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Partial transcript – personal stuff 

 

  I have been eager to write this for a long while. This 

is an accessory to the pages that relate to the Special 

Forces role and specific mental and physical requirements 

peculiar to them that I want to address. So to shift 

sideways a little (perhaps a lot) for a while, this is as 

it applies to me and I have to say first that I cannot 

offer anything prescriptive, I mean in the form of 

professional expertise because I am not a physiologist, 

not a dietician and so on. I am a ******* **************. 

Why have I been dying to write this and what am I going to 

say? Well, from early on during my career I have been 

asked interesting questions relating to my own physical 

and mental well-being. I mean I am still here and almost 

the same as I was decades ago. Often the asking was by 

colleagues whose work is the sedentary and the machine 

interaction, mostly dealing with computer generated 

information. Other colleagues are just interested I guess 

because it’s something to discuss with me, their knowing 

of my unwavering adherence to a certain lifestyle and 

which I am open about. It’s a very broad topic and to 

begin with the question how one actually feels mentally 



and physically is not so easy to answer. I think this is 

because one gets conditioned to a certain requirement, 

this, with its specific psychological and behavioral 

responses that one comes to perform. This can’t be 

changed, I mean there is a great deal of research and 

application by virtue of ergonomics and human-computer 

interaction which addresses how one actually ‘is’ within 

the current era workspace. Given this and as I said, many 

I know are fixed as it were in a place and a position with 

respect to the requirements upon them in that place. Much 

of our work is computer related, so it does not require 

physical activity and so on, but how one feels is 

paramount to doing our job and there are other 

considerations. Often these other considerations are, as 

the workspace, fixed such that how one performs in them is 

almost automatic, feelings that transcend are not so 

easily made amenable to discussion. So I want to discuss 

an aspect of them.  

 

 

 

I say there are inputs in the form of expectations into 

our work and these enter from the outside. We can’t be 

healthy if we adhere to the dictates of someone else; I 

mean primarily the food industry generally and how it is 

in its present form (and which is a commercial machine). 

It has been the case in the past with certain Army 

Regiments that dietary habits were changed dramatically to 

one that took into consideration the very important health 

issues that were obviously coming to light. It is rather 

obvious I know but the attitudinal issues bound with this 

topic are complicated. They are complicated because there 

is a conscious and very difficult change to be made and it 

involves setting oneself at odds with the common place and 

much bound with it. Everywhere we look there is the same 

thing, the fast food, the meat byproducts, the 

artificially colored, the artificially sweetened, the 

convoluted, the alcohol and the disaster for the health. 

If one can choose to ignore all of the sights sounds and 

aromas of the food industry, what do we become? Well my 

answer to that is that one becomes something of a loner 



because it’s not so easy to join in with most functions. 

Additionally there is the issue that many would argue 

there is nothing better for the health than a good steak 

and soda. My response would be if you feel all right with 

that, and look as you think you enjoy looking, no problem. 

