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  HELLO




  Hello, my name is Dave and welcome to my book. If you’ve actually spent money purchasing it either in traditional paper form or the new modern electronic variety, then

  I’d like to say thank you very much. If you’ve just found it or borrowed it off a friend, then that too is fine, as long as you tell everybody that it’s great and that you enjoyed

  it enormously.




  I always wondered how people had time to write a book, or what on earth they would write about. I still don’t really know the answer to either of these questions but I thought it might be

  quite fun to find out. I’m regarding this whole ‘book thing’ as a learning curve, in the hope that it will teach me what is involved in becoming an author or novelist. I

  don’t actually know what the difference is between the two, but I think it sounds quite impressive to say that you’re an author. It implies a level of grand intelligence coupled with a

  masterful command of language that would make people think that I was possibly more interesting than I am.




  The reality is that the publishing company approached me and asked if I’d be interested in writing a book that was full of light-hearted wittiness, obscure thoughts and comedic asides.

  That bit I thought I could manage; it’s just the fact that it’s got to be about 70,000 words long, which for me is like being asked to write Lord of the Rings or the Bible in a

  few weeks, and I would imagine that neither J.R.R. Tolkien nor God tackled their first book without a proper plan. So, I’ve gone for ‘Lord of the Things’ instead . . .




  I WONDER




  I wonder whether there’s an equation relating to the minimum number of books that you need to have read before you’re qualified to write your own first work of

  literature. If there is, then my concern is that I won’t have reached that figure, as my current ratio of books read to books written is four to one (and that includes this one). I

  don’t know what the reading stats are for most writers, but I suspect that anything below seven or eight would be towards the lower end of the scale in terms of total books read for a man

  aged 37 and a bit years old.




  The problem with me is that I’ve never really enjoyed reading. It’s always seemed like a bit of a chore or something that I only do while on holiday; and even then I’d probably

  be happier floating on a lilo in the pool or seeing how long I can hold my breath under water. That said, once I actually got into them I thoroughly enjoyed all four of the books which make up my

  slight but significant literary awakening. As with cars and sex partners, I think you always remember your first, and for me that was The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole aged 13¾ by Sue

  Townsend.




  Reading it, enjoying it and, most importantly, finishing it all by myself is something that gave me great pleasure when I was a young lad. In fact, I think I was about the same age as Adrian

  Mole at the time, so I felt that we had much in common and the book talked to me and my awkward ways – both Adrian and I embarked on a journey of acne and masturbation as we stumbled through

  puberty together. The rest of my reading consists (in no particular order) of a book all about the Stereophonics written by my good friend Danny O’Connor, the Billy Connolly biography

  entitled Billy by his wife Pamela Stephenson and Chris Moyles’ first book. I think Chris thinks I’ve read both of his books, but the truth is I still haven’t started his

  second offering even though it was published almost three years ago.




  HOW




  How on earth, then, did I end up writing a book? Well in all honesty it wasn’t my idea. I was approached by Orion Publishing and asked whether I would consider it. I was

  unsure at first as to whether it was a good idea or not, and my opinion hasn’t really changed. The main reason for my uncertainty was that I had no idea what to write about. I suppose the

  easiest subject for self-obsessives is themselves, but I just had no interest in writing some kind of autobiography. Sure, there are parts of this book that will be semi-autobiographical, but only

  for a bit of background, to explain or to put into context whatever it is I’m wittering on about.




  Let’s be honest: why on earth would anyone be interested in my frankly average and unremarkable upbringing? It’s not like I battled against the odds to get where I am, or was

  orphaned at a young age and raised by wolves or otters.




  I was born in 1974 in Hong Kong. Mum and Dad got married in 1969, and moved abroad six months later when Dad decided to take up the offer of a job with the Hong Kong Telephone Company. It was a

  two-year contract, which they extended somewhat, staying for a total of 25 years, by which time I and my sister Ali were born. Being brought up in Hong Kong meant that we led a good life and were

  financially comfortable and got to go on nice holidays and stuff, so it’s something I’m very grateful for, and something that has moulded me into the well-rounded, albeit slightly

  cynical person I am today.




