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Vin has been in Los Angeles since September. I have been to visit him, but it’s not the same … I am counting the days away. The thought of his beautiful face and his lovely smell keep me going for a while, but I miss him so much.


It’s strange how you spend your whole life waiting for your special person to come along, then you find them and feel so happy, then end up living apart.


I just wish we could all just be together always.


Tanya Jones, 19 October 2000




Prologue:

WHERE DO I BEGIN?


This is not a love story I ever wanted to tell, because I hoped it would just go on and on, and never end, and never be a story – I thought it would always just be, and that we’d grow old together. I never wanted it to be a tale I told about the past, a middle-aged man sitting at the kitchen table as the California light fades, thinking about the coming night and how to get through it, and trying to explain to someone – to anyone – what it was like to live through something extraordinary, an amazing three decades that happened to me, three decades that are now over.


I don’t feel this way because the love story is over; I’ll always love Tanya Lamont, who became Tanya Jones, who was always just my beautiful Tans. No – the love I feel for her is present, and real, and will never fade. So, the feeling is there, and will always be there … but she is gone from this world and I’m left here. Her body finally failed her, failed all of us, and we’re left with photographs and memories and sometimes we sneak into her closet to smell her clothes, the scent she wore, though it’s fading, every day it’s fading fast.


I cling on to some things; like the last card she gave to me. Inside she’d written:


To my love Vin, something wonderful happens to me every day. It’s being with you. You are my morning sunshine the moment I wake. All my love, Tanya.


How do you live without that? If anyone can tell me, I’d happily listen. She wrote that card after we’d been together 27 years – and I’ve been hard to live with at times. But every day she still looked at me and saw something wonderful.


I sometimes tell people that I’m just waiting to be re­­united with Tans. In one interview I said, ‘I’m going to get on with my life, I’m going to crash through it, but in terms of the universe, it would be the smallest dot, that’s how I look at it. Basically, I’ve got a few years to wait now until we’re back together.’


I suppose in some ways I’m just hanging around, half-living, until I get to see her again. Everyone tries to talk me out of it – ‘You’re not old, Vin,’ they say, ‘You’re healthy, you have lots of time left’, but it’s how I feel some days. I’m just waiting, kicking my heels, passing the time, keeping busy, hitting fucking golf balls into a sea of sadness. Grief is like that: a great, heavy weight, heavier than any element, so heavy it can sink through the table and the floor and through the basement of the house and down into the deep rock. And some days, it takes you with it. And it’s on those days that I tell people I’m just waiting to be reunited with Tanya Jones.


I was talking to a guy at the golf course the other day and he told me that his wife had passed away 14 years earlier. We both went quiet – it’s a horrible club to be part of, and no amount of ‘I’m sorry’s can make anyone feel better, not really. But I tried; I told him I was so sorry, just as he’d told me he was sorry when he learned about Tans.


I was just about to walk away when the guy stopped me and said, ‘It doesn’t get any easier, you know.’


Just like that. Nothing else, just that.


I said, ‘Sorry?’


‘You learn to live with it,’ he said, ‘but it doesn’t get any easier. Sure, you learn to suspend the grief because it’s so heavy. That’s what you do. But no, mate. It doesn’t get any easier.’


So yeah, some days the light at the end of the tunnel is that it won’t be long until we’re together. No, I’m not an old man, not quite, and no, that’s not all I feel. There are days I look up and tell her what I’m up to, and try to make her laugh, or at least to put a smile on her face. The way I’m looking at it is this: she’s up there now, sitting there, looking down on us, so I try to be a good person. I know I have a reputation for some of the things I’ve done, but you’ve no idea how much I’ve changed. A lot of the time I try to do something good for people, and when I do good things, I feel her smiling. I know that smile – I lived with it for 27 years.


I know that smile.


I’m writing this book because I want people to understand what grief does, and maybe how to cope with it. I’m no expert – Tanya only died in the last year, and I’m still trying to find my way through the heavy, dark, painful rain that seems to fall every single day, even in sunny southern California. I hope I never become an expert to be honest; it’s too hard. But I’m learning to deal with it the best I can.


The nights are really tough, I’ll tell you that for nothing. I can keep myself busy through the days – I’m acting, and making movies, and doing deals, and appearances, and singing on The X Factor, and playing golf, and hanging out with Tans’ daughter, Kaley, and seeing my friends and family back in the UK.


