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I dedicate this book to my mum and dad. 
I know I didn’t make life easy for you, but you gave me the strength and independence to become who I am today. I’ll always be grateful for everything you’ve done.





‘A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.’

– Laozi, Dao De Jing
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Prologue

DEMOCRATIC REPUBLIC OF THE CONGO TWO HOURS AFTER NIGHTFALL

I’m the third man on the back of a bike built for one. There’s nowhere to rest my feet. I’m cramped and tense. Sweating and dirty.

Sick with fear.

On either side of me lies thick, impenetrable rainforest. Behind me lies a narrow, winding jungle path. Ahead of me? Who knows? I don’t know where they’re taking me. I don’t know what they intend.

All I know is that these two men are not my friends. I’m not on this bike willingly. Truth is, I don’t have a choice.

Already today I’ve pounded 50 kilometres of hard jungle road. I’ve escaped men with machetes, then hidden in the jungle while they circled me. I’m weak with dehydration and hunger. I’ve lost my friends. I’ve lost my sense of direction.

I’ve lost any hope that I’m going to get out of this in one piece.

I truly think I’m going to die.

As I grip the body of that juddering motorbike, I can’t help but think how stupid I’ve been. I can’t help but think that I’ve let everybody down. I left England without properly fixing things with my mum and dad, and there was plenty that needed fixing. I imagine them receiving the news that I’ve gone missing. I imagine the intolerable worry and stress.

I picture them at home, weeks from now, hearing that my body has finally been found.

I wish I could speak to them, just once. I wish I could tell them that I regretted the way I’d handled things when I was younger.

I wish I could tell them that I was sorry.

I wish I could tell them that I loved them.

I’d always meant to. I’d always thought that, at some point, I’d reach out to my family and make amends for my mistakes. I think of those mistakes now, as the motorbike trundles over stony ground further into the darkness, and the voices of my captors become increasingly hostile.

Just over a hundred days ago, I set out from the southern tip of Africa. My mission: to run the entire length of the continent. Plenty of people told me it was madness. They told me it couldn’t be done. They told me I’d die.

Looks like they were right.

So now, with my fate in the hands of my two aggressive captors, I blink away the tears, close my eyes and think of home.

I think of family.

I think of loved ones.

I think of all the paths I’ve gone down to lead me to this point …
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Teenage Geezer




My paternal granddad was not one to follow the rules. My maternal granddad was a man of discipline and structure. I see myself in both of them, and both of them in myself.

My paternal granddad was born in 1944 and never knew his own dad, an American airman who found himself in the south of England during the Second World War. His mum brought him up on her own. Money was scarce and as a teenager he frequently found himself in trouble with the police. It was petty stuff – driving motorbikes around his hometown of Shoreham-by-Sea without insurance, getting into fights, running away from police, doing the usual kind of things that a certain type of teenager does. As a young man he took an apprenticeship as an engineer, but it didn’t pay much money so he also worked as a bouncer in a Brighton club. It was here that he met my nan. They married quickly and within a year my dad was born. My grandparents stayed married for 18 years, but my granddad was not a man who found satisfaction in the day-to-day of a normal life and so the marriage broke down. He then travelled the world, wandering through Australia and Asia, entering and leaving a string of relationships, until he finally met and married a Thai woman in 2004.

They returned to the UK, but even with his wandering days behind him, his distaste for the rules remained. Even now he’s always in trouble with someone about something. He doesn’t want to be told what to do. Eight years ago, he was diagnosed with terminal cancer and given a year to live. Even the disease couldn’t control him. He ignored the doctors’ instructions to stop drinking and maxed out his credit cards so that he had enough money to enjoy the life that was left.

Despite his rogue decisions that might be questionable to some, my grandad is also a very lovable man and very loving himself. I’ve never seen him so distraught as when remembering his dogs who have died. My granddad has taught me that it’s possible to be big-hearted and stubborn at the same time.

