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THE CALL OF THE MOUSE
 

Once upon a time, in a land that could be far, far away from you depending on your current 
geographical location, there lived a little girl who believed that the best way to stand out from the 
crowd was to dream big - to dream specific - and not to let a little thing called reality get in the way. 

Our story begins in the week before Christmas, nineteen hundred and ninety-five. 
I was dutifully following my parents around on a last minute shopping trip when somewhere 

among the pungent deodorant gift sets and the festive biscuit tins comprised mainly of varieties 
that people didn’t care to eat, I spotted an interesting paperback. 

It had a quote on the cover from Mr. Stephen King who claimed that the book was ‘the most 
horrifying true story’ he had ever read. The previous summer I had laboured my way through 
King’s The Stand and had been sufficiently terrorised by it to now conclude that this book must 
indeed be truly horrifying. So I picked up a copy and initiated Operation Nag Dad. He 
(eventually) agreed to buy it for me and the rest is history. 

Or at least, the rest is the rest of this book. 
It was The Hot Zone  by Richard Preston, a somewhat sensationalised account of an outbreak of 

the Ebola virus in Reston, Virginia, in 1989. According to Preston, a highly virulent and deadly 
disease that just loved to liquefy internal organs and turn eyeballs into a bloody mush had reared 
its head ‘in the shadow of the White House.’ 

It was actually a strain that only infected monkeys, Reston is over twenty miles from the 
White House and the entire incident was confined to small animal storage facility, but still. 

Before I’d even reached the book’s end, I knew I had just stumbled upon my vocation. There 
was no doubt about it; I simply had to become a virologist. 

But not just any virologist, oh no. I had to be the kind that worked with viral haemorrhagic 
fevers in the Biosafety Level 4 laboratories of the United States Army Medical Research Institute of 
Infectious Diseases (USAMRIID) in Fort Detrick, Maryland. 

I would find ways to overcome the more obvious hurdles – not being an American citizen, not 
being in the U.S. Army, being too squeamish to handle raw chicken – and then my dream life 
would be mine, just like that. 

I shared my plans with anyone who listen, and some who didn’t care to. 
I was thirteen years old at the time. 

By now you’re probably wondering what in the name of Donald Duck this has to do with me 
working in Walt Disney World, and I can hardly blame you. Virulent haemorrhagic fevers and 
Mickey Mouse are hardly bedfellows, unless you consider the rodent angle. But I can assure you 
that my Disney decision does indeed have its roots in disease. 

Telling Grown-Ups that you’re going to be a virologist is not like telling them that you’re 
planning to get a job in a bank or the civil service. After you explain what it is – the initial reaction 
is invariably a blank stare and a, ‘What’s that?’ – they start to look at you differently. Eyebrows go 
north; faces become thoughtful; there is many an intrigued listening noise made. Aunts and uncles 
look vaguely horrified as you tell them about how you want to be encased in a biohazard suit and 
locked in an airless chamber with a cousin of the bubonic plague on a daily basis for all the 
working years of your adult life. They shoot a look at your mother who just rolls her eyes and 
shakes her head because this is, let’s not forget, the same daughter who demanded to be taken to 
see Philadelphia when she was only eleven and so this is exactly the kind of precocious, crazed 
behaviour you’ve come to expect. 

I felt special, singled out from the crowd. While everyone else was blabbing on about careers 
that all basically boiled down to paperwork and coffee breaks, I was saving the world – although, 
alas, not innocent monkeys - from microbes which had starring roles in Outbreak. When I told 
people what I wanted to do with my life I got a reaction. If I ever were to actually become a 



virologist, I could solicit that same reaction from every person who ever asked what it was I did 
for a living. It was like telling people that you were a NASA astronaut or an FBI agent. I would be 
interesting; a hit at dinner parties; the clear winner in any game of What Does Your Daughter/
Sister/Wife Do. 

And so I began to prepare. 
I assembled a small collection of virologist memoirs (yes, there are such things), bought 

Outbreak on video (squealing every time at the shot of USAMRIID) and used our brand new home 
internet service to download such wondrous things as the Weekly Morbidity and Mortality Report 
published by Atlanta’s Centers for Disease Control (CDC). I managed to turn every English essay 
assignment into a story involving disease. My entry into the 1998 Young Science Writers’ 
Competition traced the origins of AIDS along Central African highways. When Dr. Robert Gallo, 
co-discoverer of HIV, came to University College Cork, I sat in the front row of the lecture hall, 
resisting the urge to scream like a tween at a Jonas Brothers concert and failing to hear a single 
word he said; I was so awed by the presence of a real, live virologist that the sound of my own 
frenetic heartbeat drowned out that of his voice. 