Kaley is buying a house with her partner, and that’s been a great distraction. When Kaley moves into that house, I know I can look up and feel Tans’ loving smile – I know how she’s going to react; it was one of the things she most wanted at the end, for Kaley and her partner to be settled in their own place.


But the nights … that’s when the loneliness hits hardest. I think of all the times we’d snuggle down to watch the telly, holding hands, going over the day, laughing at something someone said – those secret moments that make a relationship. No one can ever know what happens between two people, not really, and no one can know because no one can truly understand what happens in those private, intimate moments – two friends lying next to each other, being honest, being vulnerable, being gentle, being happy. Not having that any more … the pain is like a fire you don’t want to touch, or even get too close to.


Twenty years ago, Tans wrote in a diary about how strange it is to spend your whole life waiting to meet someone special, and how when you do finally find them, you’re happy, but then you can end up living apart. She was talking about me spending time in the States when my acting career took off but I re-read those words now and think she might have had some kind of premonition.


In fact, we both faced the prospect of being apart all through our relationship. That’s because in 1987, Tanya’s heart had collapsed as she gave birth to Kaley which meant she’d had to have a heart transplant, so we were never sure how long she had to live.


But her heart was fine, right up to the end. It pumped, yes, but it was also full of love and laughter and kindness.


I think about her heart every morning when I wake up. I’m up every day at half past five; boom, let’s go. The first thing I do is make my bed – I get up and I make the bed – and I hadn’t done that in 27 years, I’m embarrassed to admit. I decided to do that because, just after we lost Tans, I happened to watch a graduation speech given at the University of Texas by a guy called William H. McRaven, who is a retired United States Navy four-star admiral – a tough fella who oversaw the capture of Saddam Hussein, the rescue of Captain Phillips from the Somali pirates, and the killing of bin Laden. So, he’s not exactly a pussy cat, this fella, but with all that experience, what was the first thing he said? You might imagine it was something about being brave or standing up for what you believe in or whatever. Well, it wasn’t any of that – instead, it was, ‘If you want to change the world, start off by making your bed.’ Because it doesn’t matter how bad your day is going to be, as McRaven put it, ‘If by chance you have a miserable day, you will come home to a bed that is made.’ So, if it was good enough for the guy whose forces threw bin Laden into the North Arabian Sea, it was good enough for me.


As I’m doing my hospital corners, I have a little chat with Tans and make sure it’s alright. That’s how I start the day off: I make the bed, and I have a chat with her. Every single day. I say to her, ‘Let’s do this today, Tans,’ or, ‘I’m going to do that.’ I even check with her about my bed-making skills – I’ll say, ‘Is the bed alright? Hold on a minute. I didn’t do that bit like I should have!’ and I have a bit of a giggle with her. We laugh every day. And I’ve gotten really good at making a bed.


I have these conversations in my mind, mostly, but some days, I say these things out loud, into the air, where she is.


And then the day is on – I crash through it, keeping busy.


Tans keeps me strong, and the memory of her love has helped me realize important things, like you’ve got to keep getting out there for other people who are struggling. Whenever you think you’ve got a problem, there’s always someone around the corner in more trouble. That’s why you have to talk about what’s happening, and you have to turn to your friends. I’ve got an amazing group of pals, and they’re not celebrity friends, though I have some of those too. But my dearest are the people I grew up with around Watford, Hemel Hempstead, Bedmond, places like that. I’ve met great friends along the way as I’ve travelled to play football and to act and to do my businesses, but it’s that original group that I’ve found myself leaning on the most. They’re the people you turn to; they’re the ones that knew me before Tans, during Tans and will know me forever.


The hardest part to adjust to is that everybody’s life goes on. When you’re facing the biggest tragedy of your life, they’re still going to work, coming back from work, queuing up for Starbucks. The enormity of it all is so heavy. I keep opening the paper and putting on the TV and I can’t believe that she’s still not the lead item on every page, on every broadcast. That disconnect between the personal tragedy and the spinning earth is a really hard one to navigate. I keep thinking of that poem that John Hannah reads in Four Weddings and a Funeral (Tans loved it), the one that goes, ‘Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone’.


That’s exactly how it feels, when someone dies, someone you’ve lived with for half of your life. You can’t believe time continues; you can’t understand why people are just walking down the street doing their usual things. Sometimes I want to stop people as they pass and shake them awake and tell them that the worst possible thing has happened … and then I remember that it only feels that way to me, and Kaley, and Tans’ parents and brother, and her closest friends.


