a Gunner like me to do the further medical 
courses at Lyneham, no real need for such a qualification ð weõre 
supposed to shoot people.õ 
 ôAs you demonstrated recently, good first aid skills are handy, 
so Iõll write to the aero-meds.õ 
 ôThey already know me well, sir.õ 
 ôSo that course would keep you around longer then...õ 
 ôBy almost a year probably, sir.õ 
 ôExcellent, time to think.õ 
 Back in the Education Wing I showed them my letter and 
explained the story, soon on Arabic contractions, which were 
damn hard. 
 Later in the week a Russian appeared in civvy clothes, the man 
from some shadowy government agency. We started simple and 
he corrected my pronunciation as we went, and he explained the 
contractions. He also gave me a few swear words and insults, as 
well a hand gestures. 
 I practised them on the Education Officer over a cup of tea. 
 ôMaking good progress, yes. But talk like that to a Russian face 
to face and itõll be a fight to the death.õ 
 I began, ôIn Germany, Wildenrath, I was on guard duty one 
day, just helping out, and this sergeant came in a bit drunk, and I 
told him in German: halt or Iõll shit you!õ 
 They laughed. 
 ôSimilar words,õ the Education Officer agreed. 
 The Education Officer said, ôDid you know ... that Clatterfart is 
a blabbermouth of the Middle Ages, and that Fanny-Blower 
worked on early glass bulbs, and that a Fuksheet is part of a 
mainsail. In boarding school we use to try and use these words 
just to upset our teachers.õ 
 I put in, ôDid you know that Niggardly is nothing to do with 
blacks, and means to be tight with money.õ 
 ôI had heard it, yes,õ the Education Officer mentioned. ôBut I 
wonõt be using it in everyday speech.õ 
 I took my guest to the pub for lunch, and he admitted to 
making random calls to Communist Generals and Politicians just 
to wind them up. He once had a Russian tank brigade halt because 



                                                                

he reported a great whore-house nearby over the radio. The 
brigade commander was sent to Siberia. 
 I smiled widely. ôBit of cunt, really, arenõt you, sir.õ 
 ôIt was the plan, back in the sixties and seventies, to confuse the 
enemy. We had transmitters on the border so it would sound like 
genuine orders, and we got good at mimicking accents. I once 
mimicked a colonel chatting to his wife on a priority radio channel, 
got him arrested.õ 
 I laughed before sipping my beer. ôSounds like fun.õ 
 By the end of the day I had made good progress on a key group 
of words and phrases, and my new friend would be back next 
week. He was bored, he admitted. 
 I was also bored, in the evenings, but read my books and the 
time passed quickly.  
 The next day they had a surprise for me, my òAó Level History 
certificate had come through after quite a journey to several bases. 
I passed with a òBó grade. They had a small cake, a candle, and 
took the piss something terrible. I then had to explain to the lady 
officer my time in the Glass House over tea and birthday cake. 
  
The following Saturday I felt much better, and met Sue lunchtime. 
The weather was good, so we drove to Oxford and went punting, 
Sue having to stop me hitting a few idiots on the water. We found 
a pub on a river, and sat on the grass chatting for a few hours, 
bread thrown at the ducks. 
 ôAre you trying to hit them on the head?õ she asked at one 
point. 
 ôOh, no, just that they put their heads in the way.õ 
 She slapped my arm. When she threw she hit a small duck on 
the head and it flapped away. ôChrist, you donõt think itõs injured, 
do you?õ 
 ôNo, be fine, and go nice with some cranberry sauce.õ 
 Seeing a sign for Bed and Breakfast I suggested we get a room, 
and after a minute she reluctantly agreed. In the room we realised 
we had no spare clothes, so I said we would wash our underwear 
and dry it overnight. But first we should have a shower. 
 I was not thinking straight. Clothes off, she gasped at my scars, 
and I had to explain the marathon. Up to now I had not mentioned 



                                                                

it. Sex was off the cards for now, I had to explain it all at length, 
an hour used up as we lay naked under the sheets. 
 ôNot your fault,õ she finally agreed, her head on my chest. Her 
hand went down to my cock, and that was the starting gun for a 
monster one-hour session in and out of the shower, complimentary 
water bottle opened and gulped. 
 Lying down afterwards, I started to struggle to breathe, and 
coughed. I wondered about my ribs, Sue worried, and I opened a 
window and tried to breathe, almost collapsing. 
 The landlord appeared below, collecting glasses from the 
benches.  
 ôHey, idiot! Whatõs in the pillows in my room!õ 
 ôDuck down.õ 
 ôMight ... need ... a fucking ... ambulance.õ 
 He panicked, and called an ambulance, so I got my trousers on, 
Sue worried for me as we waited.  
 The paramedic gave me oxygen. ôCommon it is, duck down in 
country cottages, and most Brits are allergic to it. Should be 
banned.õ 
 The pillows were swapped for foam, the landlord apologised, 
and Sue and I headed back to the room. 
 ôI had duck pillows as a kid,õ she noted. ôUsed to them.õ 
 ôWell I learnt one thing,õ I began, still rasping. ôIf Iõm planning 
on having sex with you ... bring oxygen.õ 
 She giggled as I threw her onto the bed. 
 Returning to base late on Sunday I felt good, I felt relaxed and 
happy, and what I needed was more time away, not to be cooped-
up here so much. 
 Returning to the Education Centre on Monday after a quick ð 
and painful ð run, I settled down to some work, and I was adding 
thirty words a day, a good tally, but also working on the Cyrillic 
letters, getting better slowly. 
 Arabic writing was an issue, right to left on the page, and I was 
starting to draw the symbols for yes and no, man and woman, the 
basics of the alphabet practised over and over. To pass the exam I 
would need to write the answers down in Arabic. 
 I also learnt that there were many variations of Arabic, as there 
were many English accents. From Morocco to Syria they spoke 



                                                                

different dialects, the core language the same. I had bought books 
from a shop in Oxford, and so the history of Russia and the wider 
history of the Middle East was also a study topic, my bookshelf 
growing. 
 My runs were getting longer, and getting less painful as the 
weeks went by, and the hot summer on the base was quite 
enjoyable. I was away from the Regiment NCOs, I liked the 
Educational staff, and I ate and drank with my buddies from the 
armoury and from Transport. 
 But the shit was only ever a step away. After a hard dayõs study 
followed by a hard nightõs reading, I woke to find someone trying 
to kick my door in. Jumping up, I opened the door in a daze, the 
door kicked, my face hit. Stunned, I shook it off as a dark figure 
entered my room. I punched. I punched with all my might, a jaw 
hit, my hand hurt. 
 The dark outline fell back, and fell still. Lights on, my face was 
hurting, my hand throbbing. Whoever he was, I did not recognise 
him as I looked. He was unconscious but breathing, so I put him in 
the recovery position, soon banging on the door of a lad that 
seemed pleasant in passing. He appeared in his pants, bleary eyed. 
 ôSome guy just tried to kick my door in, I hit him. Watch him 
while I go for help.õ 
 ôUh ... oh, OK.õ 
 I got dressed quickly, checked the body, and ran down the 
stairs and to the guardroom, a short sprint. I shouted the block 
number, second floor right, and the internal street name, and for 
an ambulance to come. I ran back. 
 And I waited with the guy from next door, chatting idly, asking 
him not to go back to bed yet. And I waited some more, glancing 
out the window. A full twenty minutes later an MP Land Rover 
pulled up, the two MPs casually getting down and ambling in. 
 I went to the stairs. ôUp here!õ I called down. They plodded up 
in their own good time, sergeant and corporal. 
 ôYouõre Wilco,õ the corporal noted. 
 ôWhereõs the ambulance?õ I asked. 
 ôWhat ambulance?õ 
 ôI reported and unconscious man! Twenty minutes ago.õ 
 They glanced at him. ôWe investigate and assess first -õ 



                                                                

 ôNo you donõt, you stupid cunt, you get an ambulance before a 
man dies!õ 
 I got an angry pointed finger from the big sergeant. ôYouõre 
now on a charge, so button it before itõs a court martial!õ 
 ôA charge?õ I shook my head. ôIõll get the ambulance myself!õ I 
went to push past, but they grabbed me, arm behind my back, my 
ribs protesting that move. ôWhat the fuck are you doing?õ 
 ôDetaining you!õ 
 I shouted at the lad from next door. ôGet an ambulance for that 
guy before he dies!õ doors opening, people coming out to see what 
was up. ôSomeone go for an ambulance!õ 
 ôYou stay there!õ they shouted at him. 
 I hissed, ôIf he dies you get charged with culpable manslaughter 
for refusing to get an ambulance. You should know that!õ 
 ôYouõre coming with us.õ And they marched me bent double 
down the stairs. 
 Outside, another Land Rover had pulled up, an MP officer 
stepping down, a young Pilot Officer. ôWhatõs going on here, 
Sergeant?õ he calmly enquired. 
 ôSir,õ I shouted. ôWounded man inside, get a fucking ambulance 
before your fucking career is ended, they refuse to get an 
ambulance!õ 
 ôIõll get a medic,õ he said as I struggled. 
 ôI am a fucking medic! Get an ambulance, you useless fuck!õ And 
I kicked him in the shins as best as I could, being shoved face 
down. ôGet a fucking ambulance before he dies!õ 
  
After a night in a cell, this time under lawful arrest and offered 
counsel, I was stood in front of the station commander with the 
MP officer, sergeant and corporal, the MPõs CO present with 
several other officers ð the man looking harassed. 
 The station commander began, ôSo let me get this straight. 
Gunner Milton shouts at the duty corporal to get an ambulance. 
He doesnõt call an ambulance, he calls you and reports and 
disturbance instead, delaying an ambulance that might have made 
the difference between life and death. 
 ôThen you two -õ He pointed at the NCOs. ô- drive slowly 
around and find an unconscious man, Gunner Milton asking about 



                                                                

an ambulance, which you had failed to call. Milton then screams at 
you to get an ambulance ð in front of witnesses ð and you grab 
him and bundle him out. 
 ôYou -õ He pointed at the Pilot Officer. ô- then arrive, and 
Milton  screams at you to get an ambulance, which you fail to call, 
and by this time Milton is frantic, and he kicks out at you, 
desperately shouting at you to get an ambulance, which you fail to 
do for another thirty minutes ð and by that time someone else had 
called for an ambulance on a pay phone before you. 
 ôDuring that delay a man might have died. So, the three of you 
will face formal charges of gross misconduct, and youõll be kicked 
off my base afterwards. You NCOs will lose your rank till after the 
hearing.õ 
 He roared, red in the face, ôIf someone tells you to get a fucking 
ambulance, you get an ambulance! Youõre NCOs, police, and you 
should actually give a fuck about a man dying right in front of you! 
You didnõt even offer the injured man first aid! You didnõt even 
check if he was alive or dead at the scene! 
 ôYou had a medic screaming at you to get an ambulance, so 
what the fuck were you three screw-ups thinking! Youõre finished 
here!õ He jabbed a finger at the young officer. Quietly, he said, 
ôYouõll be fucking Pilot Officer for the rest of your career!õ 
 He turned his head. ôI want the duty corporal in the guardroom 
charged as well, rank removed.õ Turning back, he said, ôYou three, 
get out of my sight.õ 
 They marched out after saluting, the station commander trying 
to control his anger. He faced me as I stood to attention. ôAre you 
banged up even more now?õ 
 ôDoor hit me in the face, sir, then the MPs slammed me down.õ 
 ôAnd exactly what happened?õ 
 ôI woke to loud banging, opened my door as it was kicked in, hit 
and knocked back, a man charging in. I hit him, he fell out the 
door, unconscious, but already stinking of booze.õ 
 An officer cut in, ôHeõs an SAC from Lossiemouth down on a 
course, seen to be very drunk last night, got the wrong block, heõs 
billeted next door, sir.õ 
 ôSo he lost his key and wanted to kick in the wrong door. How 
is he?õ 



                                                                

 ôBroken jaw, concussion, sir.õ 
 The station commander turned back to me. ôOf all the rooms on 
the base ... he had to pick yours.õ He sighed loudly and threw his 
hands in the air. ôWitnesses confirmed the story, and that you 
placed him in the recovery position as a medic might ð after 
flooring someone, and your desperate attempts to get help for that 
man were admirable given that he was kicking in your door. Did 
you assault the officer?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôWhy?õ 
 ôWanted to wake him up as to the seriousness of the situation; 
unconscious drunks often drown on their vomit, especially after 
being punched. I knew the man could die quickly, and the officer 
was ... not very interested in that fact.õ 
 ôAnd the NCOs?õ 
 ôI swore at them, and resisted their orders, sir.õ 
 ôBut did so out of desperation to save a life so ... we canõt be mad 
at you for that.õ He sighed again. ôGo see the MO.õ 
 I saluted and headed out. 
 ôChrist, what now?õ the MO said when he saw me, so I gave him 
the story. ôMany a drunk serviceman has drowned on his vomit, 
yes. And the MPs should have checked the man, they know that, 
one man left with him to monitor vitals. Iõll shout a little, they 
should all know that.õ 
 After a check over I was released, still on light duties, and I  
popped into the Education Wing.  
 ôWhat you done now?õ they asked. Loudly. So over a cup of tea 
they got the short version. I promised to return soon, and headed 
for my own CO. 
 ôOh, for fuckõs sake,õ he said, throwing his hands in the air, my 
face a mess, a massive black eye. I sat and gave him the story. 
ôTheyõre not charging you?õ 
 ôThey have other things to worry about, sir. Three to be court 
martialled. Four with the duty corporal.õ 
 ôYouõll be popular. And this attacker..?õ  
 ôDrunk, wrong room.õ 
 ôA lesson learnt for him, a very painful one. Where you been 
hiding out anyhow? People say that they see you on base.õ 



                                                                

 ôBeen studying hard at the Education Centre, sir, Russian and 
Arabic.õ 
 ôBetter than sitting around I suppose.õ He shook his head. ôSo I 
can expect a shit load of paperwork for this.õ 
 ôStart with my door, sir. Please.õ 
 Walking back to my room, the big lump I had hit that first 
week was on a converging course. He glanced at my black eye. 
 ôShould see the other guy,õ I quipped. 
 ôYou broke his jaw and knocked him out, ambulance called, and 
the MPs.õ 
 ôHe got the wrong room, kicked my door in drunk.õ 
 ôPainful lesson then.õ 
 ôWhat trade are you?õ  
 He reluctantly got out, ôBuilding maintenance and sheds.õ 
 ôI got a door that needs fixing.õ 
 He shrugged. ôNeed a form or ten filled in...õ 
 ôHow about twenty quid in your pocket?õ 
 He considered that. ôIt can be arranged.õ 
 We approached the block. 
 ôAnd a metal door,õ I quipped. 
 ôGet a metal cabinet, big and heavy, stick your stuff in there. I 
got one in the storeroom, last guy using it left.õ 
 ôHow much, that and the door?õ 
 ôForty quid..?õ he risked. 
 ôDone deal. You have two hours.õ 
 ôWhat!õ 
 ôDeal is good if youõre quick. Iõll be in my room.õ 
 ôFuck. OK, and hour.õ 
 And he was good to his word, four lads struggling up the stairs 
with a metal case, placing it on a bogey and moving to my room. 
And it was solid; my kit would be safe inside from late night 
drunks who got the wrong room. They fixed the bent lock, metal 
sheet around it for added security, and I gave them £50 for a job 
well done. 
 Popping to the NAAFI afterwards I bought two of the largest 
padlocks I could find, and I soon had my important kit in the metal 
case, and now locked. I felt better. In the top corner of the room 



                                                                

was a vent and I hid the keys there, not wanting to lose them 
whilst out jogging.  
 I lay down, my hand sore, and stared at the ceiling for a while, 
wanting a quiet life, and I fell asleep for an hour, the sun beating 
through the window. Seeing the state of my face in the mirror I 
decided to tell Sue that I had a course this weekend. Explaining 
another mishap would be awkward. 
 The next morning I shocked myself when I looked in the 
bathroom mirror, my face black and blue. I ran cold water on a 
towel and dabbed my face, hoping to somehow become less 
conspicuous, a forlorn hope. 
 The lad from next door appeared as I left the bathroom.  
 ôSorry about waking you last night,õ I told him. 
 ôThat guy kicking in your door woke me. Who was he?õ 
 ôSAC down on a course, in the block next door, got the wrong 
block and room.õ 
 ôThey all look alike, these blocks,õ he noted. ôYou being busted 
now?õ 
 ôNo, the station commander bollocked them for not calling an 
ambulance or checking the body.õ 
 ôWas a bit odd, leaving the drunk like that.õ 
 ôThe two MPõs have been busted down in rank, facing a court 
martial.õ 
 ôYouõll be popular,õ he said as he entered his room. 
 I headed to the MO at 8.30am, just as he arrived, and nagged 
for some ice. He also had some cream that would help. His nurse 
then kindly assisted with some make-up, and now I looked like a 
drag act up close. 
 Sunglasses on, I headed to breakfast, attracting some looks, not 
least because I kept my sunglasses on.  
 In the Education Centre they stopped dead. ôYou got make-up 
on?õ they puzzled. 
 ôNurse helped me out.õ 
 ôNot quite your shade,õ the lady officer joked. ôIõll bring some in. 
Want some eye liner as well?õ 
 I gave her a pointed finger as they laughed, and I headed to the 
machines, and it was good to just have a mundane day. Over the 
weekend I studied in my room, eating in my room to save 



                                                                

awkward questions, snacks and tins of meat. I now had a kettle, a 
mug and teabags sat on the metal cabinet, so I was comfy. 
 Bumping into my reluctant and cautious new friend from 
Building Maintenance I asked about a toaster, and he had one, 
Ã10 handed over when it arrived. I cleaned it out, a yearõs worth 
of crumbs in the base, and bought bread and butter from the 
NAAFI, plus jam. I had no fridge, so shelf-life was a factor. 
 On the Sunday morning I had tea and toast in my room, not 
bothering with the canteen, and I made myself a tea every few 
hours whilst I was studying. 
 I called Sue that afternoon from the armoury and said that I had 
just got back early, but had not slept and was feeling rough. We 
arranged to meet the following Friday. 
 The days ticked by, the bruising going down, but I had become 
a study recluse, making use only of the Education Centre - and the 
kettle and toaster in my room; I was hardly seen anywhere else. I 
saw Sue on the weekends, and when I felt better I joined the gang 
in the local village pub for a Thursday night quiz, which I did well 
at. 
 
By time my six weeks was up I was back to running each morning, 
and I had sat two exams, sent off for marking. I reported back to 
my CO, who simply sent me to Transport. When they didnõt need 
me I helped out in the armoury, and my CO would not have 
known if I was dead or alive. 
 Sue got a stomach bug, followed by an infection, a Urinary 
Tract Infection, but a test revealed that she had cancer. I was 
devastated, but stunned when she stopped seeing me. I had been 
prepared to look after her, to visit her in hospital, but she wanted 
none of that, her father explaining that she wanted no outside 
contact and that they would take a family holiday. 
 The episode left me shocked, and I felt like a cunt for leaving 
her alone, but what else could I do. 
 
The following week I got a note to see my CO, and when I 
reported he had a form for me. 
 ôItõs a medical course, quite lengthy, but the station commander 
has written his signature where I would have put mine ð or not, as 



                                                                

the case may be, so heõs kind of made my mind up for me,õ the CO 
unhappily reported. 
 ôI told him that first aid was helpful after that car crash, so I 
guess he took it literally, sir,õ I lied. 
 ôWell, nothing I do can except get put against a wall and shot, 
so ... youõre on the course next week.õ 
 ôIõm sure Iõll be missed around here, sir.õ 
 He shot me a look as I hid my grin, and handed me the form. 
 A week later I had one of the Transport lads drive me and my 
kit down to Lyneham, where I would be based for three months. 
And what my CO didnõt know was that parts of the course would 
be held overseas, or on rough training areas around the UK, like 
the Scottish Highlands; there was an element of rescue skills to it. 
 I greeted officers and doctors like old friends, and it was all 
quite informal, just a shit load of study. We started with moving a 
patient in a variety of scenarios, from improvised stretchers to 
body-boards, to helicopter basket stretchers, IV drips in patient 
arms, vitals tested and recorded. 
 As a team, we were on the ground as Paras landed on exercise, 
those stretcher skills used when ankles were broken or backs were 
strained, a day out of the base now and then. 
 During the third week we studied hyperthermia and remote-
area patient care, a flight up to Scotland in a Chinook, soon down 
and camping in the trees, cooking rations. We practised on each 
other, but also got a call out, a hill walker with a broken leg. We 
found the group on a nearby hillside just as the weather closed in, 
so we had to stay put for the night, the man given morphine, his 
vitals monitored all night long. 
 The dawn offered thick fog, but I assured everyone of my map 
reading skills, and led the group down and to a track, the track 
followed a mile ð an ambulance waiting with Mountain Rescue 
teams about to set off looking for us. 
 A week later, and I was excited to be on Tristar and heading for 
Belize, a few sexy nurses along, one starting to warm to me, but 
she was a few years older. Settled into a small camp away from the 
main British base, we attended daily lectures of jungle hygiene, 
infections and treatments, regular trips into the main base to visit 



                                                                

enlisted men with interesting conditions, or up to the training 
grounds to act as medics on standby. 
 One week of my time was spent on the helicopters, part of the 
rescue team, all great fun, one broken ankle dealt with, and several 
nasty bites from all manner of creatures. And I was getting used to 
being covered in sweat day and night. 
 The nurse I liked got drunk one night, and we had great sex, 
sweaty sex, but the next day she blanked me totally, a bit of a 
disappointment. 
 For the last week I was required to give hygiene lectures to 
young soldiers, two-hour lessons. I found that I enjoyed teaching. 
 On the flight back I was reflective, because I loved all this, and I 
had a new respect for myself. Somewhere, somehow, I would find 
the right career and the right place, I just needed to figure out 
what I wanted to do, and to get the pieces of the jigsaw together. 
 The next month was spent on nursing work, long term patient 
care, and by long term they meant more than a day. I learnt what 
to look out for in a progressive condition, I was even taught how 
to categorise stool samples and to test urine, and I  know knew all 
the various types of IV drips inside out, and how to add painkillers 
or antibiotics to them. 
 Arriving back at Brize Norton on a rainy Saturday, I claimed a 
cold empty room, and stood staring out the window for an hour, or 
maybe three. 
 
The following Monday saw me back on the Transport rota, a 
Group Captain to pick up; Loughton. He was a friendly man, 
talkative, and we got on well, his job that of military logistics, 
much time spent in London. I studied the maps, and found my way 
to the MOD building easily enough, getting into a routine of 
sitting and reading much of the day, the other drivers always 
curling a lip at my choice of book ð I was not reading paperback 
spy novels. 
 I could be found reading about pre-industrial politics in South 
America, Roosevelt, or studying my large book of quiz answers. 
Since I took part in a Thursday night quiz often, and I liked 
general knowledge, I had spotted the book in a store ð òOne 



                                                                

millions quiz answersó. Did they think anyone would actually read 
it? 
 Well here I was, crossing out those questions and answers I 
already knew and studying the remainder. All the worldõs capitals, 
and which river ran through them. The average population of each 
country. GDP in order of size. Who won the Eurovision song 
contest, 1968 onwards. What are the symbols for which chemical 
 Sometimes Mister Loughton would test me as we drove, and it 
helped to pass the time. I was running when I could, and writing 
down my times and distances on my QMAR sheets. I was also 
working on my theory of least effort to maintain optimum fitness, 
since I could not run every day.  
 So far I was leaning towards four runs a week in a block or runs 
every other day. When I could run four days in a block they would 
be uniform distances and times for three days, the fourth day being 
longer and faster ð to work on capacity. I started to create graphs 
and moving averages to test my fitness. 
 
Two weeks into the new assignment, and we were stuck in 
London traffic, not far from the MOD building. A shout from my 
passenger, and a woman slammed into our car, seemingly thrown 
by a man. As we observed, my seatbelt coming off, he punched her 
then stabbed her. 
 I was out the car quickly, around the bonnet, a flying kick 
sending the assailant backwards, a heavy impact with the 
pavement felt. I ran to him, and as he lifted his head I punched 
down, the man knocked cold. After putting him in the recovery 
position, I ran back and grabbed my first aid kit from the boot as 
the Group Captain now exited the car. 
 The woman, looking like a druggy, was bleeding badly, and she 
had a collapsed lung, now gasping for breath. I lifted her t-shirt, 
finding a scar on her ribs; she had undergone some sort of 
procedure on her left lung, the one not stabbed. I had a 
stethoscope, and so listened to the left lung for a minute as she 
rasped. 
 ôFuck, sheõs only got one lung, and thatõs where she was 
stabbed,õ I told the Group Captain as he hovered, bystanders 
gathering. 



                                                                

 A police woman ran in. 
 ôHeõs a medic,õ the Group Captain assured the police woman. 
 There was nothing for it, and knelt on the side of the road I 
taped the wound closed and got a drain in above rib three, a tube 
attached, and I sucked ð time was against me. With frothy blood 
rising up the tube I stopped before I tasted any, the tap turned off, 
the tube detached and discarded, my patient breathing better 
immediately. 
 Telling the police woman to fuck off ð firmly ð I pressed down 
on my patientõs chest in rhythm with her natural breathing, the 
tap opened and closed, frothy blood issued and pooling on the road 
over ten minutes, before the ambulance got there. 
 As the paramedic knelt and opened his bag, I told him, ôShe 
only has one lung, and was stabbed in it, but the wound missed the 
liver.õ 
 He took over.  
 I stood, a glance at a second paramedic dealing with the 
assailant, and I nudged the Group Captain back into the car, and 
off we drove, not bothering to leave our details behind. 
 ôGood work back there,õ the Group Captain offered. 
 ôSimple enough, sir.õ 
 The next day, the Group Captain did not have his happy face 
on. ôYou, Wilco, were the runner shot in the London Marathon.õ 
 ôProbably just someone that looked like me, sir,õ I said as we 
drove off, but over the next hour I had to give him the full story. 
 ôThe system is at fault, shameful the way they treated you. Will 
you ever run again?õ 
 ôUnlikely, sir, my heartõs not in it. I might join the aero-meds.õ 
 ôWell if you did it would not be a waste of your talents, maybe a 
commission with them at some point. And if anyone gives you any 
shit you let me know.õ 
 ôThere is one thing you could do to help, sir.õ 
 ôWhatõs that?õ 
 ôIf Iõm driving senior offices around, I should probably do the 
Close Protection Course.õ 
 ôI thought it was just for the police?õ 
 ôIt is, sir, normally ð hence the favour.õ 
  ôIõll look into it, I know the Red Cap colonel.õ 



                                                                

 ôThank you, sir.õ 
 That Friday, after I drove him home, he insisted that I join him 
and his wife for some food, and he gave her much of the detail of 
my short career thus far. 
 The following week I was off Transport and back to the 
Armoury, and now training in the unofficial base gym in the 
evenings, part of a garage in Transport, the kit supplied by the 
men themselves. I bought a second hand punch bag and donated it 
with some gloves, and would spend time each evening on the bag, 
a little time on the free weights. 
 Chatting to one of the regulars, he mentioned a Kung Fu club 
down in Swindon that he attended, Tuesday and Thursday nights. 
I offered to pay petrol if he drove, so on the Thursday I joined him, 
gym kit with me. Changed, he introduced me to the instructors, 
and I had my first lesson after some warming up ð and had paid 
£3.50. 
 ôImagine someone is in your face, pointing an angry finger at 
you. Try that to me.õ 
 I did so, pinned down and hurting a moment later. 
 Back upright, my elbow hurting, he said, ôAlways good if 
someone offers you their wrist like that. So, grab left wrist with 
right hand, right with left always, bend the knee in the direction 
youõll spin, forearm on the elbow, spin and down and around.õ 
 I tried it several times, getting better, and faster. We tried it 
both ways, dozens of times, and I was happy that I was learning 
something. He gave me gloves, and I hit his mitts. 
 ôYou have a hell of a punch there, fast an all. You fought 
before?õ 
 ôHad some boxing training in the RAF.õ 
 ôKeep your elbow in, and donõt advertise the fact that youõre 
about to punch, try and be sneaky.õ 
 I  adjusted my approach, now picking up street-fighting 
techniques ð which was what I sought. By the end of the session I 
had also picked up the roundhouse kick to the head, and how to 
fool someone into thinking it a kick to the balls. 
 Back at base the next evening I practised my kicks till my legs 
hurt, and used my Kung Fu buddy to practise holds. 



                                                                

 A week later, and the Kung Fu instructors were amazed at my 
kicking, and I was very happy to be learning street fighting 
techniques. One of the instructors had a Saturday workshop so I 
travelled down with a borrowed car, several hours practising new 
techniques.  
 He gave me exercises to repeat when back at base, and I would 
even practise a few in the mornings, often seen in the make-do 
gym throwing around willing - and sometimes unwilling - 
volunteers. 
  
