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About the Authors


Stephen was born in Sittingbourne in Kent. He is a hairdresser and one of the stars of Channel 4’s award-winning show Gogglebox. He lives in Brighton with his fiancé Daniel and their dogs Betsy, Babs and Princess. Stephen’s favourite saying is ‘knickers knackers knockers’.


Chris was born in Chesham in Buckinghamshire. He is a hairdresser and one of the stars of Channel 4’s award-winning show Gogglebox. He lives in Brighton (is there an echo in here?) with his fiancé, Tony, their dogs Freddie, Buddy and Rusty and their feral cat, Sherbert. He has an amazing shoe and bag collection.




About the Book


Gogglebox’s Stephen and Chris shot to fame from their sofa in Brighton and captured our hearts with their flamboyant humour, filthy language and adorable sausage dogs. But there’s a lot more to them than that. The ex-partners have both had their fair share of ups and downs, and here in their joint memoir they carry us through their histories on a wave of hilarious back-and-forth conversations and killer one-liners.
 

CHRIS: I lied to my mum because I knew I’d get into so much trouble if she thought I’d electrocuted my sister.


STEPHEN: I texted my friend Lorna and said, ‘Do you remember Chris from Brighton? Is he a yes or no?’ And she said, ‘No!’ 


CHRIS: Stephen bought a Valentine’s dinner for himself that I could barely eat and I got cat food and an Easter egg. 


STEPHEN: When beards go out of fashion a lot of people are going to realise they’ve been dating ugly blokes.


 Pull up a chair and join in the conversation as Stephen and Chris laugh us through growing up in big families on council estates in the eighties (where Chris decorated his mum’s house like an Indian takeaway every Christmas, and Stephen nicked vegetables from people’s allotments) and share some of their tougher times too. Funny, frank and often quite ridiculous, We Need to Talk is as entertaining and outrageous as the boys themselves.




Stephen: I’d like to dedicate this book to my mum, Pat, my sisters Denise, Sharon and Beverley and my ‘famous five’ friends, Kerry, Lorna, Melissa, Madlen and Lee, who have all shaped me in one way or another during the many years I’ve known them. And to Daniel, whose love and support makes my life just perfect! And to Chris: we both know I’m the funny one, bitch.


Chris: I want to dedicate this book to my incredible parents, Doreen and Jack, for bringing me into the world. Marie and Sharon, the two greatest sisters anyone can have, and the rest of my crazy, brilliant family. To Tony, my wonderful, supportive, kind, handsome fiancé for always being there and taking such good care of Freddie, Rusty, Buddy, Sherbie and I. All my fantastic friends, past and present, for making me who I am today. And finally, Stephen. You couldn’t have done this without me.




WELCOME!


STEPHEN


Fucking hell, Chris, we’ve written a book. A whole book. 


CHRIS


I know! I really hope people like it. There are so many bits I love. Obviously the carrot story is a highlight.


STEPHEN


Obviously. There would be no book without the carrot story. Weirdly, I learnt a lot about you while we were writing it. I thought I know pretty much everything there is to know. You’re not exactly shy.


CHRIS


I’ve got hidden depths. We’ve both been through quite a lot and I don’t know about you, but for me it feels really good to get my story out there. We’ve been very honest. Maybe too honest in parts. But you only live once, don’t you?


STEPHEN


Exactly. If you’re going to write a book you may as well do it properly and not hold anything back. Although I’m not sure you should have told everyone that cider story … 




Chapter One


HEELS OF DREAMS


Stephen: ‘Going to the allotment was something we’d look forward to. Especially when it got dark and we used to nick everyone’s vegetables.’


STEPHEN


I grew up in Sittingbourne, a town in north Kent. To be honest, not an awful lot happens there. I was born in the front bedroom of our little terrace house in Harold Road, and I was the only one of my siblings to be born at home. 


