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   Introduction
 
   Welcome to Volume 2 of Warming Up - the blog for which I have written an entry, religiously (yet atheistically), for every single day  since November 25th 2002. Even on holidays, birthdays and Christmases. As I write this introduction, the blog is approaching its tenth anniversary and is, to the best of my knowledge, the second-longest-running daily consecutive blog in the world. A man called Bruce Kimmel started a little over a year before me, and as far as I know, is still going strong and hasn't missed a day[1]. Part of me is hoping that he will at some point become incapacitated, not so he is seriously ill or dead or anything, just so he is incapable of getting to a computer and updating the world on what's going on in his life. I mean, who cares Kimmel!? Do you seriously think anyone wants to read about every single day of your stupid, pointless existence? Some people have so little self-awareness.
 
   But apart from occasionally wishing a stranger to slip into a coma (from which he then emerges unscathed), I think the enterprise (originally conceived as an attempt to overcome writer's block) has been a positive experience. Though as I read it back now from the distance of almost nine years, I realise I was personally in quite a dark place in these early months. If biorhythms were real then my physical, emotional and intellectual cycles had all hit their nadir at the same instant. And they were joined by the as-yet-undiscovered professional and sexual biorhythms. 
 
   I have blanked a lot of this period out of my mind, but my main memory is feeling sad and a bit lost and confused. I had broken up with my girlfriend just a few months before and had now moved into the large family house in Shepherd's Bush that I had hoped to share with her and her son. It should have been a symbol of my professional success, but rattling around alone in this five-storey building only reinforced the failure of my personal life. As problems go I know there are much worse things than having a lovely big home, but that didn't make it any less upsetting. I had taken on a large mortgage and to make things worse no one seemed very interested in buying  my flat in Balham. And though I try to keep things light-hearted in the blog, in which I always attempted to steer away from anything overtly personal (with varying degrees of success), it is clear that I am overwhelmed by what I have taken on. 
 
   Even though I was nearly 36, I seem to be incapable of coping with any of the adult responsibilities that come with owning a house. Whether it's sorting out my electricity provider, choosing a washing machine or getting curtains fitted, I was out of my depth. Most of my friends lived in South London. I was a bit lonely and I was having difficulty sleeping because my house had no curtains. I had to cover up the windows with ripped up boxes, which would have infuriated one of my neighbours if she'd ever found out about the wanton destruction of the things that she craved.
 
   I had partly chosen to move to this part of town so I would be closer to where the comedian Al Murray lived. I had been writing with him for a couple of years and had been planning to work on a quiz show with him, but while I'd been away in Australia Al had decided, as he was entitled to do, to work on that show without me. But I was also rudderless and directionless when it came to my career. It now seemed clear that there would be no more work for the double act Lee and Herring, which had been the focus of my attention through the 1990s. Time Gentlemen Please, the Al Murray vehicle that I'd spent two years of my life immersed in had also not been recommissioned. In fact it had largely passed unnoticed by the public and critics, and seemed to have been roundly dismissed by the comedy fans that had loved my previous work[2]. 
 
   I had recently written a book about penises, but was beginning to sense that the publishers (who had paid handsomely for me to write the book) were losing interest in it. I think they had begun to realise that bookshops weren't interested in displaying a book with a swear word on the cover. For the first time in almost a decade there was no TV work in the pipeline. I was doing the odd live Talking Cock gig, but had not yet faced my demons and properly returned to stand up – something I had attempted at the beginning of the '90s and not really enjoyed, consequently convincing myself that I only worked well with other people and was not a solo act – so there were few outlets in which to perform. There were offers to work on other scripts, but I was finding myself badly blocked. I was trying and failing to write a film about a man who contracts a mystery sexually transmitted infection called I Don't Know Who I Did Last Summer, but aside from that fantastic title and an opening scene in which two strangers had realistic and rubbish sex and then didn't know each other's names in the morning, I had nothing.
 
   I was single, self-conscious, had little or no idea how to meet new people, and was surprisingly shy for a man with my job. There might have been the occasional drunken encounter with a stranger where we had realistic and rubbish sex, but that wasn't going to make me any less lonely. And I guess I was drinking a bit too much. Sometimes on my own. It's hard for me to remember exactly, but I think I would occasionally go and hang out alone in bars, hoping that someone might recognise me. But they rarely did. Which really is the worst of both worlds. Oh dear.
 
   Given this discombobulation and misery, there are a lot of laughs in this selection. I was mainly able to look on the bright side and mock my own uselessness, as well as the additional torment heaped upon me by the eponymous Box Lady and others. Some entries are, of course, less brilliant than others (this is the nature of a daily blog) but quite a few made me laugh out loud as I read them again. I hope you enjoy them too, as well as my retrospective comments at the end of some entries. I do enjoy being able to judge myself from the distance of a decade. I am not always impressed, but I mainly feel sorry for this largely well-meaning idiot, struggling to work out what his place is in the world. I certainly can't claim to have discovered what that is yet, but am thankful that I write these words as a happier, more settled, more purposeful and married man. I am still a little directionless at times and I'll be interested to see what the me of 2022 thinks of the me of 2012. But for now, let's go back to 2003 to meet the feckless younger me.
 
   You'll find out all about pesticles towards the end of the book, but I guess I meet a few people who you might describe as pesticles throughout this difficult time in my life and I was a pretty massive pesticle myself. You'll meet the Box Lady pretty quickly (who was a pest as well as a pesticle), but see how many others you can spot.
 
   This book is self-published and I apologise in advance to anyone who is annoyed by grammatical errors or poor layout. I have done the best I can. I hope you can find it in your hearts to forgive me my trespasses.
 
   June 2003 and I'd been in my new curtainless and unfamiliar home for just a couple of nights. Although I had lived in Acton when I first moved to London in 1989, I had pretty much exclusively lived south of the river since 1991 and didn't know Shepherd's Bush very well at all. I had originally been looking for a house in Chiswick, but I had found it a bit safe and twee there. Then I was shown a couple of houses in the slightly more run-down and raucous Bush de Shepherd (as no one calls it and I shan't again) and realised I could get more for my money, but more importantly that it just seemed more “me”. I liked the dirtiness and the energy of the place. It had none of the security of Chiswick, but was also less uptight, livelier and felt real. I remember walking up the Uxbridge Road on a balmy summer evening, the sun setting, the sky purple, the exotic smells coming from the shops and restaurants. It was like taking a walk across the world, a new continent or culture every few metres. Most high streets in the UK are becoming increasingly homogenised, but back in 2003 there were very few recognisable chains on this stretch of road, aside from fried chicken shops (which have proliferated in the intervening years). Independent (and largely ethnic) grocers, dry cleaners, bakers, hardware stores, restaurants and newsagents line the Shepherd's Bush end of this impressively long thoroughfare. It reminded me of Balham before Balham had gone all poncified and become home to lawyers and estate agents.
 
   It was scarier here though and only partly because it was unfamiliar. Men drove past with their car windows open with loud music booming out for all to hear, gangs of young men hung on corners, seemingly eyeing me suspiciously and the place had more than its fair share of eccentric street folk, some jittery and unpredictable. As you will come to see, many of my neighbours were also quite colourful characters. My local Nandos has recently been the scene of a fatal shooting and I heard stories of carjackings and muggings. 
 
   But those kinds of things could happen anywhere. While late night walks home in Balham had taken me down dark roads, lit only by the yellow Police Incident signs, the Uxbridge Road was never empty,  always bright and in many ways nowhere near as frightening. 
 
   But the creaks and strains in my new big empty house kept me awake a little and I was woken up, usually hungover, by the breaking daylight. I was drinking too much, not sleeping enough and a little bit isolated. What could possibly go wrong?
 
    
 
   Wednesday 4th June 2003
 
   The first thing I liked about my new house when I originally came to look at it was that it had a video entry-phone. I remember the estate agent pointing it out to me as we went through the front door and I said something like “Cool. I'm definitely buying this house!” 
 
   As it turns out, I did end up buying it and I think the video entry phone played a large part in my choice, which is stupid, because instead of buying a house I could have bought several thousand video entry phone systems. 
 
   Of course then I would have nowhere to live, so I wouldn't be able to install them. But still. Imagine having that many video entry phones. It would more than make up for the inconvenience. 
 
   The decision to buy this house due to its entry phone has paid off already. I was working in the office today, which, a converted loft, is on the top floor. The doorbell rang and rather than having to trudge all the way downstairs, I merely had to go out to the landing and pick up the entry phone and I could hear and SEE who was there. 
 
   It was a stranger, asking me if I would be interested in taking part in a survey about the BBC. I told him I was too busy and hung up and walked back into my office and carried on working. 
 
   In any other house I would have had to go all the way downstairs, tell him I wasn't interested and then head all the way back upstairs again. By which time I would be tired and would need to go back downstairs for a cup of squash. Or I would have ignored the doorbell and spent the rest of the day wondering if my future wife had been at the door and I had missed my one opportunity to meet her, so I would die a sad and lonely old man. 
 
   But thanks to my video entry-phone I neither had to do all that exercise, or worry that I had lost another potential spouse: I didn't fancy the bloke at all. Not only was he unattractive, but I think I deserve somebody better than a door-to-door canvasser. I'm not being arrogant, just honest. 
 
   I have saved valuable work minutes and have calculated that I only have to be visited by one unwelcome visitor a week for the next 579 years and the investment I have made on this huge video entry-phone holder that I call home will have paid off. 
 
   I joked about my videophone being the reason I had chosen the house in the show The Twelve Tasks of Hercules Terrace. One of my neighbours came to that show with an estate agent friend who couldn't believe I was so easily swayed. You can put a videophone in any house if you really want to. The videophone eventually broke anyway: the black and white image got fuzzier and then the buzzer no longer buzzed. I could still use the phone to communicate with anyone who came to the door, but I mostly didn't bother. I am older now and enjoy meeting people, even if they're religious or trying to sell me fish out of the back of a van (fish is one of the last things I would buy from a stranger). I kept it for ages, like an Ozymandias-style reminder of what I once thought it to be. But I eventually got round to having my house done up in early 2012, and the videophone was replaced. And not by a videophone: just by an intercom and doorbell. See how our priorities change.
 
    
 
   Thursday 5th June
 
   My book is going to have some pictures of cocks in it as well as lots of words about cocks. Hopefully mainly tasteful and artistic pictures, but still pictures of cocks. The person doing the picture research for me is a young woman called Laura who works for Avalon, my management company. 
 
   I went in today to see how her research was going. 
 
   As I was going through my cock picture needs with her and saying stuff like “Can we get a picture of Priapus with the biggest erection possible?” and “Do you think there's any chance we can get some diagrams of what is done in a penis enlargement?” I felt slightly guilty that I was polluting her young mind with my cock obsession and making her spend a good proportion of her time ringing people up and asking if they have a specific cock-based picture. 
 
   It was OK that my life should be blighted, but probably less OK to bring this Hell to an innocent bystander. 
 
   She seemed to take it all well, but I recognised the fear and loathing behind her eyes. A year ago, I had been the same. Now male genitals were like meat and potatoes to me. 
 
   It will be good when this cock madness is over. 
 
   The book has to be totally finished by Monday. I am doing my rewrites all this week. I can't believe I've managed to finish this book, but I think it's going to be fine. 
 
   We also employed a female professional picture researcher (I can't remember if this was before or after Laura was working on this) who took most of the requests in her stride. I do recall that one of the men who had provided some anecdotes for the chapter on circumcision (or possibly foreskin regeneration) kindly also agreed to send us some before-and-after photos. He sent a lot of them. Rather too many to be honest. Like he was a bit too proud of himself. I have blotted it from my mind as best I can, but what sticks in the mind is the neatly trimmed pubic hair, which somehow made the whole thing more tragic. And some penises, I'm guessing, might be aesthetically pleasing, but this was one of the majority that most certainly was not. And doesn't bear repeated photographing by the person it is attached to. Was he enjoying the fact that strangers were going to be perusing these strange and sad shots? I can't say. I remember my stomach slightly turned at the two or three I had to look at, so felt very sorry that I had inadvertently subjected an innocent woman to this seemingly endless display of flaccid penises. We didn't use any of the photos in the book.
 
    
 
   Friday 6th June
 
   When I was moving in on Tuesday, a woman from up the road came into my house and asked if she could have my boxes when I'd finished with them. She's moving herself in July and obviously thought that she could save herself some time and/or money by having my used boxes. 
 
   I said that would be fine, but the removal man said that was all well and good but they were HIS boxes. Apparently the money I was paying him for them was just a rental thing (not that he'd mentioned that). He said he'd already explained this to the woman twice outside, but she didn't seem to want to listen. He said he would sell the woman the boxes for a pound a box (he claimed they cost £2.50. By this stage I realised he was probably chancing it all the way down the line, but it didn't make any difference to me. He was welcome to have his boxes back as I would just have thrown them away). 
 
   The woman seemed confused by the proposition and the removal guy asked me if I wanted to sort this out with her, or whether he should give her his phone number. I didn't want to deal with this slightly box-obsessed and deaf-to-the-box-truth woman, so he gave her his mobile number and she left. 
 
   The man knew that I was busy and wasn't planning to unpack properly for a few weeks until all my work is done. He said, “Whenever you're unpacked, give us a ring and I'll come and pick them up… unless she ends up buying them.” We both thought this was unlikely.
 
   Today, as I was coming back from the shops, she came hurtling towards me. “So, can I have those boxes?” she asked. I explained again that she'd have to ring the bloke and sort it out with him and that it would cost her about sixty pounds. 
 
   “Sixty pounds,” she repeated incredulously as if this was the first time. 
 
   I could already see that this conversation might become a daily event, so I said a little impatiently, “Yeah, so there's no point in talking to me about it, you'll have to ring him.” 
 
   “OK,” she said, “And when will you have unpacked?” 
 
   She was trying to push me into unpacking quickly so she could have my boxes. But it's not my problem that she doesn't have boxes. They are my boxes, until they are unpacked, at which point they become the removal man's boxes. 
 
   I told her it would be several weeks and she looked disappointed. Like I'd borrowed the boxes off her and was now refusing to give them back. 
 
   I can see the boxes are going to become albatrosses around my neck. 
 
   At least she's moving soon… Provided she can find some boxes. 
 
   I think the man who ran the removal firm was a bit of a chancer. I am pretty certain that the original deal was that I was buying the boxes from him, but he saw an opportunity to make more money. I remember him also proudly telling me that he had come up with a foolproof way to take advantage of the 0% interest period offered by credit cards. He would take out every new credit card he was offered and move his money between them so that he never paid interest, shutting them down once the introductory period was over and using them to pay off his mortgage (I can't remember all the details). He showed me a folder in which this whole thing was meticulously documented. 
 
   I recall that part of the fee I paid him for moving was to take apart and then rebuild an expensive wardrobe that I had bought from Habitat a few years previously. When I got to the new house I realised I didn't really need it and said he was welcome to keep it. He didn't offer me any money for it (and I was too nervous and idiotic to ask) and I'm pretty certain he still charged me the reassembly fee. I say this to point out what an idiot I was and how intimidated I was by people who did “real” jobs. I think I have always felt a bit guilty for earning money from this ridiculous and lovely job I have and feel I should redistribute some of it to people who aren't so lucky. Though that's probably just an excuse. I am too spineless to stand up to people (or at least I was) and so just back down to prevent an embarrassing scene.
 
    
 
   Saturday 7th June
 
   The videophone served me even better today. The door buzzer buzzed and I went to the phone. It was a young woman who I didn't recognise. “Hi,” she said with a strange mixture of calmness and displacement, “We're just spending the morning visiting our neighbours in the community and wondered if you'd like a chat.” 
 
   Even though she didn't mention churches or God, I could tell from the blurry image on my screen that that was what she wanted to talk about. 
 
   But thanks to my entry phone I didn't even have to look her in the eyes as I said, “No, it's all right, thanks.” 
 
