





[image: image]












Copyright


Published by Constable


ISBN: 978-1-47213-527-8


Copyright © Neil Ruddock and James Hogg, 2020


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Constable


Little, Brown Book Group


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.littlebrown.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk









For Leah, who got me back on the straight and narrow
and made me the happiest man on earth.









Introduction


All right, dickhead? How’s it going? Ready for a bit, are we? Want some, do ya? Yeah! YEAH! YEAH!


All right, all right, calm down.


Just a couple of words to the wise before we kick off, OK? First of all, some of the language in this book is a little bit fruity so if you’re a sensitive soul who watches Songs of Praise and thinks that swearing belongs in the boozer then might I suggest you put this down now and go and knit yourself a scarf? The thing is, when I start telling a story Mr and Mrs F usually make an appearance, and when Mr and Mrs F make an appearance the B family usually turns up and then the Cs come storming in, God bless ’em. I was going to try and tone it all down a bit but then that wouldn’t be me, would it? It would be Razor light, and last time I looked they were a fucking band. As with my days as a footballer, it’s all or nothing with me, and you my son, or daughter, are getting the lot.


As it says on the cover, this book is the world according to my incredible self. That’s my world, by the way, not the world in general. Once again, if you were expecting to read Razor’s views on politics or the fucking EU then you’re going to be disappointed. Anybody who wants to read that needs help! This is yours truly talking about some of the experiences that have helped to create the absolute fucking legend what is moi. You’ll find the odd footballer in here, not surprisingly, not to mention the odd pop star and actor. There’s even a world leader! Some of the tales involve a bit of mischief and most involve a drink or two. Most importantly of all, though, they’re all a bit of a laugh so if I were you I’d get yourself a big drink, settle down somewhere quiet, turn off the notifications from Pornhub on your phone and have yourself a nice little read.


Right then, children, are we sitting comfortably?


Then I’ll fucking well begin.
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Regrets? I’ve Had a Few … Hundred!


Anyone who says they’ve never had any regrets in their life isn’t telling the truth. The difference is how long you hang on to them. Personally, I try and let them go as quickly as possible and just move on. As importantly though, I always try and learn from them. I mean, what’s the point in making a tit of yourself or making a pig’s ear of something if you can’t take something away from it?


I’ve had some fucking scrapes though. God, have I? I’ve also got away with murder in the past – metaphorically speaking – and one of the first regrets I ever had in football was an incident that, if my manager hadn’t believed my excuse, could have finished my career before it had even begun. Subsequently, letting this particular regret go has been quite hard, which is why the story’s worth retelling. Seriously, ladies and gents, if you want a blueprint for how not to behave at the very start of your career then have a word with me. I am that blueprint!


OK, picture this if you will. It’s 1985, I’m sixteen years old and I’ve recently been signed as an apprentice by Millwall Football Club. Half my family supported Millwall when I was a kid and the other side supported Fulham, but with my two older – and bigger – brothers both supporting Millwall there was never any doubt as to which of the two teams would end up with my support.


Since getting into football it had always been my ambition to play for Lions of Millwall but as it turned out I was lucky to get spotted, let alone offered a contract. We were living down in Ashford at the time, which is sort of in the sticks so you had more chance of being kicked by a snake than you did being picked by a scout. Then, one day, a very good friend of mine called Mark Tworts suggested I go and play for his Sunday team, St Thomas More in south London, and a few months later I was picked up by Millwall. I actually owe Mark a lot as if I’d carried on playing for Ashford it’s very doubtful I’d have progressed to be a professional. Anyway, at least we know who’s to blame!


Incidentally, as a kid I always played up front and it wasn’t until after I signed for Millwall that I became acquainted with defensive duties. We were playing a friendly down at Gravesend one day and were short of players at the back.


‘How do you fancy playing centre half?’ asked Theo Foley, who was George Graham’s assistant.


