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‘I think it is the responsibility of a citizen of any country to say what he thinks.’


Harold Pinter










To Jack and John, my two granddads,


who have both passed away.


Gone but never EVER forgotten.










Introduction


All right, me old chinas, it’s me, Danny Dyer.


I suppose if you’ve bought this book you must know who I am. For a day job I play Mick Carter, landlord of The Queen Vic in EastEnders. It’s a massive role, huge – and I don’t say that to be big-headed. It’s a big honour to play such a central character in such a beloved show, and I absolutely love what I do. It’s a dream come true for me. It gives me a platform to say who I am and what I think, give it to ya straight from the nag’s gob.


I know a lot of people see me as some sort of jack-the-lad, a bit of an airhead. One of the things I hear most often when I meet people is that they’re surprised what I’m like in person. So I’d like to give a pipe into who I really am, in my own words.


One thing about me, I am what I am. I’m an East Ender and we’re a certain sort. We’re a bit coarse, we say what we think, we have our own little walk, like penguins, a bit of a swagger.


One thing, any kids reading this – I ain’t no role model. Really, I ain’t. I swear, I drink, I do a lot that I shouldn’t. I’m a product of the inner city, a broken home, life on the streets. There’s nothing in that to look up to, nor down on. It’s just as it is. You gotta be your own person, not follow some celebrity.


I’m not trying to tell people what to do, or come over as like, ‘I made these mistakes so you don’t have to.’ I’m just saying how I feel, how life’s shaped me and if you take anything from that, great. If ya don’t, great too. I think people have to go their own way, I really do.


I think there’s something a bit weird about people who arrive fully cooked, completely sorted, get everything right first time. I didn’t but I wouldn’t have wanted to. They say you ain’t a jockey until you’ve fallen off ten times, and if you’re a motor racer who never crashes, you ain’t going quick enough. Life’s like that. Take my advice, don’t take my advice. Fuck things up a bit, life gets interesting that way.


So I don’t set out to offend anyone but I ain’t gonna paint myself as something I’m not. What you see in the following pages is me, not some toned-down, cleaned-up version. Warts ’n’all. Fucking big warts too in some cases. There’s quite a bit of swearing, and a lot of straight talk. A bit of anger and a lot of love.


Nowadays this is a risk. You are only ever one sentence away from a major career-ending shit storm.


I look at someone like Jeremy Clarkson and I wonder if he had some sort of self-destructive impulse. I see something of that in myself. I went through a period in my career where I was pushing the line constantly. I’m not sure I had the intention of screwing everything up but that’s how it turned out.


I nearly threw it all away: drink, drugs, doing too many films and not always worrying about the quality. You’ve got to play the game, adapt very quickly nowadays. The days of Oliver Reed are gone unfortunately.


So I’ve had an up and down life – and I’ve tried to write down some of the stuff that I’ve learned here.


It might surprise some people. Some of it surprised me. I’d never really thought about politics or anything like that before I wrote this book and it was interesting to me to put down what I thought on paper and see my ideas developing. It was interesting to do a bit of research too. Never thought I’d say that. I found out a bit about my manor I never knew before.


Not all of it was easy to put down. Contrary to what people think of me, I’m a bit soft when it comes to thinking about all the love I have in my life, and some of the love I’ve lost. Did I cry? Of course not, I’m a bloke. I was just suffering from hay fever, that’s all.


In this book, I’ve tried to be as honest as I always do, to give it to you straight. This is my chance to show the real me. That might offend some people, and to them, I respectfully say, ‘Stick it up your bottles.’


I also want to thank you, the people who like me and have shown an interest in me over the years – my fans, for want of a better word. I am blessed to be doing the job I’ve had since the age of fourteen. Acting is a job I love to do. To do it for the last twenty-odd years, all my adult life, and to love it, and to look forward to it, and to feel inspired by it, is a beautiful thing. If people didn’t want to watch me I wouldn’t have been able to do that. So, thanks. I really mean it.










Chapter 1


What do you need in a pub? Beer pumps, a bar, lino, a dart board and a pool table, maybe a telly for the football. Chairs and tables, clearly. Maybe a beer towel for colour. That’s it. You’re going in to have a drink and a laugh with your mates – you don’t need a six-course Thai menu and an interior by Laurence Llewelyn-Bowen to do that.


 


I love the East End. It’s my home, it made me. I wouldn’t be where I am now if it wasn’t for it. The spirit of the place is in me and I carry it with me wherever I go.


