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This book is dedicated to my mum and dad – for just being themselves and for always making me believe in myself!
To my dad for being the bravest and strongest ever!
If I achieve being half the man you are, I’ll be a happy man.









List of Illustrations


Here you can see two interesting things about my mum and dad: 1) how much taller my mum is and 2) WHY IS MY DAD WEARING MY FACE??? My parents are so ahead of the curve – this is decades before Face Swap was even a thing.


Even the eldest child can suffer from hand-me-down hell.


My first birthday! Remember I told you my mum spoiled me? They clearly spent so much on presents that they couldn’t afford carpets and just had to use leaves from the garden instead.


My first day of school! It’s not my complete uniform though. I still had to put on my sleeves and, of course, my PLEASE BULLY THIS KID sandwich board.


I’m not sure why this one’s in here to be honest. All I can see is a random kid in a towel.


Carnival with the lads. This is what happens when, in the 90s, your two main style influences are Keith from The Prodigy and the Go Compare man. If you can’t tell, I’m the big yellow guy on the left.


If you’re reading this book looking for advice on how to get into the prankster game, you can’t go wrong with the old fangs made out of salt ‘n’ vinegar chipsticks routine.


This is me, Amy and my dear Nanna. Nanna’s the one in the chair by the way.


Hands down the most special day of my life. The moment I became a father for the first time.


This is me and Char celebrating Will and Kate’s wedding. I know what you’re thinking: ‘What on earth does a girl like that see in him?’ I don’t know mate, I ask myself that every day.


If you’re reading this poem thinking ‘ah, that’s sweet’ then do what I should have done years ago and look up what it’s used for before running to your local tattoo parlour!


How can you expect anyone to concentrate when there are Babybels in the house?! This book probably would have been twice as long if Char had bought Dairylea instead.









INTRODUCTION


Three words: See You Later. They are all it took to ruin one man’s bum. And do you know what? It was all my fault.


Two years earlier, my worries were no different to anyone else’s: work, bills, how I’d get the dirt out of my new Air Maxes, but now I was an internet celebrity and someone had just shown me the first tattoo I’d seen dedicated to me. I was just walking around Dover, minding my own business when this bloke ran up to me screaming my name. He put his shopping down and then – even though the place was packed with people – he dropped his trousers right in the middle of the high street. There in front of me (and about twenty others) was his bare arse, and amongst all the white flesh were those words: See You Later.


‘It’s See YA Later actually, mate,’ I said. ‘Your tattoo’s wrong. I’m really sorry about that.’ At this point most people would have dropped to their knees and cried. Not this bloke. He laughed it off.


‘Oh well, never mind. I love you, Arron!’ Then he did up his jeans and walked off.


That’s my kind of person. Not a flasher, I don’t have time for flashers. I mean, I like someone who can laugh at any situation and not get caught up in life’s everyday stresses (if you consider having your bumcheeks graffitied with utter nonsense one of life’s everyday stresses). In fact, so long as you ignore the shockingly hairy crack, he’s what I’d call the perfect person. For that reason, I’d like to dedicate my book to him. Here’s to you, Ian! Wherever you are, I hope this makes up for all the times you’ve had to explain your wrongly worded backside to all those potential Mrs Ians.


For legal reasons I’ve been asked to change Ian’s name, so if you’re reading this now and thinking ‘that’s weird, the EXACT SAME THING happened to me, but it couldn’t possibly be me because my name’s James’, then guess what, it is you because so far you’re the only bloke who’s done that. Oh, and James is a made-up name too, you know.


Protecting the private contents of people’s bums is one of many things I’ve had to learn while writing my book, and yes, you heard me right: my book. An actual book! I’m writing a real-life proper book!!!! Please forgive the excitement, but this is a huge deal for me. A massive opportunity that’s only possible thanks to the incredible amount of support I’ve received not just from my family and friends but you lot, too. In fact, especially you lot too. Over the years I’ve received an overwhelming amount of love from the people that watch my videos (and not just Ian); people saying I make their day or cheer them up when they’re feeling down. And I’m just a fat bloke in skinny jeans dancing around in a supermarket! Well, let me tell you, if you’re one of those people who gets a bit of joy from what I do, then please know that it’s nothing compared to the feeling I get after I press that upload button. Every single one of the likes (and Hahas and Loves and Wows) you send my way hits me like an enormous jolt of positive electricity, and for that I will always be extremely grateful. For the record, this is a metaphor, I’m not actually hooked up to a machine that electrocutes me every time you press Like. That would be insane. It only shocks me when you press the Angry button.


