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  This book is for my family and friends.




  You are all very special to me.
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  PROLOGUE




  EL CAPITAN, YOSEMITE VALLEY, CALIFORNIA


  SEPTEMBER 2005




  

    They say that if you fall to your death, you see your life flash before your eyes. If I fall now, it will take fifteen seconds to hit the ground. Sounds a lot, but I

    can’t help wondering if that will be enough time.


  




  I’m thousands of feet above sea level. A two-inch ledge and a rope are the only things that are stopping me from falling to earth. It’s dark. The temperature is falling dangerously

  low. My muscles ache so much I can hardly move, and I hurt with hunger. I’ve been hanging here for hours. My companions are either hundreds of feet below or hundreds of feet above, and right

  now I don’t know if I’m going to make it to the summit. I’m beginning to wonder what the hell I’m doing here. And I’m beginning to wonder, if I fall, which bits of my

  life I will see the most clearly.




  To be honest, there are things that I don’t much want to remember, but which I know I will never forget. Bent over a line of opiates and inhaling deeply, too fucked up to know where I am

  or what I’m doing. Begging my friends to give me a fix of heroin. Waking up in hotel rooms with blood on my face and empty pill and alcohol bottles scattered around. Vomiting in my sleep. Passing out in swimming pools and having to be rescued by friends only slightly less high

  than me. Being told my mum might die, and then trying to take my own life so that I wouldn’t have to deal with it.




  But I have to put those thoughts from my mind. When you’re pushing yourself to the limit like this, you have to keep positive. Lose your concentration and you make mistakes. And mistakes

  kill people on El Capitan.




  When I first set eyes on the sheer cliff face and was told that I would have to climb it in six months’ time, I didn’t think it was possible. Hardly anybody thought it was possible.

  Some of them even laughed at the suggestion. I don’t blame them. After all, if I’d been told the same thing four years ago, I’d have been laughing with them. Climb El Capitan?

  What’s the point? Why would I do that when I’ve got a refrigerator full of beers and a box full of pills? Where’s the party to be had halfway up some fucking rock face?




  To the world I was Jack Osbourne, TV celebrity. Funny Jack. Party Jack. Jack-the-lad. Some of them thought I was a bit arrogant, a bit whiny. Maybe they were right, but what the hell? They still

  kept tuning in. My face was on the front cover of magazines the world over. I got paid more money than most people can dream of just to be myself. Girls wanted my autograph. Some of them wanted

  more than that. No matter that I was a bit overweight. No matter that I liked the occasional drink. No matter that I smoked a joint now and then.




  No matter that I was only fifteen years old. Life was good.




  What would they have thought if they had known the truth? What would they have thought if they had known that beneath the jovial exterior was an insecure kid subconsciously wincing from the

  glare of publicity? What would they have thought if they had known that I was a teenage alcoholic and a drug addict?




  Would they have laughed quite so hard if the cameras had captured me at my lowest, crying into a pillow in the dead of night, begging a God I didn’t believe in to end my life, and to end

  it now?




  I have to push on. I have to find the energy from somewhere so that I can climb this mountain just as I have conquered the metaphorical ones that preceded it. Only then can I get back down to

  earth and revel in what I’ve achieved. At the foot of the mountain I know my parents will be waiting. Expectant. Proud. We will hug each other, and probably cry, knowing that what I have just

  achieved is more than a sporting endeavour. It will be a personal triumph, documentary proof that I’m not that arrogant, scared, lost little kid any more. Proof, to myself and everyone else,

  that I’ve put those demons behind me.




  But it’s been a long road. Ever since I was small, I’ve listened to my dad telling funny stories about his life. It’s been quite a life, and the stories are good. But somewhere

  in the back of my head, I always knew that I wanted my own stories to tell.




  And now I have.




  I’ve done things most people will never do, seen places most people will never see. And I’m a different Jack Osbourne to the one the public think they know.




  Truth to tell, I’m a different Jack Osbourne to the one I’ve spent most of my life with . . .




  


     

  




  ONE




  THE KIDS ARE ALRIGHT




  I hate it when I hear people say, ‘You know, I’ve always felt different, even as a kid.’ Every kid feels different – it goes with the territory –

  but to say so out loud sounds kind of insincere, like they’ve been spending a bit too much time analysing themselves. But if I had to be honest, looking back at my early childhood, it would

  be insincere of me not to say that growing up as the son of Ozzy and Sharon Osbourne was – how can I put it? – a bit out of the ordinary.




