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         To Carla,
for all that you have been and all that you are,
thank you.

   
      
      1

      Look At Me

      I know what lots of people think. Just who does Jeremy Kyle think he is? What gives him the right to go around shouting his
         mouth off at people, telling them how to live their lives? Sitting up there in his ivory tower, with a flash car and a celebrity
         salary: how could he possibly have any idea what life is really like for those poor people crying out for his help? What possible
         connection could he have with any of the struggling families that appear on his show? He’s never been in their shoes, never
         had to deal with the problems they face, so how could he have the first idea about what they might need to do to turn their
         lives around? … ‘I BET THAT JEREMY KYLE DOESN’T EVEN CARE!’ I’ve heard it before and no doubt I’ll hear it again.
      

      And here’s the truth: I try and give each person I meet on the show the selfsame opportunity to improve their lives. I realise
         it may not always seem to be the case but at the first time of meeting a guest, I care about them and their problems. And
         moreover, I care passionately about the help we can offer them. I can’t pretend to have liked everyone I have met during filming
         – plenty have turned my stomach – but that is not to say that I don’t feel concern about any of the guests. I do. I have not
         yet experienced a day of filming on The Jeremy Kyle Show during which someone’s story, personality, ability to cope or determination to move forward has failed to touch or inspire
         me in some way. I am not the stone-hearted bully so many cast me as, but neither am I someone prepared to suffer the soft excuses so many offer up for their own personal failings. Honesty is a quality I hold in high
         regard, and when I know it is being withheld, I tend to react.
      

      The vast majority of my detractors see me as someone who takes great delight in belittling the people I meet each day. As
         long as my name remains on the wall and the audiences still cheer me on, everything’s A-OK with Jeremy, isn’t it? It amazes
         me that people think my sole purpose in life is to publicly prey on vulnerable people, goading them in front of the cameras
         for my own gratification and in the chase for higher TV ratings. If you believe everything you read, the privileges I enjoy
         make me uniquely unqualified to comment on the problems of others. Apparently, I have no right to try and help the people
         who seek it from me because the way I go about it is not entirely to everyone’s tastes. To point out someone’s flaws is ‘hypocritical’,
         and to do so directly makes me ‘holier than thou’.
      

      You might believe a lot of what is said about me, but the reality is quite different. I don’t trawl the country searching
         for disadvantaged minorities to pick on. The simple truth is that I am asked to speak honestly to increasing numbers of this
         country’s rank and file who come onto my show looking for the help they say they can’t access anywhere else. Whether you believe
         it or not, Britain is awash with a large number of people who just aren’t equipped to cope with the myriad social problems
         that are sweeping our society. I can’t help but fear for the health of this country if what I see played out before me each
         and every day is a true indicator of what life is like for so many of our compatriots.
      

      I know it might sound dramatic, but I honestly believe that our nation is hurtling towards a defining date with destiny. For
         some years now, there has been a time bomb ticking beneath the values British society once held dear, and if we continue failing
         to grasp the fundamentals of a respectful and civilised society, as many of my guests so clearly do, our country faces collapse. But here’s the good news: most individuals
         have it in them to turn their lives around, and equally, this country has all the talent it needs to shape a better future
         for itself. However, in order for that to happen, all of us, as individuals and as communities, will have to take on the hard
         work that the rebuilding will require. And we have to start now! The only request I ever make to my guests before they come
         onto my show is that they be honest with me. Now the time has come for me to be honest with you.
      

      So, look at me: my name is Jeremy Kyle and I am a twice-married recovering gambling addict. I have a brother whose life has
         been beset by problems with drugs. His wife was anorexic. I am obsessive-compulsive. My name is Jeremy Kyle and some might
         say I am one of the most hated men in Great Britain.
      

      I am irritating, infuriating, and unlikely to feature on anyone’s dinner-party wish list. I have never dragged myself up above
         the average. Physically, academically or intellectually, my attributes are never likely to score much above six out of ten
         – and I definitely can’t claim that any success I have had to date has been built on good looks! Those who don’t like me loathe
         me. My critics say that I am a pernicious presence on our television screens and that I am the one most to blame for all that
         has gone wrong since the United Kingdom started selling itself short. But, since starting the show four years ago, the people
         of this country have come to me in their droves to help them turn their lives around. It is a great honour, and incredibly
         humbling, that so many have seen fit to put their trust in me.
      

      As to how I dispense that help, I have a great belief in a plain-speaking directness calculated to get the message through
         to even the most unreceptive of listeners. I readily concede that from time to time I have gone over the top when emotions
         have got the better of me. I can be brutal, confrontational and pretty unforgiving, and I make no apologies for being curt
         or to the point – I have never been one to sugar the pill. I no longer see the value in pussyfooting around the issues bringing
         this country to its knees. Long ago I made a promise to my employers to be as frank as possible and tell any guest on my show
         – even if they sometimes did not want to hear it – exactly how I saw their situation. If people aren’t forced to confront
         the realities, the seeds are sown for problems to grow and worsen. The more people I meet through my job, the more I become
         convinced that this country, and far too many of its citizens, need one almighty kick up the backside. I call it as I see
         it … My name is Jeremy Kyle and I AM ONLY BEING HONEST!
      

