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On 5 July 1988, a potent mix of viscous liquids coalesced and became known as Joe Lycett. Joe Lycett is found around ponds and marshes in the West Midlands of the United Kingdom. The specific origins of Joe Lycett are not known but, based on the duration of an average pregnancy and taking into account menstrual cycles, it is likely he began around 7 October 1987, just as the movie Fatal Attraction was arousing audiences across the Western world.


Soon after his conception, presumably as news spread that a foetal Joe Lycett was blossoming in his mother’s womb, the Black Monday financial crash of 19 October 1987 devastated the markets, with the Dow Jones falling a massive 508 points. This was just the beginning of a lifetime of global financial disruption and massive amounts of parking fines.
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Around 7,000 days passed and the young Joe Lycett was now a not-so-young Joe Lycett. He had decided to take on the institutions. He became livid when he realised that his local bus company in Birmingham was one of the only bus companies in the UK to not give change to its customers. Irate at this discovery, he launched a brilliantly titled campaign called ‘Time for Change’, which culminated in just under 200 likes on Facebook and a meeting with the bus company’s PR team. Despite a passionate plea to their common decency, the campaign was a failure, Joe bought a car and he forgot about the whole thing.


But this desire to improve the world in small but important ways lived on, and Joe has since become well known for campaigning for what some would call ‘pointless matters’ but which he actually thinks are ‘very important’ and ‘What do you know, Dad? Why shouldn’t I send a knob of butter to every Topman store in the UK? You can’t stop me.’


He is known as a ‘comic’ (Guardian), ‘young’ (Time Out), ‘relaxed’ (The Times), ‘messy’ (His Mother), ‘not famous enough to abandon my date’ (Someone on Twitter), ‘not funny, annoying face and voice’ (Someone Commenting on The LAD Bible).


He has appeared on BBC Radio 4 on Just a Minute and Loose Ends, and is the host of panel show It’s Not What You Know. His television credits include Live at the Apollo, 8 Out of 10 Cats Does Countdown, Sunday Night at the Palladium and Would I Lie To You? and he has served ice creams at the Palace Theatre, Manchester, and Alexandra Theatre, Birmingham. He would like you to know that the spoon is in the fucking lid. Have another look. No, not under the lid, in the lid. Look. Yes, it is there. I told you. Don’t take that tone with me, just because I’m on minimum wage doesn’t mean I’m an idiot.


He leaves behind a mother, father and sister – he’s not deadfn1 but he often leaves them in coffee shops, despite promising to give them a lift home.




The first sentence of your first book is the most important sentence you will ever write in your entire life.


Helen Lycett, my mother
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It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of good fortune must be in want of a parking fine.


Life is hard. We are a bombarded generation: there’s Twitter, Instagram, taxes, newspapers, adverts for balding, the Panama Papers, watches that read your pulse, terrorism, gluten-free bread … There’s such an onslaught to the senses these days it’s a marvel any of us manage to get out of bed. God I love bed.


Whilst we are overwhelmed and confused by this miasmic cloud of information, there are those who seek to take advantage: there are parking fines, hate tweets, email scams and Christmas newsletters from old school friends about their ugly kids. And just as we get round to doing something about it, we’re distracted again – Sandra from head office has emailed to ask why we’ve started using Kenco Millicano when it’s three times as expensive as Aldi own-brand instant coffee and no one can taste the difference. Well, Sandra, it’s mainly because when I drink the Aldi stuff I get the shits. Also: get a life, Sandra.


I, Joe Lycett, star of stage and screen, am here to help using my main weapon: mischief.


During my short life of doing largely nothing, I’ve discovered some unusual solutions to many of life’s common problems. Other self-help books by people like Alain de Botton or Eckhart Tolle may give you tips like, ‘Encourage dialogue with your partner by asking them regularly what you could do to improve’ or ‘Connect to your inner spirit by wearing a hemp jacket and listening to Simply Red.’ I will not be imparting such profound wisdom. Nor will I be giving tips like, ‘Put tack on the side of your desk to hold your laptop cables’ or ‘Use a clothes peg to secure your coffee and keep it fresh.’ WE DON’T NEED TO KEEP THE COFFEE FRESH, SANDRA, IT’S ALDI COFFEE, IT NEVER TASTED FRESH IN THE FIRST PLACE. If you are looking for enlightenment or kitchen advice, may I suggest you look elsewhere. Also: get a life, Sandra.


No, I understand that life’s problems are complicated and the solutions need to be nuanced. As such, in these pages I will impart to you advice that is ‘out of the box’. By that, I mean I am sitting in a cardboard box writing this advice.


For example, here are some of my tried and tested LIFE HACKS:


LIFE HACK #538: Melt four KitKat Chunkys together with a warm knife for a fun way to forget you are crippled by loneliness.


