



[image: Image]






[image: Image]




[image: Image]




[image: Image]




[image: Image]
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This book is dedicated
to me mam, me brother,
and all the girls I’ve
mede love to. Oh, and
anyone who has bought me
a drink cos I’m on telly.
Love Keith x
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If I’m honest, I can remember being a twinkle in me dad’s eye. Just a twinkle. I’m not sure if he always had that twinkle in his eye but I knew he had his eye on me mam. I started out in life as a one-nightstand. Thirty years ago, me mam was at one of Billy Ocean’s gigs. I fink she had won tickets for a Radio 1 roadshow where he were playing and that is how it all began. I fink it were in Leeds, near Yorkshire telly. Billy, me dad, were kind of like the Russell Brand of his day, except he were black, he din’t have long hair and he din’t wear girls’ jeans. Not that there is anything wrong with wearing girls’ jeans. I fink he looks right cool, Russell, I just don’t have the gumption to wear girls’ jeans. Every time I’d have to go for a wee and I have to do the buttons up the wrong way, I would get confused. Anywhere, Billy Ocean were like the Russell Brand of his day – a master of the art of seduction. Me mam has always said he were a right gentleman and very friendly. He spotted her in the crowd and asked her if she wanted to go backstage. He were so friendly that he let her play with his tallywhacker in his dressing room and you know the rest. I don’t know if it is 100% true or not because I have never been on Jeremy Kyle and had a DMA test. But I have met him and we did have an instant bond. There was a real connection between us, like father like son. Both thick as a Coke can.
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It’s never really bothered me that I were the product of a one-nightstand. I fink me mam were worried about it but I got Billy Ocean as me dad! Sha-ting! Being a feminist, I’ve always thought it were unfair that if you were a man and you have a lot of one–nightstands, you get called a stud whereas if you ware a woman having one–nightstands, people fink you’re a dirty slapper. But there’s nowt wrong with being a dirty slapper. Dirty slappers have a lot more fun and as time goes on I’m sure that the stigma of being one is being eradicated around the world. Perhaps I should start a charity which brecks down the stigma around dirty slappers, it is somet I could really put me heart and soul into.




[image: Image]


Anywhere, it were only two years ago when I met me dad properly. I din’t see me dad when I were growing up. I only saw him on telly, on Top of t’ Pops. That’s why I used to love Top of t’ Pops so much, it’s the only time I would get to see me dad. When I were really young, I din’t even know it were me dad but I just felt a real connection with him. Me mam confessed to me when I were about nine. She just came out and said it, ‘I fink Billy Ocean could be your dad’. ‘What? Me dad’s black? How come I’m not black?’ But she explained that sometimes it skips a generation. You know, like, ginger hair. Or in Teen Wolf where his dad’s a wolf, and Teen Wolf is one – but he might not have been if it had skipped him. But it din’t. Know what I’m saying? Good, I’ll commence.
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It were a strange experience coming face to face with me father. He were right nice and agreed to be in me film, which by the way did really well! £2.1 million to meck it and mede over £10.5 million. So, critics can go eat my arse! Oooosh! Anyway … He knew that I had been going around revealing that he were me dad and I know to many people they thought it were a ludicrous idea, but he knew there were somet in it. Like I said, we had an instant connection and we both just knew. Even with his daughters. I knew we were related somehow as I didn’t want to shag them I just wanted to hug ’em and say ‘I love you, sister. I wish we could have been closer. You are the black sister I knew I had but never had but always wanted.’ When we really discussed it, we just cried for two hours. He said that he din’t really want to get with me mam because he doesn’t really know her properly. In the 80s, he was a naughty lad, but everyone was back then. I wonder how many half brothers and sisters I have dotted around the world! He said, ‘let’s just continue how we are and we’ll see each other every now and then.’ He did a gig in the Epcot Centre in Disney recently and I went to see him. He did a shout out to me. Boy has he still got some moves. Must be where I got me rhythm from because it ain’t from me mam! The fans were mental for him. It were nice to see he had so much love from people. I just kept finking, ‘that’s me dad up there!’ Fucking ’ell!
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Me mam is a wonderful woman. She has got two arms, two legs and strawberry blonde hair. Her’s is out of a bottle because I remember her wearing one of those funny caps … I either have images of me mam looking beautiful or images of me mam with that rubber johnny with holes in with hair coming through. She’s a Leeds girl through and through. She were brought up there and would never leave. As Billy was out and about touring, and I don’t fink he even knew about me until recently, me mam brought me and our Greg up by herself. I remember when me mam and me found out for sure that our Greg was a willy smoker. We were both together at the time and we came home and caught Greg in the kitchen with another fella with a mouthful. So he got caught out rather than actually coming out. He said he weren’t sure if he definitely were gay or not but I told him, ‘Greg, cock in mouth, it means you are. You are hormone.’ I fink it were quite a weight off his shoulders to have it out there, although it were a bit of a shock for me mam, especially walking in on them like that! I fink she did struggle with our Greg’s sexuality at first. I fink she thought she could come up with a cure for it with the right mixture of Calpol and Lemsips. She’d not come across many gays because she’s from a different time when people were less open about these things, but Greg and I have educated her about homosexuality, saying, just because he is a willy smoker, it doesn’t make him a bad person. Our Greg is the nicer one out of the two of us. If we’re at a party he’ll befriend everyone before I do. I’m more stubborn, you see. He’ll go out of his way to be nice. But since that day we came home and found him smoking sausage, he has been happierer ever since, so that is all me mam ever wanted.
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Everyfing me mam did was for us. I fink me mam is a bit like me, or I’m a bit like me mam. She does fings to make people laugh and start a conversation. It’s like the bandage I wear on me hand. I’ve been wearing that ever since I were seventeen and me mate still says to me ‘Your hand can’t still be brocken.’ But the dingbat is missing the point. It mekes me look like I’m a man about town. I look like I’ve had adventures. It is a good ice brecker and it starts conversations. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again, it’s a minge magnet, let me tell you.