Without thinking I said, ‘Sure, I’ll give it a go.’ I’d never played there before but so what? I was obviously keen to impress and just wanted to play. George Graham used to like his boys playing out of position during training occasionally and I think it paid dividends. It certainly did for me.


I ended up putting in quite a good shift in that game, even if I do say so myself. I was good in the air and managed to snuff out their centre forward no trouble. So impressed were the management at my defensive debut that, apart from on a couple of occasions when I went back to the club a few years later, I never played centre forward again. Even so, in my final year as an apprentice I ended up scoring twenty-six goals and all from centre half! I must have been literally shitting talent.


Anyway, on to my regret. In March 1985 Millwall were drawn against Luton in the quarter final of the FA Cup and me and a few thousand other Lions fans made the journey up to Kenilworth Road to cheer on our team. I don’t know exactly what started the trouble but it might have had something to do with us Millwall fans not being happy about having bricks thrown at us in the away end, but to be fair to the Luton fans it wasn’t going to take much either way. The atmosphere before the match had been moody to say the least and both sets of fans had been waiting for an excuse to kick off. Not me, of course. I was sitting in the family stand on my own eating a hotdog and reading a copy of Shoot.


When the touch paper was finally lit all hell broke loose. Seats were ripped out and thrown on to the pitch, after which a battle began between the Millwall supporters and the police with the supporters using anything they could get their hands on as weapons. Advertising hoardings and seats being the most popular. By this time, I’d discarded my copy of Shoot and was on the pitch asking everyone to calm down. Honest! Then, when it all started getting a bit nasty, I decided to make myself scarce.


The following day on the front cover of the South London Press there was a large photo of the pitch battle between the Millwall fans and the police plastered right across the front page under the headline HOOLIGANS. And there, right in the middle of the photo asking everyone to calm down and stop being so nasty to each other, was me. Oh boy, was I in the shit. The feeling that went through me when I first saw my ugly mug was one of total fear. I was only too aware of how much trouble I was in and when George Graham called me in to see him the following day I feared the worst. George was a proper disciplinarian and he didn’t take shit off anyone, least of all a first-year apprentice. My excuse that I was trying to get away from the trouble was actually true, to a point. I’d realised at some point during the action that my presence might get me into trouble and at the time the photo was taken I was genuinely trying to find the exit, m’lud. Fortunately for me George believed my story and he forgot about it.


I didn’t. Had he not done so I’d have been out on my ear and with a reputation that would have made most managers think twice about signing me. I’d been very, very lucky and vowed that I would learn from my mistake and never do anything stupid like that again. If anyone can smell bullshit at this very moment in time I’m afraid it’s probably me.


A few weeks later, me and the lad I shared digs with, Gary Middleton, went out for the night and we ended up in Pizza Hut in Pimlico. We weren’t pissed or anything but we ended up having a bit of a handbags confrontation with another couple of lads and, instead of letting it die out like it would have done, the manager called the police. That’s right, it was his fault!


By this time I’d acquitted myself well in both the youth team and the reserves and I’d been told by George that if I kept it up it wouldn’t be long before I was knocking on the door of the first team. That’s if I didn’t fuck everything up, of course!


Fortunately, the police didn’t charge us with anything but they did inform George what had happened. Having already been given the benefit of the doubt on one occasion I feared that my luck had run out and the hours in between George summoning us and actually seeing him were absolutely fucking torturous. Ever since the Kenilworth incident I’d been super aware of how George reacted when somebody pissed him off and he didn’t mince his words. Nor did he just let people off without punishment.


By the time it came to us arriving at his office I’d convinced myself that I was on my way out. My parents were over in Saudi Arabia at the time as that’s where Dad worked and I had visions of him being summoned back in order to deal with me. As big and brave as I thought I was, and I did, I was scared out of my fucking wits.


Our coach, Roger Cross, who would end up coaching me at West Ham many years later, the lucky bastard, and who had a hugely positive influence on my career, went into George’s office before us to plead our case. When he came out again and told us to go in I couldn’t read his face for love nor money. It was getting scary now.