      The most vociferous complaints against The Jeremy Kyle Show typically come from those who have only seen it once. An unscheduled ‘duvet day’ or time off sick give some people who would
         not normally catch my show an opportunity to flick around the daytime schedules while curled up on the sofa. Many a teacher
         or doctor will have stumbled across my offerings on ITV1 without any real knowledge of what the show is about. I don’t blame
         them for being more than a little shocked at some of the more outlandish cases that I’m asked to ‘referee’. In the early days
         of my tenure I too was aghast at just how low some people had sunk. Now, some four years on, the stories are no less shocking,
         it’s just that I am less shocked by them. I guess that the regularity with which I am obliged to confront all that is going
         wrong in our society has inured me to some of the extremes. I have reluctantly come to accept that the major problems I initially
         thought might only affect a small percentage of the population are in fact frighteningly commonplace. Every day I tackle tales
         of family breakdown, delinquency, abuse, addiction, violence, teenage pregnancy and welfare dependency. And the worrying truth is I don’t have to look far afield to find too many others adversely affected by these issues; they are
         queuing round the block to get into our studio to benefit from the help we can offer.
      

      Many critics of the show say that by broadcasting and discussing the problems of our society in an open forum, we are compounding
         rather than improving them. Well, I can’t help thinking that that is absolute bollocks! The current breakdown in society we
         are witnessing has been brought about by thirty or forty years of successive failures at both a governmental and individual
         level. The people who argue against my show are seemingly happy to ignore the devastated social environments up and down the
         country that contribute towards its degradation. My agitators see me as deliberately destroying the fabric of society, profiting
         from the disadvantaged for cheap thrills. Nothing could be further from the truth – we are actually giving help to some of
         those whom society has left behind: the evidence is all there. Those critics are wrong and I don’t mind telling them why.
      

      If you are one of those who believe that I alone am responsible for every ASBO ever handed out to a hoody, you must be living
         on a different planet. It is almost as if I’m being accused of mounting a one-man campaign to infect every corner of Britain
         with ever more deplorable examples of antisocial behaviour, solely in order for me to then have a go at them on the telly!
         The seeds for the dismantling of British society were sown decades ago. If those fantastical theories were really true, I
         would have had to embark on a mission to bring delinquency, drugs and despondency to the nation from about the age of three!
         Well, I am sorry to say (and those who bear with me in this book will soon be able to testify) that, as diminutive and disliked
         as I may always have been, I am no Bond villain intent on destroying the world. Nope, forty years ago I was nothing but your average toddler, living with a loving family in Coley Park, Reading.
      

      I went through a fairly unremarkable childhood, playing second fiddle to those around me who had greater talents and far loftier
         ambitions. My abilities seemed only to lend themselves to crushing mediocrity: I have dawdled through most of my life never
         really impressing, but not particularly disappointing either. I think I have been a good son, a better father, and sometimes
         quite the most selfish and reckless of husbands. I readily concede my mistakes; I confess to moments of weakness and temptation.
         I have been far from perfect for quite a long time, but I don’t have it in me to have come up with any blueprint to bring
         down Great Britain.
      

      When I’m talking and giving advice to the guests on my TV show, I am reliant on my own experiences to help guide the way –
         the most useful advice, I believe, is founded upon the person giving it knowing what they are talking about. I try to impart
         an empathy wherever possible, but often brutal honesty is required when I’m figuring out where some people have gone so badly
         wrong. I know, because that’s what I needed when I was at rock bottom with my gambling addiction. Thanks to that pernicious
         habit, I know the betting game inside out, and so I do realise that the odds are stacked against me really being able to help
         those who take part in my show. I am not a qualified counsellor and I have no real personal experience of many of the addictions
         that keep a boot on the throat of so many. However, the evidence of my own eyes is such that I know my show has changed the lives of a good many people who might otherwise have been forgotten and abandoned. I may well be
         an unremarkable host of an unremarkable television show, but the team I have around me is incredibly good. My colleagues have
         helped bring positive change to so many who saw no way out from their problems.
      

      My primary role on the show is to identify a person’s problem and frame it in order for them to see that they alone are responsible for sorting it out. I’ll call on the help of
         their friends, family and all the other support networks available to us but, at the end of the day, it is the person with
         the problem who will have to face up to it. Ultimately, only they have the ability to overcome whatever is holding them back
         – the most we can hope for on the show is that we supply some guidance and any proper, professional counselling a family or
         individual may require.
      

      After initially being shocked and then, after a time, becoming accustomed to the stories put before me each day, I started
         to become deeply frustrated. It wasn’t long before I found myself getting more and more livid. The novelty of living my own
         dream soon gave way to the unwillingness of others to propel themselves out of their own personal nightmares. Each day became
         defined by the failure of everyone I met to recognise just a few of the most basic tenets that bind families and society together.
         The anger I express some mornings is not false. Undoubtedly, I am harsher with some than I am with others, but I defy anyone
         not to lose it at least a little when dealing with teenagers who blithely get pregnant without any thought for the consequences.
         Or a mother who can’t see the wrong in abandoning her kids for a life of drug dependency paid for by prostitution. Sometimes,
         I honestly feel as though I am bashing my head against a brick wall.
      

      When I was growing up, I always took politeness and common courtesy for granted. Very early on, my parents schooled me on
         what manners were required around the dinner table or when out in public – they taught me the basics as surely as any good
         parent could. Whether it was opening the door for a lady or saying ‘please’ and ‘thank you’, there was a firm, fair hand guiding
         me through my early years. They laid down the foundations on which my sense of right and wrong was built, and taught me what
         was acceptable and what was not. From them I learned respect. In short, they made sure I was prepared for the moment when I would have to make my
         own way in the world, passing on the lessons that had come down to them through the generations. They set my moral compass,
         inspired my belief system and provided a set of values that would allow me the chance to contribute, if nothing else, decency
         and propriety to society.
      