So somehow you have to turn these negatives into positives so you can move forward in life and not be swallowed up by the great whale that is grief. Tans told us before she died that she’d be waiting for us and I truly believe that; for me, that’s a great positive, a thought that I cling to. The idea that I’ll see her again is something so powerful that I find myself looking forward to it; not in a morbid way, but in a way that gives me a little spring in my step; just a little spring, but I’ll take it. I think that’s the best way to deal with it.


Tans said that the beautiful thing for her was waking up with me. I know there’s times I was a bugger, but Tans felt safe with me – whatever problems came up, I could deal with them; we dealt with them together.


Until a final meeting in a room in Cedars-Sinai Medical Center where I couldn’t fix the problems any longer.


I realize our time on this planet – everyone’s time – is minute compared to the vast sweep of human history. We’re just a blip, a tiny accident of mathematics. Some brilliant scientist said that if you calculated the chances of your ancestors meeting and having kids, and then all the way down to your parents – and don’t forget they have to meet, and the right egg and the right sperm have to get together, and all that – well, the chances it’ll happen, expressed as a number, is basically zero. This doctor – Dr Ali Binazir – said:


[The chances of one person existing] is the probability of two million people getting together each to play a game of dice with trillion-sided dice. They each roll the dice and they all come up with the exact same number – for example, 550,343,279,001. A miracle is an event so unlikely as to be almost impossible. Now go forth and feel and act like the miracle that you are.


Now, add on top of that the impossibility that is one Vinnie and one Tans, and they have to meet, and lose contact, and meet again, and lose contact, and end up moving in next door to each other, and get married … Well, I’m proud to say that we did live like it was a miracle.


But it wasn’t because of maths; it had nothing to do with science of DNA or any of that. It was just a miracle, a throw of a big dice that came up showing a six every single minute of every single day.


Tans spent hundreds of nights in hospital beds, but she never spent one on her own. Not one. I was there every single night. She was in intensive care a lot, but she never woke up to find me gone. That’s why I believe she’s with me now, all the time; she will never leave my side, so I never wake up alone, either.


Except, I wake up alone every day.


Someone asked me recently who was looking after me, now that Tans is gone.


I said, ‘The power of her love, that’s what looks after me.’


But for all the making of the beds and crashing through the days and keeping busy, deep down this is what it feels like: I’m underwater; I can’t tell if I’m a few inches below the surface, or five feet, or a thousand metres, or one hundred miles. It is not dark. There is sunlight streaming down, but I have no buoyancy and I can’t get myself to the air. I reach my hand up towards the light, but it never quite reaches; I never manage to break the surface.


I feel like the bed covers are 40 feet deep on top of me …


I guess this means I’m drowning. This is it, then. You can’t hear, you can’t have conversations – sound is all numbed out, muffled.


All the struggle and fame and fights and matches and films and drinks and premieres and interviews and Big Brother and X Factor and my childhood and nights in the cells and Aaron and Kaley and my mum and dad and Tans … all of it, slipping away as the water surrounds me. It doesn’t matter that I played football, it doesn’t matter that I got famous, it doesn’t matter that I was in a hundred movies, it doesn’t matter, none of it matters. I can’t breathe. I keep my hand up like a fucking useless Statue of Liberty, even though I’m alone and no one can help me and the water’s getting deeper and colder and I’m falling and I’m drowning …


And every time, every fucking time it happened, when I’d given up and the water was seeping into my lungs and I was falling further and further, it was then that a hand broke through the surface of the water – was it a few feet above me, or miles, I couldn’t tell? – and reached down to grab me. The grip was firm, but kind; the hand first grasped my wrist so that I was safe, then it slipped into my hand, fingers entwined, the softest, most beautiful feeling you can imagine, soft skin but safe, making me safe, and the hand would pull, pulling me up towards the light, up towards air.


It was Tans. It was always Tans. My beautiful, sweet, funny, kind, tough, modest, loving Tanya. When I was at my lowest, or when I had totally fucked up again, or when things had gone so wrong and I’d let everyone down – when I was drowning, she’d always reach down to grab me, pulling me to safety.


You have no idea how it felt … or maybe you do. Maybe you’ve got someone in your life who pulls you out of the deepest waters. I hope you do. I did, for 27 amazing years. Tanya was my lifeguard when I got stupid and swam too deep, or when the black dog of anger threw me into rip tides of rage.