As we walked in and closed the door behind us everything was quiet. George was standing behind his desk with his back to us and just for a split second I thought the benevolence he’d shown during our previous encounter might not have been a one-off. I was wrong. He went totally fucking bananas.


To echo George’s words, we’d let ourselves down, we’d let our families down and, most importantly, we’d let the club down. The club that had shown so much faith in us and had given us a chance. When he then shouted the well-used phrase, ‘I’m going to teach you boys a lesson you’ll never forget,’ I feared the worst. It got better though, as he followed it with the words, ‘You’re both on ground duty for the next two weeks. Now get out of my sight!’


Ground duty meant doing odd jobs around the stadium such as painting and cleaning. The fact that we were doing odd jobs at the stadium obviously meant that we were still apprentices at Millwall Football Club and that was all I cared about. Even so, I was absolutely gutted after that roasting from George and, regardless of what I may or may not have got up to later in my career, it did have an effect on me and I did alter my behaviour – which beggars the question, imagine what I’d have been like if he hadn’t bollocked me?


Fucking hell!


One of my first regrets on the field of play took place during an England Under-19 tour of South America. This seventeen-day tour should have been one of the highlights of my career so far and if it hadn’t been for two pieces of red cardboard being waved at me by a tiny tosspot dressed in black then it would have been. The previous year I’d been on a tour of China with the same squad and that had been amazing. The food was a bit iffy at times but some of the sights we saw were out of this world, not least the Great Wall of China. The only thing I didn’t like about that were the stairs. There must have been about 3000 of them and because it gave us such a decent workout we didn’t have to train afterwards. The highlight footballing-wise was playing China in the National Stadium in front of a hundred thousand people. The majority of the squad were playing for reserve sides at the time so we were used to playing in front of two or three thousand people. Walking out in front of a hundred thousand was unknown territory but instead of letting it intimidate us we rose to the occasion and won. I know I’m a biggish lad but I felt like a giant on that pitch. There can’t have been one player for China who was over 5 foot 7. They were bloody fast though. We managed to get to the final of the tournament but were beaten 2–1 by Brazil. That was no disgrace though. They were a good side.


The highlight off the pitch on that trip was being taken to Hong Kong for three days. That place makes London look like a sleepy little village. It’s mad! One of the first things I did when I got there was buy myself a load of dodgy Lacoste T-shirts and fake Rolex watches. When I got back home I took one of the watches into training with me.


‘What’s that?’ asked one of my fellow apprentices, pointing at it.


‘That’s a Rolex,’ I said proudly. ‘It was a gift from the Chinese Ambassador. The whole squad got one. They’re worth about six thousand pounds each.’


The lads had been well jealous about me going on the tour in the first place and when they heard about us playing in the National Stadium and getting through to the final – which I’d been kind enough to tell them about while we were over there – they were fuming. This, though, was the icing on the cake. ‘You mean you got given a six-thousand-pound watch just for going on holiday?’ one of them asked.


‘That’s correct,’ I said triumphantly. I even went out and got a brochure for the watch from a top jeweller to corroborate my story. They never found out.


Anyway, where was I? That’s right, I was in Brazil about to make a huge tit of myself.


One of the most exciting things about this trip – apart from how little the women appeared to be wearing – was the fact that Bobby Robson and his number two, Don Howe, were running the show, which gave us all an opportunity to show the men at the very top what we were capable of. Others in our squad included David Hirst, Michael Thomas, Kevin Pressmen, Matt Le Tissier, Paul Merson, Paul Ince and Vinny Samways, so there was no shortage of talent.


Before our first match Mr Robson paid us a visit in our dressing room and after wishing us all well he made it clear exactly what he expected of us. Plenty of endeavour and cool heads were his main two requirements, and he really went to town on discipline and behaviour. At the World Cup in Mexico the previous year Ray Wilkins had been sent off against Morocco for an incident that had been described as ‘a disgrace’, and it was clear that the manager didn’t want any similar indiscretions from any of his young charges. As if!