‘Ooo look at that wounded soldier, he’s probably been in the Navy.’ ‘What do you do in the Navy?’ ‘I do ship fings and stuff.’ It depicts that you are an adventurous man, a thrillseeker. A real man’s man, like David Hasselhoff.


Me mam is the same. She is really good at socialising and not afraid to elaborate on the facts to make a good story. Even though we can both be dingbats, other people seem to like us as we are fun and we have the banter. Me mam is getting on a bit now of course and she reminds me of the stupid one out of Golden Girls. But I mean that with all niceness. She is just a bit ditzy. She burns toast every time she cooks it. But she’s always been a bit of a ropey cook. I once got food poisoning from a sausage roll and baked beans that she made me. I was shitting constantly for two days. I nearly fainted.
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The final member of our family unit is our Greg who I’ve just mentioned. I remember when our Greg were born, I were seven years old and I were dead excited to have a little brother to play with. I’ve always been a little bit in a world of me own, so I didn’t compete for attention too much and it were nice talking to someone else other than me mam. Up until that point, it had been just me and me mam so it did feel strange to have someone else, but there were enough of an age difference so it weren’t like we were always wanting to get off with the same girl or anything. Turns out, I needn’t have worried about that in any case as he is a hormonesexual. I’ve always thought it must have been hard for me mam. She had one really good-looking son, me, and one not so good-looking one as he were, you know, less physically blessed with aesthetics.


Gregory was always a lot quieterer than me, but he weren’t shy. He just din’t grab fings by the balls like I always did. I’ll rephrase that, cos he did actually grab balls but not till he was older. But what I meant were that he din’t put himself out there, if you know what I mean. He’s different now. He chats to everyone, but he’s not like me.


We never really looked alike as I was better looking and still am, but you could always tell we were related. We both had the same strawberry blond hair and cheeky smile. He never had as good a dress sense as me, he’s a bit conservative. A bit preppy like. I looked out for him a lot when he was a kid. T’ other kids cun’t understand why he played with girls’ toys. I cun’t either really, but that din’t mean there were owt wrong with him or he was a bad kid. Sometimes I envied him as he had a lot of girl mates. In fact, sometimes that was handy cos there were always girls hanging around the place. When we were a bit older, we had similar taste in birds. He always liked the fit ones like Kylie and Belinda Carlisle and stuff, but he wanted to be them, whilst I wanted to be in them!