      Beyond the basics of common etiquette, they provided just one of a million possible templates of how people could successfully
         live alongside one another. From my parents I learned of the nature of sacrifice for the sake of your offspring. I learned
         the true meaning of unconditional love. I learned the importance of a strong work ethic and the need to provide that still
         drives me today. Lazing around doing nothing just wasn’t an option for me, just as it could never have been an option for
         them. Consciously and subconsciously, my mind was filled with all of the life lessons they handed out. Through the power of
         positive parenting, they gave me the principles that I will always abide by and cherish for as long as I live.
      

      Now, mine was not a unique experience. My parents won’t seek medals for the sterling job they have both done, any more than
         I would seek any sort of recognition for basically being a decent member of society. Most of my parents’ generation did not
         see the disciplining and guiding of their children as anything requiring a special effort; it was the minimum expected! OF
         EVERYONE! Lately, I have been given to thinking that perhaps I am just too old or out of touch to really understand the minds
         of the younger people I meet. I can never claim to have been cool, but I was young once, and back then I was certainly suspicious
         about the carping of the older generation. I used to think that people of my grandparents’ age had nothing better to do than
         to moan. I thought retirement had given them too much time on their hands and they eyed young whippersnappers like me with
         jealousy because they could no longer do the things we were able to do. Now I realise how wrong I was.
      

      Many of the people who write to me now are senior citizens, people who in younger days I would have considered plain old fogies,
         but I find myself agreeing with most of what they say. Whereas the inter-generational relationship was once characterised
         by irritation and, at worst, exasperation, it is now sadly ruled by an all-encompassing fear. There is always friction when
         an emerging youth seeks to create its own identity quite apart from that of its parents’, but in modern times, this has been
         converted into something far worse and more dangerous – an active distrust and even terror from the elder generation of these
         menacing, directionless kids who espouse no values. Over time, respect has broken down and been replaced by the trend of antisocial
         behaviour, to the point where you now find fully grown men, let alone frail old pensioners, who no longer feel safe enough
         to leave their house after dark. I am not scaremongering or concocting a story with no basis in fact. Every single day my
         production office is besieged by callers looking for an escape from their communities; areas in the grip of problems all brought
         on by societal or familial breakdown.
      

      To put that in perspective, it is perhaps worth pointing out that thousands of Britons are ignoring our cultural legacy of the famous ‘stiff upper lip’. No one is keeping quiet about the things that
         affect them, so bad have they become. Gone is the Dunkirk spirit of stoically and manfully pitching in to help everyone overcome
         common enemies. Gone is that unity and social cohesion – and what are we left with? A desperation to appear on a national
         television programme to get the help that has been denied everywhere else. What does that tell you about the state of modern
         Great Britain?
      

      Now of course I am not slagging off my own show. I am very proud of it and I passionately believe in the good we continue
         to do for the vast majority of our guests. What really concerns me are the dysfunctions in society that provide shows like mine with an endless wealth of material. Increasingly,
         I am finding that the people I meet have had none, not one bit, of the guidance that was instilled in me by my parents. More,
         there seems to have been a wholesale abandonment of those traditional working-class values – honesty, decency, diligence –
         that kept people proud no matter what hardships they were beset by. There was a steel, a backbone, a real moral fibre running
         through even the poorest communities not so long back. People may have lacked money or luxuries, but they were never found
         wanting when it came to pride. Pride in themselves, their community, their appearance, their children and their family.
      

      Please don’t get me wrong. I haven’t gone all misty-eyed, reaching for the bunting and playing old recordings of the Queen’s
         coronation. I realise certain social problems prevailed back then, just as others do now. However, what seems to be most lacking
         nowadays is the willingness to stand up for what is right and to insist on others doing the same. When I was growing up, you
         didn’t just look out for your own, the whole estate looked out for each other. I would be just as likely to get a clip round
         the ear from my neighbour for misbehaving as I would from either of my parents. And that was fine. On my show I’m constantly
         coming across parents who have no idea what their kids are getting up to and, worse, they don’t really care! No examples are
         being set and no laws laid down. As a result we are seeing the very fabric of our society crumble about our ears.
      

      I am often asked to provide solutions to these problems via The Jeremy Kyle Show. Obviously we can only work on a one-to-one basis with any family put before us and will never have the means to effect any
         great change in the country overall. All we can hope for is that the message filters through from the tiny percentage we do
         manage to help. There are a great many people out there who can provoke the sort of change this country so drastically needs, though you probably won’t
         find them where you think you would. Writing to an MP is all well and good – government will and should always have a part
         to play in the improvement of society – and charity groups and the armies of unsung volunteers who help those who have genuinely
         fallen on hard times can always be counted on to do their bit too. But, and this is the real crux of it, it is each and every
         person who knowingly brings a child into this world who really bears the most responsibility for the rebuilding of our nation.
         The best example I can set for my own children is to follow the excellent one that my parents laid out for me. I was lucky
         enough to have been brought up in a manner that is worthy of passing on to my children – that is surely the first step any
         new parent should be looking to make, and it’s by far the most important step in bringing about real change in this country.
      