My maternal granddad, who lives 600 miles away, has been less present in my life. He joined the RAF at a young age and remained in the service until he retired as a warrant officer, the top rank an NCO can achieve. His job required him to travel when my mum was young – Gibraltar, Germany, Wales – before finally settling down in his hometown of Forres in Scotland. He was old school: traditional, disciplined and well respected. He was a military man who excelled in sports. He was a fast runner and good at football.

When I was 15 years old, my parents sent me to stay with him in the wilds of Scotland for a summer. I’d been misbehaving. I guess they needed some respite, and they felt that my disciplinarian granddad would be a good influence on me. I didn’t want to go. Like most 15-year-olds I wanted to be going to parties and drinking with my mates down the park. None of that was happening in this little Scottish town.

One day he announced that we were going on a long bike ride. My nan presented us with a packed lunch of tuna sandwiches. I didn’t really like tuna, and I said so. Another grandparent might have mollycoddled me. No chance. It was tuna sandwiches or nothing. And it was a long ride through the woods or nothing. My granddad was a serious guy and I didn’t complain. Something about him inspired respect. I responded to his discipline.

Which was unusual, because the young Russ Cook was extremely bad at doing what he was told.

• • •

I was a bright enough boy when I was very young, and good at school. My end-of-year reports from the Vale Primary School in West Sussex were generally very positive. I had lots of friends. I lived for football; I played it at school, at weekends and at after-school training sessions. In fact, I played football four or five times a week until the age of 16. Being part of a team with my friends gave me some of my best childhood memories. My parents did a great job of facilitating my passion for football and sport. David Beckham was my idol and I dreamed of being a professional footballer like him. Maybe it could happen? After all, I was captain of the school team and played for Worthing United. Being small, fast and left-footed I started out on the wing before moving into the centre – but although I was a decent enough little player, I was never good enough to be the next Becks. My dream of being a pro player would remain just that: a dream.

Still, I was athletic and energetic and whenever I was out and about with my dad, he’d give me little challenges. ‘Run to the lamppost and back and I’ll give you 10 pence.’ ‘Run up that hill and I’ll give you 20 pence.’ I suppose I was motivated in part by the pocket money. Really, though, it was my dad’s good opinion that mattered to me. I wanted to impress him. I wanted him to be proud of my little achievements.

My dad was a tool grinder. He bought my grandad’s old tools and set up a workshop. It was a dark, grimy, industrial place stinking of metal and sweat. Dad would come home from work covered in metal dust. I don’t remember seeing much of him in those days, but I remember looking at how big and strong he was. Grinding tools was hard, relentless work. My dad was good at it and he took his role as a provider for the family very seriously. I knew, though, even as a small kid, that I didn’t want that to be my future. My mother was a full-time mum alongside working part-time jobs and she was amazing. She was nurturing, attentive and very organised, but she had her hands full with three boisterous boys. And she had her hands full with other things too.

One Christmas Eve, our fairly normal family life was ruptured. Suddenly, my dad, without any warning or reason, started to behave strangely. He called several ambulances, telling them that people were coming to get us. He stalked round the house turning off anything electrical, including the TV and radio, because he thought mysterious figures were trying to contact us. This sudden psychosis meant he had to be sectioned. It predictably led to strains in the household. And I knew that my dad’s behaviour had changed somewhat, now that he was on heavy medication for his mental health issues.

It affected me. I would wake up in the middle of the night, crying. I lacked the tools to process what was going on around me in a healthy way. This was before conversations about mental health were open and widespread in society, as they are today. I didn’t know what to do with these feelings, so I did nothing with them. I kept them inside. In my young mind I decided on some level that I should not allow myself to linger around these emotions. I needed to move on. I didn’t understand that negative emotions, left unprocessed, often appear in different and unwelcome manifestations later on.

My brother Ben is ten months older than me, my brother Andy is nearly two years younger. We got on well as kids, and I have lots of great memories of us together. Some highlights include playing indoor football in the lounge (my mum was never a fan of this one) or the floor is lava, and making dens in the woods.