I fink Greg used to look up to me as a kid cos I always knew how t’ enjoy meself, whereas he was always quite sensible. It isn’t till he’s come out that he’s really started enjoying himself and I’m right happy for him. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve walked in on him whilst he’s been enjoying himself too much and I wasn’t too happy about seeing that. Not pecifically cos he’s a sausage smoker, it’s nowt t’ do with that. It’s just embarrassing in’t it? If he was a sister and I caught her with a mouthful of cock that’d be embarrassing too.


We don’t talk about Greg’s dad as he is in prison, but as neither of us had a dad around it din’t really make much difference. We were a little band of three. I fink that is partly why I was quite mature. I had to be. I were the man about the house and me mam needed me to look after fings for her.
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Greg and I were both born in Leeds General Infirmary. But soon after I were born, me mam brought me back to our house – the same house that we lived in all the time me and Greg were growing up. It were in a little close with about ten other houses. In me head it was like an American sitcom with white picket fences and lots of beautiful children laughing in the streets. And there was a cool guy in a leather jacket that said ‘Heeey’ a lot. Oh no, that’s the Fonze from Happy Days. In reality, it were a little bit different. Me Auntie, Jean, she lived in one of t’ other houses at the end of the close and she were always popping round. There were a lad the same age as me who lived in one of the houses opposite, he were called Tommy Bell and he were me first friend. We spent a lot of time together when we were younger, we were proper best mates and we’d always be at one another’s doing somet or other. Years later, it were Belly who used to write the rude words behind the door in the wardrobe that me mam got so angry about when she found them. He were clever and wrote my name so that me mam thought it were me. He were right cheeky but, like me, he had that ability to charm the ladies and me mam used to fink the sun shined out of his arse. She wouldn’t have been so charmed if she’d known that he’d just drawn some bangers on the wardrobe with a compass. Proper round bangers!
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Anywhere, looking back now, I can see it were a bit rough where we lived, but when ya know all’t roughuns it don’t feel that rough t’ you. There was always a mattress outside on’t road for some reason. You don’t see that in American sitcoms, do ya? And it were always very exciting when a burnt-out car appeared in’t street. It weren’t a big house but it wasn’t a small ’un either. Me and Greg always had separate bedrooms, so that was cool. I remember when we were kids we use t’ get the mattress off t’ bed and slide down t’ steps on it. It sounds like I was obsessed with mattresses, don’t it? Yeah, we’d have fights like any other brother and sister. Just play fights like that got outta hand. Once I kicked our Greg in’t balls and he had t’ go t’ hospital cos it went up inside him. I felt really bad. Ya should never kick someone in’t balls. The pain is incredible. Like a reverse orgasm.


Me mam and our Greg still live there in that same house. Our kid worships me mam, as do I, but he still hasn’t left home. He still lives with me mam in that close! He’s got a fella but I expect he’ll move in to me mam’s before our Greg moves out. It’s good that mam is very liberal. When we were kids he stuck t’ her like glue. Don’t get me wrong, I worship me mam, but I just needed less guidance cos I’ve always been quite mature. I know what I wanna do and where I wanna go.


Our kid does too, he wants t’ go in’t arse – ha, ha, ha, ha. I’m kidding. He don’t actually do that though, he’s told me. Him and his fella just suck and toss. Not sure he’ll appreciate me telling ya like. Anywhere, it’s a nice comforting feeling knowing that our kid is there t’ look after me mam whilst I’m down in’t big smoke.


It were a nice place to grow up, that close. One of the best things was that our garden backed onto the local girls’ school so when we were a bit older, Tommy and I used to sit in the garden encouraging the girls while they were running around doing cross country. In pants! They used to make them run around in pants! They wun’t do that now, would they?
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Anywhere, other than being a twinkle in Billy’s eye, I don’t really remember much before I was about five. I don’t fink your brain starts working until you’re five, does it? Me mam always likes to remind me that me first words were biscuit and minge. I’m proud of that. Good to see I had me priorities straight from a young age.


But when I was a kid your minge wasn’t a word you used to refer to a lady’s love hole, yer minge was yer face. You’d say, ‘Ooo, look at t’ minge on him!’ This would be the kind of conversation me and me mam would have:


Me mam: What’s up with you?