I’ve grown up with three different East Ends, when I think about it – the East End my dad and nan would tell me about, all bomb sites, streams and a life lived in the street. Then there’s the East End I grew up in. The bomb sites had been replaced by flats, people stayed indoors a bit more watching TV and stuff – they never had no tellies in my dad’s childhood. Still there was a bond. You knew your neighbours, looked out for each other.


Then there’s the East End of today. I know it less. The old rub-a-dubs have gone, the way we talk is dying out. The area has changed hugely under the influence of outsiders – rich and poor.


I’m not one of those who sit there saying, ‘Boo hoo, everything’s been wrecked.’ London’s a town where things change and change fast, always has been. Some things about the new East End are good, for sure. A lot of the old ways of thinking have broken down and that’s no bad thing.


My dad reckons that when he was growing up in the early sixties, it was like a paradise. Horses and carts were still on the streets and there was a massive sense of community.


He tells me about New Year’s Eve at midnight, when everyone would come out into the street, banging pots and pans, whatever they could get, to welcome in the New Year. All the Blue Star funnels on the ships would sound too. The docks were still busy then and everyone around there worked on them, or at Tate & Lyle up the road.


There was definitely a sense of togetherness then, because so much of life was lived in the street. My dad talks of the streets full of hundreds of men going to work, coming home, off to the football, the pub, the dogs and the speedway.


There was no staying in with the Xbox when he was a kid. West Ham held dog meetings twice a week, stock cars once and speedway once. Speedway was nearly as big as football back then.


As a kid my dad would offer to mind cars, then nick into the dog meet, have a penny on the dogs and be out in time to get his tip from the drivers. When the speedway was on, the place was rammed and there was none of this marshalling or whatever. The kids used to raid the pits to get the riders’ goggles.


Even to me it sounds like a different world.


One of the favourite games when he was a kid was getting an old basket on a couple of ropes and trawling it along a ditch. A ditch with animals in it, in the East End!


They’d get sticklebacks and newts out, take them home and put ’em in the bath. I can’t imagine a ditch like that in Custom House nowadays. He built rafts to go down the river, played in bomb shelters. The city was still a wreck, so much debris from World War II, that there was always something to find or to do. Dad brought a duckling back with him off the Thames and had it swimming about in the tin bath. Then he fed it a stickleback and it died – he buried it under the tree in the garden.


Some of the stuff they got up to would get you nicked now – building massive bonfires for Guy Fawkes Night on waste ground. One year a rival gang burned their bonfire early so my dad and his mates rebuilt it out of tyres and smoked out the neighbourhood for a week.


What comes over to me from his stories is how much life was lived in the street, how everyone knew everyone. There was fuck all indoors, really, the pubs were always rammed. West Ham, according to my dad, held more than Wembley. I can’t quite believe that but if he says it’s true, I’m not gonna argue.


When I was growing up, we still had that – little gangs of us roaming about all day – but by then the sticklebacks had gone and we spent our time collecting spliffs rather than birds’ eggs. Still, we had a sense of community and most of my childhood was spent roaming about the place, through concrete estates rather than bomb sites.


We had our own entertainment in lots of ways – tagging, breaking into the train yard to spray ’em all up, running around on building sites, diving out of the way of other gangs. It was no worse than my dad’s generation got up to really. They had their little mobs who’d fight each other, do a bit of nicking.


Not that my dad did the nicking. He’s always been a grafter – went to work in a butcher’s shop aged ten for a quid a day. But, as he says, they had nothing, really, so if you wanted much of a better life then there were only a few ways of getting it – villainy chief among them.


That old East End has gone, really. It’s not just our street life that has disappeared. It’s happened all over the country. Now we’re all indoors on our computers or stuck by the TV. Pubs are half empty a lot of the time.


Like all sorts of change, there are some good sides to that and some bad.


Let’s start with the good, because too often when people look at the present, they start whining on about how much better it used to be years ago.


Let’s be fair, people of my dad’s and granddad’s generation were pretty intolerant. Some people won’t see that as a bad thing, but I do. When you get out and see the world a bit you realize you can’t start saying that one group of people is a certain way and basically a bunch of slags and everything that people like you do is fine.