When I was in my fourth year of secondary school and aged sixteen, each of us had to visit 
our career guidance counsellor and declare what it was we planned to do with the rest of our lives. 
After I told her about my future as a world-renowned virologist, the counsellor took off her 
glasses, sat back in her chair and said that in the course of her long and illustrious career at Regina 
Mundi College, no one else had ever told her anything like that. 

And there it was: confirmation. I now had evidence, as I saw it, that I was somehow better 
than the hundreds of other girls who had sat in that same plastic chair, tugged nervously at their 
ugly purple uniform and confided that they intended to join the trouser-suited masses; to be paid 
to complete routine administrative tasks such as answering the telephone and stapling things 
together; to use their unimpressive salaries to buy boxy semi-detached houses near their parents; 
to marry some guy with a trade who would have developed a beer belly before they even got back 
from the honeymoon, with whom they’d dutifully produce two or three miniature versions of 
themselves with whom they’d take a cheap sun holiday every August for the next eighteen years 
or so; to arrive  in twenty years’ time to our class reunion in a reliable family car with crumbs in 
the back seat, a low-maintenance haircut they got at a chain salon on student night and a colour 
they’d put in themselves, and they wouldn’t touch the cheesecake because it had too many Points 
in it and they’d a Communion coming up, and - most pathetic of all to my teenage mind - they 
would be satisfied with all this, maybe even happy. 

I hadn’t so much decided to become a virologist as I had rejected the idea of doing anything 
less spectacular. There was no way now I could consider a future in which Adult Me was a bank 
teller, a nurse or an office worker trapped in a generic cube farm. 

When people dared to question how I could possibly go from being an average student 
(‘could do better’ was the theme of my entire academic career) in a small suburban school in Cork 
to being a world famous virologist with a PhD from Johns Hopkins and dual Irish-American 
citizenship, I turned my ears off. I knew it was going to happen; the logistics were unimportant. I 
was in pursuit of my wild and exotic dreams – and with them, wild and exotic diseases – and had 
no time for any protests on reality’s behalf. 

We were to be the class of 2001, the first graduates of the New Millennium. We were perched 
on the very cusp of greatness, destined for bright and wonderful futures filled with limitless 
possibility, awesome adventure and ultimately, complete fulfilment. 

Why, in the face of all that, would we turn around and become a travel agent? 

Of course these days, I’m not quite a virologist. 
That’s why the name of this book isn’t Fever Pitch, My Germ-Filled Life, or Gee, I Really Hope I 

Don’t Accidentally Stick Myself With a Needle Full of Ebola Virus Today; or any of the other fabulous 
titles I had prepared for my own virologist memoir. It’s not because I stopped wanting to be one, 
though. It’s because when the time came to actually do something about my dream besides 
practising signing my name with a ‘Dr’ in front of it, I took the easy road and decided to give up 
the dream instead. 

As we daydreamed our way through the end of our schooldays my friends and I imagined 



that soon, everything we wanted would be ours. We spent lunchtimes discussing our plans for 
world domination. Step one: Go to college. Step two: Land dream job as Irish civilian virologist at 
US Army facility. Step three: Wake up one morning skinny, rich and alongside gorgeous quantum 
physicist husband who reads, has excellent DNA and shows no real interest in televised sports. 
Once I’d all that sorted out, I’d then accidentally stumble upon a brand new virus, a vaccine and a 
cure for it, all in the same day. (Maybe even all before lunch.)There’d be a library named after me 
in no time. 

But back in reality, things didn’t work out that way. 
The beginning of the end was my impressive failing of the Leaving Cert Biology exam. Never 

one to do things by halves, there was no mediocre C or low D; I just about got an E, the 
Microbiology section a suspicious outburst of knowledge in an otherwise unused answer book. 
Since I’d spent the first five years of my secondary education daydreaming about joining the 
CDC’s Epidemiology Intelligence Service and becoming the virologist equivalent of Special Agent 
Scully, and then the last year of it daydreaming about a boy, the rest of my results were hardly 
anything to write home about either. 

People, justifiably, were confused. Hadn’t I just spent my entire adolescence talking about 
becoming a virologist? Isn’t that the kind of thing that someone who got straight As, or a 
maximum score of 600 points, or the best grades in all of Ireland would do, and not some dreamy 
slacker who failed Biology, never did her French homework and only got a B in Ordinary Level 
Math?