LIFE HACK #639: Try ‘Dry January’. Every time your mouth feels a little dry, fill it with gin!


LIFE HACK #205: Spice things up in the bedroom by covering your genitals in cayenne pepper.


LIFE HACK #926: Save paying to see Fifty Shades of Grey at the cinema by logging onto a computer and searching for ‘pornography’.


LIFE HACK #284: Recreate Glastonbury Festival at home by draining your iPhone battery and pissing yourself in the garden.


LIFE HACK #285: Recreate Reading and Leeds Festivals at home by draining your iPhone battery and shitting yourself in the garden.


LIFE HACK #286: Recreate Latitude Festival at home by draining your iPhone battery and having awkward, underwhelming sex with a girl called Annabel from West London in the garden.


LIFE HACK #294: Add energy to a dinner party by saying ‘what do we think about Brexit’ before opening a shoebox filled with wasps.


Let me reassure you, I’ve tried each and every one of these tips, and they all work!fn1


I have been a mischief for pretty much my entire life. I’ve found that it actually is one of the most consistently effective ways to respond to the ridiculous rules and regulations that are so prevalent in modern living. My mantra is this: if you’re going to be ridiculous with me, I’ll be ridiculous with you. In fact, even if you’re not being ridiculous with me, I will still probably be ridiculous with you.


If you’re not sure what I mean by the ridiculousness in modern life, let me give you an example. A couple of friends of mine recently made the selfish gesture of getting married. They conducted a hideous occassion commonly known as ‘a wedding’, which involved an impractical dress and, most troublingly, an online gift list.


I would’ve bought something from the list sooner, but I was too busy researching how feasible it would be for me to have a pet pig, so when I finally came to check it on the day of the wedding all the good-looking stuff (by ‘good-looking’ I mean ‘cheap’) had already been gifted, leaving a knife set and a bin. I didn’t want to be that guy who buys someone a bin, so I clicked on the knife set and began the process of entering my payment details. An alert flashed across the screen: ‘The item you are buying is age-restricted, please pay with a credit card to verify your age.’ I’ve never had a credit card because I can’t be trusted not to get drunk and buy all the yoghurts in a 24-hour Tesco for a laugh, so I figured I would ring them and establish that I am a 27-year-old man in showbusiness, in order to resolve the matter.


Alas, it was not to be so simple; they informed me on the telephone that I could not purchase the knives without a credit card because they had no idea how to otherwise prove my age. A link to my Wikipedia page would apparently not suffice. I was baffled. I said to the girl, who was becoming increasingly less polite: ‘Let me get this clear. You think that I am potentially a child, posing as an adult, attempting to illegally buy knives by gifting them to a couple on their wedding day?’


There was a pause.


‘Yes, that is a possibility,’ she replied.


I hope you liked the bin, Will and Jess!
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Unfortunately, these absurd rules are becoming something of a normality. Many big companies have directives and regulations that have no discernible logic and, as such, they have become key targets of my fury. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not against a lot of big companies in principle – I confess I quite enjoy the occasional Burger King Whopper or a Costa mocha – but all too often one finds certain organisations to emulate soulless, profit-obsessed psychopaths employing teenagers who don’t give a shit and just follow the rules. Plus they maintain a tight grip on our town centres so that it is increasingly impossible for independent businesses to get established. But other than that, I quite like them.


One route of attack on these companies is our old friend Twitter. Most of the big multinationals have well-maintained accounts from which they appear to listen to their customers, when actually they are reading the tweets aloud in the office and laughing at them before they block you and go out for sushi. Regardless as to whether they reply, block or ignore me, I intend to continue publicly complaining and shaming them on a regular basis.


I have done much good work trolling Starbucks, a company that annoys me for a million reasons, and that claims to have good coffee when they absolutely do not have good coffee. Even Sandra doesn’t touch the stuff and that’s not because it is thirty-eight times more expensive than Aldi. I tweet them frequently with jibes like this:


.@StarbucksUK FYI I’m on your Starbucks ‘customers only wi-fi’ but I’m actually next door in Strada having a Prosecco and I don’t give a shit.


Or there’s my invaluable work with Cadbury, which used to be a family-run venture based in my hometown of Birmingham, before it was bought out by Kraft, who made loads of redundancies and changed the recipe of the Creme Egg. I tweet them on the regular, with stuff like this bit of guff:


.@CadburyUK Is it tru u killd da Easter bunnie wif a nife?


And finally there is this little nugget that I sent to Uber:


.@Uber My driver just farted. FIVE STARS.


This, dear reader, is just the tip of the nonsense iceberg. By the time you have finished reading this book, you will have learnt how being daft can help to:


- reverse a parking fine!


- manipulate the tabloid press!


- take a celebrity selfie!


- navigate social media!


- work in the advertising industry!


- respond to hate mail!