Me: Nowt!


Me mam: Have you been fighting with him again?


Me: Yeah, our Greg’s put a dress on me Action Man. There’s summat wrong with our Greg!


Me mam: Cheer up! Look at t’ minge on him! Look at t’ minge on our Keith!


I remember the moment when minge turned, in my brain, to being a rude word. I couldn’t believe me mam had been touting it around the kitchen saying ‘look at me minge!’ I don’t suppose she knew but at the same, it’s not right is it?! Yer minge was yer face. Yer mouth was part of yer minge. ‘Mam, I want a biscuit for me minge’. That was the sentence I were working towards when I learnt me first two words.


I tell yer what term or word I never use to describe a ladyhole: Beaver. I hated it when me kids book, The Beaver and the Elephant, was announced and everyone thought I was referring to a lady’s minge. It’s a kid’s book, why would I be chatting about minges? It’s out now by the way. Get it for your kids, they’ll love it! Cha-mone motha plugga!
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I didn’t start properly talking till I were about four. But I am making up for it now. I just pointed at stuff and would go ‘ugh’, ‘biscuit’, ‘minge’. And then it just came one day, almost overnight, and I couldn’t stop meself.
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I were obsessed with Bourbon biscuits so I had to work out a way to get me hands on some of those. When I was a little bit older, I used to play out with me mates, and I can remember pretending to be Bob Geldof, saying ‘do you all want some biscuits? I’m gonna get you some.’ And then I’d go into our house, go t’ biscuit tin and have a rummage in the bread bin, and I’d put loads of biscuits in between slices of thick white bread and make biscuit sandwiches. ‘Just getting a piece of bread, Mam’ because I weren’t allowed to have biscuits, but I were allowed bread so if me mam caught me on the way out, she’d fink I were just having a piece of bread. And then I’d dish the biscuits out to me mates. I were a bit like the Milky Bar Kid but with biscuits. The biscuits are on me! I were a biscuit dealer and it made me feel like a hero like Robert De Niro. That’s a line from a Finlay Quaye song. You don’t hear owt from him any more do ya? I wonder what he is up to. You know Zammo from Grange Hill works as a key cutter? Well I’m not sure if he still does but I saw him at a key cutters in Soho a while back. Crazy times. I hope that don’t happen to me. Not that key cutting is a bad fing. We need key cutters! But I don’t fink it would be me cuppa tea. I’m not good with me hands – unless I’m with a lass, d’ya get me? Yeah boi!
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I couldn’t wait to get to school. At home, it were just me and me mam, as our Greg hadn’t popped out yet, so I were looking forward to testing out me new words and making some more friends. Obviously, I knew Tommy already as our mams used to put us both in our prams at the front of our houses to watch the world go by. Tommy were on one side of t’ road and I were on t’ other. Our mams used to spend hours talking over the fence at each other.


I remember me first day – running up to the gates of St Michael’s like I were going to a theme park or summat. The first day at school weren’t as intimidating as it might have been as I already knew Tommy, so that was cool. I fink it were a friendship of convenience at first but once I got used to having him around, he were like the brother I never had. Not that our Greg weren’t a proper brother but he were more Barbie than Action Man and he weren’t around for the first seven years anyway.
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I can remember making friends with everyone straight away. I liked school and didn’t have any of those days where you don’t want to go and you’re crying and clinging on to your mam’s leg begging not to go in. When I got there I liked it cos I’d learnt to talk and I liked talking. It felt like school was miles away but it was just up t’ road. Everything seems so far when you are a kid, don’t it? In fact, I remember when we went camping with cubs, it felt like we were miles away and we were actually just on t’ other side of the girls’ school that I could see from me house.


But while I liked school, I don’t fink I were one of the most academically gifted kids in me class. I din’t need to be. I could talk me way in and out of most situations so it din’t really matter whether a piece of paper said I were good at somet or not. When I were young I wanted to be a spaceman, an ice-cream-van man and Richard Branson. All at once. On his day off, the spaceman would sell ice cream at a lower cost to disadvantaged kids who can’t afford to buy a 99 with a Flake. Even back then I understood that the ladies love it if they fink you go all soft over a few disadvantaged kids. The idea of being on telly din’t properly enter me head until I were a fully grown adult. I had a trip to London and thought, yeah, I’d like to live there. It looks exciting. And when I came to London it was exciting. But it weren’t a dream of mine when I was a kid, even though me mam said that I always wanted to be famous, but not a famous TV presenter, I just wanted to be known. I wanted to be known for somet, but I din’t know it were telly. When I was thirteen, I just wanted to be known for having the biggest willy, but it were right small … Was it fuck! It were massive! Like a straight cumberland sausage.