Mum had already had two kids, Denise and Paul, when I came along. Paul was born on 14 July 1970, and I was born on 26 July 1971, so we were ridiculously close together and probably explains why my mum was eight months pregnant before she even realized she was having another baby. She went to her doctor and said, ‘I can’t lose any weight,’ and he replied, ‘That’s because you’re pregnant again.’ She was a bit like, ‘Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’ve already got two.’


I’m convinced that’s the reason I’ve got such a flat head now. My mum had just been through pregnancy and giving birth twice and then I came along by surprise and I think she was bored of the whole thing. I think she used to leave me in my cot all day and wander past every now and again to make sure I was okay or tell me to stop crying, and I think all that lying down gave me a weird shaped head. 


CHRIS


The poor cow probably had postnatal depression already, and then she had to deal with you on top of everything else. 


STEPHEN


She probably did, to be fair. And then old flathead here comes along. 


My mum was quite strict and all we ever heard when we were kids was ‘shut up’. My cousin Janette swears she thought her name was ‘shut up’ for the first five years of her life. I spent a lot of time with my cousins growing up.


My sister Sharon came along a few years later and by that time the rest of us kids were in school and nursery so at least that made things a bit easier on mum. Then my dad left when Sharon was two, I was five, Paul was six and Denise was eight. He literally just fucked off over to Holland, shacked up with some woman and never came home. 


I did go and visit my dad a couple of times. The first time I went I was about seven and he already had two more kids. He’s got six more in total now. 


Mum used to have to take us all the way to France on a ferry and he’d drive down from Holland to collect us. Whenever we went I felt miserable because I always wanted to stay with my mum. 


Dad had been in the middle of renovating our house so the downstairs was completely gutted and there wasn’t a staircase going to the top floor, so we had to use a ladder to get up and down. I remember that really clearly. 


There were two bedrooms right opposite each other and Paul and Denise used to love jumping back and forth into the doorways. One day I was standing in one of the rooms watching them and they told me I had to jump but I was absolutely terrified. Eventually I built up the courage to give it a go, but when I finally leapt across Paul closed the other door and I fell all the way to the ground floor and broke my leg. 


Because the house was in such a state and we had no money coming in, it got to the point where mum couldn’t pay the mortgage so we got evicted. We moved into a really dodgy council estate called Eagle’s Close, which thankfully is being knocked down now. It was rough as arseholes and one of my first memories is of walking down the road with Paul, Denise and Janette and turning a corner into the estate that was going to be our new home. There was a burnt-out car and rubbish strewn everywhere. The unmarried mothers’ home was two doors up from us and even at that young age I remember thinking, ‘that’s where the naughty girls live’.


It was such a horrible place that for the first six months mum didn’t let us go out of the house apart from to go to school. Then one day she’d clearly had enough of us hanging round all the time and she said, ‘We’re not going anywhere so you’ve just got to get out there and learn to defend yourselves.’ And that was it. We were on our own, and I wasn’t the toughest little boy in the world. 


Mum met another man called John a few years later and they had my sister, Beverley, but their relationship didn’t last long. So there was my mum with five kids and no man to help bring us up. What a fucking nightmare.


CHRIS


But from what you’ve told me in the past you all really pulled together?


STEPHEN


We did when we needed to. But even though Paul and I were really close in age we didn’t get on at all. We shared a room and I was always moving the furniture around to make the room look prettier. My mum used to do it with our living room so I must have picked it up from her. I still do it in the salon now. 


But one day, I went downstairs and I said to my mum, ‘Can I move in with the girls?’ She took a long drag on her fag, shrugged and said, ‘Yeah.’ So I moved into my sisters’ bedroom and that was much more fun. 


CHRIS


You’re mad. I would never have asked to move in with my sisters. 


