
AN EVERYDAY WARRIOR 

Prologue 
I had it all, I had the world at my feet. From a bullied, tormented, skinny kid who fell 
to agoraphobia, nervous breakdown and panic disorder, I had turned it all around to 
become a Black Belt, a Fighter who was quickly establishing a solid reputation. My 
first book was published, I was receiving fan mail from all around the world and my 
full time gym was producing winners and attracting students from near and afar.  

More importantly than that I was married to a beautiful girl. Indeed, it was fair to say 
that Simon Morrell, the boy who no girl would look at twice as a kid, was married to 
the girl he had yearned after for so long and she had given him three of the sweetest 
kids in the world. 

The car I drove? A brand new shiny 4 x 4 with two loyal German Shepherds in the 
back that made it look the part and who stood watch over my family at night. 

I was coming off the back of not only gaining my third Black Belt, but beating down 
a gang of drug dealers who were tormenting the area’s peaceful community. Taking 
me on and losing, they lost all face and reputation. They had left town for good after a 
full scale confrontation with me, one that they lost. The respect I had gained from 
people after that fateful afternoon was nice, but what was nicer was the self-respect I 
had found. 

And then it all disappeared. Everything I had worked for, sweated over and created 
was gone. Looking back, I should have seen it coming, but at the time I would tell 
you it happened overnight. I later realised that nothing of the size of catastrophe that 
lay waiting for me happens overnight…believe me. 

It didn’t sneak up on me in the night but when the years of adversity I had endured 
announced its result and displayed itself so vividly, it did so with a venom that could 
end a man. 

At first I thought it was funny. Well who wouldn’t? It isn’t every day that a TV 
company makes a film in your neighbor’s garden. The subject matter though confused 
me, as I lay on my bed watching from the window. It would appear to involve lots of 
men and women dressed as chimneys, marching up and down the rooftops, stopping 
occasionally to salute one another as the director shouted his instructions. 

Well, I say shouted, I couldn’t actually hear him but somehow, I instinctively knew 
what it was he was saying. It was like the words were in my head but not said out 
aloud. Still, I just had to show Julie, she would love it! I shouted downstairs to where 
she was working in her office. 



“Ju, you have to come and see this!” I called, excitedly. What I didn’t realise was that 
this was about the fifth time I had called her to see the exact same thing...and that 
really there was nothing to see. 

I heard her make her way up the stairs as I turned back to the window. To my delight, 
there was now a fairground carousel with children riding on it, some of them playing 
the banjo. My favorite instrument! How did they know? 

As Julie came into our bedroom I excitedly pointed the whole scene out to her, as I 
saw it. 

“Simon. What are you talking about, there is nothing there?” she said, exasperated. 

“Look, I will prove it to you. Let’s go downstairs and see all the trucks parked up 
outside the house. There’s bound to be loads, what with all that equipment.” 

Julie shook her head, half sad and half angry. 

“I’ll go with you but then that’s it. You need rest. When we come back in I want you 
to get some sleep.” 

“Yeah, yeah, I will. Come on, let’s go!” I made my way down the stairs and out of the 
door, convinced I would be able to get involved with all the festivities. 

What greeted me however, what stopped me in my tracks was the sight of a 
completely empty road, and no one or thing at all in the garden that I had seen from 
our bedroom. No trucks, no wagons carrying fairground equipment, no people playing 
musical instruments. In fact all I saw was a completely empty street. The scene was 
made all the more eerie by the fact that there was a very cold wind blowing and dust 
from the nearby roadworks floating around. At least I think that is what it was. 

I stood, barefooted, confused and a little scared as I realised on some kind of level 
that I was in trouble, deep trouble.  

Julie tugged at my hand. “Come on love. Come back inside and have a sleep. You 
will feel better after it.” 

Although I followed her inside, she could not have been more wrong about me feeling 
better.  What followed would be like a trip to hell itself.  The first thing I did was 
check from our bedroom window to see what had happened to all the rides. They too 
had gone, or rather they were never there at all. All I could see now were the rooftops 
of the houses below. Trying to escape what I thought was madness I lay down on the 
bed and tried to sleep. 

For an hour or so I did indeed manage sleep, but woke to more visions. It was going 
to be a long night for everyone, and an even longer few days for me as hallucinations, 
caused by sudden withdrawal from a massive alcohol intake, would bring me to the 
brink of insanity. 