[image: Image]


[image: Image]


Come to fink of it, Richard Branson is another candidate for being me dad – I’ve been told I look like him. Can’t fink why as I clearly look more like Billy Ocean than Richard Branson. Look:
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But I guess it were his entrepreneurial spirit that I admired. I wanted to be an international businessman like Branson. I’ve met him more recently – I fink we admire each other’s work. Me mam just wanted me to not be a thief or a drug-taker, really. The main fing that mattered to me mam was that our Greg and I were happy. I fink she’s glad that I turned out to be the man that I am today.
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My favourite subject at school was swimming. It weren’t a posh school so we din’t have a swimming pool at the school or owt, so we’d all get on a bus they’d hired instead. It were a bus bus, not like a school bus, a proper bus, like in London they’re red, in Leeds they were green. They’d have one of them to pick us up to take us to the swimming baths and I don’t know how many weeks we’d been going but one day I noticed there were a big red lever on the wall of the bus, near the window, and it said: TO OPEN, PULL HERE. I thought, ‘right, I’ll pull it then.’ Whoo whoo whoo. It were like the whole bus were an alarm and it started going off. The bus stopped and we could all hear the driver huffin’ and puffin’. And then the teacher, Ms Mumphries, came upstairs: ‘Who opened the fire door?’ Well I din’t know it was for fire. It just said, TO OPEN, PULL HERE and then there were this big red lever. It were the back window all along the back of the bus. I just opened it. I fink she could tell by the look in me eye that it were me. So she made a big show of laying down the rules but I knew she were gonna let me off. She always had a bit of a soft spot for me.


Every time I was on a bus after that it came over me like a wave that I wanted to pull that red lever and open t’ fire door but because I knew it was a fire door I din’t. I couldn’t go swimming for two weeks because I opened the fire door which meant two weeks of not looking at lasses in swimming costumes and also meant everyone was gonna become more advanced. I had an image in me mind that they were all gonna be like Man From Atlantis by the time I went back and I was gonna be like some bellend that can’t swim with fucking armbands! Armbands! Two weeks is a long time when you’re a kid. Anyfing could happen!
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I did get me bronze eventually but it took me a while to catch up. I had to swim 400m which took ages and I thought ‘I’m gonna die here. Anything I have to do after this I’m gonna be too fucked to do.’ And then I had to save a brick in me pyjamas. I can remember finking, ‘I don’t understand this concept. So the brick represents a person that I’m saving that’s drowning but I can only save them if I’m wearing pyjamas? So what if I’m walking past a river and someone is in there drowning but I don’t have any pyjamas on me? Do I leave ’em? Do I run home and go get me pyjamas and go, ‘right, now I’ll save you because I’ve got me pyjamas on?’


[image: Image]


Anywhere, I was really chuffed about having me sew-on bronze swimming badge. I’d sew the badges on me trunks but you got a little enamel badge in a red plastic case as well and you know what I thought when I got that? You can fuck all your other awards, all I wanted were that badge and I din’t give a shit anymore. So the next year, when I had to do me silver, I cheated. I can remember t’ bit where you’re doing your metres, it looked like I were swimming but I were actually just walking along the bottom. You know when you get t’ shallow end? Just walking. And every time I saw the teacher I’d lift me legs up. I got another badge but I din’t care because I had me bronze. Forget silver, gold and lifesaving. But it was weird that kids the same age were doing their lifesaving whilst I were doing bronze. They were saving lives and I were saving some bricks in me pyjamas. Oh shit, that foam brick looks like it’s in trouble! Better get me pyjamas on.