STEPHEN


Our favourite game to play was ‘Pat and Jill’. My mum is called Pat and Jill was our nextdoor neighbour. We’d dress up and put jumpers on our heads so they looked like wigs. Then we’d pretend to be my mum and her mate. We’d do that for hours and we bloody loved it. We’d repeat whatever we’d heard Pat and Jill talk about. For instance, ‘Jill’ would say, ‘Well, Brian didn’t come home again last night,’ and ‘Pat’ would whisper angrily, ‘Baaaaastard.’ 


CHRIS


I did a similar thing growing up. My sisters and I had a game called … Sisters. 


STEPHEN 


Imaginative. 


CHRIS 


Can you guess what it was about? Stephen and I had quite a similar upbringing in a lot of ways. I grew up in a place called Chesham, which was also a shithole. My family – my mum Doreen, my dad Jack, my younger sister Sharon and my older sister Marie – lived in the cemetery lodge because my dad was a gravedigger. This was back in the days when they used to dig holes by hand as well. 


STEPHEN 


When Chris first told me about his dad I shouted, ‘Fuck off!’ and started singing the theme tune to The Addams Family. It still makes me piss myself now.


CHRIS


We lived in this flint house on the edge of the cemetery, and not surprisingly it was really haunted. We used to see ghosts all the time. This man used to float out of the loft and stand at the end of my bed staring at me. Then he’d turn around and go and look at my little sister Sharon in the cot. She was only about three at the time but even now she clearly remembers this man looking through the bars at her.


STEPHEN 


I’ve never seen a ghost so I can’t say I don’t believe in them, but I’m still not sure I do.


CHRIS 


Well, this shit happened. We stayed in that house until I was five and then my dad decided he didn’t want to dig graves anymore. The house came with the job, which obviously meant we had to move. He got a job at the Bucks Examiner, which is a local paper, and became a printer. 


We moved into a council estate nearby, but unlike Stephen’s one it was lovely with loads of trees and everyone looked after their gardens. A lot of the houses had been sold off privately, but then the council started buying them back and moving people in from the horrible estate over the other end of Chesham and it went really downhill. You don’t have nice green lawns there now; you have washing machines in people’s front gardens. 


STEPHEN


You know places are dodgy when people keep their white goods in their front gardens. 


CHRIS 


And a burnt-out car or two kind of ruins the ambience. The best thing about moving to the estate was that I had my own room. The cemetery lodge was only a two-bedroomed house so I’d shared with Sharon and Marie. Having my own space was amazing. They were so much messier than me, and I had much better taste in home furnishings. 


It also meant I kind of had two bedrooms because I always thought that what was theirs was mine. I used to sneak in and play with their dolls when they weren’t around. Stephen was lucky that he had a brother because he had a bit of male influence but I grew up playing with Sindys and Barbies. Sindy was always so much better than Barbie. She was much more flexible and she always ended up with Ken because her legs spread. Barbie’s legs were locked.


I never had an Action Man because they didn’t appeal to me but I loved all the female dolls. I also loved make-up and shoes. I was reminiscing with some friends the other day and they said to me, ‘Chris, we knew you were gay. You were the most coordinated one out of all of us. Your jumper always matched your shoes.’


Sharon had this black leotard that I loved. I used to wear it all the time and I loved the fact that when I put it on my willy disappeared. I used to spin around their room wearing it singing this song I’d made up which went, ‘Aeroplane, aeroplane, why are you flying?’ I think I thought I was a ballerina. 


Even though I didn’t want to be in the same bedroom as them I missed my sisters and I still wanted to hang out with them all the time. That’s when we made up our cleverly named game, Sisters. 


Sisters basically involved us nicking my mum’s clothes and make-up and dolling ourselves up as if we were going out. And that was it. That was the game. I always insisted on being the prettiest sister, which made Sharon and Marie really angry. But I left them with no choice because I refused to play unless I got to wear the nicest outfit. 


I used to get cross if my sisters didn’t do their make-up very well because I felt like I was a bit of a natural with that kind of thing. That kind of set the tone for my later years… ! 


