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  PROLOGUE





  ‘And the winner of Celebrity Big Brother 2016 is . . .’




  And then there were two.




  After almost a month trapped in that Celebrity Big Brother house, I was finally about to find out who the viewers had been voting for as their winner of the latest

  series.




  Was it going to be me, Geordie Shore’s full-on shagmeister Scotty T, or was it going to be that ex-Hollyoaks bird Stephanie Davis

  who’d spent the past few weeks cheating on her lad with me fellow housemate Jeremy McConnell? Why I nah who I’d pick!




  Anyways, we were just about to find out . . . As I waited for that norty lass Emma Willis to put us out of our misery, I couldn’t help feeling a little bit emotional about

  how far I’d come. As far as most people were concerned I was just some fanny-hungry lad from that filthy MTV reality show when I entered the CBB house. But over the

  course of me stay I think I’d shown a different side of me and I was hoping the public had seen that too. Yeah, I’d necked on a bit, flashed me arse a few times and waved me choppa

  about the place, but it’s not like I’d got so mortal that I ended up banging someone senseless in the house. Not saying it didn’t cross me mind, like, but it was different at

  least!




  I wasn’t only worried about what the public thought of me. I wanted to make sure that the family and friends and a special loved one I’d left behind were proud of me and pleased to

  finally see the Scott Timlin that they knew on their telly for the very first time.




  





  INTRODUCTION


  WELCOME TO ME BOOK!




  Oi oi party crew, thanks for buying me book, like! I hope you enjoy it, cos first of all, it’s ALL about me and second of all, it’s propa radge!




  I nah you’re probably thinking to yourself, ‘here man, he’s only 28 him, what’s he got to talk about?’ Well, I tell you what, I’ve got loads me! If you like

  what you see on Geordie Shore, then you’re gunna fucking love this book.




  You see, the Scotty T you know from the telly is just the tip of the iceberg. I’m not putting it on, I’m not acting up, I’m actually even worse in real life, even if I did try

  to change people’s opinions of me in Celebrity Big Brother. What you see on the show is me toning it down! Cos as you’ll find out, I’ve lived me life to

  the absolute max! So get ready for the ride of your life over the next few hundred pages.




  So, what can you look forward to from this book of mine, I hear you thinking? Well, what do you expect from Scotty T, man? There’s gunna be shagging, kick-offs

  and getting propa smashed. There’s gunna be romance, heartache and threesomes . . . oi oi . . . not to mention a whole load of shitting, pissing and whiteying.

  There’s a load of pissed-up stories of bucking and being a daft shite, having people’s lives and getting in bother with the police! You name it, I’ve done it. Except shagged a

  fella . . . NEE JOY in that, like!




  In fact, before we go any further, I think I need to flash up one of these:




  

    

      

        THIS BOOK CONTAINS WICKED STRONG LANGUAGE, ANY AMOUNTS OF SEXUAL SCENES AND REFERENCES FROM


        THE OUTSET AND THROUGHOUT. BUZZING!!


      


    


  




  So don’t say I haven’t warned you.




  If you haven’t seen Geordie Shore – then why not, like? It’s fucking class, man! It’s like Friends, only imagine all

  of them getting tanked up on drink and shagging the arses off each other. So I suggest if you carry on reading, you do with extra caution cos I don’t wanna be causing any riots!




  And to those of you who picked this book up thinking to yourself ‘wewwwww, is that Channing Tatum’ (cos it happens a LOT!), nah, it’s not him, SOZ, but I’m telling you

  now I might not be him but I’m still lush and definitely have better banter, so stick with me, cos you’re in for a pure frisk.




  Me name is Scott Timlin. I’m a Newcastle-born lad who got famous on Geordie Shore, MTV’s show about a bunch of lads and lasses living in a swanky apartment

  doing what lads and lasses do – i.e. banging and getting smashed. So, as of late 2016, there have been 13 series since it started back in 2011 and it’s not only given MTV its fair share

  of outrageous headlines, but also its highest ratings in the UK. And it’s been a massive hit around the world, especially Down Under!