  I don’t want to give you the wrong idea. It’s not like my dad was walking round the house biting the heads off bats and practising devil worship every morning before breakfast

  – the Prince of Darkness is just his professional title, and he tended not to bring his work home with him – but it is true that I remember going to my friends’ houses on play

  days or for the weekend and thinking that everyone else’s family seemed to be run along the same lines as each other. Everyone’s, that is, except mine. Our family just felt

  different. Not normal. My friends’ dads would be at home a lot; mine would be on tour for half the year. Their mums were, for the most part, housewives – looking after the kids, cooking

  meals, keeping the household running; my earliest memory of my mum was that she was always on the phone, taking care of business. The other stuff was done by a constantly changing army of nannies

  who tried to keep us all in line.




  It wasn’t just me, either. I was always aware that other kids around me knew that there was something different about us. They were too young to know what it was, I suppose, but there were

  always remarks, little comments about me and my family that they picked up from fuck knows where. ‘Your dad’s crazy.’ ‘Your dad’s been to jail.’ ‘Your dad

  bites the heads off animals.’ I heard it all and, as any kid would, I used to get upset by it. The man they were describing was not the man I knew, the man I looked up to and respected, as I

  still do. And I never really understood how people could know all that stuff. I knew he was a musician, a singer, and I suppose that somewhere in my consciousness I knew that he was famous, but I

  never really knew why anyone would be aware of all that other shit, or why they would be interested. To me, he was just my dad. Gentle. Funny. Attentive. Whenever he was around he’d be

  playing games with us, taking us for walks, reading us bedtime stories – although not being a great reader, he used to make them up as he went along, and they were always ten times better

  than the actual book. Sometimes he used to pretend to be asleep when we were all watching TV, only to jump up and scare the living daylights out of us when we least expected it. OK, so he was a

  little crazy, perhaps; maybe a bit too fond of a drink; but I adored him, like all little boys should adore their dad.




  I was born on 8 November 1985, the youngest of three and brother to Kelly, who you’ve probably seen or heard, and Aimee, who you almost certainly haven’t. Aimee was two years old

  when I was born, and Kelly was one, so we all arrived pretty close together. We were a tight-knit family – we still are – and the overwhelming impression I have of being a little kid is

  that I was perfectly happy and contented. Despite the fact that we lived in different circumstances to most other people, cocooned in the weird bubble of the Ozzy Osbourne show, Mum and Dad always

  went out of their way to make sure that we felt safe, cared for and above all loved. I never felt scared and I never felt threatened. Even when Dad’s behaviour got a bit out of control, I

  remember taking it all in my stride.




  Beel House, where I lived for the first five or six years of my life, was a kids’ paradise. My first home, in fact, had been in Hampstead, but we soon moved into this gorgeous Georgian

  residence nestled away in a quiet corner of the Chilterns. It used to be owned by Dirk Bogarde, and was often frequented by Richard Burton and Elizabeth Taylor, but as an irrepressible

  four-year-old I wasn’t much interested in its history; I was far more excited by the two tennis courts in the grounds that were perfect places for Aimee, Kelly and me to drive the child-size,

  battery-powered cars we were given for Christmas one year. We must have loved those things, because I can remember there being a whole load of them over the years, but the three that really stick

  in my mind were Aimee’s black Corvette, Kelly’s Barbie-pink sports car and my white Jeep.




  Beel House may have been a rock star’s mansion, but it was also a homely kind of place, warm, comforting and safe – a security blanket of a house. We went to the local school –

  the Gateway School in Great Missenden – like ordinary kids, played with our pets and our toys like ordinary kids, and messed around in the backyard like ordinary kids. I loved that place:

  there was an amazing tree house in the garden, and fields and forests all around where we would go for walks and see the deer and other animals that grazed on our land. It was idyllic, and I just

  remember being incredibly happy there, and making good friends. I was Aimee and Kelly’s little plaything: they used to find Mum’s more outrageous clothes from the 1960s and dress me up

  in them – make-up, the works. For them, it was a laugh; for me, a self-conscious six-year-old, it was hell! I’m told that one Christmas Eve, when I was much smaller, Aimee came into my

  bedroom late at night, took me out of my cot, and dragged me downstairs by one arm, like Christopher Robin dragging Winnie-the-Pooh. Mum was only alerted to it when she heard the sound of me

  bumping down the stairs.