When Marie got a bit older she didn’t want to play with Sharon and me anymore so we were together constantly. One of our favourite things to do was play Tarzan and Jane in the bath. Sharon was always Tarzan and I was Jane. My job as Jane was to stay at home and make dinner and I’d be sat in the bath swirling the water around and pretending to cook while Sharon would be swinging from the shower rail making Tarzan noises. Every time we played she’d say to me, ‘When can I be Jane?’ and I’d shout, ‘NEVER!’ I was quite possessive about that role.


We had a big grassy area out the front of the house and we used to play on there every day. We’d do roly-polys down it and play schools and all sorts. All the other kids on the estate used to come and hang out there.


Then one day we came home to find that my dad had dug up the entire garden and planted dahlias. So we lost our playground. Everyone used to say how amazing dad’s dahlias were and we were furious about them. 


The dahlias were really prone to earwigs so my dad used to attach canes to them all and then hang pots with straws in to catch all the earwigs. Every night my dad would shake the pots out and we’d have to stamp on the earwigs to try and kill them. I hated them. I also developed a massive fear of spiders as a kid, which I still have now. I have to check behind the curtains before I pull them and I won’t have windows open at night time in case any crawl in. It’s especially perilous because I live in a bungalow. My mum is so scared of them she blocks up all the sinks in her house.


My fear started when I was four. We had an old shed in the garden of Cemetery Lodge that was full of spiders’ webs. Often flies would get caught in them because my dad’s fishing maggots would hatch, and my dad said it was like Wacky Races trying to see which of the spiders would get to the fly first. Back then I thought spiders were funny, but that soon changed. 


Marie and I decided to go out into our shed and jump out to scare our dad when he came in. But he didn’t realize we were in there so he shut the shed door and we were trapped in there in the pitch black with a load of spiders. We were screaming our heads off and ever since then we’ve been terrified.


When I was a teenager my dad and Sharon once pretended they were going to get a baby tarantula as a pet and I threatened to move out. By the time they came back I had my bags packed ready to go. Then they broke the news it was a ‘hilarious’ joke. 


Even though it wasn’t the prettiest place you’ve ever seen, everyone on my estate really looked out for each other. It was a real community.


STEPHEN 


It was the same with mine. We were all in the same boat and none of us had a pot to piss in so we made everything as special for each other as we could, and we’d help out wherever possible. 


I was aware I didn’t have much and I felt a bit sad about it, but what we all lacked in material possessions my mum made up for in love. We always felt loved.


CHRIS


We didn’t have a lot but everything felt special. I remember getting these little boxes of Mr Men jigsaw puzzles as gifts. Kids would look at them these days and think, ‘Where’s my iPhone?’ But, like Stephen’s mum, mine gave us so much love. And we all talked and had fun together. These days, children are sat down in front of an iPad and left to their own devices. You see families out together and everyone’s on their phones. People don’t have proper conversations anymore. 


It’s ridiculous what kids have these days with all their gadgets. 


STEPHEN 


We used to play with a bit of wood or something. 


CHRIS 


My friend Fred Collins had an Atari computer and all it did was beep over and over again. I remember getting someone’s second-hand Commodore 64. You had to put cassettes in it and then wait five minutes for it to load. Then at the last minute it would bloody crash. I got given another hand-me-down, a Commodore 128, and that did exactly the same.


STEPHEN


I can remember getting a radio for Christmas one year and being over the fucking moon with it. I used to sit in my room for hours listening to it, and I used to carry it about with me everywhere. It had a massive square battery and it was bloody heavy. I thought it was the best thing in the world. 


CHRIS 


I remember when my sisters and I got a cassette player and I used to sit and listen to the Top Ten every Sunday and try and record all the songs. I’d push record as soon as the DJ stopped talking, and then stop it before he started again. But I’d always get a little bit of him speaking no matter how hard I tried to get it right.


STEPHEN 


I did exactly the same. I was always well stocked up on blank tapes because I pinched so many.