   The paying off of the whole videophone/house arrangement is going to come a lot quicker than I had hoped. 
 
   It didn't pay off. It broke. Ah hubris, thy name is Herring.
 
   Sunday 8th June
 
   I had spent Saturday night seeing a friend's band in Brighton, and with a mixture of foolishness and bravado (given that the book has to be finished today) I got totally hammered. 
 
   I woke up in the Grand Hotel on the sea front and wondered for a second if it had been bombed again and I was lying in the rubble like some kind of ashen-faced Norman Tebbit[3] figure. Then I realised it was just the hangover kicking in. Nice one. I had planned to stick to one kind of alcohol last night, but had somehow ended up having bitter, Guinness and vodka (though not all in the same glass thankfully). 
 
   Luckily something in me had managed to steer me to bed by around about 1am, but even so I was tired and my throat and head hurt and I was dropping everything that I picked up. 
 
   The perfect conditions for finishing my work. 
 
   I was back home by around 2pm. When you absolutely have to work, even the worst hangover can't stop you and aside from nearly falling asleep at about 6pm, I managed to work though till 1am. Short of an extra read-through in the morning (and the addition of an acknowledgements page and a bibliography) I have finished it. 
 
   It's horribly final. Normally when you write something you get a chance to rehearse it, or change it as you go, or at least edit it somehow to make it OK. With this, pretty much what I've given them is what the book's going to be. I hope it's all right. I think it is, but after so much time and so much effort it is hard to tell. 
 
   I am sure that you will all let me know what you think in October. 
 
   The British public let me know by not really buying it. Which is a shame. But if you want to judge for yourself http://www.gofasterstripe.com have paid for a reprint, so you'll be able to buy the book for them. I believe it is also down for a Kindle release (but that's up to Ebury Press), so search for it, if you like. And if you read it on an ebook reader, no one will be able to see the title and judge you!
 
    
 
   Monday 9th June
 
   I went to John Lewis to try and buy a new washing machine. 
 
   There were about thirty different machines on display and I looked at them all and they kind of looked pretty similar really. Some were silver, some were white. The Dyson one was multicoloured and truly ugly, but does that really matter? It's a washing machine. It's going in a little cubbyhole in my basement. No one is ever going to see it. 
 
   So how do you choose which washing machine is best? They had different features. One was even all computerised and some of them could spin faster than others. But spin speeds and over-designed knobs and dials don't tell you what you need to know: does it get shit out of clothes? By “shit” I mean any stain, though shit itself is one of the main stains that you really want to know a washing machine is going to deal with. 
 
   Rather than being called the “Whirlpool 1500” which tells me nothing, it would have been easier if the were just called the “Hotpoint Gets Shit Out of Clothes Extremely Efficiently” or the “Hoover Pretty Good At Removing Shit Though Some Shit May Remain Which Is Why It Is A Hundred Pounds Cheaper Than The Others” or the “Zanussi Really Rubbish At Removing Shit But Still Expensive Because It Looks Really Cool And Plays A Song When The Wash Is Over.” 
 
   Then I'd know what I was getting and could make a choice based on the facts. 
 
   Instead I looked at them all, went away, came back and looked at them all again. Then I made a confused face and went home. 
 
   Which isn't going to get the shit out of my undergarments. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 10th June
 
   I was at another book awards show tonight. As usual I was not up for any kind of prize myself, which is fair enough as I only finished my first book yesterday and it hasn't been published yet. Even I am not expecting such a rapid recognition of my genius. In any case, it was awards for poets and novelists, not seedy blokes writing about cocks. 
 
   Roger McGough[4] was there and I thought he'd be a cool bloke to talk to, and luckily the woman I was talking to was his publisher, so he came over to say hello. I was about to introduce myself, but before I could he said “Hi there. I didn't recognise you with your clothes on.” 
 
   I was quite chuffed he even knew who I was. 
 
   We had a brief chat and he asked me if I was doing Edinburgh this year. I informed him that I'd just been too busy. He told me he'd done it for forty consecutive years. I don't know if he was exaggerating for comic effect, but if that's true. it is some achievement and surely a record. More to the point, it is a record that I have never seen commented upon. 
 
   All these fly-by-nights come and go, and yet the real national treasures chug along unnoticed. 
 
   I passed an affable couple of minutes with him, thankfully not yet being drunk enough to make an arse of myself, and then he went off and mingled. 
 
   Another name crossed off in the I-Spy Book of Comedy Heroes. 
 
   I am pretty sure that I attended this ceremony with S, my recent ex, an author who was up for an award. It's cool that we remained friendly enough to socialise, but as amicable as the split had been this seems remarkably soon to be spending time with each other. I guess Roger McGough was referring to the Talking Cock publicity photos in which I wore nothing but a fig leaf, but he might have been spying on me through my curtainless windows.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 11th June
 
   A man came round to measure up for my new curtains this morning. He arrived before 9 and I was still in my dressing gown, bleary-eyed and hungover (hoping I hadn't said anything embarrassing to Roger McGough later in the evening). 
 
   I was not really in the mood for human company and was much less in the mood to talk to a stranger about how I imagined my curtains being hung and what kind of nodules I wanted on my curtain poles and whether I needed kumquats to hold the curtains back when they were open (the terminology in this entry may not be accurate, largely because I do not find curtains interesting enough to remember the minor details of what goes into making them what they are). 
 
   I showed him the places I wanted curtains (which was almost exclusively by some openings I have in my walls that are covered with glass rather than brick) and he would look at the place I had suggested a bit askew and then spend four or five minutes explaining what would make it difficult to hang a curtain in this space. I couldn't really be bothered to listen to what he was saying. I find curtains at best functional and at worst extremely boring, and the reason I was paying a man to come and put them up was so that I wouldn't have to think about curtains for a second more than was necessary. 
 
   Fortunately there always seemed to be a way round the curtain problem. It usually seemed to involve me spending more money on something. The man also felt it necessary to go through every option and show me pictures of every single possible different thing I could have. None of these things were curtains, which were already chosen. They were the flintlocks and other paraphernalia of the curtain world. I thought about explaining to him that I find having choices so terrifying that I can't even choose a washing machine, so am in no position to judge whether I would rather have a rope to hold my curtains back, or a kumquat or a different piece of material, and I am certainly not interested in hearing the details of how you round the fabric off and fuse it together (again these details are probably inaccurate because I wasn't listening to him. I'm pretty sure kumquats were not involved). 
 
   He was extremely knowledgeable about curtains and their accessories, which is useful given that he works in the curtain field. But after an hour, he became almost impossibly boring for me. Of course this may have been his tactic. To blind me with curtain science so that I felt forced just to take his word for what I required, which of course would be the most expensive thing possible. 
 
   I wanted to shout at him “Stop talking to me about curtains. Just do what you have to do, however much it costs and then go away and only come back when you're going to put the curtains up, at which time I would also request that you refrain from talking about curtains. I don't like curtains. I would like to live in a world without curtains. But I understand that curtains are a necessary evil in this world and so I will tolerate their presence. Only through their evil can the good that is me being naked in my house be allowed to happen.” 
 
   I didn't shout that though. I just said, “Yes, I can see I need a chrome friggery on this window. Yes, get me one of those. No you really don't need to give me the history of the friggery or tell me any amusing stories of how other customers have regretted installing their own friggery without the assistance of friggery professionals. Oh, you have anyway. No I don't need to see the friggery catalogue. Yes they look very nice. That's the actual size is it? Good. Surely they can't really be called friggeries. No they aren't, but they are called something so dull and unnecessary that no-one could be expected to remember the name (or function) of them twenty-four hours later.” 
 
   After a couple of hours, it was time for him to move on to his next victim… I mean customer. 
 
   He'd actually been really helpful. 
 
   Though his mobile phone played the Scooby Doo theme, which probably reveals more than this entire entry.
 
   I find this blog a little bit disingenuous and disrespectful to the curtain professional with the Scooby Doo ringtone. I think I was trying to be amusing and mock myself and my own lack of knowledge and interest. But it comes across as a bit superior, when it's clear that I am mainly embarrassed by my inability to make the necessary design decisions required to allow this man to do his job. I'd invited him into my home because I was too useless to put up my own curtains and then am (admittedly lightly and self-consciously) mocking him for helping. It's difficult to imagine that anyone would attempt to assert his or her masculinity in the curtain-based arena, but this was all a knock to my self-esteem, so I decided to take the piss. For shame, young Richard Herring. You are half the man that he is for all his curtain-based accoutrements. I feel sorry for you though, as I know how dislocated and confused you actually are. If I could reach back through time I'd give you a little hug and say, “It's going to be all right.” But there's the danger that the future me will reach back even further, slap us both and say, “No, it isn't. You both fucked it up as usual.”
 
    
 
   Thursday 12th June
 
   I was sitting in one of the toilet stalls in the basement of the British Library today and there were some strange noises coming from the cubicle next to me. 
 
   Not the kind of noises you'd expect. It was neither pooing or sexual in nature. 
 
   It seemed to involve the screwing up of lots of toilet paper and then the the flushing of the toilet, but the mystery inhabitant of the stall did not leave. There were simply more unidentifiable sounds, followed by more flushing and more not leaving. 
 
   I wonder if this was anything to do with the message I found on the toilet paper a couple of weeks ago. Perhaps the man doing the writing was in fact sending the missives to some kind of mutant or sewage worker dwelling in the sewers beneath. 
 
   I used to believe that there was a monster that lived in the toilet and that the flush was its roar as it came to get you and so I had to get out of the lavatory the minute I had pulled the handle or I would be carried away to its uriney lair. I was 28 years old when I held these beliefs[5], not as you might have imagined four or five. I was suffering from a quite serious psychological disorder, so I hope you didn't find my revelation amusing. 
 
   Maybe the toilet paper note-writing British Library IT man is attempting to communicate with this monster, or send him offerings to try and assuage his anger. Let's face it: with the usual offerings the monster gets, it's not surprising he's so angry. Perhaps the IT man looks into the bowl and, in a similar manner to the way that my gran used to read tea leaves, reads the response to his message from the patterns left on the porcelain (and floor). 
 
   We may be getting closer to one of the world's great mysteries, but although I tried to wait in my stall until the man beside me had left (so I could maybe catch a glimpse of him washing his hands), he seemed content to stay where he was and rustle and flush. 
 
   Then I got spooked and decided to leave. I wasn't sure I wanted to see him after all. 
 
   Fate again would teach this cocky Richard Herring fellow a lesson. I didn't let you know about this at the time because I am a hypocrite and, to be fair, it's a bit disgusting so skip ahead if you're not a coprophile (hope that one's in the Kindle dictionary). Some time after the mysterious incident reported above, I was late for a meeting at my publishers, probably hungover, as I was drinking most nights, and not feeling a hundred percent. I did a little fart as I approached the building (better out than in, in both senses), but it turned out that the fart was not just a fart. A small but not insignificant follow through occurred. I hurried to the toilet and went into the cubicle, aware I was late, but also aware that I couldn't go to the meeting with faecal matter in my pants. But with no spare pants and precious little time to change out of all my clothes and go commando (what would I do with the pants if I did?Throw them away or keep them in my bag to fall out at an inopportune moment?) I elected to try and clean up the small error as best I could with toilet paper, finding myself huffing and puffing and screwing up tissue and throwing it in the bowl, just as presumably this poor individual had been doing. I often remark in my blogs about how I feel I am the unwitting star of a sitcom that someone else is writing, and this was surely a deserving and shaming payback for my own mockery of someone in a predicament that I would have to experience to understand.
 
    
 
   Friday 13th June
 
   This time last week, my mind was coiled like a cobra that has been wrapped extremely tightly around a pole by some errant cobra-stealing yobs, and I was working efficiently and productively. 
 
   Now my brain feels like a punctured tyre on a bicycle that has been left abandoned, chained to a fence in a train station and the bike has been kicked in quite severely by the yobs on their way home after getting bored of cobra twisting after the cobra's eyes popped out of its cobra head. 
 
   I have spent a lot of this week lying on the floor in my cellar and looking at the ceiling, either after a night of heavy drinking, or more often during a hungover day. 
 
   This afternoon I spent two and a half hours reading in the bath. And for the first time in months, I was reading a book that wasn't about penises. It felt good. 
 
   The water went from hot to lukewarm to lukecold to freezing, but I didn't care. I stayed in till the book was finished and my toes were more wrinkled than a Chuckle Brother's face. 
 
   I somehow need to snap out of this Lotus eating and lager drinking, as I have a film to finish by the end of the month. 
 
   But for the moment it is truly glorious to not work, but to rest and play, like a lazy, hedonistic Mars Bar fan (as if there are any other kind). 
 
   Much as I might hope to be hiding my emotional state, this entry is very revealing, both in terms of the fact that I was drinking pretty heavily at the time and that I didn't really know what I was supposed to be doing and wasn't making progress with the work I had. I remember the rising panic as I sat in the house in the afternoon, with no evening plans and no real idea of who I could ask to meet up with to spare me from the loneliness that I would have to wallow in if I found no drinking partner. I don't think I was drinking alone too much and I did have friends who I could call upon, but I often felt too embarrassed and too self-conscious to do so. Looking back, I regret those wasted nights in. Had I been bolder and less stupid I might have spent those nights making new friends and having fun. But I still waste much of my time even now and there's not much you can do to help someone who is shy and self-conscious. Shouting, “Stop being shy” at them doesn't seem to help.
 
    
 
   Saturday 14th June
 
   Shopping for furniture is possibly the most tiring activity known to man. Perhaps you might think that traversing the Antarctic or climbing Mount Everest might expend more energy, but those things are genuinely easy compared with walking up and down Oxford Street and Tottenham Court Road on a Saturday lunchtime. 
 
   I think what makes it tiring are the ample opportunities to rest during your quest. If there were comfy sofas and inviting beds littering the slopes of the Himalayas then I think the mountaineers would have a much harder time getting to the top. They would just have a quick sit down, but they'd get comfortable and argue that they should be allowed to keep the weight off their feet for another five minutes. 
 
   Plus, when you're shopping for furniture you have to make decisions that you will be stuck with for the next decade. Choosing a washing machine is easy compared to having to decide whether the settee you are currently sitting on is cosier than the one you were on half an hour ago in Habitat. 
 
   I think furniture shops work on the assumption that you will get to a point where you are so desperate to stop shopping that you will eventually just buy everything they have, so you can stop having to think about beds and just go home and sleep in one. 
 
   I made no real decisions. I will have to do this all over again. I hate choice and it is at times like this that communist Russia seems like an ideal political system. 
 
   More evidence of this lost manchild struggling to cope with adult decisions. Luckily, my friend Rebecca who lived nearby eventually agreed to come out and help me choose all my furniture, as well as sort out a deal on a washing machine for me. She was heavily pregnant at the time and could probably have done without this hassle, but saw how lost, pathetic and needy I was and probably saw as it as good training for when the baby arrived.
 
    
 
   Sunday 15th June
 
   It is eighteen years since I took my A-levels and yet every month or so I have a dream where I am about to take them again. It happened again this morning. 
 
   It is weird that I never recognise that this is a dream, even though it happens so often and even though I have lived half a lifetime since those exams. In the recurring dream I have about witnessing a plane crash, I always think "Wow, this is just like that dream I always have," (not that it makes me realise it is a dream). Not so with the A-level one. It's never even been a possibility. I totally accept it. 
 
   Which is even more remarkable because in the dream I am nearly always my actual age. Which is what makes it frightening because I have my present-day memory of History, English Lit and most often, Pure Mathematics. I have remembered nothing about maths so having to do a complicated exam with only hours or minutes to revise is a literal nightmare. 
 
   In today's version I was telling my dad that I'd decided not to take the A-level. He was worried that that would mean I wouldn't get to University. I told him I was nearly 36 and that I could do what I wanted and in any case I didn't think I needed to go to University. My comedy career was going quite well. Three years studying history might ruin everything that I had built up. 
 