I still managed to get into college, albeit by the skin of my teeth. I had applied to a university 
in the north west of England for a place on their Combined Science degree course, where I had 
planned to double major in Biology and Psychology. They had extended a conditional offer: a place 
in exchange for 430 Leaving Cert points and a pass in five Higher Level subjects. Not only had 
Biology been one of those Higher five, but my total points score amounted to a paltry 395. 

The morning of the results, my mother called the university’s Admissions Department. 
‘Ah, yes,’ the nice Admissions lady said after a minute. ‘Catherine has been offered a place on 

our Combined Science degree program.’
This left my mother a tad confused, as she had just had me on the phone wailing about being 

thirty-five points short of a university education. 
‘But she was told she needed 430,’ my mother pressed. ‘She only got 395.’
There was a long, pregnant pause before the woman said, ‘Mrs Howard, Catherine has been 

offered a place on our Combined Science program. I don’t know what to tell you, but I’d 
recommend you don’t ask any questions.’

She didn’t, and neither did I. When the offer came through online I printed out a couple of 
copies, just in case. Then, on the last day of September 2001, I flew across the Irish Sea and took up 
my place in university. 

Three weeks later, I dropped out. Although as one of those three weeks was the alcohol-
fuelled, lecture-free Freshers’ Week, I technically only stayed for two.

At the time I claimed there were many complex reasons behind my dramatic exit from third 
level education, but really there was only ever one. I had found out that it was hard to get the 
things we want and that the universe wasn’t necessarily going to do us any favours while we 
pursued them. In the harsh light of this new information, I decided I just couldn’t be bothered 
even trying and abruptly gave up. 

If I invited in reality, I was forced to acknowledge that it was extremely unlikely I would ever 
get to do the kind of virology work I dreamed of doing. Even with a lifetime of hard graft, sacrifice 
and perseverance it might never happen, and I wanted a guarantee before I went and put in all the 
effort. In other words, I wanted a Commander’s seat on the Space Shuttle before I even filled out 
the Astronaut Corps application. 

And I did let reality in. 
I thought being realistic was what being an adult was all about. 
So I trudged back to Cork, moved in with my then boyfriend – who didn’t even read 

newspapers – and took up a minimum wage job as a sales assistant in a greeting card store as well 
as my new role as the black sheep of the Howard family. 

The girl who had once considered herself destined for biohazard suits and the World Health 
Organisation was now dressed in an ill-fitting department store’s own brand blazer and attending 



staff meetings of great importance, such as the one in which we discussed what size paper bag to 
use for a standard-sized card, because if you made a slit down the side of the smallest bag, you 
could fit a standard card in there and then tape it back up, avoiding the use of a medium-sized bag 
and saving the store untold amounts of money, perhaps as much as tens of euro annually. 

(Seriously. There was an actual meeting about that and, worse still, that was the meeting’s only 
topic.) 

Every morning I wanted to gouge out my eyeballs with a blunt pencil just so I’d have a valid 
excuse to stay home from work. We couldn’t afford the apartment we were renting and began to 
dig ourselves a hole of credit card debt. Socialising was far too expensive so we grew distant from 
our friends and soon the highlight of our week was a Mexican dinner and an episode of The West 
Wing. I started to pile on the pounds and actually did, one New Year, resort to joining Weight 
Watchers. 

One day I woke up to find I’d become my own worst nightmare. Through inaction, I had 
chosen a path along which there seemed to be no opportunity to make a U-turn. I doubted there 
was anywhere else I could go anyway. I tried to make peace with this new reality, the one in which 
my one-time dizzyingly bright future was now decidedly more grey and commonplace. I began to 
believe that this was the only outcome that had ever been on the cards and to think any differently 
had indeed been dreaming. 

Stay with me. We’ll have our Mouse Ears on soon, I promise. 
I turned twenty-two in the summer of 2004 and was by that point so bored with my own life 

that I would have changed the channel if that’s what had been showing on TV. I was working as a 
secretary in an auctioneers’ office, The Boyfriend and I had just passed the four year point in our 
relationship, and I was finding it harder and harder to get out of bed in the mornings - it just didn’t 
seem worth the effort. 

With all my dreams stowed away in a drawer, I was unsettled by the utter predictability of it 
all. Unless I did something drastic, I more or less knew where I’d be one, two, ten years from now 
and so did everyone else. I’d be right here in Cork, doing the same thing I was doing today. I might 
have a wedding band, a child, or an obsessive scrap-booking hobby, but the big picture would 
remain the same. 