My request for the Close Protection Course finally arrived, my CO 
not a happy bunny. He called me in. 
 ôSir, the Group Captain asked if I had done the course, and 
when I said no he said I should do it ð or not drive senior officers.õ 
 ôWhat! Half the drivers are fucking Admin clerks! And this 
course says itõs for RAF Police only!õ 
 I shrugged. ôGo tell him that, sir.õ 
 He sighed. ôItõs two months away, but I think theyõll send you 
back on day one. Pack your stuff, but I guess itõs a useful course for 
you ð if they let you do it.õ 
 The course would not start for four weeks, so I ventured to the 
Police Depot, getting frosty looks from many as I entered. I found 
the CO, who sighed when he saw me. 
 ôWilco. What now?õ 
 ôWell, sir, the Group Captain I drive around wants me to do the 
Close Protection Course -õ 
 ôYouõre not in the police!õ 
 ôI know, sir, it says so on my ID card. Anyway, the Group 
Captain has pulled a few strings, and Iõm to do the course.õ 
 ôYou are? You havenõt even covered the basics!õ 
 ôIs there a manual I could borrow, sir?õ 
 ôThere is, but why bother, theyõll not let you do the course?õ 
 ôThe other option, sir, is that your men here teach me for a few 
weeks after the Group Captain shouts a bit.õ 
 He glared back, stood, softened, and handed me a thick manual 
from a cabinet. ôDonõt lose it, I know you have it so Iõll want it 
back ð when they turn you away from the course. Or youõll be 
billed for it!õ 



                                                                

 ôThank you, sir.õ I saluted and left, glad to be out of there. 
 In Admin, I asked for the station commander, being told to 
politely fuck off and that he was a busy man.  
 ôHe told me that if I ever had a problem, to come see him. So, 
here I am, and Iõm not leaving, and I could get my legal counsel up 
here to assist my progress in getting to see the Group Captain.õ 
 The Admin sergeant curled a lip, but made a call. I was allowed 
an audience. 
 I entered and saluted, manual under my left arm. 
 ôAh, Wilco. Not in any trouble I hope, because I hear good 
things from Group Captain Loughton.õ 
 ôNo trouble, sir, but Mister Loughton did suggest that I do the 
Close Protection Course, given that I drive senior officers around.õ 
I tapped the manual. ôItõs just for RAF Police, so I think he 
wangled it, but the clever money bets on them just turning me 
away.õ 
 He held up a finger, and made a call as I listened. Off the phone, 
he said, ôHe knows the colonel in charge of the Depot, they were in 
university together, old friends, favour called in. So turn up and 
see what they say.õ 
 ôThank you, sir.õ 
 ôYou donõt mind ... driving jobs?õ 
 ôI prefer the first aid courses, and the exercises, sir. Feels like 
Iõm doing something useful.õ 
 ôLoughton told me about the woman you saved ð after slugging 
her attacker, so itõs hard to see where your skills lie? Knock ôem 
down or patch ôem up?õ 
 ôA bit of both, sir,õ I said with a smile. 
 That evening I studied the manual, and I already knew what 
the course would entail, and its consequences. I had an agenda, a 
hidden one as I studied the manual; threat assessment, assets and 
resources, local assistance and deputising others, planning routes, 
counter-surveillance, pistol work, it was all interesting stuff. I just 
hoped that theyõd let me do the course. 
 I also worried because I would be in with MPs, all seven feet 
tall and built like gorillas. 
  



                                                                

Two weeks later I had my joining instructions and paperwork, kit 
packed, civvies packed, and one of the transport lads stretched the 
rules and put me down as Air Commodore Wilco in the list, sure 
to cause a few smiles. He drove me to Pirbright Barracks, and to 
the MPs basic training camp, paperwork shown ð and puzzled, 
through and to a barrack block. 
 In the block I found a small room and used the key I had been 
issued, kit down, soon heading back to the Admin block, getting 
odd looks from the Red Caps, the òmonkeysó. 
 Inside, I stood at the main desk with my paperwork, a lady 
officer puzzling me and reading the paperwork.  
 ôClose Protection Course?õ she asked. 
 ôYes, Maõam.õ 
 ôRAF Police?õ 
 ôNo, RAF Regiment.õ 
 ôNot had any of them before,õ she noted, but did not kick me out 
the door. ôYou have a room?õ 
 ôYes, Maõam, kit down.õ 
 She handed me a map. ôCanteen times are listed, briefing is 
1600, Block òDó, Room A2.õ 
 ôThank you, Maõam.õ 
 I sat in my room with a tin of meat, some kit taken out, the 
manual read again, and at 1600 I was outside the room in question. 
A few men were sat inside, so I ventured into the lionõs den and 
sat, beret off. 
 ôRAF?õ a big corporal asked me. 
 I nodded. 
 The room filled, thirty men in, one other RAF, an MP corporal, 
who frowned my way ð and they were all corporals, a captain 
finally entering with files. Everyone stood. 
 ôSit please.õ 
 A colonel entered.  
 ôTen shun!õ We all stood. ôSir?õ 
 ôCarry on, ignore me,õ he told the captain He sat at the back. 
 I wondered if it was Group Captain Loughtonõs university 
buddy at the back, and there would not be more than one colonel 
on a camp like this. 



                                                                

 The captain performed a roll call, surnames, and I answered, 
wondering when the shit would start. The captain took in the 
faces. ôThe fact that youõre sat here does not mean youõll complete 
the course, standards are high, we donõt just hand out certificates. 
If you think being here is a chance to get away from the wife and 
get to the fucking pub then youõre mistaken. Come in hung-over 
and Iõll kick your arse off the course. 
 ôAnd close protection means that youõre in close proximity to a 
Government Minister or senior officer, so manners and personal 
hygiene count, not picking your nose or farting in the car, so if we 
donõt think you have the etiquette then you go. If you donõt have 
respect for such VIPs ... then you go. 
 ôPart of Close Protection is being sensitive around VIPs, and 
maybe the guy is on the phone to his wife as well as his mistress. 
Your job is to switch off your ears and never repeat anything you 
hear. So being big and tough is not what this is about, itõs about 
using your grey matter and applying some thought to the job at 
hand ð which is to keep the principal safe.õ 
 He glanced at his sheets. ôOK, we have ... Stenson, second time 
to attend this course, so pull your fucking finger out. Bradley, you 
did well previously - till some cunt ran over your ankle whilst you 
were pretending to be a VIP. Lesson to be learnt ð donõt run over 
the guy youõre there to protect!õ 
 They laughed. 
 ôWe have two RAF police, and ... an RAF Regiment Gunner?õ 
 ôSir,õ I said. 
 ôWhat is an ... RAF Regiment Gunner?õ 
 ôRAF Regiment are soldiers protecting airfields, sir. Not police.õ 
 ôSo ... why are you here?õ 
 I stood. ôIõm a driver for senior RAF officers, sir, who wanted 
me to do the course.õ 
 ôAnd did they think you capable of completing the damn 
course?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 He stepped forwards to get a better look at me. ôYou fit?õ 
 ôFitter than anyone else in the room, sir, by a long way.õ 
 Angered faces turned towards me. 
 ôQuite a bold statement. What makes you think that?õ 



                                                                

 ôYou remember the stupid cunt shot in the London Marathon? 
Well youõre looking at him, sir.õ 
 All faces now focused on me. 
 The captain closed in. ôYou were hit by a protestor the first 
year, and reset your own dislocated shoulder, then tripped, but 
tried to go on till they stopped you. Second year, you were shot, 
got up, and tried to go.  
 ôYou tried to finish a marathon after being shot twice, and Iõve 
been shot, and Iõve seen men shot, and Iõve never before seen 
anyone get back up and try and complete a fucking marathon after 
being shot. So yes ð you are fitter than anyone else here, probably 
with more guts and determination as well. You also spent time at 
the Corrective Facility..?õ 
 ôWrongly convicted, sir, overturned. They said sorry ... then 
put me on shit driving jobs out the way.õ 
 ôYou donõt like driving VIPs?õ 
 ôWhatever I do, sir, Iõll do it 200% just to piss off the RAF.õ 
 He smiled, a glance at the colonel, and returned to his podium. 
ôFirst aid skills?õ 
 ôWay better than anyone in the room, sir.õ He waited. ôFully 
qualified medic, decorated as such in Kenya, field trained.õ 
 ôWeapons?õ 
 ôFull qualified and time served armourer, sir.õ 
 ôYou donõt sit on your arse, do you. Hand to hand?õ 
 ôCompetent, sir, but not the best in the room - yet.õ 
 ôAny languages?õ 
 ôRussian, German and Arabic, sir.õ 
 The colonel at the back stood. ôI think he has a chance to 
complete the course, Captain,õ he said as he left. 
 The captain said, ôSit down. Er ... Wilco. OK, as you leave youõll 
be given notes to study, be back here at 0855, civvy dress, start 
getting used to civvy dress because most close protection will be 
out of uniform.õ 
 Everyone stood, the captain walking out, and we all headed 
back to the canteen. Food grabbed, I put my tray down, two of the 
MPs joining me. 
 ôSaw you run that day,õ the first began. ôIõm good at distance, 
but I never got the speed to try a marathon, Iõd take four hours.õ 



                                                                

 ôI can teach you how to get capacity up,õ I offered. ôYou teach 
me what gaps I have to fill in here.õ 
 ôFair enough. You can help me on first aid as well.õ 
 The second guy said, ôHow come you did all those specialities?õ 
 ôNever liked just sitting around, and few others wanted to do 
the courses. Armourersõ course is not uncommon in the RAF 
Regiment, they need armourers, first aid is optional but available. I 
wangled extra medic courses, but you wonõt see any others like 
me.õ 
 I had two new friends, Frost and Calder, and I taught them my 
marathon training techniques over a cup of tea. 
 In the morning, two sergeants stepped in with the captain, but 
the sergeants were in civvies like the rest of us. The captain began, 
ôToday is a required first aid refresher, but maybe we can go one 
better. Wilco, do you think you could add some expertise to basic 
first aid.õ 
 I stood. ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôUp front.õ The captain and a sergeant left us, one sergeant sat 
and observing. 
 I took the podium. ôSince this is close protection, and it involves 
people getting shot, letõs start with gunshot trauma.õ I pulled a 
white board closer. ôI need a volunteer who doesnõt mind getting 
his shirt off ð and has washed this morning.õ 
 They laughed. 
 The sergeant stood. He pointed at a man. ôYou. Get on with it.õ 
 The man in question stripped off his shirt, and I grabbed a red 
pen. ôSorry, but it will wash off. Eventually.õ 
 They laughed. 
 ôOK, letõs imagine our guinea pig here is hit with a 9mm, and I 
have two scars, so I know what it feels like. There is no pain, it 
feels like a punch. After a few seconds it burns, then feels numb, an 
unpleasant numbness. Is it a screaming agony pain? No, not all. 
 ôBut, on the TV youõll see old cowboy movies where they say 
Iõll gut shoot you, as a threat. What they meant was the lower 
stomach and abdomen.õ I drew a red line where the diaphragm 
would be. 
 ôBelow that line, and inside the hips, we have body organs, not 
muscle. When hit in that area, the body fluids mix. Stomach acid, if 



                                                                

taken out and put in your eyes, would make you scream. Itõs 
strong acid. In the intestine you have waste products, in the 
bladder you have urine, and when youõre shot in the gut ð as a 
cowboy might say, chemicals go where theyõre not supposed to go. 
 ôIf the intestine wall it breached, acid, shit and urine gets to be 
where itõs not supposed to be ... and yes, you will scream, or take 
your own life to make it end. If youõre shot in the bladder, the pain 
is unbearable, no matter how tough you think you are. 
 ôIf the stomach is hit, acid gets into your veins and you burn on 
the inside, and scream for someone to put you out of your misery. I 
was hit in the shoulder, in the muscle, and the side of the abdomen, 
missing the intestine. I was lucky. 
 ôIf youõre hit in the shoulder by a 9mm, it wonõt hurt much and 
it wonõt slow you down ð to start with. But what happens 
following a gunshot trauma, or any serious injury, is that your 
good old body tries to repair itself, so energy is diverted away 
from other places ð good ð but you get very tired very quickly and 
pass out. 
 ôYou donõt pass out because youõre dying, but you faint. A medic 
will  be able to tell if youõve lost a lot of blood, or if youõre just dog 
tired. Rapid blood loss causes a drop in blood pressure, which 
means that the heart does not operate as efficiently as it should, 
and oxygen and glucose getting to the brain stem is reduced. You 
only need a small reduction to feel faint. 
 ôIf you all sat there for four hours, then stood quickly, you may 
black out for a few seconds. Same effect, sudden lowering of blood 
pressure to the brain stem. Now, is that painful?õ 
 ôNo, feels good,õ a man said. 
 ôYes, it does, a sense of euphoria. Gentlemen, most deaths are 
painless deaths, especially being shot. How do you feel when 
youõve been badly wounded? You feel like you do when you stand 
up too quickly. You feel dreamy and happy ... and then the lights 
go out. Worst case scenario would be being shot in the lower 
stomach by a small calibre pistol a few times. Then youõre 
screaming and - not dying.õ 
 I drew on my helper. ôOK, the heart. Not where the old cowboy 
movies had it. It is not under the left nipple, nowhere near it, and 



                                                                

itõs higher than most people think.õ I stood back. ôWant to kill 
someone quick, thatõs where to aim, high in the chest.õ 
 I drew again. ôThat ... is where your stomach is, under the ribs. 
And this -õ I drew again. ô- is the soft spot.õ 
 ôSoft spot?õ the sergeant asked. ôIõve heard that phrase.õ 
 ôIf you want to shoot someone and take them alive, you hit 
them in the soft spot. They go down, traumatised, they think 
theyõre dying, but they donõt die. Inside of the shoulder is a gap 
between the top of the lungs and the collar bone ð no major blood 
vessels. The lung does not reach that high. Aim for that, and you 
take the man alive.õ 
 ôInteresting,õ the sergeant noted. 
 I drew the liver. ôOK, the liver. Take a round there ... and youõre 
fucked. Youõd need to be on the operating table in ten minutes, and 
even then youõre fucked. The liver does not take kindly to bullets.õ 
 I drew the descending arteries on my helper. ôBeing hit in the 
stomach, thereõs a chance at cutting the main two descending 
arteries. Theyõre big arteries, and if cut youõre dead in minutes, no 
way to stop the bleeding. Even the surgeon would struggle. 
 ôI wonõt take his trousers off, we donõt want to scare people -õ 
They laughed. ô- but the inside of the thigh is known as the kill 
zone.õ 
 ôKill zone?õ the sergeant repeated. 
 ôInside of the thigh and the side of the neck are the two places 
where a high pressure artery passes the closest to the surface skin. 
In the neck the arteries are protected by muscle, not so much on 
the thigh. Inside of the thigh, at the top, and a needle could pop an 
artery and kill you. Slitting someoneõs throat will kill them 
quickly, slitting the inside of the thigh will do it just as fast. 
 ôTake a round in the thigh, and the blood will spurt six feet. 
You then have sixty seconds or less to have that skilled medic next 
to you. 
 ôFirst, letõs look at that stomach wound.õ I pinched his lose skin. 
ôOn the abdomen, front and back, the skin is lose, not attached, and 
it moves when you do sit-ups. Under the skin is muscle in a 
sheath, and it moves as well. Under the muscle are the intestines, 
and theyõre not bolted down, and they move, but thereõs no air 
inside and so itõs all pressurised. 



                                                                

 ôIf you stick a needle under the skin and blow, the skin comes 
away and you blow up like a balloon. Get shot, and the blood 
moves into that space. So you see a wound to the stomach, get a 
pad on and ð what the fuck ð the guy dies quickly. 
 ôThatõs because you canõt see the blood pooling around the 
intestine. Donõt put a pad on, put a pad in ð inside. Ram it in. Put a 
cloth around your finger and shove it in, deep, leave it there. Use a 
tampon, theyõre perfect.  
 ôWhat youõre trying to do is block the gap around the broken 
artery with something. Just putting a pad on top stops the blood 
leaving the body, but it doesnõt stop the flow. Shove a tampon in 
and you help to stop the flow. 
 ôNow, write this down - shirt on for a minute please,õ I told my 
helper. ôHow long it takes to die from different wounds, how long 
to lose brain capacity and coherence, organ failure.õ 
 I wrote across the white board a grid, and filled them in. 
 ôOK, letõs take the slowest quadrant. Minor wound, blood loss is 
unstoppable. First, victim loses internal heat integrity whilst 
maintaining coherence. Second, a slow reduction in coherence 
being an outside indicator as to whatõs going in inside, i.e, less 
oxygen to the brain. 
 ôThird, loss of capacity, and then heõs asleep. And this process 
could take hours. Fourth, minor organ failure due to prolonged 
low blood pressure, including his eyesight should he regain 
consciousness. 
 ôFourth, heart beat affected, and now it gets serious. Lungõs try 
to compensate, rapid shallow breathing. Five, major organ failure 
after a prolonged period of shock, hypovolemic shock ð blood loss. 
 ôOrgan failure is serious, but secondary to the heartbeat. In the 
old days you would raise the legs to get more blood into the chest. 
Canõt help to try. 
 ôFinally, heart interruption, and artificial means to keep it 
going, such as CPR. What we have is a timeline, and that timeline 
could be ten hours or ten minutes depending on where youõre shot. 
What you need to do ... when a man is shot, is figure the timeline 
and the stages. 
 ôMaybe youõre a long way from an ambulance with a moderate 
wound. A stomach wound that is flowing, Iõd say three hours tops 



                                                                

to heart interruption. Now, one thing to consider here is ... what if 
he lives? If you have someone slowly bleeding out over many 
hours, and they survive, damage has been done to the organs, and 
heõll be off sick for three months or more. 
 ôThe reason we study that ... is to emphasis the speed needed to 
get him to hospital, but also to get access to oxygen. As blood loss 
causes organ failure, oxygen through a mask reverses that organ 
failure. If youõre shot, oxygen is your best friend. What we learn ... 
is that a man that gets oxygen quickly leaves hospital three days 
later, off work for a month. A man that has a delay is in hospital 
for six weeks, and takes a year to fully recover. 
 ôGentlemen, any delay whist blood pressure is down is a 
problem for recovery. One hourõs delay adds on a monthõs 
recovery. If you want to be clever, have a small oxygen cylinder in 
the boot of the car. Your buddy is shot, drive towards the hospital, 
meet the ambulance, push the fucking paramedic out the way, turn 
on the oxygen and get your buddy breathing it.  
 ôJust twenty minutes difference could mean a return to duty or 
... being sluggish for the rest of your life. People think about the 
first aid, they donõt think about the recovery times.õ 
 The sergeant put in, ôMate of mine was shot, about three hours 
to get to hospital, three fucking months to get back on his feet, and 
no oxygen from the paramedic, he just had a bag ready.õ 
 ôDickhead of a paramedic,õ I said. ôGrab the oxygen next time, 
punch the paramedic if heõs in your way. Be insistent.õ 
 ôI fucking will,õ he threatened. 
 After lunch we moved on to diagnosis, an unconscious man ð 
but why? 
 At 4pm the captain stepped in. ôWell, Sergeant, howõs he 
doing?õ 
 ôKnows more than anyone else around here, sir. Iõve learnt a few 
knew things.õ 
 ôGood. You can add them in to the next course.õ 
 The next day was theory, the basics of body-guarding, what  to 
do and what not to do, and what you should never do. At the end 
he asked about questions. 



                                                                

 I raised my hand. ôI was driving a Group Captain, stuck in 
traffic in London, suddenly a girlõs head impacts his window, the 
woman then stabbed by some guy. Do you get out the car or not?õ 
 ôGood question, and a very difficult question. Your first priority 
is the principal, and his safety. If ... his safety is not in doubt, and 
you witness a serious crime or accident, then itõs a judgement call 
as to what to do. Best policy is to call the police and drive off, even 
if you feel like a cunt for doing so. 
 ôIõve been in situations just like that, and theyõre hard to call, 
because if you get out the car and deal with some idiot then 
someone might walk up and shoot the principal. The answer is ð 
never go far, call the police, and never forget that if youõre driving 
down a country lane, car accident ahead, maybe that accident was 
staged. Maybe itõs an ambush. 
 ôIf they know the route you take itõs easy to set an ambush, so 
you need to be wary. Best stay inside the vehicle, ready to reverse 
out of there, and the windscreen will help against a 9mm being 
fired. Your first priority is the VIP, so you wonõt get prosecuted 
for not stopping, but there was a case where a driver failed to offer 
first aid, and was bollocked for it by the press, so ... itõs a fine line. 
 ôIf you see some kid knocked over, and you drive off, the 
newspapers will go after you, and the poor fucking politician in the 
back will be telling you to stop and give first aid because he knows 
that if you drive off heõll be torn apart by the fucking press. Any 
more questions?õ 
 I raised my hand again. 
 ôAnother difficult question?õ he asked with a sigh, the captain 
having returned. 
 ôEasy one, Sarge. Youõre on foot, outside a hotel, man pulls a 
gun, you shoot once, he goes down, youõre waiting the car. The 
assailant is not quite so dead, starts to reach for his pistol, street 
full of witnesses.õ 
 ôYou are being a bit of cunt to me today, arenõt you.õ They 
laughed. ôOK, heõs shot, youõre cowering in corner, principal 
behind you, vehicle soon to arrive, the assailant reaches for his 
pistol. What the rules say is that you fire again. What the British 
press say is that theyõll crucify you if you do. You run over, kick 
away the pistol, run back. 



                                                                

 ôBut, that leaves the principal exposed, and there could be more 
assailants on the street. So, itõs a tricky one. You are ordered to, 
and authorised to, fire again, but you can expect a very nasty 
enquiry and some smart civil rights lawyer arguing for you to be 
prosecuted.õ 
 I raised a hand. ôSay you fired three times at the start.õ 
 ôRight, excessive force or good practice? SAS tactics are two 
shoots high in the chest, just to be sure. Two is standard. Three is 
one more than two, but could someone argue excessive force, a 
shoot to kill policy ð as they do in Northern Ireland? 
 ôSimple answer is - when the enquiry comes around you say you 
panicked, and you were not quite sure how many times you fired, 
and no one can argue with that. Do you have any ... simple 
questions, Wilco?õ 
 ôYes. You shot the man, he lays still, vehicle arrives five 
minutes later. As you move the principal forwards the body 
reaches for his pistol, you shoot him in the head as you pass.õ 
 ôOK, in such a circumstance you end up in prison, even though 
you did the right thing, because the post mortem is not going to 
show when he died, or if he was capable of moving. If thereõs 
CCTV, you might be lucky, but to a bystander on the road you 
just executed a wounded man, and youõre fucked.õ 
 A loud debate broke out, many questions fired. 
 The captain walked to the front and called for quiet. ôIf youõre a 
policeman with a gun then you have responsibilities, and we donõt 
let just any fucker carry a pistol ð point in question. Every time 
you take your pistol out the holster itõs an enquiry, shoot someone 
and itõs a lengthy enquiry. If you have a problem with that ð fuck 
off now and do something else.õ  
 He took in the faces. ôWilco is right to ask the questions and try 
and get some answers, because itõs a fucking minefield of red tape 
and legislation for you to take out a pistol and shoot someone on a 
British street. Do it without due care, you go to prison, something 
for all of you to think about. 
 ôOne MP used his service pistol to shoot his neighbourõs dog 
after that dog jumped the fence and bit his young son. He got six 
months in prison and kicked out the service. 



                                                                

 ôOne MP pulled his pistol on a lady that had shouted threats at 
a Minister, and she won the court case and he was dismissed from 
the service; reckless endangerment. 
 ôYou will be taught to think fast and move fast, but in a blink of 
an eye you can make a mistake. My personal policy is ... let them 
fire first as I body block the principal. Might get me wounded or 
killed, but not in a prison cell for the rest of my life. 
 ôBut British streets are very different to say Bogota, Colombia. 
If you draw and shoot there you wonõt be called to account so 
much, so long as there was a clear threat. In Africa youõre unlikely 
to be prosecuted. In London, if you look at someone the wrong 
way they launch a complaint against us. 
 ôA friend of mine had his career wrecked because he refused to 
drive home a prostitute for a senior figure. Gentlemen, what 
youõre being asked to do is tough, so you better be very sure about 
what it is you think youõve let yourselves in for.õ 
 It was food for thought, and the thought of prison scared the 
hell out of me. 
 The next day was spent getting an explanation of the Foreign 
Office risk analysis reports, and liaising with local embassies about 
the current threat levels in a given country or area, and the rest of 
the week was briefings on threat level assessments. 
 I hung around on the weekend, a few remaining since they lived 
a long way off, and Frost and Calder helped me with police 
standard blocks and holds in the base gym, a curry Saturday night 
ð my arms sore. 
 The following week was all scenarios and theories, threat 
levels, route planning, the week after being counter surveillance, 
tricks and traps to test if youõre being observed or followed. 
 That led to an exam, four men kicked out for low scores, a 
surprise to me as we moved onto defensive driving followed by 
what looked like stock car racing. Helmets on, we raced around 
and rammed each other, rear-ended each other and pulled away, 
and tried a few handbrake turns. 
 At the end of the day, the captain gathered us all in the briefing 
room. ôYou all drive, hopefully you drive well, but few of you will 
have been bumped and rammed on a British street, so this is about 
getting used to it and not being surprised when it happens. You 



                                                                

drive nice cars for senior men so you take care of those cars, not 
expecting to use them like dodgems.õ 
 The next day was theory about chase cars, blocking, losing a 
tail, and we put it into practise that evening on local roads, radios 
used.  
 ôSuspicious car ... confirmed firearm seen ... lead car halt ready 
to block, principal car go, go, go ... block now!õ 
 It was all great fun, and I was learning something new, and we 
took over an old airfield for a day, old bangers of cars used, pistols 
issued but with no ammo ð or firing pins in them. Holsters on, 
pistol in ð but told not to draw them, we practised manoeuvres, 
three car teams, one car blocking someone following. 
 That led to a roadblock situation, front car defending the 
principal car as it turned around and sped off. Tactics were taught 
for two-lane highways, so that an attackerõs car could not pull 
alongside the principalõs car. 
 After a day on pistol work, pulling quickly and firing blanks, 
moving and firing, stance, forward rolls, I was enjoying it greatly. 
I was running in the mornings, and in the evenings I was 
studying, or practising hand to hand with Calder and Frost. 
 We moved onto car bombs, many movies watched about car 
bombs around the world, a day spent on devices and what to look 
out for, but we were never allowed to try and defuse a device. 
 A guy from Northern Ireland then spent the day with us, going 
through all types of car bomb, as well as roadside devices, many 
films shown. 
 That led to another exam, a lengthy exam, four more kicked 
out. With no scores given to the rest of us, I asked about the 
scores. 
 ôYouõre either good enough or not, pointless giving out the 
scores.õ 
 I argued, ôIf thereõs stuff I got wrong, I want to go back over it.õ 
 ôFair enough, ask the captain if you like.õ 
 I did ask later. ôYou got just about 100%, so donõt worry, 
nothing to fix. Most of this lot are 60%. You study each night?õ 
 I explained my diminishing list study aid, impressing him. 
 We moved onto team work, radios used, code words used, and 
with the colonel acting as principal we moved as a coordinated 



                                                                

team, the colonel liking to fuck us about and leave his briefcase 
behind and have to go back, then stop and ask about toilets just as 
we brought the cars around. 
 Then next day, our òVIPó colonel faked a heart attack just to 
screw up our well-laid plans, and with a local hotel closed for 
renovation we had a twenty-eight hour assignment, rotas set-up, 
an eight man team, our colonel moving in and out the closed bar, 
up to his room at random, back down again, or out to the local 
shop. 
 Someone let down the tyres on a car, a fake device was found 
after a routine search, and someone put a dog in the hotel, the mad 
animal barking at everyone ð no one sure what to do with it. I 
eventually hit it with a fire extinguisher blast when no one was 
looking, and let the white-powdered dog out. 
 At the post mortem, the captain began, ôWho killed the fucking 
dog?õ 
 ôDog, sir?õ men asked, all playing dumb. 
 ôYes, we put a dog in there and someone choked it to death with 
white powder!õ 
 ôWhat type of dog was it, sir?õ I asked, the men laughing. 
 ôOne that barked! Whatõd you mean, what type of dog?õ 
 ôWhat breed, in case I saw it, sir.õ 
 ôHow many fucking dogs did you see inside the hotel?õ 
 ôWell, none, sir.õ 
 ôSo what does the breed matter?õ 
 ôIf I see it again Iõll know to look out for it, sir.õ 
 The guys laughed. 
 ôAre you taking the piss!õ 
 ôOh no, sir. So what was the dog called?õ 
 He gave me a pointed finger as the lads snickered. ôAnyhow, 
good work on neutralising the dog. You spotted the bomb, you 
kept to the rota, you stayed alert, but you all missed the bomb 
under the table in the bar. Search properly. You also failed to 
check if the establishmentõs fire alarm work, carbon monoxide 
alarms in place. We are responsible to ask, even if itõs a big posh 
hotel.õ 
 The next task was pistol work, a great deal of pistol work, a 
variety of types, and I was tasked with helping to clean and 



                                                                

maintain them. When firing blanks, one kept jamming, a òfail to 
loadó. Stripped down, I showed the captain. 
 ôWrong spring, sir.õ 
 ôYeah? Them someone is in trouble in the armoury. What 
would happen with live ammo?õ 
 ôBe fine, sir, better than otherwise, but with blanks you donõt 
get the kick back, so it fails to reload.õ 
 ôHad lots of trouble with blanks, they never work well.õ 
 We moved onto a nearby range, a great deal of practise 
followed by more and more elaborate techniques. A few lads fired 
by mistake as they drew the weapon, one even got a scrape on his 
arm ð and got shouted at, now off the course. 
 It was a toss-up between speed and safety, and we kept at it 
with blanks, drawing a hundred times a day, safety on and off. 
That progressed onto work with the old bangers, screeching 
around the old airfield, pulling up, jumping out, drawing and 
firing, back inside and away, then in teams, covering fire in 
withdrawal as the principal ð now wearing body armour and a 
helmet - was protected. 
 Four days in the cars, and we had each fired three hundred 
rounds, and now I was enjoying this, feeling like a bodyguard in 
some movie. 
 But the good times were about to end, a simple mistake, an 
accidental discharge by an RAF MP, and a man was hit, inside of 
the thigh of all places. I rushed in, did my best, and we drove him 
to the hospital as I tried to stop the bleeding, but his heart 
stopped, CPR on the back seat ineffective. 
 I was driven back by the captain, my clothes covered in blood, 
and he made me a cuppa after I washed my hands. 
 ôYou OK?õ 
 ôI couldnõt save him, sir,õ I said without lifting my eyes. 
 ôDid you do anything wrong?õ 
 ôNo, sir, but maybe if I had a full medical kit with me, 
haemostat...õ 
 ôCarry one if you like, but itõs not your fault. The man could 
have got a round through the heart, or the neck. Be a big stink of 
an enquiry now, coronerõs report, youõll have to state what you 
did.õ 



                                                                

 I nodded. ôYes, sir.õ 
 The mood was off, everyone given a day off, and on the 
following Monday we returned to lectures about global terrorism, 
the various geo-political groups, followed by a visit from an 
American, an ex-Secret Service guy, a long list of funny tails and 
screw-ups described. 
 Back on weapons, we moved onto the MP5 - the open-bolt 
automatic favourite of the SAS. We moved as teams, fired as 
teams, a great many rounds used up, time spent stripping and 
cleaning, and we were soon back onto pistols with blanks, drawing 
quickly, drawing as we ran, firing as we ran, in and out the cars. 
 The exercise that had been interrupted was repeated, live 
ammo, and no one got shot, but an MP shot out his own tyre by 
mistake ð making the fast getaway damn hard. 
 We repeated the same scenario four times, a more complicated 
scenario in the afternoon repeated four times. That led us a nearby 
base, many new faces in civvy clothes, women and old men, ladies 
with prams. The aim of the exercise was simple: walk your 
principal down the street, spot the assassin, draw and fire blanks, 
get the principal out of there. 
 We tried it alone first, just one man and the principal, a few 
false starts, then in pairs or teams. At one point I fired blanks and 
smiled widely as the lady with the pram pulled an AK47. 
 I told the captain, ôWhere I grew up, sir, Gloucester, single 
mum with an AK47 was normal. I had her spotted easily.õ 
 ôI know Gloucester, and Iõd not walk around it unless armed!õ he 
quipped. 
 The next day we were back at it, now with the colonel acting as 
principal. A man threw a stun grenade, the colonel shoved hard 
away and then just about carried as I blocked the assailant, two 
blanks fired, the colonel into the car as I ran alongside, finally 
getting in myself. 
 ôI left my packed lunch,õ the colonel began. 
 ôGet your fucking head down!õ I shouted as we drove off, a hand 
on his head, and we went around the block. I finally let him up as 
we halted. ôPacked lunch?õ I asked with a smile. 
 ôPrincipals will always behave as dicks, never forget that. And 
youõre right to take charge and shout.õ 



                                                                

 We finished the week with a lecture on bullet-proof cars, such a 
vehicle examined. 
 That led to òthe knowledgeó, which was what London cabbies 
called the study of Londonõs streets. We all had road maps to 
study intensively, and were required to know the basics of getting 
around London, starting with the area from No.10 to the MOD 
building, moving outwards. 
 After two dayõs study, we set off to London in MOD cars, 
modest and dated saloons, an examiner in with us. Starting from 
the MOD building we were handed addresses, routes to plan, maps 
to consult, time limited ð and shit London traffic to put up with. I 
missed a red light, I nudged a bike, and I stopped on the yellow 
cross-hatching twice, getting shouted at. 
 Driving to Heathrow I got pulled over, and out of date tax disc, 
my examiner red faced at that, the police letting us go with a 
smile. We went round and round the terminals in Heathrow, 
confusing at the best of times, till the police there noticed us pass 
three times ð and pulled us over. 
 The examiner flashed his ID. ôMP driver under training, and 
yes ð the fucking tax disc is out of dateõ. 
 After four days of it I was much better at London driving, eyes 
everywhere, street signs checked, and I felt like a cabbie. 
 The Monday saw a lengthy exam, after which three men were 
kicked out, but I suspected they had failed at more than just the 
exam. Twelve of us were left out of twenty two. 
 Assembled in the briefing room, the colonel stepped in with the 
captain. ôWilco, this is your certificate, and your base will get a 
letter. Well done, excellent work.õ 
 We shook hands and I accepted the certificate. 
 The captain added, ôThis lot have other things to study, but 
since youõre not going to arrest anyone you donõt need to be here.õ 
 The colonel told me, ôYou look after Group Captain Loughton 
for me, we started out together. But close protection doesnõt apply 
to Group Captains.õ 
 ôI wonõt be shooting anyone, sir, but I might try a handbrake 
turn to see what Mister Loughton makes of it.õ 



                                                                

 Packed up, I got a taxi to the station, a train to Didcot 
Parkway, one of the Transport lads picking me up, the gossip 
caught up on. 
 Back at base, and with my kit down, I walked to the police 
depot with the thick manual, and found the CO. I handed over the 
manual. ôThank you, sir. And this is my certificate.õ 
 ôYou passed!õ He studied it. ôWith distinction?õ 
 ôWhy so surprised, sir, Iõm good at anything I turn my hand to.õ 
 ôThis qualifies you to drive senior staff and civilian VIPs.õ 
 ôItõ also qualifies me to carry a personal firearm, sir.õ 
 ôGod help us.õ 
 I took back the certificate. ôHow man of your lads passed with 
distinction, sir?õ 
 ôDonõt be a smartarse, and fuck off and do some work.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 ôAnd stop smirking!õ 
 In Admin I had the certificate photocopied, and with the base 
commander coming out of his office I handed him a copy. 
 ôYou passed with distinction. Good work, not a waste of a 
course after all. Weõll all be well protected when you drive us 
around.õ 
 I reclaimed my room, and it felt odd that first night back, so I 
headed out to find the Transport lads, and over a few beers I gave 
them the detail of the course. None of them had the qualification, 
nor would ever need it ð but all were jealous as hell. 
 