   Why is my subconscious not clever enough to make the mental leap that this can't be true, especially after all the hundreds of times it has happened before? 
 
   Sure, failing my A-levels would have changed my life and doubtless they symbolise any challenge I have in my present life that I may not feel prepared for. 
 
   I think I might have to actually re-revise all my Pure Maths coursework, so that next time this happens I am prepared, can take the exam, pass it and hopefully allow my subconscious to move on. 
 
   I still have these dreams, though not as frequently. Nowadays I tend to get more anxiety dreams involving going on stage (usually in a play) without knowing the script, desperately trying to learn the book as I stand in the wings. Along with occasional visits to the Celebrity Mastermind studio, after my traumatic appearance on that show in 2010.
 
    
 
   Monday 16th June
 
   I managed to lift myself out of my torpor, not enough to do any actual work, but I did get a lot of my niggly new house things sorted out. Most complicated amongst these was getting my gas supply fixed up. I've been trying to do this for a few weeks. 
 
   It's not that I haven't been getting gas, it's just that no one seems to be supplying it to me. I had initially rung British Gas, who strangely supply my electricity, maintain my central heating equipment and do my burglar alarm, but they said they didn't currently supply my gas. They'd taken their meter away in 1996. I would have to get in touch with Transco to find out who the current supplier was. 
 
   I rang Transco who told me that no one was supplying my gas. “But I am connected to the gas. I have gas aplenty for all my summer heating needs,” I replied, but they couldn't help me. This was a few weeks ago. I was busy and very much of the opinion that I had tried to sort out my gas and pay for it, but hadn't been able to. Maybe I should just keep getting free gas (as apparently the people who lived here before me had done). At the very least I didn't have time to spend hours on the phone sorting out something that wasn't my fault. 
 
   So I left it till today and decided that I would rather pay for what I was using rather than steal it, though partly because I could see a scenario in the future in which someone would find out and I get sent to prison for stealing gas. Imagine how big a bag you'd need to steal so much gas, though if you stole enough you would probably just fly off and be able to make good your escape. 
 
   I knew I'd get caught out eventually and probably end up paying for more gas than I'd used, plus all the gas that the previous occupants had (possibly) stolen too. 
 
   It was such a palaver to get British Gas to supply my gas that I almost wish I hadn't bothered being honest. I was transferred from one department to the next until finally someone was able to make the arrangements. Even so it will be a couple of weeks before everything is sorted out. 
 
   So never mind this hot weather. I'm going to spend the next two weeks with all the radiators turned on to maximum and the hot water tank on all the livelong day. So what if it is uncomfortable? It's free. Free, I tells ya. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 17th June
 
   I thought the Box Lady had been quiet. 
 
   But on returning from a pleasurable evening with my friend and CNPS loser Emma Kennedy (we saw Hank Azaria[6] in real life – and Matthew Perry[7], which was not as impressive, though it didn't take us half an hour to work out why we knew him, like it did with Hank), I found a hand-delivered card in my mailbox. 
 
   It said “To our new neighbour” on it. “Ah, how sweet,” I thought, in my mildly inebriated state. After the whole piano fiasco (see Warming Up Vol. 1: Bye Bye Balham) the locals are trying to make me feel welcome. Then I read the card and realised who it was from. It said, 
 
   “Dear new neighbour”. She hasn't bothered to find out my name in our previous conversations. That's how obsessed with the boxes she is. The boxes are all she sees, all she hears, all she wants. It's clear from the outset that she isn't interested in me, or in welcoming me to the area. She just wants me for my boxes. 
 
   “Welcome to X Street!” I have disguised the identity of my address, so don't look up the road in the A-Z or expect superheroes to be my neighbours. 
 
   “I hope you will enjoy it here as well as in your new home.” No you don't. Stop flannelling, get to the point. It's boxes that you're interested in. So box on Box-o.
 
   “As I have already told you we are moving to Kent...” Actually you haven't told me that. You've told me you're moving and that you want my boxes and have totally failed to listen every time I've told you that they're not my boxes and that you have to ring the removal man to get them and that when, and only when, he rings me to say it's OK, will I let you have them. 
 
   “….and would be grateful if you would give me a ring on 020 8xxx xxx3….” I can't tell you how tempted I am to give you the number, but I've left the final digit to give you a shot at guessing it. 
 
   “….when you wish me to come round and collect those boxes. Lily. 89 X St (Top Bell)” 
 
   Is she really this stupid? I don't wish for her to come round and get them. I will allow her to come round and get them if I hear she has stumped up the cash that the owner of the boxes wants. But she seems determined to try and ignore all the conditions of box transferral that have been clearly spelt out to her on two separate occasions. She obviously understands English - her card is grammatically correct, her spelling is excellent, her composition slightly pedestrian – so why can't she understand it when I tell her she has to ring the removal man if she wants the boxes? Why is she sending cards to me, pretending to welcome me to the area? How long will this Hell continue? I am trapped in the middle here. The removal man doesn't care. I've already paid him for the boxes (though he still owns them as apparently that money was just rent) and he either ends up with his boxes back or 50 or 60 quid. What do I get for this weekly psychological torture and pestering? 
 
   Clearly Lily resents me. There's a 9 in her telephone number too. And a 0. Clearly she still thinks I am deliberately keeping the boxes from her out of spite, or because I want a housefull of empty boxes. I can see this whole thing boiling over into a bitter feud, possibly like that one on the news last week with the neighbours who argued over a fence and one of them ended up shot dead. Are a few dozen boxes worth a man's life? 
 
   I am thinking of arranging the boxes in a stack in the middle of X Street tomorrow and ringing on Lily's doorbell (I know where she lives and which bell to ring) and the setting the cardboard pyramid alight. 
 
   And atop the heap shall be an effigy of her, with her fingers in her ears and a sign (made of a torn up box) saying, “I am Lily, the box obsessed box-lover, I like boxes more than life itself.” I will declare the 18th June a new Guy Fawkes Day. No, let us call it a new Boxing Day. Let's make it a tradition to burn all the spare boxes we have, just to annoy this potentially murderous, freeloading box-coveter, who won't even pay the requisite amount for the boxes she desires so much. 
 
   And as she watches her precious boxes burn, possibly scampering around the periphery trying to rescue the least-singed boxes I will say, “My name is Richard.” 
 
   But Lily won't hear. 
 
   I fear that this card will not be the end of this. 
 
   The whole Box Lady escapade is one of my favourite things from these early Warming Ups and (to my mind at least) succeeds as a piece of writing and expression of frustration in a way that the blog about the man measuring up for my curtains fails. It takes a genuine gripe and expands and extends the frustration in a way that I would successfully exploit with the “Someone Likes Yoghurt” blog in 2004. It's fun when someone becomes a recurring character in the story and this genuine box obsession was ripe for comedic exploitation, but is something that were I not keeping a blog, would have passed unnoticed and been forgotten. Which possibly shows, to any writers out there, the value of writing about anything and everything. The Box Lady would make a great incidental character in a sitcom or drama. The story has that nice mixture of being strange and eccentric and yet universally recognisable and clearly true.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 18th June
 
   This morning's post included an unexpected surprise (nothing about boxes, don't worry), a draft poster for the Belgian stage version of Talking Cock. Although negotiations have been going on with theatre companies in most European countries, none of it has really seemed real until now. 
 
   It's called De Penis Praat which I hope means “The Penis Talks” rather than being some kind of insult, as my name is directly beneath it. “There he is, Richard Herring, the penis prat!” It certainly works on both levels. 
 
   Then there are three photos of a totally naked man (who I presume is Erik Goris who is credited as being the performer) cupping his genitalia with his hands and pulling over one different face. 
 
   It was both hilarious and slightly amazing to think that I was responsible for this happening. That because of me a man in Belgium whom I had never met had had to be photographed with no clothes on (this has never been directly the case before) and that the Belgian people are going to be subjected to a Belgian version of my cock-obsessed stream of filth. 
 
   Not just the Belgians though. There are at least ten other productions in various stages of readiness (only the Norwegians have given a date for the first performance however, the 9th September if you're in the country). There's going to be a dozen posters like this. When I have time and more examples I will put up a display of the different interpretations that our European friends have made of my stupid show[8]. 
 
   Even better I get to travel to the opening nights of most of them and try and ascertain what the other performers have made of the project. I have mixed feelings about this, because I could see how someone could do the same material with a different emphasis and make a very different show, but to be honest, if the performer is talking in Norwegian I am going to have a bit of difficulty understanding the subtleties! 
 
   Maybe my next show can be about the experience. I can call it “Talking Talking Cock” 
 
   Then if that's a success it can get sold all over Europe and be put on by indigenous actors and I can go and see all of those shows and do a show called “Talking Talking Talking Cock”. 
 
   And so on.
 
   Funnily enough the Belgian version of Talking Cock took more liberties than any other and was scarcely recognisable as the same show, but more of that later.
 
    
 
   Thursday 19th June
 
   I have always loved playing pinball and so it's a shame that the machines are so rarely around these days. It's understandable though. They are bulkier than most video games and hard to maintain and probably not very interesting to the younger generation. I like it so much that I am planning to buy an old machine myself, which I suppose is one of the sad indications that I am turning into an old man, prepared to spend well over the odds to recapture a moment of my fleeting youth. 
 
   In the meantime I have found my favourite ever machine, based on The Addams Family film, which is located in a secret arcade in central London (OK, it's not secret, but I don't want to tell you where it is because I don't want you all coming down to play on it as well and ruin it). Although there are a couple of glitches, it is in pretty good working order, so I've spent a few hours this week avoiding work and trying to recapture my high score of yesteryear. I haven't even managed to enter every room in the mansion and thus get the special that allows me to visit all the rooms at once. I can tell that you are disappointed with me. 
 
   Today I played a bit later than usual and some other men were waiting to have a go after me. Once again I got a vision of the nerd that I so surely am when I looked at them. They were about my age, on their own, a bit overweight and slightly too excited about playing a game that is designed to entertain children. I am guessing none of them had girlfriends. 
 
   As usual with the nerds I tried to pretend that I was somehow better than them, that I wasn't experiencing the same prickly excitement as they were at the opportunity to try and “Hit Cousin It”. I tried to affect an air of having just been playing the machine to pass time, to see how it worked. I tried to pretend that I wasn't one of them. 
 
   But they looked at me and saw my face flushed from excitement. They saw the perspiration that clung to my brow. It was as if there was a window to my heart (that's my second Time Lord heart of course, or was it Vulcan? I don't know because I am not a nerd like you. Dammit, I do really) and within that heart was a mirror that reflected them precisely. 
 
   I left, maintaining my charade, and the men chose to play along and not acknowledge me as one of them, even though I clearly was. 
 
   But we all knew that, come kicking-out time at the pub, each of us would be eating two pieces of fried chicken and chips, alone.[9]. 
 
   Pinball machines are even more rare these days. I am hoping that someone will come up with a video game/iPhone version of The Addams Family pinball machine – it was truly magnificent.
 
    
 
   Friday 20th June
 
   I am still unpacking after my move. There is always the danger when you're doing this to stop and look at old photos or read old diaries and scripts. Suddenly half the day has gone and there are tears of laughter or regret rolling gently down your cheeks. 
 
   I got reading an old Lionel Nimrod script which I can barely remember as it is a decade old. It is a weird sensation to be reading something that you know that you've written, but that is so unfamiliar that the jokes can surprise you. It's sort of the opposite of déjà vu. Because I write this Warming Up thing so quickly and often with other things on my mind, this is something I have even experienced when looking over entries from a few months ago. Maybe I'm getting old. 
 
   It elicits two different reactions dependent on whether what you're reading is good or bad, but both of them involve the words “I can't believe I wrote this.” 
 
   My favourite bit from the Nimrod stuff I read was when Gordon Burns from The Krypton Factor asked me if I was gay. Now if you want to find out why it was funny you'll have to get the BBC to repeat it[10]. I also liked a bit about Stew getting drunk at the British Comedy Awards, shouting at Angus Deayton and falling over when talking to Amanda Donahue (all of which was true). I'm not sure that even made it into the final programme though, so it is a joke that existed only to make the me of the future laugh. 
 
   Like so much of my material[11]. 
 
   I also found a diary I wrote in the weeks leading up to my finals in 1989. In hindsight I find it terribly embarrassing and thus amusing. I wonder if I'll feel the same about Warming Up in fifteen years. If so it was probably a mistake to put it on the Internet. 
 
   And now I am reading these blog entries almost 9 years after I wrote them and experiencing similar timequakes. Just as he feels detached from 1993, this 2003 idiot seems like a different person to me and will be getting the third-person treatment from now on as a punishment. I hope he learns his lesson, but he never will.
 
    
 
   Saturday 21st June
 
   I have always found the parable of the Prodigal Son a bit unfair and unsatisfactory. He gets his half of the inheritance early, goes off, spends it all, comes back with his tail between his legs and then ends up getting half of his brother's money as well. If you were the brother who had done naught but good and who had not gone out and blown all his money out of his arse you might feel a little aggrieved. You may recall that Stew and me did a sketch about it for Fist of Fun. It concluded that you could live as bad a life as you wanted, enjoy yourself until you're dying in the gutter and as long as you apologise at the last minute you still get to go to Heaven with all the other idiots who have been boring and good. 
 
   The more I think about it, the more I realise that the prodigal son knew exactly what he was doing from the outset. He made a conscious decision to get his money and then just go and spend it. No one is stupid enough to think that they can booze and whore the nights away and do no work during the day and not run out of cash eventually. He knew this was going to happen and he didn't care. I also think that he must have been aware that all the friends who hung around him when he was splashing the cash were going to piss off the minute he was poor again. That's obvious. He was spending the money exactly because he wanted to acquire the drinking companions and the loose women. He can't have expected them to hang around and to be honest he probably didn't want them to. He was using them as much as they were using him. 
 
   Logically it must have been his plan to spend the money and then go home and pretend he was sorry and then get half his brother's money too. There is no other explanation. So the parable really does the opposite of what it intends. Unless Jesus really was saying go out and have a good time and then apologise at the last minute, because you'll end up with much more in the long run if you do. Was he satirising the religion of his fellow countrymen or had he found a loophole that would justify his own wine bibbing and hanging around with lowlifes and prozzies? 
 
   It wasn't until today that I made this mental leap that maybe Jesus meant the parable to be read this way. The traditional reading doesn't make any kind of sense. The Father wasn't clever enough to spot that his son had done this deliberately and forgave him, which means that God would make the same mistake. 
 
   With this in mind I went out and drank loads of red wine and whisky and tried to find some loose women. But I just got a headache and the night sweats. 
 
   The Bible lied to me again.
 
   I remember that around this time, my non-drinking friend Francesca worried that I was an alcoholic because I drank every day. I laughed off her concerns. Most of my friends and colleagues had similar drinking habits and she was the odd one for not drinking at all - weirdo. But it's easy to not feel like an alcoholic if you just surround yourself with even bigger drinkers. And though I was just about functioning on a day-to-day basis, with hindsight I think the drinking was taking its toll and at the very least making me behave like a bit of a bellend. At the time I thought Francesca was being very sensitive and naïve, but I wonder if she wasn't closer to being right than I realised.
 
   Sunday 22nd June
 
   The Harry Potter bubble has burst for me. I got the new book yesterday and have read about five chapters and suddenly the mote has fallen from my eyes. It's a kids' book. Quite a good kids' book. But not so good that it warrants being read by adults. I can't believe I've gone along with it for so long. The first one was OK and I suppose I found it surprisingly sophisticated because it was a book for children. Similarly the twists were unexpected, because my expectations were so low. 
 
   Yet I should have been suspicious. Before I began reading this one I tried to think what the last one had been about and couldn't remember a thing. It was good that JK has put in lots of reminders because I had even totally forgotten about Sirius. 
 