- send the perfect Christmas Newsletter!


- defeat ISIS!


- support football!


- call out your local MP for being a knob!


- fix the railways!


AND MUCH, MUCH MORE.


And by ‘MUCH, MUCH MORE’, I mean ‘NOTHING MORE’!


‘But Joe, what actual experience do you have?’ you might ask. Let me tell you, even though that is clearly a loaded question and I don’t like your attitude. I have been training for the last five years at the International Institute for Helpful Life Hacks (otherwise known as ‘the Internet’) and have never held down a serious job. In my life, I have spent a lot of time asleep or in the bath. Whilst this sounds like I’ve been doing nothing, let me assure you – this is not true! Shut up Mum, I’m writing my book! I know tons of things. I know that pelicans have three eyelids. And apparently they’ve removed ‘gullible’ from the dictionary! My friend told me that on April 1st last year!


Let me be clear – you must now keep this book on you at all times. Never let it slip from your grasp. If you follow my instructions to the letter, the hints and tips concealed within this tome will make you more powerful than you ever possibly imagined – you will rule your domain with an iron fist, crushing those around you with ease, to emerge as a supreme and formidable leader. Your name will invoke fear in thousands – women and children will run from you, even grown men will howl and shriek in terror, such will be your reputation as the greatest living human who has ever graced this sphere.


Either that or it might just be a bit of a laugh, I dunno.


Hope you enjoy it love you bye


Joe


xxxxxx


NB: This book is unlikely to provide any useful advice. If you are looking for guidance on taxes, quitting smoking, moving house, love, divorce, education, healthcare or anything actually important, may I recommend speaking to friends or family members and not consulting a book by a comedian who eats halloumi at least twice a day.
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You will notice as you read through this book that I utilise a number of aliases. The main reason for this is to protect my identity – if you were to Google my name, it wouldn’t take you long to discover that I send a lot of weird complaint emails and then the game is given away. A false name, whilst dishonest, is sometimes essential to make the point.


The other key benefit of an alias is that it allows me to go further and harder with my nuisance. I am a largely calm and untroubled man; as long as there is halloumi and high-quality ketamine available I don’t want for much. Without my aliases, many of my complaints would end after the first reply stating, ‘We have checked our records and can confirm you were parked illegally.’ On my own, I cower at authority. With my aliases at my side, I will one day rule the world.


I find a useful way of getting into the skin of an alias is to create and update their own Facebook profile, like a psychopath might. I’ve only ever been accused of being a psychopath a couple of times and neither of those people have said it again. They haven’t said anything again. They’re dead. I killed them. Haha, only joking. I am not joking.


It starts with a simple profile, a little bit of background, a couple of friend requests. Gradually, every couple of days I will try to post something that feels in character. This behaviour has resulted in many of my friends texting me with things like, ‘Who is Samantha Salamander? We’re mutual friends on Facebook and she seems unhinged …’ or ‘Where did you meet Brian Pottering? He seems like a dick!’ I met Brian Pottering on the travels through my mind and he told me a magical and fascinating story about how benefit cheats should be shot in the street, which I wrote down as a status update in his name.


My first alias was a gentleman called Paul Wenbridge. I had a lot of fun creating Paul; I used a picture of an obscure bodybuilder as his profile and created an appalling ‘lad’ personality. On the surface Paul was a cheerful if aggressive alpha male but he quickly revealed himself to be racked with anxiety and self-doubt.


Here is a short introduction to some of the aliases you are likely to encounter in my book/life. If you receive an email from one of these people, it’s me.
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PAUL WENBRIDGE 


An absolute lad and a lost soul. Famous for tweets such as:


Just had hair of the dog. Now ive got a mouth full of hair and the dog looks ridiculous LMFAO!!!!!!111


and


Just did a wank on a snail lol


I successfully convinced many of my friends that he was a real person, albeit a horrific hypersexed idiot of a person, which started a downward spiral of fake accounts culminating in about sixty different email addresses and social media logins, which I struggle to keep track of.


PAUL PAULINGTON 


[image: Missage Missing]


My most frequently used alias – Paul is a solicitor with no knowledge of law and a keen eye for a news story. He’s often in touch with a tabloid newspaper and his favourite magazine is Chat! He is still very upset they didn’t buy his story about how he has eight dogs (and by dogs, he means little porcelain statues of dogs).


SAMANTHA SALAMANDER
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A sultry, seductive complainer who works in Pret A Manger (she refers to it as ‘la Mange’) but who dreams of bigger things. Posts on her Facebook look a bit like this:


OMG Pixie Geldof just came into my la Mange!!!!! She was so nice and gave me a great tip about getting into media: ‘Just get out there.’ Such an exciting day, love you Pixie!!!!