When you get outside the area, you realize there are plenty of people who don’t like Cockneys, incredible as that sounds. No, bear with me, it’s true. They have their own views of us, some right, some wrong. To some people we’re a bunch of criminal wide boys who’d rob their own grannies. That’s not right. I have never met anyone who would rob his own granny – one or two junkie scummers aside.


I have known Cockney diamonds and other total wankers. You can’t generalize.


But there’s no doubt that in my dad’s day people had narrower views of the world than they do now.


Homophobia and racism are the modern terms, though if you’d mentioned homophobia to my dad he’d have thought it was an album by The Who.


From the outside my dad might have looked homophobic but I don’t think it ever crossed his mind there was a problem with that. He was a bloke, of course he didn’t like gay men, poofs, as he would have called them. There was one sort of man who tolerated gay men and that was another gay man.


And you have to remember, when they were growing up being gay was illegal. So even the government was saying that being gay was wrong, and you can’t blame a bunch of basically quite uneducated people in the East End for agreeing with them, particularly when gay people kept their heads down at the time so you weren’t aware of knowing them in the way you might today.


A similar thing with racism, really. Our area – Custom House – was very white at that time. If a black fella walked in a pub everyone would turn their heads, it was unheard of. Black and Asian people were more around Hackney and a bit further in.


So the older generation never had any dealings with anyone but white people, and other Cockneys at that. Yes, they were racist but I prefer to think of them as a bit closed in and narrow-minded rather than bad. They were good people but just hadn’t been exposed to much of the world.


Of course, the reality of those things is a bit more and a bit less complicated than it might look from the outside. For a start, you didn’t need to be gay to suffer from homophobia and just because you were gay didn’t mean that you would.


My mum had a close friend who was very flamboyant, very obviously gay. Strangely, he was quite accepted in my area. It was like, ‘He might be a poof, but he’s our poof.’ The fact is, if people have long enough to get used to people – and he had grown up around there – their prejudices tend to vanish.


This is peculiar – it’s like they were saying, ‘The gay man I know is OK, it’s the ones I have never met I hate, despite knowing fuck all about them.’


He got his share of homophobia, I’m sure, but all the really bad things that happened to him happened outside the area, or so he told my mum.


I actually suffered from homophobia, despite not being gay. To my mates, and some who weren’t quite as matey, being an actor is exactly the same as being homosexual. There is no difference between the two. The bullying I got was sometimes horrible. I got ‘actress’ and ‘poofter’ and all the rest of it. It got so bad that I stopped telling people anything I was doing and used to sneak off to the acting and slide on back over the maisonettes smoking weed before anyone could even tell. It was like living two lives.


I’m not saying it made my life hell, just difficult. It got boring more than anything but I did get a glimpse into what it must be like to have someone sticking them labels on you every day and wanting to drag you down because of it.


Things have changed nowadays of course. There was an influx of black and Asian people into the area, and then, after City Airport, ExCel and the Olympics,  house prices started going through the roof.


A maisonette near my mother-in-law’s went for 300 grand the other day. It’s a two-bedroomed, tiny little place. But people want to live there because of how close it is to the City.


Some of this influence has been good. People are more mixed in than they were, a lot more tolerant. However, the place seems to have lost something to me. There’s a bit of an angry edge to it. Why is that? I’m sure there would be some who’d say, ‘It’s a bunch of foreigners coming in.’ To me it’s not that straightforward.


The East End is a dock area, so there’s always been a mix of people. It was known as a Jewish area years ago and all sorts have always settled there.


We’ve had some really brilliant people come into the area who have done nothing but add to it. One of them who settled on the manor was Squadron Leader Mahindra Singh Pujji – a Battle of Britain hero with balls bigger than King Kong. He fought non-stop through the Battle of Britain, then did fighter sweeps over Europe, conducting low-level attacks. After that he went to the Western Desert and after that to Burma to fight the Japanese. There he won the Distinguished Flying Cross. They reported it in the London Gazette:


 


This officer has flown on many reconnaissance sorties over Japanese occupied territory, often in adverse monsoon weather. He has obtained much valuable information of enemy troop movements and dispositions, which enabled an air offensive to be maintained against the Japanese troops throughout the monsoon. Flight Lieutenant Pujji has shown himself to be a skilful and determined pilot who has always displayed outstanding leadership and courage.


 


According to UKIP and other melts, we should have told him to fuck off back to India.