Seriously, though, I can’t believe I’m about to follow in the footsteps of some of my favourite writers: J.K. Rowling, Roald Dahl, William Shakespeare and the genius behind the Goosebumps books, Mr R.L. Stine. I hope I can channel a little bit of what I’ve learned by reading their books (and by reading, I mean scanning the blurb on the back and maybe the first and last chapters). In fact, I’d say the most important thing I’ve learned is that in order to be taken seriously as a writer, I need a fancy initialled name. R.L. Stine? J.K. Rowling? J.R. Hartley? Say goodbye to Arron Crascall and say hello to A.R. Crascall (Robert, since you ask). Actually, scratch that. Say hello to B.A. Crascall, after my childhood hero B.A. Baracus. No, you know what? Forget B.A., forget A.R., I’ve got it. This, my first-ever book, shall be written by my official writer’s name, chosen after my one true love . . . K.F.C. Crascall.


Not that this is the first time K.F.C. Crascall has ever put his thoughts into words. On Facebook alone I’ve already written enough to create my own Game of Thrones – that is, if Game of Thrones had fewer dragons and more sunglasses emojis. Hang on, where are my emojis? What do you mean, books don’t have emojis?? Looks like old Nokia 3310-style crying-face emojis are coming. :’-( :’-( :’-( Seriously, though, take away my emojis, you take away my power. It’s like taking away Harry Potter’s wand, stealing all of Shakespeare’s biros or cutting off Van Gogh’s ear. This is going to be tough, I won’t lie. I genuinely think that emojis are an advancement in the way we talk with each other. Well, not talk, I’ve never met someone that can actually speak emoji, but written down, they’re the best way to communicate – a picture tells a thousand words, right? In the future we’ll cut down on paper as all books will be written in emoji. I hear they’re making an emoji movie, so it’s only a matter of time, surely? And they’d be a lot quicker to read, too. A Midsummer Night’s Dream would go: moon emoji, girl emoji, boy emoji, heart emoji, donkey emoji. Of Mice and Men would go: man emoji, hand emoji, mouse emoji, skull emoji. Jurassic Park would be tough as there’s no dinosaur emoji, so I guess crocodiles would have to do on that one.


Before we get any further, here’s a rundown of my top five emojis.


1) Sunglasses emoji (Of course. See ya later!)


2) Cry-laughing emoji (I always need at least two of these on all my posts)


3) Shy monkey emoji (I won’t tell you what I’ve received to make me post those shy monkeys!)


4) Cheeky emoji (As in cheeky Nando’s. Love a cheeky Nando’s)


5) Heart emoji (Love to Char and my kids! – and to you too, reading this)


So what is this book? And why am I writing it now? Well, consider it my way of spreading some much-needed positivity at a time when the world is frankly a little bit pants. There are enough stresses in life without the hundreds of news stories that come out every week that rile people up even more. We are a world divided, and it’s up to yours truly to save it! Okay, I’m not going to save it, but if by reading this then you find life even the slightest bit better, then I’ll consider it a job well done.


Which isn’t to say there’s nothing that rubs me up the wrong way. You’ll see when you read on that I have my bugbears (I’m looking at you, food bloggers!), but at the end of the day it’s all about looking for that silver lining. Like most people in Britain, I’m a firm believer in making the most out of a bad situation. If a plane crash-landed on a desert island, while everyone sees doom, I’d be with all the other Brits jumping for joy at the prospect of a free beach holiday. What else would you expect from the nation that every winter prays for a crippling blizzard just so we can have a free snow day? You and I could be trapped in a cave right now, cornered by a hangry1 bear, it’s razor-sharp teeth bearing down on us. The beast would let out this fearsome, almighty growl that would be loud enough to cause the bones inside us to rattle, but rather than wet ourselves in horror, because we’re British I’m probably more likely to whisper in your ear, ‘Doesn’t this bear look a bit like Donald Trump?’ And after reading this book, rather than yelling, ‘What the hell are you talking about Arron, that bear is literally about to rip your bloody head off!?’, you’ll reply, ‘Totally. Shall we try and get a selfie with him?’


I’m here to remind you that when life gives you lemons, make lemonade. No, in fact, when life gives you lemons, make a fool out of yourself in the lemonade aisle. Actually don’t do exactly that, that’s my thing. Oh and by the way, talking of Donald Trump, if you want to hear my thoughts on the Trump-meister general, you can flick straight ahead to page 129 where I have an entire chapter dedicated to him.