It set me up for the future though. When we were a bit older, me mate Talbot and I used to go to t’ swimming baths on a Sunday. Oh it was disappointing if you forgot your goggles. We weren’t actually there to swim. We just looked at girls. We din’t even try and chat ’em up. We’d just jump in, get a right good look at t’ girls under t’ water and then come up out of the water like we were in Apocalypse Now. We’d just look at each other.
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I don’t even fink we said anything. We just smiled at each other, knowing. All that swimming gave me a few ideas for the future. A splash about in the swimming baths is one of my favourite first date ideas – I can show off my athletic ability and Olympic body whilst swimming to collect a brick. The only difference between then and now is that then I wore me pyjamas but now I just swim naked. It’s like getting an advanced review in’t it? You can have a good look and go, ‘yeah, that’ll do for me’. Otherwise you might fall head over heels for someone, get them back to your house, get naked and find out that she has a weird lump on her back that has a toenail on the end of it. From the front she’s great but from behind I’m gonna see that toenail looking at me all the time. Do I ask, ‘have you got a toenail growing on your back?’
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You learn a lot more about someone by treating her to a trip down t’ baths than you would at the cinema. It’s weird going to the cinema with someone, innit? A quintessential date, the cinema, but really you should go to the cinema with your mates or by yourself, not with a date. If you are going to go to the cinema on a date, make it a horror film. When she gets scared of the bogey man, you can slip your arm around her and play the gent. Then offer her some of your popcorn which you have previously put your tallywhacker in (you can cut a hole out the bottom) – she’ll grab a right handful. Oooosh! Getting a handjob in’t cinema … Living the dream!


Anywhere, Talbot and I also used to dare each other to dive off the diving board. I never did it. In fact, I only dived off top diving board when I was doing Celebrity Juice and it was Keith versus Jedward. Well, I didn’t actually dive, I jumped, but I can remember finking, I’m not having those little bastards beat me at this. I didn’t look down. I just walked straight off and then watched them go, ‘oh, we can’t do it, we can’t do it, we can’t do it.’ The dingbats! Nice kids though.





[image: Image]
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Anywhere, back to St Michael’s. Tommy and I met Dave Fletcher and Frank Pistle at school. We were like the Famous Five, only there were four of us and we weren’t all gonna be famous. Obviously we din’t know that back then but I were always a bit of a performer. Tommy became known as Belly as he had a bit of timber on him and his surname was Bell. Simple as peas. As I said, I’d known Belly all me life – even before we went to primary school – so we were like brothers really. Belly was a nice guy, bit strange, but a nice guy underneath it all. He still is! Nice but a bit strange. Because he lived over t’ road from us, he would come over all the time. When we were older, I fink he were a bit intrigued by hormonesexuals so he came just to have a look at our Greg. He were completely bamboozled that he was playing with girls’ toys as we played with Action Men and cars behind sofa. Once Belly and I both fell asleep behind the sofa and when me mam couldn’t find us she thought that we’d been kidnapped or somet. She went out in t’ street looking for us both. In’t that weird, we were playing so hard with our cars we actually fell asleep? But because me mam thought we’d been nicked she called the police! I can remember just waking up behind t’ sofa, both of us, rubbing our eyes and finking ‘eh, what’s going on? Why is me mam talking to a copper?’ We knew that summat were going on. She weren’t best pleased when we crept out from behind the sofa rubbing our sleepy eyes.


Frank Pistle’s nickname were Pisshole. We used to tease him whenever he met a bird and say we gave him that name because he used to piss himself in class all the time, but it were really just because he had a daft name. Dave was just Dave. We were all in the same class and all sat on the back row of desks, apart from Belly who had to sit close to teacher cos he had a squiffy eye. We just used to mess around all t’ time, passing notes to each other. We were never that naughty, just the right side of cheeky. If I ever started getting into trouble I would just tell the teacher how much I wanted to learn but how difficult I found it and how frustrating it were that I couldn’t keep up with everyone else. It seemed to do the trick.
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Ha ha, what a dingbat! Skeletor cost less than a scout walker. I was always good at swapping shit. I once swapped a Panini sticker book for a BMX. It was a rubbish BMX, but still a bike for some stickers. I had business acumen at the age of seven!
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I fancied girls before anyone started fancying girls in my class. When I first started primary school, I can remember fancying this girl called Penny and I were only about six. I’d fink about her all the time. I would chase her round the playground and then I would just ignore her when I actually got close enough to talk to her. When you’re a kid you don’t know what your emotions are and you can’t deal with them, can you? I’d chase her, then ignore her, then chase her again. But I actually wanted to kiss her, but I didn’t know what kissing was. I remember feeling very strange around her and then when she left school to go and live in America, I can remember being slightly sad but I couldn’t tell anyone because I didn’t know what I was feeling.