On the Monday morning I handed my CO a copy of the certificate, 
surprising him. 
 ôIt makes me qualified to drive anyone, including the Prime 
Minister, and with a pistol.õ 
 ôWell, I donõt think anyone wants to see you with a pistol in 
your hand.õ 
 ôIf thatõs your attitude, sir, Iõll bring my defence counsel up and 
press charges of prejudicial conduct, you me and the base 
commander in a room.õ He glared back at me. ôThereõs nothing 
wrong with me having a pistol in my hand, and in case it slipped 
your mind I was cleared of all charges and compensated, 
wrongfully convicted.õ 



                                                                

 ôYou have a habit of going off on one, and hitting people,õ he 
emphasised. 
 ôI hit a man here who kicked my door in, sir, so would you have. 
Transport has a copy of my certificate, so too the base commander, 
so if work comes along that requires a pistol Iõll carry one. If you 
interfere in that process Iõll call for a hearing, and youõll have to 
prove that Iõm unsuitable. And simply being a barrack room 
lawyer does not make me unsuitable. Sir.õ 
 I saluted and left, before I said something I would regret. 
 Back in a routine of running in the mornings, the weather now 
damn cold, I was practising my Kung Fu, despite what my CO 
thought about my tendencies towards hitting people, and after a 
week in the armoury I was back on driving Group Captain 
Loughton around. 
 That first day he asked after the course and what we had 
covered, and informed me that he would soon be an Air 
Commodore. After talking with his wife he had decided to stick at 
it and go all the way to retirement in the RAF. 
 ôWe should celebrate, sir, some lap-dancing and a curry.õ 
 He laughed. ôMy wife would kill me.õ 
 I settled into a routine of driving the soon-to-be Air 
Commodore, and I didnõt mind driving, I was focused on my Kung 
Fu training, but I met a lady corporal on quiz night, and she had 
been impressed by my general knowledge. She had also seen me 
running. 
 Becoming an item meant we became discreet, since base gossip 
was to be avoided at all costs, and we met off base on the 
weekends, a bed and breakfast outside Oxford that was not too 
expensive, often taking trips up into the Chilterns. Kathy had a big 
pair that I liked playing with, but also an arse that could have been 
smaller ð as I often teased her about. 
 One evening, a few weeks into our relationship, and we both 
attended quiz night, but did not sit close or touch. When no one 
was paying attention I bought her drinks, and sometimes we 
argued over answers just to maintain a facade. But a group of 
soldiers were about to make my life difficult again. 
 The quiz master asked a question, the soldiers shouting out 
rude answers from the bar. I turned, but stayed seated, Mickey 



                                                                

getting frustrated with the mouthy soldiers, the quiz master 
warning the soldiers. 
 As Mickey came back from the toilets, he almost made it to us 
when the soldiers interrupted again. He spun. ôWhy donõt you lot 
fuck off somewhere else!õ 
 ôWhy donõt you make us,õ came back, which I could have 
predicted. 
 I jumped up and pulled Mickey back. 
 ôYour boyfriend just saved you a beating,õ one of the soldier 
said, just as I clocked a table of officers from the base looking 
uneasy. 
 I forced Mickey down, a few calling my name quietly, not 
wanting trouble. I walked forwards, halting the quizmaster with 
flat palm, and faced the trouble-makers from the centre of the bar. 
ôWhich regiment would employ idiots like you?õ 
 ôEngineers,õ came back from the tallest. ôWhatõs it to you?õ 
 ôI had you down as nurses, bed pan cleaners and dick 
examiners,õ I loudly announced, a few of the patrons laughing. 
 An unhappy bunch of soldiers put down their drinks and 
advanced, more keen on trouble than on drinking. 
 ôAre you a fucking RAF crab wanker?õ the first man called. 
 ôYes, RAF, I work in the dishwashing department.õ 
 The first man was almost to striking range, but the idiot gave 
me the pointed finger. Right hand to left wrist, pull down, right 
knee bent and turning, right forearm slam into the elbow, kick to 
the knee ð a yelp given as he fell away into a table. 
 The second man moved forwards, the big guy. Lunging kick to 
the balls, his hands going down, his head lowering, twist the hip, 
up and over, and I snapped his head around with my shoe, sending 
him falling onto one of the officers. 
 Two soldiers stepped over their fallen comrade. Right jab to the 
chin, back-first to the nose, and they backed up, the big guy I 
kicked now unconscious, the landlord running in shouting ð he 
had called the police. I returned to my seat and eased down, soon 
sipping my drink. 
 ôBloody hell,õ Mickey let out. ôWhereõd you learn to fight like 
that?õ 
 ôDishwasher department.õ 



                                                                

 The police arrived, soon an ambulance, the landlord giving 
details. I was led out, questioned, my details taken ð but I was not 
arrested there and then. 
 The next day, after lunch, I was summoned by the base 
commander, and I figured I was in trouble. I found him with an 
Army captain and sergeant in green, plus one of the young officers 
I saw in the pub. 
 I saluted. ôSir.õ 
 ôYou hit four soldiers in the village pub!õ 
 ôThere were five, but I missed one, sir. Sorry, Iõll get him next 
time.õ 
 ôThis isnõt funny!õ he shouted. Calming himself, he thumbed at 
the Captain. ôThey were his men, on a course.õ 
 ôHis men, shouting all fucking RAF crabs are wankers.õ 
 The base commander turned to the captain. ôYour fucking CO 
will be getting a letter from me! We teach the Army here, we host 
you. If you donõt like us, fuck off somewhere else!õ 
 ôSorry, sir,õ the captain offered. 
 The base commander faced me, sighing. ôI got most of the 
story, and witnesses, some of whom suggest that you could have 
diffused the situation, that they were just being mouthy.õ 
 ôThe lads with me were a step away from fighting, sir, and one 
nudged elbow would have done it. I knew I could handle it better 
and not get hurt. But thatõs not why I stood up.õ 
 ôNo?õ 
 I pointed at the young RAF officer who had been in the pub. 
ôThis gentleman and his friends looked terrified, about to leave. 
But why should they be so inconvenienced, and by soldiers we 
host and train, why should they have looked afraid?õ 
 ôGood fucking question,õ he shouted, glancing at the captain. 
ôWhy should they be afraid of bodily harm from soldiers?õ He 
pointed at the officer from the pub. ôWere you concerned about 
your welfare?õ 
 ôYes, sir, but also concerned by the Bruce Lee demonstration. 
Which some of us felt was unnecessary.õ 
 I put in, ôIf thatõs the way you feel, sir, then rest assured that 
should I see you in distress again ... Iõll turn my back on you.õ 



                                                                

 ôWilco,õ the base commander growled. He faced the young 
officer. ôHad those soldiers set about you, would you have desired 
Wilcoõs kind assistance?õ 
 ôWe would have left, sir.õ 
 I began, ôOfficers ... driven out of their local in fear by soldiers 
they host.õ I muttered ôBollocksõ, getting a pointed finger from the 
base commander. 
 He faced the young officer. ôItõs kind of nice that Wilco feels 
protective towards us, and he drives senior officers around, 
protective towards them as well. Be thankful.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 The base commander faced the captain. ôI have good witnesses, 
so if your men want to press charges Iõll ban all Engineers from 
ever doing a course here again.õ  
 ôWeõre very sorry, sir, weõll deal with it, they learnt their lesson 
ð a hard lesson.õ He faced me. ôSergeant Jones is six feet eight, and 
twenty stone, and you knocked him out with a kick to the head..?õ 
 ôI practise, sir.õ 
 ôStay out of trouble!õ the base commander warned me before 
dismissing me. 
 Back in the armoury, I told them what had happened. 
 Mickey began, ôThat fucking prick of an officer criticises you for 
sticking up for them? Fucking cock suckers. Iõll spill me drink on 
him next time.õ 
 The incident left me angered, and that weekend I took Kathy 
down to Bournemouth to be away from Brize, a cheap bed and 
breakfast, and she was mad about my treatment as well. But a 
large pair of breasts and some beer was always going to diffuse 
any situation, and on the Saturday afternoon we strolled hand in 
hand along the beach ð in a fucking freezing gale. 
 Still, ducking into a cafe and having chips reminded me of my 
youth, and it brought back happy memories; most of my childhood 
holidays had witnessed terrible weather as well. 
 Kathy and I became a steady item, even talk of a place off base, 
and I started to resent the RAF rules about no women in my 
room; it was an archaic outlook. 
 



                                                                

Coming up to Christmas I got a letter from the aero-meds, and it 
was decision time as far as Kathy was concerned. There was a 
course I could get myself on, time in Kenya, but I would be away 
two months, at least part of the time since I could drive up from 
Lyneham and see Kathy. 
 We met for a meal that evening, and I asked if she objected to 
the course. She quietly informed me that she had a posting to 
Scotland. 
 ôOh...õ was all I could think to say, and that was the last time we 
met socially. 
 With nothing to hold me back, and with my CO pissed off 
again, I headed for Lyneham, a Close Protection Kung Fu trained 
medic. 
  
I returned from Lyneham in February, and reclaimed a freezing 
cold room, my books cold to the touch, my metal cabinet having 
protected my belongings. I washed out my kettle, but when I tried 
my toaster it exploded in sparks. I would need a new one. I also 
needed someone to reset the fuses for the entire block, which I had 
blown ð not that I would admit to. 
 In Transport I found that a few new faces had arrived and that 
some had left, and that I was down to drive the-now òAir 
Commodoreó Loughton. When I picked him up from his house his 
wife said hello, and I handed over the cake I had bought, the Air 
Commodore surprised. I had him open it. Iced onto the cake was 
an RAF roundel, underneath a desk with wings. 
 He began, ôAre you trying to say I fly a desk?õ 
 ôYep.õ 
 ôYou donõt have to rub it in, you know.õ 
 ôItõs what every driver is there for, sir.õ 
 Coat on, we claimed the car. 
 ôSo how was your course?õ he asked as we set off. 
 ôI got to study field surgery and minor wounds, and I cleaned 
out and stitched a dozen minor wounds, getting good at it now, 
sir.õ 
 ôI spoke to the CO of 2 Squadron last week, and heõll let you 
transfer over if ... if thatõs what you want.õ 



                                                                

 I considered that. ôNot sure what I want, sir, is the simple 
answer. I like the medicine, I like being in Kenya and Belize and 
doing something useful. But 2 Squadron is tanks again, some 
parachuting, and lots of people wanting to measure their dicks.õ 
 ôWell, it is the elite team, so they can be competitive, yes.õ 
 The weeks passed quickly, four days a week driving the Air 
Commodore, and he treated me well. We ate together often, he 
told me of his childhood, and we swapped funny stories. 
 My Kung Fu was coming along, and in the Swindon gym I 
would often win the mock fights. Well, I was training four hours a 
day at it. Sometimes, when I was just feeling fucked off with 
everything, I would tell Transport that I was needed in the 
armoury, I would tell the armoury lads I was driving, and I would 
tell my CO nothing as I spent the day in the gym. 
 
I had used the base pool a few times, I swam well, but with the 
weather very cold I decided to get some swimming in. I spoke to 
the PTI responsible for the pool, and he got me a key. It opened at 
7am, but I got there early and knocked out the lengths, the pool 
still warm from the day before, but not too warm. By 5pm the pool 
was too warm for my liking. 
 So I started to knock out the lengths daily, but one day the PTI 
was in early and he observed me doing those lengths. 
 ôI can improve your speed,õ he said, and gave me a few pointers, 
followed by a few exercises. I practised my speed turn and kick off, 
and I got faster. He told me, ôYouõre not fast enough short 
distance, but at 1500 you could do well. Competition in the spring 
if you want to try it.õ 
 I suddenly had an objective, so worked hard at the lengths, and 
at my technique, speed turn and kick off. Being naturally very fit, I 
had the stamina, I just needed to get the speed ð and that came 
from technique not brute force. 
 As the weeks rolled by I kept at the swimming in the mornings, 
hitting the gym in the evenings, two nights a week in Swindon, 
and having mentioned it to the Air Commodore I was summoned 
by the base commander. 
 ôWe think you could win a medal swimming,õ he began. ôI know 
you have a bit of an issue with competing for us, but if you did get 



                                                                

us a medal I could find some courses for you, if thereõs something 
you want to do.õ 
 I made a face. ôIõll give it a go, sir. 1500metres.õ 
 ôGood man.õ 
 ôOr...õ 
 ôOr ... what?õ 
 ôHow about the English Channel?õ 
 His eyebrows shot up. ôYou donõt do things in small measures, 
do you? You think you could do it?õ 
 ôHow far is it? Twenty miles?õ 
 ôAbout that?õ  
 ôI knock out five miles a morning, sir.õ 
 ôYou have the fitness from the running. So take a day off, and 
see how far you can go.õ 
 ôWill do, sir.õ 
 And I did, no one from Transport or the armoury even 
noticing, or caring. The PTI, Sgt Trevors, would assist, and I 
started at 5.45am. He arrived at 7.30am, and I told him how many 
laps I had completed in what time. He worked out the averages. 
 I kept at it, up and down, quite bored but determined, but when 
I finally got very fed up I exited the pool, quite spent. Oddly 
enough, I felt OK in the water, but getting out I felt instantly 
tired. 
 ôThatõs six hours,õ he noted. ôGood average speed. Channel is 
about eight hours to break a record, but choppy water, cold water, 
different type of swimming.õ 
 ôOne day a week then, but can you make the damn water cold?õ 
 ôSundays itõs cold, we turn the heaters off Saturday midday. 
What I can do is post up that a Monday is cold water day, and 
bollocks to the people using it anyhow ð only half a dozen.õ 
 ôMondayõs then.õ 
 ôFor the Channel you need a good wetsuit, three mil Iõd say, but 
it needs to fit well and not chaff.õ 
 ôIõll go find one.õ 
 That week I checked wetsuit providers, a shop found in 
Swindon, and I ordered a three mil wetsuit that should fit me ð a 
swimmers suit and not a diving wetsuit. 



                                                                

 When I picked it up I wore it to bed as suggested by the man in 
the shop ð feeling silly, but very snug and warm, and I bent and 
stretched in it. The next morning I swam in it, despite it not being 
a òCold Mondayó and I started to get used to it. A little gel under 
the arms and it rubbed less, but I stretched it where it did rub me a 
little . 
 The following Monday, and not a care as to what my CO 
thought, I hit the water at 6am, and took a break every hour, Sgt 
Trevors noting average times. Six blocks of six hours and I was 
fed up, but I had clocked a good distance. 
 The following Monday I added a swimming cap, and I gelled 
my hands and feet as instructed. This time I completed seven one 
hour stints, getting fed up way before I got too tired to continue, 
the Air Commodore now keen for me to win some medals. 
 With a 1500metre race available for me to attend the forms 
were sent off, and I practised my diving start with Trevors. I 
would dive in, swim a length, speed-turn and back, out the pool 
and do it all over again. I must have tried fifty diving starts. 
 With Trevors stood with a stopwatch, a few other PTIs 
observing, I went against the clock, 1500metres completed in a 
good time, sixteen minutes. After a five minute break I tried again, 
more determined, and improved the time. They had high hopes for 
me. 
 A week later we travelled as a group to Nottingham on a 
Sunday, to a university swimming pool ð 50 metres, and I 
limbered up with other swimmers, some of whom looked fit, but 
did not look like me. 
 I saw myself in the mirror every day so I was used to my own 
appearance, and people around the base were used to seeing me, 
but strangers often stopped and did a double take. A stone heavier 
than my marathon days, I had more muscle, but the definition was 
acute, my veins sticking out. Here in the changing rooms they all 
did a double take at my body, a few questions about the scars. 
 Called out, towels around shoulders, Trevors escorted me, my 
cap adjusted. Towel handed over, name given, the umpire did a 
double-take and looked me over. 
 Stood behind the blocks, arms swung, legs kicked out, I clocked 
a few nice ladies waiting for their own heat, but they were all flat 



                                                                

chested. Up onto the blocks, arms still swinging, goggles checked. 
Ready ð bent over, nervous now, final position on the edge, heart 
racing, starting pistol and I was off into the cold water, trying to 
remember all the good advice. 
 I turned well, and I could sense the position of the other 
swimmers, and that urged me on, but I was trying to remember 
that when it came to swimming brute force worked against you, 
and that style was everything. So I concentrated on a good style. 
 Fifteen minutes and two seconds later I came in second after 
some debate, a silver medal for an RAF swimmer, not seen before, 
Trevors pleased. But it had all happened too quickly and I felt 
deflated; short distances were not my thing. 
 Back at base on the Monday I went to see the base commander, 
and he congratulated me. ôIõll try the Channel, sir, 1500metres is 
too quick. August or September, sir.õ 
 With the weather improving, Sgt Trevors suggested the RAF 
track and field meet for me. I could run each of the 800metres and 
1500metres, and try things like the javelin and the long jump ð 
and he could coach most of it.  
 I went to see my CO, Fl Lt Peters, someone I rarely spoke to 
these days. ôSir, the base commander was pleased that I got a silver 
medal in a 1500metres swim -õ 
 ôWhen the hell did you do that?õ he puzzled. 
 ôWeek ago, sir. Anyway, he wants more medals for the RAF, so 
heõs nagging that I do track and field, and then in August Iõll swim 
the Channel.õ 
 ôThe Channel! Twenty miles!õ 
 ôYes, sir, Iõm fit enough.õ 
 ôDo you still run?õ 
 ôNot as much, sir, been swimming most mornings during the 
winter.õ 
 ôWell, if you win us some medals it makes us look good, the 
RAF. And it might get you in the good books of the decision 
makers. And youõve not been in trouble for a while, so ... things are 
looking up.õ 
 ôYes, sir,õ I said with a false smile before I left, wanting punch 
him down and stamp on his head. But he had spoken too soon. 



                                                                

 The Air Commodore had a friend, a retired pilot, and he oddly 
part-owned a Cessna 152 at an airfield near Oxford, which he part-
owned with six other people. Expensive things, these Cessnas, the 
Air Commodore had told me. He also told me that as a treat he 
had paid for a lesson. 
 The following Friday afternoon, the weather clear, the winds 
light, I met a rotund old pilot with red cheeks, a cheerful man, and 
he gave me a quick lesson ð most of which I knew from watching 
TV movies. Engine started, radio tested, and off we went from a 
small grass airstrip outside Oxford. 
 Climbing away, I peered down at a patchwork of dark green 
fields, and I was still not that keen about being up high. 2 
Squadron came to my mind, and parachuting. Question was ... was 
that really what I wanted to do that? From up here at 2,000ft I 
was not sure I wanted to throw myself out the damn plane. 
 He let me take over, hands on the oddly shaped wheel, feet on 
the pedals, pointing out where the bicycle-pump style throttle 
should it be needed ð push in for faster. ôNow keep an eye on the 
artificial horizon, keep the little airplane symbol dead centre, but 
donõt dwell on it. Always look around, any other aircraft, and 
always read the map so that you donõt stray near an airfield or 
airport. 
 As we headed southwest he pointed out towns below, and I 
knew where I was. 
 ôOK, slow turn to the left. See how the nose is dipping, keep it 
up, and a little left rudder. See the slip and turn indicator. OK, 
thatõs good, and back to course 270.õ 
 I lined up on 270, checked the artificial horizon, and peeked out 
to see if any airliners were about to impact us, happy that they 
werenõt. I was getting the hang of it. 
 ôGood, youõre a natural.õ 
 ôI donõt like heights that much, sir. Not tried parachuting yet.õ 
 ôYouõll get used to it ... urggh.õ He puked down his front and 
slumped to the side. 
 ôSir?õ I glanced across and shook him. ôSir?õ Wide eyed, I 
checked his pulse, finding it erratic, now an horrendous smell 
invading the small plane. 



                                                                

 Seeing that I was in a dive and banking left I straightened up 
and pulled back on the funny stick, shaped like a racing car driving 
wheel. ôShit.õ I glanced around, not seeing any other aircraft, now 
in a panic. 
 Peering down, I knew where I was. An idea hit me ð Brize 
Norton! I turned slowly south and followed a familiar road, 
passing a bed and breakfast that I had stayed in with Sue and with 
Kathy, my eyes wide and my mouth hanging open. 
 At the junction I peered down, wobbled the plane and 
corrected, soon following a road I knew. 
 ôSir, you hear me, sir?õ I shouted. ôFuck...!õ 
 The smell was terrible, his anus having opened up, plus the 
vomit. I opened the tiny window flap, a roar invading the cabin for 
a moment, leaning towards it but managing to put myself in a 
swallow spin. I had to correct it quickly. Whatever this little plane 
wanted to do, it most definitely did not want to fly straight and 
level for long. 
 Minutes passed, I checked the fuel, and I had no idea how this 
would end. I had images of me nosing down to a firey death. 
 The radio crackled into life, startling me. ôUnidentified aircraft 
heading two-zero-five at 1500, you are approaching RAF Brize 
Norton airspace, turn away now,õ came a deliciously sexy voice. 
She sounded like a melted caramel chocolate bar. 
 I grabbed the radio mic, turned it over and figured out the 
button. ôMayday, mayday, this is Cessna light aircraft, student on a 
lesson, pilot has had a heart attack. Er .. over.õ 
 ôBrize Norton Tower, Cessna light aircraft in distress, change 
to heading due north.õ 
 ôListen lady, Iõm RAF from Brize Norton, and I know the base 
and the roads, but I donõt know the way back to where we came 
from, and this was my first fucking lesson, and donõt know how to 
land the fucking plane, so Iõm coming to Brize Norton. Er ... over.õ 
  ôBrize Norton Tower, Cessna light aircraft in distress, 
standby.õ 
 ôThis is the Cessna, to the lady with the sexy voice. Can you get 
me a pilot, someone who knows a Cessna, to talk me down before I 
crash this thing into the base canteen! Er ... over.õ 



                                                                

 ôMike Whisky One Niner, Brize Norton Tower, cutting in. 
Cessna pilot, what do I call you?õ 
 ôCall me Wilco, sir.õ 
 ôWilco, the marathon runner?õ 
 I sighed, and cursed quietly. ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôGood to meet you. Now stay calm, and over your right 
shoulder youõll see a Chinook closing in. Fly straight and level, 
watch the ball ð brown on the bottom, blue on the top, keep the 
plane symbol dead centre and level.õ 
 I glanced over my shoulder, soon seeing a pair of Chinooks 
closing in from behind and lower. They drew level. 
 ôOK, Wilco, now slowly turn slightly left till youõre on 180.õ 
 I started the turned. 
 ôOK, good, keep that course, weõre only a few miles out, and 
when we get there Iõll talk you down, I used to fly a Cessna just 
like that one. What condition is your pilot in?õ 
 ôHeõs had a stroke. And Iõm a fully qualified medic, but little I 
can do and fly the plane at the same time. Hold on, sir. Wilco for 
Brize Norton, my pilot is an ex-RAF pilot called Burridge, friend 
of Air Commodore Loughton. Please talk to the Air Commodore, 
to get hold of Mister Burridgeõs family, they need to know. I need 
an ambulance at the side of the airfield with oxygen, and a 
defribulator. I repeat, I need oxygen as soon as weõre down. Over. õ 
 ôMike Whisky One Niner, Wilco, sounds like heõs in good 
hands, or as good as it gets given the circumstances. OK, can you 
see the runway?õ 
 I peered ahead. ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôLook to the left end, and estimate a distance of about four 
hundred yards out, and aim for that, reducing your altitude to 
1,000 feet. Now, look down past your knees and between you and 
the pilot, and youõll see red levers and black levers. The far left 
black lever is for the flaps, and I want you to bring it backwards 
one click ð youõll feel it click as you go.õ 
 I did as asked, then peered out the window. ôFlaps are about 
twenty degrees, sir.õ 
 ôGood, now watch the nose, and you should see that the speed is 
falling a little. Make sure you have revs above 2,000 and that the 
speed is over 100.õ 



                                                                

 I checked the revs, they were at 2100 so I throttled back a small 
amount, and the speed was 110. ôOK, sir, speed 110, revs 2000.õ 
 ôGood. Now stay on this course, and you see the runway left to 
right, and thatõs the way weõre going to land, but stay on this 
course for now. Hold on Wilco. Mike Whisky One Niner, Brize 
Norton Tower, approaching the marker, clear all traffic.õ 
 ôBrize Norton Tower, Mike Wisky One Niner, pattern is clear,õ 
came that sexy voice. 
 I could now see all of my home base, the various units, all very 
familiar, the twenty five yard range of the far side, the land fill 
beyond, a flock of sea gulls scavenging. 
 ôOK, Wilco, I want you to pull the flap lever back to the second 
notch, and to nose down just a little.õ   
 I did as asked, peering out at the flaps. ôFlaps look like about 
forty-five degrees now.õ 
 ôForty degrees, yes, and at that setting the Cessna will land 
itself softly, so not to worry, youõll be going in slowly. OK, nose 
down a little more, keep the speed above 100.õ 
 The speed had dropped to 90, so I nosed down to compensate, 
my pilot gurgling, dribble down his chin as well as the vomit, the 
smell killing me in here. 
 ôOK, Wilco, slow steady turn to the right, keep the nose at that 
angle, watch the speed, and line up with the runway - donõt worry 
if youõre not exactly in line. Aim at a point this end of the runway, 
the centre line, and the Cessna will land and stop in a hundred 
yards.õ 
 I could see the military ambulances on the apron, as well a 
hundred people stood watching, people stood on the lower parts of 
the ATC building roof. ôFucking bollocks,õ I let out, cursing my 
unconscious pilot. 
 ôWilco for Chinook, I need to reach those ambulances, my pilot 
is on the clock, time is critical.õ 
 ôOK, weõll aim a little further down the runway, and then you 
can taxi towards the ambulances. To come to a stop, pull the 
throttle right back and press your toes down on both pedals at the 
same time, but donõt do that till youõre already quite slow. OK, 
nose down a little more ... left a little ... line it up. OK, good, be 
down soon. 