We also had the usual brotherly fights pretty frequently, and as we got older, they got more and more real, particularly between me and my older brother. When I was 14, we fell out very badly. I was very spiteful and hateful towards my brother at that age and in retrospect, it was the beginning of me withdrawing from my family.

The transition into adolescence is a difficult one for most young people. In many respects I was no different to anybody else my age. As my freedom increased, my responsibilities grew. I gained more independence from my family, which I appreciated, but I also had to choose my GCSEs and, like many teenagers, I felt the foreboding of an unknown future. I looked at my mum and dad and didn’t see people living a life I wanted to live. That realisation had a profound effect on me. This made me feel reluctant to listen to anything they had to say.

It is not unusual for a child to clash with his or her parents as they negotiate adolescence. My behaviour, though, was extreme. I feel ashamed, now I look back through the lens of adulthood. My parents’ expectations were not unreasonable. They wanted me to speak politely to them. They wanted me to treat the house, and the family, with a basic level of respect. The 14-year-old me failed to understand the importance of this. All I heard was instructions rather than explanations. I saw no reason to follow rules that I didn’t understand. Maybe it was a trait I inherited from my paternal granddad. Maybe it was all my own doing. Either way, it led me down a difficult path. When my mum told me that I had to be home by a certain time, I’d ignore her and come back whenever I wanted to. If they left the house for a few days, I would throw big parties and trash the whole place. I guess none of these behaviours were particularly unusual in isolation, but cumulatively, they developed into a lack of respect on my part for my parents that eventually led to the complete breakdown of the relationship.

At school, I was placed in the gifted and talented set and was expected to do really well. However, my GCSE courses coincided with this change in my behaviour and my academic performance soon deteriorated. I told myself I didn’t care. Exams seemed to me to be an integral part of a system that insisted I had to follow a particular path if I wanted to succeed. Pass this exam to get this job. Get this job to have a nice life. The system held no attraction for me. I didn’t want to be constrained by its rules. I felt quite certain I could fail at everything everybody told me I had to do, and still enjoy my life. What the hell did anybody else know? I wanted to prove people wrong simply for the sake of proving people wrong.

I feel conflicted when I remember my teenage self. The path I chose back then turned out okay for me in the end, but I’m well aware that I was very fortunate to turn into this version of myself; it would have been all too easy for me to have followed a self-destructive path and turned into someone completely different. And I very nearly did.

I may not have been interested in the approval of my parents any more, but I was very interested in the approval of my peers. I just wanted to be one of the boys. Football became more about partying with my teammates than about the game itself. I craved their validation. I wanted to wear the same clothes, have the same hairstyle, hang out at the same parties. And I wanted no involvement from my parents because I felt that they were an obstacle to the way I wanted to live my life. My mum would ask me perfectly normal questions – ‘Will you be home for dinner?’ ‘Can you join us for a family event at the weekend?’ My response would not be that of a normal human being: I would give rude one-word answers. I said horrible things when she pointed out that I was living under her roof. I’d tell her it wasn’t hers, it was Dad’s, because he was the one that paid for it all. I would be purposely divisive and sabotage things to emphasise how much I felt our family sucked. And if, of all things, my parents presumed to offer me any advice, my response would be particularly contemptuous and savage. It embarrasses me to recall the things I said. ‘Why would I take your advice? You’ve never done anything with your life. Shut your mouth.’

I can’t imagine how hard it was for my parents to receive this relentless barrage of brutal insults and dismissiveness. What I do know is that their natural response was to fight the fire of my disdain with the fire of their own anger and outrage. My unpleasant responses triggered vicious arguments. ‘We’ve never done anything with our life? You’ve never done anything with yours, and you never will.’ No doubt my parents felt so heavily disrespected that they thought it necessary to humble me in some way. With hindsight I can understand their reaction. At the time, these comments only bolstered my determination that I needed nobody else to help me find my way in life, least of all them. I wouldn’t let them make me feel like I was never going to do anything in my life. I became filled with resentment and fury, but also with a determination that I would show them how wrong they were if they thought I couldn’t live life on my own.