  My parents went out of their way to make things fun. It helped, of course, that they were the biggest kids in the world themselves – my dad especially. Birthdays were unforgettable. As we

  had larger resources than most people, so our birthday celebrations were on an appropriately grandiose scale. It was all pretty extravagant: when birthday time came around, we could pretty much

  name the party we wanted, and more often than not it would be laid on. And best of all, my parents would get as excited about it as us kids. Mum especially loves to throw a party –

  she’s always up for it, and always does it really well, totally going to town on every last detail. The cakes were particularly impressive – even now she likes to push the boat out, and

  my last birthday cake was in the shape of a huge mountain with people climbing in it. (A bit different from the cake I had for my seventeenth birthday, which was skilfully fashioned into the shape

  of a pair of tits. I suppose subtlety has never been our trademark.)




  Our birthdays are all pretty close – Kelly’s is 27 October, Aimee’s is 2 September – so as children we would often have joint parties. Either Aimee and Kelly would share,

  or Kelly and me. One year, the girls had a circus theme to their party. Most parents would be happy to settle for a clown to entertain the kiddies before the jelly and ice cream. Not mine. To start

  with, we had an elephant delivered – don’t ask me where they got it from, or how it arrived, but it was the centrepiece of an extravaganza that included a whole load of other animals as

  well as an entire troop of clowns. Pretty exciting stuff for a bunch of toddlers, although I’m told it backfired a little when a few of the guests got frightened of the elephant and ended up

  screaming for their mummies . . .




  The elephant birthday aside, we’d have full-on, carnival-type parties with no expense spared: swings, slides, merry-go-rounds, bouncy castles, plus there would always be a disco

  afterwards, with the kids hurling themselves around to whatever was big in the world of toddler pop at the time. I seem to remember Chesney Hawkes playing a pretty prominent role. I’m not

  sure what my dad thought about that, but I’m glad to say my own taste has developed a bit since those teenybopping days.




  Dad was away a lot, but he’d always make an effort to be around at birthday time, and when he did there was no way he was going to be a responsible adult standing on the sidelines watching

  the kids have fun, backslapping with their stockbroker parents and solicitously looking after Little Johnny when he scraped his knee. On the contrary, he’d be the one scraping his knee

  – I remember Mum getting pissed off with him when he used to bound out of nowhere and jump on the bouncy castle, throwing kids all over the place thanks to the fact that my dad was

  considerably heavier than his playmates.




  Christmases, too, were always magical times, largely thanks to the fact that my mum and dad would really pull out the stops to make sure that everything was just right for the kids. The earliest

  Christmases I can remember were at Beel House, and Dad was always the best fun at Christmas, acting all goofy and generally just fucking around with us kids, playing and really getting into the

  spirit of things. He would dress up – I don’t remember him ever being a particularly convincing Santa Claus, but he used to cover himself in Christmas wrapping paper, which we thought

  was hilarious as children; and Mum would get just as excited, making enormous Christmas stockings that could easily fit a hyperactive child inside and still leave room for plenty of wriggling,

  revelling in the fact that her family were all around her, and doing whatever she could to make each Christmas a memorable one for all of us. And of course there is nothing more fun for a young kid

  than adults joining in. I used to get really obsessed about certain things – one year it would be Star Wars, another it would be aliens. This particular Christmas it was the military

  and I was given a whole bunch of model soldiers and a huge remote control army truck for them all to go in. We were spending Christmas on holiday somewhere hot: it might have been blazing sunshine

  outside; there might have been golden sands and crystal blue sea; but Dad and I spent three days straight sitting in the hotel room playing with these toy soldiers from breakfast to bedtime.




  Even when we weren’t stuck inside playing soldiers, childhood holidays were always a lot of fun, even though we seemed to have the same holiday destination year in, year out: Hawaii. My

  parents have a thing about the place because they got married there in 1982. Their wedding was a bittersweet time for them, if only because Mum’s parents didn’t seem to give their full

  support to the whole affair – she had a difficult relationship with them, and I think she was determined that it would never be that way with Kelly, Aimee and me – but still they

  can’t resist the romantic gesture of holidaying in Hawaii as often as they can. It ‘holds a special place in their hearts’ – so they always tell us. Add to that the fact

  that Dad is a total creature of habit: we’d be planning the family holiday, and you could write the script before the conversation even started.