  But Geordie Shore isn’t all I’ve done. You may also know me from Ex on the Beach, a fun and filthy beach-based reality show

  designed to stitch you clean up with your exes. Lads and lasses will spend a couple of weeks partying with each before the show decides to launch in your ex bird or lad from the past – what a

  LIBERTY! I also spent a month or so hanging out with Kim Kardashian’s pal Jonathan Ceban, David Gest and Darren Day on Celebrity Big Brother in January 2016. In

  fact, I wasn’t just in it, I fucking won the thing. What’s the world coming to, eh? And that’s not all. I’ve also dipped me wick into the world of soaps and cameo’d on

  the Aussie soap Neighbours, in which, ermmm, I played meself. That’s not even it. I’ve even been in a Basshunter music video, man. Was wicked!




  Anyways, as you can see, I’ve been a bit of a TV slut, which I will tell you more about throughout this book.




  But, before I carry on and tell you about me life, I just wanna say, this isn’t going to be your typical celebrity autobiography. From what I hear, a lot of them are pure boring, banging

  on about stuff that nee one’s even arsed about. Not that I’ve ever actually read one meself, in fact I dunno if I can even read! I’ve always been too busy thinking about going out

  with me pals or grafting a lass than finding the time to sit down and actually read a book, sack that!




  I’ve got a problem concentrating cos I’ve had ADHD all me life, which means I can’t sit still for longer than five minutes without getting sidetracked. I find it hard to focus

  on one thing at a time and I’m not very good at remembering stuff either. So you’ll have to bear with me if I fuck up a few details here and there. I get bored too easily and me mind

  will just wander off and focus on something else. (So, where we off tonight . . . ?)




  Er, soz about that, erm, where am I? . . . aye right . . . So I’ve decided to make this the kind of book that I would actually wanna read meself. A book with

  short, snappy chapters packed full of funny and outrageous stories from me life.




  I mean, you don’t wanna waste your time reading about me collecting stamps or getting me homework in on time! (Not that I ever did, like!) You wanna know about all the shit I got meself

  into as a lad, the girls I’ve shagged and what really goes on behind the scenes of Geordie Shore. That’s what you really want, innit? Well, that’s what

  you’re gunna get.




  But I do also wanna show you that there is another side to the Scotty T you see on TV – a softer, more thoughtful Scott (a Prince Charming you could say) that I don’t think many of

  you have seen yet, but which maybe you saw a hint of in the Big Brother house. So prepare to meet a version of me that you might not expect.




  Anyway, enough of me banging on, let’s kick clean off and take you back to when I first burst into this world. And, as you’ll see, it wasn’t a bundle of laughs for me

  mam . . .




  





  1




  I’M A MIRACLE!




  Picture the scene . . . A private room in a hospital in Gosforth (or Gossy if you’re from the Toon), Newcastle, where a glamorous young woman with long,

  bouncy blonde hair is in the throes of labour. She groans in agony in the bed as her contractions become more and more regular, while she’s watched by a doctor and a nurse who have been

  keeping a close eye on her since she was admitted.




  ‘There’s something not quite right here,’ one of them says as they lean in a little closer and survey the situation unfolding before them. ‘We may have to take some

  drastic action.’




  Right, hang on a minute. Let’s PAUSE!




  Welcome to the moment the future stand-out star of Geordie Shore and Celebrity Big Brother winner, Scotty T, enters the

  world. We’re kicking off with a bit of drama here. But, what did you expect? That I’d just pop out of me mam like a fucking lubed-up turkey, with nee botha at all? Course not!




  As she’ll tell you, nothing I do is ever easy, so when it came to making me debut on the scene back in 1988 I sure as hell made sure that it was a big deal. And fuck me, I really put the

  fear of God in her.




  But first, let me give you some background info. You see, I wasn’t what you’d call an everyday child. I was a miracle child. Just like Jesus, I was a gift from God.