CHRIS 


I used to take the safety bit off the tape so no one could record over it. Then I’d get bored of those songs and put a bit of Sellotape over the holes and re-record over it. Things were so much more innocent in the eighties. One of our favourite games involved us going up to the phone box and dialling random numbers and making prank calls. And we used to do ‘knock and run’, which involved us knocking on people’s doors and running away. Why?


STEPHEN 


Kids don’t move around so much now so they’re all getting bigger. And someone told me the other day that the little shits are getting takeaways delivered to school at lunchtime.


CHRIS 


I saw this poor kid the other day and she was so overweight she couldn’t get across the road fast enough and she nearly got run over. 


STEPHEN 


People are arrogant about crossing the road now generally. They’ll walk out in front of you while you’re driving and eyeball you as if to say, ‘Come on then! Run me over and see what fucking happens!’ There’s no Green Cross Code anymore. That man used to be terrifying. 


Kids are too busy sitting in their rooms hacking into banks to have fun these days. Whenever you hear some big company has been hacked it always seems to have been some spotty little teenager in his bedroom.


CHRIS


Think what teenage boys could do if they used that intelligence for good. 


To be fair, if we’d had mobile phones and the internet when I was a kid I would have been just as bad as kids are now. And I would probably be sat here with a full head of hair and double-D tits. 


STEPHEN


Er, maybe we should get on to that later! I’ll never forget this time when this man knocked on the back door asking for my mum. She’d popped out to get some shopping but I knew she was due back any minute so I ran to the front door and saw her walking down the road. She waved at me and I shouted at the top of my lungs, ‘Muuuuum! The debt collector’s here!’ She was so furious.


CHRIS


I think because we were broke we used to make up games and stuff. We didn’t have Xboxes and iPads so we used to play out on the street because we didn’t have loads of toys. We had to make fun from nothing. 


STEPHEN 


We used to make our own water park, which basically involved getting in the bath and sliding up and down on a bar of soap. We’d do it for hours. I think when you’re brought up on a budget and your mum can’t afford to take you anywhere, things like walks down the park became an adventure. My mum was really good at turning simple things into an event. Even going to allotment was something we’d look forward to. Especially when it got dark and we used to nick everyone’s vegetables. 


I know that’s a terrible thing to do but we had to do stuff like that to survive. We were dirt poor but looking back it was really character-building. Everyone pulled together and we’d have a lovely time doing things that cost nothing. 


CHRIS


We weren’t at all well off and we didn’t get our first colour TV until I was eight. It was a hand-me-down from one of my dad’s friends and it became our most prized possession. 


STEPHEN


We rented our TV from Radio Rentals and it had a big box on the back you had to put 50p in to get it working. That would give you four hours’ viewing. We’d put 50p in every night and at the end of the month Mr Radio Rentals would come and empty the box. He’d take out our rental money and enough to cover the TV licence and whatever was left over was given back to my mum. It was like a piggy bank for her. She knew that was coming at the end of every month so it was a bit of a bonus. 


We used to be allowed to stay up late on a Wednesday because Dallas was on. We were supposed to go to bed at 8pm but as a treat we’d stay up until 9pm. Only if we had 50p to put in the box though. Sometimes we didn’t have enough money to top it up and the TV would click off ten minutes before the end of a programme. And Dallas was all about the cliffhanger, wasn’t it? Imagine the TV going dead just as they were about to reveal who shot JR?


If the TV did go off before the end of a show mum would let us stay up anyway, and she’d entertain us by taking her teeth out and gurning. Mum was only in her early thirties but she had all of her teeth out when she was 16 – probably because she ate too many sweets or something – so she was an expert gurner.


It’s mad because I remember feeling so young when I was 32, and when I look back and think that my mum had five kids at that age it’s shocking. 


She couldn’t work full-time because she had to look after us but she used to go out apple picking and cleaning and just about anything she could to get some money in. As soon as us kids were old enough we’d go out fruit picking with her in the summer holidays, and when we got a bit older we all got Saturday jobs and stuff.