And so, at the age of 17, while I was still at college doing my A-levels, when the arguments had become too savage and the mutual resentment too difficult for any of us to live with, I moved out.
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Gambling Geezer




It was a traumatic time for us all. In my head I had framed the situation as me versus them, but they weren’t monsters. They didn’t want to see me crash and burn. My presence had just become too much for my family to bear.

When I was out of the house one day, my parents moved my stuff over to my granddad’s and locked me out. I recovered my things and returned home. I remember creeping round to the back of the house when it was dark outside and looking in through the window to see my dad standing in the kitchen. A mad rage boiled inside me – rage that I now see had been my constant companion since my early teens – and I head-butted the window. The glass didn’t shatter but my dad looked terrified. It’s not a good feeling to have your dad stare at you in that way. I think I knew then that they really meant it when they said I couldn’t live under their roof any more.

I remember feeling terribly betrayed by this turn of events but determined that I would prove my parents wrong. They thought I couldn’t live alone? They thought they could humble me by stamping out my desire to live my life the way I wanted? Bring it on. I would show them, and everyone, that I was completely self-reliant.

I walked into an estate agent and said, ‘I need a flat.’ The cheapest available was £425 a month. I said, ‘I’ll take it.’

But now I needed money.

I didn’t claim any benefits. I was too proud for all of that. My parents and grandparents had contributed to a small fund since I was born. We found ourselves in a complicated situation, but deep down they wanted the best for me so they gave me this money when I moved out. It helped set me up with the basics but once it was spent I had no other income.

I was not afraid of hard work, however. From my paternal granddad I’d learned a disrespect for the rules, but from my maternal granddad I’d learned an ability to graft. At the age of 12, I had a paper round. At 15, I took a weekend job in a café. At 16, I started doing cleaning jobs. I would get up a 4.30 in the morning to clean at the local supermarket. I had another cleaning job in the evening after school. When it became apparent that I really was going to have to back up my words with actions and earn my own money if I wanted to prove my self-reliance to my parents and to the world, I started a little business cleaning people’s houses. I printed out flyers, which I distributed through letterboxes and behind windscreen wipers. My attendance at college plummeted to well under 50 per cent so that I could earn enough to make my rent. I was always skint. Many was the time that I presented my card at Lidl and whispered a silent prayer that it would work. It often didn’t.

I was proper excited when I received the keys and first walked into that tiny one-bedroom flat. Inwardly, I was daunted. I’d made such a big deal in front of my parents of my ability to be autonomous, and I now had to prove myself. My flat became a party place at the weekends, but during the week I had to work my cleaning jobs as much as possible while attending college as often as I could. For a while my motivation not to return home sheepishly gave me the energy I needed. The time came, however, when things started to slip.

I finished college. Now that I was free to start a full-time job, I decided I wanted to try my hand at sales. It struck me as being the best-paying job that required no experience or qualifications. I took a position in recruitment sales. I soon realised, in that provincial Wolf of Wall Street environment, that the way to please your boss was to have the phone constantly to your ear. I would make 150 calls a day, and for a while I quite enjoyed the novelty of that work-hard-play-hard vibe.

The novelty, however, soon wore off. It was a dog-eat-dog world. Nobody had any friends. Everybody was out for themselves. And it was relentless. I’d wake up early, rush to work and make cold calls for 12 or 13 hours. Back home, I’d collapse, exhausted, eat some shit food, fall asleep and repeat the same process the next day and the next. I grew to hate it: the repetitive grind, the sense that I was doing nothing with my life despite my grand claims to my parents.