   I found myself getting irritated as I read. It was so childish. Then it dawned on me that this was not the fault of the book, which is after all for children. It was the fault of me for reading a child's book and expecting to find it mentally stimulating. Of course I was going to find it plodding and over-descriptive and repetitious and frustrating. It's not meant to be read by me, a 35-year-old man. Why was I wasting my time reading this when I could be reading something that would challenge and surprise me? 
 
   I think it's because it's easier not to stretch oneself. There's nothing wrong with that occasionally, but there are plenty of other non-challenging books that I could read which I would enjoy more (and which won't hurt your hands because they are too big to keep open comfortably). 
 
   There are some kids' books that are well worth reading as an adult, books that are more imaginative and original, certainly lots of books that are extremely funny, books that remind you about what is great about being a child and bring out those child-like qualities that we can suppress as adults, books that can make you think about serious issues in a new way. 
 
   I don't think Harry Potter qualifies on any of these levels. 
 
   Philip Pullman's His Dark Materials trilogy is a remarkable piece of writing and imagination and covers some extremely sophisticated philosophical territory. Whoever Rowling has chosen to kill in this new book (and I can't bring myself to care), it can't be as astonishing as who Pullman kills in the third book of his series. 
 
   So instead of reading the rest of Harry Potter, I fell asleep on the sofa in front of the Eastenders Omnibus. A much more constructive way to spend my time. 
 
    
 
   Monday 23rd June
 
   People probably assume that this bloke dressed like Osama Bin Laden[12] is the first comedian to break the security of a Royal Palace on an important day on which dignitaries are in attendance. 
 
   However, those people would be wrong, because I did it (admittedly by accident, but that might be more frightening) as long ago as 1990. Honestly, it's true. 
 
   As a struggling writer I had got a job as a researcher on the Macmillan Encyclopaedia of the Royal Family. I ended up writing quite a few entries, though they didn't credit me in the final book, as I noted when I saw it for sale in a remainder shop for a couple of quid a few years later. Unfortunately for Macmillan, the book came out just before the Royal Family began disintegrating, meaning it was out of date almost as soon as it was published. 
 
   Anyway, as a researcher I was granted access to the library in Buckingham Palace (which ultimately turned out to be not very useful so I only ever went to it once). As we know, security at Royal Palaces is very tight and they can't just let anyone wander in off the streets, so before I was allowed in I had to be checked over and given a special pass. 
 
   Ironically to get the pass I had to go into Buckingham Palace. The day I went along happened to be the occasion when all the world leaders (including the first and moderately less stupid President Bush) were attending some conference or party or something (I'm sure you can look it up if you're interested), but that would be later on in the evening. I was there in the daytime. I went to the front gates of Buckingham Palace and was allowed into a room on the far right (as you look at it) where my application for access would be considered. At the time I was using a large silver camera case (that I had won in a competition from Empire magazine) as a brief case. It was much too big and heavy for this purpose, but at no point in my adventure did anyone ask to look inside it. 
 
   I spoke to a woman in the office and she said that my application would be fine but that I needed to go to another office to get the actual pass. She told me to go around the outside of the building until I came to an arched entrance. What she didn't explain was that she meant me to go back out the front gates and then round the perimeter of the building to the side entrance (where the shop is). So I left her office, with my large suspicious silver case and simply walked along the front of the building. 
 
   I was a bit confused about what she meant and so moved awkwardly, some might say shiftily, but no one challenged me. I passed a guard with a big gun with a bayonet on the top and gave him a nervous smile, but he just kept looking front and centre and didn't ask me what I was doing or try to stab me with his pointy gun. I got to an archway and walked through it and found myself in a courtyard. There was no one around and I could have gone anywhere I wanted with my “bomb” and left it somewhere surreptitiously to await the arrival of all the major leaders of the world, who would then be killed by its deadly contents. That is if the case had contained explosive materials rather than a couple of pens and an A4 pad. 
 
   In hindsight I wish I'd taken the opportunity to look around and see if I could meet any of my favourite Royals, but I was aware that this didn't seem like the reception place that the lady who had directed me had described. So I walked out to the front of the palace again and continued to walk along the front. Eventually I got to the end, where there was a guardroom. I stood outside it for a bit, looking confused and then tapped on the window to get the attention of some of the highly vigilant protectors of the Queen. A couple came out and we had a jokey conversation where I explained where I was trying to get to and they laughed at me for being confused (rather than allowing me to laugh at them for their total failure to prevent a breach of the palace by an unidentified visitor) and told me that I was meant to go out of the gates and then round to the side of the building. 
 
   Having explained this, they went back into their guardroom and trusted me to go back out the gates. 
 
   Which luckily for them, I did. 
 
   OK, it might not rate with kissing Prince William[13] (though it was his mum I was more interested at the time – and I did manage to make her laugh and look at me sexily once, but that's a story for another slow day), but I think it highlights that Royal security has never been all it's been cracked up to be. 
 
   If you manage to get a copy of the Encyclopaedia the only entry that I remember as definitely mine was about the Isle of Mann. I was quite proud of that one. 
 
   The story I am referring to about Princes Diana occurred in the mid-'90s when I was going out with Sally Phillips, whose dad was a bigwig at Wimbledon and got us tickets to see the Women's Singles Semi-final. Our seats were right next to the Royal Box (or to give her her official title, the Princess of Wales[14]) and during one of the breaks in play I was looking over at Diana. She must have sensed my eyes boring into the back of her head, because she turned round and looked at me. I was unaware of the correct royal protocol in such an instance so what I elected to do was pull a really stupid face. Diana laughed at this and gave me a coy and sexy smile from under her fringe. I went bright red. Everyone around me had seen all this and started laughing too, but Sally was unaware of what had just happened. I was kind of hoping that Diana might send one of her minions over and whisk me off to her palace for a night of lovemaking for the jester who had amused her so. But it would have been awkward, what with me being with my girlfriend and it sounds like she had plenty of people to fulfil that function anyway. May she rest in peace.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 24th June
 
   Dammit, someone has finally taken responsibility for providing my house with gas. I got a bill from London Electricity today. Well, of course, that makes sense. If British Gas are doing my electricity, then obviously London Electricity are providing my gas. I think the previous owners of my house had a keen sense of irony. I can imagine them pulling wry faces each time an amenities bill arrived and saying "Aaaah, it is a bill from British Gas.... for our electricity!!!" and both laughing heartily to one another. Perhaps their water was supplied by the local fire brigade. 
 
   How did their world get so turned upside-down? What made them so jaded that they had to get their kicks this way? I could understand if one company was providing both services, there would be savings to be made, but why be so blatantly contrary? 
 
   I'm even beginning to wonder if the previous occupants supplied some kind of free box service for the local community. It would explain a lot of the strange looks I've been getting from my neighbours and the cries of "Box Hoarder" that wake me in the middle of the night. 
 
   I don't know why it's taken London Electricity so long to acknowledge that they've been providing my gas (although I moved in in June, I have owned the property since March). Possibly they were ashamed by the paradox of supplying me with gas, but not with the electricity that made them famous. I wonder if they've been secretly keeping quiet (and telling Transco to pretend that I have no known gas supplier) so that I would go gas-crazy and use as much gas as I could, thinking it was costing me nothing, only then to be ambushed by an enormous bill (with the added kick in the face of the irony of who had been supplying me with gas all along). They hoped that I was eating gas and drinking gas, bathing in gas, filling rooms full of gas to use at a later date in case I got found out, flying around London in a giant gas-powered Zeppelin (converted to natural gas somehow) which I would fill daily from my free supply and from which I would distribute clouds of gas to the people of London below me, shouting "It's free! All quite free!" 
 
   They would only be partly right. 
 
   I never bathed in it. 
 
   Alternatively someone from London Electricity has been reading this diary and has realised that I was getting free gas and that no one else was charging me, so they might as well cash in. You splitter! 
 
   I had to ring London Electricity and inform them that I'd decided to get my gas supplied by British Gas. I tried to break it gently to the man I spoke to, but I could tell he was upset. Though I know in his heart he saw the natural order of things had been restored. He saw that it was right, but it still hurt. 
 
   It still hurt. 
 
   Even now I am not sure British Gas realise they are providing both kinds of energy to the same house. My gas bill arrives to Richard Herring c/o Top Flat. My house has no top flat and never has as far as I am aware. I tried to tell them to change all this and I am pretty certain it's been affecting the discount I am meant to be getting. But no one will listen to me. And I have become tired of it.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 25th June
 
   I was playing Addams Family Pinball this evening. It was my first go of the day and my first ball, and I was playing like a thing possessed - or perhaps like a Thing possessed!! Do you get it? Actually Thing wouldn't be very good at pinball as he'd only be able to operate one flipper at a time, so scratch that. I had racked up sixty million points and had got two extra balls already. The glory days had returned. I was going to do the Mansion Special easily. 
 
   Then I became aware of a figure in my peripheral vision. He had stopped to watch me. It was distracting. I caught the ball on my right-hand flipper and turned to him. 
 
   Like everyone who likes pinball (except me), he was a misfit nerd. A skinny frame, a straggly beard, clothing at which a ragamuffin might turn his nose up. The whiff of stale urine hung in the air (though to be fair that might have been to do with me). He was smiling, enjoying the excitement of my admittedly remarkable play. 
 
   But I didn't like him being there. He was breaking my concentration with his inoffensive behaviour. I tried to stare at him to inform him that he was putting me off, but he just gave me a friendly and encouraging smile. The cunt. 
 
   I played on, but the magic was gone. Within twenty seconds I made an unforced error and my first precious, lucky ball was lost. 
 
   I turned to my unwanted friend and with slight irritation in my voice said, “Would you mind not watching?” 
 
   The smile left the happy man's face. He looked confused, “Pardon?” he said, in an indiscernible European accent. 
 
   “Can you not watch me? It's putting me off.” 
 
   I was abrupt and discourteous. I was rude. 
 
   The man looked ruffled and upset and apologetically shuffled off. 
 
   I felt bad about this. There was no need to have treated him in such an unfriendly manner. Unbeknownst to me he was a visitor to this country. I may have ruined his holiday. He would probably return home to his own land (hard to tell where that was, just from a “pardon”) with tales of how rude the English were, how a stranger could not even enjoy the simple pleasure of watching another man playing an archaic game without being told to piss off. One day that young man might become the leader of this mystery country (or head of a terrorist network) and decide to wreak his revenge on the land of the rude pinball player. 
 
   Perhaps not, but his crest had fallen so hard that I had heard it clanking on the floor and I was ashamed. 
 
   Of course the whole incident distracted me much more than if I'd just let things be. I messed up that entire game, failing even to reach a score worthy of another extra ball (which was almost unthinkable given how well I had started). I put a few more pounds in, but the sparkling form I had begun with had deserted me. I looked around for the strange bearded man, but he seemed to have disappeared into thin air. Perhaps he had travelled further than I imagined. Perhaps he was Jesus and had been testing me. “When I wanted to watch you play pinball were you there, were you there?” 
 
   Yes I was there, obviously, I was playing pinball, but I didn't want you to watch. Nor to suggest we had a two-player game. C'mon Jesus, you know that's what you were thinking. 
 
   But then I saw the bloke sitting drinking coffee behind me. 
 
   So it probably wasn't Jesus after all. 
 
   Though I suppose even Jesus deserves the occasional latte after all the work he puts in, crying over people wanking and that. 
 
   I left the room, disappointed with my form and my wimpy nemesis got up and made his way over the machine to play. 
 
   I thought of what might have been. 
 
    
 
   Thursday 26th June
 
   Not only have I chosen a washing machine[15] (it's a Siemens if you're interested - as time is limited I will allow you to make you own Siemens joke). I even managed to install it on my own today. I am always very proud of myself when I achieve anything that remotely involves working with my hands and tools in a manly way (again, limited time - make your own wisecrack. I suggest you go for the pun option for both these gags. It is easy, but efficient). 
 
   I'm not claiming that installing a washing machine is difficult. Well not for the average man, but I am so useless at anything manual like this that I usually get flustered and fuck it all up, with unhilarious and annoying consequences. I am a man who is proud to have an assembled an IKEA kitchen chair on only the third attempt. If there is ever a nuclear apocalypse and I survive the initial explosion, I will be of no use to the renegade society that develops in the aftermath. In fact I will be dead in twelve hours because of my inability to construct anything of any use. 
 
   I had had the option of paying a man £15 to put the machine in for me, but I thought, “How hard can it be?” 
 
   It was harder than I imagined and took about an hour of my day and I was wishing within five minutes that I'd just paid the bloke and been done with it. 
 
   Not because connecting up a washing machine in itself is that difficult. You do have to use a spanner to remove three bolts (which I did in the wrong order, I realised, when I read the instruction book) and then connect a hose to the water pipe and another one to the drains to let the water out. All this would have taken even me only fifteen minutes. The washing machine situation was particularly impressive as the pipe was too big to fit through the hole under the sink so I needed to get a small saw - which I had to buy, I didn't own such an item. What would be the point? I had never had any use for it - and increase the dimensions of the aperture so the nozzle could fit through. It wasn't a pretty job and a couple of times I nearly sawed through a flex that was connected to the live electricity supply, but when I was done there was enough space to feed the piping through. 
 
   Then I managed to attach it to the water pipe all by myself, and did so so efficiently that even today, after almost four uses of the machine, it is still in place. 
 
   Perhaps it was wrong that I left my utility room feeling proud and somewhat ruggedly masculine. It was certainly a shame there was no lady there to observe the sweat of hard work and my dirty workman's hands, who I could then throw on to the bed and make hard and fast tradesman-style love. But given that most of my day is spent arranging words on a piece of paper so that they form nonsensical sentences, this did feel like an actual physical achievement. 
 
   More importantly, I am now able to get the shit out of my clothes. 
 
    
 
   Friday 27th June
 
   There is a point where deadlines become so impossible to meet that rather than being fearsome and motivating, they become laughable and redundant. I am supposed to finish my film on Monday. Well, in fact I was supposed to finish it last autumn. Every time I have passed a deadline I have spoken to the production company and we have agreed a more realistic deadline, which I have insisted I can meet (the previous one was the end of December), and yet each time events and apathy conspire and I literally cross the line. So far no one has got angry with me. They've just looked a bit annoyed and said, “We really like this idea. If you write it, we will almost certainly make it. So when can you do it by?” Last time I said, “Well, I have to finish my book by April 24th so realistically I will definitely be able to have a strong first draft by the end of June.” 
 
   Of course, what I failed to take into account was the extent to which I would miss my book deadline and also the extent to which I would be mentally exhausted once I'd done that and be in need of a long holiday or a short rope tied to a high bridge. 
 
   As I drank one beer at lunch with my book editor, feeling like some kind of extremely low-rent and small-bladdered Chris Evans[16], I laughed to myself about how I was failing to meet the verbal contract I had entered into once again. 
 
   I considered ringing my manager and asking him if I could extend the deadline to the end of August, or even September as I could do with a couple of months off. But then I figured it might be better not to draw attention to myself in the hope that everyone else would forget our agreement. 
 
   I think there's a big part of me that doesn't want to write this film at all, but there's a small part that thinks it could be really brilliant if I get it right. My editor suggested that I just write it quickly and badly and get it over with, but I can't countenance that, partly out of professionalism (the script has to be as good as I know it could be) and partly because I'm scared they might end up making it and everyone would think I was crap. 
 
   It isn't just laziness or tiredness that is causing the brain jam (in both senses), it's because the idea is actually quite complicated and I'm having difficulty getting all the elements into a cohesive form. 
 
   Plus I also really like playing FreeCell on my computer and want to beat my record of 36 consecutive wins. 
 
   This was all quite strange for me. I had always been fairly conscientious as a writer in the past and though I often ended up writing things at the last minute, I had rarely if ever missed actual deadlines. Here I was with a big opportunity to get a film made and yet I was more than dragging my heels. I was digging a hole and refusing to come out. 
 