  Us: ‘Where are we going to go this year?’




  Dad: ‘I don’t wanna go anywhere. Let’s go to Hawaii. Fuck it.’




  I’m sure Dad won’t take it the wrong way when I suggest that maybe the fact that it’s ideally suited for people who want to sit around drinking and doing fuck all had something

  to do with it. And so Hawaii it was. Now don’t get me wrong, Hawaii is an amazing place, but we went there so often that I’ve grown to hate it. Most people dream about going there, I

  know, but visit it forty times and you might find yourself looking at the grass shirts and floral garlands a bit differently – the novelty of this tropical paradise starts to wear off, unless

  you’re my mum and dad. Nowadays I dream about going anywhere but!




  As a kid, though, it was a laugh, especially when there was a whole bunch of us out there. Dad would sometimes do a show on the island, and Mum would always try to make sure it was the last show

  of the tour so that everyone would be able to hang out there for a few days afterwards – forty members of the Ozzy Osbourne entourage in the same hotel at the end of a tour is a pretty

  reliable recipe for a good time, especially when you’re just a kid. And as we got older, we’d be allowed to bring friends along, which was always a blast.




  The only other holiday destination that was ever considered was Antigua. Dad had this old manager from the Black Sabbath days called Patrick Meehan who ended up purchasing this condo resort on

  the island. For a while, Dad really loved it there, and it was the coolest place. Even as kids we could just walk out of the condo and hitchhike into town – that was what everybody

  did, and we were no exception. Everyone helped each other out, and it was extremely cool and relaxed.




  One time the staff at the condo didn’t get paid, and Dad ended up having to put money in their pockets and pay expenses for the whole resort. He was pretty laid back about it, but I

  remember one occasion when he was standing in the reception using the only phone in the whole place to make a call to Mum and a disgruntled employee came up to him and started waving a knife in his

  face, demanding to be paid. ‘I’m going to kill you!’ he shouted. ‘Why haven’t you paid me? I’m going to kill everyone here!’




  Poor Dad took one look at him, then bent double with laughter. There was no denying that there was real anger in the guy’s eyes, but unfortunately the knife he was wielding was only about

  an inch long and attached to his key ring. He’d have had trouble cutting a loaf of bread with it, let alone a 200-pound rock star. But that was just how it seemed to be in Antigua –

  even the psychos were harmless.




  We went to Hawaii more recently with the MTV cameras in tow, filming for The Osbournes, which made for a slightly different experience and brought home to me how much my life has changed

  since those early days. Beforehand, even though Dad was well known, at least the rest of the family had a degree of anonymity. Those TV guys aren’t exactly ones to be subtle about anything,

  and of course they had people there in advance sorting everything out and hiring local crew to work for them. So with Hawaii being about the size of a pinhead, local people tell local people, who

  then tell everyone that the Osbournes are arriving. When we got there, we turned on the car radio and instead of reading the weather, the announcer is yelling, ‘And today, folks,

  Hawaii welcomes the Osbournes!’ The paparazzi were out in force, helicopters were flying over the hotel – it was all a far cry from the holidays I remembered as a kid. It was nice to

  have the attention in a way, but kind of hard to relax.




  Growing up, though, I was pretty much shielded from that kind of media interest. The paparazzi were never really that interested in the family before we became TV celebrities in our own right.

  Dad was just a rock musician, and press photographers rarely paid that much attention to him. He was hardly a beautiful young thing, so he didn’t end up on the front page of the paper very

  often. Our family was known among his fans and in the music industry, but on the whole those people were pretty respectful. So celebrity was never really a concept I had to get used to, and I grew

  up able to enjoy the good bits about my dad’s fame, and not be plagued by the shitty bits.




  It seems like a whole other life away . . .




  My dad loves to tell stories. It’s the performer in him, I suppose, that makes him such a great raconteur. As a child, I used to love listening to him tell tales about

  his own childhood, and in doing so he perhaps inadvertently taught me a lot about my own background.




