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FOREWORD

Stevie Fisher always knew the risks of burning the 

candle at both ends. That’s why he wanted to call 

this book ‘I Told You It Would End In Tears.’

What follows is both a celebration of life and a 

cautionary tale, but above all it’s a miracle in its 

making. What it absolutely is not is any sort of 

‘agony volume’ although there is no disguising the 

shock on first meeting. For the body in the chair 

looks like Stephen Hawking on a bad day. On  

5 August 2014, Stevie had a massive stroke which 

left him with ‘Locked In Syndrome’, officially 

‘pseudocoma’ or, easier ‘LIS.’ He is totally paralysed 

and can only communicate by blinking his left 

eyelid.

When you meet him you don’t know where to 

look, so you look round the walls. On them you see 

the very different figure of Stevie in his full-blown 

pomp, roaring home a winner at the Cheltenham 

Festival. You see the boy from Weston-super-Mare 
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who fell in love with horses giving holiday rides on 

Brean Beach. The straying, overweight youth who 

found his metier in farriery and became its most 

award-winning apprentice. The bold rider jumping 

massive fences alongside horse world elite with the 

Mid Surrey Drag. The life and soul of every party 

from barbecue to ski chalet. The man of whom you 

want to disapprove but whose energy and charm 

and enthusiasm embraces friendship everywhere it 

goes.

At first the contrast is a wistful one, but then 

something happens that is both eerie and comic 

and, when fully understood, quite wonderfully life 

affirming. By blinking his eye-gaze on to one of the 

commands on his computer screen, Stevie can set 

off a strange computer voice to relate one of the 

stories you will read below.  That’s when it hits. 

For while the words may come in deadpan ‘speak 

your weight’ style delivery, you suddenly realise 

the content is that of the bold, bawdy and brilliant 

figure in the photos. The mind imprisoned in that 

headpiece is still that of the man on the wall.

He is not Jean-Dominique Bauby, the 

sophisticated editor-in-chief of Elle magazine, 

whose beautiful and allegoric The Diving Bell 
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and The Butterfly caused such a 

best-selling sensation when it 

chronicled his own ‘locked in’ 

predicament in 1997. Stevie also 

cannot be Kate Allatt whose own 

book Running Free charts her 

astonishing and inspiring recovery 

from the trap out of which Stevie 

can never escape.

What he actually is remains 

just as remarkable as both those 

heroes. He is proof that even the 

hardiest and stoniest of places can 
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never fully extinguish the wondrous force that is 

the human spirit. This book, all 33,000 words of it, 

has been written blink by blink, letter by letter, by a 

farrier whose only detailed leisure reading had been 

the form book. I have corrected some spellings and 

helped with a bit of punctuation but otherwise the 

words, the challenge, the adventures, the fun and 

disaster are all Stevie’s – and that’s not forgetting 

the blame!

So come with me through Stevie’s story and 

prepare, as we should in all of life, to both laugh, 

and cry – with a special emphasis on the former. 

Brough Scott, 

April 2021
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Prologue

LUCKY? 
HOW LUCKY?

That day I had played golf with my friend Rick Gurney. 

Rick was probably my best mate. We used to 

have such a laugh and spend a lot of time together. 

He had a lovely family and I knew them all very 

well. We were that close that, when his wife Abi 

had a surprise birthday party, they thought it best if 

they didn’t tell me as well. 

I had worked hard for 15 years, had good lads that 

worked for me, and on some days could get away with 

just doing mornings. I was shoeing for Gary Moore, 

a very good trainer with a very good horse called Sire 

de Grugy I always shod myself, who won the Queen 

Mother Champion Chase at the Cheltenham Festival. 

I had a lovely house, a fantastic and pretty wife, great 

mates, a nice car and the money to do what I liked, 

within reason. But because I didn’t know what within 

reason meant, I did pretty much what I liked. 

Although we both actually ran several successful 

enterprises, Rick and I liked many of the same things 
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Lucky? How Lucky?

horse racing, drinking, betting, eating, casinos and 

generally not working. Rick says when we went 

racing he used to take me for the best curry I had 

ever had, but I was always too pissed to remember it!

One day, on the way home from Charing point-

to-point, with drink taken, we agreed that we 

were both overweight and had a bet of a grand 

Best mates:  
me and  
Richard Gurney.
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on who could lose the most weight by the time of 

our birthdays. These were 9 and 10 May – about 

eight weeks away. I won the grand by losing over 

three stone. On the last day I lost nine pounds by 

dehydrating myself and by having some piss pills 

that make you wee. I had learnt about them when I 

needed to lose weight for my racing.

We were quite evenly matched at golf. We were 

both crap. Afterwards we went for lunch at the 

Griffin Pub in Fletching. Chicken Caesar was my 

favourite, but all the food was pretty good. We 

knew the landlord of the Griffin, James Pullan, very 

well, and he would often have lunch with us. But if 

he did, the wine bill could get out of hand. 

In good weather lunch at the Griffin was always 

outside, otherwise indoors by the fire. That day, Rick 

says, was very hot, but I kept complaining of the cold. 

So obviously something was brewing. 

That night I walked down the stairs and my 

left arm was feeling a bit funny. By the time I got 

to the bottom, I knew I was having a stroke. I 

called up the stairs to my wife Geraldine to call an 

ambulance. I went into the downstairs spare room 

and sat on the bed. It was about 2 am, Tuesday,  

5 August 2014. 
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Lucky? How Lucky?

I was found a bed in the intensive care unit of 

Haywards Heath Hospital. I think I was drifting 

in and out of consciousness, because I remember 

seeing people but nothing made much sense. For 

a few weeks I was kept in a coma, and it was then 

that I had the most real dreams. In those dreams I 

was finding it too hard to move. I stayed there for a 

good few weeks, I think.

When I first woke up, on the ITU, I was 

convinced I had shot someone in a bizarre accident. 

I was breathing through a tracheostomy – a tube in 

my neck. I knew I had suffered a massive stroke, as I 

remembered it happening at home, and I knew that 

my wife was coming to see me each day. But my 

brain was a lot slower, and my short-term memory 

was pretty shot. For a while I would struggle to 

concentrate on anything. I could hear the chaps in 

the other beds – one lad called Terry had backed 

Leicester City to win the Premiership at 5,000-1. I 

hope he did the same the following season, because 

they won it at the same price! 

I could hear OK, and was very aware of what 

was happening around me. But I couldn’t move or 

speak. I had Locked-In Syndrome. The doctor told 

me that I would either get better or stay like this. 
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To begin with it seemed as though the people 

around me were confident that I would get better. I 

was seeing a physio every day, and an occupational 

therapist would come and work on my hands. It 

is hard to say how I felt inside, as I was on very 

strong anti-depressant drugs. I think at this point 

I thought I would recover, but at the time it didn’t 

seem to matter. 