I knew I could never ever make my peace with that. 
My best friend, Sheelagh, whose adventurous single life I envied even more than her tiny 

waist, had recently upped and moved to the Greek island of Crete. One night I took a deep breath 
and before I could think too much about the consequences, I asked The Boyfriend how he would 
feel if I went and joined her there for, say, three months. 

Can open, worms everywhere, to steal a line from Friends. 
Having met as teenagers, our fledgling adult selves now wanted different things than we had 

when we were seventeen – hell, we wanted things we didn’t even know about when we were 
seventeen – and whatever they might be, it certainly wasn’t each other. And so, after the most 
amicable break-up in the history of mankind, I was young, free and single and thanks to my credit 
card bills, totally broke. 

For a few days I was fine; my world was all possibility and Beyoncé songs. But two weeks in I 
found myself gripped by  sudden panic. I couldn’t afford to quit my job and move to Greece, so 
nothing had really changed. I was still stuck in Cork, only now I was stuck there alone. I spent 
three straight days on the sofa with a stack of romantic comedies and a box of Kleenex, crying in 
cycles: silent tears, heaving sobs, ghoulish wails. Of course, it didn’t help that The Ex-Boyfriend 
had taken to singledom like a duck to water (or like a twenty-three year old guy single for the first 
time in his adult life) while I sat at home with only calories for friends. 

Needing to get away for a while, I coerced my family into letting me tag along on their 
Keycamp holiday to Paris. 

Keycamp is a company that operates self-drive, family-orientated holidays on campsites 
throughout Europe. Not to be confused with actual camping, this usually involves driving 
yourself, your family and a fortnight’s supply of Cornflakes onto a plush passenger ferry which 
deposits you hundreds of miles from your destination, leaving you to find your own way to the 
needle in a French haystack that is your chosen site (and this, ladies and gentlemen, was before the 



days of Sat Nav) where you’ll spend the next two weeks in a fully-equipped mobile home 
pretending you are roughing it. Every couple of summers during my childhood we were taken on 
one of these holidays and although we may have failed miserably to fully appreciate them at the 
time, they were undeniably brilliant. 

On this occasion however, not so much. 
The sky was overcast every day, we only went into the city once and there were five of us – 

Mum, Dad, my brother John and my sister Claire – squeezed into a ‘Classic’ mobile home, one 
hundred and fifty square feet if you included the shower tray. 

But, not to get all dramatic about it, this holiday would change the course of my entire life. 
The campsite was staffed with friendly college-age kids who were inexplicably called 

‘couriers’. They cleaned the accommodation, welcomed you to the site and were generally 
available at all times of the day and night to provide you with directions, change your gas bottle or 
lay claim to that box of steak haché you were planning on leaving behind. They were paid a 
pittance, which was compensated for by the provision of on-site accommodation, a fetching 
uniform of T-shirt and shorts and the warm, self-satisfied feeling that comes from spending a 
summer living and working abroad. 

One morning my mother returned from Reception, where she’d been annoying our couriers 
for directions to Versailles and admiring photos of the team enjoying a day out in Paris. 

‘I bet they have a great time,’ she remarked casually. 
The sentence echoed in my mind; I thought so too. In fact, the more I thought about it, the 

more I thought I should apply to be a courier the following summer. That would give me time to 
pay off my bills while having something up ahead to look forward to. I’d be living and working 
overseas, I’d meet loads of new people and with any luck, I’d return home with a tan. I sent in an 
application and thus my adventures began. 

Oh, and the wailing on the sofa? 
That was just PMS. 

We’re getting close!
At the interview with Keycamp’s parent company, Holidaybreak, I was offered a better job 

than the one I’d applied for: administrator at the courier training facility in the Netherlands. Not 
only was this more money, but it was a job that a) I was qualified to do and b) didn’t involve gas 
bottles. Moreover, it started sooner - in February - and Sheelagh, having moved from Crete to 
Amsterdam, would only be an hour and a half away from me by train. 

I went on to work not one but two seasons in Hoeven, a tiny village/glorified crossroads in 
the south of the country where each year around fifteen hundred new couriers are trained for their 
onsite roles. Having never worked abroad before, I got a serious case of The First Seasons: 
deliriously happy with my ten or so new best friends, our Dutch life and the exoticness of living in 
a foreign land, albeit one that had the BBC, Waterstones and English-speaking citizens. Even 
though elements of the job were nightmarish, we could always say, ‘Well, at least we’re not at 
home.’ 