   I can't be sure why I had lost focus and direction, but I think I was rather resentful about the decommissioning of both Lee and Herring and Time Gentlemen Please and the fact that neither project had got the attention and critical reaction they deserved. Looking back this feels a little bit precious and self-defeating. I'd had enormous good fortune in having so much of my stuff put on TV. But I had worked very hard for twelve years and it felt like I had got very little out of it and in return had given up my twenties. I hadn't really rebelled as a teenager and only been mildly badly behaved at University and I think I petulantly thought, “What's the point in working hard if no one notices?” I had also finally earned some money (even if it was all now tied up in this house that I didn't really want to live in) and I think I wanted to enjoy myself for once. I didn't do particularly well at that by the looks of things, mainly because I had as little idea about how you go about going out and having fun as I did about choosing sofas. But I probably needed a few months of self-indulgence and stupidity and would hopefully pull myself together in time. In some way this failure to hit deadlines was a form of rebellion, if a self-defeating one. But after writing on 37 episodes of a sitcom in two years I think I was mainly just a bit burned out.
 
    
 
   Saturday 28th June
 
   It was a fifteen million pound super-draw on the National Lottery tonight, so naturally I bought three lines, rather than my usual one. Investing that extra money meant I was almost guaranteed to win, and fifteen million would be a nice amount of money to receive, rather than the usual paltry six million, which would be no use to anyone. 
 
   Incredibly I didn't win. 
 
   I must have taken part in the National Lottery, on average, about once a fortnight, ever since it first started and yet incredibly I have still failed to win the jackpot. The odds of someone playing quite regularly and still not managing to get the top prize must be literally billions to one. 
 
   I've probably paid out about five hundred pounds on tickets in that time and still the millions of pounds that have been dangled in front of me fail to materialise. Each week I think, well my numbers didn't come up last week, AGAIN, so the law of averages says that they have to this week. Yet somehow fate transpires to disappoint me. 
 
   It's almost as if the whole thing is fixed to make money for the people running it, rather than the people like me, who loyally, occasionally buy a ticket. 
 
   Still at least the lottery only cost me a couple of quid a week. I joined a gym today and it cost me £99 just to become a member. Then it's about £70 a month thereafter (though the lady kindly gave me a month for free as if that was some amazing magnanimous gesture). Running a gym must be even more lucrative than being in charge of the lottery. People pay this huge amount of money, visit the gym about four times in the first week, three in the second, two in the third and then never again. And the gym people just sit back and rake in the cash (by direct debit). 
 
   It's amazing the amount of regulation in place that seems designed to stop people joining casinos[17] (where at least you have a chance of winning something back) and yet there is no law against opening up a gym. 
 
   I'm going to show them though. I am going to go loads of times a week forever and make sure that while I'm there I manage to break a hundred pounds worth of equipment each week. Oh yeah, they might notice eventually and try and stop me, but ironically by this stage I will be so fit and strong that they will not dare challenge me. My reign of terror will continue. 
 
   Until I get bored in the third week and never go back again. 
 
   Meh. Bit of a tired comedy subject I guess, but it's not easy to keep pumping these things out every day.
 
    
 
   Sunday 29th June
 
   It was approaching midnight and I was winding down, watching telly and thinking about going to sleep when I became aware of someone outside shouting and banging on a door. 
 
   I tried to ignore it, but the aggression in the voice increased as did the ferocity of the banging and kicking of a front door. I looked out the window but couldn't work out where it was coming from and was mainly relieved to discover that it wasn't my front door that was being abused. 
 
   I turned down the TV to try and work out which direction the commotion was coming from and then turned off the TV as I realised the events in my own street were more interesting than the scheduled programming. Yes, that's right, even more interesting than the intellectual conversations they have on Big Brother at this time of night. 
 
   I went up to my bedroom to get a better view and now it was obvious that the row was happening directly opposite. A man was banging on the front door and drunkenly yelling the same thing over and over again, “Give me the sound system, Helen. I just want the sound system. Give me the sound system. Just give me the sound system, Hel, and I'll go. Give me the sound system.” 
 
   It was going on long enough that it was tempting to open the window and shout, “Just give him the fucking sound system, Helen, and then maybe the rest of us can get some sleep.” 
 
   But the whole scenario was a bit highly charged for comedy. and if life has taught me one thing it is not to get involved in stuff like this with people you don't know. Your very anonymity makes you an excellent target for the pissed, unpleasant man to vent his anger upon. 
 
   Although I felt like a curtain-twitching neighbour (not possible, as I don't yet have any curtains) it was a strangely fascinating spectacle, though also tremendously sad. I think it would be safe to assume that Helen and the drunken man were once in love, they had clearly lived together in this house and now all the affection and respect had gone. She wouldn't even let him into their home (a sensible move on her part I would argue) and all that they had once had was reduced to six words, “Give me the sound system, Helen.” That's all there was left. If he could leave with the sound system, he would feel that he had got something out of the relationship. 
 
   He was truly despairing. The muted female voice was firm, but understandably wary. It was a stand off. He had made the argument public by shouting it in the street and his masculine pride meant that he couldn't leave without his conciliatory sound system. 
 
   “Give me the sound system,” he threatened, “or I'll kick this fucking door in.” He meant it too, felt he was being forced into this action by a power beyond his control. With drunken self-pity and perhaps a memory of what they once had had he quietly pleaded, “Don't make me do this, Helen.” 
 
   There was a danger of escalation and I thought that maybe I should ring the local police station, but someone had beaten me to it, because a police car pulled up slowly outside the house. Two policemen got out and calmly walked to the house to assess the situation, their demeanour clearly showing that they have to deal with this kind of thing a dozen times a night. 
 
   The man sat on a wall, his power and threats now gone. Helen opened the door, wearily asking if they could make this all stop. One policeman knelt by the impotent aggressor and talked to him quietly. 
 
   Another police car pulled up and another couple of coppers ambled out. Then another car arrived. I think six policemen was probably too many for this particular situation, but good to see they treated it all seriously. 
 
   Another man came out of the house, wearing nothing but shorts. The full tragedy of the drunken man's despair became apparent. It was dark, so I'm not sure what happened. I thought I spotted a small handheld CD player being handed over. He had got what he wanted. Or at least what he said he wanted. But the sound system was just symbolic. I wasn't convinced that now he'd got it that all his woes and his reasons for being here would disappear. 
 
   It started to rain and this seemed to be a sign for the police that their work here was done. Certainly the tension in the air had gone. The aggrieved man walked off up the street. I thought that maybe the police were being a bit hopeful if they just expected him to leave. 
 
   Five minutes later the banging and shouting started again. “Give me the ring, Helen. I just want the ring.” It didn't matter what she gave him. He wasn't after a sound system or jewellery, but something less tangible, that it was clear to him and the world around him that he was never going to get. “Just tell her to give me the ring before she calls the police again,” he whined. But no one was going to give him anything now and no one was afraid. 
 
   He was sober enough to know that if the police returned then they would be taking him with him and trying to regain some respect he walked off, up the middle of the road, his path illuminated by the street lamps, suddenly wearing a jacket and a fedora and holding a cane in his hand. Not at all the image I had expected from the shouts and the shadows. 
 
   It was the perfect exit, but I suspect he will ruin it by coming back again. 
 
   Which is a shame, because in these circumstances we need to leave the rings and the sound systems and the man wearing only shorts and the house and the woman we once loved and who once loved us behind and start again. 
 
   I am glad I wrote about this tale of a tiny tragedy in someone else's life. Certainly there were bigger problems than my own or the Box Lady's in X Street (not actually the name of my street). I can only vaguely remember this woman, but at this time she was drinking more heavily than me and occasionally creating disturbances in the street herself. She was in late middle-age, but dressed like a much younger woman and I seem to recall on one occasion seeing her wearing a string vest with nothing underneath. Which was even more horrific than you might be thinking. She was determined to make the most of being single, perhaps holding up the mirror to me as to how bad things could get if you let them. To add another layer of tragedy, I believe she died a few months later. But even so, it was characters like these that made me glad I was living in Shepherd's Bush and not sad, safe Chiswick.
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday 30th June
 
   When I was a student, I wrote a sketch about an old man who refused to breathe out because he was too mean to give his carbon dioxide to plants for nothing. I believe the sketch ended with the unexpected turnaround that the plant he was trying to kill had also been "holding its breath" and not giving out oxygen and the old man was killed. Most amusing I am sure you will agree. 
 
   The man's wife left the skit saying something along the lines of "Me and Enid are just off down to the town centre where we're going to walk very slowly and get in young people's way."[18]
 
   With youthful disrespect I was satirising the meanness of the elderly, implying that they acted in this obstructive way on purpose and got some tiny satisfaction out of it. 
 
   Although the vast majority of the aged are wonderful and thoughtful people whose many years on this earth have brought them wisdom, there are a minority of them who do seem to get their kicks out of slightly inconveniencing other people. 
 
   I encountered one of these in Tescos[19] today. She was in front of me and another lady in the queue, and as her shopping went through she packed it very carefully and very slowly. Once all the groceries had been checked through the scanner, any normal person who cared about their fellow shoppers would stop packing their groceries, proffer their credit card, cheque or money, and while the transaction was being processed would finish putting the shopping away. 
 
   An old person with all their experience of the world should know this better than any of us. 
 
   Instead this old lady very deliberately slowed down with her packing and allowed the check-out lady to wait and wait until all her old lady goods were safely ensconced in plastic. 
 
   Then she slowly got out her chequebook and slowed down a bit before carefully tearing off a cheque. 
 
   The whole process took about four minutes longer than it needed to and all the time the old lady would shoot back the odd self-satisfied glance as she appreciated the seconds of our lives that she was wasting. 
 
   One would hope that getting older would make us less, not more petty, that we would realise the value of thinking of others, instead of acting like some kind of geriatric and ineffectual (well, even more ineffectual) Dom Joly. 
 
   Perhaps it is human nature to try and alleviate our own suffering, by causing others to suffer as well, however slightly. 
 
   Or maybe she was just trying to prolong her contact with other human beings for as long as possible before she headed off home alone. 
 
    
 
   


 
  



 
 
   Almost every July since I was nineteen years old has been dominated by preparations for the Edinburgh Fringe in August. Nearly always, whatever show I had decided to do would be far from ready even by the end of July. I rarely got a chance to celebrate my birthday on the 12th as I would be doing rewrites (or sometimes just writes) or rehearsing. I even missed my grandad's funeral one year because I needed to write and rehearse the now forgotten, slightly rubbish show, Richard Herring is All Man,
 
   But in 2003 I was not doing Edinburgh. This was partly down to the success of my 2002 show Talking Cock, which had an unprecedented second year of touring booked (though my tours were very short in those days). But maybe along with this was my general apathy and lack of ideas at this time. I wasn't up to all that much and, as you'll see, I did spend a week at the Fringe anyway. It's one of only two Fringes that I have missed since 1992 and it's a shame that there was no real good reason for me not to go (in 2000 I had been overwhelmed with writing for the first series of Time Gentlemen Please).
 
   It doesn't look like I made the most of my summer of freedom, as the entries make it clear that I was not up to much, apart from boozing and failing to get fit. But at least I had a big birthday party in my new house.
 
   Clearly I had resolved to try and pull myself together. The whole of the last decade has been full of such resolutions with wildly varying levels of success, but ultimately I haven't lost the feeling that I am largely wasting my time, getting fit, then getting fat, failing to fulfil my potential and playing video games instead of reading books. Perhaps in 2012 I am a little more focused and less wasteful with my time, but it's been a long road to even get this far.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 1st July 
 
   Started today with good intentions of working and going to the gym, but I was woken by the postman (ringing on the doorbell. He didn't nudge me awake after a night of hot post-based action and anyone who says he did is lying. And if that did happen then I'd be the postman not the letter-box) who delivered me my desktop broadband connection box. 
 
   Of course the rest of the day immediately evaporated into nothing as I tried to figure out how to make it work and then surfed the information super high-wave[20]. 
 
   Far from going to the gym, I didn't actually change out of my dressing gown all day. 
 
   I fear I may never work again. Or go out of the house. This is a step backwards in my resolution to make more of my life. 
 
   But broadband truly is sensational, if only because it allows constant Internet access without having to worry about the phone bill. So you can flip from site to site without a care in the world. 
 
   I even found one page where you can look at ladies who are almost totally bare. Incredible. 
 
   I feel that the Warming Up section of this website will become a bit dull (what do you mean, "more dull"?) after this foolhardy purchase (not because of the bare ladies… well all right, not JUST because of the bare ladies) as I will no longer be experiencing anything in the real world. 
 
   Though who is to say that it is not the "real" world that is imaginary and the Internet that is reality? 
 
   Anyone who does say that is wrong. Reality is the real thing. There's a clue in the name. So stop playing on your computer and go out into the open air and experience some life, because all too soon you will be a mixture of mulch and bone festering in your grave. 
 
   After today I feel like that already. 
 
   And my dressing gown is my crusty shroud. 
 
   It's quite incredible how different the world was so recently and some of these entries accidentally end up sounding like historical documents. Do you remember when people used to pay for their groceries at a supermarket by cheque? Do you remember when you had to dial up every time you wanted to use the Internet and when your computer needed to be physically attached to the phone socket to do so? This is 2003 for fuck's sake! It sounds like 1957.
 
   My worries about limitless Internet access eating into my life and other activities was not entirely unfounded though. I could see then how obsessed I would become, and not just with porn (which I actually didn't look at all that much back then – I bloody do now though). It was a magical world of information, misinformation and ways to waste time. I remember getting hypnotised by it and spending hours looking back at essentially the same few sites over and over again.
 
   Even though I was doing the blog I don't think I appreciated how much the Internet would become a medium of work as well. In the end, for all the distraction and the frittering of the precious minutes of my relatively young life, the Internet would become my salvation, but I guess not until I became involved in podcasts and that was some way away.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 2nd July 
 
   Some progress with my Maths A-level dream. I had it again last night, but this time remembered that it is a dream I always have. 
 
   Unfortunately in the dream I was able to justify it, because this time it was clearly real and all the dreams had been merely leading up to this moment as portents of what was to come. 
 
   For some reason it made sense, partly because the Maths A-level was also being conducted in Norwegian, which is a language I don't speak. Thus not only did I have to try and remember all the maths stuff that I have forgotten, I also had to take a crash course in Norwegian. 
 
   It seems that I am doomed to never realise that I am sleeping and that I am no longer required to understand calculus. 
 
   Which is lucky because not only can I not remember how to do it, I can't even recall what it was used for. 
 
   Though I'm not entirely sure that I ever did. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday 3rd July
 
   I spent a great evening watching nine plays written by ten- and eleven-year-old kids from North London. 
 
   It's an event organised by a charity called "Scene and Heard" (http://www.sceneandheard.org/). They get professional writers,  actors and directors to help children to learn about writing. This culminates with them writing their own ten-minute play, which is then performed by adult actors. 
 
   I've been involved in the writing and acting stages of this before and it is a really great idea. 
 
   Best of all though, although the adult writers can help the child by asking questions about what might happen next, the plays are entirely the child's work and have to be performed verbatim by the actors. 
 
   It is amazing how unfettered the imagination of children is, especially before they become too self-conscious or affected by peer pressure. Some of the plays I have seen on these evenings have been among the funniest and most moving pieces of theatre! 
 
   Tonight there were plays that had characters including a small universe, a dustbin and an Italian cookery magazine. 
 
   I think my favourite one was about a badger who met someone who was pretending to be a human but turned out to be imagination (thus a metaphysical concept coming to life). Imagination was bored with human beings not using her effectively and wanted to know what went on in an animal's brain to see if she could be of any more use there. Brilliantly, the badger's brain was played by a different actor. Although the piece was funny, it genuinely made you think about some very complicated concepts - certainly much cleverer than anything you'll see in Harry Potter. 
 
   Also very impressive is the standard of the acting. It would be very easy to perform these plays all tongue-in-cheek and send up the use of language and the strange characters, but everyone played it very straight (much funnier anyway) and helped make the characters real. 
 