This book is my take on the world. The things that are important to me. The good, the bad and the stupid (there’s a lot of this third one). You’ll find stories about my past, a lot of views on the present and some opinions on how to make the future a more enjoyable place. It’s part biography, part self-help book, part textbook, part travel book (well, Dover at least); you’ll find comedy, crime, drama and of course a little bit of romance (if your idea of romantic is staring at a girl for a whole year through a playground fence).2 In fact, I want to put so much into this book, you won’t just see it in every bookshop in the country, you’ll see it on every shelf in every bookshop in the country.


And where is this book now? Yes, this is the book you’re currently holding in your hands. If it’s still in the bookshop and you’re just reading to get a taste before you decide to buy it, then a) go ahead and take it to the till, what have you got to lose? and b) we’re already six pages in – how has security let you get away with reading so much before telling you to jog on? Madness. Perhaps this book is far away from the high street. Perhaps it left the bookshop long ago and has found its way to that most precious of homes. A place all authors long to find their work. A place of peace, tranquillity and discarded cardboard tubes you refuse to be the one to chuck away. I’m talking about your toilet.


Thank you for inviting me into such sacred territory. A person’s toilet is their most treasured location and I’m grateful for you inviting me inside (just make sure you wash your hands thoroughly after you’re done wiping). Do you currently have those red marks on the tops of your legs? Are you completely numb from the thighs down? If not, then settle in and keep reading. But if you are, and you’re already showing signs of leg numbness, then you’ll know from experience that as soon as you try and stand up, you’re going to be hit with a million volts of pins and needles, forcing you to hit the deck a whimpering, quivering wreck, the pain will be so intense you’ll wish you’d stuck to reading something shorter like the back of that Herbal Essences bottle you’ve already read a thousand times instead. So you know what? You might as well just sit back, put your phone on silent, ignore the queue of people outside ordering you to get a move on and carry on reading my book, because we’re only just getting started.


Welcome to the world according to Arron Crascall.


Oh, and before I forget . . . SEE YA LATER! (Well, on the next page, at least).


1 Hangry, as in hungry and angry. It’s something I’m known to suffer from a lot. Especially when after half an hour waiting in a fancy restaurant (who am I kidding, it’s Nando’s again), that waitress finally comes over to deliver your food and you’re brought to tears when you realise it was never yours and she gives it to some annoying kid behind you.


2 Relax! We were both schoolkids, you weirdo.









CHAPTER ONE
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ARRON WHO?


I just realised some of you might not have a clue who I am. Maybe you got given this book by a friend. Maybe you don’t have the internet. Maybe you’re one of those people that still has a house phone. If for these or any other reason you’ve never heard the name Arron Crascall, then here’s a little chapter about me.


I’m the bloke that keeps appearing on your Facebook. Open it up and you won’t have to look far to find me dancing with strangers in Trafalgar Square or blasting out some Mariah in a supermarket (shout out to Bridge Street Morrisons!). Facebook says I’m an Entertainer, but if you actually watch my videos you’ll realise I’m more like a professional idiot.


Seriously, I’m sure everyone’s first reaction to seeing me is ‘What a plum’, and if you saw me in person you’d definitely think that. Catch me in the street and you’ll likely find me with my arm stretched out, phone in the air, shouting into the camera lens. It’s not a good look. But public humiliation is something that’s worth enduring when you know it’s going to get a load of people giggling. Yes, that’s exactly the excuse all class clowns in school use, so it may come as a shock for newbies to learn that I’m actually thirty-four. Well, a thirty-four-year-old child.


Having said that, I’m thirty-four now. You could be reading this ten years from now and I’ll be forty-four. Maybe it’s thirty years from now, and you’ve dug this out in some remote car boot sale. In which case I’m sixty-four. No doubt I’ll still be out and about with my phone in the air doing some live Sunday See Ya Laters with you guys, squeezing my saggy old pins into the same pair of skinnies. But maybe it’s even further into the future than that. Maybe this is 100 years from now and the teachings of Arron Crascall have become the school syllabus. A generation of kids being taught how to bob their heads forward just right so that their Ray-Bans fall perfectly onto their noses. The school uniform would be Air Maxes and spray-on jeans, and the school motto would be ‘Post Ya Videre’ (take a guess what that’s Latin for – thank you Google Translate!).


