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Introduction





As the creator and executive producer of Would I Lie To You? I am rarely, if ever, asked to describe the moment of inspiration that led me to conceive the two-time BAFTA-losing show. I once tried talking to a stranger on the underground about it, but he shooed me away with a copy of the Metro and changed train at the next stop. I contacted my old school and offered to give a talk, but the headmaster never returned my calls. My dry cleaner turns the sign to ‘closed’ whenever I pass; my neighbours cross the street. Cats leap from walls when they see me approach; trees wither and die. I sense that I am getting a reputation as something of a bore, my Twitter follower begs to differ. Thank you @spambotfromhastings for your continued support.


Well, here at last is my opportunity to tell the world how I gave birth to Would I Lie To You? Settle in for possibly the longest anecdote in showbiz.


My story begins in East Grinstead when I fell off a ladder as a boy …


… OK, change of plan. After lengthy discussion with my publisher, Faber & Faber, during which one man fell asleep and another resigned, I have reluctantly agreed to save this story for another time. I do so with a heavy heart and no choice in the matter. Instead, I will simply introduce the book that you are holding in your hand, very possibly in a charity shop.


Would I Lie To You Presents The 100* Most Popular Lies of All Time is the product of several days’ work. If you’ve ever been lied to, or told a lie yourself, there’s every chance that lie will be humorously scrutinised somewhere in this book. It’s a book to dip into, a book to gift a friend, a book to file somewhere between your unread Dostoevsky and your well-thumbed Roddy Doyle.


Amongst the pages, you’ll also find the wit and wisdom of the show’s stars, Rob Brydon, Lee Mack and David Mitchell, who were obliged by hastily signed contracts to discuss many of the lies contained within. These discussions took place in a poorly ventilated room the morning after our most recent BAFTA defeat, but still their unwavering professionalism and illuminating insight leaps from the page.


I began by asking each of them to introduce this book in their own inimitable way, and I now hand you over to Rob Brydon who was brave enough to go first.


If you have read this far, you may as well read on. It can only get better.


 


Peter Holmes, executive producer,


Would I Lie To You?

















Introduction from Rob Brydon





Dear reader, I am hopeful that this introduction will help me to reach 50 per cent of the word-count I’m contractually obliged to deliver to Faber & Faber as part of a two-book deal.


Fans of Would I Lie To You? will be delighted at the compendium of lies, half-truths and deceits contained herein. You don’t need me to tell you that this book is the result of a lot of work, a lot of sweat and … something like that, blah, blah, blah, and so on.


Please enjoy this book, whether you’re dipping in, or cramming for an exam. Er … Da-di-da-di-da-di-da-di-da.




David:


How far down the page is he now?


Rob:


You get the idea, transcribe that and we’re on our way. So that’s my bit, David, it’s your turn.


David:


But you’ve stolen the idea of not giving a damn! All right, I’ll give it a go.




















Introduction from David Mitchell





Thank you for buying this book. Although it is a shame, perhaps, that at this festive time of year, you’ve chosen a product based entirely on falsity, and an increasingly discredited populist medium. Nevertheless …




Lee:


Is one more word.


David:


Nevertheless, from my point of view, you seeking out some merchandise can only enhance the brand of what I hope will continue to be a successful television programme. Personally, I’m more excited about the lunch box.


Don’t lie if it causes hurt, but do lie if it can get you out of a hole; and I mean that literally and metaphorically.


Merry Christmas, if indeed it is Christmas, which it’s perfectly possible it isn’t.


Lee, it’s your turn.




















Introduction from Lee Mack





THIS BOOK BELONGS TO





 





 


AGE —————

















LIE # 1


“ I am away for two weeks with NO access to email. ”





As lies go, this is one we have all told and secretly all respect. It’s also a lie we’re so committed to that we engage a machine to tell it for us. The night before we leave the office for a much-needed break we open our Out of Office Assistants and type the lie: ‘I am away for two weeks with no access to email.’ There, it must be true. It says so in black and white, and it’s not in Comic Sans.


