


morning to find my wife was not lying beside me. Perhaps she had got up early and was taking a pre-
breakfast stroll. But, to my horror, | found her curled up in the bath, with a blanket and a couple of towels
spread over her.

She looked uncomfortable. | felt uncomfortable. ‘I tried and tried to stop you, but you just turned over
and started all over again,’ she said.

| said: ‘Terribly sorry. It won’t happen again.’

Maybe | had overdone it on the rib-eye steak and profiteroles at dinner. But the next night, the exact
same thing happened.

My hope was that once we were back in our familiar bed, back in the old routine, the snoring would stop.
It didn’t. And, at one stage, both of us dreaded going to bed because of what was in store.

She wouldn'’t drop off because of the noise and | would get only chunks of rest because she would
frequently wake me up. Once, she threw a glass of water over me.
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Pre-Snorewizard: Mark's snoring was so bad that his wife sometimes forced him to sleep on the sofa... or went to
sleep there herself (picture posed by model)

‘You drink too much,” she said one morning. And it seemed a fair point. | drink most nights, often the
best part of a bottle of wine. So | gave up for a month. And did the snoring continue? Does Simon Cowell
have an ego?

On some nights, | was kicked out of the marital bed and told to sleep on the sofa, and on other nights
she would storm out of the room muttering obscenities.

From time to time she would leave leaflets and advertisements on my desk. And | duly bought various
sprays, nasal strips and fancy lozenges, all of which proved a waste of money. Then | made contact with
a recovering snorer in West Sussex who told me that a few years ago his marriage was about to implode
because of his snoring.

In desperation he started wearing a mouth guard at night, which forced his jaw and tongue forward in
such a way that it opened his windpipe. It worked. In fact, it worked so well that he bought the UK
franchise of the company: Snorban Healthcare.

So | tried it and it did the trick — at first. But my snoring found a way around it. On some occasions, | just
spat out the guard in my sleep and honked like never before.






