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On February 12th 2014 I died.


My heart stopped for 27 minutes.


Medically speaking, I was dead.


Without the professional skill of the life guards – and two other staff members at the David Lloyd gym – I’d now be on the other side. Without hesitating, they put their first aid skills into use, breathing life into a person who was very nearly gone for good. I can’t thank them enough for their quick thinking and bravery in such a terrible and stressful situation.


They say there’s no coming back from a thing like that, and I guess I’m the exception to the rule. It’s been tough – harder than I would ever have imagined – but I’m finally getting my life back on track.


So, how did it happen? It started out pretty regular, just a normal day like any other, with me going to my local gym to work out. Keeping fit and healthy is important to me, but I had no idea when I walked through those doors that morning that I almost wouldn’t make it back out again.


It was a regular session: an hour of rowing, running and cross-training. I liked the feeling of exercise, of knowing that I was helping my body be the best it could be so I could be the best I could be. At 52 years old, you really have to start thinking about these things, and I thought about it perhaps a little more often than most.


I think this is why it came as such a big shock – I was healthy, wasn’t I? So why did this happen to me?


I’d just finished my session and, as usual, decided to round it off with a trip to the sauna area. I changed into my trunks, walked over to the Jacuzzi, and that’s when it happened. My heart stopped. It stopped dead.


People ask me: What was it like? Was there a light at the end of the tunnel? What did I see? Could I view myself from above? Was I aware of what was happening?


They want all these answers, whether they’re spiritual or religious or not. It’s just human nature, isn’t it? We all want to know what happens to us when we die, when we pass over to the other side. Is there a Heaven? A Hell? Does what we do in life impact how we are in death? What about reincarnation? Is there even anything at all?


These questions, of course, have plagued humanity since the beginning of time, and I’m afraid I can’t answer them specifically, but when I dream sometimes, I do remember things I can’t explain. Impressions of total peace and total calm surround me at these times, and that feeling is comforting in a way I can’t fully express. When I dream of these emotions, it feels as though I’m ready for my next life, for the next phase, whatever that may be. I feel satisfied with what I’ve achieved and prepared for the future.


However, it wasn’t meant to be – I was meant to come back and live my life out here, as I always assumed I would (after all, no one likes to think about when or how they’re going to die, and I was no different). I’m now looking forward to the next thirty years of my life, and everything I can achieve within those years. It’ll be a little harder, now, after the past few months I’ve had, but I’m glad I’m here to live them.


Immediately after the heart attack, I don’t really remember much. In fact, I don’t remember much for the first four weeks or so of my hospital stay. Of course, I’ve since found out that my ex-wife and eldest son were taken into a cold, clinical room by the doctor and told that I had suffered from severe brain damage as a result of the heart attack. They were told that I’d be like a goldfish in a bowl, alive but limited – very limited. It hurts to think of them having to go through this, but it feels good that I proved the doctors wrong.


Eight months have passed since that fateful day at the gym, and with all the tremendous positive energy and prayers sent to me by friends and family, I’m nearly recovered. I’m not like a goldfish in a bowl. My brain is still a bit slow, I admit, but it wasn’t that quick before…


It sometimes takes an incident like this – as horrific and painful as it was – to put things into perspective. Having a heart attack really makes you think, about your life as it is now, and how you’ve lived it for all these years. Did I make the right decisions? Did I do what I wanted to do? Did I put things off? Was I really as happy as I could have been?


People generally start asking themselves these questions when they get to around seventy or eighty years old, but I can tell you now, people who’ve lived through heart attacks ask them too. The whole experience really made me take stock of my life and the things I’d done in the past. If I had died that day at the gym, my children wouldn’t even know half of what I’d done in my life, wouldn’t know the kind of person I was when I was young, and wouldn’t know what I truly felt about all kinds of things. This is a deeply worrying thought.


If you were to die today, suddenly, with no preparation and nothing in place in the event of such a terrible tragedy, would your family and friends know all about your past? The experiences you’re proud of and the ones you aren’t? If you were to die, so would thousands of memories and years of knowledge, hundreds of experiences and feelings and emotions.


This is why I decided to get my life story down on paper, where it will stay, should anyone in my family or any of my friends decide they want to know about me, the real me, either while I’m still here or once I’m gone.


Sometimes, it takes a heart attack to make you think.


I’ve gone through a lot, but I’ve never given up.


I want this book to show you who I am.