Those less confident will opt for the ‘I’m away for two weeks with limited access to email’ and those who are afraid of being caught out and not very good at lying will type something like: ‘I’m away for two weeks and Derek, the man who owns the cottage we are staying in, said the wi-fi is pretty patchy and often cuts out if any horses come too close to the kitchen door, so I probably won’t be able to check email that much, if at all, so please wait until I’m back unless it’s urgent, in which case try Martin who sits at the desk near me (he’s got red hair and is often eating cereal).’


The sad fact of the modern world is that we shouldn’t have to tell this lie at all. What’s wrong with just going on holiday? That’s what people used to do. In a pre-digital age you could clock off on a Friday evening and completely forget about work for two weeks. You could happily sit on the beach or wander around museums nursing a pint without fear of anybody from the office bothering you. But then things got all ‘connected’ and mobile phones happened and suddenly you found yourself stood in the queue for the zoo wiping jam off a toddler’s face while conference-calling Australia. So ultimately, you’re forced to lie.


We all know that internet access can be a bit slow in places, sometimes it even cuts out, but to have no access whatsoever is almost impossible in this Google-sponsored world. What you’re really saying is: ‘I’m on holiday and I’m not planning to look at emails and I don’t want to be bothered by you, and yes, I know there is a hillock round the back of the cottage where it’s possible to stand on an old barrel and get a bit of signal but I don’t want to do that, and yes, I do remember last August when John used to take that pedalo out every morning to that spot opposite the church in the old town where he could tap into the occasional passing tanker’s wi-fi and keep up to date with the latest developments in the office but that’s John and he’s been deeply depressed since his wife left him and I don’t want my life to turn out like his.’


And that’s OK. Most of us are happy to read your Out of Office message and pretend that we believe it, because we know that we’ll be writing exactly the same thing when it’s our turn to go on holiday. The ones that find it insulting are office bores with no life outside of the workplace, pale skin and high blood pressure. They think ‘work’ in itself is important and that is their great mistake.


Forget them and hurl your laptop into the sea. They are for the early grave and the Out of Office tombstone.

















LIE # 2


“My alcohol intake is about eleven units a week.”





When a doctor asks you how many units of alcohol you drink per week they are not expecting a straight answer. Every time they ask the question they know that the patient is going to say a figure less than the actual amount they consume. The challenge for the patient is to say a figure that seems plausible; the challenge for the doctor is to look like they actually believe it.


The conversation usually goes something like this.




Doctor:


How many units of alcohol would you say you drink per week?


Patient [stalling for time]:


Have you read The Wasp Factory?


Doctor:


There’s no need to take off your trousers.


Patient [pulling trousers back up]:


Sorry, I thought you asked to look at my knee.





Once this pantomime is out of the way he asks you again and you start to make the mental calculations. You know that men are advised to drink no more than twenty-one units per week, and for the purposes of this book entry I am assuming, dear reader, that you are a man. (But not just any old man, a feminist man. A man who follows Caitlin Moran on Twitter and has a poster of Pussy Riot on his wall.)




Patient:


Well I doubt I drink as much as they advise. I rarely reach the twenty-one units a week.


Doctor:


That’s not a target, that’s a limit.


Patient:


And a very generous one at that, if you ask me!


Doctor:


So how many would you say?





Now your brain goes into calculation mode. You didn’t have a drink last night at all, so theoretically if the week began last night you could say you drank none. But, realistically, you did drink the night before that, and the one before that, so that probably counts. And the night before that was Friday when you really let your hair down and ended up in a karaoke bar singing that Crash Test Dummies song at your own reflection. Then there was Thursday when you had a fairly boozy lunch and on Wednesday you won the pub quiz, even though you were completely drunk. That was mainly because Debbie was there, and she is so clever. What does she see in Steve? Tuesday was a quiet one – just a couple of lagers in front of the football and on Monday you only finished off Sunday’s wine. So all in all, that’s what, about ten units?