  So anyway, back to the book. I said that I didn’t want to do an autobiography like every other 30-something self-important bore, and was more interested instead in getting into the world

  of children’s books. As the father of a four-year-old girl, I’ve spent many hours at bedtime reacquainting myself with the world of contemporary children’s literature, and thought

  that this would be a less obvious, but still rewarding and financially lucrative route to take. Basically I’d like to invent the next Peppa Pig and have an annual turnover equivalent to that

  of Bill Gates or Tesco.




  Alternatively, I could happily become the next J.K. Rowling and stumble upon a book and film empire that will make gazillions and afford me an early retirement aged 40. I could spend my time

  racing luxury sports cars and making my own marmalades, jams and chutney. I suppose I would be a bit like a cross between Jay Kay from Jamiroquai and Alex James from Blur, but more likeable and

  contemporary, and less likely to wear a Barbour jacket, which I always think makes you look like a bit of a tit.




  Noticing the success of pig-based characters in children’s books, my idea was to develop a character called Cheese Pig, who would essentially be a pig made of Swiss cheese, with holes in

  his body and hailing from a galaxy far, far away. His superhero sidekick would be Mooncat, whom he met in space and who would help him in his adventures on Earth. It’s no more random and

  silly than any of the other stuff that floods the current children’s market. In fact, when you compare it to Iggle Piggle and the Ninky Nonk of In the Night Garden, which must surely

  be the result of long-term recreational drug abuse by those responsible, it seems quite normal and entirely feasible. So what I might do is use this book as an opportunity to try and launch Cheese

  Pig on an unsuspecting public. There’s no reason why it wouldn’t work, as my brief for this modern-day classic is that it should just be a random collection of thoughts that should be

  easily put-downable. I think so far it’s incredibly put-downable and in that respect it’s all going very much to plan!
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    This is my one and only embarrassing school photo. Don’t bother looking for any others, as there aren’t any
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  HOW TO GET THE BEST JOB IN THE WORLD
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  There are many things that you could describe as the best job in the world. Being a Top Gear presenter is normally pretty high on most lists, along with being Gavin

  Henson on The Bachelor, being head of quality control for Boddingtons or Megan Fox’s personal masseur in Malibu. Actually, it wouldn’t have to be Malibu. Being Megan’s

  personal masseur in Mansfield or Moss Side would still be pretty good, and I bet everyone would want to talk to you if they spotted you in Asda. I am fully aware, though, that in many ways I have

  the best job in the world. The hours may be tricky but I love what I do and feel very, very lucky to do it. One thing I’m constantly asked is how did I land this perfect job, which basically

  involves titting around with my mates all day? Well, here’s the tale . . .




  STEP ONE – Scrape through your education




  You might be surprised to hear that I’m not as dumb as I often come across on the show. Sure, ‘Comedy Dave’ has been known to have trouble with numbers and is

  prone to the occasional blunder and bout of tomfoolery, but I like to think I’m smarter than my on-air character would suggest. Although, at school I was never one for studying or

  concentration and I was a lazy bugger to boot, so I coasted through my education, doing the absolute minimum to get by – which requires a degree of smarts in itself. ‘Able but

  idle’ was the standard cliché to be found on my end-of-term reports.




  I’m the king of doing things at the last minute – always have been and suspect always will be. Whether it’s writing for the show, essays for college . . . this book even! I

  guess I’ve always bumbled along before scrabbling something passable together at the eleventh hour.




  So I scraped through university with a very average Desmond (2:2) in Media Studies – after repeating quite a few exams, I might add. I even ended up getting a degree from the prestigious

  Manchester University, a proper red-brick uni that I only attended for my graduation ceremony. It turns out that my poly, North Chester College, was an affiliate of Manchester Uni and they kindly

  issued my degree, much to my sister’s annoyance. She actually attended Manchester, studying Pure Maths! To look at the graduation photos on my Mum’s mantlepiece you’d never guess

  there was any difference in intellect between me and my very brainy little sister. The few times I actually made it to Manchester were to watch Everton away at Old Trafford or Maine Road, and for

  the occasional night out, which would then result in us getting the last train back to Warrington on a Friday or Saturday night – the ‘vomit comet’, as we used to call it.