Having said all that, Char is in my ear as we speak asking what I want to do for my thirty-fifth birthday. It’s only a week away, which means by the time this book is out all the numbers above are wrong. Sorry about that.


Who’s Char? Charlotte is my beautiful girlfriend. She’s the person I owe my entire world to and that’s no exaggeration. We’ve been together since long before my ugly face was on the cover of a book. Back when I met her I was working behind the bar on the ferries for P&O, which sounds a lot more glamorous than it was. Seriously, it was horrible having to watch people come and go, enjoying their holidays, while I was trapped travelling back and forth between the same two ports. It was like Groundhog Day, only with more drunken stags and screaming children.


You’ll notice from all the times Char pops up in my videos that she is infinitely better-looking than me. Even the totally unimpressed face she pulls after I try and impress her with my Chewbacca impression for the millionth time is adorable. Poor Char. You know there’s even a group of people online who every time she appears in one of my videos tweet their support for her having to put up with an idiot like me and the idiot things I do? They rock the name #teamcharlotte, but let me tell you no one is more #teamcharlotte than me.


I am living proof that it’s worth trying to punch above your weight and if you’re persistent enough, even fat boys can bag themselves a total babe. Charlotte does an amazing job at keeping me level-headed. She doesn’t let success go to my head and will be the first person to tell me if something isn’t funny. I won’t post anything without getting her opinion first. Doing this for a living (whatever this is) is a massive blast, but it’s nothing compared to the fun I have at home mucking about with Char and the kids. Which is the other important thing: Charlotte is an incredible mum. And she needs to be when yours truly is by far the biggest child in the house.


Which brings me on to my kids: Alfie, Mia and Evie. They are the reason I get up in the morning, and I’m not just talking about having to sort out their breakfast and put Frozen on for the first of fifteen times that day. If there are any other parents out there that have accidentally stepped on a Lego brick in their bare feet, you’ll know not a day goes by when you’re not cursing their names, but one look into their eyes and you soon realise they’re the most important things in the world. Is it okay to call them things? Oh well, I’ve said it now. The scariest thing, though, is when your children start to behave just like you. My eldest, Alfie, is already massively into his Star Wars. I swear it’s like I’m talking to my past self sometimes.


If I had the chance to, there’d be loads I’d want to tell my younger self. Mainly it would be ‘Stop stuffing your face with so much food’, but then again, if I wasn’t a chubby teen, I wouldn’t have had to work so hard being funny to get people to like me and then where would I be today? Back on the ferries, probably. The only thing I’d be filming on my phone would be a passenger drunkenly trying to impress his mates dancing on a table before we hit a wave and he’s sent flying to the other end of the ship. Mind you, might get a few views, that one.


And that’s pretty much me in a nutshell. There’s plenty more: my mum, my dad, my Dover, but hey, we’re just getting started and we’ve got an entire book ahead of us. It’s a marathon, not a sprint after all (I say that like I’ve got any experience marathoning or sprinting). Right, on to the next chapter. See Ya Later!


I’ve been told by the people that publish the book I can’t end every chapter with See Ya Later. Sorry about that. Don’t blame me, blame Anna.









CHAPTER TWO
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SKINNY JEANS


Okay, let’s get the biggest topic in early: my skinny jeans. This is probably the thing I get asked about more than any other subject. And why not? They’re important to me, and dare I say it a vital part of modern society. In fact, I reckon skinny jeans could well be the most significant fashion development since Eve said to Adam, ‘You know, I can still see your junk behind that dock leaf?’


But I’ve not always felt that way. Twenty years ago if you’d told me I’d be an ambassador for skintight legwear I would have laughed in your face and ripped the poppers from your Adidas tracksuit bottoms.


Sorry, total diversion here but can we take a moment to remember the Adidas popper tracksuit bottom? What a masterpiece in design that was. If you’re too young to know what I’m talking about, they were basically like any ordinary pair of tracksuit bottoms except they had poppers lined all the way up the side, which meant one swift tug and they completely fell apart. Adidas essentially managed to turn every teenager in the country into a qualified stripper. It was great, but let your guard down for one second on non-uniform day and you risked having your bare white pins exposed to the entire school. Which, if you were me, would not have been a good look.


Right, back to the skinnies and yes, if the younger me was here right now, he would be logging on to Facebook just to join the million other people online who like to tell me on a regular basis that I’m too big to pull them off. Well if any of you naysayers are reading this right now, I’ve got one thing to make clear: pulling them off is the easy part – you should try putting them on.