NIGEL FARAGE 
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One of my most successful aliases, I managed to create an entire political party with him as the leader, somehow winning a seat in the EU and initiating Brexit. People are still unaware that he is actually one of my finest creations, even though it’s clear that someone like him couldn’t possibly exist in the real world.


ANGIE MERK
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Not to be confused with the super-popular Chancellor of Germany, Angela Merkel, Angie Merk (or Angie M as she’s known to friends) is a numbers girl with an eye for a good deal and a sharp full-body suit. She’s most notably absolutely thrilled that Birmingham has a German Christmas market and loves a bit of knoblauchbrot (garlic bread).


NIGELLA FARAGE


[image: Missage Missing]


A chef and campaigner for UKIP. She hates immigrants and loves goat massaman curry. Some of her most memorable quotes include:


If Nigel has 3 apples, and Sergey has 4 apples, then how did Sergey get into this country?


and


A Frenchman, a Romanian and a German walk into a bar. AND THAT BAR IS ENGLAND, WHICH HAS TURNED TO SHIT.


I fully expect this chapter to be used as evidence when I am sectioned.
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Dearest of readers, as you peruse the pages of this book you will notice I frequently use pictures of a fox in my exchanges. You may observe that I tend to do this when I have run out of options in an email exchange or simply when I am being frivolous – you would not be wrong in this observation.


Whilst my main residence is in Birmingham, whenever I have work in London I stay with friends in a beautiful and loved old house in Peckham. The house is a sanctuary that homes all sorts of creatures, from comedians and actors to a cat called Button and now The Fox.


In my opinion The Fox is the funniest animal in residence. I can’t articulate fully what it is about The Fox that I find so amusing, as it is something indescribable and intangible. An ethereal hilarity. I think it has something to do with the absurd expression he adopts when anyone walks past him, which manages to look simultaneously startled and profoundly bored. I imagine his inner monologue as he picks through a bin to be something like this: ‘I wonder if there’s a bit of lasagne in here today WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?? Oh it’s a car OK no worries ooh look there’s some old rice I can tr … WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?? Oh it was someone closing a door two streets away WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT??’ etc.
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I do not understand why foxes have inhabited the urban environment. I concede that there’s maybe more readily available food than out in the wild, but I personally find when I’m petrified of everything around me I struggle to engage fully in a meal. Although, I still manage OK in Wetherspoon’s so there’s always exceptions to the rule. Most urban foxes’ nerves must be wrecked. Living in the city for a fox is the equivalent of a human being with a sensitive disposition setting up camp next to a grenade-testing site.


We have had a number of urban foxes take up residency in the garden over the years. Most notable was No Ears (named because he had no ears), who was in very little distress about his situation as he was clearly born without them and as such hadn’t developed a complex. No Ears was a sassy creature. If anything I think his hearing was far superior, as I tried to capture him a few times and he was always the fastest. No Ears stopped appearing after I bought my crossbow.


The fox in question is simply known as ‘The Fox’ and started appearing at the back of the garden and gradually, over the period of twelve months or so, built up the confidence to get closer and closer to the house. There was a moment when he got about halfway down the garden and encountered the cat, Button – both stood their ground and there was a five-minute impasse which only ended when someone coughed in a garden five houses down and The Fox sprinted away as if he were being attacked by the full US military.


He now frequently resides in the porch doorway, curled up on the mat, enjoying the warmth of the house. If anyone arrives back when he is sleeping there, he waits ’til the absolute last minute to move, aiming a furious and frustrated look at them as if to say, ‘Do you absolutely have to come through this door?’ Then, like a lethargic teenager he crawls onto the wall at the side of the house and curls up with a resigned sigh. I’m guessing he sighs, I’ve never been close enough to hear it.


The reasons I have chosen to use The Fox frequently in my exchanges are because:


1) I think he’s hilarious.


2) I don’t have to get legal permission to use his picture.


3) Once this book is in print, I want to contact a lawyer as The Fox and see if I can sue myself for defamation.


So here, fair reader, is the beloved Fox. You will see much more of him amidst these pages. I intend to make him famous.
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I’ve wanted to write a book for as long as I can remember. I can’t remember much before last Thursday, so it’s probably not that long really. I thought that it would be really easy to write a book and it would be kind of like the experience JK Rowling seems to have, where you just go to coffee shops and think deeply about things for a couple of months and then suddenly you’re a multibillionaire and best friends with Daniel Radcliffe.


The problem I’ve had is my book is not about a magic boy – unless you consider getting rid of a parking fine magical – but about a real boy, me, Joe Lycett. This book is based in the real world: within these pages are emails and exchanges with real individuals and real companies. Apparently there is this thing called The Law which stops you from doing certain things that affect people in the real world. I thought The Law was there mainly to stop people from taking drugs and ensure wealthy people retain their grip on power, but apparently it’s also designed to spoil my fun.
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