And it had been so easy. I wanted the job; I applied for it; I got it; I packed up and moved to 
the Netherlands. It was like a whole new life presented as an IKEA flat pack, but better; there was 
no assembly required. 

It occurred to me that maybe all those other things I had wanted to do could be as easily 
achieved as well. 

I thought back to the childhood and teenage dreams I’d accumulated over the years, other 
than becoming a virologist. Chronologically they went something like this: to be a writer, to be a 
NASA astronaut, to be a professional dancer, to work for the FBI in their Behavioural Science Unit 
at Quantico, Virginia, to be a personal assistant to a Formula 1 driver, to work for Microsoft, to be a 
White House aide, to work for Disney in one of their theme parks. 

I can also pinpoint the origin of each of these fanciful notions: learning to read; the movie 
Space Camp; Top of the Pops; Patricia Cornwell novels; realising that F1 World Champion Jacques 
Villeneuve was absolutely gorgeous; finding Hard Drive: Bill Gates and the Making of the Microsoft 
Empire marked down in a second-hand bookshop; a present of a West Wing  box set, and an episode 
of Changing Rooms where the designers transformed the Parisian apartment of two Disneyland 



employees with interesting-sounding jobs. 
There were also the more generalised ambitions of seeing the world, sporting a permatan and 

maybe, one day, living and working in the United States - a country I considered to be my spiritual 
home based solely on daydreams and ten days in New York. 

But I didn’t want Virology Round 2 - I had no interest in setting myself up for disappointment 
- and a few of those dreams required that I become an American citizen, or least find an American 
citizen to marry, as well as a few other talents I was guessing I didn’t possess. (For one thing, I 
don’t think nervous flyers make very good astronauts, and there’s a lot further to fall.) Which left 
me with just one thing, and that was working for Disney. 

I thought it would be a fun, interesting thing to do. I thought it sounded cool. I’d been to 
Disneyland Paris twice and all the staff I’d encountered there had just looked so goddamn happy. 
Alas, mon francais était horrible, since I’d spent six years of French classes drawing Ebola virus 
particles on the pages of my Bienvenue en France textbook. 

Disney World, however, the Florida-based home of  Disney’s kingdom, would not only satisfy 
the Disney requirement but would have the added bonuses of sunny weather and the United 
States. And although it wouldn’t be astronaut training or a summer at Space Camp, it’d put me a 
mere sixty miles from Kennedy Space Centre. 

And then there were the Grown-Ups. I was one myself now too – allegedly - but I still looked 
to the older crowd for validation, for the nod that would confirm I was indeed on the right path. 
Thus far, I had failed to keep my word, dropped out of college after only three weeks, lived in sin 
with my boyfriend for nearly three years and not yet seen much more than the minimum wage on 
a pay-check. Those days when I’d been able to bask in approval and admiration were long gone, if 
they’d ever existed in the first place. Working in Holland had elevated me somewhat but there 
were still a lot of adults out there who I’d failed to impress. 

I was convinced that I’m going to go work in Disney World would be the line to do it. 
I searched the Disney World website for information. The resort ran two main recruitment 

programs that kept its parks and hotels staffed with an army of fun-loving youths prepared to 
work for pennies in exchange for an all-access Disney pass and the Florida sunshine: the College 
Program and the International Program. The College Program (CP) does exactly what it says on 
the tin, recruiting graduates from relative fields of study - business, hospitality, culinary, etc. - to 
work in various positions around the resorts; it was why the girl whose job it was to wave at you 
as you departed on your ride up Big Thunder Mountain had a degree in Operations Management 
under her Minnie belt. Meanwhile, the International Program (IP) added a layer of authenticity to 
Epcot’s World Showcase by hiring youngsters aged eighteen and over to work as ‘Cultural 
Representatives’ in their nation’s respective pavilions with accommodation and embarrassing 
uniforms – ‘Costumes’ in MouseSpeak – thrown in for free. The forum postings on an unofficial IP 
website all testified that doing the program amounted to ‘the best year’ of the participants’ lives. 