  You see, I appeared out of the blue, without warning. I was never meant to exist, man. But as a result of being such a massive surprise to me mam Gill and me dad Rob, I also managed to cause

  ’em a few extra worries along the way. And I would continue to do so over the next 28 years!




  How? Well, that’s complicated. You see a couple of years before, me mam had suffered an ectopic pregnancy and had been told that it was very unlikely she’d be able to have another

  kid. She was gutted of course, but she and Dad kept banging without a thought about having another kid. Then in September of 1987, me mam found out she was knocked up! With fucking me! What a

  result, eh Scotty T?




  Of course, for the next nine months Mam was shitting herself with fear in case anything went wrong. But it all seemed to go all right until the day her waters broke. Dad rushed Mam into Princess

  Mary Maternity Hospital to have me. But when the doctors had a look up me mam’s chuff they could see that there was something not quite right.




  I was upside down. According to the doctors I was breech, which meant I was feet down in me mam’s stomach (i.e., not the ideal way of passing through a woman’s business end), and was

  sitting in her tummy with me knees bent up into me chest! To start with, they tried to ease me out the normal way but apparently it could have been dangerous for me. Instead, they suggested that

  they knock me mam out and give her a Caesarean, which she said she was more than happy to do.




  Question: Do you think cos I wasn’t born through a fanny, that explains why I have spent most me life trying to get back into as many as I can? . . . RITES!




  Mam was thrilled when she found out I was a boy. Her and me dad had an agreement – if it had been a girl she would have picked the name. A boy and it was Dad’s choice. And he picked

  Scott. Cheers Dad!




  It wasn’t long before I was home, sucking on me mam’s chebs and being a rather obedient little baby! I might have been that well-behaved little fella in these early days, but me mam

  and dad were soon to discover that they were in for a nightmare once I started to grow up . . .
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  MAM HOOVERS UP HARRY!




  So the year was 1988. Teen pin-ups Kylie and Jason had the nation weeping buckets when they tied the knot on Neighbours, popstar Yazz had kids bopping

  away in discos to her chart-topper (and future TOWIE theme tune) ‘The Only Way Is Up’ and some old rascal called Maggie Thatcher was continuing to piss

  everyone off up and down the country with her dodgy policies.




  Of course, I was too busy shitting and pissing meself to be aware of any of that, but I’m just trying to set the scene for you! All I was interested in back then was getting me mouth

  around me mam’s tit when I was hungry! Now, as I told you earlier, way before I could even walk or talk, I had caused me mam and dad nee end of trouble. A sure sign of things to come! But

  when me parents brought me home they were only too happy to have a healthy baby finally in their lives after all they had gone through with the ectopic pregnancy.




  Me first house was on Jubilee Road in the semi-snooty area of Gosforth – a neighbourhood to the north of Newcastle city centre. Me parents had only recently moved out of a flat just under

  a mile away to accommodate the new super-sized pram they had bought in preparation for me arrival.




  I have vague recollections of red carpets, mad rugs, cream sofas and a garden, but I was so young, I could be wrong. Me mam, however, recalls that the house was nowt special, describing it as

  neither too big, nor too small but just right for a new young family – and from the sounds of it, fucking Goldilocks.




  In the early days, I was apparently as good as gold; a baby who would sleep when I was supposed to and eat when I needed to. So absolutely nee trouble.




  But it wasn’t long before I started having a pure frisk cos by the time I was nine months old, I’d swiftly progressed from crawling along the floor on all fours to bopping around on

  two feet. RESULT! Which meant I could get around quite freely and without anyone’s assistance.




  While that was great for me and me newfound sense of freedom, it was not so great for me parents, who found it hard to keep track of me. Or at least me mam, who was stuck with me on her own most

  of the time.




  You see, me dad worked away for about two or three weeks every month on the oil rigs in the North Sea. He was a commercial diver whose job was, among other things, to weld pipes at the bottom of

  the sea. Very technical and dangerous stuff! Mam, meanwhile, had been working at the Evening Chronicle in the sales and advertising department until quitting a few weeks

  before I was born. She would later go back when I was two and I had started nursery.