  Growing up in post-war Birmingham was a far cry from growing up in the peaceful corner of the Chilterns where my formative years were spent, but there were nevertheless some strange parallels

  between my father’s teenage life and mine. I never knew my paternal grand-parents – my grandfather died before I was born, and although my grandmother lived until I was about fifteen, I

  never met her. I think Dad had something of a love– hate relationship with his parents, and it’s hardly surprising: the industrial Midlands in the late 1940s and early 50s wasn’t

  the happiest of places, and that household was no exception to the general hardship and poverty. Dad says that the film Angela’s Ashes pretty much brings it all back to him. Even now I

  don’t think he’s forgotten what it was like, and as a result he has never become arrogant about his fame. The way he will walk into a room and, despite the fact that he is well known,

  will do his best to blend into the background is one of his most endearing qualities, and reflects greatly on how he was as a child. His dad worked night shifts at a local factory; his mum did

  factory work too, and the impression I get from him is that he harboured a lot of resentment against his mum because she didn’t really care for him as much as he would have liked. He has two

  brothers and three sisters, so it was a big family for people of such small means – no new clothes, one bath a week and eight of them cramped into a tiny house with only two bedrooms –

  but I think Dad could have coped with all that if there had just been a little bit more love and care to go around.




  As it was, it was an abusive household: you step out of line, you get fucked up. My grandfather was a heavy drinker. I guess everyone was at the time – it was all they really had, the only

  way they could escape from the drudgery of their day-to-day existence – and when the alcohol-induced red mist descended, he wouldn’t think twice about raising a hand to his children.

  But if he thought that kind of discipline would keep his son in line, he was wrong. My dad was an absolute terror as a kid, by all accounts, and he relishes telling hilarious tales of his antics as

  a young boy.




  My grandfather would come home from work absolutely shattered. Occasionally, he would have a few drinks and then fall asleep fully clothed on the bed. One day, Dad managed to get hold of a big

  staple gun. He tiptoed up to my grandfather’s bed as he lay sleeping, then stapled all his clothes – with him still in them – to the mattress. He hid the staple gun, then came

  running into the room screaming at the top of his voice. ‘Fire! There’s a fire! There’s a fire!’




  My grandfather woke with a start and tried to jump up; but his son had done a very good job of stapling him to the bed, and he couldn’t move a muscle. When Dad used to tell us this story

  as kids, we would shriek with laughter. ‘What happened next, Dad?’




  ‘I got the shit kicked out of me.’




  It seemed that lots of his childhood stories ended that way.




  Some men get aggressive when they start drinking. With my grandfather it was the other way round. He would come home from work, get totally stressed out with my grandmother, and more often than

  not he would start slapping her around. Then he’d storm out of the house to the working-men’s drinking spot where he spent nearly all of his time, occasionally calling at my dad to

  follow him. Dad would spend hours on end sitting outside, waiting for my grandfather to drink his fill and then marvelling at the fact that he had turned from this aggressive wife-beater into

  something far more jolly. And all thanks to beer – it was like some kind of magic potion. He was only fourteen when one of the men in the pub took pity on him having to wait around outside

  all the time and gave him his first ever pint of beer. He drank six pints that night, got totally drunk and passed out. It was the beginning of an addiction that would plague him all his life, but

  in a way he never stood a chance. Everyone drank: there was nothing else to do.




  Despite his aggressiveness, I think my dad respected his father. But no amount of respect, and no amount of beatings, were going to stop him getting into trouble. During the war, all the towns

  around had been blown up and practically razed to the ground; as a kid, he would always go and play in the bombed-out building sites. It’s a miracle he and his friends weren’t killed in

  those places. One day, Dad was on the first floor of some building, jumping up and down on a mattress, when the floor gave way. He fell through the ceiling to find himself in a Home Guard armoury,

  stashed full of guns and ammunition – a treasure trove for a bored kid. Dad picked out a hand grenade and nonchalantly took it to the local museum. ‘How much will you give me for

  this?’ he asked the curator.




  The museum staff, of course, were less than impressed that some urchin had walked on to the premises with a live hand grenade. The police were called out, and then the bomb squad. From his

  stories, it’s clear that the young Ozzy was hell-raising from an early age.




  He was the archetypal problem child: always getting the shit kicked out of him at home because he was doing something stupid. He wanted a bike, but his parents couldn’t afford one, so he

  went down to the scrapyard and nicked a bike frame and some wheels. But he could never find a seat, so he just had this bike with a pole, and obviously he could never sit down when he was riding

  it. One day, however, the pedals fell off his hotch-potch contraption: he landed on the pole and I’m sure I don’t need to describe the consequences in too much detail. Painful for my

  dad; hilarious to hear about when you’re seven years old.