I found relief from the monotony of my daily life in two pursuits. One was drinking. Come the weekend, I’d binge drink with my friends, throwing beer down my neck as a way of forgetting about the drudgery of my day job. My Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays were routinely lost at the bottom of a bottle.

The other pursuit, which I thought offered me a way out but which only trapped me further, was gambling.

• • •

I first started gambling at the age of 15 when I was still living with my parents. It was nothing serious, at least it didn’t seem so at the time. Just the occasional flutter on football accumulators, back when the restrictions on young people gambling were not so strict and the pursuit seemed like nothing more than an extension of my enthusiasm for the game. A little bet on the Champions League? An opportunity to put your money where your mouth was if you thought United would have a big night? It was all part of the football culture with which I identified. I had hardly any money to gamble at the time – really no more than my paper-round money – and even if I lost it all, the consequences were not severe. I still had a roof over my head, and food on the table.

When I moved out of my parents’ house, and I was working every hour I could just to pay my way, it continued to be a fun diversion. By the time I was 19, however, with a full-time income and the growing suspicion that my career was not turning out the way I wanted it to, gambling became a bigger part of my life.

Addictions don’t happen overnight. They arrive gradually. They sneak up on you when you’re not looking. I was not aware, as I tried to replicate the buzz of winning £30 on the football, that anything untoward was taking place when I decided to have a little go at online roulette. It was just a way of relaxing. A fun way to pass the time. And if I won a few quid, so much the better.

I thought I was being sensible, to begin with. I’d sit down of an evening and tell myself that I wouldn’t bet more than £20 on the roulette. When that was gone, I’d call it a night. From time to time, I’d be up. Mostly I’d be down. That’s the way it works. But I kept a check on my spending and it wasn’t a problem.

Until it was.

I’d tell myself that, having lost £20 the previous night, I’d check out this evening when I was up £20. And I seldom was, so the £20 became £40, the £40 became £50 and the £50 became £100.

And then I was betting a grand a night.

And then I was betting my entire pay packet.

And then I was maxing out my credit cards, and using up my bank overdraft, betting with money I didn’t have and couldn’t afford.

We delude ourselves easily. I was certainly delusional then. I didn’t see myself as a kid sitting alone in his flat, throwing his money away and running up debts I could never afford to pay off. I saw myself as a smart guy with a strategy to make a ton of cash. I saw myself as the one who would make the betting companies take a hit. Even though I might encounter the occasional bump in the road, my strategy would come good if I just stuck to the plan. My debts didn’t make me miserable. They were just the inevitable consequences of the struggle I had to overcome. They were the cost of doing business.

I admitted to nobody what was happening. Occasionally I would discuss bets with my friends who still wagered on the footy. If I’d won, I’d tell them. I never disclosed my losses. I wanted to present the persona of a winner, not a loser.

But everyone who gambles is a loser in the end.

I was certainly losing, and not just financially. I hated my job. It took up so many hours of my day and gave me nothing in return, other than the money I needed to sustain my gambling habit. I lived on a terrible diet of frozen food, takeaways, sausage rolls and pizza. All my favourite things to eat, but it did nothing for my health or state of mind. I became quite overweight. Physically, I’d not yet developed into a man. I still had the frame of a little boy. There was no muscle on me and I was not yet able to grow a beard. My lifestyle barely required me to move. I did no exercise at all so I started to pile a fair bit of fat onto that skinny frame.

I don’t know if it was the lack of exercise that made my mood drop, or if I stopped exercising because of my low mood. All I know is that I’d gone from being the kid at school who’d been voted sportsman of the year, who was captain of the football team and a keen cross-country runner, to becoming a sedentary, unhealthy 19-year-old. I was struggling badly. I had lots of friends but I couldn’t admit this drop in my mood to anybody. I couldn’t even admit it to myself. So even when I woke up at night crying, just like I had done as a kid, I lacked the tools to make sense of what was happening. I didn’t know how to acknowledge my feelings. I didn’t know how to name the beast. Pretty much all my time outside of work was taken up with gambling or partying. I became caught up in a culture of binge drinking, so while I wasn’t drinking every night, when I did drink I really went for it. It wasn’t fun. I felt trapped. Suffocated. In retrospect I suppose this was an exaggerated version of the suffocation I’d felt throughout my teenage years. Now, though, I had nobody to blame but myself. I was in charge of my life, and I wasn’t making a good job of it.