I soon got back on the horse as she had a couple of fit mates. I can’t remember their names, mind. I tell you what though, finking about it, her sister was fit as well. Again, older. Her sister must have been about three years older and I remember finking, bloody hell, she’s like a fitter version of her. Once some disabled children came to our school to prove that kids with disabilities can still play musical instruments, and one of the girls that were playing the harp looked almost exactly like Penny’s sister. I can remember finking, right, this is my chance, I might be able to pull her. But I didn’t because I thought it would be an awkward relationship. I tell you what, all credit to people who go out with people who have disabilities. They’re good people them. Unless they’re just using them for their disabled parking badge.


Anywhere, at that age we spent a lot of time trying to work out whether we disliked or if we liked girls. It were dead confusing. I remember Dave had a tree in his garden that we used to climb as he fancied his next-door neighbour and it gave us a right good view into her bedroom. It were a couple of years later that we found out that it were his cousin! Dirty bastard had been spying on his cousin all that time. I remember saying to him, ‘you can’t fancy your cousin!’ And he’d go, ‘yeah, but she ain’t really me cousin.’ But she were. Dirty Dave fancied his cousin. Dirty Bastard!
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To be fair to him, she was right fit. She used to wave at us sometimes. Little tease. She were a nice girl, Emma Bunton girl-next-door kind of pretty. You know, with that little rabbit-nose thing going on. But we were getting to that age where boys become boys and girls become girls and we went through that stage where you hate girls, don’t you? And girls hate boys. But you kind of love them at the same time. It’s all a bit confusing. It might be overnight that you suddenly start liking them again and before you know it you’ve got your tongue in their mouth and you’re cleaning the windows.
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I could see why Dirty Dave fancied his cousin but I was more interested in his sister, Beth. She was Fit As Flip. If I had to compare her to anyone now it would be Michelle Keegan. She is one of me all-time favourites is Michelle. I would destroy her. We’ve had her on Juice a few times now and she drank a pint of lager that had some jizm in it. What a great lass. Good luck to her and Mark Wright. He’s a good lad, too. But he wears his clobber too tight – it looks like it’s hurting him.
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Anywhere, I always wanted to hang out with Beth and hear what she and her friends were saying and stuff. I can actually remember when it was Beth’s birthday and both me and Dave came down and ruined the birthday because we were both dressed as superheroes and stole her thunder. I was dressed as Spiderman and he was dressed as The Hulk and he ripped all his pyjamas up. He wasn’t green, though, he just ripped his pyjamas and I fink all his sister’s mates thought we were really cute and funny. We were jumping around finking we were superheroes and then he got done by his mam for ripping his pyjamas up and for stealing the attention away from Beth.


I remember that day very clearly as I remember it were the first time I thought that a girl was extraordinarily fit … but at the same time I knew I wasn’t old enough to properly like girls. She made me tingle in areas that I din’t know were supposed to tingle. She had this long super-straight brown hair and she used to flick it around like they do in’t films. It has always been like that for me though. I’ve been advanced when it comes to women. I din’t start writing poetry for girls until a little later but she did inspire me to put pen to paper. I was only eight at the time but with a few drawings I usually had ’em wrapped round my little finger.
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Beth, if you’re out there, give us a call. Dave’s got me number. We could go swimming together and I’ll treat you to Nando’s after.


I always knew I’d look cute when I dressed up. I was in t’ cubs when I were younger as I knew I’d look cute in the uniform. I don’t remember much about cubs except being in a tent in the wood round the corner from where we lived. Belly were there too. I had toothache so I put a Wine Gum in me tooth to act as a filling. I thought I were being really clever. That’ll sort it out. That’d fill it. But the week after I had to have me whole tooth yanked out!