      There is no point in hiding from the fact – my show is just the tip of the iceberg where the problems of this country are
         concerned. We average about ten guests per show, five times per week. We’ve been making about 250 shows per year, so that
         is roughly 2,500 guests with serious problems impacting negatively on them and society as a whole. We receive about 300 enquiries
         per day from members of the public wanting to come on the show to sort out whatever it is that is affecting them. That surely
         flies in the face of those who think we are deliberately seeking out the worst extremes of an otherwise powerless minority.
         We are not cooking the books and we don’t need to make up the numbers. There are literally thousands of people who have or
         would like to come onto shows like mine in this country. And they don’t want to appear just for a song and a dance and to
         have me bark at them. The problems we deal with are real and their causes are deep-rooted, sometimes going back years and
         years. I understand that not everyone is dealt a fair hand, and that some will go through life with more doors opened for them than others. But,
         even in the poorest areas and with the roughest of backgrounds, I have to believe that in twenty-first-century Britain there
         exists some opportunity for all. And I don’t blame every individual who failed to grasp an opportunity that came his or her
         way nearly as much as I blame the parents who helped foster a lack of ambition in their child in the first place.
      

      I am a father of three, and by the time you read this, my wife should have given birth to my fourth child. Whatever my failings,
         and there have been many as a partner, husband and divorcee, I have always been a constant for my children. The minute I knew
         my first daughter had been conceived the whole focus of my life changed. My needs became secondary and hers became paramount.
         I thought that this feeling might be diluted when my second child was born, with my first child in her teens and my middle
         age fast approaching. It did not. The feeling only intensified. People often mistake my love of my children as a blinkered
         spoiling of them. That is fine, and I have no doubt there are more severe parents than me out there. That said, I just can’t
         help but keep the promise I have silently made to them a billion times over – that I would always be there for all of them
         and always do whatever it took to ensure they were safe, secure and happy.
      

      I am the son of a wholly committed father and I myself am currently the wholly committed father of three daughters and, at
         the time of writing this, the beautiful bump of a first baby boy. There is simply nothing I would not do for my children.
         I have no doubt that my kids probably get more than their fair share, I have probably spoiled them more than I should, and
         I still have much to learn about bringing up a family, but I would rather accept the overindulgence of a child over the wilful,
         heartless dereliction of parental duty that I see played out before me each and every day. To anyone who does not believe some of the scenes on my show, just look at the evidence. It is irrefutable. It is estimated
         that the cost to this country from broken families alone is around the £20 billion mark. Apparently the additional costs of
         crime and antisocial behaviour born of family breakdown and social policy failures is nearer £100 billion! £100 billion – and that’s without even mentioning the terrible human toll being paid up and down the land by kids with no homes and families
         with no future. All too often I am standing face to face, trying to reason with parents who see no fault whatsoever in doing
         nothing at all for their own children. The problems that neglect has caused are pretty plain for all to see, but has anyone
         yet grasped just how widespread the problems have actually become? The parents I meet on the show are often acting out a twisted
         game of Keeping Up With the Joneses. Everyone else on the estate is happy to let their kids run riot while they get wasted,
         so what’s the point in acting differently and being the odd one out? You might as well do the same and follow suit. We have
         got to the point now where being a good parent means taking a stand. And there you have the problem distilled: everyone gets
         caught up in the general malaise of doing nothing because everyone else is doing nothing!
      

      Not too long after I started at ITV, I decided to do some research to help me better understand the causes and effects of
         the problems swamping those who came on my show. It wasn’t a surprise to find plenty of evidence to suggest that children
         in homes without fathers:
      

      • are more likely to be truants

                     • are more likely to face exclusion

                     • are more likely to become teenage parents

                     • and more likely to become criminal offenders.

         
      That little list pretty much sums up the make-up of so many of my show’s guests. Everyone I try to help via the show is invariably
         affected by at least one (and usually more) of those issues, and virtually every one of my guests is from a family that is
         either broken or in the process of breaking up!
      

      In too many parts of our country it seems that responsible parenting is fast disappearing. I may be old-fashioned and I may
         say this because I am a man, but I think there are just too many young men out there who have shirked their responsibilities.
         They are strangers to the notion that they should earn their keep before then paying their way. They do not comprehend that
         creating a life requires a lifelong responsibility to nurture it, financially, emotionally, physically – totally. Those irresponsible
         young cads who go off gallivanting, spraying their seed as if trying to create an army in their own image (but without ever
         showing any intent to stick around and lead them), make an absolute mockery of decent dads everywhere fighting to gain access
         to their children.
      

      Single mothers are not blameless, of course. Getting pregnant definitely takes two, but from what I see on my stage, more
         often than not it is a distraught woman left holding the baby. Of course there will always be situations where the break-up
         of a family cannot be avoided. I am the first one to advise any couple to go their separate ways when it is clear they are
         no good for each other, let alone for the baby stuck in the middle of them. Even so, this is no reason for either of the parents
         to walk away from their child. How else do these people think their progeny will get ahead in life? If Mum and Dad aren’t
         interested in them, who else is going to be?
      

      I meet parents every day who bemoan their lot. They say they haven’t the money or opportunity that so many others have. When
         I ask them the simple question, ‘Well, what have you done to change your own situation?’ they seem stumped. Too many are just waiting to be told or given a leg-up. Very rarely
         do I meet anyone really battling hard to make the best of things, to some day give their children better opportunities than
         they ever had. Now is the time for each and every parent in this land to stand up and be counted. As I have said on numerous
         occasions, I don’t have the qualifications to be considered any kind of family counsellor. I am no academic authority versed
         in the minutiae of social justice. That said, under the studio lights, I am exposed to more of society’s ills in one week
         than most will see in a year, and I also know that what kept me from going the way of so many of my guests was the love and
         support of those around me. My parents stayed together through difficulties that cause too many people nowadays to drift apart.
         They invested in me and my brother when it might have been easier to just not bother. I know that not everyone will be as
         lucky as me in having two loving, committed parents, but in this day and age it is possible to succeed with one. As ever,
         though, it is a case of being prepared to see through the responsibility of raising any child in the proper manner.
      