Arron Crascall’s guide to getting into skinny jeans


REMEMBER: take your time. This is not a race, it is an art form and like all art it requires significant levels of patience.


1) Prepare your legs so they are ready to receive the jeans. That means making sure all surfaces are clean and, crucially, completely dry. Don’t you dare try putting them on soon after a shower. If you want to have any chance of this epic task working, you’ve got to get those things dry as a bone first.


2) Shaving/waxing your legs is not necessary, but do make sure to rein in any particularly long hairs – believe me, you don’t want any unwanted snags.


3) Roll up each trouser leg as tightly as possible. They should each resemble a sort of denim doughnut.


4) DO NOT EAT YOUR TROUSER LEGS, NO MATTER HOW MUCH THEY RESEMBLE DOUGHNUTS.


5) Slide each foot through the corresponding ‘doughnut’, ensuring they are completely through before attempting step 6.


6) Unroll the doughnuts, one at a time, letting the jeans apply themselves onto the full length of your legs.


7) The above step will start easy but completely fail you before you even reach the knee, so start pulling like you’ve never pulled before.


8) You’re not pulling hard enough! Put some effort into it!


9) Seriously, bounce around the room like an idiot if you have to or lie with your feet in the air and let gravity help.


10) Done it! Congratulations! Now you’re ready to start your day! And by the way, don’t even think about trying to adjust your meat and two veg. They are where they are and that’s where they’re going to stay. Unless you want to start again from step 3? No, didn’t think so.


A final warning about aftercare: Do not, under any circumstances, ever wash your skinny jeans as you won’t be able to handle any unnecessary shrinkage. The safe thing to do is spray with deodorant until all unwanted smells have gone. Considering the amount the average man sweats in skinny jeans, I reckon about half a can will do.





If you haven’t worn them, you’re missing out. It’s like receiving a billion hugs all at once just on your legs. Although if you’re also slightly on the large size you shouldn’t wear a skinny top at the same time – our bodies aren’t equipped to receive so much affection all at once. When I wear skinny jeans they squeeze my leg flab all the way up towards my waist like a tube of toothpaste. If I was wearing a skinny top too, it would be pushing the flesh from my top half down. The two forces combined would create the biggest muffin top the world has ever seen. In fact, forget the muffin, I’d look like Saturn!


The skinny jean revolution isn’t going anywhere either, so don’t bother fighting it. Within ten years I’m sure every man will be wearing a pair. In fact, we’ll probably be on to something else by then, and at the rate we keep stealing clothes from women, us blokes might well be running around in boob tubes before you know it.


If you’re a girl reading this and your fella is still walking around in boot-cut jeans, do the world a favour and burn them. You should not be subjected to such a horrific sight, and neither should anyone else. Unless of course your boyfriend is Chuck Norris. He is the only man that is entitled to rock a boot cut. And I’m not just saying that because if I don’t he’ll find me and roundhouse-kick my head clean off.


You ever think about what we might be wearing in the future? I for one hope somebody finally invents a hat guaranteed not to give you hat hair, or a truly self-ironing shirt or, with a bit of luck, beaded jewellery you can buy on holiday that doesn’t make you look like an absolute plonker the second you arrive back in the UK.


Some fashions are timeless, though. I might as well have been born in Nike Air Maxes, they’ve been attached to my feet for so long. They’re one of many things you can’t believe are as popular now as they were in the ’90s: like Take That. At my funeral the vicar will no doubt say, ‘Arron died doing what he loved: wearing a sweet pair of Air Max 90s. Now all rise for “Never Forget”.’


Then there’s the Ray-Bans, another timeless piece of fashion item and an integral part of my day-to-day get-up (and work uniform, let’s be honest). No one can argue that Wayfarers are the undisputed kings of eyewear. What else could compete with them? Aviators come and go but will never again be ‘Top Gun cool’; those futuristic-looking Oakleys are only ever worn by either extreme snowboarders or county cricketers, and while all of us went through a very short phase of wearing those weird little circular John Lennon numbers, I don’t think even old John would have said he looked good in them. No, the Wayfarers will be around forever. They still look as good now as they did in Risky Business in 1983 – even if Tom Cruise doesn’t. (Just kidding, Tom, you look great – now, while you’re here, how about a role in the next Mission Impossible?).