Now, though, when I reach up, no hand ever comes. I have to get out of this alone. I still stretch out my arm, up, up towards the light, hoping that someone will grab me and pull me above the surface. But no. The hand never comes, not anymore. I’m trying not to drown, here.


I’m really trying not to drown.


I’ve told a lot of people through the years that I think Tans was saved with her heart transplant in order to save me. I don’t mean that in an arrogant way. What I mean is, there had to be a reason why she survived her heart collapsing, why they found a heart for her (in Germany, of all places), and there had to be a reason we ended up living next door to each other without knowing it – there had to be a reason for all the coincidences. Because it’s such a huge thing, this love we had. I’ve always believed in premonitions and I think there’s something out there that brought us together and kept us together for nearly three decades.


Even how we met – 40 years ago – was a fluke.
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Sun Sports Sundays


If you guessed I’ve always been a bit of a scallywag, then you’d have guessed right. In fact, I was acting up when I first met a beautiful girl called Tanya Lamont.


We both grew up in Watford: me, on the edge of a council estate, Tanya right bang in the middle of one – 75 Gaddesden Crescent.


Tanya Lamont’s childhood was secure and happy.


She was born on Thursday 14 April 1966 into an evening blanketed with a late-season, thick snow. The flakes fell all day across southern England, and by the time Tanya was born – 10.15 p.m. – 15 centimetres of the white stuff had settled across Watford.


In those days, first children were delivered in hospital, an honour bestowed on Tans’ elder brother, Shane, but when a second child was ready to appear, you had it at home, no questions asked. Her mum, Maureen, had been to the doctor that morning before the snow had gotten heavy and he’d told her she was in labour; the midwife arrived at their house on Ganders Ash in Watford that evening at 9.30.


Lou, Tans’ dad, was watching football on Sportsview on the telly in the living room. Forty-five minutes later his daughter was born in the adjoining dining room, was wrapped in a blanket and handed to him. She was a big baby, 8 pounds 12 ounces. Maureen and Lou hadn’t known what the gender would be, but quickly landed on Tanya for a name. The footie over, Lou watched the boxing with his newborn in his arms.


In June that year, the growing family moved to Gaddesden Crescent and by the start of 1967 Tanya Lamont was already walking. Shane, three years older, adored his sister, and she adored him right back. Lou and Maureen and Shane and Tanya were an unusually close family and they’d stay that way for the rest of Tanya’s life.


It quickly became apparent that Tanya was a special and very interesting child. Shane remembers her sitting in the coal bunker out the back of their house with just her nappy on, merrily chewing on hunks of anthracite. When the coalman arrived, someone in the family would have to run out to check Tanya wasn’t in there before he dumped the coal. Sometimes her mum would find her covered in soot, black all over, happy as Larry.


Little Tanya Lamont had about her a kind of magic; she was kind and inquisitive, and fearless, and strikingly beautiful; she wore a leotard non-stop so that she could practise her gymnastics at a moment’s notice. She’d do backward somersaults in the living room and, as they grew older, she and her friends would use the low walls on the Gaddesden estate as a balance beam.


Gaddesden was one of those places where everyone knew everyone else and everyone looked out for everyone else. All the houses had three bedrooms, and everyone had a bunch of kids. To her dying day, Tanya stayed friends with many members of her group of friends from the Gaddesden estate – the Gadd Gang, as it was known. The Gadd Gang would do plays and skits and pantomimes, and make Shane be the stagehand. Tanya would dress up in her mother’s clothes (Shane is adamant he wasn’t made to do the same!).


Gaddesden Crescent was filled with kind people who would look out for each other’s kids; in fact, it was a fine place to be born, in the middle of Britain, in the middle of the Swinging Sixties, and just ten weeks before England won the World Cup.


At five years old, Tanya happily toddled off to Lea Farm Infant School – Maureen and Lou waved her off and she barely looked back. She loved school; the place really was built on an old farm (back when it was a farm Maureen and her friends used to hop the fence and nick the eggs) and was a lovely place to go every day. Tanya was a good student and was such a talented young actress that she was picked to be in all the plays – she was Tinkerbell in Peter Pan, and, somehow, Cleopatra.