   No one learns at drama school how to deliver a line like "My ultimate dream is to marry a man's Y-Fronts" but the actress in that particular play managed to do so and to make you believe that she did (she was of course a pair of posh lady's pants, so it was an acceptable dream). 
 
   Thank God that most people become too self-conscious to express themselves in an imaginative way once puberty hits or I could find myself with rather more competition in my chosen field. 
 
   Scene and Heard is still going strong. If you get a chance to go and see their plays then grab it with both hands. The ones I've seen genuinely rate as some of the most enjoyable and thought-provoking nights I have ever spent in the theatre.
 
    
 
   Friday 4th July
 
   I read the review of the Rod Hull documentary in the Standard. I missed the show but it was clear that Rod had many demons and regrets, and that his own success was frustrating for him. I'd got that impression when I met him. In fact he'd done our Fist of Fun show because we had specifically asked for him and not the bird. It's sad that his success became like a failure to him. By all accounts there was a lot of regret in his life. Show business is a cruel mistress 
 
   It got me thinking about the second series of TMWRNJ. 
 
   We had written a load of sketches featuring the false Rod Hull character (brilliantly played by Kevin Eldon) and filmed quite a few of them in the run-up to the series. The basic idea was that each week the false Rod Hull would go out and about to do some kind of task, the reward for completion of which would be a bowl of jelly. However due to his insistence that he was Rod Hull, and that both of his arms were definitely real, he would end up getting into difficulty, and each week the hubris of the strange man would result in his death. 
 
   The first one was set in a swimming pool, and Rod Hull ended up drowning and being dragged to the side of the pool where a lifeguard noticed his actual real arm concealed beneath his jacket. "But he had two arms all along," she said, "Why didn't he just use his real arm?" 
 
   To which her colleague replied, "I don't know. I just don't know," and the camera lingered over the bedraggled form of this strange, delusional man with his chin hanging off and his false arm by his side. I don't think it's worth explaining all the reasons for this to the uninitiated. Just skip this and wait for tomorrow's entry. 
 
   I really loved the madness of this creation,much of which came about accidentally. He was always one of the most popular Lee and Herring characters and I think these new sketches could have been a big hit. Humour, sadness, madness and futility all rolled into one. For the effort he went to, he could have bought as much jelly as he wanted. But you know, I'm not sure if the jelly was as important as being seen as being Rod Hull. It was an odd choice of a man to emulate too, especially in light of some of the stuff that was in the documentary about the actual real Rod Hull. I suppose the sketch worked on several levels, though luckily the main level was that it was funny having a screeching man with a pretend arm who liked jelly. 
 
   Anyway, as we were in the studio rehearsing for the first show of the second series, someone came in and called the producer and director over. There was a hushed and serious conversation, conducted with some gravity and then the rest of us were informed that news was coming through that the real Rod Hull had fallen off a roof and died. 
 
   Shamefully (as I had met and mostly liked the man) my first thought was "Oh shit, we won't be able to do the sketches." That's how wrapped up in a production you can get. I instantly then thought "Oh shit, Rod Hull is dead." But it was an odd moment. 
 
   As the show was low-budget there was some discussion as to whether we could show the sketches anyway (maybe not in the first week), but Stew and me reasonably argued that an item about Rod Hull thinking he can do something a bit dangerous and then it resulting in his own death might be seen in a different light now that it had essentially happened to the real Rod Hull. 
 
   Also shamefully it did strike me that adjusting a TV aerial would have been a great scenario for the false Rod Hull. 
 
   So the sketches never got shown, which was a pity, but not all that bad in the grand scheme of things. 
 
   Tonight it struck me how much worse things would have been if the show had started a couple of weeks earlier, if two of these sketches had already been out and before the accident had occurred. How would we have coped with that on the show? How spooky would it have been to have life imitating art (well, stupid comedy sketches)? 
 
   I also wondered what had become of all the footage we shot. As Kev had done such a fantastic job (I remember spending the days of filming these sketches with tears rolling down my face and uncontrollably imitating the ridiculous man) it would be great just to put the stuff up on a website somewhere. Enough time has passed to make the content inoffensive and to be honest it wasn't as if the character really had that much to do with Rod Hull anyway. It was a portrait of obsession and madness more than anything. 
 
   Doubtless the BBC has put everything into a big burning bin[21]. I wish we'd been on the ball enough just to get a copy of the swimming pool skit (which was the only one that got edited) but we had more on our mind at the time. 
 
   Having had all these thoughts, I walked through Soho on my way to meet a pal for a drink, singing (in my head mostly, hopefully, but I may have done it out loud a bit) the theme tune we'd recorded for the item. 
 
   SINGER: He's Rod Hull. 
 
   ROD: I AM Rod Hull.
 
   SINGER: I never said you weren't. 
 
   ROD: That's good cos I am. 
 
   SINGER: He's out and about with his two real arms.
 
   ROD: And what is more I am Rod Hull. Where's my jelly!? 
 
   I chuckled to myself and ran through it again and again. It's a good song which manages to get much across in a very limited number of words. I just love the fact that him having two arms is specified. 
 
   After a while, I felt a bit stupid and self-conscious for enjoying my own work so much, so long after the event. 
 
   I got to the French House and ordered a beer. The man next to me in the bar said, "Are you from Lee and Perrins?" 
 
   "Pardon," I said, giving the fella a chance to think and regroup. 
 
   "Are you one of the blokes from Lee and Perrins." 
 
   "It was Lee and Herring," I corrected, intentionally failing to hide my slight annoyance. 
 
   "Oh yeah, sorry," he said. 
 
   Show business is a cruel mistress. 
 
   (To see the scripts for these sketches visit http://www.leeandherring.com/s2show2/scriptindex.html - personally I would have liked to see the arguments at the end of each sketch develop during the series to become more philosophical, but apart from that the skits are quite good!) 
 
   The director's son put together a rough edit of the first of these Rod Hull sketches which you can see here - http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t-G2DQhlGkI
 
   We are in the process of releasing the old Lee and Herring material on DVD via http://www.gofasterstripe.com and hope to purchase This Morning With Richard Not Judy from the BBC in the way we have done with Fist of Fun (where the false Rod Hull first appeared)[22]. It's odd looking back on all this stuff now, but an awful lot of it does seem to stand up and in an alternate universe perhaps the false Rod Hull, Simon Quinlank and Histor and Pliny became nationally-known figures. It's a shame they didn't, but in some ways I am also glad they remain obscure and the secret of a select few idiots.
 
    
 
   Saturday 5th July
 
   I came across a web chat thing the Standard did with the comedy terrorist bloke. 
 
   The problem with being launched into the public eye over night is that it doesn't really give you time to acclimatise to the situation or to think things through properly, which is something I think is demonstrated by the twisted logic in this exchange: 
 
   Rosstomlin: If you were surprised that it was so easy to get into Prince William's Birthday Party, why were you so upset that a Prince William lookalike was trying to gate-crash your birthday party? If you invaded his privacy, surely others should be allowed to invade yours, besides, it is all in good humour, isn't it??? 
 
   Aaron: But what is strange, is that those inside [William's party] didn't know what had happened. No, he is a public figure that is why I should be able to gate-crash his party, but after a week of the media hunting me and harassing my family and friends, I would have hoped that they would have had the decency to respect my privacy on my birthday. However, of course they didn't and I don't know why I'm surprised, because they're all sharks.
 
   Surely the point is that the comedy terrorist guy IS now a media figure (and furthermore he made the choice to become one, while Prince William had the role foisted upon him). 
 
   Prince William and his family have also had some time being harassed by the media (not just a week) and in fact this media intrusion was at least a factor in his mother's death. Maybe William might feel people should have the decency to respect his privacy on his birthday too. 
 
   But the comedy terrorist didn't see it that way when it was someone else being hassled, seemingly reasoning that because William is in the media eye then he is a valid target. 
 
   Yet when that kind of intrusion was made into his own life (on a very small scale - I never heard about it - and in what is clearly an unthreatening, humorous and valid reaction to his own stunt) he suddenly feels that his privacy has been compromised. 
 
   Even though he CHOSE to make himself into a famous figure. 
 
   I can foresee a tough time for this fella in the future. Not just because he has a lot to live up to (where does he go from here?), but because his actions have made him the perfect target for a string of other attention seekers. 
 
   If he has broken the convention that there is nothing to stop an audience member joining in with a show or with a member of the public gate-crashing a private event, then I don't feel he has any right to complain when people do it to him. 
 
   I would imagine that most nights in Edinburgh (a town that is full of desperate self-publicists in August - see my early attempts to drum up support for my show) some idiot is going to try a similar stunt during the comedy terrorist's show. The first one might get a few column inches, but then interest will fade as the carbon copies get fainter and fainter. 
 
   Maybe there will be some way for the comedy terrorist to deal with this, but I think I would find it impossible and I have a bit more experience of performing than he does. 
 
   The stunt at the palace may well become the comedy terrorist's Emu, dogging (well, emuing) him wherever he goes. 
 
   With the important exception that what Rod Hull did with Emu was consistently funny (and it built up over the years. If he'd attacked the Pope at the start he would have had nowhere to go). 
 
   I have rambled a little, but I think maybe the lesson to learn is that just because someone is in the papers, it doesn't necessarily mean that their life belongs to the public. 
 
   Maybe we should all respect the privacy that the comedy terrorist covets for himself. 
 
    
 
   Sunday 6th July
 
   We can maybe hope to live for around 25,000 days (maybe more, maybe less). But let's face it, we're not up to much for the first couple of thousand and there's a good chance that the last thousand or so are equally unproductive. 
 
   And we're working for five sevenths of the remaining 20,000, so accounting for holidays we've got about 7000 days in our lives to have fun. I'm nearly 36 so I've had about half of those already (and let's face it, it's the more fun half that's gone) so I've got possibly 3000 more days left to enjoy myself. 
 
   That's OK if my maths is correct (and it may not be. You know already how much maths I have forgotten). I have ten more years to have as much fun as my decaying body will allow. 
 
   Even so, it's not that many days when you think about it. So days like today where I achieve nothing and do nothing are extraordinarily wasteful and annoying. 
 
   I think I might just take the next ten years off and have all my fun days before I get too old, and then just work for the remaining thirty years. Though I fear if I do that and die before my time I may be put into some kind of celestial prison for stealing time that didn't belong to me. 
 
   And I think if I had all my fun days in a row for ten years I might well drop dead at the end of it. The hangover from one night of fun was bad enough. 
 
   Now if I could also find some way to postpone the hangovers till I'm in my mid-forties too (and then get them all at once in a super-hangover) the whole scheme might be worth considering. 
 
   I'm waffling again. My point is. I did nothing today. I am wasting my young life. 
 
   I must try not to. 
 
   Another entry that probably reveals more than it intends. I did feel I was wasting a lot of time, but I also obviously felt I was owed some days of fun after all the years of work (though if I am honest there was a lot of fun time in those years as well). I was being a bit self-indulgent of course. But that's my job. I am sure most people live their lives with the nagging fear that they're squandering an amazing opportunity. 
 
    
 
   Monday 7th July
 
   I have decided to employ a personal trainer at the gym. 
 
   Yes, I know. 
 
   I met him today for the first time. He is called Nelson (though he seems to have a full compliment of arms and eyes and didn't once ask me to kiss him - or talk about Kismet, depending on which story you believe. Check your history book, fact fans!) and comes from an undetermined Mediterranean country (the country I am sure is well known, but I haven't yet asked him which one it is). 
 
   I met him in the foyer of the Health Club where he was talking to an extremely slim and well-toned lady in posh sporting gear. 
 
   I was a little nervous about meeting him and ashamed that I had taken this awful step towards twatdom (but then I felt like that when I bought my mobile phone and look at me now, fingers grotesquely twisted from too much texting - and anyone who says it's to do with anything else is lying) so I hovered, waiting for him to notice me. 
 
   By the lady's accent I determined that she also originated from some foreign clime, though not being Henry Higgins I was only able to determine that it was unlikely to be Antarctica. 
 
   Finally I managed to butt in with a "Hello" and the lady stopped talking to Nelson and said to me, "You're lucky. Nelson is very good. Look what he's done for me." 
 
   She proudly indicated her own, admittedly very impressive body. 
 
   Still a bit tongue-tied and timid I said something like, "Well, I'm not sure I'll be happy if I look exactly like that." 
 
   The joke I was trying to make was that the person I was talking to was a female and thus I think I'd be within my rights to get my money back if Nelson's instruction changed my sex. 
 
   But I had been a bit flustered and as socially awkward as ever, and I was talking to two people who did not have English as their first language. And in any case, I had left much room for misunderstanding in my hastily cobbled-together quip, so neither of them laughed. 
 
   In fact the woman looked a bit pissed off, assuming, I imagine, that I was saying that her body wasn't much up to much. 
 
   Perhaps her pride in herself deserved to be pricked in any case. But the older I get, the more I think that pride in yourself is a good thing to have, and it was a shame to accidentally dent the ego of a perfectly affable stranger. 
 
   There's a thin line between funny and rude. 
 
   And the thin line gets obscured when a fat man stands too close to it. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 8th July
 
   My box ordeal is over. 
 
   Or so it seems. 
 
   Ironically, this happened on a day when I had even more boxes than usual in my house as my first consignment of new furniture had been delivered. 
 
   Bernard, the removal man, rang me this evening to say the Box Lady had finally been in touch with him. The penny had dropped. She realised what she had to do to get the boxes. It was so simple. 
 
   "She's been giving you some problems then," said Bernard, and I wondered if he'd been reading this diary and had seen my (mainly false and certainly slight) accusations against him. I am paranoid enough already without having this stupid blog-like-thing adding to my fears that I am in the midst of some Truman Show-like experiment. 
 
   You should see the stuff that I think and don't write on here. 
 
   And the things that happen that I never tell you about. 
 
   Of course, if I'm in the Truman Show, then you already do. 
 
   The scales of sanity are finely balanced at the moment. It won't take much to tip them. One more box should do it. 
 
   Anyway, back to my box-based life. 
 
   Bernard and the Box Lady had come to an understanding (in fact he's going to do her move for her as well, the cunning fox) and he asked when she could come round to get the boxes. 
 
   "Any time she wants," I cried. "I just want the boxes and the Box Lady and any other person with an interest in boxes that exceeds normal box interest (i.e. any one who is interested in boxes at all) out of my life forever!" 
 
   That's right. That's exactly what I said. Especially the bit in brackets. I said that even more than the other bits. 
 
   "How many boxes are there?" asked Bernard, thinking of the tens of pounds he was about to make. 
 
   "Fifty," I said, "Fifty boxes." 
 
   I could hear him mentally make the calculation. "That's fifty pounds," he thought, "I am rich beyond my wildest dreams." 
 
   But outwardly he remained cool, "Fifty boxes. In good condition?" 
 
   "I have never seen fifty better boxes," I lied, "At least not all in one room." 
 
   I hoped that she'd wait till tomorrow. I had lots to write about for today's Warming Up and I didn't want to have to bin that great stuff in order to complete this box odyssey, which certainly needed closure. 
 
   I knew she wouldn't wait. 
 
   I knew how hard it had been to wait so long. 
 
   I was surprised that my doorbell didn't ring the minute I put the phone down after talking to Bernard, like it would in some shitty sitcom. 
 
   In fact the doorbell wouldn't ring for almost sixty minutes. 
 
   When it did ring, I was on the toilet. I was in the middle of things and I wasn't going to leave something unfinished just so this box-vampire (not a vampire that lives in a box, that's all of them. No, a vampire that eats boxes instead of blood, who rips the boxes and ingests the box dust that comes out of the box, and hangs in the air so that when you breath in you can taste box on your tongue.) could come and claim her precious box-based quarry.
 
   NB: At no point am I using “box” as a rude Shakespearian pun in this entry. It is important that you understand that. 
 