  So, clutching my degree proudly under my arm, I headed down south to find fame and fortune, and along the way discovered the inevitable truth awaiting all graduates – that the only person

  who would want or care to see my freshly printed degree parchment was my mother. And as for what grade I got, forget it! Nobody has ever asked me what class of degree I had – I don’t

  think it matters unless you’re doing something proper like medicine or dentistry. As it turns out, it would have made no odds had I worked my arse off and got a first as it’s never been

  a factor in my employment. So, the way I see it, it’s a good job I spent the majority of my time messing about and watching football. It prepared me for a life of arsing around in a

  professional capacity. Something I’m proud to say I’ve made a fairly viable career out of.




  STEP TWO – Take any job




  My journey south took me all the way to the bright lights of Maidenhead, where the streets are paved with gold. Or, to the spare room at my parents’, who’d since

  moved back to England from Hong Kong.




  Broke and staring down the barrel of a hefty student loan, I took a job working behind the bar at Bray Cricket Club, of which Michael Parkinson is chairman, incidentally. My Dad’s jazz

  band would play there once a week and there was a laidback, familiar atmosphere. I also did some office temping for my cousin Colette, so I was making a little money, living cheaply at home and

  everything was going okay, to be honest.




  It was while I was doing this office temping for Colette that Chris Evans was subconsciously becoming a major influence on things to come, as the highlight of my day was the drive to work in the

  mornings. It’s 1995 and you can’t switch on the telly or radio without seeing or hearing the flame-haired one. His brash, in-your-face style was a one-man media revolution and, like the

  rest of the country, I would listen to his Breakfast Show every day, laughing along while stuck in traffic. I loved the all-inclusive banter he had with his team: Dan the producer, Holly Hot Lips,

  Justin and Jamie. People would then be talking about what we’d all heard in the car on the way to the office and retelling gags, in what I suppose we now call a ‘water cooler

  moment’ in the days before any of us had ever heard of a water cooler moment. It’s weird now that I’m one of those people whose job it is to banter and hopefully give you a laugh

  to break up the tedium of the daily commute or the aggro of the school run. I used to think that everybody who worked on Chris Evans’ Radio 1 Breakfast Show in 1995 had the best job in the

  world, and then for me . . . the dream became a reality.




  STEP THREE – Use any contacts (or in my case the trombone player’s wife)




  Here’s a Tedious Link for you. What does a trombone player’s missus have to do with me becoming Comedy Dave? Well, if it wasn’t for Jan Burton I probably

  wouldn’t be here today writing this book. I wouldn’t have got a job at the Beeb, I wouldn’t have met Chris Moyles, wouldn’t have got my break, met either of my ex-wives or

  had my beautiful little daughter Nicole. Safe to say, my life would be considerably different were it not for the wife of the trombone player in my Dad’s jazz band. You see, knowing that I

  had an interest in radio and media, she told me about a job posting she’d seen in Reading’s local paper. The advert claimed it was looking for people interested in radio. It asked

  whether people knew their Ginger Loans from their Honk Your Horns (both Chris Evans features). More importantly, it was for a job in radio working for the BBC in Reading. As a result, I’m

  very grateful to Jan Burton and her tromboning husband Clive, as they both played a huge part in the destiny of my life.




  The job posting was at the BBC Monitoring Centre in Caversham. The centre monitors and reports on worldwide mass media. It’s been going since the Second World War and is a major source of

  geo-political information for the government. This job was slightly less important, however. They were looking for a two-man team to listen to Radio 1 output for musical copyright purposes.




  Basically, the BBC has to pay a band or musician whenever it plays their song. This was done by some very clever automated system. However, what hadn’t been accounted for was every time a

  song was played as part of a mishmash of different songs, such as in a specific trailer for Glastonbury or the Chart Show, for example. This job was to listen to endless hours of Radio 1 audio,

  deciphering and logging these songs. Very technical, menial and boring. But it was for the Beeb so I applied immediately and somehow landed the job.




  I was officially an employee of the BBC! Sure, the job couldn’t have been more tedious but it was a foot in the door and I was to be paid the princely sum of £9,000 a year, which was

  fine by me. I was living at home and my only significant outgoings were on fags and petrol, so everything worked and the job at Caversham was to be a crucial break.




  STEP FOUR – Stick out the menial crap and grab the first opportunity




  My first days at the Beeb were spent cooped up in a cupboard of a room with my colleague, Zoe. We rarely spoke, our headphones were on nine-to-five logging song data. It was

  beyond dull and even though we were doing work for Radio 1, we were miles away and out of sight, in suburban Reading.