      My mum and dad often complain to me that everything is so rushed for the younger generation nowadays. They are right. Kids
         left to fend for themselves seem to bypass the fun that was the most important part of my early teens. They roam the streets,
         and from too young an age are exposed to drugs, crime, and everything associated with a gang culture that has evolved to usurp
         the traditional family unit in many areas. There is a rush to get drunk, have sex, get pregnant, get married, get a council
         flat, all before society deems it legal. There is none of the courtship so prevalent in my parents’ day, no time to take stock
         and learn about oneself, let alone the partner you are pledging the rest of your life to!
      

      I suppose you could say that my mum and dad were the exception to their own rule. They have stood the test of time, last year celebrating their golden wedding anniversary, but
         they did rush things a little at the start themselves! My mum was a clerk at Coutts – the royal bank, don’t you know! My father
         swooped in to make her his not long after joining the firm. From the start it was clear he had his eye on more than just the
         job, though. Within six weeks he had stolen in to secure the affections of the future Mrs Patrick Kyle, when at first it looked
         as though she might become engaged to another suitor – a dashing charmer, who was also an Olympic fencer with royal connections
         who would later become the Lord Lieutenant of a remote Scottish island! No joke! Dad was a wily young charmer back then, and
         he tells me that there was no going back once he’d seen the bird with the immaculate pins, dressed in expensive stockings
         and seams down the back. They met and were engaged within six weeks, so the Kyle family legend goes. That might seem rather
         to scupper my (and their) argument about slowing things down. Not a bit of it. They are still very happily married today,
         as fifty years ago they resolved to work through everything together. They weren’t pretending or playing at love, like so
         many of the seven-times-engaged teenagers I meet. They had found what they thought was true love and they started a journey
         they were determined to see through together, come what may. They did not have much money but they were both imbued with that
         spirit and mutual respect so conspicuously absent from many of today’s young.
      

      The sad truth today is that many young kids, particularly girls with absent fathers, grow up without ever really having had
         a male influence to show them what enduring and unconditional love is. As a result, the first sign of affection from the worst
         kind of spotty-faced teenager can often result in disastrous consequences that both parties are woefully ill-equipped to deal
         with. Having never known real male love, young girls everywhere are associating their notion of it with sex. This has led to explosions in this country of teenage
         pregnancies and unwanted babies, not to mention sexually transmitted infections.
      

      I think I have followed in my father’s footsteps to a large degree. I have taken forward a lot of the views he espoused and
         I am slowly getting to the point where we, frighteningly, can no longer be told apart. His marriage to my mother mirrors my
         own with Carla. My mother is the driving force of my parents’ marriage, just as Carla is the rock on which mine is built.
         Not long into their union, Mum seized control and saw to it that Dad made more strenuous efforts to get ahead. She ripped
         out an advert she had seen in the London Evening Standard, which was advertising a job in the royal household. She bought him a suit, spruced him up and insisted he apply. He got
         the job and finished there forty-one years later as accountant and personal secretary to Her Majesty the Queen Mother.
      

      Dad’s job was not that well paid but he undoubtedly bore the benefit of some unique perks and wonderful, unforgettable experiences
         that he would never have enjoyed in any other employ.
      

      Dad was there with the Princess of Wales and Fergie when each stayed over the night before their respective weddings, and
         apparently he was one of the first in the whole wide world to have seen Lady Diana Spencer’s wedding dress. When asked later
         what he thought of that magnificent gown he replied, like a typical bloke: ‘It was a bit like my wife’s, but longer!’
      

      I remember watching the royal weddings and processions from the gardens at Clarence House, seeing Royal Lodge in Windsor Great
         Park, and being welcomed into the racing fraternity in the Royal Household Stand at Ascot – all good times. But I also remember
         Dad being away a lot. Work kept him away, just as my own keeps me away from home from time to time. I don’t remember being overly upset by it. I missed him,
         as we all did, but we always knew he would be back soon and none of us doubted that he loved us all very much or that he was
         doing everything he could to provide for his own. That work ethic was drummed into me very early on, and his was the perfect
         example from which to take inspiration. He once told me that he took his own example from the Queen Mother herself. At eighty-five
         years of age she was still committed to fulfilling three engagements a day, and my father always spoke fondly of the ‘Pocket
         Rocket’ who so inspired him to work that bit harder.
      

      I doubt Dad was ever ‘establishment’ enough to scale the heights his hard work undoubtedly merited within the royal household,
         but he never let that get in the way of him giving of his best every single day. His commitment to his job was only bettered
         by the commitment he showed to his family. I was always struck by the reverence with which he was addressed. People showed
         him a great deal of love and respect, which he had obviously earned through many years of hard graft. He had a pride in himself
         that can only come with knowing you have done your utmost for all around you. With a man like Dad around, how could I do anything
         but take on board his fantastic example? He is a man who epitomises the right way to behave in every walk of life. He has
         mixed with everybody and has always held himself with great dignity. If I go on to command even half the respect, love and
         affection he did from his peers, I’ll know I have done pretty well. One day stands out in memory, when my father was recruiting
         a second chauffeur for the Queen Mother. He had all the usual applications from the established elite. Oxbridge-educated graduates
         with first-class honours degrees and the like, but it was the scruffy, long-haired candidate from Liverpool who stood out
         for the old man.
      