I was in a club in Worthing one night when I got really pissed. One of my mates got into an argument. Everything became a bit heated and I tussled with some other lads. The rage that I’d always carried inside me burst out and I really started kicking off. The bouncers chucked me out of the club and I gave them a bit of aggro. The police came, arrested me and chucked me into the back of the van. I thought they were going to give me a lift home. In fact, they gave me a lift to the police station. I carried on mouthing off unpleasantly to everyone in the station, so they put me in a cell for the night. I woke up the next morning aching all over, with a splitting head and a crushing sense of embarrassment at my drunken behaviour the previous night. They gave me a fine, a slap on the wrist and sent me home.

It wasn’t my only run-in with the police. I might have stopped playing football, but my mates and I sometimes went to watch games. My mates and I were bored at a football match and started betting each other that we wouldn’t dare run onto the pitch. I took that dare. The police arrested me and I was banned from Portsmouth football club for life. At the station I mouthed off again at anyone who’d listen, trying to goad the officers into punching me. ‘You’re all losers! You’re just policemen! You’ve got no money! What are you going to do, be a copper all your life?’ It was the most terrible behaviour. It shames me to recall it. My words were ironic, of course, because I was the loser with no money. I was the one whose life was heading nowhere. Yet again I was finding someone else to blame for everything that I was doing wrong.

I had a girlfriend at the time. She was good to me, but I wasn’t in the right headspace to return her affection and kindness. My life was consumed by work, binge drinking, aggressive behaviour and, of course, online roulette. My debts became so extreme that I found myself lying to her. I said that my boss had failed to pay my commission, so I didn’t have enough money for the rent. The second bit was true enough. Not the first. I’d spent everything and exhausted every line of credit available to me. My gambling habit had completely consumed me. It had ceased to be a fun way to pass the time and become a terrible burden. I suddenly realised how deluded I’d been. I was not the smart guy with a clever scheme to make a million. I was just another victim of the gambling industry. I’d messed up, big time.

If I didn’t do something about it, I couldn’t even guess how bad things might become.
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Marathon Geezer




More than anything else, it was embarrassment at what my life had turned into that made me quit gambling. I didn’t want to be that guy, the guy who lied to his girlfriend about why he needed to borrow money. The addiction had crept on me so slowly that for a long while I didn’t realise how bad it had become. Lying to my girlfriend made me check myself. It made me take an objective look at what I was doing with my life, and I didn’t like what I saw.

I banned myself from every gambling website. Many people, when they’re in as deep as I was, find it difficult to go cold turkey. I’m grateful that I found the strength from somewhere. I knew, though, that quitting the gambling was only a first step. I was still deeply immersed in lad culture, which can be fun but also very toxic. So often it’s an evolution of that teenage peer pressure where anything you do outside of the norm of the tribe is heavily scrutinised and criticised. As a teenager, if you roll into school with a different haircut to everyone else, you get roasted for it. Similarly, as a young man, your contemporaries can sometimes be critical if you don’t do what’s expected of you. You’re not coming to the pub tonight? You’re not drinking? Loser!

I felt the influence of my peers deeply. No doubt I wasn’t the only one. I think we were crabs in a bucket, trying to escape but pulling each other down, and I was one of the biggest crabs. So, although I had managed to kick the gambling, I was still binge drinking, eating shit food, failing to exercise and letting the lairy side of my nature occasionally get the better of me. In this, I was not so different from my friends, or I suppose from many other young men, unsure of themselves and how to express their masculinity.