  Anyway, where was I? By nine months old, it was like I was a part of fucking Spellbound, doing all sorts of acrobatics round the house like I’d been up walking

  for years, pure natural. But with this newfound mobility, also came a taste for adventure and mischief, which would stick with me for the rest of me life.




  Cos I can’t remember shit all that well, here’s me mam to tell you more . . .




  

    

      

        MAM: So he had started to walk at nine months, and he was running around all the time. It was impossible to keep up with him. And he was a right

        inquisitive little fella. You’d sit him down for a second, and the minute your back was turned, he’d be up and running around and trying to get into cupboards for sweets. Worried

        that he’d end up drinking a bottle of bleach or something, I had to put locks on all the cupboards to keep him out. But what do you know – the little devil was able to unlock

        them. Ooh, he was a clever little boy.




        But as he got a bit older, more of the real Scott started to shine through and he was a cheeky little bugger! I remember this one time he must have been coming up to one year old and I had

        him sat in his high chair. While I was preparing his food, he was looking at me smiling that gorgeous smile of his and flashing those beautiful big bright eyes. I sat down to feed him and

        gave him his plastic baby fork to feed himself – he was very advanced, don’t forget – but instead of gobbling up his baby mush, he fired it at me like a catapult, and

        spattered it all over me nice clean top. That’ll teach me! The boy was trouble. I knew this was just the start of things to come. And I was right.




        When I took him out, he was even more of a handful. While I’d be looking through aisles in a shop he’d wriggle his way out of the pushchair, dart straight over to the pick

        ‘n’ mix shelves and start grabbing handfuls of sweets for himself. I was so embarrassed that I sometimes had to pretend he wasn’t mine!




        I can remember pushing him around Marks & Spencer – he’d be dragging clothes off the racks and shoving them in the pushchair! Luckily I’d notice what he was up to

        before the store security had me hauled up for shoplifting. He was a wicked little boy, but you couldn’t help but fall in love with him.


      


    


  




  When I was around two years old, me mam took me to a private nursery school in Gosforth for three days a week while she went back to the Chronicle

  part-time. It was here, me mam tells me, where I really came into me own.




  I’d love doing jigsaws, the harder the better. In fact, me skills at piecing together these puzzles impressed me teachers so much that one day they actually took me mam aside to tell her

  how amazed they were that I had mastered puzzles designed for children aged fucking seven and above – go on, son! As a result, they told her, they had had to restock the nursery with puzzles

  for older kids just for me!




  Apparently, whenever I had something to do to occupy me mind at nursery, I was at me happiest. I liked doing things and being kept busy, and when I was, I was nee trouble to anyone. But sit me

  on a mat with the other kids and read me a story and I couldn’t be fucked! I’d be up and about looking for something else to do or trying to climb out the window or putting me hand up

  and asking stupid questions that I didn’t really want the answers to. I could, the nursery staff told me mam, be quite a handful.




  Back home, I liked playing with me Scalextric set. I was good at building things by now, so I was pretty nifty at piecing together the massive and intricate racetrack. And when the cars were in

  place, there was nee Sunday nanna driving from me. I went from nought to 60 in about a second and watched as me race car shot around the track like a pure rocket. Most of the time, I’d crank

  up the speed so much that the cars would just shoot off the tracks every time they took a turn, then after that I’d start launching them about. Now that was fun for me!




  Around this time, when I was three or four, I had a pet hamster called Harry who joined the family. I dunno what else to say about him, except that he was a hamster. A little furry fucker with

  tiny legs. But I pure loved Harry, me, and I used to love looking at him do fuck all in his cage, just sitting there. So, sometimes, as a treat, I’d take him out and stuff him into this

  hamster ball thing and watch him go mad spinning around the room like a little trooper. I even gave him some extra entertainment with the odd volley down the stairs. He loved a bit of hamster

  zorbing, Harry did!