Whilst not a ‘sit on a park bench knocking back vodka at nine in the morning’ 
drinker, the years of stress, particularly the previous four or so, had taken their toll 
and alcohol had been a way of release. I may be seen as weak confessing this, but you 
can’t fault me for my honesty and as they say ‘he without sin…’ 

Indeed, when my stress was becoming intolerable and I realised I was drinking on a 
daily basis, I had the courage to seek out help and not for the first time found myself 
on the shrink’s chair. Going there to get advice about my stress was my priority but I 
also wanted to address the issue of drink. 

However, after hearing of the pressure I was under, the doctor half-heartedly 
commented, “It’s no wonder you are drinking too much.” She then kind of recoiled in 
horror, apologising and saying I shouldn't take her too seriously. I didn’t; I was 
already well on my way to knowing that the adversity I was under was going to get 
worse and therefore, in the back of my mind knew that more drink would follow. 

However, all this was just a distant blur as I lay on my bed that day, musing about the 
chimneys and drifting in and out of consciousness.  

Just two days earlier, I had again found myself in the doctor’s office, this time after a 
final row with Julie when she gave me the ultimatum; pack in the drinking or find 
somewhere else to live.  

Having already spent many a night sleeping on the floor of our gym after yet another 
row, and realising how much my family meant to me and how much upset I was 
causing them, I had to take decisive action.  

I sat in the doctor’s office and told him my situation. I had lost a lot of weight, had no 
appetite and had been drinking to forget my problems. However, these weren't my 
biggest worries. No the thing that frightened me most of all was something I had 
come to realise, yet not address, a long time ago; my feet were dying. 

You see I had watched a few years earlier as an acquaintance succumbed to much 
heavier stuff than drink and I had seen him hobble up and down the local streets, 
limping like an old man. I didn’t know what caused this, nor did I ask, but I was 
fascinated as his legs seemed to struggle with his (not very much) weight. I only 
found out when he died that the coroner had reported he had killed all the nerve 
endings in his feet by drinking excessively.  

So this had always been at the back of my mind when my feet started having 
agonizing tingles and shooting pains that would keep me awake at night. I would, 
from time to time, wobble over on them when walking. Indeed, to my absolute 
mortification they had given way completely some days earlier when I sat in our local 
bar with my son. We were there to watch a big football match and the bar was packed 
with happy punters and friends.  



As our team looked like scoring the people in the bar raised as one, only to let out a 
collective sigh as we saw the ball fly past the goal. Going to sit back down, my feet 
just gave out and I crashed into the table knocking drinks everywhere, smashing 
glasses and ending up in a heap on the floor. 

A couple of the locals rushed to my aid but the damage was done. I had never been so 
embarrassed in all my life and felt dreadful for my son who watched horrified. People 
laughed and reassured me I had just lost my footing in the excitement but I knew this 
had to stop. I knew I couldn't keep getting seen like this in public. 

So as I explained my symptoms to the doctor he confirmed my fears. I lay on his 
bench as he prodded my feet with very sharp needles. Some I could feel, some I 
couldn’t. 

Julie looked on upset and commented how sad it was to see me like this as I had once 
been so fit. The doctor didn't reply but concluded his tests and sat down. 

We then talked about the amount of drink I was consuming and when I gave him the 
answer he simply looked over my shoulder at Julie who told him the truth, which was 
much, much more than I cared to admit. 

After he took all this in, he gave his opinion, “Well Simon, there is definitely nerve 
damage and you are definitely drinking too much. I hope we have caught it in time 
but we will have to run some blood tests. In the meantime, I don’t want you to just 
stop drinking immediately because that can be very dangerous. You will have to stop 
gradually.”  

After making notes for me to see a nurse for blood tests and referring me to an alcohol 
counselor, he shook my hand as I left his office. He looked genuinely sad when he 
said, “I wish you all the best, Simon. I really hope we have got to this before it is too 
late.” 

I felt like I had been hit by a train. What did he mean too late? Surely there wasn’t 
any danger. But it was obvious what he meant. If I didn’t stop drinking I was going to 
die. No ifs, buts or maybes. This forty four year old father of three once tipped as a 
potential World Class Karate man was going to die of drink. 