CHRIS 


Your mum had to do a lot because your dad wasn’t around. My dad was around but he was either working or going fishing. Growing up it was always my mum, my two sisters and me hanging out together, so I had a lot of female influences in my early years. I think that’s why I communicate so well with women now. And I hate it when men leave the toilet seat up!


STEPHEN 


All the women in my life have been strong characters and the men have taken a bit of a back seat. I can’t think of one positive male role model I had in my life. All my role models have been women like my mum, my nan, my aunties and my sisters. They’re all strong and rule the roost. 


CHRIS


My mum is like an ox. She raised all of us kids and she always found ways to make money. She didn’t put up with any shit either. I remember her chasing women up the high street because they looked at her in a funny way. 


She thought it was really funny to embarrass us kids whenever she could as well. She’s got a bit of a dark side. She loved second-hand shops and back then they weren’t in any way cool. Marie and I would be waiting at the bus stop after school and my mum would run out of the Oxfam opposite bellowing ‘Coo-ey!’ in front of our mates. She always timed it perfectly. 


STEPHEN


I think I was more embarrassing to my mum than she was to me. I’ll never forget when I was about seven or eight and I heard some music coming from the vicarage at the top of our estate. I went and had a look through the bushes and saw that there was a kids’ fancy dress party going on. All these kids were dressed up as clowns and cowboys having a great time. But more importantly, there was a great big table of food. 


CHRIS 


He’s got a real thing about food, this one. 


STEPHEN 


I could see all these amazing sweets and cakes so I went running home to my mum and said, ‘The vicar’s having a fancy dress party. Can I go?’ We didn’t have any fancy dress outfits I wanted to wear so she put me in a basque, stockings and stilettoes. Then she added a bit of make-up and shoved me out the door. 


I walked into the vicarage and all these kids turned round and looked at me. I made a beeline for the food but before I could reach the table the vicar stopped me. He bent down and said to me, ‘And who have you come as?’ I looked up at him and replied, ‘Me sister.’


I could walk straight down the hill to our house from the vicarage but when the party finished I decided I liked the way my outfit felt, so I took the long way round. I was walking down the road going ‘clippety clop’ and when I walked past the park I saw my brother and all his friends standing there looking really shocked. One of his mates shouted out, ‘Oi, Paul, that’s your brother!’ Then someone shouted, ‘Poof.’ 


That was the first time I’d ever heard that word, but it definitely wasn’t the last. From then on people called me a poof regularly and it became almost like the norm. There was a gay guy who lived on the estate who was known as ‘Poofy Dave’, so people also started calling me Dave. I was a boy of many names.


CHRIS 


I would have been so jealous of your outfit back then because I always wanted my own pair of heels. I used to get empty drink cans and squash them onto the bottoms of my shoes. I’d walk around really proudly in them because they made a similar sound to stilettoes. Then all my dreams came true. 


When Marie was 12 and I was ten she bought a pair of electric-blue stilettoes and I was obsessed with them. Whenever she was out I’d nick them and wear them around the house. Marie would get home from school and scream, ‘Mum, Chris has got my bloody shoes on again.’ 


We had a massive row about them once because I flatly refused to take them off and I said to her, ‘You’re just jealous because I walk in them better than you do.’ It was true. 


STEPHEN 


I remember once Jill from next door was chucking out these high-heeled leather lace-up boots and Sharon begged my mum to be able to keep them. Mum agreed because she thought they’d be going in the dressing-up box, but the following Monday morning my sister came downstairs ready for school wearing them. She was only about seven and even though I wasn’t much older I knew that was wrong. I said to my mum, ‘You can’t let her go to school in them. Look at the state of her.’ My mum just shook her head and said, ‘Fuck it, let her do it.’ Next thing you know, Sharon is walking up the road to school like a bricklayer on stilts. That was one of my earliest moments of shame. 