Clearly college dropouts couldn’t apply for the CP. When I contacted the nearest regional 
recruiter, Yummy Jobs of London, I found out that, since there was no Irish pavilion in Epcot, I 
could forget about the IP as well. (This turned out to be a blessing in disguise because, judging by 
the existing member nations of the World Showcase, working in a Disneyfied Ireland would have 
required dressing like a leprechaun, dancing jigs on demand and greeting guests with a heartfelt 
‘Top of the morning to ya!’ No feckin’ way.) But Yummy Jobs were very helpful and encouraged 
me to apply for something called the American Cultural Resort Program instead. This would place 
me in a hotel or resort somewhere in the United States on an eighteen-month J-1 work visa. 

I e-mailed a CV sometime in January 2006 and then promptly forgot all about it.
If it wasn’t going to be Disney then it just wasn’t for me. 

We’re nearly there, I swear. 
Five months later I was settled into my second season in the Netherlands and halfway to my 

goal of drinking my own body weight in Heineken. My contract was due to end in August and I 
had decided not to do a third season. Instead, I planned to move to Paris where I hoped to secure a 
job teaching English; I had paid a deposit on a Teaching English as Foreign Language course only 
the day before. (‘Yeah, I’m studying in Paris,’ I imagined myself telling people. ‘Afterwards I’m 
thinking of teaching English in Vietnam.’) Things were kind of slow for me and my fellow 



administrator Kate so we were passing the afternoon chatting, getting coffee, and periodically 
checking our personal e-mail accounts. 

As I logged in, I saw I had one new message from an address I didn’t recognise. What in the 
world was the Duck and Tuna1? I decided it was probably spam and moved the cursor across the 
screen to the Delete button. 

Just then, a little voice said, ‘maybe this is something to do with the CV you sent to Yummy Jobs’. 
So I opened it instead. 
It was from Kelly, Front Office Training Manager, thanking me for my interest in a position 

with them and asking me if I’d be able to participate in a telephone interview. 
I closed the e-mail and typed, ‘Duck and Tuna’ into Google. 
When the results flashed up, my heart skipped a beat. 
It was a resort smack bang in the middle of Walt Disney World. The Duck was one wing of the 

hotel;, the Tuna the other. The website showcased a crescent-shaped lake, a grotto pool, quirky 
architecture and, in the background, the familiar golf ball-like appearance of Epcot’s Spaceship 
Earth. Although located on Disney property, the hotels were not owned by Disney but operated by 
a company that for the purpose of this book we’ll call International Hotels, Inc. 

It sounded like the best of both worlds, not to get all Hannah Montana about it. 
The interview was held at nine o’clock Dutch time the next night. I’d been up since seven that 

morning and at work since eight, so by the time the interview began I must have been on my 
eighth or ninth cup of coffee; or, in other words, only one cup away from a coronary. Luckily, on a 
transatlantic phone call my caffeinated giddiness was construed as ‘having a good personality’, 
and by the end of the conversation, I’d been offered the job. 

Cut to Catherine screaming like a lunatic. 
Back then, I was the kind of person whose spirits soared at the sight of People magazine on a 

news-stand. On a trip to New York, I was more excited at the prospect of The Gap, Victoria’s Secret 
and Pottery Barn than I was by the Empire State Building or Central Park. Once, at the cinema, I 
overhead a girl behind me telling her friend that she had dual citizenship of Ireland and the US – 
the dream! – and I was subsequently so sick with jealousy that I didn’t realise Bruce Willis was 
dead until someone pointed it out to me afterwards. 

I remember thinking to myself that, whatever happened in Florida, it would be okay, because 
every morning I’d be waking up in the States. I’d have The New York Times, a Starbucks on every 
corner, the Academy Awards shown at a more reasonable hour and – dare I hope – an annual pass 
to my own personal Mecca, Kennedy Space Centre. 

If I had anything at all to say in my defence I would put it here, but all I have is someone to 
blame. 

When I boarded my Orlando-bound flight that day in September, I was putting the last link in 
a chain that had begun over ten years before, when someone’s endorsement caused me to pick up 
a book - the same book that opened my thirteen-year-old eyes to the idea of spending my life 
doing something extraordinary, or at the very least, unusual. 

He had to go and put his two cents on the paperback cover of The Hot Zone and little me – who 
for all we know, was destined for a career of monotony in the insurance industry – had to go and 
see it. By the end of the following day - the end of the book - I was a certifiable dreamer whose 
head was firmly in the clouds. 

Along with the rest of her. 
And so, in conclusion, the blame for what follows lies at the feet of one Stephen King. 
This is all his fault, in my opinion. 

1 I should point out that it was not called the Duck and Tuna, stunning and all a name as that is for a hotel. But I don’t need a lawsuit 
right this minute, thanks. 