Patient:


Remind me, how much is a unit of alcohol?


Doctor:


A pint of strong lager is about three units, the same for a large glass of wine.





You think back to the pub quiz night, and how you took your shirt off as you collected your prize, and how later that night Steve asked you to get out of Debbie’s front garden. Apparently they were trying to sleep.




Patient:


Then I’d say my alcohol intake is about eleven units a week. Sometimes less, sometimes a touch more, but well, there’s no point in lying to you. Let’s say eleven.





Brilliant, you think. The imperfectness of the number eleven, the flattery of his position, the acknowledgement that other people in this situation might lie. If you weren’t at the doctor’s you’d have a glass of wine to celebrate, but instead you just smile and say your goodbyes. Alone in his room the doctor closes your file and sighs. It’s only two thirty and he’s here until six. He takes a bottle from the filing cabinet, has a nip, and makes a mental note to buy some mints on the way home.

















Lies to watch out for from … Plumbers




LIE # 3


“I’ll need to get a part.”





Imagine you are a plumber. You have been to plumbing school and passed your plumbing exams. You have bought a van and painted the name of your plumbing business on the side*. You have advertised your business on local shop windows and paid for an advert in the local paper. You have asked your neighbour’s thirteen-year-old son to design you a website because he is good with computers. (He’s nearly done it, but had to stop for karate practice; it should be ready by Tuesday.) The phone rings. You answer it. The person on the other end is freezing cold and wants you to come and fix their boiler. Your first job! You’ve made it! You are a plumber!


You read the Daily Mirror for a bit and drink a chocolate milk, then hop into your van and drive to the freezing cold house. The person inside is pleased to see you. They get you to feel the ice-cold radiators and take you to the boiler cupboard. You recognise the make and model from plumbing school. There are only really two types of boiler and this is one of them. The pilot light is out and it won’t restart. You remove the cover from the boiler and see that a valve needs replacing. As this is your first day as a plumber you don’t have this valve on your van, so you tell the freezing cold person that you’ll need to go and get it from a shop. They don’t really care; they just want it fixed. So you drive to a plumbers’ merchants, pick up the part and bring it back to the house. You fix the boiler and check that the heating is now working. You charge them for two hours’ labour plus the cost of the valve. If you’d had the part on the van it would only have been an hour’s labour, but they are warm now so everything is all right. They pay you and you drive home in your van. Your plumber’s van. After all, you are now a plumber.


The next morning, your phone rings again. Somebody is freezing cold and needs your help. You eat a bag of Monster Munch and drive to their house. They show you to the boiler, it’s the same make and model as the one you fixed yesterday. You open it up and see that the same valve needs replacing. As this is only your second day of being a plumber you don’t have the valve on your van so you tell the shivering person you’ll need to go and get a part. You drive back to the plumbers’ merchants you went to yesterday and buy another valve. You drive back to the house, fix the boiler, take the payment and get back in your van. You’re about to drive home when your phone rings. A cold person needs your help to fix their boiler. Two jobs in one day! Your reputation as a plumber is growing. You eat some sausage and chips in the van then drive to the chilly house.


The owner answers the door in a thick jumper and scarf. They show you their boiler. It’s just like the two you’ve already fixed. You open it up and see that the valve needs replacing. As this is still only your second day of being a plumber you don’t have a new valve on the van so you tell them you’ll need to go and get a part. You drive to the plumbers’ merchants and pick up another valve. As you take it to the counter you are struck by an incredible thought. What if I bought a whole box of these valves? you think. I wouldn’t need to keep coming back here every day. I could fix the boilers in half the time and save money on petrol.


You buy a box of valves, and while you are there you pick up other parts you anticipate might need replacing in the course of your work. You load them into your van, drive back to the igloo and fix the boiler. The cold person pays you for the part and the labour and you drive home eating some ham.