But what really stood out about Tans from a very early age was her ability to love and to love unconditionally. If Tanya loved you – and I was lucky enough to experience this for nearly three decades – then she held back nothing. Her mum describes her as having some sort of ‘flair’, too, a specialness that everyone noticed. She wasn’t a spiritual person, but she was certainly different from the other girls. She was very perceptive – maybe it was her Irish background, sprinkling some faerie dust on her. Whatever it was, that fierceness of love never left her.


The first person outside of Lou, Maureen, and Shane on whom she bestowed this love was Lou’s dad, Grandad Tommy. By all reports, Tommy was a very wise man, very steady. A veteran of the Second World War, Tommy Lamont had survived everything Hitler had thrown at him before returning to his hometown of Ballymoney, Northern Ireland. In the late forties, Tommy, his wife Ella and their only child, Lou, had relocated to Ganders Ash in Watford to work at the nearby De Havilland factory (which is now the Warner Bros. studios in Leavesden) and by the time Tanya came along, Lou’s Irish accent was fading.


Tanya got a lot of her character from her Grandad Tommy. He was a very genuine man, and they adored each other. But tragedy was to strike. One day in 1978, Ella had waved Tommy off to work from their house on Ganders Ash, but before he’d even reached High Road, the next street over, Tommy Lamont had fallen face first into the pavement; he’d had a massive and fatal heart attack at the age of 69. Tanya was 12 and inconsolable. The heart of someone so close to her had failed; before another decade had passed, her own was to fail, too.


But before tragedy struck, a happy 1960s had quietly turned into a happy 1970s. Like so many families in the 1970s, the Lamonts looked forward to their week (and later their fortnight) by the sea each summer. They’d picked a town called St Osyth, a few miles west of Clacton-on-Sea. There, in a caravan on the Bel Air Chalet Estate, Maureen and her sister and the kids played on the beach by day, and at night they’d all go to the clubhouse where 50 pence would get the ladies a half pint of lager and the kids a bottle of pop. One year, a lovely hippy-dippy family showed up next door to the Lamonts and Tans, ever the seeker, became very close to them, holding deep conversations about spiritual things. They taught her to meditate and chant and gave her a copy of the New Age classic, Jonathan Livingston Seagull.


But Tans was also obsessed, like so many other teens and pre-teens, by matters less spiritual, like David Cassidy, and like so many young girls, horses.


At the time, there were TV shows on like White Horses and Black Beauty, and Tans never missed them. Tanya had this dream of having her own horse and riding it through Montana, as free as could be – although through Garston Park and up the hill into the long grass would have to do. She always thought she was in an episode of Little House on the Prairie. The sun was her thing; a sunny, spring day was her idea of heaven.


And then her dad became her superhero when he brought Persephone home on her twelfth birthday.


Persephone was a big horse for a 12-year-old – at least 15 hands. Tanya’s dad had done a bit of this and a bit of that and had gotten the money together to make his daughter’s greatest dream come true. Tans couldn’t believe her eyes; she didn’t sleep for days after the horse showed up, and from that day on her family barely saw her – she was always off with Persephone, grooming, feeding, mucking out, and riding riding riding.


Her dad had organized a spot up the road in a field to graze the beast, but that didn’t stop Tanya riding it down Gaddesden Crescent whenever she could. The neighbours would go potty – Mr Kimba across the road from number 75, who was known locally as a right case – or, as Maureen once described him, ‘a miserable old bugger’ – was particularly unhappy about this massive beast wandering down the centre of his street and once chased her with his walking stick right across Garston Park. But nothing, not even an angry old dodderer, stopped Tanya riding Persephone wherever she wanted.


She’d even ride it along the A405; I can’t imagine what car drivers thought when they saw this young girl on top of this big horse on the North Orbital, going past the Three Horseshoes and into Garston Park. It can’t have been legal, but then, I knew Tanya – when she had something in her mind, she did it, and that was that.


After about six months of riding, the summer of 1978 arrived, and Tanya and Persephone were inseparable. While most people were lining up to see Grease, Saturday Night Fever or Close Encounters of the Third Kind, Tanya was astride Persephone in the narrow streets of Watford. Except for one afternoon, when Tanya briefly went missing and Persephone got stuck in Maureen’s kitchen.