John Charles was born here – the first black player to represent England; Lennox Lewis just down the road in Stratford to Jamaican parents. Linda Lewis was an actress and singer who came from Custom House. First- and second-generation immigrants have added a lot to the area. Idris Elba, who I’m right proud of, was born in Canning Town to African parents. I knew him before he had his big break with The Wire, brilliant TV, when he was struggling a bit. It’s terrific he’s gone over to Hollywood and smashed it. A local boy and a proper actor.


Let’s not pretend it was all roses, though. Immigration was met with some resistance and you can see why. No one likes change and everyone thinks the way they grew up with things is the way it always was. People who didn’t like immigration were seen as bigots or evil but a lot of it was just the natural reaction to seeing any sort of change. It’s not that different to how people in small communities all over the world feel about outsiders coming in in numbers.


So then you get a sort of vicious circle happening. People feel mugged off by the immigrants, the immigrants feel mugged off by the people who are already there and before you know it, it’s gone a bit tits up.


You’ve got an immigrant group coming into an area where they’re not always welcome. The whole place is a shit heap when it comes to opportunity and they are on the bottom of that shit heap. So no wonder some of the kids turn a bit lairy. You’re despised by those around you and have no real chance of getting out of the place. That’s going to make anyone get fucked off.


On top of that you’ve got a whole other load of people coming in and buying up the houses. These people have got a lot of money and are living a life you can only dream about. Which is likely to get you even more fucked off. Us and them, all that.


Then all the people who have been there for years cash in and move out to Essex and suddenly there’s no community any more. No one knows each other like they did.
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That said, London has always had immigrants, it’s an immigrant city, and on the whole people have got on very well. The East End itself has always been right at the front of that – having the docks in it. Some of the friction is just that – people rubbing against each other while things settle down. Some of it’s nothing at all to do with immigration and just down to poverty and lack of opportunity. It will be interesting to see how the East End looks in thirty years’ time.


I won’t be there, but that’s nothing to do with immigration, or rather it is – the immigration of money.


One of the things that has changed around Custom House since I was a nipper is that the old boozers have been flattened and yuppie flats put up – that disgusts me. Pretty much, when the boozers went from the East End, so did I.


They were hubs for the community just like The Vic in EastEnders. All the kids knew they’d find their dad in one of them if he wasn’t indoors. They were magical places. In Prince Regent Lane there were three boozers all in one strip, old boozers like King Henry VIII might have drunk in – you had the Prince of Wales, the Nottingham Arms and The Barge.


That smell of the pub was wonderful to me as a boy. In them days you could smoke in the pub and you had that stale tobacco, the beer in the air, there would be no music necessarily, just that hum of Cockney voices, a big echo of laughter and then it would go quiet before bursting out loud again. There was a music to it, almost a rhythm.


Some of the East End pubs were listed buildings, and they burnt to the ground. Two weeks later, they’ve whacked flats up. I find it depressing.


People don’t seem to go to the pub like they did any more. I don’t know what’s changed. Supermarkets offering cheap drink? The smoking ban was never going to help.


And gastropubs. What are they about? I don’t come into a pub to have a Small Batch coffee and tuna drizzled in jus, whatever that is. I come in for a pint of beer, a game of pool and a packet of pork scratchings. Maybe even a jellied eel, for those of you who want to take the piss.


My idea of hell is eternity in a poncy wine bar. How anyone ever drinks somewhere like that, I don’t know. There’s no atmosphere, no dodgy characters everyone knows bowling in, no kids sitting smoking on the steps outside. Who wants to sit in a pub full of blokes in suits? It’s meant to have ‘ambience’. Well let me tell you, a pub full of pissed-up Cockneys smoking their heads off while they take the piss out of each other and everything around them has plenty of ambience.


I don’t condone underage drinking or smoking at all, but when I was a kid the pub actually kept us out of trouble. We’d sit on the steps and hope to nip in when no one was looking to finish up the pints – minesweeping we called it.


What do you need in a pub? Beer pumps, a bar, lino, a dart board and a pool table, maybe a telly for the football. Chairs and tables, clearly. Maybe a beer towel for colour. That’s it. You’re going in to have a drink and a laugh with your mates – you don’t need a six-course Thai menu and an interior by Laurence Llewelyn-Bowen to do that. It cheats the customer.


I cannot stand the idea of restaurant food in pubs.