If anybody doubted I had the strength to stop, they had me all wrong. I was strong 
enough to, I just had to draw upon every ounce of strength, determination and 
doggedness I could muster. I had to draw upon the strength that took me from a 
bullied, weak individual to a recognized, respected fighter. It was time to ask 
questions of myself again. 

 I could, and would stop, let there be no mistake about that, but I had to start the 
process by cutting down. However, in my determination to beat this condition, my 
eagerness got the better of me and I went about the withdrawal in a completely wrong 
fashion. 



Instead of taking my time, weaning off alcohol over a period of days and weeks, I 
would have one glass of wine that night and it was to be my last, I swore to myself. It 
was very nearly the last of anything I would ever have. 

The following day I had no alcohol at all to drink and then I entered a twilight world, 
a world where I was first greeted by the dancing chimneys.  They were funny, 
something that I could laugh at but what followed them was not so good. What 
followed was a world so dark and frightening that some people thought I would never 
come back from it at all. Some thought I had lost my mind completely. It was not a 
world I would recommend anyone to visit. Not even the bastards who had been 
instrumental in putting me there. 

 

Chapter One 

First came the rat. It was a big black horrible bastard that just jumped out of the wall 
and ran at me. Julie woke up with a fright as to her horror, I screamed at her to get rid 
of it, but again she couldn’t see what I could see as there was nothing to see. It was all 
in my head. 

“Simon, there isn’t anything there. Go to sleep, please,” she pleaded. I couldn’t or 
wouldn’t as I calmed down and watched in fascination as the rat turned into a cat. The 
crafty bastard wasn’t enough for me though and I pounced on it, wrapping it in the 
bed sheets. I then took off running and threw the bundle down the stairs. It proved it 
was too clever for me though and instead of hitting the ground hard and injuring 
itself, it simply turned into a cardboard cut-out upon landing, then waved its tail in the 
air and ran away. 

I returned to bed, triumphant, knowing I had at least got rid of it. Julie in the 
meantime had turned her back on me and was trying to sleep but I don’t think she 
managed to it though, as the night got more interesting, frightening and downright 
weird.  

I tried to sleep as well but couldn’t as I became fascinated again as I watched from 
our window. The people who had set up the chimneys were back, only this time they 
had a huge inflatable climbing wall and were erecting it in the hospital car park 
opposite our house. 

It was incredible to see this hundred foot apparatus, shaped both as a wall and at the 
same time a giant robot, being pushed and pulled into position. The whole thing was 
in silence but I could somehow hear the noises they were making as they started up 
the massive generators to keep the thing upright. The problem was the workmen were 
shoddy and not doing their job properly, instead wasting their time turning to wave to 
me.  



I pulled my head from the window so they couldn’t see me but complained about 
them. “They are doing that all wrong,” I muttered to myself. “They haven’t tied it 
down properly and it’s going to fall.” 

Still, I watched as the fairground returned and came back to life, but as I enjoyed 
seeing the rides spin around, a sudden exhaustion swept through me. I couldn’t keep 
my eyes open and drifted into a merciful sleep only to be woken sometime later by a 
party going on in our bedroom. 

Furious, I shouted at Julie thinking that she had invited the staff from the local pub 
back to our house. I could see them all sitting in our room, sharing drinks and 
laughing out loud. I was even more furious when my fourteen year old daughter Luka, 
laughed at me and called me ‘an old stuff’ for complaining about them.  She was 
always such a good girl and neverback chatted or was cheeky. I had no idea what had 
gotten into her but I was adamant that her actions were out of order. In response to my 
complaining, she hurled my iPod at me telling me to go back to sleep. 

Except of course, she wasn’t even there, she was tucked up safe in her own room. In 
fact there was nobody there but Julie but I then got it into my head that Luka had 
snuck some boys in there and so furiously, I barged into her room demanding to know 
their whereabouts. 

Luka jumped out of her bed and rushed toward me very concerned."What is it Dad? 
What's the matter?" she asked starting to cry. 

"Where are the boys you have in here? Where are they hiding?" I demanded.  

She shook her head. "There isn’t any Dad. Really. Please, go back to bed, you aren't 
well." I briefly came to my senses as I realised that she was indeed all alone but the 
glimpse at reality was just that; a glimpse. I became convinced that they had made 
their escape and I thought I was right, as when I looked out of the window, I saw 
them waiting at a bus stop. Strangely, it had started snowing and although, again, the 
whole scene was in silence I could on some level hear the drone of the snowplow's 
engine as it cleared the way for the ambulance following it, lights flashing. Again, the 
reality of it was that there was no snow and there certainly wasn't a snow plough.  