      Sean came to his interview with two earrings and long shaggy hair, more professional hippy than professional driver for Her
         Majesty the Queen Mother. Dad saw something in him, though. He took him under his wing, got his hair cut and generally smartened
         him up. Dad has never been one to show too much emotion, but I’m sure I saw him melt a little when I heard Sean’s mum on the
         end of our phone. She must have had him on the line for a full twenty minutes as she recited how proud Sean, with my dad’s
         help, had made her. When Dad came to retire from his post many years later, it was Sean who drove him to collect his medals.
         It was a proud day for us all to see Dad presented with his CVO but I have every faith he was just as proud of the fact that
         Sean, his protégé, had taken a day’s unpaid leave to drive him around as if he was royalty for a day.
      

      As much as possible, I try to live by the principles my father championed. I also try to stress the importance of some of
         those values to everyone I meet on The Jeremy Kyle Show. It never ceases to amaze me that so few of the basic courtesies I take for granted have been passed down through the generations
         to the young people who appear on the show. I respected both my parents and, though I always knew Mum’s word was law, I suppose
         I followed my Dad’s lead more because he was a man. I was more my father’s son and we probably generally shared a slightly
         closer connection. However, whenever I was in trouble with Mum, I knew heaven and earth would shake when the time came for
         one of her thunderous telling-offs. I always knew I could make Dad laugh, so I wasn’t as fearful of getting told off by him
         as I was of just letting him down.
      

      Much of that bond between my father and I was cemented when we were both coming to terms with my brother’s burgeoning drug
         problem. Throughout that process, I saw his hopes drain away and be replaced by unfathomable fear and confusion. His eldest son was slipping away from him and he could do nothing to stop it. Despite all of the love, investment
         and guidance he had given, he could not arrest Nick’s slide. There were times when I saw him completely break down and his
         towering strength and iron will to see it through melt away. I can barely imagine what it is like to witness at first hand
         the demise of your son and first-born despite having only ever loved and provided for him to the best of your ability. But
         it was what my dad had to face despite having done nothing wrong himself. That was only the second time I had ever seen my
         dad – my hero – so crushed by an impotence and inability to deal with a problem. The first time was with his own father.
      

      My dad’s dad was a huge brute of a man, and I will always remember dreading the frequent visits to that particular set of
         grandparents. Regularly we would go over to Granny and Grandad Kyle’s house. On the way in, we would walk past my grandfather’s
         revolting green Mini, one of those with an extended boot grafted onto it. On the rare occasions I see one on the roads now,
         a chill still goes down my spine.
      

      We would have to navigate a winding hill of rickety steps to get up to where he lived – Spay Cottage in Berkhamsted – and
         I remember being increasingly reluctant and timid with each step that brought us closer to the door. Behind it lay nothing
         but coldness and misery. There was no heating and no fridge and a chilly larder next to the kitchen that housed a paltry assortment
         of tins. Beside the tins were always some remnants of meals gone by, green and furry; old milk puddings with things growing
         out of them. These were all the creations of Granny Kyle – a wizened old lady who soldiered on to the age of ninety-six. Quite
         how the milk puddings didn’t finish her off a decade or so earlier I’ll never know.
      

      Grandad Kyle hated living in England. He had spent much of his life working in the Indian police force and, from the moment he came back home, it was clear he thought our country couldn’t compare. The man was cold, permanently embittered against
         the world and to me he seemed somehow hollowed out – a husk of humanity. Nevertheless, his unrelenting mean-spiritedness was
         frequently broken by a visit from his favourite grandson, my brother. Grandad Kyle seemed to have no interest in me; but Nick,
         his first-born grandson, was the apple of his eye.
      

      I remember the isolation I felt in that cold, lonely house. There were times when Nick would be curled up on Grandad’s lap
         and when I used to come into the room and try talking to him, I would be dismissively waved away. There was a coal bunker
         built onto the back of Spay Cottage and I remember spending more time there than in the house. I look back and remember shivering
         outside, looking through the window into the front room and seeing Grandad Kyle reading stories to Nick. The fire would be
         blazing beside them like some scene from a traditional Christmas card, whilst I would be outside, kicking my heels against
         the coal bunker, worrying over what I had done that was so wrong.
      

      In fairness to Dad, he had noticed the favouritism and he did confront Grandad about it, but all he ever said when tackled
         on the subject was: ‘We have an heir already; we don’t even know Jeremy.’ It was no fault of Nick’s that he was favoured over
         me. He sought to include me as much as he could and would often come out and play with me after I had been banished to the
         garden. Dad stuck to his guns on my behalf and the family had a big fallout for quite a few years. My grandparents remained
         alien to me and a feud not unlike some of those seen on my stage rumbled on for longer than it should have. I have often said
         that mine is no perfect life and certainly that mine is no perfect family. We have been through the mill collectively, just
         as I have personally. We have all emerged the stronger at the other end but it is precisely because we never allowed any hardships we faced to be used as excuses that we managed to prevail. It was never pleasant being
         shunned by my grandfather and my time around him was practically unbearable. I often thought my parents could have done more
         to intervene, but never have I used that disappointment as any reason to cause trouble, as an excuse for those moments where
         I have been squarely to blame for letting people down.
      