                                                                

 ôNow ... when you get to about twenty feet above the runway, 
ease the stick gently back, and keep easing it back the lower you 
get, but donõt yank it back, and try and keep the plane level - so 
that you can see over the front ð you donõt want the nose to come 
up.õ 
 ôOK, sir.õ 
 My heart was racing, the runway looming large, and that 
fucking crowd was watching. I made slight adjustments, small 
movement left or right, nose up or down, and I was soon twenty 
feet off the runway, easing the stick back ð keen not to look like a 
complete idiot. 
 ôOK, Wilco, tiny pull back on the throttle, gentle pull on the 
stick ... more off the throttle ... steady ... back pressure on the stick 
... hold it -õ My wheels hit. ô- back on the throttle, feet on the 
pedals, small movements left or right ð no sudden movements.õ 
 I was taxiing along at running pace, and I kept going till the 
turn-off for the ambulances came, a hard right turn as a Chinook 
thundered over me, easing back on the throttle, the ambulance 
staff looking worried I might mow them down, and my toes 
squeezed the pedals, throttle all the way back, the engine dying. 
 I got the pilotõs harness off as men ran in, the door opened. I 
eased out, glad to be on the ground, and ran around, nudging 
shoulders as I went. To a civilian paramedic in green I said, ôHe 
had a stoke twenty minutes ago, vomited, and his anus opened up, 
erratic pulse.õ 
 Many hands eased Mister Burridge out, all grimacing at the 
mess and the smell. 
 
A sergeant burst into Flt Peters office. ôSir, itõs Wilco, he just 
crashed a plane onto the runway here!õ 
 Peters stood, the colour leaving him, his mouth gaping open. 
 
I walked through the onlookers, the crew of a Tristar stood on the 
steps up to their aircraft, and I remembered I was in civvy dress.  
 A big MP sergeant stood shaking his head at me. ôYouõre in 
trouble now.õ 
 ôBollocks,õ I told him, and I figured Iõd have a chat to the base 
commander before he had me arrested and shot, or shot then 



                                                                

arrested. Walking towards the pilotsõ lounge, he stepped out with 
senior staff. 
 ôWilco! What the fuck did you do?õ he shouted. 
 I stopped in front of them. ôMy first flying lesson, sir, and the 
pilot had a heart attack.õ 
 ôIf I was sat next to you in a plane, Iõd have a heart attack as 
well!õ 
 ôNot my fault, sir, and ... the newspapers will report the RAF 
hero pilots - the Chinook pilots, talking down a civilian ð no 
mention of me being RAF ð and the heroic actions of Air Traffic 
Control here plus the medics.õ 
 The Group Captain stared back, then glanced at his team. ôWe 
could spin this, be a great story for us. Make sure that Cessna is 
photographed, and the Chinook pilot ð recommendation for an 
award. Oh, and find someone to fly back the Cessna to ... wherever 
it came from.õ He faced me. ôWhy land here?õ 
 ôOnly place I knew, sir. Would never had found that grass strip 
we came from, and I knew weõd get medical help here, sir.õ 
 The ATC Squadron Leader stepped out. ôWilco, you little shit, 
youõd best apologies to the controllers, and learn some fucking RT 
code.õ 
 I held my hands wide. ôIt was my first lesson, sir, a gift from Air 
Commodore Loughton. I had no time to read the damn book.õ 
 ôThen read the damn book!õ the Group Captain told me. He 
faced the ATC Squadron Leader. ôWhat did he say to your staff?õ 
 ôTold the lady with the sexy voice to get off the fucking air.õ 
 A few smiles creased cheeks. 
 ôShe does have a sexy voice,õ an officer put in, men laughing. 
ôPilots call her Marsh Mallow.õ 
 ôIõll apologise to her, sir,õ I told the Squadron Leader. I faced the 
Group Captain. ôPermission to enjoy the rest of my day off, sir.õ 
 ôTry and have a quiet day, eh. Read a fucking book or 
something ð take up stamp collecting!õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 I walked off, shaking my head, and cursing my comatose pilot. 
At the Admin building, Flt Lt Peters came around the corner. He 
stopped in front of me, let out an exasperated sigh, held his hands 



                                                                

wide and slapped them down, was about to say something but then 
just walked off shaking his head. 
 Inside Admin, everyone staring at me, I used the phone to call 
the Air Commodoreõs wife and give her the story ð she knew 
Mister Burridgeõs wife well, and would go and see her. Walking 
down to Transport, they were none the wiser till I explained what 
happened over a cup of tea.  
 Walking back to my room, a silver BMW pulled up, the Air 
Commodore getting out. ôYou OK, Wilco?õ he asked, genuinely 
concerned. 
 ôFine, sir, but Mister Burridge is in a bad way.õ 
 ôIõm heading to his wife now, take her to the hospital. How ... 
how is he?õ 
 ôAt that age, a stroke? Be a miracle if heõs not a vegetable in a 
wheelchair, sir.õ 
 ôOh ... no, his poor wife.õ 
 ôSmall chance of a recovery, sir, be positive, might just lose 
some feeling down one side.õ 
 ôA fatal heart attack would have been better,õ he solemnly 
stated. ôI have an uncle who was a stroke victim, worse than death.õ 
He shook his head. 
 I gave him the story. 
 ôIõll make sure the pilot gets a commendation,õ he suggested. 
ôQuick thinking on his part.õ 
 ôGood talk down as well, I learnt something. Reckon I could 
land that plane now by myself.õ 
 ôAnd my damn fault this happened.õ 
 ôNo, sir, Mister Burridge was due a stroke either way, just a 
matter of bad timing.õ 
 With the Air Commodore driving off, I walked towards my 
room, but an MP jeep pulled up. ôWe need a statement.õ 
 ôAnd youõll have one, Sergeant, right after I call my legal 
counsel, Colonel Bennet.õ 
 ôMonday morning, first thing,õ he snarled before he drove off. 
 I diverted to the armoury and used their phone, a call in to The 
Corrective Facility. 
 ôAh, Wilco my boy, how you doing?õ 
 I gave him the story. 



                                                                

 ôBloody hell, but not your fault, and that pilot talking you down 
took responsibility for your actions, so thereõs no case against you 
landing an unauthorised aircraft on a military base ð which usually 
comes with a hundred years in prison. Donõt worry.õ 
  
On the Monday morning I made a statement to the police, but 
there was no case to answer ð which disappointed them. I then 
diverted to the NAAFI, a box of chocolates bought, and headed to 
ATC. People there glanced at me and smiled, glanced at the 
chocolates and smiled all the more. 
 I cheekily climbed up the tower stairs, not allowed to - so the 
sign said, and in. 
 ôWilco?õ the Squadron Leader asked. He glanced at the 
chocolates. ôThey for me?õ 
 ôNo, sir. For the lady officer I spoke incorrectly to.õ 
 She turned around, headsets off one ear, and I melted. She was a 
stunner, an absolute stunner, not just a sexy voice. With her male 
colleagues smiling I stepped closer.  
 ôThe station commander said I should apologise, so these are 
for you.õ 
 She turned red as she took them, glancing at her male 
colleagues. ôOh ... er ... thank you.õ 
 ôHe also said I should buy you dinner -õ 
 ôWilco! Get out!õ came from the Squadron Leader. 
 I turned away, the men in the tower laughing. ôSpoilsport,õ I 
muttered. 
 ôOut, you little shit! And learn some fucking RT code.õ 
 I headed to the armoury, a day cleaning and checking weapons, 
my mind on the beautiful image of that young lady Pilot Officer, 
whatever her name was. I was in love. 
 On the Wednesday, the weather OK, I was on the far side of the 
airfield with Trevors and another PTI, javelin in hand, the 
technique gone over. Aiming at a distant target in the grass, I ran 
and threw, a good first throw, and I continued till my arm was 
ready to drop off, my distance impressive. 
 After a tea break back at the PTI depot I was back over the far 
side of the airfield, but now on a stretch of road that was backed by 



                                                                

soil that had been turned over. It would be soft enough, they 
hoped. 
 With the long jump technique in my ears, all about a good 
launch position ð foot on the line but not over it, I ran and jumped, 
legs up and back down to land, the turned soil not as soft as I 
would have liked, and I landed in a heap. 
 ôNot bad at all,õ Trevors approved. ôYou have the speed and the 
lift.õ 
 We tried it a dozen times, my arse now muddy, my trainers 
having to be wiped of mud after every jump. 
 A few days later we got access to a local school track, and I ran 
eight hundred, then fifteen hundred. My eight hundred was OK, 
but not fantastic, by 1500 time being good. I practised running 
around the track, always leaning left at the turns, and my times 
improved a little. I had not run around a track like this since 
school. 
 In the mornings I was now practising my sprints, and Trevors 
had knocked two stakes into the ground on the far track, 
1500metres apart exactly. I would run around to the first marker, 
limber up, then sprint for the second marker ð stopwatch in hand. 
At the far end I would rest, limber up, then sprint back, the 
process repeated at least eight times a morning, sometimes in the 
evenings. 
 A few times a week I would try the javelin, and in the gym I 
had a spring fastened to the wall. I mimicked throwing a javelin, 
over and over till my arm ached, people wondering just what the 
hell I was doing. 
 The Air Commodore was keen, and he would be in attendance, 
but unknown to me he had suggested to the base commander that 
a few people travel with me, to shout support. A coach would be 
laid on for the trip up to RAF Cosford. I would be driving with 
Trevors, a few of his PTIs helping out on the day. 
 That day came around quickly, and I wondered if I was ready, 
then wondered why I even cared. It was not a long drive, and I felt 
well, only then Trevors informing me of the coach party. I had to 
stop and wonder who was on it, since no one in the armoury or 
Transport had mentioned it. 



                                                                

 At RAF Cosford we signed in for the various events, many 
families wandering around, areas taped off, but there was no 
runway here any longer, just engineering training centres and a 
track and field facility that was way too big and too good for those 
few personnel stationed here. 
 Walking to the changing rooms, I ran straight into Slack from 
Catterick. ôMy god!õ I shouted, and we shook, huge smiles 
exchanged. ôYou competing?õ I asked him 
 ôFuck no, Iõm here on a course. You running?õ 
 ôEight hundred and fifteen hundred.õ 
 ôShould do OK. No more marathons?õ my old roommate asked. 
 ôNo, fuck ôem. But I won a silver in swimming, 1500metres, 
going to try the English Channel.õ 
 ôFuck, chilly that.õ He wished me well. 
 After changing, we met my support team, a dozen officers from 
Air Traffic Control coming as a surprise. And with them, in civvy 
dress, was Pilot Officer Trish Deloitte. My heart skipped a beat. 
 ôPilot Officer Marsh Mallow,õ I greeted. 
 Her jaw dropped, her hands on her hips as her males colleagues 
all turned away to hide their smirks. ôWho told you that?õ 
 ôWas on the toilet wall in the swimming pool, Maõam. With a 
limerick.õ 
 ôWhat!õ she hissed. 
 ôJust kidding, Maõam.õ I walked off, enjoying having made her 
blush. And now getting an erection, and erections were to be 
avoided in running shorts when competing. 
 I found the support team before my first event, and several had 
t-shirts printed.  
 ôGo Wilco ð but stay away from Cessnas.õ 
 ôGo Wilco ð and punch the other runners.õ 
 ôGo Wilco ð but donõt get shot.õ 
 It was not funny, and I shot them a peeved look, but at least the 
babe of my dreams knew all about me, and now knew all about my 
dodgy past. 
 The 800metres came and went, and I came in fourth, a break 
before the 1500metres, no one else running in both events. Head 
down on the line, I thought ð fuck it, and with the starting pistol 



                                                                

cracking out I sprinted ahead as if this were a 100metre run, and 
the other runners must have thought me crazy. 
 I kept going around the curve, but then eased up a little, and I 
figured that I would wait for the first man on my right shoulder 
and then race him. That was most likely to happen on the straight, 
but it never happened and I kept going, now hurting and pushing 
my limits, but I wanted a good show for my support team. 
 On the last lap I felt someone closing in, so went all out beyond 
the pain barrier, my anus wanting to open up, and I increased my 
stride, running through the tape to a new RAF record. 
 After I had recovered ð and I was now spent, I approached the 
support team, Trevors with them.  
 ôA new RAF record,õ he told me. 
 The ATC Squadron Leader said, ôWe see you training on the 
track, the morning shift.õ 
 ôTheyõre in that early, sir?õ I puzzled. 
 ôThereõs a twenty-four hour rota, even though we donõt fly 
twenty-four hours. Sometimes a plane comes in during the night.õ 
 Up next was javelin, and I was hopeful, but the other men I was 
up against were all built like tanks. Finally my turn came, and I 
was handed the javelin, still some mud and grass on the end, which 
I cleaned off. 
 I tried to remember all the good advice, to get a good run up, a 
good lunge and a rotated arm, not a dart throw. I gave it all I had, 
a scream issued, and my javelin sailed away. Just then, one of the 
umpires down the course decided to pick a fight with a wandering 
sea gull. He backed up, swiped at it, tripped and fell back ð my 
javelin heading right towards his heart, the crowd in their feet, my 
eyes wide. My heart stopped. 
 The javelin impacted something and remained upright, the 
umpire rolling away, the crowd breathing again, but his jumper 
was snared. 
 Trevors shouted with a smile, ôWere you aiming at him!õ 
 Distance noted, almost the best so far, I threw again, just as the 
ladyõs 1500metre race was being conducted. My javelin sailed, and 
sailed some more, hit the grass parallel to the ground, slid, lifted 
up and hit a lady runner in the ankle. She went down, taking down 
six lady runners behind her, all ending up in a heap. 



                                                                

 ôOh for fucks sake,õ I let out. 
 ôYouõll be popular,õ the umpire next to me said with a grin. 
 I faced my support team, who were in hysterics. I held my 
hands out, and let them fall, pissed off. The ladyõs 1500metre race 
was abandoned for now. 
 Final throw, the audience waiting in great anticipation ð all 
eyes on me, and I gave it everything I had again, a scream issued, 
and it was a good throw. Seeing it arc over and down, I could also 
see that flock of sea gulls again. 
 ôNo way,õ I told myself, a moment before a sea gull got itself 
impaled, and flapped about. I faced the support team, who were 
applauding my throw, or my aim, or wounding a sea gull, I was 
not sure which as I walked towards them. 
 ôGood aim,õ Trevors noted with a grin as I approached. 
 The Squadron Leader said, ôYouõre supposed to go for distance, 
not aim at people and birds. You got some anger issues to work 
out, Wilco?õ 
 ôThat could be long chat, sir,õ I told him, taking a drink. But I 
had won by two inches, no one quite sure what to do with the 
injured sea gull flapping one wing. 
 An hour later, and I was called, the long jump to tackle. I had 
the speed, I had the stride and the muscle, so I was hopeful.  
 First run and jump, and my left foot was a good eight inches 
behind the line. Second jump, and it was six inches behind the line. 
Final jump, and I just avoided disqualification, my trainer a few 
millimetres from the front of the white board, my jump long 
enough to win today, but not a record. 
 Dressed in a tracksuit to stay warm, I enjoyed a hot dog with 
the Air Commodore, and I even chatted to Trish Deloitte about 
RT code for a few minutes. Finally called, a Wing Commander 
presented medals, and I claimed three, being photographed for the 
RAF magazine. 
 ôNot a waste of a trip then,õ the Squadron Leader noted as we 
headed for the transport. ôBrize Norton gets some recognition, as 
well as the RAF Regiment.õ 
 ôI donõt really think of myself as RAF Regiment, sir. I drive 
senior officers, I work in the armoury, and I do medicine.õ 
 ôA bit odd,õ he puzzled. 



                                                                

  
With the weather improving, my mind turned to holidays. As well 
as cars. I had received £3,500 compensation for my hardship of 
enjoying myself at the Corrective Facility, and I had generally 
saved a lot more money than I had spent over the years; I now had 
£11,000 sat in the bank. 
 A car was something I had thought about many times, but I 
always convinced myself I did not need one on base, and my mind 
was always thinking ð what if I quit next week, will I need a car? 
With my trips to the Kung Fu club, with meeting girls off base, I 
decided it would soon be time.  
 First, a holiday, so I wandered into a travel agents in Oxford, 
and walked out having written a cheque for £325. A week later, 
my provisionally booked leave now signed off by my CO - since I 
was not needed - anywhere, and I was on a 737 heading to 
Majorca. 
 A man with a sign for the tour company met me after luggage 
was claimed, name ticked on the list, directed to a bus, a few sexy 
girls on the bus, and we set off after dark, a long two hour drive to 
some place called Cala Dõor, my hotel to be organised by time I 
got there by the resort reps, no knowledge of it in advance other 
than it was three star. 
 Booked in, by a Spanish receptionist that never once made eye 
contact, I claimed a Spartan and dated room on the third floor, and 
I  went to bed feeling thirsty ð no drinks available. I woke to find a 
shaft of laser light cutting the room in half, dust mites rising and 
falling, and as I stood in the beam I felt the heat. Opening the 
curtains I was blinded, having to find my cheap sunglasses. 
Balcony doors opened, the roar from the pool hit me. 
 ôOh yeah,õ I commended, looking down at fifty topless girls. 
ôThis is more like it.õ 
 After a crap breakfast in the hotel restaurant - just before they 
closed at 10am, plenty of water drunk, I bought some supplies 
from the hotel shop and had a wander around, a look at the beach 
and the water, and the myriad of boobs on display. Back in my 
room, I figured I would take it easy since the sun was already 
burning my shoulders. Cream on, I sat on the balcony in my 
swimming trunks in ten minute slots, enjoying the view. 



                                                                

 When the sun moved I could sit on one side of the balcony in 
the shade, the day damn hot, and as I stared at the ocean I 
considered my future, and what I wanted to do. An hour passed 
quickly, my brain stuck in neutral. 
 A pair of tanned boobs came into view on the next balcony, the 
separating walls being low, and I now had a view of a platinum 
blonde girl that looked like she had just landed from heaven. She 
turned my way and smiled. I nodded. 
 Ten minutes later she was back on the balcony, voices heard. 
Some lucky bastard was in there with her. A tall girl appeared, 
also white blonde, seemingly with a neck injury. A few words 
exchanged in some language, and the first girl turned to me. 
 ôCould you take a picture please?õ she asked in near perfect 
English. 
 I stood. ôYour English is very good.õ 
 ôWe study in school from five years old.õ 
 I neared the wall, seeing that they were both naked, and not at 
all embarrassed by that fact. ôWhere are you from?õ 
 ôSweden.õ She handed over the camera, and my sunglasses 
allowed me to view their blonde pubes without them seeing me do 
so.  
 I wound the film on. 
 ôYou are an athlete?õ she asked. 
 ôBodyguard,õ was the first thing that came to mind. ôMilitary 
police, Close Protection. Iõve driven the British Prime Minister on 
occasion.õ 
 ôYou have been shot?õ 
 ôYes, a few times. Ready?õ I peered through the eyepiece at an 
absolute vision, two blonde Swedish girls who took being naked as 
something perfectly normal. I took two snaps, and handed the 
camera back. I pointed at the taller girl. ôNeck problem?õ 
 ôFrom where I sleep.õ 
 ôCome.õ I waved her over. ôTurn around.õ I leant across a little 
and grabbed her shoulders, a thumb into the muscle. ôPain higher 
up starts lower down. Iõm a trained medic.õ I rubbed between the 
shoulder blades. 
 ôThatõs good.õ 
 ôI also massage girls from time to time, if they behave well.õ 



                                                                

 ôYour girl in England does not behave well?õ she asked, but 
with a lilt. 
 ôShe accepted a job in Scotland, I work in London,õ I said, 
thinking about Kathy. 
 ôAh, she put the job first. You knew her long?õ 
 ôJust six months.õ 
 ôSo you need a holiday away to think.õ 
 ôNo, life is too short to think. Plane might crash on the way 
back.õ 
 ôOr you get shot,õ she noted. ôMmmm ... strong hands.õ 
 ôGot any baby oil?õ I asked. 
 ôYes.õ 
 ôI can fix you better lying down, but the going rate is one cold 
beer.õ 
 ôYou are cheap for such a good service. Come.õ 
 I climbed over the low wall, wondering if anyone below was 
observing us, and into their bedroom. It looked like six girls not 
two stayed here, and that they had been here a year. ôHow long 
have you been here?õ I puzzled. 
 ôThree days,õ they said, wondering what I found odd about their 
stuff scattered all around. 
 I spotted the baby oil and grabbed it, directing the taller girl to 
the bed, throwing a few items off the bed first. She lay face down, I 
sat on her thighs ð her pussy staring up at me, and I began a 
massage having seen the diagrams and read notes once; massage 
the muscle, not the bones, and in a direction away from the centre 
ð the spine! 
 Her friend lay on the next bed, facing us. ôYou come today?õ 
 I had a witty answer lined up, but did not use it. ôLast night.õ 
 ôYou come alone?õ 
 Again, I resisted my witty answer. ôYes, for a rest away from 
work. How old are you?õ 
 ôNineteen.õ 
 I would have figured on older. ôStill living with your parents?õ 
 ôIn university, Copenhagen.õ 
 ôDenmark?õ 
 ôIt is next door, and we study English history in our course.õ 
 ôAnd your favourite period of English history?õ 



                                                                

 ôVictorian,õ she said as I massaged her friend. 
 ôThe great age of travel, and wondrous machines to travel in. 
Steam engines, steam boats, steel girder bridges by Brunel.õ 
 ôYou know history.õ 
 ôI did òAó Level history.õ I did not tell them just where I was 
when I sat the exam. 
 ôGood massage,õ the taller girl approved. ôBig strong hands.õ 
 They exchanged a sentence in Swedish. 
 ôSo youõve not met any nice men here yet?õ I nudged. 
 ôAll stupid little English boys. We donõt go around the pool 
now.õ 
 In German, I said, ôThe great British export; stupid drunk 
young men.õ 
 In German, she replied, ôHere in Spain there are many such 
men.õ 
 In Russian I added, ôNot everyone is a prince like me.õ 
 The taller girl responded in Russian, face down, ôYou are prince 
who helps us poor girls with a nice massage.õ In English she 
added, ôMy grandmother was Russian.õ 
 I moved down to her lower spine, time on the sacrum, where 
the main tendons joined the hips. 
 ôYou know massage,õ the taller girl noted. 
 ôI read the book. Whatõs your name?õ 
 ôAnja.õ 
 ôPieta,õ the other girl put in. 
 ôIõm Wilco.õ 
 I moved down and worked the thighs, which always looked a 
lot bigger on a girl in this position, making sure I moved close to 
the pussy without touching it ð just to tease her, and into the back 
of the knee, an erogenous zone. ôI do a good vagina massage, if 
youõre not shy.õ 
 She turned over, and spread her legs. ôTwo cold beers, yes?õ 
 Easing off the bed onto my knees, I yanked her down towards 
me. ôTwo cold beers and a full English breakfast.õ My tongue hit 
moist pussy, causing a gasp. Fingers holding her pussy lips apart, I 
worked my magic, thanking my dear old Uncle Richard for the 
early start. 



                                                                

 Looking up a minute later, and Peita was touching herself as 
she observed us, not a bashful bone in her body. 
 When Anja started to breathe harder I got a finger in, and 
when she started to arch her back I got two fingers in, making her 
scream, the patio doors wide open. 
 After she finished jerking I washed my fingers, and knelt in 
front on Peita, my knees now sore. I sat on my side after I pulled 
her towards me, my tongue heading for a little pink pussy that 
looked way younger than nineteen. 
 She was already moist and halfway there, I did not need to do 
much, my knees saved further hardship. First finger in, second 
finger at the right time, and I made her gasp, but looking up I saw 
Anja sucking a nipple. This was getting better and better. 
 After Pieta came, a loud moan issued, I said, ôYou are lesbians?õ 
 Anja said, ôI like girls sometimes, Peita likes men mostly.õ She 
moved down and licked Pietaõs moist pussy, causing another gasp.  
 I grabbed a pillow, took off my swimming trunks to reveal a 
stiff cock, and knelt down, Peita pulled towards me. I risked it, and 
pushed my cock towards Anja, but she took it without hesitation, 
and after she had moistened it I pushed into Pietaõs small pink slit, 
causing a moan.  
 A dozen thrusts, making sure I took my time, and I pulled out, 
Anja darting in to lick the pussy for a few seconds before I shoved 
my dick towards her mouth. Moistened again, I eased back into 
Pieta, getting faster, and getting harder, now causing my Swedish 
blonde to moan loudly, but in a hotel like this it was probably a 
normal everyday noise ð just not around noon. 
 Pieta came at least twice, and when I was sure I had given a 
good account of myself I stood and yanked Anja back, mounting 
her and easing inside. Unfortunately she was loose, quite loose, so 
I pulled out, a leg pulled over and down, a knee up towards her 
chest, and pushed in again, more friction created. And I kept to the 
rim, almost pulling all the way out each stroke. 
 Anja took two minutes, but moaned and screamed as Pieta lay 
there looking asleep. Having done my bit, and hung on, I stood, a 
jerk of my cock in my hand, and I came in Anjaõs mouth as she 
rose to meet me, the girl having no problem in swallowing. She 
left a clean cock. 



                                                                

 I pointed at Pieta. 
 Anja looked over her shoulder. ôShe will sleep now.õ 
 I put my trunks back on. Whispering, I said, ôIõll be next door, 
drink later.õ 
 Anja nodded and smiled, and as I left I caught an image of Anja 
licking her sleeping friendõs pussy.  
 Back in my own room I needed water, and gulped it down. I sat 
on the balcony. ôRight, where was I? Ah yes, thinking about the 
future,õ I told myself. And an hour later I was still there, but now 
mellow and relaxed. 
 Through the railing of my balcony I could see a beautiful girl 
with a big pair and small hips being taunted something terrible by 
a gang of lads. But she seemed to like the attention. And the pool 
area offered many pairs of nicely tanned boobs on many girls, none 
of them fat. But the gang of men caught my attention after they 
seemed to be bullying younger lads. 
 As I observed, two young lads sat on empty sun beds near the 
gang, but were threatened with pointed fingers and scared away. I 
grabbed my towel and my key, but then stopped to wash my dick 
before heading down barefoot, three storeys on concrete steps, and 
onto the grass, to the pool edge getting looks, and to the gang. 
Past them I placed down my towel. 
 ôThose are taken,õ came a voice. 
 I turned my head and offered an insolent look. ôSuck ... my ... 
cock.õ Turning back, I laid out the towel and moved the bed a bit 
closer to them. 
 The lad I had spoken to was on his feet, and ready for trouble, 
nudging his friends. When I turned, I could see a t-shirt on the 
back of a chair; Royal Green Jackets. They were soldiers, which 
figured. 
 ôYou looking for trouble, mate?õ he asked. 
 ôIõm not your fucking mate, cock sucker.õ 
 They were not sure what to make of me.  
 I pointed at the t-shirt. ôRoyal Green Jackets?õ 
 ôYeah..?õ a lad at the back said. ôWho are you?õ 
 ôCaptain, Red Caps, Close Protection. And if you open you gobs 
again Iõll not only kick the shit out of you, Iõll come find you back 



                                                                

in the UK. You fuckwits will behave here, and never forget who 
you represent.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 A young lad pointed. ôYou been shot a few times, sir.õ 
 ôTwice. Now why donõt you enjoy your holiday without causing 
any trouble, and if you want to cause some trouble ð do it down 
the road away from here.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 I lay down, a little deflated, but I soon realised how wrong I 
had been. I had wanted to hurt them, to smash their faces into the 
concrete, and I had to wonder why I was on a vigilante mission, 
why I had so much anger inside. 
 An hour later, the sun having moved so that I was in the shade, 
my Swedish ladies had spotted me from their balcony and came 
down. Anja took the bed next to me, but Peita lay on me and 
curled up, all the while being observed by the young soldiers. 
 I stroked Peitaõs hair and left a hand resting on Anjaõs groin, 
close to her pussy. We attracted many looks. 
 With the sun low, and Pieta now awake, we wandered through 
the hotel rear gates and down to the sandy beach, kids screaming 
at the waterõs edge. Towels down, we went for a swim, the girls 
both confident and proficient. 
 When the girls headed back to shore I asked them to watch my 
towel for a while, and swam out, a fast front crawl, half a mile out 
to a boat. 
 ôNice day for it,õ I told the surprised sailors, turned and headed 
back in. 
 Up the beach and to my towel, the sun now behind a cliff, they 
noted my swimming. 
 ôI won the 1500metres military race, and in August Iõll swim 
the English Channel.õ 
 Sand between our toes, we arranged to meet in the hotel bar at 
7pm, and at 7.15pm I led them down the street, a slow wander 
through the tourists, and I found that Cala Dõor was a string of 
small coves and beaches. We found a busy street of bars and cafes 
and ducked into a restaurant, soon ordering food. 
 With the two sets of couples on the next table asking me if I 
was òDeutcheó because I was tall, I chatted in German, and we 



                                                                

pushed the tables together, the girls chatting in German, one of 
the German ladies born in Copenhagen. 
 It was all very relaxed, no one competing, and I felt great. It 
felt great to just be with people who accepted you without wanting 
to measure their dicks. One of the German men had been a 
Kriegsmarine, so we talked about his experiences, and mine. He 
had retired, and opened a dive shop down here. 
 ôI want to try. I swim competition, national standard, but I have 
not tried diving yet.õ 
 ôCome to the school, 5,000 pesetas trial dive, then a short course 
if you like.õ It was twenty five quid. 
 I asked the girls, both very keen. It was a date.  
 After the meal our dive instructor led us to his place, not far, so 
that we could find it again the next day, and near his place was a 
secluded cafe owned by the other couple, a flat roof with a great 
view, so we ducked in there, the wine flowing. 
 Below us was a small beach, very small, not belonging to the 
dive school but few tourists found it, only locals. 
 With our hosts wanting to get to bed, we thanked them, the 
girls hugging the ladies, and I led my Swedes to the waterõs edge. 
No one around, we stripped off and walked in, swam out and back, 
soon fondling. 
 Back on the sand, the girls giggly drunk, I had them both kneel 
down. With my cock in Peita I had three fingers inside Anja, and 
ten minutes hard work had them booth moaning. 
 A quick wash in the gentle surf, clothes on but damp ð sand 
everywhere, we walked back slowly, and I told them to drink some 
water and to sleep well, we would be up early. 
 At 7.45am I knocked on their door, finding them almost ready - 
if naked could be called dressed and ready, but they had made a 
bag. We skipped breakfast and bought sandwiches, soon in the 
dive school and enjoying coffee in mugs. 
 Wetsuits found and tried on, we got a quick lesson on how to fit 
the òjacketó to the tank, turn on the air and test it , read the gauge 
ð should be around 200bar. One bar was sea level, 10m down 
would be two bar, and so on. When you had just fifty bar left you 
came up, slowly, never faster than your bubbles ð so we were told. 