  For Dad, school was a nightmare. It was a five-mile walk to Birchfield Road Secondary Modern, and he hated every step he had to take. He suffered from all kinds of learning difficulties, but of

  course this was in the days before people had learned to diagnose and treat such things, so he just got slapped about by his teachers, and sent home for being stupid or for not doing his homework.

  With a couple of friends he started playing truant more and more regularly, relieved not to have to be subjected to the torment of school life, and they would just fuck around – nicking

  sweets, scrumping apples, all the usual kinds of stuff tearaway kids in poor areas did. And it was hardly surprising that he left school as soon as he possibly could, working in a series of

  dead-end jobs, before ending up in a slaughterhouse.




  He would love telling us his slaughterhouse stories. He worked in this slaughterhouse for ages, the world’s most miserable job – killing animals all day long. You name it, he killed

  it: cows, pigs, chickens, lambs. His first job there was to cut up 6,000 sheep’s stomachs. The place was overrun with rats, and he used to tell us a gory story about one guy who cut his

  finger on a knife then touched some rat piss. He died a week later. Another time he had a date with a girl. He turned up and gave her a present: she unwrapped it to find a cow’s eye.

  ‘Something to see you through the week,’ my dad told her. Suffice to say that the relationship was a non-starter. The only way he could deal with the horrors of the slaughterhouse was

  through alcohol – he got blind drunk every day in an attempt to forget about it.




  And then there were the days on the road with Black Sabbath: taking acid on a beach, then diving off some beach tower into the sand, thinking it was water. Playing three shows a day in some

  random club in Sweden and being paid so little that they never had enough to eat. They’d meet girls, go home with them, rob their refrigerators and then just leg it!




  But despite the funny stories, my dad had a difficult upbringing, and he started battling demons that kids shouldn’t have to deal with. He retreated into himself, and became lost in a sea

  of depression that threatened to engulf him. One night he went outside and took his mum’s clothesline down. He turned it into a noose, which he put round his neck, tied one end to something

  solid and high up, then jumped off a chair. Luckily for him, his dad came home at exactly that moment and got him down.




  Dad’s only escape from that world was his music, but it didn’t make him any closer to his family. They were traditional members of the British working class, and suddenly he was a

  rock star with all the trappings that the lifestyle entailed. He left the Birmingham of his childhood behind, and lost the ability to relate to his parents in any way. In recent years he’s

  become closer to his siblings – his sisters more so than his brothers – and his nephew Terry, who we call Cousin Terry, has become close to our family. He’s appeared in The X

  Factor and The Salon, so is more on Dad’s wavelength; but Dad himself has left that abusive, working-class Midlands family life far behind.




  Mum, too, had a rocky relationship with her parents. Her father is Don Arden, a well-known, if slightly shady, music promoter. Mum worked for him from the time she was old enough to do so, and

  he completely took advantage of her during that time. He also represented my dad – which is how they met, their relationship being sealed when she took over Dad’s management and ensured

  he had a successful solo career once he left Sabbath. My grandfather is very sick now, his mind shot with Alzheimer’s disease, but for all the time I was growing up I thought he was dead

  – because that’s what Mum told me. They fell out in such a big way, and he treated her so badly, bullying her, demeaning her, sapping her self-respect, that she didn’t want us to

  have any contact with him.




  It wasn’t until I was a teenager that she came clean and told us that we had a grandfather after all. I was pretty pissed off at the time that she had lied to us for so long. I’d

  have preferred to know the truth, that he was just a horrible man, but I guess she had her reasons – he was, after all, very shitty towards her. When I finally met him, it was before he

  started to become very ill, before it was clear that he was approaching the end of his life. He seemed to me to be an OK kind of guy, but I could see that he was making a real effort, and that

  actually he had a mean streak in him. My grandfather seemed to me to be like a fast-talking cross between a New York gangster and a shady second-hand car dealer. He made an effort to be nice to me,

  and we hung out a few times, though we never had any heart-to-hearts, never really got to know each other.