I did graduate to scouts but it were shit and I said to Belly, ‘watch me, I’m gonna run out’. He said, ‘no you’re not.’ I said, ‘I am. I’m gonna grab me Michael Jackson Thriller jacket and I’m gonna run out.’ And I did, I just ran for it. And that were the end of me scouting career.
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DEE


I went out with a girl when I was nine; that was probably my first relationship. I mean it weren’t a serious one – I was nine and she was nine. Her name was Dee and she was in my class at school. She was a pretty girl-next-door kind of girl with long blonde hair and she were a bit taller than me. She reminded me of a girl that used to be in Baywatch, I can’t remember her name, but she was also in ET as a child. And I don’t mean Drew Barrymore.
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I went out with her for about six weeks. That’s basically six years in grown-up terms. As we were both infants we didn’t have any sexual exploits but there was a lot of kissing. Another friend would time us kissing to see how long we could last. I don’t know why we were timed because we weren’t gonna try and get in t’ Guinness Book of Records or anything, but we could say to our friends that we kissed for two minutes. Just smooching for two whole minutes! Can you imagine smooching that long now? Smooching and nothing else. There wasn’t any tongue action. We din’t really go on dates or owt, we just used to hang out after school. We went out for the school holidays and then six weeks after it all began, it ended. The summer of love. She went and did somet that only a right dingbat would ever do: she cut her long, super-straight hairs short and permed the whole lot. I said, ‘it looks like you’ve got a wig on! What have you done to your barnet? We’re over.’ It were over. She looked like Kevin Webster from Corrie in 1989!
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It were that same summer that we went on a family holiday to Rhyl – perhaps that put a strain on our relationship. She must have felt like I abandoned her so went and chopped all her hairs off. As a family we din’t have enough money to go abroad but we did go on holidays by the sea. We went to Rhyl, Scarborough and Blackpool. Rhyl was me favourite – I even had a T-shirt saying, ‘Keeping it Rhyl’. I’ve always been at the front edges of fashion.


The highlights of the holiday were always the same: fishing and eating hot doughnuts. I fink it used to cost a pound for about 136 doughnuts. You got such a huge bag of doughnuts for a quid. We’d be eating doughnuts all day. We’d go in t’ sea back then because you didn’t know it was full of shit. But you don’t go in t’ sea now in England, do you, because you just fink it’s gonna be turds floating past you, don’t you?
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When I were growing up, my favourite time of the year were Christmas. Not actually Christmas itself, but the build up to it. The first sign of Christmas for me weren’t the Coca-Cola advert or the Christmas songs that would be playing in Woolworths from September, it was the Grattan’s catalogue coming through t’ door. We’d get a catalogue as thick as Yellow Pages through t’ door and I were like, ‘oooo it’s Christmas soon, innit?’ Me and Gregory would just sit there with the catalogue on our lap going, ‘want that, want this …’ It was the way you would write down your Christmas list – ‘want that, want that, want that, want that’. You din’t circle them or anyfing, you weren’t allowed to draw in it – you’d get into trouble with mam if you did that. Once we were done with writing up our imaginary Christmas lists, I would turn to the underwear pages. Obviously Greg were less interested in the underwear section and always used to look at the curling tongs and such. I had some romantic nights with that Grattan’s catalogue, I did. When me mam were out and our kid was in bed I’d wank over it on t’ bra pages.
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Anyway, a few weeks after the catalogue arrived in the post, some presents that me mam had ordered from the catalogue used to come through t’ post and Greg and I made sure we were always there to greet the postman. I can remember a Scalextric coming one year and going, ‘Is this for me?’ And me mam said, ‘no, it’s for next-door neighbour, in’t it. I’m saving it for ’em.’ I remember finding the same box of Scalextric in a kitchen cupboard a couple of weeks later, next to the mop and bucket. So when me mam were out, we’d go downstairs, get the Scalextric out, me and Belly, and we’d play with it whilst keeping one eye on the clock. About ten minutes before the time she’d be home from work I’d say ‘right, better put it back now. Did that piece go there or over there?’ In the end we decided that she ain’t gonna remember what piece goes where, as long as it’s shut and the sellotape is back on it, then we’d put it back in t’ cupboard. I remember that Scalextric so well. Even our Greg liked it. It were the only boys’ toy he actually liked.
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