      It would be easy to assume that I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth, but that is simply not the case. I was given opportunities
         that others in life might not have had because my parents scrimped and saved and made sacrifices.
      

      I am highlighting the really quite ordinary roots of my family background in order to show those who are happy to reach for
         the lazy excuse of poverty as reason for never making any effort to better their lot for themselves or their children. We
         didn’t grow up with millions stuffed under the mattress, and we were frequently required to be frugal – there was no such
         thing as waste in our house – but I can’t honestly say I ever went without. My immediate family was close and loving, which
         was the real reason my brother and I had the opportunities to build a life of our own. Our extended family was not without
         the odd quirk or infuriating idiosyncrasy, but my parents never allowed such distractions to get in the way of their foremost
         focus: raising their children properly.
      

      On my show, I have seen people from more appalling backgrounds than I could ever imagine buck the trend and make successes
         of themselves. I have seen that through effort and sheer force of will people can present a better set of circumstances for
         their children than they had themselves. On the flip side, however, there are many who allow the cycle of deprivation that
         caught them up to engulf their own children. My own family has endured some troubled times. I have overcome personal battles that temporarily damaged the fabric of my family. I have on occasion been distracted from my
         primary purpose, which is to invest in the protection of all of my family’s needs. Unfortunately, most people will have periods
         of difficulty during their lives when their focus wavers, but it is just unacceptable to give up on young children permanently,
         especially when they are not old enough to know any better. No matter what is thrown at you, what trouble comes your way,
         your commitment to your children must be lifelong and absolute.
      

      Certain elements of my family shunned me after my divorce from my first wife. There is a strong religious streak running through
         most of my extended family. The older generation in my family are all particularly God-fearing and none was too impressed
         at my failure to see my first marriage through. I can’t blame them for their disappointment; they all had certain expectations
         that were way beyond my capacity to live up to. Some of them will have considered me a man more intent on spending time in
         the bookies than with his family at home. They saw me going through a ruinous phase that I can only now admit was a major
         reason behind the failure of my first marriage. They did not like me one bit, which is fair enough. I was not the nicest person
         back then and I was not in the nicest of places either. I remember Uncle Len, once barking at my mother that I had ‘brought
         shame on the whole family.’ The way he saw it, divorce was a coward’s way out of what should have been a lifelong commitment.
         His umbrage towards me caused quite a few arguments, but still they were not – nor did they ever become – a reason for throwing
         in the towel; there I differed from those on my show who make their children the first casualties of the most minor family
         feud. I’m guessing the ‘shame’ that little episode brought has been stored away and forgotten about – at least for now that
         is. It’s strange how being on telly has changed so many people’s perceptions of me, even those within my own family!
      

      There are too many people looking for reasons to avoid getting on with the basic job of parenting their child. Whether it
         be a lack of money, a lack of support from their own family, a poor background, or even poverty brought on by their own addiction,
         most of what is offered up to me by way of defence relies on (normally self-induced) problems that are eminently fixable if
         someone commits themselves fully to the solution. Some people bury their heads in the sand and claim they did their best when
         really they know they did anything but. Others, sadly, have never been shown what it takes by anyone around them and so have
         no idea where to begin to make changes. The chances are that their own children will therefore be condemned to the same dark
         and directionless upbringing they suffered. That is the situation this country faces; that is the reality of what I confront
         on my show each day.
      

      None of us can escape the fact that poverty in this country is a very real issue. Poverty must also be THE BIGGEST DISTRACTION
         to positive parenting, which is adequately displayed by the lives I will go on to talk about in this book. It creates the
         environment where breakdowns in society flourish. It can’t be a coincidence that most of my guests, the people who are emblematic
         of the social problems facing so many in this country, are living just above, or sometimes below, the poverty line. These
         people, of course, need help wherever it can be found but, more than that, they need to learn to start helping themselves.
      

      If you ask me, the real poverty affecting this country is a dearth of aspiration, a lack of ambition. You could go into any
         of the most financially poor communities in the country and find this to be true. Throwing money at this particular problem
         won’t help. The young families I meet who say they are struggling to cope do not find it hard to get by in any financial sense. On the contrary, many have all they need courtesy
         of a state benefits system that rewards them for creating life they have no clue how to nurture. They have the fifty-inch
         plasma TV on the wall and plenty of cash to spare for takeaways, alcohol and drugs. What they don’t have is the fire inside
         them to want to make the best of themselves. That fierce pride you hope would be handed down to their children so that they
         too might make a better life for themselves.
      

      I am dealing on a daily basis with teenagers who come to the show with three children already in tow. It isn’t uncommon for
         me to read in the research notes about women in their mid-twenties who have already had six or seven children taken off them
         and placed into care for their own safety – I struggle to get my head round that. But when I confront these people, their
         vacant expressions tell me they couldn’t care less that their children have been confiscated by the state. They almost don’t
         see the raising of their own children as their responsibility.
      

      To a large extent I can’t blame anyone who has never actually received any guidance. You would hope that there is something
         inherent inside us all that recognises right and wrong, no matter what our backgrounds, but the truth is that some of the
         kids I have met have been left to fend for themselves, and never been taught to show or understand human kindness. These ‘feral
         packs’ we hear so much about are the second and third generations of families who have become wholly dependent on hand-outs.
         The youngest have seen their parents paid to sit at home and have more babies without ever having to do anything for the money
         they receive. Over successive generations, cash has been ladled out without caveat or condition that its recipient contribute
         to the greater good in some way. The pride that used to beat through the chest of most working men and women has faded away
         in favour of an indolence that has now come to threaten the basic values most in this country used to hold dear.
      