  I remember one day, I was in me room doing summat or other while me mam was busy hoovering the house. I went to go and see her and when I walked into the living room I could see Mam was really

  giving the carpet a good seeing to, so much so that there was gunna be nowt left of the thing. She nodded but cos she looked busy I turned to go back to me room. But as I did, I noticed that

  Harry’s cage was empty and the door was wide open – the little bastard had got out. I looked at Mam who was still hoovering without a care in the world. All of a sudden I put two and

  two together. Open cage + nee hamster + Mam going aka with the Hoover = Deed Harry!




  ‘Mam!’ I was full-on screaming, trying to get her attention over the sound of that daft vacuum. ‘Where’s Harry, Mam?’




  Mam just smiled at me and made a gesture with the Hoover. Now to a kid of me age, who was already anxious about the wellbeing of his wicked pet, I came to think her gesture was suggesting that

  she’d sucked Harry up in the Hoover on purpose. I was going absolutely mental, ‘What you doing, Mam?!’




  As it hit me that me furry pal might be dead, me face propa creased up, tears began to flow and I started to boot off. And with a set of lungs like mine, you can imagine the noise. Nearly put

  the windows out. That Hoover was nee competition.




  Mam noticed I was foaming, turned off the Hoover and asked me what was wrong. ‘Here, man, you’ve sucked up Harry,’ I wept. ‘I have not,’ she replied. ‘Look,

  Scott, he’s over there.’ She pointed across the room and there he was, the little maddo having the time of his life in that little ball of his. That was a nightmare over. Anyways, I was

  so buzzing that he wasn’t gone I went to comfort him. Harry?! . . . KICK!!!
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  ACTION MAN SCOTTY





  I love me mam and dad, I really do. But like many young boys, I think I felt closest to me mam growing up, even though me dad is an absolute ledge. Even to this day she’s

  still the most important woman in me life. And probably always will be.




  Of course, I was the apple of her eye and we spent so much time together that, according to Mam, I would let only her read to me cos I don’t think me dad had the patience to tell the story

  properly. If he tried to, then I’d be adamant that I wasn’t having it and would say to him, ‘Nah, I want Mam to read it.’ (I don’t actually think this is entirely true

  or if it’s just Mam’s cheeky way at getting back at Dad since – SPOILER ALERT – they got divorced. But that’s what she says anyways!)




  I’m still not sure if the bond between me and me mam was stronger cos Dad was away on the rigs a lot, but me and her were pretty tight. Don’t get me wrong, I loved me dad so much

  – he was amazing and we have had and still do have unreal times together – but me and Mam had a stronger bond at the time, with him being away. Me dad – fair play to him –

  would be grafting his arse off for weeks on end and when he came home he would still be adamant about spending every day with me doing loads of fun shit and buying me anything I wanted, propa

  spoilt I was. This was the way it was and I wasn’t exactly complaining.




  When I was norty, I knew which of the two of them I could wrap round me little finger best. If Mam told me off, I’d just start putting on the water works and within two minutes she’d

  soften up and let me off, whereas me dad was the stricter of the two with the shorter temper just like me, as you will find out later. If I was bad, he would propa bollock us, but if I was good

  – and I was occasionally – he would always sing me praises and spend loads of coins on us.




  But nee matter how range me dad went with me, I would always find it in me heart to forgive him straight away when he came home from the rigs with loads of great gifts for me, like Scalextric

  and Lego and ki-ki-ki-K’Nexaaaa kits (bit of mc’ing there, sorry!).