   The bell rang again. "Give me the boxes that are rightfully mine, give me the precious boxes, oh how I desire my union with them," the Box Lady didn't cry. 
 
   Let's face it, it might not have been the Box Lady at the door. I didn't go to look. 
 
   Let's face it, it was though. 
 
   In the time that my defecation had bought me, I boxed up all the boxes (which had been flattened) into three big boxes that my dining room chairs had come in. If this woman wanted boxes, she was going to get them. Also I was going to get rid of three extra-unwieldy boxes and there was nothing she would be able to do. I was going to give her boxes till they were coming out of her ears. I was going to make her as sick of boxes as I was. 
 
   She managed to wait another hour or so before returning. This time I was not on the toilet, so I answered the door. "You've come for the boxes?" I asked, "I've got them all boxed up for you. How do you like that? Boxes in boxes!" 
 
   Even she, with her great box expectations, couldn't quite believe her eyes. All those boxes. 
 
   "I've also got some other boxes that my garden furniture came in. You can have those boxes too if you want." 
 
   "These are extra to the fifty pounds for the fifty boxes?" she asked nervously. 
 
   "No," I responded gleefully, hoping I might finally make her understand, "The extra boxes are all free. They are my own boxes. These boxes inside the boxes don't belong to me. They belong to Bernard. That's why I couldn't give them to you. But the new boxes are mine and you can have them. If all the boxes were mine I would have given them to you straight away. Do you understand now?" 
 
   She wasn't listening. Or maybe I didn't say it out loud. It's hard to tell with the box madness that has descended upon me. She looked at the boxes from the garden furniture uneasily. She wasn't sure she wanted them. There were just so many boxes. 
 
   All these weeks her box greed had fuelled her very existence. She couldn't imagine a scenario where she could have too many boxes. She wanted all the boxes in the world. But faced with boxes in boxes and then some other boxes that wouldn't even fit in the boxes or indeed fit in the boxes in the boxes (obviously, if they wouldn't fit in the boxes the boxes were in) she saw too late that it was possible to have too many boxes. That loads and loads of boxes wouldn't make you happy (like you'd think) and that in a way a man with only one box, (or indeed with no boxes, no interest in boxes and some friends) would be happier than the man whose house was piled from floor to ceiling with boxes. 
 
   "I'll get my husband to get the boxes," she said. But not before telling me all about the people who lived in the house before me, in a lot of detail and prying into my life. I don't think she even wanted the boxes at all. She just wanted someone to talk to. 
 
   Her husband was soon over. I looked into his eyes. He was as sick of the boxes as I was. He'd had to live with it 24 hours a day for over a month. And I had felt sorry for myself. There are none so blind as those who have so many boxes that they get in the way so it is difficult to see things. 
 
   Apart from blind people. Who are possibly the most blind of all. 
 
   We took the boxes down the road. They were gone. 
 
   "Do you want the extra boxes?" I asked. 
 
   "I don't think we'll need them," he replied. 
 
   Was he being tentative? Did he think his box-obsessed wife would scold him for his remark? 
 
   He looked at her. She clearly agreed. She realised she had too many boxes already. 
 
   They left. 
 
   The box madness was over. 
 
   I ripped the extra boxes to pieces and put them in bags for recycling. The box dust went into my nose and I could taste it on the back of my tongue. 
 
   For one second, I missed my boxes and thought of what might have been. 
 
    
 
   Wednesday 9th July
 
   I cooked myself a meal for the first time for ages tonight. I have got into the habit of having microwave meals (mainly nice, but low-fat ones from M&S - Oooooh, I've changed) or takeaways or the occasional bowl of pasta and pesto (that's not cooking, it's just a posh Pot Noodle, but you have to wash up afterwards). 
 
   Tonight I felt like a change so cooked a massive and healthy lean beef chilli, with lots of fresh chillies and lots of garlic (which is still emanating from my pores almost 24 hours later). 
 
   I had forgotten how therapeutic cooking can be. It really cheered me up, both preparing and eating it. 
 
   I spend all day creating jokes (or at least attempting to) but that is never as satisfying as creating something that is real, that can be touched and (even better) eaten. It just feels like more of an achievement. 
 
   Jokes about boxes aren't going to feed the starving children of Africa and let's face it, neither is my big wok full of chilli, but you know what I mean. 
 
   In actual fact the comedians of this country have probably done more for the starving people of Africa than the chefs, but that's why you should never overanalyse your own statements (or at least think more carefully about them before you make them). I'd just like to be more practically creative, is all I'm saying. 
 
   Are we all doomed to want to be good at the things we can't do, while not appreciating the things that we're OK at? 
 
   Yes we are. As dooms go, it's not a bad doom. 
 
   It's a shame that a good chilli is basically the only thing I can cook, because it would be nice to invite people over for dinner. But unless I want to invite over a load of eighteen-year-old male students, then a hot chilli is of no use to me and the social world that I so covet. 
 
   I don't want to invite around a load of eighteen-year-old male students. You are never coming to my nice house with your turn-ups full of toast crumbs and your Marmitey fingers. 
 
   I wouldn't mind learning to cook something that would get a load of eighteen-year-old female students into my house. 
 
   But it would take years to learn to prepare such a feast, and after all that time it would be annoying to have a load of waifs in my house saying they couldn't possibly eat it because they have fat ankles. I would undoubtedly throw the selfish young hussies out, and all my work would have been for naught. 
 
   It might be fun to learn to be a bit better at cooking so I could have some of my adult, married friends around and allow them to subtly belittle my single, childless status. So maybe I'm going to have to take a cookery course or something. Hey, if I got good enough I could bring out a book and have my own TV show and a series of adverts with loads of actors pretending to be my (non-existent?) friends and Tom Binns being my brother-in-law[23]. 
 
   If you know any good cookery courses in West London, let me know. But I want the adult dinner party ones, not the willowy, fussy teenage girl ones that everyone's attending these days. 
 
   I never went on a cookery course, though I was desperately looking for something to do that would get me out of this lonely fug. I had joined the gym partly in the hope that it might provide me with a new circle of friends, but I was too shy to talk to anyone apart from Nelson. My practical uselessness saddened me, but so did the fact that there were loads of things to do out there and I was spending so many evenings alone at home. Nowadays I love staying in and am happy with and even relish my own company, but back then I found it so frustrating that it actually hurt. It felt like everyone else in the world was out there having fun and I was stuck inside alone. I was going out a fair amount, so there were friends there for me and there was the occasional romantic (actually usually rather unromantic) dalliance (which is possibly what I am alluding to when I mentioned the things I didn't write about), but even if I had five evenings with friends, the two without would still seem unbearable. And I was working alone at home in the day, so there were times when I only had my own company and, as you may be picking up, I was a bit of an arse at the time.
 
   It doesn't seem so insurmountable a problem from nine years on.  It would surely be as simple as having a bit more confidence, assuming people would be happy to be around me, and making a tiny effort to ring my friends. But I was a different and more insecure person at the time, unable to work out how I could get out of this, sitting in a much-too-big house on my own.
 
    
 
   Thursday 10th July
 
   I went to Broadcasting House to meet with the head of light entertainment to see if there was anything that I could be doing on the radio. Playwright Patrick Marber[24] once said, "Radio is where you begin and end your career." I don't agree with the curmudgeon. I had a great time doing radio shows in the past and would love to do something (other than The News Quiz[25]) again. And I'm not planning on dying till I've had ten more years of days off. 
 
   One of the things that struck me during the meeting, which might work, was a radio version of this diary. Hadn't thought of it before, but might be a good way to use what I've done in an interesting way. 
 
   Anyway, on the way up to BH I noticed some building work going on. Nothing unusual about that. There has been building going on there for ages. But as I looked over to the right I saw that an entire building had disappeared. 
 
   Not just any building. It was Langham Place, the home of Light Entertainment Radio when I first started writing and also the location of the Radio 1 studios where many of our first Radio 1 programmes were broadcast from. 
 
   I had been in quite a happy mood, but suddenly my stomach lurched. All the memories of those early days came flooding back, and the thought that the building that they had happened in had gone was weirdly disorientating. 
 
   The disgusting Weekending writers' room had crumbled into dust. Never again would I see its dirt and smell its stink. I am reminded of a funny joke me and Stew came up with back then for something quite obscure: "If an infinite number of monkeys were put in a room with an infinite number of typewriters, someone would eventually come in and mistake it for the Weekending writers' room. Except there wouldn't be enough bodily hair or the foul stench." Something along those lines. 
 
   I don't know why I was momentarily upset, because I'd had a pretty miserable time in that room, if the truth be told. Not just on the day I hid inside some crates in an attempt to avoid having to write topical jokes about John "Grey" Majors. 
 
   Immediately after the twinge of disappointment, I felt a surge of delight. It's gone! Crushed into the ground where it belonged all along. So much for the power of weak topical satire! 
 
   But then I felt another pang of regret. It was an important time that I spent in that building and it was in that writers' room that I first met some of my close friends (as well as quite a lot of monkey-man freaks), and in those corridors that we struggled to write Lionel Nimrod and I flirted inexpertly with numerous PAs. 
 
   There were some secret loves and stolen kisses and drunken promises and heartache. 
 
   The building was my youth. 
 
   It is gone. 
 
   But as long as Weekending has gone with it, that is a small price to pay. 
 
   I did make an effort to get a radio or TV version of Warming Up off the ground, and at one point it looked quite likely that BBC TV was going to do a pilot. Unfortunately they commissioned Lead Balloon instead and felt the ideas were too similar, so it never happened. But as this meeting shows, there were plenty of people out there who did want to work with me, but again I largely squandered the opportunity, failing to present any ideas to this man who was clearly a big fan. Perhaps I needed some time to let my brain remain fallow before I could be funny again or until I chanced across what it was I should be doing.
 
   The LE department had been such a big part of my first five years in London in the early '90s, and it was a shock to see those changes and to experience the bittersweet nostalgia of remembering what an idiot I had been. But I was yet to experience the bittersweet nostalgia of looking back at myself experiencing bittersweet nostalgia for the first time. It's more sweet than bittersweet as it turns out.
 
    
 
   Friday 11th July
 
   I was in the Supermarket buying far too much food for my birthday party. How does one know how many people will turn up and how much they will eat and drink? I'm going to be having barbecues for the rest of the week, I foresee. 
 
   I was in the bread aisles looking for some buns that were a suitable shape to accommodate sausages, when an old woman tapped me on the shoulder and said, "Excuse me, can you tell me how much that Warburtons loaf is, please?" 
 
   Ever happy to help the elderly and the mad, I had a look for her, but there was no apparent price. 
 
   "It doesn't seem to say, I'm afraid”, I told her. 
 
   "Well, do you have any smaller Warburton's loaves? I like the small ones really." 
 
   Much as I would love to own Sainsbury's supermarkets or even work there in some ways, I could see that the lady was making a false assumption. 
 
   I don't know why she thought I was part of the staff, I was wearing jeans and a colourful striped shirt, but I played along. "I'm not sure. Let me have a look." 
 
   I looked up the aisle but there was only the large Warburtons at some mystery price. The lady's friend realised that I wasn't a member of staff (not surprisingly, my disguise had been rubbish) and said, "He doesn't even work here." 
 
   "Oh, I'm sorry," said the small loaf-seeking woman. 
 
   "I don't mind at all," I replied, "I wish I could have been more help." 
 
   The lady looked lost and confused and it seemed as if not having the small loaf was a matter of some concern to her. Perhaps she could afford the larger loaf, but perhaps she couldn't. She didn't know, because Sainsbury's were keeping the price a closely guarded secret. Maybe it would be a bargain, perhaps it would be a thousand pounds. Mr. Sainsbury likes to play these games on his customers. It keeps him amused. He sees himself as a kind of god, you know, one of the cheeky gods who likes to fuck with people's heads for no good reason. Read Job if you haven't already. Even modern day gods are up for a laugh. 
 
   Mr. Sainsbury was watching from above (on the closed circuit TV system) and laughing to himself. Had he decided to be generous today and give the Warburtons large away for a penny? Or would the old woman have her house repossessed if she took the plunge and decided to go large? 
 
   Only one thing was absolutely certain. As he watched, Mr. Sainsbury was sitting on a chair made of Warburtons small loaves, and was eating small pieces of Warburton bread and occasionally rolling a piece of the bread into a ball and flicking it into a gaggle of pretty young Sainsbury's check-out girls who were dressed in sexy duck outfits (only sexy, unfortunately, to those who are attracted to ducks, a group to which Mr. Sainsbury definitely belongs) who would all scrabble for the morsel from his table, because this occasional tit-bit was all they were fed (some of the weaker duck check out girls were already dead). And as they ate, Mr. Sainsbury would shout "You are not worthy to eat the crumbs from under my table …  you duck whores" - something omitted from the Biblical version. 
 
   That is the only thing we can be certain that was happening in this otherwise imaginary scenario. 
 
   I already had two supermarket trolleys full of groceries and considered just buying the bigger loaf for the sad-eyed old woman (who was unaware of her innocent place in the cosmic grocery/duck ballet), but the sensible part of me knew that it would just cause too much hassle for us both. 
 
   I left her to her choice. 
 
   It was a bit like the film "Sophie's Choice". 
 
   Except about bread, instead of children. 
 
   I'll write up the proposal and send it to Hollywood. 
 
   If I put in the duck women then it's sure to get made. All the Hollywood executives fancy ducks as well. 
 
   That's a potentially libellous blog about Mr. Sainsbury there, but the interesting thing is that although that story has been online for nine years, Mr. Sainsbury has not sued me yet. We'll let that speak for itself, shall we?
 
    
 
   Saturday 12th July
 
   My memories of today are somewhat random and fragmented. 
 
   It was my birthday. 
 
   My party was good (I think) but although I planned to stay reasonably sober until the evening I was pretty drunk by 4pm (and stayed standing and drinking till 3am, so things get even more blurry as the night went on). 
 
   I got some presents, but not enough to offset the cost of the party itself, so clearly that makes the whole enterprise a failure! 
 
   One gift (from a gang of award-winning comedy performers and writers[26]) was a whisky jar in the shape of a bell (It originally contained Bell's whisky making this an hilarious visual pun), which was created to commemorate the marriage of the Duke and Duchess of York. 
 
   It no longer contained whisky, but is an interesting conversation point. I thought that such an item would probably be worth a small fortune, but later noticed that the plastic stopper that sealed the jar was slightly broken. Cracked plastic seriously damages the value of an antique. 
 
   I also got given a teddy bear with a porcelain human doll face. It is one of the most terrifying things I have ever seen. The doll has a hood that is a teddy bear's face that you can pull over the doll face (though it doesn't quite cover it), which makes it look a bit less frightening. But you always know that the staring porcelain face is under the false teddy face, just ready to look at you and willing you to lift up its mask to reveal it's gruesome visage. 
 
   Clearly my friends like me very much. 
 
   Even by the high standards at the time, this was an impressive day of drinking for me. The party started at 3pm and went on till 3am and I was still standing by the end. There was a barbecue I recall, and the flames were high and hot, though Al Murray rightly took charge of it as I had no clue about that kind of stuff either. 
 
   I still have the Bells whisky bell, but although I kept it for a good long time, I finally gave (or threw) away the doll-faced teddy bear. I am not an overly superstitious man, but I was genuinely afraid that if any bad became this ungodly toy that something bad would happen to me too. And who knows, you could argue that it did. 
 
   But given I could remember little of the party the day after (or at least wasn't prepared to talk about what I did remember) then I am unlikely to remember anything much now. I think I'd been nervous that no one would show up, but plenty did, so maybe I wasn't as solitary and unloved as I was feeling.
 
    
 
   Sunday 13th July
 
   I thought having a party at home would be easy. 
 
   I was very wrong. 
 
   Not only was it hard work buying all the food and drink and preparing it so it was ready for my ungrateful guests (only joking there, they were all very sweet, especially considering how drunk I was), you then have to wake up the next morning (I must have eaten a dodgy bit of chicken because my head and throat really hurt) to be greeted by the filth and squalor that having fun creates. 
 