      There is nothing that angers me more than seeing useless parents sponging off the state whilst giving nothing of themselves,
         not even to their children, in return. I don’t expect too many of the guests on my show are likely to be future captains of
         British industry, but is it really too much to ask some to just make a bit more effort with their kids? Many young parents
         come to me and say that they cannot understand why their teen has become so unruly, but when you peel back the layers you
         see that their ‘tearaway teens’ have lived their lives unchecked for fifteen years! No punishment when they misbehave; no
         praise when they have done well. No one telling them they must go to school; no guiding light taking an interest in friends
         or steering them away from bad crowds. If you believe the bleating of some of these parents, you would get the impression
         that a once-blissful household was shattered overnight when their loving son suddenly turned into a violent, drug-crazed nuisance!
         Even now, after all these episodes of The Jeremy Kyle Show, I am amazed at how blameless people still see themselves in the development of their children. Many seem to have no concept
         of cause and effect. They come to me hoping I can instil discipline into children who have run around as they pleased, without
         boundary or censure, for their entire life! They expect me to cast some sort of spell to make everything all right, unwilling
         to recognise that they might be the cause of their child’s behaviour and that they again have to form the bulk of the solution!
      

      I sometimes can’t believe quite how simply I have to explain things. I regularly find myself reaching for ridiculous analogies
         to make my point more clearly. I’ve asked some people to consider ancient tribes and to model the parenting of their kids
         on the templates that see village elders passing down skills and techniques through generations. Their young children, I say, are like sponges, ready to absorb whatever stimulus
         and experience you put their way. It is not enough to rely on the state or teachers (and certainly not television talk-show
         hosts) to do the work of proper parents. Every child needs love, affection and attention, but this also has to be offset against
         discipline, guidance and the setting of proper boundaries. If you don’t do it for your children, who else will? Unfortunately, we are in the grip of a crisis brought about by generations
         failing their children in exactly the same way that they were failed themselves. This is the root cause, I believe, of the
         plethora of social problems I will detail more fully in this book.
      

      What gets me most about this latest generation of failing parents is how easily they give up when tested by the tougher aspects
         of their children’s development. I never tire of saying that no new parent has an innate understanding of what is required,
         and that there is no divine guide for us to study on how we might become perfect parents. All we have is the advice of our
         friends, families and betters, all bolstered of course by the experience we pick up along the way. We will all make mistakes,
         and sometimes life’s harsh realities will dictate that we can’t have all we hoped for as regards our children. I frequently
         have to work away from home for three or four days each week. In an ideal world I would work from home and be around to enjoy
         every wondrous moment of my children’s growing up. But life ain’t like that, is it?
      

      As much as it kills me to be away from my family, I know I gain more from my absence than I would by staying at home. This
         doesn’t mean that I don’t love and want to spend more time with my children – of course I do. But I fulfil a lot of my own
         needs for self-esteem and pride by working hard and therefore being able to provide for my whole family. The country we live
         in must be in a really sorry state when so many of the potential workforce consider it more economical to stay at home and be funded by the taxpayer. I honestly believe
         a lot of the problems we now face could be rooted out at source if more people took it upon themselves to go out and earn.
         I understand the argument and completely agree that it’s ludicrous for the government to make it more appealing to sponge
         than work. The only thing I say to those who view their time purely in pounds and pence is to step back and take a look at
         the bigger picture. Even if you are, say, ten pounds worse off each week by going back to work, I’d still urge you to do it.
         The respect you would get from your family, peers and colleagues would be worth a thousand times more than anything that spare
         tenner buys you. The pride you would feel would be worth the effort alone but, more importantly, the example you would lay
         down for your children to follow would be invaluable.
      

      As it currently stands, the benefits system makes no sense to me. How can it be that you are rewarded for staying out of work
         and having more children you are not properly equipped to raise? We are seeing the effects of benefits dependency percolating
         through at every level and it is scary as hell. Many people are living quite comfortably on their plumped-up portfolio of
         hand-outs, but so few are using the free time this generous lifestyle affords for any sort of productive advantage. They don’t
         channel the extra time they have into improving their own skills or options, and they certainly don’t seem to be using it
         to steer their children onto better paths. Where once people used to go out and work all day, now there are vast swathes of
         people being paid to stay indoors. Many seem to have settled for having more kids, perhaps just to push up the total on the
         fortnightly benefit cheque.
      

      I see parents every day where one or both of them have been overcome by problems rooted in excessive drinking or drug taking.
         Nobody would suggest that in any but the most extreme cases the children of these addicts go without the basics of food and clothing. However, even in the less serious
         cases, what they quickly become starved of is the love, affection and positive role models they need to progress properly
         in life. All too often I hear tales from teenagers who claim that they are looking after their five brothers and sisters whilst
         their parents sit around the house getting smashed. And so we end up with whole childhoods lost, opportunities vanished, and
         future generations destroyed via government-funded addictions. More than ever, I am told tales of kids being forced to pick
         their way past the cans of lager in the fridge before finally alighting on some mouldy piece of cheese to eat. The ‘lucky’
         ones might get enough of their parents’ loot to order themselves yet another pizza before being plonked in front of the plug-in
         babysitter that is the TV. No doubt these types of problems have much to do with deprivations in other areas, but I think
         the handing out of money to people with no motivation to do anything other than drink or take drugs all day is only exacerbating
         an already dangerous problem. Surely we’re just feeding their habit?
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