                                                                

 Into the clear calm and warm water we went, masks on, 
mouthpiece in, we breathed above surface and then dipped lower, 
suddenly in a quiet world, small fish darting past. We knelt, 
simply getting used to breathing, the instructor and owner 
demonstrating the technique for clearing a mask. We tried it 
ourselves in turns, various degrees of success achieved, and headed 
out into the dangerous big blue - a bay that was never more than 
eight feet deep. 
 Gliding along just above the sandy bottle - the sand rippled 
into ridges and looking like sand dunes, we studied small fish, even 
octopus. Twenty minutes in a big circle, people seen swimming 
over us, and we were back to the shallows, fins off whilst knelt, 
and we were out the water ð the three of us happy with the 
experience. 
 The girls considered the course over lunch, but only had three 
days left. I told our host I would be back in three days for the 
course and thanked him. 
 Back at the hotel beach, cold drinks bought, I suggested a pedal 
boat so we hired one. I paid twice since I wanted two hours, and 
we shoved off, a few bottles taken with us. The ladies stripped off 
after twenty yards, so I copied. Out beyond two hundred yards, 
the water calm, we stopped pedalling and claimed the flat rear. 
 I sat between the girls, a finger on each pussy, a slow 
movement to the boat in the waves, and a slow movement to my 
finger. A sailboat glided quietly past, the crew looking and 
smiling, not that I cared. 
 With both gir ls starting to arch backs I got a finger inside 
whilst trying to work our which room was mine in the distant 
hotel. And looking left I thought I could see the cove of the dive 
school. 
 When it seemed that Anja had come I awkwardly moved 
position and rammed my tongue into Peita, making her moan, 
fingers soon in, my elbows killing me, my knees about to push 
Anja off the boat, and Peita screamed. Good job there was no one 
about. 
 Anja, never one to leave a moist pussy alone, clambered across 
me to lick Peita as I lay back, my cock getting a tan. I reached for 



                                                                

their bag and grabbed the sun cream, but not for my cock; my 
shoulders were burning. 
 After Anja had finished her invasion of Peitaõs pussy she eased 
back and started on my balls as I kept an eye on other peddle boats 
getting close. 
 Pieta was sleepy, but turned on her side and swallowed my 
cock, and I would not take long, an eye on the peddle boat getting 
closer. But I could see two girls, someone on the back, so I relaxed, 
just hoping theyõd not call the police. 
 Anja snatched my cock away from Peita and had a go, a firm 
mouth, before handing it back. I finally came Pietaõs mouth, 
pushing her head down, Anja keen to clean me up; the girl was on 
a mission to clean away bodily fluids.  
 ôTag,õ a girl offered, German, as their  peddle boat drew level. 
 In German, I said, ôNice day for it.õ 
 ôNice day for a good double-headed, yes,õ came back, and they 
pedalled past, not a care in the world. 
 With Peita sat between my legs, back to me, I massaged her 
shoulders as we chatted about airlines and hotel bookings, and was 
Tunisia a good place for a holiday. 
 Back in their room, we fell asleep with the patio doors open, the 
sounds from the pool reaching us, and I surprised myself by 
drifting off to sleep cuddled up to Pieta on the front and Anja on 
the back. 
 When awake, and after a shower together but with no sex, the 
girls elected for a return to the secluded cafe, and we met again 
one of the couples. After a meal there, we sat chatting and 
drinking till 2am, when the cafe closed. 
 Back at the hotel, the girls wobbly on their feet and tired, I left 
them alone and sat on my balcony, staring at the ocean in 
moonlight. And back to thinking about my future. Being a dive 
instructor in a place like this would not be so bad, but it would be 
seasonal work. 
 I eventually went inside around 3am, and woke at 8am as the 
kids around the pool made a noise. After I showered I peered into 
their room from my balcony, both naked and asleep. I was very 
tempted to go lick some sleeping pussy, but instead I grabbed 
some breakfast before sitting on my balcony. 



                                                                

 The girls woke at 10am, wandering out onto their  balcony 
naked and yawning, a wondrous sight. I handed them cold water - 
much appreciated, and a tin of pears I had bought in the hotel 
mini-market. They sat on the balcony and ate. 
 After their improvised breakfast they wanted to do something 
different, so after a look at the tourist map we got a taxi to Porto 
Colon, soon strolling through the harbour area, small boats looked 
at, and around the busy headland to the main beach, a large beach. 
Lunch in a cafe, cold drinks downed, and we headed back to 
another place on the map, but must have got it wrong because we 
found domestic houses and small cliffs.  
 Seeing a sign, I led them down a narrow path and to a rocky 
area, a huge secluded rock pool of shallow sea water, sand to step 
on. We stripped off and got in, the water very warm, almost like a 
spa. 
 After fifteen minutes, shadows were seen and voices heard, a 
couple wandering down, and I wondered if they would shout at 
our naked state. The couple were German, in their thirties, and 
simply stripped off everything and joined us, soon chatting away 
about Denmark. I was growing to love the European attitude to 
life, such a contrast to Brize Norton. 
 Out the water, stood naked drying off, I chatted to the lady in 
English about property down here, and she pointed across the bay 
at villas, and what they cost to buy and rent. I would need to save 
my pennies. 
 Back at the hotel the girls checked their tickets, and it was 
tomorrow they were leaving, not the day after, so they had to pack 
in a hurry, and since there were over a million items on display it 
would take a while. 
 I left them to it and sat on my balcony having bought two 
bottles of cheap wine, as yet unopened. When the girls had finally 
packed, and it only took two hours, they appeared on the balcony 
and I clambered over, the wine opened, plastic cups used. 
 With the wine finished we headed out, some cold beers needed, 
and found a lively bar, Peita dancing by herself, her t-shirt hiding 
nothing. A big German, almost forty years old, wandered over and 
made a lude comment. 



                                                                

 I was relaxed. In German, I said, ôHey man, come on, sheõs with 
me.õ 
 He shrugged, made a face and wandered off, when I could have 
hit him instead. This place was having a good effect on me. 
 I danced close to both girls a few times, the beer flowing, but 
my soldiers were about to spoil the mood. Stood at the edge of the 
dance floor, I saw the German who had approached Peita now 
hustling another girl, a girl seemingly with the soldiers. The 
biggest of the soldiers squared up to the German, who backed off, 
but a moment later the German hit a soldier on the head with a 
bottle. 
 I rushed in past girls dancing, my approach masked somewhat, 
and hit the German so hard he flew back. His mates were not 
impressed and came at me, but they were no experts ð and drunk, 
three fast jabs connecting with chins, and eyes rolled backwards. 
 I grabbed the unconscious soldier and dragged him out, rudely 
grabbing someoneõs t-shirt from the back of a chair, the wound 
pressed down on. He pulse was OK, but his pupil responses were a 
worry. 
 The other soldiers gathered around.  
 ôGet an ambulance, keep checking his pulse, heõs in a bad way,õ I 
told them. ôKeep pressure on the wound. And if anyone asks ... Iõm 
German.õ 
 Lifting up, a few people observing us - and most not caring, I 
led the girls away quickly and down the road, my hands washed in 
the sea. 
 ôStupid drunk men,õ Anja cursed. ôLittle boys.õ 
 ôYes,õ I agreed. ôBut dangerous little boys.õ I had gone to the 
assistance of the gang I had wanted to hit, quite a turnaround. 
 The mood was a bit off as we headed back, but in their room I 
suggested a shower, the three of us just about fitting, and the 
mood lifted. Out the shower I fucked Pieta as Anja moistened, and 
as she licked Peitaõs clit. When Pieta came I lay down between 
them so that I could go down on Anja. As I did so, two mouths 
attacked my cock, making it hard to concentrate on my chosen 
task up this end of the bed. 



                                                                

 With Anja coming I licked hard, coming in someoneõs mouth a 
moment later, and I kept going, very turned on, fingers inside, 
Anja screaming. 
 I  soon found myself alone on that balcony again, staring at the 
ocean, and thinking, but not finding any answers, and the hours 
ticked off the clock. A few people shagged around the pool or on 
the beach, people came and went, a boat sailed by. There was a 
world out there, a world beyond the RAF, beyond small rooms in 
a barrack block, beyond cleaning rifles and driving officers around. 
 The next morning the girls boarded their coach, a kiss goodbye, 
and we did not even bother to exchange addresses. I headed to the 
dive school, signed up, and would start after lunch. A video to 
watch, some instruction, and a German lady in the mid thirties 
took me for a dive. 
 I practised taking my mask off underwater, clearing it, then 
taking my jacket off and putting it back on underwater, after 
which we swam around the bay looking at the fish. Back on dry 
land, we sat with cold drinks and she explained the dive table 
theory. Dive deep and short, dive shallow and long, deepest part of 
the dive at the start, come up slowly. 
 Tomorrow there would be a boat, two dives, and I was keen. 
 Getting back to the hotel, I bumped into the soldiers. ôHowõs 
your mate?õ 
 ôHeõs in a bad way, kept in hospital, police an all taking 
statements.õ 
 ôDid you mention me?õ I asked, now worried. 
 ôNo, sir, told ôem we didnõt know who you were, but them 
Germanõs you hit are in a bad way, broken jaws.õ 
 ôThey got what they deserved, but never mention me ð or 
youõre dead meat.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 Up at 6am I went for a swim, my mind on the English Channel, 
but the water here was calm and warm, the Channel - not so much. 
I swam out half a mile, swam back, and repeated that, in need of 
some breakfast at the end, first into the breakfast room. 
 At the dive centre I got a coffee, finally handed my wetsuit, 
jacket and tank, flippers and mask, and we walked along the rocks 
to a small boat moored at the end, and stepped across. Eight of us 



                                                                

set off, the owner steering the boat, and we chugged slowly out 
and around the headland to the left, beyond my hotel. 
 Engine cut, an instructor dived down and brought up a line, the 
boat attached to the line. Kit on, tanks tested, flippers on, masks 
on, I sat on the side with my lady instructor and we fell backwards 
whilst holding masks. 
 A blur of air bubbles, and I righted myself, slowly sinking. She 
swam down, so I followed, trying to remember when to put air in 
my jacket. I cleared my ears three times before we landed on 
smooth rocks, and now I put air in my jacket till I hovered over 
the rocks, an OK signal from the lady, and off we went at a slow 
pace. 
 There were not many fish, but we got close to several large 
octopus, a few fish in the shallow water at the end of the dive. 
 She signalled for my air gauge. I looked at it, and gave her 
seven fingers. Holding the anchor line, we inched slowly up it to 
5metres and halted, a three minute wait whilst observing the other 
divers, seen by the plumes of rising bubbles. 
 Air in jackets, masks off and in the boat, fins off and inside, 
jacket off - and I clambered into the boat, reaching back for my 
tank, finally the ladyõs tank, and she climbed in. 
 ôHow was that?õ she asked. 
 ôFine, no problems.õ 
 ôYou have no fear under water,õ she noted. 
 ôIõm a 1500metre champion.õ 
 ôAh, so water is natural to you.õ 
 We headed back in ð a slow chugging boat, swapped tanks, sat 
and had lunch, soon onto the second dive, a cave of sorts, more 
octopus seen. 
 My instructor said, ôTomorrow, if you want, we practise skills 
and tests.õ 
 ôFine by me,õ I told her. ôBetter to learn than just swim around.õ 
 That evening I was again sat on the balcony, a pair of English 
girls on the next balcony and giggling, but I had no interest.  
 
The next day I was sat on the edge of boat after the other divers 
had entered the water.  



                                                                

 ôOK, you have all of the equipment in your hand, air switched 
off, weight belt held. You go over the side, air on and mouthpiece 
in, mask on, hit the bottom, weight belt first, jacket on, fins on, 
adjust the suit and come back up slow.õ 
 ôOh ... er ... OK.õ Tank tested, regulator tested, all the kit on my 
left arm, a nod at her and over I went, soon sinking, but I opened 
my eyes, seeing clearly enough. I cleared my nose on the way 
down, and hit with my feet. Air tank on, mouthpiece not in place 
yet, weight belt on and awkwardly fastened, jacket on, and now I 
put the mouthpiece in, mask on ð cleared, fins on, jacket adjusted, 
and up I went as she hovered in the shallows.  
 I burst through the surface. 
 ôOK, good, many people panic like this. Swim to the rocks.õ 
 Out the water onto a smooth rock, kit off, tank off, she pointed 
me in, and I jumped, clearing my nose twice on the way down, 
back up a minute later. 
 ôThat was ten metre,õ she informed me. ôWe are supposed to do 
it in two metre.õ 
 ôDo I get extra points?õ I teased. 
 I had qualified for Open Water Diver, not sure what that 
meant, but elected to keep going. 
 The next day we studied the dive tables again, and I had exams 
to complete, the answers simple enough. I then had to use a 
compass and follow a square course, and did OK, to be followed by 
a night dive. 
 I arrived back at 7pm, the sun setting, and with torches now we 
entered the warm water, a myriad of creatures crawling or 
swimming across the sand, and I had been warned that I would 
need to find the way back. 
 When she gave me a hand signal in front of her torch I used my 
compass and set a direction. Hitting the rocks I swam left and 
around, and in just nine inches of warm water and gentle waves we 
eased up, finding the dive centre. Well, the navigation had not 
been that hard. 
 For my final day of holiday I sat on the balcony for hours, 
staring at the inviting ocean, thinking, always thinking, 
wondering about the future, and did they employ dive instructing 
pussy lickers down here, and what were the wages? 



                                                                

 
Back at Brize Norton on a Sunday I reclaimed my room, marks in 
the door suggesting that someone had kicked it. Inside, I found it 
all  OK, my metal cabinet secure. 
 On the Monday I ventured to the armoury, to find Bongo sat 
there. ôWhat the fuck you doing here, fat boy?õ 
 ôNice to see you too,õ he quipped. 
 Mickey explained, ôWe finally got another man.õ 
 ôWhere you been all this time?õ I asked Bongo as I knocked the 
kettle on. 
 ôMarham after Catterick. Was OK, but out in the sticks. Then 
Lossiemouth, which was cold and wet, so I came down here.õ 
 Over two hours we had caught up on gossip and so went to 
lunch, and he was in a billet near me, but far enough away not to 
hear the snoring. I would be needed less in the armoury, not that 
anyone would inform Admin, or even care, but I decided that I 
would hit the languages more. 
 I popped into the Education Centre and they were glad to see 
another living being - they did not get many visitors, and I used 
the machines for a day, German first. My vocabulary was wide, but 
I need the syntax right. My Russian friend the spy returned for a 
day, and we practised, two hours practise down the pub lunchtime. 
 I was back to swimming, and now it was just a case of dealing 
with the boredom of distance swimming. I figured I would risk it, 
and I approached the base commander. 
 He studied me. ôYouõre trying to get a free holiday to Cyprus!õ 
 ôWell, sir, I canõt train in the ocean here till August or 
September.õ 
 ôTen days only!õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 ôThen you swim off Bournemouth beach in the rain!õ 
 Admin sorted out the paperwork, temporary assignment to 
RAF Akrotiri for sports training, my CO more than pissed off that 
I had swung a nice little holiday. 
 I packed my kit, and I queued up in the departureõs area here at 
Brize Norton, the clerks saying hello when I handed over the 
paperwork, and I was soon sat on a grey RAF Tristar, the plane 
older than I was. 



                                                                

 In Akrot iri I was given a single room in with the RAF 
Regiment detachment there, and the next morning I reported to 
the Fl Lt in charge. 
 ôWhat are you here for?õ he puzzled. 
 ôRemember the silly sod shot in the London Marathon, sir?õ 
 ôThat was you?õ 
 ôYes, sir, and the RAF top brass want more medals, so I won 
the 1500metre swim, now to try the English Channel in 
September.õ 
 ôChilly,õ he noted. ôSo youõre here just to swim?õ 
 ôSwim once a day, sir, a few miles. But if thereõs anything else I 
can be doing, happy to help out. Iõm a time-served armourer, and a 
fully qualified medic.õ 
 ôBoth useful. Report to the armoury after swimming.õ 
 ôYes, sir. But whereõs safe to swim?õ 
 ôNo idea, go ask someone.õ 
 And I did ask, and I checked the map, and no one knew, but a 
PTI  was keen to help and he had a canoe, and I would be his 
excuse to use it instead of doing a proper dayõs work. 
 So later that day we drove to a point beyond the range, to the 
beach ð deserted, warning signs up about trespassers, and I got 
my wetsuit on, sun cream on my face, hands and feet, water sipped, 
and off we set, the PTI following me, and I glimpsed a turtle. 
 I swam out half a mile before I turned down the coast, counting 
my strokes, and I knew roughly how many strokes it was per mile. 
Stopping, I checked my watch and turned around, heading back, 
aircraft coming in to land overhead. 
 With three hours clocked we exited the water and sat on the 
sand. 
 ôHowõd you feel?õ he asked. 
 ôFine, Sarge. I get bored before I get tired.õ 
 Enjoying the sun, we sat on the sand for an hour chatting about 
the London Marathon. 
 I reported in to the armoury late in the day, and they would be 
glad of some help; it was not just Brize Norton that was 
undermanned. 
 The next day I swam further and faster, trying to tire myself 
out, five miles clocked before I showered and reported to the 



                                                                

armoury. They had GPMGs due an annual inspection so I got to 
it, finding the lollipop stick they had left inside one as a joke. 
 Since I woke early I went for a run most mornings, enjoyed a 
leisurely breakfast, then swam, afternoons in the armoury ð where 
I was never taxed, and the evenings were often spent in the bar 
with the armourers. 
 The weekend came around, and the armourers had hired a villa, 
eight of us to be in it, in Aiya Napa in the east. After we got there, 
about 3pm on the Friday, I dumped my kit and got my swimming 
trunks on. 
 ôFooking hell,õ they let out. 
 One asked, ôYou on steroids or something?õ 
 ôYou remember the stupid cunt shot in the London Marathon?õ 
 ôThat was you?õ 
 I pointed at the scars. 
 ôFooking hell.õ 
 As a rabble we headed down to the beach, which was a stoneõs 
throw away, girls aplenty on the sand. With the guys setting 
down towels, and eyeing the girls, I went for a swim, out half a 
mile and back at a fast pace. 
 Coming out the water, a tall girl with broad shoulders and a 
great body approached. 
 In German she began, ôOlympic standard?õ 
 In German, I replied, ôNo, but 1500metre military champion. 
Iõm training for the English Channel, twenty miles.õ 
 ôYou are English?õ 
 ôYes, just here for a week. You?õ 
 ôHoliday with friends, four days left.õ 
 ôYou still swim?õ 
 ôFor fun, I was in the German Olympic team at eighteen years 
old. Now modelling.õ 
 ôYou have the figure for it.õ 
 ôAnd you, you were shot maybe ð in the military?õ 
 ôI was shot during the London Marathon.õ 
 ôAh, my god, that was you. I saw it on the TV.õ 
 ôSo why donõt we get some food and chat, someplace with no 
stupid drunk British men.õ 
 ôI get my clothes.õ 



                                                                

 I returned to the armourers.  
 ôDonõt tell us you pulled that bird,õ they complained. 
 ôYes, German model.õ 
 ôYou fucking cunt,õ they complained, observing her. ôShe got 
any mates?õ 
 ôSpeak any German?õ I teased. 
 ôA few words,õ they complained. 
 ôStick to the British girls, theyõre easy.õ 
 Dressed, I met my date and we walked off, the guys staring 
after us, and she knew a quiet spot, but an expensive place. 
 ôI only have some money for the beach,õ I told her. 
 ôI have my card, no problem.õ 
 She enjoyed fresh lobster, I had the chicken, and she could not 
take her eyes off me ð the other diners not taking their eyes off 
her, several large wines down her throat. 
 ôWhere are you staying?õ she asked. 
 ôRenting a villa with seven idiots.õ 
 ôAh, so maybe we drink on my hotel balcony, yes.õ 
 ôOnly if you promise to behave.õ 
 Her eyes glinted. ôAnd if I donõt behave?õ 
 I leant in. ôThen I lick your pussy till you beg for mercy.õ 
 ôWe go,õ she said, standing and paying. 
 An hour later, and I was exhausted and sweating, my fit 
òMadchenó hard to satisfy, but it had been great fun trying. Wine 
in hand, we sat naked on the balcony in a welcome cool breeze, her 
legs across mine as we chatted about life and careers. 
 I stayed the night with her, another marathon sex session in the 
morning before breakfast and, since she had a hire car, we drove 
up into the hills. A viewpoint found, a magnificent vista of the 
eastern end of the island, and we had sex in the pine trees. 
 A garage come cafe found, we sat on a viewpoint and looked 
down, getting a tan, and arrived back after sundown. I explained 
that I needed fresh clothes, so she dropped me off, to meet at the 
same place later. 
 The lads were well pissed-off when they saw me, many 
questions fired. I showered, changed, grabbed all my money from 
my bag and wished them well in their  search for a girl dumb 
enough to shag them. 



                                                                

 After another expensive meal - this time I paid, we strolled 
along the waterfront for a while, soon back into her hotel and in 
the shower. This time around I knew what she liked, and so I 
made her come faster, but it was still almost an hour. 
 Back to the lads the next day at 9am, bleary faces greeted me, 
two of the rooms now having hung-over British girls in them that 
were actually dumb enough to date these guys. I sat on the villa 
balcony, thinking again, and the hours ticked by, some of the lads 
sat with me at various points. 
 
Back at Brize Norton, Fl Lt Peters wanted to see me. ôDid you get 
much swimming done?õ he complained. 
 ôFive days, then five days drunken sex, sir.õ 
 ôWell ... those five days swimming is more than I would have 
credited you with, not a total loss. Anyhow, youõve not been down 
on the rota for the front gate, or night patrols, so you are now. 
Not as a punishment, but it could not be explained why you were 
left off in the first place, other than maybe someone felt they didnõt 
want you on the gate ð gun in hand.õ 
 ôDoes this mean I get treated like a normal enlisted man, sir?õ I 
teased. 
 ôLetõs not go that far, eh. Check the rota in here every Monday.õ 
 I checked, and I was down for Friday and Saturday night, 
which figured; no one else wanted those slots. So on the Friday I 
signed out an SA80 piece-of-crap rifle, hopefully one that worked, 
signed for two magazines, and I headed to the gate with a 
backpack, my camouflage waterproofs in the bag. 
 In the guardroom I said hello to the duty corporal, an MP who 
had pissed off his boss. MPõs did not normally pull a shift in the 
guardroom, and this one was hostile after he realised who I was. 
 I ignored him as best I could, and backed up the man checking 
IDs, a cook of all people. 
 Half an hour later and the Air Commodore drove in. ôWilco, 
what you doing on the gate?õ 
 ôPulled a shift, sir, theyõve decided Iõm to be treated like 
everyone else. Gun an all. You working late, sir?õ 
 ôFunction in the officers mess. Iõll see you on the way home.õ 
 ôHave a good time, sir.õ 



                                                                

 Off he drove. 
 ôHow come he knows you?õ the cook asked. 
 ôIõm his usual driver, or one of them.õ 
 A few people recognised me, the base commander stopping to 
ask about Cyprus on his way out. 
 At midnight the cook was bored, fed up, and lambasting his 
boss. At 2am he was downright swearing about his boss. It started 
to rain, so I put my wet gear on, and I was still there at 6am, when 
the next team came on. The cook could hardly stand and keep his 
eyes open, I was fine. 
 Hamster was rudely woken in the armoury, eventually, my 
weapon signed back in, ammo counted. ôYou didnõt shoot anyone, 
boring fucker.õ 
 I shot him a look. ôTonight, 6pm. Be awake.õ 
 ôNot likely, I like a rest on the weekends.õ 
 ôA ... rest?õ I shook my head. 
 I was stiff and so went for a run, a long hot shower to follow, 
then to bed. 
 At 6pm I was back at the guardroom, Hamster having been 
rudely woken again, his òrestó disturbed. Tonight was a different 
corporal in the guardroom, from Admin, and we chatted for hours, 
the traffic light, the same cook checking IDs. 
 At midnight it was just me at the gate, the routine being that I 
glance at the window and the barrier would lift. A car pulled up, 
window down. 
 An Irish accent began, ôI left me ID in the damn pub, Iõll have 
to call the police about it in the morning, sorry.õ 
 ôStep out the car please, sir,õ I calmly requested. 
 ôStep out, what for? Iõm an officer, now open the damn gate or 
itõll be your head.õ 
 ôStep out the car, sir, after switching the engine off, and weõll 
make a call.õ 
 He nudged forwards, angered beyond words. Out of my 
webbing I grabbed a magazine, rifle up, weapon loaded, and 
cocked, seen by the window. They called the MPs in a panic. 
 I aimed at the vehicle, a second car now behind. ôStep out the 
vehicle!õ I shouted, taking two steps back. 



                                                                

 Whoever was in the car behind got out and moved behind their 
own vehicle. 
 ôIõll crucify you! Youõll be on charges. Whatõs your name!õ 
 ôLast chance to exit the vehicle, sir, before I open fire! Please 
step out of the vehicle.õ 
 He revved, and nudged the barrier without damaging it, then 
figured he would drive around it. That idea was cut short when I 
put two loud rounds into his front tyre, two in the rear.  
 I aimed at his head. ôLast chance, sir, or I will kill you!õ 
 Hands appeared, the door opened, and out he came. 
 ôTurn around, hands on the vehicle.õ 
 He turned around as I landed a flat boot to his lower back, 
slamming him into the car as an MP jeep pulled up.  
 Two MPs ran in. ôWilco,õ one stated. 
 ôThis Irish gentleman demands access to the base, no ID.õ 
 ôHe what?õ They pinned him across the bonnet. ôWho are you?õ 
 ôIõm Pilot Officer OõLeary, here on a course.õ 
 ôAnd drunk driving with it, sir?õ they asked. 
 ôI had a few.õ 
 ôMore than a few.õ 
 ôHe shot out my tyres!õ 
 One of the MPs had a look. He faced me. ôYou discharged your 
weapon?õ 
 ôYes, corporal.õ 
 ôThen youõre for it.õ 
 ôFifty quid says otherwise, and donõt make a mistake here, youõll 
need to stick to procedure and the law, or you wonõt be a corporal 
tomorrow.õ 
 He appeared hesitant. ôMake safe your weapon.õ 
 I did as asked. 
 ôHand it over.õ 
 I did as asked. 
 ôThis man will be taken in and identified, youõll need to make a 
statement.õ 
 ôSomeone needs to replace me here, standing station orders, or 
youõre culpable, corporal.õ 
 ôYou wait here till weõre back.õ 
 Another MP jeep pulled up. 



                                                                

 ôOK, Wilco, with us.õ 
 I followed them, a glance at the window, a concerned Admin 
corporal peering out. At the MP depot they put my magazine and 
rifle in a plastic bag, sealed, and I signed. 
 ôDischarging your weapon is a serious offence.õ 
 ôStop talking shit!õ I shouted at the sergeant. ôStanding station 
orders, guard duty, revision 67, paragraph 11. A forced entry to the 
gate must be met with appropriate escalating verbal, physical and then 
firearm force. Look it up!õ 
 ôYou memorised all the regs?õ the sergeant snarled. 
 ôMost of them, yes.õ 
 Unsure what to do, he took my statement. I signed, and I got a 
photocopy. 
 ôYouõre relieved of duty on the gate.õ 
 ôAnd that man, if he is an officer, drunk driving? You going to 
sweep that under the rug, because my next call will be Colonel 
Bennet, and an MP captain will be here inside an hour, expecting 
to take a breath sample ð or to find one.õ 
 The sergeant controlled his anger. ôThat individual will be 
treated like a member of the public trespassing till he can prove 
who he is.õ 
 I stood and smiled. ôFine, then I donõt need to make a call. 
Permission to go off duty, Sergeant.õ 
 ôGranted,õ he said with false civility. 
  