  After a few months I began crawling up the walls with boredom. I made it my goal to push on and establish some contacts at Radio 1’s base in London’s Great Portland Street. I found

  out who was receiving all my reports – a guy called Stephen Mulholland – and decided to introduce myself. I went up to London a couple of times to try and get on his radar for any job

  opportunities going in head office.




  After almost a year of listening to trailers at the BBC Monitoring Centre, I applied for the post of schedules assistant, working at the studios in London. I went through the whole interview

  process, got down to the final two but didn’t land it. A few weeks later, another job came up with Radio 1. They were looking for a technical operative. Somehow, on the merits of my previous

  interview, I got the job automatically. Fine by me, I remember thinking at the time, even if I didn’t quite understand the job I’d been employed to do.




  My new job involved manning the studios at Radio 1’s Yalding House during any pre-recorded shows or live radio shows coming from outside the London studios. I had some basic knowledge from

  my media studies degree but I learned, largely, on the job. To be fair, it wasn’t exactly rocket science, but I was delighted. My pay was now £16,000 a year and with my bumper salary I

  moved into a poky bedsit in Hampstead.




  It was during this time that I learned the nuts and bolts of national radio. One of my main roles was manning the studio when the weeknight Mark and Lard show was being beamed into London from

  Manchester. Or if there were any outside broadcasts, I would make sure they were all going out properly and would fade in the news and things like that. At the time Chris Evans was still king of

  Radio 1, but it was all to end very quickly, when the show came to a close in January 1997. It was an event which was to have quite an impact on my journey, as the resulting on-air shuffle would

  involve my working day changing as well.




  Once Evans and his team left, Kevin Greening was drafted in at the last minute as emergency cover; but who was to replace Chris long-term was the source of much speculation. Eventually, Mark and

  Lard were persuaded to do the Breakfast Show, which they began in February 1997. As they were staying in Manchester, I moved my time schedule from evenings to mornings with them and it was this

  that resulted in me meeting Chris Moyles for the first time.




  STEP FIVE – Meet the right people




  I first met Chris Moyles when I was doing some work on an overnight show hosted by Jayne Middlemiss. She didn’t do the show regularly, and was just covering for someone,

  as I recall; the producer Chris Whatmough had asked if I’d be around to provide some technical assistance that evening, as in those days I was considered to be quite useful when it came to

  knobs and buttons! I had very little to do that night, but was there nonetheless, just in case I was called upon to solve what could only have been a very, very minor problem. This show of

  Jayne’s happened to be on just before the first ever show on Radio 1 by a young man who had arrived from Capital Radio called Chris Moyles. Chris had been signed up to present the Early

  Breakfast Show, which was on-air between 4 and 6.30 a.m. and I think he ducked his head into our studio to say ‘Hi’ before his first show.




  I’d like to regale the story of our first encounter and how it was a magical meeting of minds but, if I’m honest, I can’t fully remember it. It must have been about 3 a.m. and

  while Chris was raring to go and do his first ever show on Radio 1, I was gearing up to getting myself home to my little bedsit in Hampstead and go to bed, as my day was ending as Chris’s was

  just beginning.




  It wasn’t until I was working as a tech op on Mark and Lard’s Breakfast Show that I really started to get to know Chris, whose Early Breakfast Show preceded theirs. I’d stick

  my head into his studio for a chat and a cuppa as he was winding up his show, and we just got to know each other through that, I guess.




  Such is his style, Chris would then give me a little mention on-air when I’d popped in. Before I knew it we were having these little chats, all on-air. So in many ways our friendship has

  been broadcast to the nation since the off.




  I liked Chris’s friendly Northern manner, and slowly I got to know him as a colleague and we just sort of clicked. I don’t know which one of us first suggested it, but one day after

  he’d finished his show we were having a natter in the studio while I kept an eye on Mark and Lard’s show, and we talked about going for a pint. Both of us were the same age, both fairly

  new to London, and didn’t really know anybody outside work. The few people I did know in London were all doing a nine-to-five and were on a completely different time zone to me, and I think

  Chris was exactly the same at the time, so we were both looking for something to do. We went for a pint at lunchtime that day, and it was then that I first had a chance to get to know Chris and he

  in turn me.