Another reason they’re the greatest sunglasses you can buy is they have the perfect weight to them for performing the Arron Crascall-patented See Ya Later. Try doing it with a pair of cheap knock-offs and you’re asking for trouble. Believe me, there are few things worse than bowling up to someone in public, having everything go right: the perfect punter, the perfect reaction, the perfect line, only for the glasses not to drop from your noggin. You think I look like an idiot when it goes right? You should see me when it goes wrong.


By the way, if you’re one of those people who has still never seen any of my videos (go online now – this is your final warning) then you probably don’t have a clue what a ‘See Ya Later’ is. Sorry about that, I’ve been banging on about them loads already. Like I said, if you’re yet to see one, go online and check one out now, mate. But if you can’t get online (maybe you’re underground, in a plane or your phone’s stuck on that BT-FON thing, whatever that is) then I’ll do my best to try and describe it to you.


‘See Ya Later’ is one of my longest-running hits. It’s also my personal favourite, and judging by some of your reactions online it strikes a chord with you lot too. It may look easy to do, but there’s a lot going on that makes them pretty tricky to pull off. The most important thing is probably the sunglasses, which are perfectly perched on top of my head before I begin. With the shades set, I find someone who I think would be up for a laugh, sneak up behind them and whisper ‘Psst!’ in their ear. A lot of the time I get rumbled before I even get to this point; I mean, look at the size of me, I’m not exactly built for sneaking! So I whisper in their ear and they turn round, usually with a look of shock and confusion on their face. I then give them a useful piece of advice like, ‘It’s gonna rain later, better grab a brolly’, or ‘Buy the tulips, they come out lovely this time of year’, before rocking my head forward, causing the Ray-Bans to fall perfectly on to my nose. I then declare ‘See Ya Later!’ and march off with the sort of swagger more suitable for a bloke that’s just won a hundred quid on all three of his scratch cards.


If I come up to you in the street and I try a hit but it goes wrong, you’re very welcome to take the mick. I love it really, and over the years I’ve grown very used to it. But my favourite jokes I get from the public are always about my jeans. (Yes, we’re back to the jeans – seriously, I could talk about them this entire book if I had to). My, oh my do people like to tell me I’m too big for them, and how I shouldn’t be wearing them. I like to picture the rage in their eyes when they see me on their smartphones, gyrating away after someone’s taken the hand of dance (that’s another one of my videos. Seriously, am I going to have to explain all of my videos?). Ninety per cent of the time it’s all jokes, of course. That’s why I love my followers so much even when it gets nasty you know it’s all banter, just like it is with friends I’ve known my whole life.


In fact, here’s a few of my favourite messages I’ve received over the years. All for your enjoyment.




‘I’ve seen more meat on a sparrow’s kneecap!’ – Tom


‘My sister called, she wants her skinny jeans back’ – Jenn


‘Your skinny jeans deserve a channel of their own’ – Ed


‘That Arron Crascall kid looks like Dr Eggman in them skinny jeans with his pot belly’ – Jake


‘How does he even get them jeans on?’ – Emma (Well lucky for you, Emma, I’ve already written a whole section explaining exactly that).





Sorry to go all Springer’s Final Thought before we’ve even reached the third chapter, but as a man used to getting a lot of stick, I thought I should pass on some advice to any people who may be in a similar position. So if you’re on the receiving end of haters, whether like me it’s because you have a soft spot for stretchy denim, or maybe it’s something else about the clothes you wear, or maybe it’s the way you talk or the way you walk or the way you write ‘your’ when everyone tells you you should be writing ‘you’re’, my advice is not to take yourself so seriously. If you can have a laugh about your own imperfections, then no one else can. You own it. It’s yours. Now obviously it’s my job to make myself a laughing stock, but once upon a time I used to be sensitive about things like my weight and stuff. Then as soon as I became the first one to crack the jokes, it took all the ammo away from the haters. So yeah, that’s it, don’t take yourself so seriously.


Speaking of which, in the next chapter prepare to hear some pretty embarrassing things about me. Remember Ian from the start of the book? The bloke with ‘See You Later’ tattooed on his bumcheek? Well now it’s time to talk about my tattoos – and I’m not just talking about the ones you can see with my clothes on.









CHAPTER THREE
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TATTOOS


There are two types of people in this world. There’s the people who watch Tattoo Fixers on E4 and go, ‘How on earth could anyone be so stupid as to get that drawn on them for the rest of their life?’ Then there’s the people who watch the exact same thing and go, ‘Poor bastard, I know what that feels like.’