Monday morning, and I figured I should go see Fl Lt Peters. 
 ôYou discharged a firearm!õ he hissed, about to have a heart 
attack. 
 ôNot to worry, sir, all above board and correct procedure.õ 
 ôYou did it just to piss me off for putting you on guard duty...õ 
 ôNo, sir, and thatõs a very negative view. Irish gentlemen said he 
lost his ID, insisted I let him in, then rammed the gate.õ 
 ôWell, thatõs not allowed, officer or not. Next time, drag him 
from the car and punch him instead!õ 
 ôIõll go see the base commander now.õ 
 I stepped outside, an MP jeep pulling up.  
 ôBase commander wants to see you.õ 



                                                                

 I jumped in, stroked the dog, and off we set. We arrived just as 
the MPs dragged a very dishevelled Irish gentleman in handcuffs, 
an Army MP Captain now present in greens. All were led into a 
large side room. 
 The base commander stepped in with several senior officers, 
and he looked over our Irish prisoner. Quietly, he began, ôYou 
drive up to the gate with no ID on you - losing it being an offence, 
you were ten times over the legal limit to drive a car on a British 
road, you shout threats to be let in and then ram my gate. 
 ôPilot Officer OõLeary, your time as an officer in the RAF is at 
an end.õ The base commander glanced at the MP captain, and the 
captain took away his unshaven prisoner. 
 The base commander faced the corporal and sergeant that I had 
dealt with Saturday night. Whilst facing them, he said, ôWilco, was 
proper procedure followed?õ 
 ôYes, sir. Three verbal warnings, threat to shoot, but when he 
tried to drive around the gate after ramming it I shot out his 
tyres.õ 
 ôApparently, you would have been within your rights to shoot 
him...õ 
 ôI would never do so unless as a very last resort, sir.õ 
 ôGood to know. And did the MPs at any time breach standard 
procedure, or give you a hard time?õ 
 ôNo, sir, they were boringly by the book and stated regulations to 
me.õ 
 ôWell, boringly by the book is what theyõre there for.õ He faced the 
MPs. ôDo either of you have a complaint to register against 
Wilco?õ 
 ôNo, sir,õ the corporal offered. 
 The sergeant said, ôIõd prefer it, sir, if when I state regulations 
... some smartarse doesnõt correct me to the letter.õ 
 ôThat is annoying,õ the base commander noted. ôWilco, donõt be 
a smartarse, no one likes a smartarse.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 ôAnd for the record ... if someone with an Irish accent tries to 
blag his way onto my base again ... shoot the bastard!õ 
 ôYes, sir,õ we all agreed. 
 ôDismissed.õ 



                                                                

 The gossip was all around the base, and in Transport they 
wanted all the details. I was down to drive the Air Commodore, 
but he had not heard, horrified at first, then ready to crucify the 
young officer. 
 ôDrunk driving, lost his ID in a pub! Iõd lynch the man. Officers 
donõt do that.õ 
 
Two days later, and the Air Commodore told me to wear a pistol. I 
was authorised following the Close Protection Course, but 
informed Fl Lt Peters anyway. 
 He said, ôINLA have threatened attacks to stop the new peace 
accord, so be careful. And please ... donõt discharge it unless 100% 
sure.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 Green plastic holster on over my shirt, jacket on top, it would 
be warm in the car, the air con needed. I informed the Air 
Commodore I was òpacking heató when I picked him up, and we 
discussed the upcoming peace accord. 
 ôStill swimming?õ he asked at one point. 
 ôA few times a week, sir, and once a week I do six hours if Iõm 
not on something else. A few weeks from now Iõll take some leave 
and swim down on the south coast.õ 
 The week passed quietly, no INLA bombs found under the car, 
and I checked twenty times a day. But my luck was about to be 
tested, and the following Tuesday I was set to drive the Air 
Commodore to the MOD building.  
 Approaching London eastbound along the M4, I was in the fast 
lane, but we slowed to around sixty, suddenly side-swiped into the 
central reservation by a black BMW with tinted windows. I 
managed to control it, hit the brakes, and indicated, moving lane 
by lane to the hard shoulder and easing to a stop. The BMW was 
ahead fifty yards and halted. 
 A passenger window opened, smoke emerging; skank. A black 
face appeared, pistol in hand. 
 ôGet down, sir!õ I roared, and floored it forwards in first, 
slamming into the back of the BMW and jolting them forwards, 
quickly into reverse and back at speed, fifty yards and stop. 
Jumping out, pistol out, I took aim and shot off a wing mirror. 



                                                                

 The driver poked his head out, a glance at me, then floored it 
away down the hard shoulder, his tyres issuing grey smoke. I had 
his registration, and wrote it down as the Air Commodore lifted 
up. 
 ôNot INLA, sir, black druggies.õ I handed him the number and, 
now shaken, he took out his fancy mobile phone and reported the 
incident - shots fired.  
 I pulled the car onto the grass, the engine steaming. We would 
need a new set of wheels, and Transport would not be happy with 
me. Stood on the grass verge, traffic whizzing past, I asked, ôYou 
OK, sir?õ 
 ôMy heart was racing back there, glad it was you and not some 
Admin corporal. Why ram him?õ 
 ôHe had the angle with his pistol, could have shot you. I wanted 
to be behind him so that he had no angle, and to jolt them. I shot 
out his mirror, but I could have hit them.õ 
 ôWouldnõt have minded if you had done, bunch of criminals.õ 
 A police car raced in, the Air Commodore soon giving details. 
 With two police cars here now, an officer said, ôWeõll need your 
pistol.õ 
 ôRegulations state that I do so when the principal is safe and 
where heõs supposed to be. You can pick it up later from the MOD 
building or RAF Brize Norton. I still have a job to do today.õ 
 They took the details off my ID, a tow truck organised, Brize 
Norton called for another vehicle and driver, the police taking us 
to Reading Central police station. Tea and coffee offered, we both 
gave statements, and I informed the police that was qualified 
under the Close Protection Course. 
 Statements signed, our driver turned up, the Air Commodore 
telling him to take the train back ð despite being in uniform, and I 
drove us on to London, now an hour and a half late. 
 Sat in with the other drivers in the MOD building, I opened my 
òOne Million Questionsó quiz book; I was onto longest rivers and 
deepest lakes. 
  
When I saw Fl Lt Peters the next day he sighed. ôI got the detail, 
and I guess everyone on the base has by now. Since the Air 



                                                                

Commodore is praising your actions I doubt anyone would find 
fault.õ 
 ôThere was no fault, sir. Just in the wrong place at the wrong 
time, car full of black druggies with guns, no INLA terrorists on 
the horizon.õ 
 I reported into the MP depot, they were expecting me, 
statement made, and I called Colonel Bennet for a chat, but then 
had to wait till Army SIB arrived. 
 The SIB captain said, ôThat car was found by police in south 
London, burnt out, usual tactic.õ 
 I told him what I had done, and why. ôIf I had reversed, he 
could have got off ten rounds, so I closed the angle.õ 
 ôIf the technique works ... itõs a good technique. And you 
showed restraint when you could have shot them full of holes. I 
would have.õ 
 When I picked up the Air Commodore the next morning, pistol 
on me, his wife was concerned. 
 ôNot to worry, Barbara, I wonõt let anything happen to him.õ 
We set off. ôShe OK, sir?õ 
 ôShaken up, like me, but relieved it was just a random act, and 
not a targeted attack.õ 
 ôMore likely to meet someone like that on a London street than 
the INLA, sir.õ 
 ôHas opened my eyes to the dangers, yes. Keep that pistol, and if 
anyone questions why ... send them my way.õ 
 ôWill do, sir.õ 
 
With the weather getting better, the days longer and hotter, PTI 
Sergeant Trevors had an idea. ôThereõs a place in Cambridgeshire, 
a canal of sorts, they use it for canoe racing and boat racing, 
coxless pairs, that sort of thing. Itõs shallow, so it warms up, not 
too cold. And itõs two miles long, dead straight.õ 
 ôWe can reserve it?õ 
 ôAfter 5pm, yes. Maybe for a whole day. But ... hereõs the thing. 
How long could you keep going?õ 
 ôWell, I get bored before I get too tired, so I can keep going all 
day.õ 



                                                                

 ôBritish lake record is thirty four miles, Windermere, but cold 
up there.õ 
 I cocked an eyebrow. ôThirty four miles, seventeen lengths, 
twenty eight hours or so.õ 
 ôNo one in the RAF or Army has done anything like it, so 
however far you go you set the record.õ 
 ôWhat about drinking water?õ 
 ôYou can stop and take a drink, yes, bar of chocolate, but they 
normally say youõre not allowed to leave the water. Pee in your 
wetsuit.õ 
 ôIõll make a hole,õ I joked. 
 The next day I went to see the base commander. 
 ôIn trouble again?õ 
 ôNot so far today, sir. Long distance swimming records, inland, 
lakes and canals. No one from the military has ever done one, so I 
could lay down the challenge after Iõve done one. Thereõs a canal 
in Cambridgeshire, two miles long, and we should be able to book 
it for a day. I swim up and down till fed up, and ... thatõs the 
record.õ 
 ôAnd the non-military record?õ 
 ôThirty four miles, sir.õ 
 ôDo what you can, weõll post the distance and see who 
challenges it. Could always do it again next year.õ 
 ôIõll get some practise in then give it a go, sir.õ 
 
A week later we set off at 3pm, and arrived at 4.30pm, having 
reserved the canal after 5pm, boats being taken out the water as 
we arrived. I stared down the course, not seeing the end, the land 
all around us dead flat. Wetsuit on, limbered up, oil on my face, 
hands and feet, white cap on so that the support team could see 
me, and in I went. 
 ôThis marker is the start,õ Trevors told me as I got ready, 
goggles adjusted. ôSimilar one the other end, turn on that.õ He got 
his pushbike and stopwatch ready, the support team to follow in 
one of the jeeps. 
 I waved, he acknowledged, and off I went, the surface water 
pleasant and not cold. Into a good rhythm, I put on the power 
whilst keeping the style tidy, and just over half an hour later I 



                                                                

turned, heading back, many an inconvenienced duck scared into 
flight, many a small fish seen ð and scared away.  
 Halfway back, feeling good and in my stride, I accidentally 
whacked a large Pike with my hand, scaring it away. But the size 
of it scared me as I tried to maintain my stroke; I had images of 
losing a finger to a cheeky fish. 
 The dead calm water helped with speed and style, and it was 
easy to stay straight and on course. Four lengths completed and I 
exited the water. 
 ôEasy,õ I told them as I stripped off, the light fading a little. 
 ôGood time,õ Trevors noted. ôLike eight 1500metre races end to 
end.õ 
 ôWithout the pool-turns itõs faster,õ I suggested. ôI get into a 
good rhythm and stick at it. Like marathon running.õ 
 Pushbike in the jeep, we drove back, chatting away. 
 The next day, Trevors posted the detail: RAF swimmer 
completes eight miles in two hours forty. 
 The rain kept us away for a few days, which was odd given that 
I would be getting wet, and we booked it again for a dry day. This 
time I pushed myself, eight miles in two hours twenty eight. 
Trevors posted that straight away. So far, no challengers. 
 Having booked the course for an entire day, a Monday, we set 
off early, 6am, and I hit the water at 7.30am, more ducks than 
usual scattering at my approach. I tried to keep the same pace, 
same count in my head, and the eight miles came and went. At ten 
miles I was thrown a water bottle, swigging it down quickly 
before I set off again. 
 At twenty miles I was slowing, and I had been in the water 
more than eight hours, but the benefit of this was that I had no 
target to reach. So I plodded on, Trevors on his bike, a few people 
watching, the usual people out walking their dogs, many of the 
dogs barking at me, one jumping into the water after me. 
 I kept going, but felt hungry as hell, considering the rules on 
food for this type of event. I decided to try and stick with it, but 
desperately needed another water bottle thrown in. 
 My mouth now tasted funny, and I figured I had swallowed 
some of the mucky water, and when I threw up I halted, 
clambering up the bank to the support team. 



                                                                

 ôFucking mucky water,õ I explained as I sat down in a heap. 
ôMade me sick.õ 
 ôThatõs twelve hours and twenty minutes,õ Trevors approved. 
ôThirty six miles.õ 
 ôI donõt feel good,õ I told them, peeling off my wetsuit. Driving 
back I felt terrible, so we diverted to Oxford General Hospital. 
 ôPond water,õ the doctor said. ôFull of germs.õ He injected me 
with a cocktail. ôThat will help, but monitor it, there are few nasty 
bugs you can get. You really swam thirty six miles?õ 
 Trevors put in, ôThis is the lad who was shot in the London 
Marathon.õ 
 ôAh, I saw you on the TV. Swimming safer is it?õ 
 ôNot today it ainõt,õ I told him. 
 I was sick again after I had eaten, and had intermittent stomach 
cramps during the night, in to see the MO in the morning, another 
shot given, a horrid pink potion to swallow. Trevors had posted 
the event distance and time, and it would appear in the armed 
forces magazines - whether I died of a stomach bug or not. 
 It took a day or two to work the germs through my system, 
liquid shit for a day, and I took it easy, not that Brize Norton 
taxed me at the best of times. 
 
The following weekend, the weather forecasted to be good ð which 
in Britain was like Russian roulette, Trevors and I drove down to 
Bournemouth on a Friday night knowing that it was the start of 
the holiday season ð and so full of kids.  
 We found a bed and breakfast on the outskirts with a sign for 
òvacanciesó and got two rooms after asking if it was OK to be up 
early. We would be the only ones in with the little old lady, 
breakfast booked for 10am. 
 The pair of us got to bed early after a few pints at a pub down 
the road, and the next morning we stirred at 5am, to the beach for 
5.30am ð parking spot found a few streets back. We were soon 
walking down a zig-zag path and to the deserted beach, just a man 
with a dog dumb enough to be up at this time. 
 The water was calm and inviting as we walked east, to the pier, 
and I would be swimming between the piers, a mile. Wetsuit on, 
cap on, greased up, limbered up, and in I went, the water chilly 



                                                                

compared to the canal. Beyond the end of the deserted pier I 
turned west, the second pier in sight, a gentle swell, and I kicked 
off. 
 As I got into my stride I considered Trevors on the promenade, 
walking to stay with me. Well, at least heõd be getting some 
exercise. 
 First leg complete, I turned around and kept going, and it was 
two hours before the first pensioner took a dip, also in a wetsuit. 
She said good morning. 
 Another half an hour, and someone said ògood morningó and 
then tried to keep up with me. I lost them, but we crossed paths on 
the way back. 
 At 9am I heard the whistle from Trevors and headed in with 
the small waves.  
 ôNot too bad,õ I told him as the beach started to fill. ôNot too 
chilled, but a horrid taste of salt in my mouth.õ 
 ôNine miles give or take.õ 
 ôHow about 5pm?õ I suggested as I put clothes on over the 
damp wetsuit. 
 ôTry it,õ he suggested. 
 Back at òthe digsó we had a huge breakfast, much appreciated, 
and went back to bed for a few hours. Up and showered, we drove 
to Swanage, where he had spent his honeymoon twenty years ago. 
 Sat in a cafe, tea mugs in hand, I said, ôSo what happened?õ 
 ôTypical RAF mistake marriage. She got a posting away from 
me, we tried travelling, then just got fed upõ. 
 ôIõve heard that tale a few times,õ I told him. ôKids?õ 
 ôNo, thankfully, but I have a nineteen year old daughter from a 
mistake, a girl at a party. She never told me it was mine till after 
the girl was born, then DNA tests, and I paid for it ever since. I 
can stop paying now, but I like to look after her. Tall girl, wants to 
be a copper.õ 
 ôI was seeing a girl at the base, but then she got a posting to 
Scotland.õ 
 ôToo long to visit. By time you get the train there itõs time to 
head back.õ 



                                                                

 I nodded. We strolled along the promenade, the crowds thick, 
and up onto a headland to peer down. I noted, ôThis country is 
great for trips to the coast, so long as you have the weather.õ 
 ôSo long as you have the weather,õ he scoffed. ôAll seven days a 
year.õ He pointed. ôThatõs where we stayed, bed and breakfast 
down there.õ 
 From the headland we had a commanding view, and sat for a 
while sunbathing before we headed slowly back. 
 At 5pm the beach was still busy, but few people were in the 
water. I changed, greased up, and hit the water, now wary of 
people fishing. Beyond the pier I turned west and made a start, 
avoiding a few canoes. 
 With six miles clocked and I exited the water, changed, and we 
bought cod and chips, large portions, and sat in the sand, backs 
against someoneõs huge abandoned sand castle, the air still and 
warm, people still on the beach, a few starting barbeques ð despite 
the signs telling them not to, a few men using metal detectors for 
coins. 
 When one passed I called, ôHey, mate, you find much?õ 
 ôThis time of year, end of day, about three hundred quid a day. 
Saturdays are best, or get here early Sunday morning.õ 
 ôFucking hell,õ Trevors let out. ôThatõs fucking good money.õ 
 ôWeõre in the wrong job,õ I told him. 
 Sunday morning I clocked ten miles, feeling good at the end of 
it, and we drove back after lunch. But Trevors mentioned he was 
selling his old car, so I was interested. He showed me when we got 
back, and it was a silver Ford Cavalier, smart enough, 70,000 miles 
on the clock. He was after a second hand BMW. 
 We struck a deal, and I would buy the car with a fresh MOT 
and six months tax, £1,500. I was now a car owner, and made a 
lengthy telephone call from Transport to get the insurance. My 
certificate of insurance turned up a few days later, photocopied, 
and I kept a copy in the car along with a photocopy of my original 
driverõs license and Close Protection Certificate. 
 That Saturday I drove out in my own car for the first time, back 
to Bournemouth early, but got stopped on the way, sixty in a forty 
zone. ID shown, insurance shown, I accidentally deliberately 



                                                                

showed them my Close Protection certificate. They saw me as a 
fellow copper and let me go, no points on my license. 
 Parked in Southbourne at 7am, I changed at the car and hit the 
water, the waves rougher today, but that was good ð I needed to 
practise for such conditions. I swam out and back, then side-on to 
the waves, getting plenty of practise of being tossed around. I 
swam past the pier and on, past the second pier and on, turning 
back on a three mile course. 
 Getting back out the water at Southbourne the Ladyõs 
Swimming Team, 1920, were getting into the water, all looking to 
be a hundred years old. 
 After changing at the car I drove to Swanage again, and found a 
Bed and Breakfast at the back of the town, parking at the rear. 
Luggage dumped, money handed over, I walked down to the 
promenade, now thronging with holiday-makers, and along to a 
cafe, cod and chips enjoyed. 
 Wandering off along the promenade I noticed a dive centre, and 
wondered about diving down here. But the water visibility was a 
bit crap. Up on the headland I sat in the sun and got a tan for an 
hour before strolling slowly back. 
 At 4pm I moved my car and found a spot, soon into my wetsuit 
and heading for the water, the day-trippers heading home for 
something to eat. The water had calmed before I swam out, 
straight for the mouth of the bay. 
 Five hundred yards out I saw something odd, and looking down 
I saw bubbles from divers. Lifting my head I saw the zodiac. I 
altered course to swim past them. ôNice day for it.õ 
 ôYou swimming to France?õ I man quipped. 
 ôYes, end of August. Howõd you know?õ I teased. 
 He stared back. ôI was taking the piss. So youõre doing the 
Channel?õ 
 ôYeah, hoping to set a record for servicemen.õ 
 ôWhat unit you from?õ 
 ôRAF Regiment.õ 
 ôRockapes, eh. Weõre SBS.õ 
 ôAh, from Poole. This your normal dive area?õ 
 ôWhen weõre bored, which is most days. We go for lobster.õ 
 A second man asked, ôYou think youõll make it across?õ 



                                                                

 ôI swam thirty six miles the other week, Channel is twenty.õ 
 ôFit fucker, ainõt you.õ 
 ôYou remember the idiot shot in the London Marathon...?õ 
 ôThat was you?õ 
 ôYeah, but I stopped running marathons, too fucking 
dangerous.õ 
 ôMeet us for a beer later, the Crown,õ he pointed. ôItõs a small 
fucking place.õ 
 ôWhat time?õ 
 ôSay 8pm.õ  
 ô8pm, salt water washed off.õ 
 I swam out, turned around whilst feeling the current pulling me 
sideways, and as I came in their zodiac sped off. Washed and 
dressed, I strolled down to the town, in the Crown pub at 7.45pm, 
just before the same man arrived, now with four buddies, all with 
bulging biceps under their t-shirts. 
 Drinks ordered, we sat, soon chatting about the marathon 
running, now the swimming, and who held which kind of record, 
close protection and black druggies. These guys all drove 
government ministers, they informed me, after the SAS pissed off 
Margaret Thatcher. They travelled to Africa a great deal, some 
real shit holes, to protect Ambassadors when the threat level 
ticked up. 
 Their stories about submarine egress underwater would be 
giving me nightmares, and their time on oil rigs was not 
something I would ever want to try; a hundred and twenty feet of 
wet slippery ladder to climb up in full gear. 
 A few of the holiday makers got rowdy, but when this lot stood 
up and stared the holidaymakers shat themselves. 
 At last orders I was wobbly, little chance of swimming the next 
day, and amidst thick crowds of revellers I waved at my new 
buddies as they boarded a pre-booked mini-bus back to Poole. 
Nothing they told me would make me want to join the SBS, I 
would be having nightmares about watery deaths in black oceans. 
 I crept into my B&B using the key I had been given, and slipped 
quietly into bed, waking around 9pm and feeling rough. The 
landlady took pity on me and made me a light breakfast before I 



                                                                

moved my car. I parked at the far end of the promenade and 
walked along, enjoying being here, and away from Brize Norton. 
  
On a Tuesday lunchtime I drove to a bookshop in Oxford and 
picked up my pre-ordered book, òHow to swim the Channeló. 
 ôGoing to swim the Channel?õ the lady asked. 
 ôHow the heck did you know that?õ I quipped, getting a look. 
 Back at base, and sat in my room whilst technically being 
AWOL, I started to read. Swimmers could try the Channel 
unaided, but it was not recommended, a few killed by shipõs 
propellers; the English Channel was the worldõs busiest water 
way. 
 Most swimmers opted for a cover boat, flags and lights on it, 
plus a man with binoculars and a marine radio to warn ships. The 
RAF would be paying for my cover boat, four men onboard, radio 
to hand, no mistakes made. 
 Jellyfish were a problem at this time of year, and a big box 
jellyfish could kill me. There were no sharks to worry about, nor 
dangerous fish, but oil from passing ships was an issue. Someone 
had died after penetrating a fresh slick. 
 Weather was the biggest factor, in that it could never be 
predicted and could change quickly. A warm south westerly breeze 
could become a cold north easterly wind ð waves picking up and 
temperatures dropping. Oddly enough, the French police had to be 
notified and would be there to check ID when I landed. That last 
part made me smile. òDo you have your passport on you, sir?ó 
 One problem was the odd passing of a larger ship, its wake 
producing large waves, and I could be spun around. There was 
also the problem of wood and debris in the water, and getting 
tangled in discarded rope was a real issue. 
 I would have a whistle and other things in a belt around my 
middle, just in case, a pen torch, and a small sharp knife in case of 
fishing line or rope. 
 Some woman had taken twenty hours to cross, and a few people 
had done it unaided. Some had done it without telling the 
authorities and were arrested and sent back. Some guy had done it 
in 1875, taking twenty one hours. Some mad woman had done it 
thirty times. 



                                                                

 The record was eight hours, and the tide and currents were a 
problem in that I would not be swimming the straight line 
22miles, but battling a rising tide and falling tide. If my team were 
any good then they would be steering me the right way left and 
right as the tides changed. 
 The average swim was around 12 hours, but I was not average, 
and I would not be plodding along. I had the fitness in my bodyõs 
organs, and I had the stamina in my head. But luck was a factor, 
luck on the day, tides and winds ð and not being hit by a passing 
ship and sucked under.  
 I read the whole book, but then decided that the man who 
wrote it was a pussy and a bit of a twat. 
 Back in the pool on a òCold Mondayó, I swam for six hours 
straight, twenty-two miles, but felt like crap when I sat on the side 
of the pool. I also knew that the distance I would have to swim was 
not twenty-two miles thanks to the currents. It would be more like 
thirty miles. 
 With  a boat booked for the first week of September, I spoke to 
the base commander and got permission to train in Dover, 
Trevors and one other PTI to be with me. 
 I was soon entering the water near Dover Harbour, the ideal 
training conditions, and swam out a mile and back several times, 
finding groups of swimmers in my way a few times. I also found 
the water colder here for some reason, especially a mile out. 
 I put a t-shirt on under my wetsuit, and there were no rules 
about that, and I  hit the water in the afternoon, ten miles clocked 
going back and forth. 
 Seeing other swimmers in proper neoprene vests, we ventured 
into a shop in Dover to buy one. 
 ôAnother Channel hopeful,õ the man noted.  
 I took off my top. ôNot your average Channel hopeful, dickhead,õ 
I rudely told him. 
 With a vest that was snug, and 5mm, I tried it the next day, but 
greased myself up before I put it on, greased my knees, elbows and 
shoulders and around my neck. Wetsuit on, feet, hands and hair 
greased, cap on ð now a 5mm cap, and off I went. 



                                                                

 I was stung on the hands and feet by jellyfish but kept going, 
out two miles and back, six hours practise, and now I was warmer 
ð as well as hurt from the damn jellyfish. 
 The next day was choppy, but ideal for rough-sea training, few 
others about, and I again swam for six hours, this time a little sick 
from being thrown around. Half the time I was going under the 
waves or through them instead of floating over them. 
 ôI can do this,õ I told Trevors. ôMore practise is pointless.õ 
 We headed back. 
 With a week to go I was running in the mornings, two hours, 
swimming for two hours, and in the gym in the evenings, toned up 
to hell now. 
 
The following Sunday we arrived in Dover and met our boat crew, 
RAF men yet sailors, and we would have three days in which to 
attempt it, all down to the weather. The first day was forecast to 
be choppy, so we aimed at the second day, 9am to get the 
maximum warmth from the sun. Most swimmers set off earlier, 
but I had no intention of hanging around for twenty hours. 
 The next morning I was awake at 5.45am, and from my 
window the Channel looked still and calm. A good breakfast, but 
nothing salty, and I drank plenty of water. 
 Down at the shore, the boat waiting half a mile out, I limbered 
up, two grey-haired men from some distance swimming 
association here to see me off, and to start the clock. Greased up, 
vest on, wetsuit on, feet and hands greased, hair greased, cap on, 
goggles on, and I was ready, my heart racing. 
  I was looking forwards to the challenge, but always nervous 
when an event was about to start. Today, the weather looked ideal, 
the Channel calmer than I had seen it so far. At least inshore. 
 With a huge ferry heading south to my left ð holiday makers off 
to France at a faster pace than me, I glanced at the two grey-
haired men and in I went, soon powering off towards the boat, 
which I would either follow or have on my right, in my two oõclock 
position, the boat handlers having done this a dozen times before ð 
just not for anyone from the RAF they belonged to. 



                                                                

 Fact was, most Channel swimmers were fat middle-aged ladies 
that looked like blubber seals. I was a fit young man, but with less 
fat to keep me warm. And not shaped like an adult Grey Seal. 
 But I was not cold in my vest and new cap, and with the water 
calm I put the power on, soon to the boat, and every time I looked 
they were in my 2 oõclock position, the quiet throb of the engine a 
reminder that they were there. 
 An hour in and I heard a louder throb, seeing a ship passing, 
and ten minutes later its wake lifted me three times in quick 
succession. 
 Another hour in and I tasted oil in the water and spat a lot, 
soon stung on the feet by jellyfish and cursing as I kept a fast pace, 
counting the strokes in my head, the same technique as for the 
marathons. 
 The throb of a shipõs engine came and went frequently, but 
after five hours they registered more frequency. If the lads on the 
boat were doing their jobs then they would be reading the shipõs 
names, radio messages sent, a polite request for five degrees 
starboard or port, please, idiot swimmer in the water. 
 I ignored the ships, and I was getting good at predicting when 
the wakes would hit, and most were not a problem. I then hit a log, 
literally, and hurt my hand a little. I pushed it under me and swam 
on, ignoring the pain. 
 I saw a bottle float by, a can of fizzy drink, some rope, and it 
was all as described in the book. I was cold, but not hurting, and I 
peed into my wetsuit twice. 
 ôWilco!õ came a shout, and I looked up, suddenly doing 
breaststroke.  
 They pointed, and there was the French coast, looking very 
close. Head down, a smile on my face, I put the power on, 
determined, very determined. 
 No more throbbing engines, but lots more jellyfish, and I kept 
going, like a machine ð on automatic. I hit a small piece of wood 
and ignored it, some paper stuck on my head for a few seconds, 
and on I went, now looking up and aiming for a beach ð full of 
people. I could even see swimmers way out. 
 It was now a sprint. I felt OK, chilled and tired but OK, so 
raced for the end, the water getting warmer minute by minute, and 



                                                                

soon my boat was behind me, the waves taking me in, and I hit 
sand. Standing, I ran to the waterõs edge, goggles off, and looked 
back. 
 The boat was five hundred yards out, the plan to swim back to 
it and land at the harbour. 
 ôWilco!õ  
 I turned, seeing the Air Commodore and his wife, a few other 
officers. Surprised, I walked towards them, taking off my cap. 
ôWhat you doing here, sir?õ 
 ôWe knew youõd do it, so we came across two days ago, bit of a 
wine tasting holiday, then got the call to say you were on your 
way and the time you might get here.õ  
 ôA new record,õ a man I did not recognise told me. ôTwenty 
minutes inside the record. But today was exceptional, weather 
wise, very calm.õ 
 ôCome on, you must be chilled,õ the Air Commodore 
encouraged. 
 I greeted his wife, a towel handed over, and we drove to the 
harbour, police waiting, my passport shown and checked, soon to a 
nice hotel, all paid for by the RAF. With my bag in hand I 
showered and changed, downstairs to join the party, Trevors 
stood with a beer in his hand. 
 He told me, ôGuy steering the boat reckons it was all down to 
his skill, guiding your through the currents.õ 
 ôMight have been, those currents are more than three knots.õ 
 ôA new record,õ the Air Commodore commended as he got me a 
drink of red wine. ôSo weõll milk it of course, RAF man. Howõd you 
feel?õ 
 ôTired, but I could have done more, sir.õ 
 ôGet some food, you must be starved. Grab a table, kitchen is 
open late, I checked.õ 
 I sat with Trevors, but I was not keen on the fish. We had 
chicken. ôI was stung a dozen times, hit a log, hit a pop bottle, bits 
of paper. Fucking litter in that water is a disgrace.õ 
 ôSo whatõs next?õ 
 ôA rest.õ 
 ôWhat else can you tackle? Triathlon?õ  



                                                                

 I made a face. ôI can do the running and the swimming. Might 
have a go at the Kung Fu championships.õ 
 ôBoxing?õ he nudged. 
 ôI thought about it.õ 
 ôYou have the stamina, youõll never tire out in the ring, you 
have the reach. Cruiserweight or light heavyweight, RAF 
championships. What do you weigh?õ 
 ôExactly fifteen stone right now. A bit heavy for marathons.õ  
 ôCruiserweight, or heavyweight.õ 
 I made a face again. ôItõs an idea.õ 
 I tired quickly after a few beers, shown to my room, and palatial 
it was. I slipped between pristine white sheets, sea gulls calling 
out, and went out like a light. 
 I woke at 7.30am, stiff as hell and hurting in all sorts of places, 
a long hot shower needed. It helped, but I still felt like shit, and so 
stretched for twenty minutes. Tea made in my room, biscuits 
nibbled, I went down for breakfast at a respectable 8am, finding 
the Air Commodore and his wife and joining them. 
 ôHow you feeling, my dear?õ Barbara asked. 
 ôTerrible, stiff all over.õ 
 ôThatõll be the cold water,õ she suggested. 
 ôAt least you donõt have to swim back,õ the Air Commodore 
noted. ôCome back with us.õ 
 ôYou driving me, sir?õ I quipped. 
 ôYou can take over in Dover,õ he offered. 
 After a big breakfast we wondered around the small town as a 
group, soon packed and in the cars, to Calais and the ferry 
terminal and its confusing traffic system, onto a ferry and up on 
the top deck. 
 It took far less time to get back, and I stared down at the water 
I had swum in, the white cliffs of Dover looming large. I took over 
as we left the ferry, driving his private BMW, an automatic, up to 
the M25 on poor roads, fast around the M25 and down the M4, 
and to their home, where an RAF driver waited to take me back ð 
one of the Transport lads I knew well. 
 Back at my room, kit down, I sighed and said, ôThis is nowhere 
near as nice as that hotel,õ and I knocked the kettle on, soon stood 
with tea mug in hand staring out the window. 