That evening the boy from next door shows you the website he’s been working on. It looks pretty good but he’s spelled ‘plumber’ wrong. He’s written ‘plumer’. Nobody needs a ‘plumer’. He tells you he’ll fix it but he’s got to go to judo now. It should be done by Friday.


The next morning, your phone rings. A cold person wants you to fix their boiler. You eat a bun and drink a bottle of Lucozade. You drive to their house and look at the boiler. It’s just like all the other boilers you’ve fixed and it needs a new valve. You’ve got about twenty of them on the van. You bought them yesterday, anticipating this very problem. You look at your watch. This job is going to be done very quickly, about half the time of all the others. And that’s when you realise the fault with your new way of working. Half the time is half the money. Who in their right mind works for half the money when freezing cold people are happy to pay double just to get warm? You replace the boiler cover and think about this for a while. You head downstairs and find the owner. They are sat on the sofa wearing a duffel coat and a balaclava. Their breath clings to the air like puffs of fog, their fingers are blue. They ask you if you know what the problem is. You tell them you do, and that it’s pretty easy to fix, and then for the first time in your new career you tell the big fat lie, ‘I’ll need to get a part.’


Congratulations! You really are a plumber! You told the great plumber lie!


You climb into your van and drive about four streets away. You park up at the side of the road and eat some cheese. You listen to Talk Radio. While sat there you notice another plumber’s van parked up on the other side of the road, and another just in front of that. Another one swings into view in your rear-view mirror and parks up behind you. Another one parks behind that and then another and another. The street is now full of plumbers who have gone to get a part. You swap knowing looks and share Pringles together. Someone gets a football and starts a plumbers’ kick about; someone grabs a ukulele and sings a plumbers’ song. You link arms, all plumbers together, and join them in a chorus, singing at the top of your voice, ‘We’ve gone to get a part, we’ve gone to get a part, we won’t be back for over an hour, we’ve gone to get a part!’


An hour passes and an alarm sounds on a plumber’s phone. Legions of bald men scurry to their vans and climb into their cabs. The street is filled with the sound of Ford Transit doors slamming and engines revving. You inch into the traffic and head for the broken boiler. You replace the valve and get the heating pumping around the house. The customer removes their balaclava and asks you for the bill. You check your watch and note the time. You explain that strictly speaking you are now into the third hour, but you’ll knock the last ten minutes off and call it two. You take their money and say your goodbyes. They thank you for being so good about the time.


Back in your cab you sit in silence for a moment fingering the thickness of your wallet. Today, for the very first time, you peeked behind the curtain and it felt almost spiritual. You eat a king-size Mars and drink two litres of Coke. It feels good to be alive. Your phone rings. A cold person wants you to come and fix their boiler. You tell them you’re sure you can fix it by the end of the day, but you might just need to go and get a part.




* To decide the name of your plumbing business you need to consider all the options. They are as follows.


Option 1: Use your first name only, e.g. ‘Mark’s Plumbing’. Unless you have a really interesting first name, something like D’Artagnan, this is not a good option. It sounds a bit weak and unmemorable.


Option 2: Use your surname, e.g. ‘Higson’s Plumbing’. This is a better option and carries a bit more weight. If you are planning to trap your son into becoming a plumber you can add the ‘and son’ to the side of the van now, though that may feel like a noose around his neck for the entirety of his childhood. Adding ‘and daughter’ makes you sound progressive and interesting. This will play well with the ABC1 clients. Even if you don’t have a daughter this is probably worth doing. In a crowded marketplace you will stand out.


    Remember, some surnames are not good names for plumbers. Leak, Drip, Bodge or Ripoff spring to mind.


Option 3: Give your business a catchy name, usually based around a pun. Floody Marvellous, Cistern Addicts, It’s Draining Men will all look good on your van and will entertain other motorists.




