I also want it to be a testament to the fact that no matter what life throws at you, you can get through it and come out the other end smiling.


I did it, and so can you.
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So, French kissing my girlfriend’s grandmother at her 80th birthday party probably wasn’t the smartest thing to do. In my defence, I wasn’t really myself that night – I was high on dope and speed, and a lot of booze to boot, but that’s no excuse.


I guess you could say I used to have a bit of a hedonistic lifestyle. Like many young people, I absolutely lived for the weekends; when 5 p.m. on Friday rolled around, I was the happiest guy there was. Honestly, if someone were to put me in a coma from Monday morning until Friday afternoon, I’d have been perfectly content.


I supposed I’d better go right back to the day I was born. The date was 10th of March 1962, it was at Worthing Hospital, and I was the youngest of three boys. An ordinary birth, nothing too special, but my parents were perhaps not quite so usual; my mother was a beautiful Austrian woman who had come over and married my father, a classic brutish Englishman.


I suppose my mother was typical of women in her generation, staying at home in our council house and making sure everything was perfect for her husband. She was subservient and quiet, with her main aim every day to have the tea on the table whenever my father got in from work. This wasn’t quite the easy task it could have been, as the time varied quite often depending on how long my father spent at the pub afterwards. He was a heavy drinker, and he’d often have a few down at the local before coming home to his family and his food.


If he came back after 8 p.m., we knew it was going to be a stormy night; he’d bang through the back gate and march in through the door, not even trying to keep the noise down. This was a sign that he was pissed, and it was a sign me and my brothers knew all too well.


My mum would warm his dinner for him – after it had inevitably gone cold while we waited for him to come home – and then the three of us would scatter, not wanting to be around him for the next part of the evening.


We’d hear it, though. At first, it would be quiet, and I’ve never known – before or since – a silence to be so noisy! We’d wait for it to begin, and begin it always would. It started with our father shouting at my mother about the quality of the food. Of course, he didn’t put it quite like that:


“What is this shit? I’ve been out working hard all day and I have to come home to this? Why did you even dish this shite up to me?”


It was his customary call and the signal for another sleepless night, for all of us.


My father wasn’t a very nice man. He would rant and rave and swear and moan – generally, he was just truly nasty. Often – to me, anyway – he seemed like a madman; it was quite frightening. When he was like this, I’d leave the house, happy to just wander the streets for a while until the early hours. I’d only come back when I was sure he’d be asleep in his chair and therefore unable to say or do anything to me.


Strangely, the day after one of these occurrences, it would never be mentioned at all – nothing would be said about the previous night, or about his disgusting behaviour towards his wife and his children. It was as if by not allowing us to speak of it, my father could pretend like it had never happened. But it did, far too many times.


Not to give him an excuse for his behaviour, but he had been in the North Sea Convoys during World War Two, and I suppose that took its toll – both on him and us.


I grew up in a rough neighbourhood in Worthing. Our council house was on an estate that had a pretty bad reputation, and I tried to keep my address a secret from my school friends because of this; if I was invited to any parties, for instance, I wouldn’t let them know where I lived.


It wasn’t just me, either. My brother loved tennis and wanted to join the West Worthing tennis club, but when they found out his address, they ‘politely declined’. It was ridiculous.


The actual estate was a bit of a mess. There were a lot of trainers flung over telephone cables, graffiti, the odd car with no wheels, propped up by bricks, that kind of thing. Most of the actual houses, though in a bad condition, were well kept and clean, so that was something, I suppose.


My own house had three bedrooms, a bathroom, a toilet, a front room, a dining room and a kitchen. It had a small back garden, an asbestos roof, and concrete skirting and door frames. The only heating we had came from an open fire in the front room and a wood boiler in the kitchen. It was pretty basic.


Winters were the worst. One year, I remember it being so cold that I wrote my name on the frost on the windows – from inside the house. It was so freezing that getting out of bed in the morning was a massive chore, and I would only slip out from under the covers once I’d heard the wood being chopped to fire up the boiler. The kindling usually consisted of beer crates, old chair legs, pallets… that sort of thing. Basically, anything my mum could find. I remember that on cold, wintry mornings, I’d have to huddle around the boiler to get warm before I could even consider getting changed into my school clothes.