                                                                

 The next morning I was photographed by the RAF magazine, 
the Air Commodore handing me a certificate, a great deal of fuss 
made, the base commander congratulating me. As the Air 
Commodore had said, he was milking it for all he could. 
Apparently, such things were good for recruitment. 
  
I was soon back on the gate, but without a rifle, checking IDs, 
greeting a few people I knew, and I even started night patrols with 
the MPs. With a corporal driving, we checked that various doors 
and windows were closed, torches shone at windows. 
 He was frosty from the start, but on a tea break in the 
guardroom he asked about the swimming and the marathons, and 
as we drove around the perimeter track I explained about the 
Corrective Facility. 
 Parked up near a Tristar, he said, ôI was six months in, night 
duty, bunch of drunks to deal with at RAF St. Athan, Wales. One 
hit me from behind, I went down, they kicked me. Took me six 
months to get back to full fitness, and none of them were binned, 
just fines and shit jobs.õ 
 I nodded. ôIn Catterick, first week in, they played practical jokes 
on me, overalls covered in oil. But then the CO said I had to pay 
for them, like Ã300. So I said Iõd start legal action, and he had the 
two men responsible pay.õ 
 ôTheir fucking fault.õ 
 ôYeah, but after that they made life hard, always wanting to trip 
me up. And after the second marathon an officer got arrested for 
confining me to the guardroom indefinitely, so they sent me here, 
bad boy not allowed in a squadron.õ 
 ôThey canõt confine you like that, need to call us, due process. 
His fault, but you get the shit. And that stupid Irish cunt you shot 
at. If that had been me firing at him, Iõm sure I would have been 
binned.õ 
 ôI was tempting fate.õ 
 ôHuh?õ 
 ôHalf the time I want them to kick me out, I donõt give a stuff 
about this place. I do the driving, thatõs OK, the sports, but the 
only time I feel good is when Iõm with the aero-meds in some place 
like Kenya. Then I feel that Iõm doing something useful.õ 



                                                                

 ôThought about the SAS?õ 
 ôSure, but itõs full of idiots measuring their dicks, even more 
than here. How long till I clobber one?õ 
 ôMate of mine is in, two years now, he likes it, but yeah ð lots of 
shite from the òseniorsó as he calls them. If someone takes a dislike 
to you they fuck with your kit, and youõre out.õ 
 I nodded. ôMy parentõs next door neighbour is a captain in 
Hereford, and he was stressed to fuck, some men screwing with his 
kit to fuck him over.õ 
 ôThey donõt respect officers, that lot.õ 
 ôIõd last a week. But what I did read about was being a medic in 
the jungle, following TV crews around or working in remote 
mines. Iõm qualified, I could do that.õ 
 ôQualified?õ 
 ôAs a medic, Iõve done all the courses. Read a hundred books as 
well. In Kenya I was cleaning out wounds and stitching.õ 
  
The next day I found that my car, parked away from my block, had 
been damaged. No one had seen anything. I paid for new lights, 
but a week later it happened again, both times on a Thursday 
night. 
 The following Thursday I was on night patrol, but had 
explained about my car, and so was stood in the shadows for 
hours. After midnight a man walked past, RAF blue coat on, 
glanced around and headed towards my car. I ran bent double 
behind other cars and up behind him, waiting for him to kick my 
lights in. And he did. 
 I sprinted at him, and as he turned I knocked him down, a nose 
demolished. A kick to the balls, a stamp on his wrist, a stamp on 
his knee, and I ran off. 
 I was back five minutes later in a jeep with an MP corporal. 
The corporal stepped down. ôWhat we got here, drunk and 
disorderly?õ 
 ôSomeone ... attacked ... me.õ 
 ôDid you damage that vehicle, because we had a call from a 
block, saw a man here damaging a vehicle. And Wilco, he was with 
me the whole time, so it wasnõt him who hit you.õ We lifted the 



                                                                

man, and I still didnõt recognise him. ôYouõre under arrest on 
suspicion of criminal damage.õ 
 In the MP depot, I saw in then man in bright light, and he 
looked familiar, but he was not someone I knew or had a run in 
with. ôWhyõd you damage my car?õ I shouted as the man held a 
tissue to his bloodied face. 
 He lifted his head. ôCause youõre a fucking smartarseõ. 
 The corporal said, ôSo noted, you confess to criminal damage. 
And I suspect that youõll get a good kick in the teeth each and 
every week from now on. Now, who were you fighting with?õ 
 ôNo one, I was attacked.õ 
 ôWe had a report of men fighting...õ 
 ôI didnõt see him.õ 
 Later, on patrol, I said, ôJust one more arsehole mad at me 
because of the marathons and the swimming.õ 
 ôAlways the case. In school I won a foot race, and the kid in 
second place punched me, broke my nose.õ 
 ôI think that kid joined 51 Squadron, Catterick. He sounds 
familiar.õ 
  
As the weather turned cold I turned to boxing, Trevors pushing 
me on. He gave me exercises, and I was at it two hours a night at 
least. I was also hitting the heavier weights, keen to bulk up more, 
despite Trevors warning against that. He wanted fast muscle, I 
wanted to look like the SBS guys I had met. 
 I then heard about the quiz night in a posh pub that the ATC 
officers sometimes attended, a Thursday night. I sent my spy, 
Hamster, in to have a look, money handed over for some beers. He 
managed to stay awake long enough to recognise the officers. 
 The following week, after a hard weekõs boxing training, I was 
driving the Air Commodore back to base, both of us in civvies. I 
checked my watch. ôHow about some food, sir, just the two of us.õ 
 ôSounds good, wife is at her sisters.õ 
 ôI heard about this place, posh pub, we can try that, not far.õ I 
diverted there, not far from the base, but hidden. 
 Inside, we grabbed a table at 6pm, a meal enjoyed. I then 
suggested we try the pubõs quiz night for a laugh, since the sign 
said weõd win a bottle of the Air Commodoreõs favourite wine. 



                                                                

Two pounds paid for a form, and we sat, suddenly noticing the 
ATC gang. I led the Air Commodore over. 
 ôWilco, not seen you here before,õ the Squadron Leader noted, 
Trish sat looking startled to see me. 
 ôJust had a meal with the Air Commodore -õ 
 They stood. 
 ôSit, sir,õ the Air Commodore insisted, and we grabbed the next 
table. 
 I told them, ôHis wife is away, so this is a ladõs wild night out.õ 
 ôHa!õ the Air Commodore choked out. ôQuiet meal and bed for 
me.õ 
 I took a pen out from my jacket and placed it on the form. 
 ôYou doing the quiz?õ they asked. 
 ôWilco is smarter than us all combined,õ the Air Commodore 
put in. ôHe digests encyclopaedias.õ 
 I said, ôWhen Iõm sat waiting for the boss I read. I have my own 
imprint in a bench in the MOD building.õ 
 ôHe hasnõt shot anyone this week, so weõre having a quiet week.õ 
The Air Commodore then detailed the black BMW incident, soon 
the woman stabbed. ôNever seen a tube stuck into a womanõs chest 
on the roadside before!õ 
 ôI heard you were a medic,õ the Squadron Leader noted as the 
quiz started. 
 ôIõve passed a number of courses with the RAF aero-meds in 
Lyneham.õ 
 ôGot a medal in Kenya for rescuing a soldier, carried him six 
miles through the bush on his back,õ the Air Commodore put in. 
 First question, chemical symbol for sodium. I wrote it down. 
 The Air Commodore pointed at my sheet. ôFourteen òOó Levels 
and four òAó Levels.õ 
 ôChrist, why did not apply for a commission?õ they asked. 
 ôI did, and passed, but there was a two year delay, so I came in 
as an enlisted man.õ 
 ôAnd fell in with bad company,õ the Air Commodore put in. 
 Second question, deepest lake. I wrote it down quickly. 
 ôAnd ... prison?õ an officer asked. 
 ôPrison?õ the Air Commodore scoffed. ôThey realised it was a 
cock-up when he got there, put him in his own room with the staff 



                                                                

and he spent the time training for the marathon. He was cleared 
and compensated.õ 
 Third question, acetic acid is more commonly known as. 
Vinegar. 
 Fourth question, 1-5-10-10-5-1, would be part of what theorem. 
Binomial I wrote down before the question had finished, and 
sipped my beer. 
 ôNo one likes a smartarse,õ the Squadron Leader told me. 
 ôYou have no chance, and I want that wine,õ the Air Commodore 
told them. 
 Normal percentage of oxygen in air. I wrote it down. 
 One bar of pressure would be how deep, in metres. 10metres. 
 Petrol freezes at what temperature. 
 I stood. ôThatõs a bad question,õ I shouted. ôIt has a range of 
temperatures based on exact chemical make-up, which varies from 
country to country.õ 
 I sat. 
 ôOK ... weõll skip that one. Next question. Russian dolls, one 
within the other...õ  
 I wrote it down, in Russian. 
 The Squadron Leader lifted my paper. ôI think he may have a 
hard time understanding that.õ 
 In Russian, I said, ôThatõs his problem.õ 
 ôSmartase,õ Trish said, in Russian. 
 ôYou wound me, my lady,õ I responded in Russian. 
 ôOK, cut that out,õ the Squadron Leader cut in. ôWrite it down 
in English.õ 
 I did so, the Air Commodore laughing. ôHe speaks Russian, 
Arabic and German.õ 
 Next question, chemical formula for Ozone. I wrote down, O3, 
but also the full chemical name. 
 Next question, what year did Napoleon arrive on Elba? April, 
11,1814. 
 As the Air Commodore chatted to the Squadron Leader about 
old Vulcan squadrons, I filled up my sheet. I showed Trish, she 
showed me hers, a few blanks seen. I claimed the bottle for the Air 
Commodore, who was very pleased. 



                                                                

 The Squadron Leader said, ôPlease, sir, keep him out of here or 
weõll never win anything. We usually do well.õ 
 I drove the Air Commodore home, chatting about the old 
Vulcan bomber squadrons. 
 Back at base, getting back at 11pm, I was happy that Trish had 
seen my good side. But would I ever ask her out? No, I sighed, not 
least because it was a court martial offence for her. I would have to 
be in love from a distance, but I patted my big yellow quiz book 
with a grin, the same book the quiz master had used. 
  
Finding a club in Swindon on a Saturday, a boxing club, I asked a 
former pro boxer for some advice on weight training. 
 ôYou push heavy weight, you get big and slow. You push lights 
weights to stay fast, but you donõt get big muscles. Heavyweight 
boxers have big heavy arms, but that donõt mean they can fight 
well. Most welterweight boxers will take down a heavyweight. 
 ôIf youõre worried about weight training, always do three sets of 
thirty, no less. If you do a set of ten and youõre knackered, itõs too 
heavy.õ 
 I nodded, since it was what I already knew. 
 ôWhatõs your sport?õ he asked. 
 ôI was a marathon champion years back, put on weight now.õ 
 ôSo you got the stamina. If youõre going to box, stamina is good 
because when you get tired your arms come down and you make 
mistakes. Run on the spot with your arms out straight, small 
weight, arms bouncing up and down. Thatõll tell you how long 
youõll last in the ring when youõre fucking tired.õ 
 Back at base, I did just that, and with 5k weights in each hand I 
ran on the spot for half an hour no problem. But I worried about 
getting hit, a broken nose, brain damage. For now I would train, 
no particular plans to ever box in the ring. 
 The exercises Trevors had given me meant wedging my legs in 
a sit-up machine, leaning back to 45degrees, 10kg weight in both 
hands and shadow boxing upwards ð till it hurt. I was now doing 
that twenty minutes a day, twice over at least. 
 A second exercise was to be in the same position, same weights 
in hand, but to slowly let my arms fall back, then to bring them 
forwards quickly. That I also practised every day, my chest 



                                                                

muscles hurting. I would often say to the lads, ôMy tits are hurting 
again.õ 
 As the weather turned shitty and cold I was indoors more than 
outside, and I had stuck to the three sets of thirty rule I had been 
given, but I was putting on weight. I went back to the boxing gym 
and asked the same guy about diet. 
 ôChicken, no sauce, dry white chicken, protein and less carbs, 
some rice, tuna is good, forget the green vegetable shit.õ 
 I wrote it down.  
 ôNow while youõre here, take your top off and hit the bag.õ 
 I hesitated, people observing, but took my top off. 
 ôHoly ... shit. And you never boxed before?õ 
 ôNo, but I keep fit.õ 
 Gloves on, bag mitts, I hit the bag fast for ten minutes, till he 
told me to stop. 
 ôHow long could you do that for?õ 
 ôAll day long, I donõt tire.õ 
 He waved over a big black guy, face-pad fitted to him, gloves 
on. I put on regular boxing gloves after my wrists were taped. 
ôNow try and knock his head clean off his shoulders.õ 
 A small crowd had gathered. I squared up the big black boxer, a 
few inches taller than me and a few stone heavier, and went for a 
duck right, slide left and a monster left hook. 
 They had to help the guy back up, and he took his face-pad off, 
shaking his head, his eyes wide. 
 ôGod damn,õ my host let out. ôLook fella, you wanna train here 
itõs free, and Iõll get you on some amateur cards, no purse, but you 
can show what you can do.õ 
 ôWhoõd da fuck dis chump?õ the big black guy protested. 
 ôLeroy, sit down, take it easy for fuckõs sake.õ The man was led 
away. 
 ôThe fitness instructors want me to try for the RAF amateur 
boxing contests.õ 
 ôCan do both, son, ainõt no law says otherwise. If youõre on the 
card and you pass the medical, right catch weight, youõre in the 
ring.õ 
 I made a face, taking off the gloves. ôOK, Iõll give it a go a few 
days a week.õ 



                                                                

 Two days later I was back, and I changed into my gym kit, 
boxing shorts provided by Trevors, boxing boots on. I now looked 
the part. My coach was an ex-boxer called Slug, and he held up 
two punch mitts. 
 ôRight, aim at the mitt with the correct arm, left hand hits my 
left mitt. When I hold it down, uppercut, and when I try and swipe 
you on the top of the head duck. Elbows in, chin on your chest, 
knees bent, legs loose.õ 
 I started to hit the mitts, easy enough, but he caught me on the 
top of the head often. 
 ôYouõre bending your knees, but bend at the stomach as well.õ 
 I tried that, getting better. 
 ôFaster,õ he encouraged, and we kept going for ten minutes. 
ôYou tired?õ 
 ôNope.õ 
 ôFit bastard.õ 
 ôI ran marathons, swam the English Channel and broke the 
record.õ 
 He nodded. ôFit bastard.õ  
 We moved onto bag work, and he corrected my stance a few 
times, otherwise pleased with how I moved, and finally I entered 
the ring, a new sparring partner, both of us in headgear. 
 ôThis is Rick, heõs light and fast and will duck and weave, so try 
and hit him. Ready ... start.õ 
 I moved in, threw a jab which grazed off his head, rushed in 
with a second jab, another graze, a right hitting his glove before 
his head, and he was on the ropes, a heavy right startling him, a 
monster left taking him down. 
 ôStop!õ Slug moved in, checking my opponent was OK. He faced 
me. ôAim is to box him, not to fucking kill him. You got some 
anger to work out?õ 
 ôSupposed to finish the fight quick -õ 
 ôSays who? Try again, slow and steady, box him - donõt kill 
him.õ 
 We started again, and I took it easy, my opponent now moving 
around and throwing a few punches, none hurting me.  
 After ten minutes Slug called a break. ôYour legs are a bit stiff, 
but your upper body moves fast, and you duck and weave well, 



                                                                

good reach, fast with it, and you saw the opportunities and took 
them, good defensive work when he came in ð like you been doing 
this for years.õ 
 ôDid King Fu, hit a bag a lot.õ 
 ôOK, take it up a notch, a bit faster, try and hit each other.õ 
 I faced my opponent and nodded, and with Slug as referee, a 
dozen people now observing us, we started again. I landed a few 
good punches, but had a bad habit of chasing after him, a few hits 
on my gloves impacting my head, and the lad had a habit of trying 
to come between my gloves, a tactic I soon caught on, landing a 
good hit that wobbled him. 
 ôOK, Wilco, headgear off. Rick, try and take his head off his 
shoulders.õ 
 I was worried, not least about a broken nose. 
 Rick moved in, a little more aggressive now, but I kept him at 
bay with long jabs, starting to get an understanding for tactics 
here. I knew how he would react after his own jabs, and I went for 
a combination, a big left hook taking him down. 
 He got straight back up and shook it off, but three minutes later 
he was down again ð and complaining. 
 The club owner came into the ring. Slug told him, ôStick him on 
the fucking card, heõs better than all our second cards and half the 
fucking first cards.õ 
 Forms filled in, medical attended a few days later, and the 
following Saturday Trevors and a few other PTIs came with me 
down to Swindon, my first amateur bout. Therein started a row, 
since once changed - and at the weigh-in - my opponentõs team 
cried foul, to the point of shoving. 
 My ID was checked, and Trevors assured them that I was not a 
pro, and explained the marathon running and the Channel. Peace 
reclaimed the arena. The ref checked my bullet wound scars, I 
explained them, and he allowed the fight. 
 Into the ring, the audience were puzzled, because the guy I was 
up against had little definition, and I stood out as more defined 
that a pro boxer. Headgear on, groin protector in place, gloves 
checked by the ref, and we touched gloves, my opponent looking 
terrified. He was taller than me, but not fit by the look of him. 
 Ding! 



                                                                

 I was nervous, because I could not see what he saw. We danced 
around each other for a few seconds, then I slid right, gloves 
down, face exposed ð he went for it as I moved left, left foot down 
hard, twist, big left hook around, side of the head, and he went 
down. And stayed down. 
 The audience were not happy, especially his home club. Slug 
got a punch to the head, a brawl ensuing, Trevors getting a cut lip. 
  
Driving back, I said, ôHow about I take up stamp collecting.õ 
 Trevors got a hand to his cut lip. ôYou look like a pro, thatõs the 
fucking problem, and youõve been training four hours a day for 
years, when that guy trains three times a week for an hour. Bit of a 
fucking mismatch.  
 ôAnyway, Iõve put you into the RAF eliminators, no punch-ups 
from the audience wedõ hope. And Iõll ask them to push you up the 
list, otherwise it will take two years to meet a decent opponent.õ 
 A few days later I was back in Swindon, Slug with a black eye 
and cut lip, a few others hurt. 
 ôRuddy disgrace,õ Slug began. ôWeõve filed a complaint, and that 
lot will be banned a few bouts. We have a letter in asking if you 
can fight a semi-pro.õ 
 ôYou ... think I should?õ 
 ôYeah, or youõll never learn anything against a fucking weekend 
fighter.õ 
 ôI have some RAF bouts as well.õ 
 A wounded Slug helped me train, and in the ring I was back up 
against the big black guy, who would be all defensive. I was told, 
firmly, not to whack him. 
 For ten minutes I hit his gloves as he defended himself, chasing 
him around the ring. 
 ôTired?õ Slug asked. 
 ôNope.õ 
 I worked with Slug on the glove mitts till he was tired, onto the 
bag, some leg exercises, a form to sign ð part of the complaints 
process against the other club, my RAF ID given. Letters would 
be sent to verify who I was. 
 



                                                                

My first RAF bout would be held at RAF Cosford, and we drove 
up a week later, Trevors telling me that this was a waste of time, 
but that I had to do it. At the weigh-in the shit started, my ID card 
checked, but Trevors explained the London Marathon and the 
Channel. Still, they were wary, my opponent none too happy. 
 Five seconds in, and my left hook put my opponent down, an 
ambulance needed. Trevors remonstrated with the officers, who 
would now credit me a dozen fights. More arguing, phone calls 
made, and I would have another bout in an hour, sixteen fights 
credited ð the rules bent and broken. 
 Into the ring, and I was now facing a guy taller than me, broad-
shouldered, a boxerõs broken nose, and he was well-built and fit. I 
was cautious, but not afraid. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, we touched gloves and 
nodded, back to our corners, and all too soon it started. 
 Ding! 
 I rolled my shoulders, jumped up and down, and then I 
surprised him ð and the audience - by moving in quickly. I was 
expecting his right jab and I lowered my left hand enough, bait, 
now thinking tactically.  
 The jab came as I moved right, my left jab into his left glove, 
impacting his headgear with a jolt, a monster right hook hitting 
him in the ear as he ducked away, straight in for a left hook ð 
hitting his glove but jolting him backwards, monster right hook 
with everything I had into his chin, just getting around his gloves, 
and he was down. 
 The ref counted him out, no ambulance needed, just a sore head, 
the audience not sure what to make of it, most booing me. Seemed 
that he was the home boy favourite. 
 Out the ring, Trevors was trying to get me another bout, the 
officers having none of it. I was sent off. 
 Gloves off in the changing room, Trevors explained, ôYouõre 
now twenty-five on the card, the ranking, so you donõt have to 
fight the beginners.õ 
 ôHow many do I fight?õ 
 ôThere are twelve above you. But you only need to impress 
them to get into the RAF team, and that team has about twenty 



                                                                

men in it ð they train together, six selected to represent the RAF 
in the inter-services, various contests.õ 
 On the Monday the base commander sent for me. ôYouõve taken 
up boxing?õ 
 ôYes, sir.õ 
 ôThey have high hopes for you apparently, you jumped up the 
ranks after you beat some chap in six seconds.õ 
 ôI jumped twenty-five places, sir. But I also box at a club in 
Swindon, but that didnõt go smoothly.õ 
 ôNo?õ 
 ôI fight at a beginnerõs level, but when the other team saw me 
they cried foul.õ 
 ôNot blood surprising it, way youõre built.õ 
 ôAnd then they started a riot...õ 
 ôAh, best avoided. But no riots in the RAF weõd hope. Are we 
likely to win something?õ 
 ôI hope so, sir.õ 
 ôGood. Any courses you want to do?õ 
 ôMight be a further medical course, sir.õ 
 ôFrom boxing, to nursing...õ He shook his head. 
 I trained hard morning and evening, but now Ft Lt Peters had 
me fill in a timesheet, a timesheet that no one else on the base 
filled in. Still, I got my own back after several stints in the 
guardroom, one back to back. I photocopied my timesheet, and 
òaccidentallyó gave it to personnel. 
 They gave Fl Lt Peters a lot of shit for the hours I was doing, 
making me smile. 
 Now that I was boxing the base was alive with gossip, and a 
coach would be laid on for my next bout. I trained down in 
Swindon three nights a week, no more Kung Fu. Hearing about 
the RAF fight, some of the lads from the boxing club wanted to 
attend. I checked with the RAF in Cosford, and civvies were 
allowed in. 
 I travelled up with Trevors and another PTI, Brize Norton 
laying on a coach, Air Traffic Control would drive up, the Air 
Commodore would be driven up in uniform. Slug and Co would 
have a mini-van, just an hourõs drive to Cosford. 



                                                                

 I met many familiar faces after I had changed into my shorts, 
and greeted the Squadron Leader from ATC, a nod at the Air 
Commodore, words with Trevors and Slug at the same time ð last 
minute advice, Trevors warning me that my opponent had been on 
the RAF team six years. 
 The crowds clapped and cheered as I entered the ring, many 
now seeing me for the first time with my top off. The head coach 
of the RAF team also saw me and queried me ð loudly, outside the 
ring, the Air Commodore stepping down and telling him firmly to 
shut the fuck up, and there was no arguing with an Air 
Commodore. 
 My opponent was not a happy bunny either, and stared at me, 
the fear in his eyes evident. He was a big lad, well-defined, but he 
did not train four hours a day. 
 The ref warned us about the rules, gloves checked, headgear 
checked, a tap of each otherõs gloves, and my look said that I would 
kill him. His look suggested he believed that. 
 Ding! 
 I moved in quickly, surprising him, since it was a reckless 
tactic. Duck right, gloves down, face temptingly exposed, he went 
for the jab. Shoot left, left foot down hard, bent sideways, monster 
left hook coming around, a hit to his headgear in front of his ear, 
and he flew sideways and down. And out.  
 ôMedics!õ 
 I walked back, the audience stunned, a few clapping. I 
clambered out of the ring, my opponent on a stretcher, Trevors 
smiling, Slug shaking his head. 
 ôBox the fucker,õ Slug said. ôStop trying to kill the fucker. How 
many times do I ôav to tell you!õ 
 The Air Commodore wandered into the changing rooms with a 
few other officers. ôWe have high hopes for you, inter-services,õ he 
told me. ôBut a few of those that travelled up are complaining, a bit 
short on entertainment.õ 
 ôNot my fault, sir, fella had a glass jaw.õ 
 ôWell done anyhow. Onto the next bout.õ 
 Dressed and outside, we bumped into the ATC officers. ôWilco, 
I hadnõt even got comfy. What the hell was that?õ 



                                                                

  I shrugged. ôAim is to win, sir ð and stay looking pretty. I donõt 
want my opponent hitting me.õ 
 ôHitting you? He didnõt even see you move!õ 
  
Monday, and the base was alive with gossip, many of the MPs 
interested in boxing, and Tuesday night in Swindon I was offered 
a bout on the Thursday night, someone at the lower end of semi-
pro. They even showed me a picture of the guy. 
 I agreed to it, and notified Trevors. He would come down, 
along with some of the MPs, and now Transport wanted to see me 
box, so the armoury lads wanted in. I would have a following, so if 
there was another riot they could help me in the dust up. 
 To date I had not been hit, and I wanted to keep it that way. 
My opponent on Thursday had a boxerõs face, something I wished 
to avoid. 
 Slug worked me hard on tactics, ducking and weaving, and I 
sparred with a few of the club lads whilst pulling my punches. 
 Thursday came around, and I was nervous as we drove down, 
not nervous about losing, but of a disfigured nose or of brain 
damage. I did not want to end up looking like Slug, not for any 
prize, medal, or amount money. 
 Slug and the owner introduced me to a promoter after I 
changed. 
 ôWhat at those?õ the guy asked about my scars.  
 ôGunshot wounds, from the London Marathon.õ 
 ôThat was you? Shit ... and youõre built like a pro already, in fact 
better. Well, letõs see what you can do, this guy is no pushover, 
heõs been around a bit.õ 
 Out to the ring, benches for the crowd, most stood up, I 
recognised many faces. Into the ring, and my opponent clambered 
in, startled by my appearance but recovering, a quiet curse my 
way. He wanted to hurt me. My mind was made up for me ð I now 
wanted to hurt him. 
 Slug said, ôShow us what you can do, donõt try and end it quick.õ 
 I considered that, but I wanted to kill this guy as he snarled my 
way. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, gloves touched with a snarl 
from my ugly opponent, and we moved back. 



                                                                

 Ding. 
 I tapped my gloves together and move in, angered, my heart 
racing. Three fast left jabs at his gloves and he was forced back, a 
little surprised. I moved back and gave him room. He came back 
in, but three fast and powerful jabs at his gloves and he was again 
forced back. I moved back, and lowered my guard, taunting him. 
 Ready to box me, he moved in, his reach about the same as 
mine. 
 When he committed to a jab I ducked left, a big swinging hook 
to the side of his headgear jolting him. He recovered and came 
back at me, and I locked my legs leant forwards.  
 I hit his gloves with a fast left jab, then went all out, fast left 
jabs one after the other forcing him all the way back to the rope, 
hands swapped, and I kept him on the rope with right jabs, finally 
a dangerously exposed left hook to his headgear jolting him away, 
a stumble. 
 The ref moved me back, the audience loving it. A check of my 
opponent, and we were waved together. 
 Moving now like I was taught, I went for a left-right, and I 
kept going, forcing him back to the ropes again, but I never let up, 
his gloves impacting his face twenty times before the ref moved as 
apart. 
 I could now see that he was red in the face, and that he was 
worried. I moved in, and dropped my guard. He went for it, 
grazing my right cheek as I exposed myself for the monster left 
hook. A loud slap, and down he went, not getting back up, a cheer 
from my team supporters. 
 I walked back to my corner, mouth-piece out. 
 ôBetter,õ slug approved. ôYou almost looked like a boxer.õ 
 Dressed in a tracksuit now, the promoter was back with the 
owner. ôGood fight,õ he commended. ôYou toyed with him, you 
could have taken him at any point.õ 
 ôSlug wanted me to box him, not finish it too quickly.õ 
 ôEarly days yet, letõs see how you do against a pro.õ 
  I met my team supporters outside, all jubilant, and we drove 
back to Brize Norton knowing that I had an RAF bout on 
Saturday up at Cosford. 



                                                                

 The next day I was driving the base commander. After we 
pulled off he began, ôI heard about the fight yesterday, youõre 
moving up the rankings in the RAF stages as well I hear.õ 
 ôYes, sir, bout this Saturday.õ 
 ôWe have high hopes for the inter-services, because the Army 
do well, even the Navy, but weõve not had many medals from 
boxing. Weõre not known for boxing.õ 
 At the MOD building I reclaimed a seat, now on first name 
terms with the staff there, and I started on Mohammad Aliõs life 
story. We got back at 6pm, and I went straight to training after 
grabbing a sandwich and chocolate bar in the NAAFI shop. 
 The next day would be an overnight job with the Air 
Commodore. I picked up the Air Commodore at his home at 9am 
and we set off chatting about boxing, soon the MOD building, and 
an hour later and we were heading east in terrible traffic, soon 
heading north to Norfolk, to Marham and Mildenhall, one hour 
visits, then to Conningsby, Lincolnshire. 
 The Air Commodore would be in the Officers Mess, I would be 
in transit, a key issued. I found the canteen and had a meal whilst 
being ignored, grabbed some bits from the NAAFI shop and 
retired to my room, my big yellow quiz book to get a bashing. 
 An hour into my book, and music disturbed me. I sighed. Part 
of me wanted to kill them, part of me just wanted to ignore it. 
Doors slammed, men laughed, and I had had enough. Top off, 
pistol grabbed, I walked out from my single room to the barrack-
style area, two dozen beds laid out, eight men in transit. 
 They stopped and stared. 
 I began, ôYou can turn the music down and make less noise, or 
we do this the hard way.õ 
 A lad turned down the music. 
 I told them, ôIõm only here tonight, up early, so tomorrow ... go 
crazy.õ I walked back in silence, and reclaimed my quiz book, t-
shirt back on. 
 