I mean, what would happen if you decided you were going to take the other half out for a nice Thai meal and when you got into the restaurant there was a bunch of fat bastards in sportswear drinking cheap lager, filling out betting slips and talking bollocks in a loud voice? You’d feel short changed, particularly when they told you they didn’t do Thai food at all and all you were getting was a pickled egg. That’s the equivalent of what happens to me when I end up in a gastropub.


It’s not just pubs that are under threat, of course.


Whole communities face eviction in some cases from developers. Drugs explode because people can’t see any other way of making a living and before you know it you’re in a scary area.


The pubs were the old East End for me. I miss hanging around on the steps of a rough old boozer waiting for your old man to give you a quid for chips. The one my dad drank in had sawdust on the floor to mop up the beer and, to be honest, the blood that was spilled there.


I’m not going to pretend it was a paradise where we all went around hugging each other in a state of bliss. Tear-ups were regular as. I remember seeing numerous tear-ups outside the Nottingham Arms – geezers who’d been on the piss all day punching the granny out of each other. We’d stand over the road by the chip shop watching it spill out into the road. Then it would all get sorted out and they’d go back in the boozer. You’d get these fellas coming in who had something about them – very well-known men, boats, dangerous men. That gave the place an edge.


As a kid you looked up to them. Yes, you had to learn to hold your hands up or people would walk all over you but I don’t think that’s a bad thing.


A working-class upbringing is not all glamour, however, as I am about to show.


Some of the stuff that went on in them places would be enough to scar you for life. I would warn anyone of a nervous disposition to possibly look away now until the end of the chapter. This is life in all its glory and strangeness I’m about to tell you here and I think it might be a little bit much for some people. If you saw this in a film you might think it had come out of the imagination of a twisted degenerate who wanted locking up for the public good, but it happened right in front of my eyes.


I am going to describe what might be seen as my first sexual experience, which went on in one of them boozers, my mind has blanked which one, when I was about ten. Look, ya’ve been warned. This is not for the faint-hearted. Nor the weak-stomached. Nor quite a lot of other people, actually. To be honest, I wish I could blank it from my mind. So, that said, here goes.


It was one geezer’s birthday in the pub and at about noon they got a couple of strippers in. I think all people are beautiful in their own way, I’ve got no time for this idea that there’s only one standard for the way people should look. However, these women could best be described as rough and ready. They was ready and they was certainly rough – a bit of the Stone Age figure thing going on, never see twenty-one again, nor forty-one either, you get the picture? This isn’t some sweeping judgement on people of a certain age, either. We are judged by our actions, not how we look, and by their actions they was filth.


Anyway there’s fifty or so geezers in there and they start the act, trying to get someone from the audience involved in it. One of my mates, who I won’t name, was about sixteen at the time. The East End breeds some funny characters and he was as funny as they get. He gets up on stage with them and, in front of fifty geezers – make sure ya ready, not just eaten or nothing like that – she puts on a strap-on dildo and does him up the bottle. He was really into it. In the middle of the day in front of a crowd of Cockneys goading them on. Try doin’ the Lambeth Walk after that, you slag. I was not party to the goading. Not at all. It frightened the life out of me and I had a hard time understanding quite what was going on. I can still see the expression on his face. It was bizarrely refined, like Sherlock Holmes enjoying a bit of violin.


I had that buzzing around in me nut for the rest of the day, couldn’t get it out of me nut, really. He had a fixation about the old Khyber. When we went out and had a few drinks, he’d whip out a funnel, or a pipe. One of my clearest early memories is of him stood on his head with his legs wide open and a funnel sticking out of his arse, having vodka poured into it. He said it got him drunk quicker, went to his brain faster. I can’t work that out – your mouth’s nearer your brain ain’t it? I’m not a doctor and neither was he, although I never found out what happened to him later in life. Perhaps he went down the medical route. Or hospitality – he used to experiment with various drinks. One time he poured Bloody Mary in there. He fainted, I don’t know why. Well, I do know why, he’d been filled up with vodka and tomato juice. He wandered off. We found him by following the trail of tomato juice.


This is why, when people find me a little bit direct, a little bit rude, they have to understand where I’m coming from. To the average person in the street I may appear like a foul-mouthed Cockney who’s just crawled out of the gutter but, compared to the people I grew up with, I have the polish of The Duchess of Kent. Really, I’m shy. My fiancée Joanne says I’m shy anyway, but I suppose that anyone’s shy compared to a bloke who’s prepared to do a headstand while people use his arse as a cocktail mixer.