The night must have been a nightmare for Julie as I slipped in and out of sleep. The 
following morning was no better as my hallucinations continued. I became convinced 
that it was my birthday and a surprise party was being held. I waited upstairs as I 
heard the people downstairs bringing my presents. Julie’s dad and brother were there 
with a brand new mountain bike for me. I didn’t want them to see me watching them 
so hopped back in bed, where I proceeded to have a conversation with my sister, who 
was of course, quite reasonably, the light shade.  

I interrupted the 'conversation' by telling her to be quiet as I could hear the partygoers 
making their way up the stairs to my room. I was right of course, people were indeed 
coming up the stairs but it just wasn’t who I thought it would be. 



As I opened the door to meet them, I was greeted with the sight of seven heavily built 
police officers; this wasn’t in the script. 

“Simon,” one of them said, “how are you? What’s going on?” This made no sense to 
me at all until I had a light bulb moment. 

“What do you mean, what’s going on? What are you doing here, is there a problem? 
Is this to do with the German people? ” 

Even though there was madness going on in my head, I was having moments of 
clarity and I thought that the officers were there as a follow up call to the dealings I 
had had some months previously with the police and a group of people from 
Germany.  

However, this was not a follow up call to that incident and I was taken completely by 
surprise when they confirmed they were here because of me. 

“No Simon, I’m not sure what you mean about any German people, but we are here to 
see you and nobody else. Listen mate, have you been drinking too much?” he asked. 
There was no patronising attitude or judgment in his voice, just concern. 

“No, not at all. In fact I stopped drinking completely yesterday,” I offered. “Who 
called you anyway? I have done nothing wrong.” 

His answer broke my heart. “Nobody is saying you have done anything wrong Simon 
but it was Julie. Julie called us.” 

I wouldn’t have it. “No. No not at all. Julie would never call the police on me. Where 
is she? I want to see her now.” 

He put his hands up to placate me. “Now now, Simon, calm down. She’s worried 
about you. Look, you are shaking and look what you have done to your room.” 

I turned to our bedroom and it looked like a bomb had hit it. Bed sheets were 
everywhere, clothes all over the floor and lamps knocked over. I sat down, suddenly 
so exhausted and overwhelmed. 

“Listen mate, why don’t we get you over to the hospital? They can check you out,” he 
said gently. 

I shook my head. “No, I’m okay. I just want to be with Julie.” 

“I’m sorry mate. She doesn’t want you here at the moment. She is worried sick about 
you. Take a walk with us. Come on, the hospital is only across the road. They can 
help you.” 

 “And if I don’t?” I asked, already seeing the answer in his eyes. 



“Well let’s not go down that road. Let’s see what we can get done at the hospital. 
Come on.” He told me to put my shoes on but when it came to tying the laces my 
hands were shaking so badly I couldn’t do them up. In a real act of kindness, the 
officer bent down and tied them for me before helping me up and holding a bottle of 
water to my mouth for me to drink. 

I made one last attempt to see Julie but they steered me past her, keeping me well 
away. Even as I left the house my mind played more tricks. Suddenly, I couldn't find 
my way to the door as our current house had been replaced by one we had lived in 
some years before. I was completely disorientated and so the policeman put his hand 
on my shoulder and guided me to his car. So on a cold wet Thursday morning, when I 
thought I was going to a party, I was escorted out of my house by seven police 
officers, in three marked police cars and taken to hospital. I was told afterwards that 
the reason for the big police presence, the ‘overkill’, was because they were aware of 
my Martial Arts background (they had been tipped off by a fellow officer who knew 
me) and they feared the worst, or they certainly prepared themselves for it. Who could 
blame them?  

However, I wasn't going to give them any trouble. I was too tired, too confused and 
too sad to do anything other than what I was told. I felt only shame and sorrow as I sat 
in the back of the police car. Simon Morrell, leading Karate-ka, author, father and 
husband; now a beaten man, a forty four year old, hopeless drunk. It had taken a lot to 
beat me, but finally it had. This is how it happened... 

 