During the first match against Brazil I went in for the kind of firm but fair tackle that are – or should I say were – meat and potatoes at home and I won the ball. What I should have done before making the tackle was consider the fact that the game is played differently in Latin American countries. Had I done so I might not have gone in so hard and the player I tackled might not have rolled around on the pitch fifteen times, called for his mother and a priest, and put on the kind of performance that would have earned him a leading role in a really shit daytime soap opera. On top of this, the referee was also Brazilian so I didn’t stand a cat in hell’s chance. Out came the card, and off went the defender. Bollocks!


Mr Robson was relatively sympathetic and as I was walking off the pitch he assured me that these sort of instances weren’t uncommon. It was nice of him, but I felt like such a plank.


In the next game against Uruguay I got punched by one of their players. Not being the sort of person to let something like that go I squared up to the numpty straight away and thought about ripping his head off. Before I could level the score with him the referee jumped in so I barely made contact. Because of this, and because the ref had been standing right next to us when I was punched, I assumed he’d send the Uruguayan player off and perhaps give me a caution for reacting like I did, but he didn’t. He sent us both off.


Before this tournament I had never been sent off before, at any level. In fact, I don’t think I’d even been booked. I wasn’t Gary Lineker, but in those days – in the UK at least – you had to either whack the referee, break somebody’s nose or do a wanker sign to the club chaplain to get booked. Not like today. They give them out like Smarties these days.


Having never watched it back I can’t really tell you what my reaction might have looked like to anyone watching but I can’t see how it could have merited a red card. Anyway, the damage was already done and as much as I wanted to remonstrate with the ref and tell him what a wanker he was, I had to go. I didn’t want to make it worse.


While we’re on the subject of double embarrassments on a football field, I have had two happen during the same game before, and within seconds of each other. I still wince when I tell this story. It happened when I was playing for Liverpool and involves a certain player called Rui Costa, who at the time was playing for Fiorentina. During the match, which was away at Fiorentina, he nutmegged me, not once, but twice in succession. I hate this bloke!


He’d been winding me up for the whole of the first half so when we came out for the second half I thought, Right then, you twat, I’m going to have you! I really wanted to hurt him. About ten minutes in I saw my chance but as I flew in to do him he got the ball on the outside of his right foot and put it through my legs.


‘Olé!’ shouted sixty thousand Fiorentina supporters.


I thought, you absolute shithouse. I really am going to hurt you now.


I immediately turned around and before I could even register what was happening the bastard got the ball on his left foot and did the same thing again.


‘Olé!’ shouted the crowd. I’d had a bloody double!


The game ended up going to penalties and in addition to me scoring mine, Costa missed his and we ended up going through. It was obviously past the point where I could injure him physically (without getting arrested) so I ran straight up to him after we’d won and gave him about a hundred olés, right in his face. Olé, you useless twat. Olé!


But if being sent off against Brazil was a bit embarrassing – and I was – being sent off against Uruguay in the following game was devastating, and it wasn’t even my fault. Honest guv!


What was actually missing from that story was a bit of the old red mist, which is something I became famous for back in the day, or should I say infamous. Sure, I may have lost my temper a bit with that Brazilian player, but that was just me playing football. The red mist is something that, over the years, got me into an awful lot of trouble and gained me a reputation as being, to quote one newspaper, ‘Britain’s Hardest Footballer’. Believe it or not, that was not the kind of title I wanted to be labelled with as a professional footballer, especially when I was trying to win a new contract, which I was when they printed it. It was the culmination of a six-month spell in my career that had more mist than Dartmoor on a wet February morning – just coloured red – and more anger than an episode of EastEnders.


The season in question, which was 1991–2 while I was at Southampton, had got off to an awful start after I was sent off for a professional foul on my old teammate Rodney Wallace, who’d just been sold to Leeds. Rod was clean through and apart from taking off a boot and trying to throw it at him I had no option but to bring him down, which I did. Because of the new ruling, that was now a straight red card and so I had to walk. After coming back after the suspension I started collecting yellows like Robbie Fowler collects houses and during November I was suspended for a few more games.