  Then the illness started to get a hold on him. It’s a strange condition, Alzheimer’s disease. There would be some days when my mum, or some nurse he’d had for ages, would walk

  in and he would be able to recount a conversation they’d had years ago; but there would also be times when my mum would go and see him and it would be another story. ‘Who the hell are

  you? Am I supposed to know you? I’ve no idea who you are.’ I haven’t seen him for a few years now, but I know Mum finds it really tough and has a lot of mixed feelings about her

  responsibilities to him.




  So, having had upbringings that were starved of affection, my parents went out of their way to ensure that history did not repeat itself. It was difficult, though. Dad was on the road, and Mum

  was managing him, so they were often both away from home for extended periods of time. Mum would always make sure that she was never away from home for more than two weeks at a time, three weeks

  tops – she would fly back from wherever she was to be with us – but even when she was at home, because so much of Dad’s work was in America and the Far East, she would be up all

  night on the phone, then working during the day as well. We didn’t have the nine-to-five consistency of most families, so the only way the household could possibly work was with the help of

  nannies.




  That’s not to say that we had an absent mother. Far from it. Mum was completely involved in our lives and did everything she could to make home as homely as it could be. If she was away,

  she would write each of us a little letter to open every day of her absence, telling us how much she missed us and was thinking of us, and she would call before school and after school, checking up

  on us and saying she loved us. And when she was at home, we saw her every day, and she took an interest in absolutely everything we did. She always claims she can’t cook, but that’s not

  true: every Sunday there would be Sunday lunch on the table, cooked by her. As a result, I grew into a full-on mummy’s boy, and still am to this day. She was never that strict about me going

  to school, and I loved spending the day with her while she went about her business. So more than once, I’d say to her, ‘Mum, do I have to go to school?’




  ‘Do you want to go to school?’




  ‘Not really.’




  ‘Then don’t.’




  So I didn’t. Instead I’d spend my time hanging out with Mum, going shopping, going to hair appointments, going to work meetings and watching her do what she did so well.




  But I couldn’t spend every day with her. She was a full-time working mother, so nannies were our only option. They would wake us up, take us to school, pick us up again, cook most of our

  meals – just because our parents had to work.




  And boy did we get through a ton of nannies.




  I couldn’t even begin to count them, but it must have been at least thirty.




  One thing I’ve learned is how hard it is to find a good nanny, someone with whom you feel confident leaving your kids for extended periods of time. In a way, they need to have some of the

  qualities of the parents, because there’s no way you want to leave your children with somebody who is completely different from you in every way. But although nobody could say my folks are

  exactly conventional, they looked positively strait-laced compared to some of the psychos that ended up being entrusted with our care. Obviously we had some great nannies but the bad ones were

  truly bad.




  There would always be some weird shit going on with some of them. One of them was really verbally abusive and would let rip at us at the slightest provocation; another had this obsession with

  dirty vegetables and would insist on eating them raw and covered in muck. There were nannies who would get drunk and start flirting with Dad right in front of Mum – they’d be gone the

  very next day – and nannies who were more untidy than us kids, who refused to clean anything up and basically do their job. I even got set on fire by a nanny once. I was a little kid at the

  time, still in nappies, but I remember it clearly. At her interview she lied to Mum and said she didn’t smoke, but she did. A few days later she was driving me somewhere, cigarette in hand. I

  was in the back seat with my window open slightly, so when she threw the cigarette butt out of her window, it flew straight into mine and landed on me. It’s amazing how combustible kids can

  be. I don’t remember many more details about that nanny, like whether she was nice or nasty, but I do remember being pretty upset that I’d been set on fire.




  As a little boy I was always terribly afraid of car-washes. Don’t ask me why, I just felt like I was going into the mouth of a demon. It wasn’t just a vague sense of unease; I was

  truly and genuinely petrified and would scream my little lungs out if I had to go into one. It didn’t matter to this one nanny we had, who insisted on taking me through the car-wash every

  afternoon after school. She must have been a fucking lunatic – either that or she thought it was part of her remit to treat me with aversion therapy, because it never seemed to occur to her

  that she could have the car washed when I wasn’t there.




  One October, Kelly and I had a joint Halloween party as it fell right in the middle of our two birthdays. It was a big event, and a lot of family friends were invited. And where there were

  adults, there was alcohol and lots of it. Our nanny at the time got a little bit the worse for wear. Actually, that’s something of an understatement. She got absolutely obliterated and

  vomited all over the place.
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