Sometimes we’d have to push my dad’s van to help it start, something that was no fun whatsoever in the freezing temperatures. This was the late 60s and it was a little Bedford van with a wind-up handle – how things have advanced! In the late 60s and early 70s we really struggled to keep warm; there were no radiators, no continental quilts, and no double glazing – not on the Maybridge estate, anyway.


Because of this, I remember that every year, the winters seemed to start earlier and earlier, forcing us to battle through more days of freezing cold each time the season rolled around. One year, it seemed that it was much colder on Bonfire Night than any other time.


Bonfire Night was legendary – if that’s the right word – where we lived. On November 5th, my brothers would dress me up as a Guy in a mask and sit me outside the local sweetshop where I’d ask, “Penny for the Guy?”


When it came to actual fireworks displays, however, the estate always resembled Beirut. As fireworks were so easy to get hold of, there would be a two week war around November 5th, which was both loud and incredibly dangerous. We’d have to put up with days and days of bangers, air bombs, jumping jacks, air bomb repeaters and many more. Bangers were like little sticks of dynamite and air bombs… well, they were just unbelievable.


It really was like a mini war. Air bombs were let off inside flat entrances and houses belonging to old people, rockets were set off, strategically aimed at different gangs in the area, and bangers were lit and put inside milk bottles, which when thrown, caused glass-shattering explosions. It was a frightening time for some people on the estate, no matter how old they were.


Every year, a huge bonfire would be made, and pretty much anything was used to build it up – whatever people could get their hands on, whether it belonged to them or not.


One year, a local lad made a homemade bomb of one hundred bangers taped together. This boy just so happened to be a school bully, and he would often take my school dinner money off me at knifepoint. He thought he was clever making this homemade bomb, but unfortunately for him, it blew up in his dad’s shed. Obviously, this was karma working on my behalf; he was badly burned and had to stay off school for a while, leaving my lunch money – and that of others – temporarily safe. What goes around comes around.


By the time I got to 11 years old, I was the skinny, athletic type. I was good at most sports I tried my hand at, but I particularly loved football – both watching and playing.


Just as I passed the 11 plus exam, it was scrapped, and at the age of twelve the government made me go to the nearest school according to my religion. This was the Chatsmore Catholic High School, which was full of students of various ethnicities, including a lot of Italians.


It wasn’t as good as the school both my brothers attended (The Worthing High School) and I wished I’d been able to go there instead. Incidentally, my brother Robert ended up with a degree from Oxford, and my brother Richard gained two degrees from the Imperial College London.


I had quite a few friends when I was young but one of them really stood out for me. His name was Mark and he was a neighbour. The same age as me, we’d grown up together since we were just one year old. We were typical boys and we had some great times as young kids – we were always into mischief.


One time, Mark put a rope going from his toilet window across to mine, and the plan was for us to walk along the rope and get into each other’s houses. I tried first, and it didn’t go too well – I took one step on the rope and then dropped like a stone, landing on my arse. Due to the soft landing, it didn’t hurt too much.


Another time, however, led to quite a bit more pain. Mark and I had made a camp in a nearby field out of all sorts of rubbish, using a tarpaulin for a roof. It was a great little den, and our friend Karen (around eleven years old at the time) came inside to have a look. Well, Mark and I took advantage of the situation and told her that she couldn’t leave until she’d dropped her knickers. We were young and we wanted to have a look at a fanny for the first time – at that point, the only ones we’d seen belonged to our mothers, not something you wanted to think about too much. Anyway, she was actually pretty happy to do this, which was great for us – until she told her sister, that is. Her sister then told her mum, and all these years later, I can still feel the pain of those smacks we got as punishment!


I wasn’t into the academic side of school too much but I had skills in other areas. For instance, I still loved football and I actually became captain of the school team, staying in that position until I left. By the age of thirteen, I could swear in five different languages and I knew how to finger a girl – not the kind of thing they teach in school.


To play football, my dad thought that my brother’s old rugby boots would be adequate. They weren’t. Then, however, I joined Manor Athletic. This was a youth team (in the Worthing youth league) that my friend and next door neighbour also joined, and when I started playing for them, the manager bought me a pair of new Adidas mitres – beautiful!


It was at Manor Athletic that I met Steve Hart, who was the goalkeeper. He’d recently moved down from South London and I suppose, in a way, Steve took over from Mark; as we’d gone to different schools, we’d drifted apart over the years, especially when I really got into football (Mark wasn’t that good at football, or at all interested in it really).