  I fucking loved Lego you nah, cos I loved building shit. I would literally sit there for hours just constructing all sorts of madness. It kept me mind busy and focused and most of the time out

  of trouble, and I’d stick with it until I’d finished what I was making. I would build the best stuff, like pure pirate ships, castles and full-on cities . . . you name

  it. Whatever Lego kit was put in front of me I would start going mad assembling it in record time and not look up until it was done. When I had completed each Lego challenge, I saw it as a laugh

  just to smash it up and start all over again, or start building me own creations, which I was propa mint at. I really think I was at me happiest and chilled when I was doing this. And I’d

  spend literally hours playing with Lego or K’NEX, long into the evening, cos the last thing I wanted to do was to go to bed. Going to sleep was boring. A lot of the time I’d just

  pretend to go to sleep, wait till me mam and dad were in bed, get up and start partying with me Lego again. It was going off! There was so much life to live, man.




  When I wasn’t creating something lethal, I liked to spend some of me time playing with me Action Man, which reminded me a lot of meself. Cos I loved the Rambo and

  Predator films so much, which I’d already seen on video, I would pretend me little plastic soldier was taking on some invisible evil bloke who was threatening to

  destroy the world, and other times I would take over from Action Man being the protector and I’d jump in and start scrapping with pillows and that, running around the house like I was chasing

  fucking Casper. What a little hero I was!




  I would point me fingers and fire imaginary bullets out of them or wave around any object I could substitute – a gun like a piece of wood or a fucking spatula – but there were a few

  times when I managed to actually get me hands on a real gun! Can you believe it? Nee, neither could I! The guns belonged to Dad, back when you could have a propa licence to keep one. I think he

  also used them when he had worked away in Nigeria offshore on the rigs for protection. He had these stashed around the house away from view but there was a few times he would surprise me and show

  me them, letting me only play with the ones he had disabled so that when I did come across them, they wouldn’t cause any harm.




  When I saw one, I couldn’t believe it. I mean, it’s not every day you see propa guns in real life, just in films on the telly. I remember holding it in me hand and thinking how big

  it looked between me little fingers. It was heavier than I thought it would be and even though I was quite young, I knew just how deadly it could be if it was in full working order, and

  there’s me waving them around just like the action heroes I’d seen on the telly did, shouting fucking ‘Pow! Pow!’ but I knew there was nothing to be worried about.




  Dad was a real man’s man, tough and masculine, and a little impatient. Bloody hell, he used to have a pet crocodile at one point, from what I saw from a couple of photos I once found lying

  around! Pure photos of him taking it on walks and that’s nee joke: one of his pals had an actual arctic wolf. Swell, mental! But me dad was a really good dad and I think I am definitely a

  chip off the old block. Like me, he had an eye for the ladies and I think back in the day when he was younger he was a bit of a player. Or so me mam suggested, telling me that when they first met,

  he had been – how can I say? – a little over-familiar with her. Go on, Dad!




  

    

      MAM: I was 24 and living with me mam and dad in Darras Hall. After a night out on the town with some pals, me and a girlfriend came back to mine

      cos me parents were away and she insisted on bringing her boyfriend with her, a guy called Rob. This Rob was a handsome fella, with a nice head of thick dark hair. But even though he was

      properly seeing me friend, it didn’t stop the cheeky bastard from making a grab for me bum while she was out of the way and trying to get me in the broom cupboard.


    


  




  See, the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree! Like father like son, aye.




  As Mam’s not like me, she was having none of it; she brushed him off and that was that! Cockblocked to the max! But that wasn’t the last she saw of him. A year later, the pair of

  them bumped into each other again on a night out in town. But this time, he was single. Still interested in me mam, he asked her out, she agreed and the pair went off to a local Italian for a

  romantic meal. But, as is the way of our family, drama was never too far behind. When they arrived at the restaurant, me mam started down the steps to the entrance, but instead of a graceful

  descent, she tripped and went arse over tit and ended up black and blue all over her legs and arms – nightmare for the kid! Yet, in spite of their disastrous first date, the two of them hit

  it off, married a year or so later and the rest is history.




  To make up for his time working away on the rigs, me dad would plan some male bonding time for the two of us. Sometimes, he would take me to see a film, or other times

  we’d travel across Newcastle to go and see his mam and dad and me cousins. But every so often he would take me away for a week or so.