In the morning I drove the Air Commodore down to Grantham, a 
quick meeting, and we were soon heading home. Stopping for a 
bite to eat at a services, fortune once again turned against me. 



                                                                

 Getting back to the car, the Air Commodore was hit by a 
football, a gang of men laughing. I picked up the ball, walked 
towards our car as the Air Commodore cursed being hit, and 
kicked the ball into the trees. That had a predictable result. Six 
men came straight over. 
 ôGo fetch our fucking ball, soldier boy.õ 
 The Air Commodore halted around the car. I faced him. And 
waited, a question in my look.  
 ôBy all means,õ he offered. 
 I moved towards the men, the first being a big fat lump. A short 
fast lunge, jab to the chin and jump back, and he crumbled before 
he could grab me, sidekick to the man on my right, his chest losing 
the air as he was knocked back. 
 A hop, skip and a shuttle kick, a man hit in the chest and sent 
back, back-fist to a nose as I leant away from the manõs grab, and 
the rest thought better of it. 
 I eased into the car, and pulled off. ôYour wifeõs sister staying, 
sir?õ 
 ôHowõd you know?õ  
 ôWell ... I heard you mention it, and here you are finding 
excuses to be away.õ 
 ôNot excuses at all, just that ... I needed to see a few people.õ 
 ôOh of course, sir,õ I mocked. 
 ôYou know me too well. Itõs her sister, I canõt complain, but ... 
by god she never shuts up.õ 
 ôI think, sir, we need a pint somewhere so that you get back at 
what ... 11pm?õ 
 ôThat would be the optimum time, yes. Youõre a life saver.õ 
 ôThursday, so quiz night, sir. We could go piss off Air Traffic 
Control again.õ 
 He laughed. ôThat was a nice bottle of wine, yes.õ 
 Just under three hours later we pulled into the pub car park, 
realising that we were in uniform. Inside, I beckoned the owner. 
ôOK if weõre in uniform?õ 
 ôRAF?õ 
 ôYes.õ 
 ôSo long as youõre not soldiers.õ 



                                                                

 We wandered in and found the ATC gang, Trish with them, 
everyone standing for the Air Commodore. 
 The ATC Squadron Leader began, ôSir, I must protest Wilco 
taking part.õ 
 ôHow about he joins you?õ 
 ôThat would be OK,õ he agreed, and I was accidentally next to 
Trish. And she smelt great. 
 The Air Commodore and the Squadron Leader began chatting 
about Conningsby as the questions started. 
 The White Nile starts from which lake. I wrote it down on a 
piece of paper. 
 ôSimple one,õ she noted. 
 Smallest country in Europe. I wrote it down. She wrote down 
Andorra. I tapped my answer. In Russian I said, ôIt is less than a 
mile across.õ 
 ôItõs a country?õ 
 ôYes.õ 
 Others had written down Luxembourg. 
 ôSo now youõre boxing?õ she floated. 
 ôYes, another chance to impress the lovely RAF with a medal.õ 
 ôAnd yet you donõt sound at all cynical.õ 
 ôBeen thinking of other things.õ 
 ôSuch as...õ 
 ôMedic in some remote jungle camp, following TV crews 
around.õ 
 ôSounds idyllic actually. I always fancied being a pilot, but ... 
you know, female.õ 
 ôThere are lady pilots in the States, transport aircraft.õ 
 Next question, largest shark species. Whale Shark I wrote 
down as she wrote down Basking. 
 ôSame thing?õ she queried. 
 ôNo, separate genus.õ And when she wrote on the sheet I had a 
partial view of a small boob, nipple and all. I had to concentrate on 
not looking. 
 We were almost to the end when trouble loomed close. 
 ôCome home now!õ I man shouted, a woman dragged. 
 ôLeave me alone!õ 



                                                                

 Heads turned, the owner coming out, the unhappy husband a 
bit drunk ð and very unhappy with his wife. Seemed that she was 
not too taken with him either. 
 Words exchanged, the owner being shoved, the man produced a 
knife, gasps issued by the patrons. 
 I stood, a look at the Air Commodore, a question. 
 ôQuietly, Wilco, no fuss.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 I walked forwards and waved the owner back, pistol under my 
arm, but I was not about to use it. The drunk husband pointed the 
knife at my nose, and therein made a rooky mistake. Right hand to 
his wrist, twist and pull, forearm to the elbow ð a yelp issued, kick 
to the knee, another yelp issued, wrist twisted and knife dropped. 
 I moved behind him, his arm twisted up, and marched him 
outside ð as he limped along, banging his head into the doorframe 
as we went - twice. 
 ôStep back in there and youõll never walk again,õ I told him, and 
shoved him into a car, his face impacting it, the horrified owner 
stood at the door as I headed back in. I walked through the tables 
and sat. ôNo fuss, sir.õ 
 The Squadron Leader began, ôMost people are terrified of a man 
with a knife, but you treat it like a game.õ 
 ôAll comes down to training and practise, sir, like sex.õ Trish 
coughed out some of her drink. ôYou read the book, look at the 
diagrams, then practise by yourself, then with others or in teams.õ 
 They laughed loudly. 
 ôWe are talking about martial arts here,õ the Squadron Leader 
clarified with a smile. ôBecause Iõve not heard of sex being 
practised in teams of men of equal size.õ 
 It had been nice to be close to the object of my desires, elbows 
touched, words exchanged, and she seemed to be warming to me. 
The team won, the Air Commodore confiscating the bottle since I 
ð his driver ð had saved all their lives. ATC protested the saving 
of their lives, to no avail as I laughed at them. I drove the boss 
home, arriving just at 11pm. 
 ôPerfect timing,õ he offered me. 
 ôGood night, sir. Enjoy the wine.õ 
 



                                                                

Saturday lunchtime I drove up to Cosford with Trevors, and he 
had petitioned the RAF to have more than one fight booked for me 
ð health permitting; meaning that if I was not hurt I could fight 
someone else. Since the RAF we very keen to see me move up the 
ranks and well, rules would be bent for me. 
 Bongo and the armoury lads were along, but without Hamster 
of course ð he was sleeping, several lads from Transport, a few of 
the ATC officers ð but my heart skipped a beat when I clocked 
Trish. What the hell was she doing here, I had to wonder. Boxing 
was not a ladyõs thing. I tried to ignore looking at her as I greeted 
people, then wondered why I cared, I could never take her out. 
 Changed and ready, the other RAF boxers were staring at me, 
wondering who the hell I was. 
 Outside the changing rooms I found the Air Commodore, 
surprised since he did not say he would attend. ôYour wifeõs sister 
still with you, sir?õ I teased. 
 He laughed. ôNo, come to support our golden boy, so make us 
proud.õ 
 ôIõll try, sir.õ 
 Weighed, ID checked, in I climbed, a cheer from my supporters, 
which was nice. Headgear checked, gloves checked, I was trying 
hard not to look into the crowd for Trish. I had to shake off 
images of shagging her, to wanting to kill the man in front of me. 
 He appeared resolute, and since he had been boxing for years 
and I was the novice, he should have been resolute. 
 Gloves touched, sent back, Ding! 
 I moved purposefully forwards, and I  dropped my right glove, 
an opening as I reached striking distance. He went for it, I read it, 
around to his right ð my left, a monster left hook whilst taking a 
big risk, and I slammed my glove into his headgear in front of his 
ear. His almost swung around backwards, and he span as he fell. 
 ôMedics!õ was called, the man out cold. 
 My team cheered. But if the man had been paying attention he 
could have hit me and knocked me down ð my defence wide open 
as I went for the hook, a gamble. 
 I was led down as they announced another bout, and ten 
minutes passed. I was back in the ring, limbering up, my opponent 
looking fit and strong, good definition, good biceps. And he would 



                                                                

be cautious. I, on the other hand, wanted it finished quick, no time 
taken where I took a few blows. 
 Gloves touched, moved back, Ding! 
 I moved in, but as soon as I was to striking distance he closed 
the gap, a lunging punch taking, both my gloves blocking it and 
pushing it back. He kept coming, more punches, and this was 
unusual. But I also saw an opportunity.  
 He favoured his right, a jab that was almost a hook, and he was 
over-reaching himself. I lowered my left glove and gave him the 
opening he wanted, and he took it, a scrape of my ear as I moved 
right, left jab to his glove impacting his face, monster right hook 
with no defence and I caught him turning his head towards it by 
mistake. 
 His glove was almost there in time, but momentum was against 
him, his face spun around, a pirouette before he hit the deck. 
 ôMedics!õ was heard as I stepped back to my corner. The ref 
pointed me out of the ring, and I would be allowed a third bout 
since I had not been hit and displayed no blood. 
 Up next was the RAF No.1, and if I beat him I was ð 
technically ð No.1, but Trevors explained that the RAF had a team 
and it was based on average performances over many years. One of 
the umpires explained that if I won it was just one match, so Iõd 
not be No.1. That pissed me off, so I wanted this guy hurt. 
 Ten minutes later I was back in the ring, and despite being 
No.1 this guy was not so different to my last opponent, same build. 
Maybe he had some skills, I considered. And maybe he would 
embarrass me in front of Trish ð a fate worse than death. 
 I had to stop and consider what I was thinking like a ten year 
old boy, and shook it off. 
 Gloves touched, move back, Ding! 
 I tapped my gloves together and moved forwards, keeping my 
guard low, but high enough, elbows in, a few jabs exchanged. I 
went on the attack, a series of powerful left jabs aimed and timed 
to hit him in the face with his own gloves, and I was succeeding. I 
was also driving him back towards the ropes. 
 When his back grazed the rope he half turned his head left as I 
had hoped for. I lunged left, spun and twisted, wide open, the 
monster left hook catching him before he got his glove up, but not 



                                                                

a great connection, straight to the right hook ð hitting his glove 
very hard and driving it into his face, second left hook, a good 
connection, second right hook to the gloves issuing blood from his 
nose, final left hook taking him down ð and out. 
 I walked back as my team cheered, Trevors smiling up. Led out 
and down, that it was it for the day, the Air Commodore 
congratulating me. Dressed now, I met the support team outside, 
Trish making sly eye contact, half a smile, and I had to wonder 
why. 
 After a ten minute chat to various supporters we headed back. 
  
On the Monday, Trevors came and found me. ôSome news.õ 
 I waited. 
 ôThe RAFõs No.1 is out the game, a broken jaw that will take 
months to mend, and then they probably wonõt let him back. But 
youõre not popular.õ 
 ôWhy the fuck not?õ 
 ôThe other two you hit, broken jaws, out the team, so the team 
is down three men.õ 
 ôDown two if I join the team!õ I protested. 
 ôThe team is not just about whoõs the best.õ 
 ôWhat a load of bollocks,õ I told him. 
 A few days later and the RAF had notified Trevors that I would 
be in the team for a friendly against the Army. 
 ôWhen they say friendly..?õ I asked Trevors. 
 He laughed. ôIt means a bout that has no points towards the 
championships. You still hit the guy hard.õ 
 ôJust as well.õ 
 
Back working in Transport, and a lad I knew ð Ellis ð was up on 
serious charges. Over a cup of tea he explained the circumstances. 
 ôLeave it to me,õ I told him. 
 The next day he and I walked into the hearing, held by the MP 
officer. 
 After we had saluted, the MP Fl Lt said, ôWilco, what you 
doing here?õ 



                                                                

 ôAs you are well aware, sir, a serviceman may ask for someone 
to be with him during a hearing, no limits as to who. The 
serviceman is also entitled to counsel -õ 
 ôYouõre not authorised.õ 
 ôIõm not here as counsel, but SAC Ellis is willing to forego the 
arrival of Colonel Bennet if I can address you. Also, the 
serviceman is entitled to ask for a hearing in front of a nominated 
senior officer, so I nominate the base commander.õ 
 ôThe base commander? Heõs a busy man ðõ 
 The door opened and the Group Captain stepped in with 
another officer. The Fl Lt had stood. ôSit, sit, just ignore me.õ He 
sat, the other officer standing. 
 I faced the Fl Lt as he sat. ôSo, as I was saying, we nominate the 
Group Captain.õ I stepped to the side and faced Ellis, a big MP 
Sergeant stood opposite. ôEllis is here for being AWOL, and for 
the misuse of an MOD vehicle. So, to recap. Ellis drove out 
lunchtime in an MOD vehicle, to the shops. He called his mum 
because she had not been well lately. 
 ôHis mother, using a cordless phone, reported that she had 
fallen and hurt herself. Ellis knew that his mother would not call 
an ambulance, because the good lady did not like making a fuss. 
Ellisõs sister was on the way, an hourõs drive, whereas Ellis could 
reach his mum in Oxford in less than fifteen minutes ð and he did 
so. 
 ôWhen he got there he called an ambulance, his mother having 
broken a hip and a wrist. He was late getting back, and MOD 
vehicle used for private means. 
 ôIf, Flight Lieutenant, you mean to prosecute and punish Ellis 
for misuse of that vehicle, then you will set a president whereby 
others ð Group Captain ð would also be held accountable.õ 
 ôGuilty as charged,õ came from the base commander. 
 I continued, ôI often misuse my vehicle for the Air Commodore, 
I have even take him to the opera in it, sat outside waiting, MOD 
petrol used.õ I pointed at the MP sergeant. ôHe takes his kids to 
school in his, and fishing on the weekends. And you, Flight 
Lieutenant, made a flagrant use of yours last Wednesday 
afternoon. 



                                                                

 ôSo, sir, if there is such as thing as gross misuse of an MOD car, 
most of the people in this room will need to be charged.õ 
 The base commander stood, the Fl Lt following him up. ôIõd 
rather not be charged with misuse of a vehicle, and Iõm sure that 
you donõt want to be, so wrap this up quickly.õ 
 ôRight, sir.õ 
 The base commander left us, taking the second officer. 
 I added, ôEllis admits his guilt, sir, and throws himself at the 
mercy of the hearing.õ 
 ôEllis ... youõll get some extra guard room duty, ten quid for the 
petrol. Dismissed.õ 
 We both saluted, turned and left. 
  
Saturday morning, pissing down with rain, we travelled down to 
Farnborough, facing the Army on their home turf, a small support 
team with me this time, no Trish or any ATC officers, no Air 
Commodore. And I warned the supporters not to piss off the Army 
spectators and to get into a punch up. 
 In the changing rooms I noticed a few six-foot six monsters, 
and they had the RAF beaten on ugliness by far. In my shorts, I 
was getting looks again, puzzled looks, because they had not seen 
someone like me before. 
 I was introduced to the team, and the team captain, coaches and 
officers. There would be six short bouts, but there were five RAF 
fighters suitable. 
 ôSomeone will go up twice,õ the officer noted. ôSee whoõs in good 
form and not hurt.õ 
 ôHow about you just put Wilco up six times,õ Trevors 
suggested. 
 He got an angered pointy finger from the officer. ôKeep your 
flippant remarks to yourself, Sergeant.õ 
 I already wanted to hit this officer, but bit my tongue. I was up 
second, the first RAF lad getting a bloody nose and losing. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, we were moved apart, and I 
was up against a guy a good three inches taller than me. He had 
the reach, looked mean and tough - he had the bulk but not the 
definition. And I could see the caution in his eyes. 
 I also knew he had not seen me fight, so... 



                                                                

 Ding! 
 I rushed straight in, right glove down, the bait taken, swing 
left, left hook with every ounce of strength I had, and I knocked 
him clean off his feet. He landed heavy, like a dead fish, the crowd 
not happy. 
 ôMedics!õ was called after a few seconds, and I returned to my 
corner, climbing down when allowed to do so. 
 Trevors was shaking his head. ôBox the guy, eh.õ 
 Tracksuit on, I sat on the bench, my opponent stretched away. 
 The next RAF lad got a bloody nose, and lost, so to the third 
RAF lad, the final RAF lad losing on points. 
 I was, reluctantly, chosen to go on again. They checked me over 
for injuries, headgear on, gloves checked, rules stated, warnings 
given, gloves touched ð and I was up against a guy even bigger 
than the last. He also seemed confident. 
 Ding! 
 I moved in, rolling my shoulders, getting ready, guard high but 
a tempting target. 
 Left hand down, he went for it, I ducked and bent my knees at 
the same time, his forearm rubbing over my head, short left hook 
to the liver, cheeky punch to his ear before I leapt backwards. 
 We squared up, and now he was less confident and more angry. 
I moved to his left, my right, my left glove sagging deliberately. 
Ignoring my trick he went for a combination, his jab blocked, his 
hook ducked under, a cheeky jab to his nose making contact. 
 He was hurting, a trickle of blood. 
 I figured he would have forgotten my last fight by now, so 
moved in quickly, a duck right, bait taken, bend down and left 
under ð his elbow hitting the top of my head, short left hook to the 
liver again with all my might, and he bent just enough ð big right 
hook snapping his face around, his gloves coming down, right 
hook sending him into the ropes, but he was hanging in there. 
 He bounced off the ropes, left arm down and right glove up, so I 
hooked around to the right and caught him well, sending him back 
into the ropes, both gloves coming down, a right hook with all my 
might right on the chin, the ref shoulder-butting me hard out the 
way as my opponent slid down in a heap. 



                                                                

 ôMedics!õ was called quickly as I returned to my corner and to 
Trevors. 
 ôGood tactical moves,õ he commended. 
 ôKnockout!õ  
 I was allowed down, the RAF losing the òfriendlyó on points. 
 Trevors cheekily told the officer, ôGood job Wilco was here, sir, 
or it would have been a white wash.õ 
 He got another pointed finger. 
 An Army sergeant, clearly a boxer, came and found me. ôGood 
work in there, not seen someone fight that like for a long time. 
And youõre a novice?õ 
 ôIõve been training for years, punch bag and Kung Fu, but took 
up boxing recently.õ 
 ôYouõre built like a pro.õ 
 ôMarathon running and swimming.õ 
 ôAnd the scars?õ 
 ôLondon Marathon.õ 
 ôAh ... that was you. Put on some weight since then.õ 
  
I got back to training in Swindon, and told them all about the 
RAF bouts, and that the RAF did not want me fighting outside the 
RAF. For now I would just train with Slug, my aim being an 
Armed Forces medal to start. 
 I discussed my tactics with him, blow by blow from the last two 
fights, and he helped me develop tactics. I would often travel down 
on a Sunday and work up a sweat, sparing with one opponent after 
another, fast young lads. I was pulling my punches, but learning to 
duck and weave better. 
 Three weeks after the òfriendlyó there was another friendly 
against the Navy, and their team included Marines, some very 
good boxers. I was wondering how long it would be before I was 
the one on the canvas and bleeding. 
 On a chilly day we drove down to Portsmouth, and to a tatty 
boxing hall, civilians in the spectators, my support team limited 
again. 
 Changed into my shorts, questions were asked, unfriendly 
questions, ID checked, the RAF officer in charge shouting at 



                                                                

people: did they think the RAF brought in an imposter? Well, yes 
they did, they said, the RAF boxers always a bit crap. 
 In I went, first bout, the crowd puzzling just who the hell I was, 
my opponent none too pleased. He was slightly shorter than me, 
but stocky, reasonable definition in his arms, and a face that had 
been hit a few times. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, moved apart, Ding! 
 I moved in, realising that he had his head on his chin, and I 
would be aiming down a little. Still, I had the reach. Feint right, he 
blocked, big left hook hitting him in the ear taking him by 
surprise, my second hook also surprising him, my fourth and fifth 
nudging him around and towards his corner, and I kept going, six 
good hits landed, his headgear moving, final left hook with all I 
had aiming down, scraping his shoulder and hitting his small chin 
and snapping it around. 
 I walked backwards, he shook his head, stared at the ref, and 
slowly slid sideways down the rope ð and out. The crowd booed. 
 Second bout for the RAF, and we lost on points. Third bout, 
and it was halted, a bloody nose, and we lost. Fourth bout, we lost 
after a knockdown ð but not a knock out. I was back on. 
 The Navy had saved their best till last, and he looked like he 
trained every day, well defined, but I had no idea if he was Royal 
Marines or a chef in the Navy as he limbered up. I rolled my 
shoulders and bounced up and down, trying to remember what 
Slug had tried to teach me. Tactics would count here. 
 Ding! And we were closing in.  
 I decided to let him make a move, and lowered my left glove. 
He went for the right jab, but not with any force, but I moved into 
it and to his right, his glove scoring a point with the judges for 
sure as it made grazing contact. 
 He misjudged my legs, because I had closed eighteen inches 
quickly. His guard came up to his right, but I went for a right 
hook with all I had, catching him on the nose and sending him 
down. He was dazed but not out, counted out. 
 The RAF team had saved face, two bouts won and four lost, not 
a total whitewash.  
  



                                                                

The following week, and with Trevors arguing with the RAF 
team managers, I was listed No.1 for the RAF. That meant I 
would have fewer bouts to reach the quarter finals, and two weeks 
later we drove to Colchester for those quarter finals; being No.1 in 
the RAF rankings did not mean I attended the final automatically. 
 I got the same odd looks after changing, but now the Army 
team managers and coaches knew me, and curled lips at me. 
 My first bout was in front of a hostile crowd who were all 
Army, and I was up against their No.4, a quality fighter by all 
accounts, and a big lad, good reach. He had not been in the 
òfriendlyó. I had been training hard, and when he saw me I could 
see the look in his eyes; he looked like a fit servicemen, I looked 
like someone off the TV. 
 Ding! And we closed. 
 I could see straight away that his guard was low, his right 
glove way down, and that he liked a fast and loose approach rather 
than standing and taking it. When handed an opening, Slug had 
said, use it! 
 I rushed in, surprising him, and almost in striking range I bent 
right, his punch started as I bent left and all the way over, his 
punch missing, my short left hook taking the air from his lungs, 
his grimace clear, my big left hook impacting his ear inside his 
headgear, and he stumbled, gloves too low, my right hook 
skimming over them and hitting his forehead, knocking him back. 
 He bounced off the rope to my right hook, giving it all I had, 
and he slammed back into the rope and he slid down it. I was 
shoved away by the ref and returned to my corner, not expecting 
my opponent to get back up. 
 ôMedics! Stretcher.õ 
 They carried him out in a hurry, I was allowed down to hostile 
booing. I was through to the semi-finals. 
  
Back at Brize Norton, everyone was expecting me to win for the 
RAF, but word reached Trevors that the RAF team was pissed off 
with me, since I had broken a few jaws; they were short of team 
members. Trevors suspected they would do something to get me 
off the team, but I was not that fussed if they did. 



                                                                

 I told him, ôIf I win against the Army then ... a few fights a year, 
and so what. Fuck ôem.õ 
 ôYouõll fight civvy, that is allowed, and theyõd sponsor you, but 
you canõt fight for a purse.õ 
 ôNo?õ 
 ôNot allowed.õ 
 I shrugged a shoulder. ôSee what happens. I donõt give a fuck 
either way.õ 
  
Despite my attitude, and their attitude towards me, I trained hard, 
as much for myself as for anyone else. I drove the Air Commodore 
a few days a week, I sometimes helped in the armoury, and I pulled 
two guard stints a week. 
 The semi-finals came around, and would be held in Wiltshire, 
so I would have another hostile crowd to deal with. I was up 
against their current No.2, the Navy not having many entrants 
this year, a few less men because of me. I would not be popular in 
the Navy boxing team either. 
 I drove down with Trevors and a few PTIs, a coach laid on and 
full ð wondering if Trish would be along, into a modern gym hall 
and to the changing rooms, which were cold, a few familiar faces 
seen. An Army sergeant wished me well, he had travelled down to 
see me fight, and that was odd. 
 As I walked out I was photographed, and that was also a bit 
odd. Weighed in, IDs checked, I clambered into the ring and 
bounced on the balls of my feet, my opponent climbing in. He was 
tall and thin, taller than me, looked fit and wiry, but also looked a 
bit slow. His advantage was his reach. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, moved back. Ding! 
 I waited for the idiot ref to get out the way and moved in. Right 
glove down, lean right, move left a little, and he went for the 
simple jab. My left hand dropped to the floor, left leg out and bent, 
twisting left, around, and then twisting my shoulders with a 
grimace I hit in front of his ear with all my might, knocking him 
off his feet and away. 
 The landed with a thud, no movement, the crowd stunned as I 
walked back, Trevors smiling and shaking his head. 
 ôMedics! Stretcher!õ 



                                                                

 After they eased him out came ôKnockout!õ and I clambered 
down. 
 ôThat was three seconds,õ Trevors noted with a grin. 
 
Back at Brize Norton everyone was expecting me to win the inter-
services, the base alive with gossip, not least a betting pool on how 
many seconds my opponent would last. 
 But fame comes at a price, and I should have known. I got back 
one day from driving the Air Commodore to find my door kicked 
in, my stuff trashed. I was beyond livid, and I could have killed 
someone there and then. For ten minutes I simply stood and 
stared at the mess; someone had taken their time and torn up my 
books ð page by page. 
 My metal cabinet was OK, my valuables in there. I notified the 
MPs, and they had a look, fingerprints taken, everyone in the 
block spoken to. 
 The base commander was furious, the Air Commodore more 
than just a bit furious, the MPs pushed hard, but there was little 
evidence. But they had taken a fingerprint from my locker, and 
matched it a man that had been on the base six months, and had 
never been in my room. He was charged, fined, and to be 
transferred off the base, but found in a pool of blood one evening 
when I was a long way off driving the Air Commodore. 
 My alibi was solid, and the man had no front teeth left, as well 
as a broken ankle and broken arm. 
 With little fuss I was issued new uniform and boots, nothing of 
value reached by the vandal, and I was very glad of my metal 
cabinet. My kettle had been smashed, my toaster, both replaced 
out of my own pocket. 
 But the incident had left me ready to quit and do something 
else, and I was back to staring out the window and thinking about 
the future. 
 
The boxing finals loomed closer, and I was not sure if I could even 
be bothered to turn up. What was the point, I asked myself. The 
RAF team managers resented me, and Iõd get a crap plastic medal 
around my neck. So what? 



                                                                

 I was off my training a little, but it was a surprise meeting with 
Trish that lifted my spirits. I bumped into her in Oxford as I was 
buying books to replace those torn up. 
 ôYou OK?õ she asked. 
 I shrugged, and sighed. ôThink itõs time I fucked off somewhere 
else.õ 
 ôI heard about your room.õ 
 I looked away and took in the traffic. ôSame old shit. Same thing 
happened after I nearly won the first London Marathon.õ I sighed. 
ôSame old bollocks.õ 
 ôWeõve been losing on quiz night, a group of amateur quiz 
experts now that itõs cash prize. Could do with a hand.õ 
 I forced a weak smile. ôSure.õ 
 The next night they cheered me up a little, and we beat the 
smartarse team. Trish was friendly, but she would never risk her 
career to be with me. That was just one more injustice in the 
world to piss me off during a cold dark winter. 
 
The finals came around, and I was not ready, I could hardly be 
bothered to pack a bag. Trevors drove me to Colchester with the 
PTIs, but they could tell I was off. And there were two coaches of 
RAF supporters behind us. 
 ôBeen thinking of buying myself out,õ I told them. 
 ôPissed off?õ 
 ôBeen pissed off for years. Only time Iõm not pissed off is with 
the aero-meds.õ 
 ôTry that then,õ he suggested. ôLifeõs too short to stand still.õ 
 ôI may go see them next week.õ 
 ôBoxing medic,õ Trevors noted. ôGot much training in this 
week?õ 
 ôFuck all,õ I told him. ôMind is not on it.õ 
 ôBest focus in the ring, or your mind will be on the canvas.õ 
 ôMight knock some sense into me.õ 
 We found the place after a few wrong turns, IDs shown, told 
where to park, spectators walking to the gym hall. The Army top 
brass would be here, at least some of them, some RAF officers, the 
Air Commodore down with the flu. 



                                                                

 I changed where shown, surprised to find many boxers 
changing. Trevors explained that there were other bouts, not just 
my final, and various weight categories would be held here today. 
 Many thin young lads stopped to stare at me, happy they were 
not boxing me, and I clocked my opponent, the man looking fit 
and strong, but not looking like me. He also looked wary of me, his 
team behaving oddly ð like they wanted to say something but were 
holding back. 
 I shook it off and got ready, bouncing on the balls of my feet, 
rolling my shoulders, then wondered why I was bothering. I 
heaved a huge sigh, and I was tempted to walk out of there. If I 
won, how would I look the officers in the eye when I wanted to 
spit in their eyes? 
 The bout came around after twenty minutes, and I was led 
forwards, not an ounce of fear or trepidation. I had some anger, 
some loathing, some resentment, even some disillusionment, but I 
had no fear. I wanted this over, and to be gone. Next week was 
career choice time. 
 A bottle struck me a glancing blow, Trevors spinning to see 
who it was, the crowd jeering me.  
 As we moved through the crowd a soldier leant out. ôWanker.õ 
 I slugged him cold, and he slipped into the crowd, few noticing, 
Trevors horrified. He shoved me on. I was now angry, and ready 
to kill, to kill anyone in my face. 
 The RAF team officer tried to give me a pep talk, but I just shot 
him an indignant look and walked on, Trevors now worried. 
Weighed in, IDs checked, I clambered up to jeering, my opponent 
being cheered as he entered the ring. 
 Headgear checked, gloves checked, warnings given, and we 
were moved back. Ding! 
 I let my hands drop and walked forwards like a street fighter, 
my opponent puzzled, but concerned by the look in my eyes. He 
took a stance and got ready as I lifted my left glove, lazily lifting 
my right as I got to striking range. I kept my left glove down, and 
he went for a right jab, which I knocked away. 
 He composed himself again, but had taken a big step back, and I 
wanted him on the ropes. He went for a jab, which I blocked more 
like a Kung Fu fighter, my left wrist to his right glove, and I 