I played as much as possible, and we were lucky in that a bit of land behind the crescent was great for using as a pitch – it was behind the back gardens of the houses, which formed a perfect stadium. From about the age of ten, I’d go to that ‘pitch’, where about twenty other local kids used to meet, and we’d always find someone to have a knockabout with, or even have a full-on match by ourselves. I was always there, come rain or shine. I just loved it.


So, because of our interest in football, Steve and I became good buddies. Apart from the love of the game, however, he was sort of the opposite of me in many ways. For one thing, he lived in a big house in East Worthing (with his parents and his brother), right on the seafront. It was great and I have brilliant memories from those days. Steve loved horses, and he’d used to talk all the time about how he wanted to be a Canadian Mountie. This got passed onto me a little bit, and one summer my dad even paid for me to go with Steve on a week’s holiday to The Flying G Ranch in the New Forest. This probably wouldn’t have happened if my dad and Steve’s dad hadn’t become drinking buddies, and I think he was reluctant to fork out the money, but I was happy to go no matter what the circumstances.


It was such a fantastic time. Apart from one night in Bridport with Mum and Dad, I’d never been on holiday before, so just the thought of it kept me excited for weeks. Steve and I each had a horse, which we were responsible for during our stay – this meant looking after it, grooming it, and riding it, which we did every day. We’d go out for two hours in the morning and two in the afternoon, accompanied by a cowboy from Southampton. There was ranch style food, which meant plenty of beans, and plenty of farting, like the Blazing Saddles film. I took to horse riding surprisingly well and rarely fell off, but by the end of the week, my arse was incredibly sore!


We were always doing fun stuff as teenagers, and the football continued to go really well; I played for some Sussex schools and we got quite far in the national trophy.


Although girls were more Steve’s thing than mine, I’d had my fair share of early teenage experiences. These came in the form of a couple of hand jobs and some heavy petting, up until I was about fifteen. By then, I was the only virgin among our group and so Steve organised for ‘the local bike’ to accommodate me. Her name was Paula and she was a Vicar’s daughter. Seventeen years old, she was quite plump and had constantly greasy hair – not very attractive. Still, she was willing, and one day when Steve’s house was empty, I went round to lose my virginity.


Me, Steve, Nige and Chris sat in the front room and chatted to Paula, who had a glass of wine and then took Nige into Steve’s bedroom. I waited nervously outside until Nige came out, grinning at me. I heard her shout, “Wheel him in!” and when I went in, she was lying on the bed, naked.


“Get your kit off then,” she said, getting straight to the point. Still nervous, I undressed quickly and lay next to her, my cock hard and ready. She looked at it before giving me instructions: “I’ll suck it a bit then you can slide it in, OK?” I nodded, not knowing what to say, and she started sucking. Only a few seconds had gone by, but as I was almost ready to shoot, I stopped her.


“Quick!” I shouted, as I rolled on top of her and let her guide me in. As soon as I’d entered her, she wrapped her legs around me, and after one thrust, I shot. It was over.


“That it?” she asked. “Fuck me. Oh well, get the other one in – I need a fuck.”


I went out with the biggest grin on my face – I wasn’t a virgin anymore!


With that, Paula finished with the other two, hopped on her moped, and sped off.


* * *


School was OK, I suppose, but I wasn’t that interested. The only subjects I did enjoy (apart from sport) were English, Religion and Drama. I remember the first three years of secondary school being extremely boring, with the only highlights being making Kung Fu stars in metalwork and dissecting a frog in biology.


Father Ian was a case; before he became a priest, he was the xylophone player in the band The Tornados, as well as a mad Celtic fan. He drank a lot, and we always used to find half empty whisky bottles in drawers in his office. The best thing about Father Ian was that he used to take me and my mate Damian to Reading Rock Festival in the summer, where we’d stay for three nights in a tent.


We actually assisted in the Christian tent, looking after drug addicts, winos, and other waifs and strays who needed help. This was when we were fourteen and fifteen, and it was a good age to see real life! The man in charge was called Pete, and he was huge – he was actually the head of a Hells Angels chapter. We would make tea, talk to the stoners, and generally help out in any way we could, and in return our eyes were opened to drugs, sex, alcohol, fighting… pretty much everything you can imagine going on at a rock festival. It was quite the experience.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
F
o= 4
i

RIS

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
LAZARUY

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

by
Roderick Wood

@p

iy

Grosvenor House
Publishing Limited






OEBPS/images/icon.jpg