  On a few of these occasions, Dad splashed out and took the two of us away somewhere fancy. On one particular occasion, we flew to Canada to see his brother who was head of an army base over

  there. I was really excited about the trip as it was one of me first propa trips abroad. I loved everything about the journey, especially the flight. I was a typical boy; I just loved the idea of

  us jetting across the sky 40,000 feet above people like me mam back on the ground who were going about their business, cracking on with their cups of tea at home.




  When we arrived in Calgary, it was like nowhere I had seen before. Well I had, but only in magazines and on the telly. It was fucking freezing, which reminded me very much of home. And while the

  city part of it looked normal, the backdrop of snowcapped mountains was pretty impressive. It looked like a pure postcard with me, innit!




  Me dad’s brother was a sergeant or whatever in the army. I’m not very good with the ranks, but he was a really important fella in the barracks. Like Dad, he was very masculine, just

  as you’d expect a military man to be. I couldn’t see him at first cos he was camouflaged, man it propa confused me! The people around him would address him in a really formal way, which

  I found funny as to me he was just me big uncle Jimmy. But he was quality and he gave us a tour of his barracks where I even got the chance to sit in one of the tanks.




  It was like a dream come true to be sitting in this beast of a machine. Up close, it was bigger than I ever expected it to be (maybe cos I was still a kid) and was a pretty scary sight when you

  saw it up close. I mean, imagine something like that hurtling towards you in a war – I’d fucking cake meself! But it didn’t take long before I was scaling the roof and climbing up

  into the cockpit, fiddling with all the controls and moving the turret like I was doing fucking dot-to-dot on the wall on the other side of the room. I felt like king of the world. Inside, though,

  I was surprised to see just how much of a tight squeeze it was, like. I couldn’t imagine how the hell they end up getting two or three fully grown soldiers squashed in there when they were

  off to war, they’d almost be sucking each other off it was that cramped – I couldn’t get me head around it. But then again, it was for battle, not for having a few bevvies, a kip

  or a shag.




  After hanging out with me uncle and his family for a couple of days, Dad and I headed off to a place called Banff, a small town in the Rocky Mountains west of Calgary, to go skiing. I remember

  that we drove along frosty roads surrounded by thick snow and then came to a part of the road where we suddenly saw this amazing-looking lake that had a waterfall cascading into it. It was such an

  unforgettable sight to see, seriously it’s stuck in me head – certainly nowt like I’d see back home in Gossy. The biggest waterfall you’d see back home would be in some rich

  bloke’s fucking bird bath in their back garden. By the edges of this pond I remember seeing beavers building dams. I dunno why I remember this particular scene so much, like, but it’s

  one memory of childhood that really sticks in me head in full HD-quality vividness. Perhaps it was just a sign of things to come – as obviously beavers would one day become such an integral

  part of me life!




  In Banff, Dad and I hung out at the Hard Rock Café, took a dip at the local swimming pool and had unreal meals in a restaurant high up in the mountains that boasted absolutely spectacular

  views of the mountains. I really did feel like I was in a different world from home. And it made me begin to realise that there was a bigger world outside of the one I knew. That Newcastle, the

  place I loved and called home, wasn’t the be all and end all. There was more out there to explore.




  Later, we hit the ski slopes. That’s right, never mind learning to walk at an early age I was fucking skiing early as well. I’d never been skiing on propa snow before, just dry

  slopes back in Newcastle. I was buzzing me tits off and nervous at the same time at what was about to follow. I was by no means an expert even though I thought I was, I was able to stay upright on

  two skis, which in me mind was all that mattered. So when we got to the slopes, Dad got us fitted out in ski clobber and skis and said, ‘Stick closely to me and don’t go wandering off

  on your own.’




  The second me skis touched the snow, I felt like the real deal and as expected, I took to the snow like Al Pacino. I think I’m one of those lads who has sportiness streaming through their

  veins. I’ve always taken to any sport with ease. Yee name it, I can do it. Especially bollock naked leap frogging – one of me favourites! In later years at school, I would win medals

  for swimming and I became a sports day legend at middle school – but more on that later, like. I keep getting carried away.