Now, instead of going home, taking stock and trying not to do it again, I persuaded myself that it wasn’t my fault and by the time I came back – again – I was actually angrier than I had been prior to being suspended, if that were possible. Then, on 20 December 1991, during a game against Notts County, I lost the plot completely and afterwards my entire world caved in. It was all a bit ironic really because in the days leading up to that match I’d opened talks with my manager, Ian Branfoot, about signing a new contract. Despite the cards, I was in a really good place at the time. The family were all settled and happy and I was playing for a good club. The money wasn’t fantastic but believe it or not that was never the main motivation with me. I was more interested in the pubs and the kebab shops! But because the family were happy I knew that my next contract, should it be forthcoming, was going to be an important one and the better my final season the better my chances were of being offered something decent. Anyway, it’s time for me to walk the plank.


The incident itself took place about a minute before the final whistle. Notts County had just equalised and I’d gone from being quite calm and relaxed to wanting blood, and preferably Craig Short’s. He’d been winding me up for most of the bloody match but because we’d been in the lead I’d managed to ignore it. Then, once they’d equalised, every move and gesture he made seemed like an insult directed straight at me. I was looking for an excuse to batter him, basically, and a couple of minutes later I found one. After a fracas with Alan Shearer, Craig Short seemed to stamp on him while he was down and without giving it a second thought I was off in his direction. He and Alan must have been about 50 or 60 yards away from me when it happened and after arriving at my destination I grabbed hold of Craig Short’s collar, questioned his parentage and stuck one on him. Short needed to have four stitches after the match but surprisingly nothing was said, to me at least, until the following day. It was obviously just the calm before the storm.


When Ian Branfoot came to see me in the players’ restaurant and informed me I was being fined and transfer-listed, I almost brought up my bloody lunch! Seriously, I felt sick to the pit of my stomach. I don’t think I’d heard of a player being transferred because of an on-the-pitch incident before. ‘The FA will undoubtedly have something to say about it,’ were Ian’s parting words to me, and after that I was made to train with the kids. The following day the papers were absolutely full of it and I can honestly say that it’s the worst Christmas I’ve ever had. I’d been told after the incident, by Branfoot mainly, that the chances of another club coming in for me were minimal and without actually saying it he was indicating that, in his opinion, I may as well start looking for a job as a security guard which, incidentally, was the career path David Pleat once suggested I take during my spell at Spurs. More about him later.


After a few months playing with the youth team, by which time I was fitter than I’d ever been, thanks mainly to the youth coach, Ray Graydon, I was recalled back to the first team. Ray had also helped me sort out my head while I was with him and although I was still prone to making the occasional cock-up, thanks to him I was a lot better than I had been. The team went on a great run after my return – winning an impressive six games on the spin at one point – and after that the manager was all over me again. I have to say this came as somewhat of a surprise as in the weeks after the incident he’d gone to great lengths to make me feel virtually unemployable. It’s funny how things change, don’t you think?


Speaking of which, a few weeks later I was called into the chairman’s office and after exchanging a few pleasantries – that hadn’t happened in a while, I can tell you – I was offered a new contract, with double the fucking salary! They certainly hadn’t been offering that before. So what had changed?


Despite all that, even an idiot like me knows when it’s time to go and as far as me and Southampton were concerned, it was definitely time to go. Actually, that’s a lie. I don’t always know when it’s time to go. If a landlord shouts, ‘Time at the bar gentlemen please,’ and I’m having a giggle, I’ll sidle over and ask for a lock-in. Sure, I was still having a giggle at Southampton, but too much water had passed under the bridge and I think I needed a change.


So, what’s the moral of this particular story? Let me have a think. Oh yes, I know. Don’t headbutt people. It’s wrong!