I bet there’s a lot more of us out there in the second group than you think, and yes, that’s right mate, I said ‘us’; I’ve got some stupid tattoos, but do you know what? I wouldn’t change a single one of them. They are literally part of me, and if they raise a bit of a laugh when people see them well, hey, what could be more appropriate?


Let’s start with a big one then. I’m going to hold my hands up here and admit something . . . I have a rather embarrassing tattoo most commonly referred to as a ‘tramp stamp’. It’s not something I admit to very often, but I think it’s only fair that you know. In fact, I’m tired of keeping it a secret; everyone should know. You can’t see me but I’m currently in the pub on my laptop typing this, and I’m shouting it to the rooftops like a dramatic confession. MY NAME IS ARRON CRASCALL AND I HAVE A TRAMP STAMP! Wow, it feels good to admit that. Not for the poor lady on the table next to me, though; I think I’ve exploded her eardrums.


For those who aren’t tat savvy, here’s what a tramp stamp is: it’s a tattoo positioned on the lower back, just above one’s bum crack. I don’t mean to offend any of my tramp-stamp brothers and sisters (mostly sisters) when I say it is typically associated with quite ‘promiscuous’ (*cough* slutty! *cough*) women. Search on the internet and Wikipedia will tell you it’s . . .


. . . a tattoo popular amongst some women in the 2000s which gained a reputation for its feminine appeal. They are sometimes accentuated by low-rise jeans and crop tops, and are considered erotic by some.’


In other words, not a tattoo typically found on dudes like me. Not that it’s an unpopular thing to have; celebrities sporting tramp stamps include classy ladies like Britney Spears, Lindsay Lohan and Tulisa, so you can’t argue I’m in very sophisticated company. Tulisa in particular is queen of the tramp stamps. She actually has the coveted ‘tramp-stamp double’, which is an incredible sight. In the traditional position, above the bottom, she has her own awesome poem that if you google her3 you’ll find reads like this:




She is strong when she is weak
She is brave when she is scared
She is humble when she is victorious





I think we can all agree this is a thing of beauty. Three short sentences that send a powerful message to women all over the world, making Tulisa Contostavlos a monument to feminism and a role model to women everywhere. Seriously, mate, I think I might etch that into my daughters’ bunk beds or something, it’s that inspirational. But then you scroll further down Google Images.4 You see, on her front side she has another tattoo that is positioned just above her ‘you-know-what’. It’s a crudely drawn four-leaf clover with a slightly less inspiring message that reads: ‘Lucky you’. Needless to say I won’t be etching that one onto my daughters’ bunk beds.


Believe it or not, I’m not the only man out there with a tramp stamp. One bloke in particular is actually one of the most beautiful men on the planet and famous for having some of the best tattoos going. It’s only David bloomin’ Beckham! Yes, David Beckham has a bloody slag tag. You’d think a guy like David could make anything look cool, right? Not when you consider his tramp stamp is his son’s name, ‘Brooklyn’.


In fact, you know they say he’s called Brooklyn because that’s where he was conceived? Well, maybe the tat isn’t Brooklyn as in ‘my son, Brooklyn’; maybe instead it’s just a reminder of ‘the night I done it with a Spice Girl’ – which, let’s be honest, we’d all have done if we could. So far my wildest night of sex took place on holiday in Wales, but as tattoos go, ‘Newport Caravan Park’ doesn’t quite have the same punch, does it?


Is it just me that thinks it’s a little bit weird to have your son’s name tattooed in that spot? If you think it’s perfectly fine and ordinary, then good for you, you’re great and I’m a horrible person. But here’s a little exercise that might change your opinion, and I’m sorry, I don’t think you’re going to like it.


Picture your name written out in some really fancy letters. I’m talking ornate, gothic-looking ones. Like the kind monks like to start their chapters with. See it written out in front of you. Looks good, doesn’t it? You can tell a lot of effort has gone into each letter and how they flow into each other. Maybe you’ve got some thorny vines worked in with the name, adding even more detail as they wrap beautifully around each letter and transform your simple, ordinary name into a wild, overgrown natural beauty. The vines are full of sharp thorns, and at the end of each vine is an impressively realistic rose. This isn’t just your name, this is something special. What you are looking at is art. No, more than that, this is something you might find in a posh gallery or museum. What you are looking at is a masterpiece. Then, just two inches below that masterpiece, picture your dad’s dirty, sweaty, stinking bum crack. Not exactly the Mona Lisa any more, is it? No, it’s absolutely awful. Sorry about that, guys, I told you you weren’t going to like it!