However, most do not realize that there is a problem and 

it creeps up the years and we have to be the best we can 

be, even if it means being told what one does not want to 

hear. Aging can be a process of assimilation into and 

enjoyment of a heightened sense of well-being, whether it 

is a conscious choice or one dictated. The latter by 

virtue of having the worst and most offensive removed 

altogether. It’s not about the propaganda that the food 

industry peddle which is that there is something about 

being ‘alternative’ ‘leftist’ ‘it is not what a real man 

should hanker for’ ‘lesbian’ et cetera. The words 

wholefood, organic, vegetarian, vegan, fat free, whole 

grain and so on are almost confined to the oddball, the 

eccentric, just as are many other cultural inclinations 

that are going by the wayside these days. I shall return 

to the latter. The fact that one becomes a machine in 

one’s habits is not good for what we do, we should be able 

to demonstrate a power over such courses of events, see 

through them and remain on the one we come to value as the 

best course there is. Many won’t agree because the field 

is already well mapped out, go here, go there, do this, do 

that, do it in this way and do it in that, and if you 

can’t pay that’s OK, there is credit. But to get back to 

the issue of food, when I visit the mess hall, I do not 

eat meat, nor anything with meat by products, I don’t eat 

anything unless I know what’s in it either which means I 

am a picky person, yes. Meat contains growth hormones, 

adrenaline, saturated fat and remains inside one’s body 

for a very long time, often permanently. Food that 

contains colorants, taste enhancers, sweeteners are a 

disaster for the metabolism’s wellbeing, yet they 

constitute practically all of what’s there. Couple this 

with the fast food syndrome, that somehow we are being 

given something special, the result is not good. We are 

not machines, we might have to engage them in our work 

very obviously, but if we have to deprive ourselves of 

proper nutrition, no exercise whatsoever except for 

standing at the bar, is there any wonder one looks and 

feels a trifle out of sync? I can talk for myself because 

I adhere to a very specific lifestyle and it is my 

attitude, the value I place upon myself that comes before 

expectations of others and which many can’t ignore as I 



do. I referred earlier to one potentially becoming a loner 

but it’s not really that because it’s more to do with the 

activities that are not necessarily social, I refer to 

walking, running and working out. Obviously this being a 

military establishment there is a good deal of 

encouragement for the latter, but not everyone partakes 

when the mess bar is there, with its alcoholic and almost 

deathly delights. I do not drink alcohol, or sodas which 

are just as bad, beer has a horrendous effect on my 

dignity what with its fizz and all. Is it easy to ignore 

the expected, no it is not and I like to say I have given 

assistance to colleagues who wanted to ‘give the damn 

thing a go.’ What you are left with after shunning the 

morass of assaulting shit items is very little and it does 

not aid the social expectations placed upon one at all, 

but if one becomes committed then there is a road through. 

I can recall when I first decided I didn’t like the idea 

of eating meat and was living in the community (after 

university); there was almost nothing I could buy in the 

supermarket. I did persevere and discovered certain things 

and these according to my colleagues of then were ‘better 

the stuff of the f****** peasantry living roundabout’. I 

always regarded myself as an updated peasant so I wasn’t 

offended and carried on searching for whole grain bread, 

organic milk, tofu, vegetarian burgers and I still take 

walks instead of driving. I enjoy yoga and working out in 

the gym too where there is a treadmill and light weights. 

I am not overweight, not gray nor do I look old and 

neither do the male colleagues who have shared this 

passion with me. I have a blood test once yearly and all 

my other medical tests show just the same results as they 

did twenty-five years ago. I take a B12 supplement, iron, 

and multivitamin, iodine every other day with a protein 

supplement that has no additives or sweeteners. I always 

look at ingredients on things if they are unfamiliar which 

has resulted in having the same things every day. I am not 

the ideal person to invite for dinner which is why I never 

get asked. One’s staying with an exercise regimen is not 

easy but not impossible for me. I might have to work out 

during the middle of the night. My work as an intelligence 

officer has many requirements that though paramount, often 

are not sympathetic to my desire to get up and go to the 

gym whenever. I mean I can’t, not at all and this is not a 

problem to me because I take exercise before bed. Am I 

married you wonder? The answer is no. I don’t have 

relationships with men in that respect, not since I was 



sixteen. I celebrate my sexuality by having a special 

partner whom I don’t see sufficiently often. 

 

 

 

I think my capacity to relax and enjoy the natural 

delights which abound with what I feel is a heightened 

sensitivity I attribute to my lifestyle, my little victory 

if you like, over the dictates which throng. I was asked 

recently how best to begin an exercise regimen and as I 

said, I have no professional expertise so really ought not 

to be giving advice, but I just said what was the case for 

me. First I took a blood test while having a physical 

because doing so is important anyway and began with short 

walks during the evening, this as an alternative to 

visiting the bar or dining out. Instead of allowing my 

thoughts to be assaulted by others I took my pleasure in 

seeking out aspects of the world I knew nothing about, 

history, literature, architecture and art. I mention this 

because it involves being in control of my own destiny as 

opposed to being what others want me to be.   

To be continued 

(C-I) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adversitate. Custodi. Per Verum 



 