One thing you can’t do if you’ve been involved in as many incidents as I have is bear a grudge. All it does is eat you up and, just like regrets, it’s best to let them go. One person who seems to have a problem with this is the great Stuart Pearce. I did him once while I was playing for Southampton and he’s never forgotten it. He used to smash it to Nigel Clough for a one-two and on this occasion I read it and I ended up two-footing him. His reaction was ever so slightly over the top and from then on, whenever we played against each other, he’d always make a point of having a go. It gets worse, though, as when we played together at West Ham he would deliberately go on the opposite team to me in training just so he could do me. It’s now thirty years since the original tackle took place and he still won’t let it go. Whenever I see him he comes straight up, ribs me and says, ‘Remember that tackle, Razor?’


‘Stuart son,’ I say, ‘it was thirty years ago and you’re nearly sixty. Let it go, son, let it go!’


The other one I have to mention here is Andy Cole, who blocked me on Twitter a while ago when I tried to apologise for breaking both his legs. Although I’m having a laugh with this, one thing I’m not doing is trying to glorify violence on the football field and the first thing I should say before I tell you the whole story is that throughout my career I never once set out to injure a player on the ball. I may have wanted to hurt one or two of them, but I only set out to injure people when I went for them off the ball. OK? I’m glad that’s cleared up.


The incident in question actually happened during a reserve game while I was playing for Liverpool and him Man United. I’d met Andy a few times before that on England B duty and although we’d always got on I’d found him a bit arrogant. A typical striker, basically. Like myself, he was on his way back from injury at the time and despite it being the reserves the match was played with all the passion and commitment you’d expect from a game between Liverpool and Man United. The incident, which took place at Anfield a week before our respective first teams were due to meet, was a straightforward fifty–fifty affair which I was determined to win, just as I was every challenge. Unfortunately, I ended up landing on Andy. It was only the following day that I learned the extent of his injuries. I hadn’t even been yellow-carded for the tackle and had won the ball so as far as I was concerned my conscience was clear.


Even so, I was genuinely upset about what had happened and went to great lengths to try and apologise to Andy and see how he was. Understandably perhaps, neither he nor the club chose to return my calls so I tried to leave messages instead. The press had an absolute field day with it as it fitted perfectly with my reputation and, as far as they were concerned, made an absolutely blinding story. With nobody interested in telling my side it was obviously seen, at least by the fans who read the papers, as being a straightforward assault. Death threats from the United fans came in thick and fast. I used to get bullets through the post with Razor written on the side of them, which the police used to take away to analyse. Saying that, I also used to get thank-you letters from Newcastle fans!


After that, whenever I played at Old Trafford I wasn’t allowed to warm up as I used to have darts thrown at me. Getting off the coach could also be a bit tasty and it was like running the gauntlet. The first time I played there after the incident I deliberately put a load of cotton wool in each ear before the match so it was dangling down to my shoulders. Not to block out the sound, but to wind the United fans up. I just couldn’t help myself! Anyway, as we were standing in the tunnel before the match waiting to go on, a policeman came up to me, took out the cotton wool and slapped me across the head. ‘You’ll cause a riot you fucking dickhead,’ he said.


‘Sorry boss,’ I said.


I’m my own worse fucking enemy sometimes. Apparently the atmosphere was quite hostile during the game but it’s often hard to tell at Old Trafford. Atmosphere, what atmosphere? See, I knew I’d get my chance.


Over the years I have tried to make contact with Andy – sorry, Andrew, as he’s now known – and have apologised publicly dozens of times, but he always gives me the fob off. This, I have to admit, probably has as much to do with me as it does him because over the years, while being interviewed, I have played up to it once or twice and have even said things like, ‘I used to love kicking Andy Cole.’ I also said something along the lines of, ‘I only meant to break one of his legs. I must have sat on the other one!’ Everyone suffers from a bit of foot-in-mouth disease occasionally. I just happen to be riddled with it!
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God Once Shat in My Shoe


Tuesday 12 September, 1995, is a date that will stay with me for the rest of my born days. I was in Russia with the Liverpool team playing FC Spartak Vladikavkaz in the first round of the UEFA Cup, although that’s not the reason the date is etched on my brain. We went on to win the game 2–1 in front of about forty-five thousand people, but again, that’s not the reason. Because I’m a bit forgetful, something pretty remarkable has to happen in order for me to remember a date and, as per the chapter title, they don’t come more remarkable than God taking a dump in your fucking shoe. Or at least they don’t where I come from. You might be different. What makes this even more extraordinary is the fact that I invented this particular God. Confused? You fucking will be.