LIE # 4


x (Kiss)





 Did you really mean to sign off with an ‘x’ when you texted your meter reading to Southern Water?


Did you really mean to give the man from Foxtons a ‘x’ at the end of the email saying you were no longer looking for flats in the Petts Wood area? Did you really mean to send a text to the mechanic asking what time you can pick your car up, and end it with a ‘x’?


Do you actually want to kiss the computer at Southern Water? On the lips? And what about the man from Foxtons? Are you actually saying you would kiss him ON THE LIPS if you met him? No. The mechanic though, he is quite cute. So maybe.


There was an age when the only time you would sign off a message with a ‘x’ was to a close loved one. There was good reason for that: because ‘x’ means ‘kiss’.


So why did we start sending kisses to our bosses, our workmates and that bloke from the Red Lion? Do we want to kiss them? No. So why are we saying we feel so well disposed towards them that we would actually like to kiss them?


It was the text message that changed the way people behaved. Suddenly a message that just said ‘See you in the pub at 8’ looked a little naked if it didn’t have some sort of punctuation mark on the end. A smiley emoticon soon became a bit naff if you were over twelve. Sometimes an exclamation mark could fill the void! Or a question mark? But if the message didn’t require them, then you’d just go for a ‘x’.


And then everyone was getting them: people you’d just met, hairdressers, Camden Council. They all got kisses. And that meant that one ‘x’ was no longer enough. Pretty soon you were having to decide if a Polish odd-job man whose name you weren’t sure of deserved two or three ‘x’s – and that’s someone whose number you had recorded in your phone as ‘Pavel??? Polish Man’.


But you might say, this isn’t a lie. Everyone knows you don’t actually want to kiss them. It’s just a sign-off, a piece of punctuation, a formality. It’s the same as ending a letter with ‘yours sincerely’ – no one is actually being sincere; it’s just how you end things.


The lying comes when you decide to remove the ‘x’ from the text to a loved one, when you feel that they are somehow in your bad books. You know they’ll notice that there’s no kiss, and that’s as good as saying you currently care for them less than someone from esure or Trailfinders. You want them to notice you’re cross, and you know that missing off the ‘x’ will leave them in no doubt. You’re even hinting that maybe that’s it. You never want to kiss them again, you’re so furious.


But the truth is, you’re lying, because you know there’s no one in the world that could replace them.


Yours sincerely,


x



















It’s very common on text and email to sign off with an x for a kiss. Do you worry about who you are kissing?


Lee:


I don’t worry at all because I have a blanket ban on it.
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Rob:


I have a blanket insistence on it. I kiss people I barely know and I attribute that to my enduring theatricality.


Lee:


If it takes up too much space to put ‘enduring theatricality’ just put ‘falseness’.


Rob:


Or if you’re really pushed, just put ‘berk’.


Lee:


Yes.


 David :


That works.
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Lee:


My basic rule is this: don’t put a kiss unless you would kiss them on the lips.


David:


I would accept that logic and if I was a more demonstrative person I think I would put a kiss if I would kiss that person on the cheek, but I don’t even do that.


Lee:


Well, a kiss on the cheek counts for nothing nowadays because everyone’s kissing everyone and everyone is hugging everyone.


David:


Except in the moment where you decide OK, I’m going to go in for the kiss and then, oh no, suddenly kissing’s been banned; suddenly I’m disgusting!


And do you go for one or two kisses?


David:


I like to be awkward, so whatever they’re thinking they don’t do, I’ll go for that. I’m hoping for a big nose bump.


Rob:


I’ve become a double kisser, but I’d like to go back to just giving one.


 Lee :


Why can’t we just go back to being repressed? That was great.


David:


Yes, what this country needs is a major bacterial infection that will stop all this unnecessary touching.


Lee:


Good idea.