CHRIS


I used to argue with my sisters sometimes but we got on pretty well generally. Although I used to try and scare Sharon all the time. One time I was messing around with a lamp and the top came off so there was a live wire hanging out of the base. I told Sharon to touch it and she went, ‘No, because I’m going to get hurt.’ I told her I’d touched it and it was fine so she reached out her finger to it and she got electrocuted. She was so flustered she stepped back on to a balloon and burst it. My mum heard the commotion and shouted up the stairs asking what was going on. I lied and said Sharon had got scared because I knew I’d get into so much trouble if my mum thought I’d electrocuted my sister. 


Another time she was on her bed listening to her Walkman and she was so into it she had her eyes closed. I crept up the stairs and squeezed my face in between the bannisters and waited until she opened her eyes. When she eventually saw me she screamed so much she hit her head on the wall. I was so mean. 


STEPHEN


You do pick on each when you’re kids though, don’t you? And you also run to your mum and grass each other up. But if our mum was ever pissed off with us we’d club together and put on a united front. 


My sister Sharon once tried to make custard and she ruined the kitchen. There was powder and milk everywhere. When mum got back she asked who’d made the mess and said she was going to give us all a hiding unless someone admitted it was their fault. We all knew it was Sharon but we wanted to protect her so Denise, Paul and I all got smacked bottoms. When it was Sharon’s turn to get a smack she blurted out, ‘It was me!’ so she bloody got away with it. 


CHRIS


One of my favourite things to do when I was a kid was make mud pies. I’d create a pop-up café in the back garden and try and sell them to friends and family, and my mum would always pretend to eat them and tell me how delicious they were. I loved making camps too. 


STEPHEN


Me too. We’d get all the sheets and towels out and drape them over the furniture. 


CHRIS


Marie and I had bunk beds when we were in the cemetery lodge and every morning we used to get a bed sheet and stuff it underneath the top mattress so it hung down and covered the bottom bunk. We’d play in there for hours. My mum used to get so annoyed but I always blamed Sharon, even though she was so small she was still in a cot. I got away with everything when I was a kid because I was the middle child and the only boy.


I put the fact that I’m a fussy eater down to my childhood. Because I was the favourite my mum used to pander to me, whereas my sisters had to eat whatever they were given. Even to this day it’s a real problem and I’m very picky.


STEPHEN 


I was such a wimp when I was younger. I’d cry at the drop of a hat. When my first rabbit, Noir, died (I inherited that name and didn’t have a clue what it meant but I thought it was exotic because it was foreign) I sat at the windowsill for three days sobbing and looking out into the garden. On day three my mum said, ‘Oh, fucking leave off will you?’ and I had to pretend I was okay. 


A while later someone gave me two more rabbits, and because they were show rabbits they had little silver rings around their legs. They were beautiful. I kept them in the shed and I was as pleased as punch with them. 


When my cousin Tony came round to visit a few days later I took him out to the shed to show them to him. It was in the middle of winter and when Tony looked in the hutch he said, ‘They’re fucking dead!’ They’d frozen to death and they were completely solid. I was devastated and I felt so bad. I can’t remember what they were called. 


We got one more rabbit after that, because my mate Sarah-Jane decided she didn’t want hers anymore and gave it to Beverley. It was massive and looked more like a hare, and when my mum went out to hang out some washing one day it reared up at her and bared its teeth. She ran back into the house and said, ‘Fucking get rid of that.’ And that was the end of him. 


After that we decided to scrap rabbits, and on my tenth birthday I got Charlie, a little Jack Russell. He was my best friend for ten years. We used to let him roam around the streets on his own but we always knew where to find him. He used to go to this old lady’s house to have a bacon sandwich for breakfast every day. Then he’d go to someone else’s house for a bit of lunch. Then at about 3pm he knew the kids were coming out of school so he’d go and hang outside the shop nearby and wait for them to give him sweets. 
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