What does it mean to be a young man in a world where there is so much mixed messaging around masculinity? I didn’t know, at the time. I didn’t want to express my masculinity in a toxic way, but at some level I did want to express it. Hard, when you have a shit job, when you’re skint, when your prospects are poor and you’re not much of a catch for any young women. By now my girlfriend and I had broken up and I was on the lookout for a new girlfriend, but I found the dating scene confusing. Some girls seemed to want a dominant male partner; others were more progressive and most definitely didn’t. The nuances eluded me. I didn’t want to hurt anybody. Perhaps that’s why the lad culture of drinking and fighting enticed me. I thought that was what it meant to be a man.

I had started to listen to podcasts, some of which became increasingly influential on me, particularly Joe Rogan. Here was an older man who had achieved things in life that I thought were cool and which inspired me. Joe Rogan is a traditionally masculine bloke with a background in fighting. He goes hunting and he would invite ultra-runners on to his podcast. He would speak about the need for men to take responsibility for their lives and to make active decisions about introducing positive elements like physical activity. His messaging resonated with me. I was looking for a way out of the lifestyle I’d been living, and as I listened to Joe Rogan and others, I gradually felt that I was being offered a different perspective. It excited me. If felt as if I was receiving paternal guidance. Here was an older, successful man explaining to me how the world works. I was being shown a different path; another step on the way to a new me.

All I had to do was take it.

It happened one night when I was out with my friends in a Brighton club. I never really liked this particular club. To be honest, I never really liked clubbing at all, but I did it a lot because I felt like I had to be there. Classic. This place was sketchy, well known for drugs and house music. Not my scene. It was where my mates had chosen to go, however, and the urge to be part
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A stroppy geezer chucking buggies all over the gaff.
[image: Hardest Geezer, his father and his brothers pose for the camera. Geezer’s father wears a medal around his neck.]
Hardest Geezer Senior showing me the way of smashing tarmac.
[image: Hardest Geezer leaps over a sandpit during Sports Day.]
Sports Day 2003. Sandpit is getting it.
[image: Hardest Geezer and his friends hold plastic racquets and balls and pose for the camera on a path on a grassy lawn.]
Becks wannabe. The grass wasn’t so neat once we’d finished tearing it up.
[image: Hardest Geezer and other members of a sports team pose for the camera with their coaches on a grassy field.]
Worthing Dynamos – hard geezers to a man.
[image: Hardest Geezer runs down a slope past a building in Istanbul.]
20 June 2019. Setting off from Istanbul on my first back-to-back marathon.
[image: Hardest Geezer and the members of The Running Charity pose for the camera in front of a monument in London.]
Made it back to London 66 days later. I ran it in with The Running Charity, who I’d been fundraising for.
[image: Hardest Geezer stands next to a grave in a forest clearing with a spade.]
Digging my own grave – just before my first attempt at burying myself alive.
[image: Hardest Geezer sits on a monument marking the separation of the Indian Ocean from the Atlantic Ocean.]
The southernmost tip of Africa. Minus one day from the start of the mission.
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Worst boy band ever. The original team – Jarred, Stan, me and Harry.
[image: Hardest Geezer poses for the camera with a local.]
With a township geezer who pounded the tarmac with me.
[image: Hardest Geezer and Guus flex their arms on a road in Congo.]
Me and Guus keeping it civilised in the Congo.
[image: Hardest Geezer runs on a highway surrounded by sand and sandpits.]
Chewing sand, breakfast, lunch and dinner.
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Putting some Mauritanian kids through a football training session, Worthing United style.
[image: Hardest Geezer and a group of runners run across a green field.]
Front of the pack on the final day. Tarmac didn’t stand a chance.
[image: Hardest Geezer and a group of men wear false beards and march forward arm-in-arm.]
Looking good, lads – beard game stronger than Gandalf.
[image: Hardest Geezer spreads his arms and runs towards the finish line ribbon with a shout. His supporters cheer him and take videos.]
And after all that, I came second.
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