  After I was skiing for a while, I think I started to become a bit cocky. The more I got used to the skis and snow, the more confident I became. Too confident, in fact. During one run on the

  slopes, for a laugh I thought I’d speed up, leaving me dad behind. TEE-RAH DAD! I was pure hurling down this slope, realised that I was definitely losing control cos I wasn’t able to

  slow meself down. In fact, as I shot down the piste, I realised I was actually gaining more speed! I started to panic for bit but then just accepted it as there was nowt I could do.




  I was desperately trying to angle me skis the way I had been taught, to help slow me down (the plough or whatever it’s called), but cos of the crazy speed I was going at it wasn’t

  happening for me, like. As I was blaring down I saw a jump looming before me. Me heart started racing even more than it was before. What should I do? Should I risk the jump or should I try to

  topple over to stop meself before I reached the edge? Nah, I’m not being a bitch toppling over, I’m gunna go for it. So here we go, reaching the edge, I suddenly felt me skis leave the

  snow beneath me feet. For a moment, there was this weird silence, followed by a full-on thud. It wasn’t the ground, no, it was a fucking fence! Unable to bring meself to a stop I managed to

  smash the bottom half of me body into the fence and do a full-on scorpion into the ground. I didn’t even slide further, there was just me with me heed stuck in the ground like a fucking

  deformed ostrich. What a belta!




  Regaining me composure, I properly seen the fence that I’d crashed into and I also noticed the massive signs saying ‘no skiing’ and ‘route not permitted’ about five

  metres in front of the hill – the route I was actually skiing towards, what a divvy I was. Strangely, I couldn’t help but think to meself that it had been one of the most exhilarating

  things I had ever experienced, even though I could have propa hurt meself. But I didn’t, and the thrill of the danger had really given me an adrenaline rush. I knew that I wanted that feeling

  from now on again and again, and when I attended me first school, me unsuspecting teachers were about to find out just how much of a handful this kid could be.




  





  4




  FIRST SCHOOL TERROR





  Anyone who says they enjoyed their first day of primary school is either lying or a propa gimp! School is pure shit, right, and when it’s your first day of primary,

  it’s like the worst torture in the world cos you are being ripped away from constant fun and the comforts of your own home. So when Mam and Dad took to me to Linden First School in Forest

  Hall (people in Newcastle will know it’s been knocked down now . . . thank fuck, dunno what they’re gunna be building in its place, probably get turned into a car park

  like everywhere else, or most likely open up another Greggs on top of the seven hundred that are already in Newcastle). Anyways, arriving at primary school I made sure everyone in the school knew I

  wasn’t happy about it. Already late for the registration, me parents literally had to drag me along the corridors to me first class, as I refused to walk anywhere. Me parents weren’t

  best pleased at all, like. I was going mad, kicking and screaming me little heed off cos there was nee chance I wanted to go at all. I think they were pretty embarrassed and I could tell that once

  they got me in the classroom they were just gunna dump me into the teacher’s hands and take straight off.




  As I got in the class, all the other kids were just pure sat in their seats giving me hacky looks with red eyes of their own, looking at me like I was some sort of absolute crack-pot cos I was

  wriggling and screaming like I was being kidnapped. The teacher came over, took me hand and attempted to lead me over to the other kids. But I wasn’t having it. Instead, I screamed,

  ‘Naaaaa!’ at the top of me voice. Eventually me mam took me to one side, told me how much fun I was going to have with all the other kids and that I could look forward to her cooking me

  favourite tea when I got home that afternoon. I wasn’t buying what she was saying, like, I didn’t even have a favourite tea cos I liked everything. But, I could see the wailing and

  screaming wasn’t doing me any favours, so I pulled meself together and stubbornly sat in a chair at the back of the class where I remained relatively quiet for the rest of the day. The kids

  must of thought . . . what an arsehole! BOTHERED!
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