I wonder where he is now? Probably doing a headstand somewhere. I wish him all the best, though, he was a lovely geezer, if a bit odd.


There were other characters – like a mad homeless bloke called Ken. We used to give him little bits of our drinks, maybe the odd snout, coins, that sort of thing. Some of the older boys, though, used to be a bit cruel to him. One day they spiked his drink with LSD and chained him to a lamppost. I felt very sorry for him, out there in the sun, unable to get away, red hot tripping off his nut. They released him later in the day, came along and chucked him in the back of a van. It was a great advert for not taking drugs, chained up there on the main road.


He was all right, I saw him a few days later but there was no need for what they did to him and it upset me. Nowadays I would probably have called the Fire Brigade to come and get him out but in them days the idea would never have entered my head. It was depressing. People used to give him a clump the whole time, though some were kind to him. How do you get there, to have no one at all, and be at the mercy of any twisted slag who wants to take it out on ya? I don’t know but I know it made a lasting impression on me seeing someone that vulnerable and defenceless. People shouldn’t end up like that, we shouldn’t let ’em.


So, to be fair, it’s difficult to argue that the place has allowed standards to slip.


There wasn’t the gang thing when we was growing up, though – we was one area, one force. If another manor came over to our manor – Limehouse or Hackney, maybe somewhere south of the water – we’d all stick together and have it. Now they’re stabbing each other if you live in a different street.


Still, if it hadn’t have been for the kids, I’d have probably stayed there. Even until just a few years ago we lived in Joanne’s little flat in Custom House. It wasn’t easy there after I got famous, our house was like Stonehenge, we got so many people gawping at it. It was like the eighth wonder of the world. Even our bin was nicked. Have you tried getting a new bin? You’d have a better chance asking the council for a Jacuzzi. It took weeks and there I was prowling about the neighbourhood with bags of rubbish trying to sneak ’em into the neighbours’ bins. I don’t know what I would have said if I’d got snapped doing it. ‘Dyer hits new low bin-dipping,’ probably.


I didn’t mind living there because I was still happy – even though we ended up with a TV that was almost bigger than one wall. We lived there until about 2009, never thought to move really.


What changed it for me was realizing my daughter was starting to talk like the kids in the gangs do, kissing her teeth, all that. That wouldn’t have bothered me so much but I could see it wouldn’t be long before she got exposed to a very savage and unforgiving world. I felt like I was losing her to a whole new culture that I didn’t understand. I had to get her out of there, lively.


It sounds sexist – and probably is – but it would have bothered me less if she’d been a boy. I think you naturally feel more protective towards your daughters while, to an extent, you have to let your sons fight their own battles.


She was also getting a right attitude on her and I feared she might go off the rails.


Then – it was a bit like the straw that broke the camel’s back – Joanne was in the flat on her own and this hand just comes through the window and tries to nick her bag. I didn’t feel safe leaving her or my daughter there any more.


So we did what a lot of people did and fucked off to Essex. Overnight it was like I was a stranger in my own area. I thought, ‘I don’t know anyone round here any more, I don’t understand the mentality.’


Do I miss it? Of course, it’s my home and it’s left its mark on me. It’s still a great place but it was just my time to go.










Chapter 2


If I learned one thing off my mum, it’s that all the money in the world won’t help you unless you can get up in the morning, look in the mirror and be satisfied that you’re not one of life’s slags.


 


Women have been the most important people in my life, by far. My dad got booted out when I was nine and he wasn’t exactly a new man when it came to childcare before that.


Don’t get me wrong, I love my dad, but it was my mum and my nan who brought me up.


The women in my life have all been true East Enders – you could almost cast some of them directly in the soap. Take my nan – five foot nothing, smokes like a chimney, or did until the doctor gave her the red card on that, swears like a trooper and could knock a charging bull over with a headbutt. She is a tough woman who is never afraid to stand up for herself.


My mum is a huge influence on me, massive. She’s the kindest person I know and a pacifist. She works teaching prison inmates to read and write. She’s someone who can be massively proud of themselves because they’ve given to the world, not taken from it.


If I learned one thing off my mum, it’s that all the money in the world won’t help you unless you can get up in the morning, look in the mirror and be satisfied that you’re not one of life’s slags.


People often ask me about my ideal woman. Well, I’ve got it, ain’t I, in Joanne? Had it since I was fourteen. Fire, personality, a bit of spirit. A lot of spirit in Joanne’s case. Too much spirit, sometimes.
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