Speaking of bums and roses (surely someone’s got to form a cover band with that name), my all-time favourite celebrity tattoo belongs to Ms Cheryl Cole. No, wait, belongs to Ms Cheryl Fernandez-Versini. No, that’s still not right. Has she gone back to being called Cheryl Tweedy? Of course not – it’s Cheryl Payne. Hang on, they’re not married, are they? God, this is difficult. Hang on, let me start again.


Speaking of bums and roses (how you getting on with that cover band?), my all-time favourite celebrity tattoo belongs to the girl from Girls Aloud that used to be married to a footballer but now has a baby with Liam off One Direction. Phew, nailed it. As I was saying, my favourite celeb tattoo might be one you already know about, but for those of you that don’t, Cheryl has her entire bum covered in roses. Her entire bum. It’s an incredible sight, and a long way to go to try and mask the impact of your farts. Apparently it took three days and cost as much as a car. I reckon if they attempted to cover my entire bum in roses, it would take a week instead and probably cost the same as a minibus.


Back to my tramp stamp, though, and I’m sorry to say that the location of the tattoo on my body isn’t the only thing that’s embarrassing about it. It’s also what’s written. And before you start assuming it’s my son’s name, no it’s not. At least then I could get some amount of respect by saying it was a loving tribute. No, I’m afraid what’s written on my lower back is much worse than that. The name on my tramp stamp, is my name.


Who gets their own name tattooed on them?? What kind of self-obsessed egomaniac does that? I hear what you’re saying, ‘Probably the same type of bloke that videos himself every day of the week for a living, Arron!’ And of all the places, this is in that coveted just-above-the-bum spot. Look at it this way: the devotion I have towards myself is the exact same amount that David Beckham has towards his first born child. That’s not good, is it?


Although what if I told you it wasn’t quite my name? Let me explain. I’m not saying whoever did my tattoo accidentally misspelled Arron (he wouldn’t be the first – it’s not Aaron, okay!) but if I were to show you it, you probably wouldn’t immediately think it says Arron. You see, the tattoo of my name above my bum looks like ‘Akkon’ instead.


AKKON? Who the hell is Akkon? Absolutely nobody, that’s who. Thanks to the extra K, I can’t even get away with claiming it’s in honour of rapper-slash-bendy-voice-supremo Akon. I’m stuck with absolute jargon on there permanently, and it’s all down to an out-of-control ego and a terrible choice of font.




Are tattoos a waste of money?


It really annoys me when I hear old people say tattoos are a waste of money. You don’t hear me judging them for keeping a cabinet full of china plates no one uses, do you?





The first tattoo I ever got was a small black sun in the middle of my right forearm. The story of getting that done is probably the same as most people’s first tattoo; I snuck out of school with a friend and lied about my age. I was only fifteen and convinced the man in charge that I was twenty. I don’t know why I went so high, I only had to be eigheen and besides, the fact that I was wearing a school uniform was a definite sign I was lying. Perhaps he took pity on this tragic-looking kid and thought, ‘I don’t care how old he is, this young lad is going to need all the help he can get in life, and if breaking the law will give him just a little bit of hope towards some credibility when he gets back to school, then so be it.’ Although I’d bet any money he just took one look at me and thought, ‘This is going to be the easiest fifty quid I make all week.’


That day I was in there alongside my good friend Craig. We left the place with the same identical small black sun. Even now, after all this time we still greet each other the same way we did twenty years ago by throwing our forearms in the air and touching suns. If you saw us doing it and you didn’t know about the matching tattoos, you’d assume we were just really terrible at high fives.


The guy who ended up doing our tattoos was this junior tattooist by the name of Sean Sparks (cool name, right? Sounds like a super hero). At the time this was also Sean’s first-ever tattoo, which I think makes that one the bravest ink I’ve ever had done. Me and Sean are now really close mates, and I wouldn’t dare go to anyone else for some work. He’s an absolute artist. If you ever decide to get a tattoo yourself then I suggest you make the trip to Dover to see my man Sean!


It’s a big decision, getting a tattoo, and like most people there’s plenty of designs I’ve thought about getting but then decided against (thank God). Here’s some of the most ridiculous ones that have crossed my mind over the years.


1) 18


You know when you watch a movie and it says how old you have to be to watch it? I used to want that 18 logo on my shoulder. I can’t remember if it was to celebrate turning eighteen or to say, ‘Watch out, this guy’s as dangerous as an 18 film’, but both were terrible reasons.
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