  Since joining the Beeb, I’d spent a fair bit of time scribbling down ideas for radio, so I decided to bring along my funny (I hoped) little list of very raw ideas to see what Chris thought

  over a couple of pints in the pub next to work.




  At the time I was massively influenced by Vic Reeves and Bob Mortimer’s cult TV show Shooting Stars, which was in its prime in the late 1990s, so my ideas were of that off-the-wall

  ilk that people either love or hate. At the time I didn’t know Chris well enough to gauge his sense of humour, but I hoped that he was on the same sort of wavelength as me.




  That lunchtime in the pub there was an awkward moment as I shoved this piece of paper in front of him and waited like an expectant child for his opinion. Silence followed as he read my

  ideas.




  More silence, but then I saw him smile at a couple of them, and I felt relieved that I wasn’t just some idiot with an entirely unique sense of humour. When I say entirely unique, I mean

  unique in the sense that only I found it funny; but his smile and his laugh reassured me that I perhaps wasn’t alone and did in fact have a kindred spirit in the humour department. The idea

  that I remember made him chuckle was called The Candy Flip Moment. Basically, there was a one-hit wonder band from a few years earlier who’d had a big success with a dreadful cover of the

  Beatles classic ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’. It was a shocking record which had quite rightly catapulted them straight back to musical obscurity as a band at the first opportunity, but

  what I wanted to do was an ironic tribute to the aforementioned producers of what could only be regarded as future landfill. The Candy Flip Moment would see us celebrate their ‘great’

  work by playing their finest moment (i.e. the same song) every day at the same time in an attempt to create nausea amongst the listening public, in a way that Celebrity Raspberry has never quite

  achieved. Chris fortunately laughed at my half-baked musings, and from then onwards I felt that we were on a very similar page when it came to radio and comedy. But more than anything, over the

  course of a few pints, we just got on.




  I think Chris felt that I would be an asset to his show. But things were quite tricky for me at the BBC as I was employed by a completely different department. I was a button-pushing technical

  operative and had no reason to be involved in production, so it wasn’t as simple as going to work with Chris just because he liked my ideas.




  It was clear from the start that Chris was envisioned by the powers that be as a DJ with bags of potential and that he was being groomed for big things. I’d imagine he was seen by the

  bosses as having the creativity and energy of Chris Evans without the headache. I think sticking him on the Early Breakfast Show (the harshest slot on radio) was a way of shaping him and giving him

  the kind of low-profile platform from which to develop.




  It has to be said, some of the other DJs at Radio 1 weren’t quite as enthusiastic about the new prodigy. As ever in the ego-driven media industry, there was a degree of resentment from the

  established old order who possibly felt threatened by this new and exciting talent, and Chris certainly wasn’t going to keep himself to himself and come in quietly. I think he was seen as a

  bit of young upstart by the rest of the station’s DJs, which he revelled in. It helped to foster the buzz and sense of excitement around him, even if it did piss a few people off at the

  time.




  Chris’s on-air style has always been to take the mickey and he didn’t hold back when it came to his fellow DJs, resulting in a few noses being put out of joint at the time. However,

  once people actually met Chris and got talking to him over a beer or a cup of tea in the office, they soon discovered that behind the sometimes brash and abrasive on-air persona was a young man who

  was genuine and hugely excited to be given the opportunity he’d always dreamed of: working for Radio 1. The perception of him by those who had spent time in his company changed from moderate

  irritation to more of a fondness and certainly a sense of respect for this lovable cheeky chappy who was merely trying to have a laugh.




  I think, in truth, that most broadcasters – especially those in radio – are quite different in real life from the image they broadcast to millions. They tend to adopt a personality

  that’s sometimes an exaggeration of the real them in order to mask their own natural shyness and insecurity, which isn’t any bad thing. I reckon there’s a degree of that in all

  the great broadcasters, and you’d be surprised by how shy certain big names are despite their outwardly confident on-air personae.




  Radio 1 was a very different place when Chris and I first started there back in 1996 and 1997 respectively. As far as I was aware, the DJs didn’t really socialise with each other and there

  was nothing like the family feeling which exists today. Things actually didn’t change until quite a few years later when Andy Parfitt, the recently departed Radio 1 Controller, introduced

  ‘DJ dinners’. Essentially these were organised evenings for all the DJs, part management meeting and part social occasion, which forced everybody to bond with each other. It was a

  masterstroke that, in my opinion, nurtured the green shoots of camaraderie that we have at Radio 1 today. Up until that point, DJs very much kept themselves to themselves; but since these dinners

  we have all got to know each other – barriers are broken down and people from different shows genuinely get on and have a laugh, and I think that’s been evident on-air for a number of

  years now, which can only be a good thing.