It all happened on the plane home. After the match, as you’d imagine, we all got involved with a few beers and what have you. Now, whenever I have a kip on a plane I always take my shoes off first, or in this case my Reebok Classics (other trainers are available). You remember the ones that Status Quo used to wear that had the Velcro at the top? Fucking mint they were. Anyway, I was wearing a pair of those with no socks and about halfway through the flight I felt like having a kip. So, after downing my beer I took them off, sat back, and closed my eyes.


I must have woken up about an hour later and one of the first things I noticed was I had a semi on. I don’t know about you but having a kip at altitude usually results in me getting a little visit from Woody Allen. It’s the closest I’ve ever been to the Mile High Club and at my age I’m just grateful it still happens. When I woke up on this particular occasion I was also busting for a piss and with the rest of my body still waking up I felt around on the floor with my left foot for the corresponding Reebok. Having located it, I slipped in my foot and repeated the process with my right foot. This one was a little bit more difficult to find but after locating it I pushed the tongue back with my toes and got my foot into position. By this time, my bladder was about the size of a fucking melon so I pushed my foot into the trainer as fast as I could and started undoing my seatbelt. Unfortunately, the time it took me to notice that there was something inside my trainer was longer than the time it had taken me to get my foot completely inside. The moment it registered, I knew exactly what it was. Somebody had taken a fucking poo in my shoe.


My instinct to go ballistic and start tearing up seats was defeated by the fact that I’m not overly keen on the smell of shit, especially other people’s. Instead, I carefully pulled my foot out of the trainer, had a quick look (why do people do that?) and hopped off to the bogs.


Back in 1995 I was quite a bit lighter than I am now. Even so, I was still six-foot-two and quite heavily built so how the hell I was going to clean shit off my foot in a little cubicle I had no idea. It’s hard enough taking a piss inside one of those aeroplane lavs for someone my size so this was definitely going to be interesting. The shit had gone in between my toes and even under my nails. It was fucking rank!


After managing to close the bog door behind me, which in itself was an achievement, I attempted to get my foot in the direction of the sink. The thing is, the further north my foot went the stronger the smell became and so every time I tried getting my foot inside the sink I started to retch. After about four tries I managed to get it in there without puking up and after pulling out a handful of bog roll I turned on the tap and started cleaning off the shit. I’ve had to do some pretty difficult things in my time but trying to scrape somebody else’s shit from under my toenails in an aeroplane toilet on a flight back from Russia at about one o’clock in the morning is up there with the best of ’em. Or should I say worst?


It took me about ten or fifteen minutes but after a lot of hard graft I was finally satisfied that my right foot was a shit-free zone. After returning to my seat I picked up the soiled trainer, handed it to one of the hostesses and asked her to dispose of it. Once that was done, it was on to finding the culprit and, once I’d located him, punishing the cunt good and proper. Somebody was going to die for this, there was no question. It was time to address my colleagues.


‘Right then, you bunch of cunts,’ I said, leaning over the back of my seat. ‘Which one of you thought it would be a good idea to take a dump in one of my Reebok Classics?’ As you’d expect, the majority of the suspects were pretending to be asleep with a small minority remaining awake and trying not to laugh. I figured that anyone daft enough to stay awake and giggle at me wasn’t going to be the culprit so one of them would have to become my grass. The question was, who? I eventually decided upon Trigger (Robbie Jones) and after beckoning him to join me in the galley I prepared to state my terms.
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