David:


I only put kisses on texts and emails to my wife and that’s it.
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Rob:


Well that’s as it should be. But do you know what has really helped in all this? The emoji. I’ve adopted them quite recently. In fact I used one this morning with a little wink for one of my kids.


Lee:


My rules are: I will not wink at anyone in a text unless I would wink at them face to face.


Rob:


Well, I like them because I do think that they can convey exactly what you want to convey. Sometimes with a little embarrassed face, sometimes with a proud face. I think they are rather nice and rather helpful.


 David :


Yes, because everyone’s been struggling to express human emotion using just the English language for hundreds of years and now all that poetry is thankfully over because we can just use an emoji that sums us up. So, bad luck, Shakespeare, now we can use it all as loo roll.


Rob:


But think what he could have accomplished had he had access to emojis. ‘Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?’ would have been a question mark followed by a lovely picture of some beautiful idyll …
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David:


Yes, the subtlety of Shakespeare’s emojis would make the Mona Lisa look like a big grinning bird.




















LIE # 5


“We really must go for a drink sometime.”





It’s an old friend. It’s someone from school. It’s someone you went to college with. It’s a person from a company your company used to work with. It’s an old flame. It’s a friend of a friend.


It’s nice to see them when you bump into them in the street or in Marks & Spencer’s food hall or at a funeral or at a party at a friend of a friend’s house or on a train, as long as you aren’t heading in the same direction. ‘Where are you heading? … Oh, I’m going to a slightly different place by a slightly different route.’


You actually enjoy talking to them, they seem all right really. Nice to chat to for a bit. Not for ages – a chat with an end in sight. And then, just as you are getting off the train or packing your bags at the tills, one of you absent-mindedly utters the words: ‘We must go for a drink sometime.’


And the other one answers, ‘Yes, that would be nice.’


At this particular point, neither party is lying. Yes it would be nice to go for a drink at some point. That doesn’t sound awful. As long as it never actually happens.


Because both of you know that the phrase ‘We must go for a drink sometime’ doesn’t actually mean you want to go for a drink with someone. It just means ‘I like you enough to say that I’d like to go for a drink with you that never actually happens.’ Everyone knows that, don’t they?


That’s the beauty of the word ‘sometime’. It sounds like it should have the word ‘soon’ on the end, so that it feels slightly urgent, but it could actually mean ‘at the end of time and space’.


And most of the time it doesn’t happen. Which is great. No one says anything else about it. Both parties happy in the knowledge that they would theoretically like to give up a small portion of an evening to chew the fat, as long as it never actually happens in reality. It’s just enough to know that that is the level of ambition you have for this particular relationship – a friendly non-relationship. And if you see each other again, at the doctors or on a bus or at a wedding or in a National Trust property car park, then you’ll exchange pleasantries and say, ‘We must go for that drink sometime.’


Because, once you’ve had the time to think about it, if you ever actually went for a drink with them, you have no idea what you would talk about. It would be awful. It would be boring. They would be boring. What a waste of an evening you could be doing nothing in.


But occasionally one of you gets the wrong end of the stick. One of you actually forgets that neither of you actually wants to go for a drink with the other person. One of you – normally not you, normally the other person obviously – starts to actually try to make arrangements for it to actually happen.


Whether this is because they believe your relationship is more intense than it actually is, or because they are somehow calling your bluff, doesn’t matter, because there’s no way of telling the two apart. You get an email headed ‘Drink?’ and saying something along the lines of: ‘Thought I would get the ball rolling for this drink thing. How you fixed the week after the week after next?’


Of course, you’re busy the week after the week after next. But you say you might be free the week after the week after the week after next. They’ll probably never even get back to you. But they do. A date is arranged. The week after the week after the week after next. Place to be confirmed nearer the time. It’s OK, because you know the meeting will never actually happen.


The first time, the meeting is cancelled because something unavoidable comes up a few days before. You feel compelled to rearrange the date, the week after the week after the week after next, to keep up the dance.
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