  WORKING WITH CHRIS




  Chris and I became very good mates, largely through the fact that we had our days free and liked spending them in the pub together. The other thing we had in common, though, was

  that I wanted to work on his show, and Chris wanted me to work on his show. So he set to trying to convince the powers that be that this would be a good idea.




  It wasn’t that easy. Despite having Chris on my side, I was still working in a completely separate department. I had to reapply to join the production department as a broadcast assistant.

  But even if I got that job, there was still no guarantee that I would be able to work on Chris’s show. It was all very bureaucratic, but eventually Chris got his way and in 1998 I landed the

  gig as broadcast assistant on Chris’s newly launched Saturday morning show – although I didn’t sail into the job by any stretch. The senior people at the Beeb were still unhappy

  at having to give in to Chris’s demand of having me work on the show, in particular the head of production at the time – who had already clashed with Chris a few times. She wanted to

  make a point of telling me that I’d only just scraped through the interview process. Chris and I felt a bit like the naughty boys at school who’d been split up for causing trouble.




  So all was great, I’d moved to the production department and was now working with Chris as a broadcasting assistant on his Saturday morning show. Sure I was at the very bottom of the

  ladder, making tea and all that, but I was chuffed to bits to be not just pushing buttons but creating. Within months I soon moved to the weekday show. I started writing the odd segment and

  I’ve been part of the furniture on the Chris Moyles Show ever since . . .
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  EVERTON
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  From Hong Kong to leafy Buckinghamshire, via Bedford, Warrington and north London, I’ve always been one of life’s journeymen, but one of the few constants in my

  life has always been Goodison Park and my beloved Everton.




  Everton certainly wasn’t the glory choice, especially when you look at some of the crap I’ve had to sit through over the years. In true traditional manner, my footballing passion was

  passed down to me from my father Keith, who sadly passed away in 2002. He was not only my Dad but my best mate as well, and hailing from Eastham on the Wirral as the son of a shipwelder at Cammell

  Laird’s in Birkenhead, he was a big Evertonian. Technically, coming from that side of the Mersey, Tranmere Rovers should have been his team, and he used to look out for their results, as do I

  to this day; but my Dad was a great influence on my life and his passion for Everton Football Club is something that he handed down to me, and it’s something I’m very proud to continue

  as I know it’s what he would have wanted!




  Geographically, I was somewhat distanced from my family roots and Everton throughout my youth. It wasn’t really until I went to college in Warrington that my current affinity with the club

  was truly ignited. Being only half an hour away from Goodison meant I could go regularly. It was a wonderful time during which I got reintroduced to a lot of my family, whom I’d hardly known

  until that point. Going to Goodison was a great way of bridging the gap with my heritage that had been missing for much of my transient early life.




  Goodison is always somewhere that I feel I should be. I love everything about it: the atmosphere, camaraderie and excitement. Essentially, football is tribal and has that sense of belonging

  – win, lose or draw. For me what goes on on the pitch isn’t half as important as the deep sense of historic ritual and tradition I get from going to the games.




  Ever since those days in Warrington, attending the games has become a big part of my life. My Dad moved back to England with Mum in 1994, just in time to be there when we overcame Manchester

  United in the FA Cup final the following year. Together we’d travel all over the country watching Everton play. It was a very special time.




  I still hold a season ticket, and try to go to every match that I can, home and away. My cousin Paul and I have our ritual of going for a pint in The Spellow like we’ve always done, and

  sometimes run into my cousin Alison on the corner by the church, as she’s often in the church before the match having a cup of tea and a slice of cake. It’s a very honest part of the

  world and somewhere I’ll forever have great affinity for. I always look forward to going to the match, and I miss the fact that I don’t get to go as often as I’d like these

  days.




  In an obscure way, it was through Everton that my love affair with the media began. And it was in The Spellow that I had one of the proudest creative moments of my life.




  All clubs have fanzines, and Everton are no different. There have been a few over the years but When Skies Are Grey, or WSAG for short, is the one that my Dad and I used to

  buy.