Tanya had, yet again, and in the face of the neighbours’ complaints, ridden Persephone like a Commanche to 75 Gaddesden Crescent so her friends could coo and stroke and maybe get a ride on the huge brute. Tanya had parked Persephone in the back garden, where the sweet thing decided to do its bit and nibble the long grass down to an acceptable length, as horses will (she may or may not have also eaten some roses from the next door’s garden). Tanya went off to fetch her friends, at which point Maureen thought it would be a good idea to offer the animal a carrot to distract her from the roses. There was a big bag of them just inside the kitchen, so Tanya’s mum reached in and got her the veg – but Persephone, clearly with an eye for the main chance, swallowed the carrot sharpish and decided to head up the two big concrete steps and into the kitchen for the rest of the bag.


At which point, Mrs Maureen Lamont had a 15-hand Arabian horse in her kitchen. And no daughter in sight.


Horses do what horses want, especially when they’re stuck in a kitchen in Watford. The poor thing’s head pretty much reached the ceiling, and Maureen, and Shane, who had now appeared from the living room, had no idea how to get the horse back out into the garden. There was no turning the thing around – horses don’t like reverse gear all that much – and the two big concrete steps were two steps too far for the nag. And, even without that impediment, there was still the little matter of neither Shane nor his mum knowing the correct clucks to make reverse happen. Tanya might have known, but Tanya was nowhere to be found.


It was then Shane had the brilliant idea that instead of trying to reverse the horse, maybe it made sense to lead it through the house by the nose and out the front door. The horse, now filled with a bag of carrots, didn’t seem to mind – but to repeat, with the horse now filled with carrots, time was of the essence, because any moment Persephone might be donating a heap of something to grouchy Mrs Nicell next door for what was left of her roses.


There was no time to waste – Shane held a carrot and his mum pushed the horse’s arse. At first, Persephone seemed perfectly comfortable in the kitchen and refused to budge. Shane swung the carrot to and fro and Maureen heaved from the rear. Eventually, the horse reluctantly started to move, slowly and heavily through the tight hallway towards the closed front door. Shane got it open just as the animal was about to get stuck near the stairs. There, lo and behold, on the other side of the now-opened front door, stood Roger, the milkman, who was at that moment delivering two pints and a bottle of pop.


Being a British milkman, Roger must have seen everything at least once, and probably prided himself, as all British milkmen do, on not being impressed by anything. Without so much as a raised eyebrow, Roger took in the scene – a pimply 16-year old boy waving a carrot, behind which a 15-hand Arabian loomed, behind which a red-faced woman was pushing and clucking fit to burst – and merely said ‘Alright there, Mrs.’ (Referring, presumably, to Maureen Lamont, not Persephone.) With that, Roger put down the pints, turned on his heel, and sauntered back to his electric milk truck, without another word or even a look back.


With the milkman out of the way, Shane and his mum managed to squeeze the horse out through the door and onto the path, where it knocked over the pints before it resumed grazing, this time on the front lawn. Eventually, Tanya arrived back with her friends, none the wiser, and ready to continue the most magical summer of her young life.


Later that magical summer, Persephone made another visit to Maureen’s kitchen – because once you invite a horse into a kitchen, it’s pretty much going to believe the invitation is an open one. Again, carrots, but this time, a heaping pile of leavings, too, right by the fridge. And again, no reverse gear available, so off down the hallway towards the front door, pausing only to stick its head into the living room in case there were carrots in there, too. There were no carrots, only a visiting TV repair man, who had heard the clatter of hooves and had looked up just in time to see Persephone’s head appear in the doorway.


‘Fucking hell!’ he shouted in abject fear, proving, if further proof was needed, that if you ever find yourself in a tight spot and you need someone to stay calm and back you up, pick the milkman, not the TV repairman.


Summer 1978 was also when I met Tanya Lamont for the first time.


I went to a school that’s no longer there – Langleybury, a big old comprehensive which used to be in the north-west corner of Watford; she went to the Francis Combe Academy, about three miles east of Langleybury. But it could have been a million miles away to be honest: ours was known as the ‘prison on the hill’. It was so unlikely that the two of us would ever have met – literal worlds apart – that is, until fate threw us together in Watford’s Whippendell Woods.


On weekends I’d sometimes go to a rec centre called Sun Postal Sports and Social Club. Right on the edge of Whippendell Woods, Sun Sports, as we called it, had a cricket pitch and a football field and a bar and a meeting hall and all that – the kind of place people go to have their weddings. We kids would hang out there and run around sometimes, climb trees, all the usual things kids do while their parents are busy playing cricket or having a drink.
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