  We’d leaf through the pages over a few pints every match day and deliberate the topics at hand – usually the woes of Everton’s persistent mediocrity. We even started

  subscribing to it, so that we wouldn’t miss out on edition if we turned up late to the match or missed a game.




  In an effort to feel involved in it all I would send in articles, in the vain hope of them getting printed. I was desperate to be part of this club of hardcore fans that seemed to get regularly

  published, but, still wet behind the ears and doubtful of my own credentials, I’d use pen names such as Philip O’Fish and Roger Andowtt to maintain my anonymity!




  Like an excited adolescent on Valentine’s Day, I’d rummage through the post on the days my subscription would arrive. It took a while but sure enough persistence paid off and I got

  published more than once! I still feel very proud when I recall, one match day, spotting a burly, skin-headed Scouser, bitter in one hand and my first published article – in which he was duly

  engrossed – in the other. That was a seminal moment of acceptance for me. I guess it was my first dalliance with the world of media and as proud a professional achievement as any other in my

  career to date. In addition to a couple of pieces in WSAG, I also decided to write an article for the official EFC publication, The Evertonian, in about 2003. They hadn’t asked

  for an article, but I decided to spout something anyway, just on the off chance that it might get printed, and sure enough it did! Once again I was very proud that my opinions were deemed worthy of

  publication, and somewhere in my Mum’s loft I would imagine she’s kept the article.




  

  



    DAVE VITTY


  




  Safe Hands


  



  

    The weeks of isolation and loneliness are starting to take their toll. So much so that my behaviour has become more and more desperate as I search

    for some kind of solace and gratification. I’ve even taken to dressing up and watching certain videos when my girlfriend’s out at the shops, and it’s only a matter of time

    before she catches me. The other day I heard her coming up the path and in a moment of panic, quickly ejected the video out of the machine, got changed out of all the gear and put my jeans and

    T-shirt back on. It was a close one. Had she got home two minutes earlier she would have caught me right in the middle of it. Dressed in the new home kit (socks and all), halfway through the Cup

    Winners’ Cup, semi-final, second leg against Bayern Munich.


  




  She thinks I’m odd. She thinks that my behaviour borders on the obsessive, and continually bemoans the fact that I must love Everton more than her, despite my seemingly endless

  reassurances that I love them both equally. The problem is, of course, that I’m frustrated. I hate the close season, and I know that it’s nearly over, but I can’t wait. I’m

  bored of reading about the Russian Revolution at Chelski and how much Harry Kewell’s agent made this summer. I just want to get on with it. I’ve already worked out which fixtures clash

  with dates of important family significance, and I know I’m certainly going to miss the Fulham game on the 23rd of August as I’ve got a wedding to go to that day (mine), but I’m

  all set for the 16th. I’m excited, and to a certain extent slightly apprehensive about what this season has in store. The reason being that I don’t want people to be disappointed if we

  fail to better our seventh place finish of last season. At the time of writing we still haven’t brought in any fresh faces to bolster our squad, despite numerous press reports linking us with

  all sorts of players. Personally, I think we desperately need some craft in midfield and an additional striker to take the pressure off Campbell and Radzinski. An injury to either of them, with

  doubts over Rooney’s current fitness could really stretch our squad to its limits. David Moyes obviously knows this based upon his summer targets, and I assume is frustrated that deals

  involving certain players simply haven’t materialised for one reason or another.




  We’ll be fine, of course. I do genuinely believe that the days of looking over our shoulder and getting caught up in the annual relegation dogfight are over. The new-found confidence,

  tactical awareness and improved fitness of the squad has been a revelation, and the reason David Moyes deservedly won manager of the season. It is no exaggeration to say that I wouldn’t swap

  him for anybody in the world at the moment. I believe we have the finest young British manager around, and only hope that as a club we can provide him with the support, infrastructure and finances

  to enable him to fulfil his sizeable ambitions. Like all of us, I desperately want to see us challenging for honours, and with some shrewd financial investments and the continued ability to get the

  very best out of our players, I think that it could be achievable within three years. It simply can’t be done overnight and patience is therefore paramount. Top six is once again our target

  for this season, nothing more nothing less. I think we’re at least three quality players short of competing for a Champions League spot, and even further away from actually winning the

  league, but we’re moving in the right direction.
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