   And you can't walk away, because you have to live here. 
 
   And like the "friends" of the prodigal son, all the guests who enjoyed your hospitality have buggered off when it comes to the hard work. 
 
   Luckily for me, Ben Moor[27] from Planet Mirth had stayed over. On the sofa bed. There's nothing "funny" going on (as you'll know if you saw Planet Mirth. Ha ha!). He very kindly assisted me for a couple of hours. 
 
   There is nothing as pleasurable as having to pour away the dregs from wine bottles and beer cans when you have a hangover. 
 
   Except possibly having to clean out the barbecue. 
 
   The wages of sin are having to tidy up afterwards. 
 
   I may not remember the party, but I still remember the smell of dead cigarettes mixed with flat alcohol that filled my hungover head as I tidied up. That was not a pleasant experience. 
 
    
 
   Monday 14th July
 
   In the past couple of days I have had my attention drawn to an article in a local newspaper called the Herald, which is published (I'm guessing) in Harlow. I was told that in this article I had apparently praised the Harlow Playhouse and given it credit for helping me learn my stagecraft in the 1980s. 
 
   Now when I'm on tour I do a lot of interviews with local papers (I can't see how they are of any use incidentally, but at least it helps keep PR people and local newspaper journalists in work), so I wondered if I had made some comment in one of these interviews that had been taken out of context. It seemed unlikely though as Harlow and its Playhouse have had very little influence upon my life. 
 
   Today Gee from the NOTBBC forum[28] (who originally praised me for my dedication to his local theatre after reading "my" comments) sent me the article in question. 
 
   There was a smiling picture of me at the top and this is what they had attributed to me:
 
   "THEY TAUGHT ME MY VITAL STAGE CRAFT" SAYS RICHARD HERRING 
 
   The Playhouse is now MORE cost effective than it has ever been. 
 
   In 1992 the theatre received a grant from Harlow District council of £483,000 (closer to £638,000 if we allow for inflation). I believe that to be almost twice the sum that the theatre currently needs to operate. 
 
   The Playhouse has developed a good reputation nationally over the last few years and is an asset and therefore a credit to the town. 
 
   The proposed budget cut of £100,000 is simply unrealistic. It is impossible to provide a service such as a theatre on that kind of money. 
 
   The staff of the building work extremely hard and do not earn a king's ransom doing it. To suggest that volunteers or casual shift workers could replace them is simply unrealistic. Having worked professionally in TV and theatre for the last 18 years, I have NEVER come across an operation as large as the Playhouse that can function efficiently and, more importantly, SAFELY on this basis. 
 
   I owe a great deal to the Playhouse. I attended a youth theatre there in the 1980s, I learned most of my basic stagecraft in its two performance areas. It gave me confidence and taught me how a working, professional theatre operates. Using the knowledge and experience gained there I am able have an on-going career in the entertainment industry as a performer and writer. 
 
   I truly believe that it is because of opportunities offered to up-and-coming talent in Harlow by the Playhouse and their working partnerships that there are people appearing tonight in the West End in "My Fair Lady", "The Lion King" and "Chicago", attending drama and dance schools up and down the country and working as theatre technicians around the world. 
 
   Here's a few numbers to consider. In the period April 2002-April 2003 65,459 people attended a performance at the Playhouse. If you add to that the number of people who used the building for a dance of drama class (Makin steps school, one of four major local dance schools that regularly use the building have a membership of over 500 young people), a social group meeting, performed in a show, participated in a training workshop, awards ceremony, school visit or tour, attended a conference, or just went for a cup of coffee, you have well over 100,000 people using this service. I think it's worth keeping. 
 
   I'll close with these two figures. 12,909 people came to see the community pantomime "Dick Whittington" last Christmas. That's only 1,051 fewer than voted in the last local election (13,960). 
 
   I'll hold up my hands to the fact that a large number of the audience at Christmas were under 10. But I like to think that when they are old enough to vote, they will be able to bring their children to see a show at their local theatre. 
 
   Now, my memory might not be all that it was, but I think I would remember having said that to a journalist, mainly because it included a huge number of facts that I couldn't possibly know or be interested in. 
 
   Sensing a press scandal of the magnitude of that bloke who wrote about major world events for the New York Times without leaving his office[29], I decided to contact the Harlow Herald and blow this conspiracy wide open. 
 
   The fact that I was quite drunk when I wrote the email probably didn't help matters. Computers should come with breath testers to stop you responding to emails when you're pissed. 
 
   Here's what I said, 
 
   "Dear Sir or Madam 
 
   I have been emailed an article from your paper that apparently purports to be written by me (or at the very least quotes me, but in such a way that one would have to conclude that I have written the whole article). 
 
   Much as I love the Harlow Playhouse I don't believe I have ever voiced much of an opinion about it. If I have said something in a separate interview then it couldn't possibly include much of the info in the piece because until I read it I was certainly not aware of it. For example I wouldn't have claimed to have learned my stagecraft at the Harlow Playhouse in the 1980s, largely because I never performed or visited it in that decade. At most I may have said that my stagecraft is ever improving thanks to regular performances (and I think I've performed at the Playhouse a couple of times) but that is not what the article says. 
 
   In fact it very much looks like I wrote the whole thing as it doesn't actually quote me anywhere but in the title. 
 
   I would be interested how this article came about and how you feel justified in making all this stuff up. 
 
   I support all local theatre and would happily be quoted saying that, but do not believe I said anything reported in your paper this week. 
 
   Please provide me with an explanation asap. 
 
   Richard Herring" 
 
   Let's see if the mystery is explained, or as I hope, that I will be able to sue the newspaper and the Harlow Playhouse and become their new owner. At which point I will have both buildings destroyed and the bricks rebuilt into a sculpture of my laughing face. With rockets that come out of the eyes and destroy local Harlow landmarks (are there any?) at random. 
 
   Either that or I get an apology. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 15th July
 
   I asked for a reply asap and this email was in my inbox when I woke up (hungover) this morning. 
 
   Dear Mr Herring 
 
   The explanation for what is a serious mistake is a simple one. The article in the paper was not "made up". It was in fact written by Mr BRIAN Herring, but the same, unusual, surname in the context of the Playhouse, with which both Mr Herrings have connections, led to the Freudian slip. I have already apologised to Brian Herring, and would have got in touch with you, had I known how to reach you. So now that we are in touch, I offer my sincere apology for the mistake. I have already written an apology which will be published in this week's issue. Is this sufficient remedy for you, or would you wish me to publish your letter? 
 
   Regards 
 
   Peter Jeffery 
 
   Editor 
 
   So it was all an innocent misunderstanding. I was being confused with that other well known TV writer and performer, Brian Herring. Brian Herring? What's he ever done? You'd think at least I would have heard of him before. He's been working in the entertainment industry almost exactly the same length of time as me and he has my unusual surname. 
 
   I sense there is more to Peter Jeffery than meets the eye and he can be sure that from now on I will be taking a very keen interest in his career and personally checking out every single story that he includes in his paper. And if he lies again, I will bring him down. 
 
   I told him I didn't want my letter published (I didn't tell him I was drunk when I wrote it, but he may have guessed!) and that I didn't require more than a correction to the mistake. Let's face it, the piece wasn't calling for a race war or the murder of innocent children, but saying that it would be nice if a local theatre was properly funded. I can't really claim that it's damaged my reputation or made me look bad. 
 
   It was a weird thing though to have a lengthy article about something I didn't know anything about attributed to me. 
 
   The scariest thing was there was a part of me wondering if I had actually written it and was just going increasingly mental. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday 16th July
 
   The complete draft of the book came through today for me to check over and comment upon. 
 
   It's a bit long, coming in at 313 pages rather than the 265 that the editor was hoping for, so I'm looking for cuts as well, but he also wants to add more pictures because he's concerned there's too much text and he wants to make sure it looks like a comedy book to the casual shopper. 
 
   It's a difficult balance. The book is by turns funny, disgusting, scholarly and serious. I hope we get the design right. 
 
   Being the anal perfectionist that I can sometimes be, my other fear is that mistakes will get through into the printed version, especially if the mistake has been made by someone transcribing what I've written incorrectly, or misunderstanding an instruction about a diagram or picture. So far, I have to say everyone's done a pretty good job, but when you're re-reading something for the tenth time it is easy to assume that you know what it says and not bother to check it properly. I've found a few errors (most of which I think were my own original ones), but how many have I missed? 
 
   And what if I've made some stupid error in my research? 
 
   Ah well, it will be printed and there will be nothing that I can do. I have a few days to try and ensure those errors are kept to a minimum. 
 
   Meanwhile I have made no progress on the film. The book takes absolute priority, which perhaps shows my level of commitment to the new project. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Thursday 17th July
 
   Last week, up the road from my house, outside the gates to someone's backyard, I noticed seven snooker cue chalks lying on the pavement. You know what I mean, those blue cubes that you use to chalk up your cue when you're playing snooker or pool in an attempt to make it look like you know what you're doing. As if it makes any difference. 
 
   They were partially used, but far from being finished. 
 
   It struck me as weird at the time that these seven perfectly serviceable chalks should be left on the pavement like this. It begged a lot of questions. Why would anyone have so many snooker cue chalks? And why would they use a bit of all of them, rather than work through them one at a time? Why would they then throw them away before they were finished? And if they wanted to throw them away, why didn't they put them in a bin or a bin liner, why did they just throw them on the pavement? 
 
   Of course there are possible answers. Maybe they came from some pool hall that had closed down. But then why did they find their way on to my street, where there doesn't seem to be any such establishment? Unless it's an underground, secret pool hall, but if that's the case, and they wanted to maintain their anonymity, then they should be more careful about how they dispose of their partially used chalks. 
 
   I decided that it was more likely that there had been a shower of partially used snooker cue chalks, in the same way as there are occasionally unexplained showers of fish or frogs. Admittedly the shower had been quite small and localised to one area of pavement in one insignificant portion of West London, but that was the only real possible explanation. 
 
   It was a mystery, all right. But not one of any great interest and I promptly forgot about the chalks, which were gone the next day (possibly having been gathered up by some X Files style government department, to stop the truth about the very tiny, partially used snooker cue chalk showers getting out). 
 
   Maybe they had just been chalks of the mind, a false creation, proceeding from my box-oppressed brain[30]. 
 
   But today I walked past the same spot and there was another mysterious apparition. This time there were seven televisions stacked up against the wall by the gate. They were old, but looked like they might still work. And they were all intact, which at least proved that they couldn't have fallen from the sky in some kind of bizarre, tiny, TV shower because they would have been smashed to smithereens. 
 
   So the mystery deepened. Why would someone throw out seven perfectly adequate snooker cue chalks one week and then seven (admittedly out-of-date, but still possibly serviceable) TVs the next? 
 
   I wondered if it was possible that Elton John[31] lived in that house and this was just another example of his profligate spending and wastefulness. Perhaps his vanity had caused him to only use a snooker cue chalk once and then throw it away. However much David Furnish suggested selling the still usable chalks for charity, the prima donna Elton insisted the chalks be thrown in the gutter. He wasn't even prepared to put them in one of his jewel-encrusted bin bags. 
 
   Similarly, possibly he bought seven TVs because he wanted to watch seven TV channels all at once, but once the programmes he was watching were over he felt sickened by his own insatiable desire to watch TV and demanded the TVs were also dumped. 
 
   This didn't seem too likely either. Why would he buy such crappy TVs, and why would he live in this rubbish street, and how come I hadn't ever seen him after kicking-out time in the Chicken Cottage? 
 
   I think possibly the number of the chalks and TVs is significant. On both occasions there were seven items. Is it not likely that the seven dwarfs of Snow White fame lived in that house. Each had his own room, his own TV and his own snooker table (or possibly they shared the table, but each had their own cue and chalk). Those dwarfs weren't getting any younger and some time in the last couple of weeks they all succumbed to some dwarf-based virus and passed away (it is fitting that they all died together. It's what they would have wanted. Apart from Grumpy, but you know he had a bit of an attitude problem.) 
 
   Of course the dwarfs had no one but each other, so it fell to Snow White to come down from her royal palace and sort out the dwarfs' possessions (but she's very busy with her duties and so she can only come once a week). 
 
   Perhaps she's left the items on display in the hope that another group of seven dwarfs (they always travel in packs like this, as then they are more likely to get work in the pantomime season) would come across the items and find some use for them. 
 
   That would explain why the seven chalks are gone. And I wonder if I walk down my road tomorrow whether I'll notice that those TVs have gone too. 
 
   And far in the distance I may just make out the sound of seven small mouths whistling while they work. 
 
    
 
   Friday 18th July
 
   I don't know what it is about me at the moment, but people seem to be approaching me for advice that I am not qualified to give them. 
 
   As I was shambling through Shepherd's Bush this evening on my way to appear on Andrew Collins'[32] Round Table radio show (I told him he was arrogant to try and make out that he was the same as King Arthur and pointed out that his table was rectangular anyway, which somewhat defeated the whole point), I passed a telephone box. 
 
   I happened to catch the eye of a slightly frantic middle-aged woman inside it. 
 
   As with the Warburtons bread incident of last week, I was not dressed in a manner that indicated I was an employee of the service she was using, but even so, having established eye contact she opened the door and said "Excuse me." 
 
   "Yes," I said. I was a bit late for the radio show already and not keen to get embroiled in conversation with a mental. 
 
   "Do you know which coins this phone box takes?" 
 
   Now, there was no real reason why I, an innocent passerby who never uses phone boxes thanks to the advent of the mobile phone, should know this information. 
 
   "Well, whichever coins it says are acceptable, I guess," I said, fairly reasonably I thought. 
 
   But my answer angered her. Really, she was cross. She shouted at me "But it doesn't say!" And she gave me a look as if to say that this was my fault and slammed the door on me. 
 
   But it wasn't my fault that the phone box didn't say, I am nothing to do with BT. If I was I'd put a sign up in each box saying which coinage was and wasn't accepted. Just not to cause any confusion. 
 
   My guess is that it probably accepts all UK coinage (and possibly Euros as well), which is why it doesn't bother to specify. If I had been the lady I would have tried to put some money in to see if it worked, and been fairly confident that my coins would have been returned if they couldn't have been used. 
 
   What I wouldn't have done was ask a random stranger and then blame him if he couldn't provide a detailed (and correct) answer. 
 
   The seven TVs were gone today. One can only presume there are seven very happy dwarfs somewhere tonight watching Nush[33] get evicted from Big Brother, before tuning in to Bo' Selecta![34] and feeling slightly dirty about themselves. 
 
   It's strange to see me mentioning Andrew Collins in this entry. It's so early in our relationship that I don't even call him “Andrew Collings”, and I treat him with a modicum of unwarranted respect. But funnily enough the blog was probably responsible for our working relationship. As far as I recall, he was an early reader of Warming Up and I think he felt a bit sorry for me, or at least identified with or understood my struggles to find my way after the double act had finished. He was one of the first strangers in the business to recognise something good in what I was doing and to offer me some crumbs of work. And without him I don't suppose I would ever have started doing podcasts. I am grateful for his support at a difficult time.
 
    
 
   Saturday 19th July
 
   Decided to escape London today and go for a drive and ultimately visit my parents who were disappointed to see that I hadn't mentioned that it was their 44th wedding anniversary yesterday. 
 
   I am going to struggle to match that achievement now. I fear I've left it too late.[35] 
 
   I popped by Glastonbury first, partly because I am half-thinking about writing a book that is set there and partly because the abbey is quite a cool place to visit. 
 
   Of course the whole place is full of what might pleasantly be described as the eccentric. Or might otherwise unpleasantly be described as the kind of people who would blame a stranger for not knowing what coinage was accepted in a phone box. 
 
   As I walked around the abbey grounds, two women approached me. One was young and looked fairly normal (though with a slight Goth influence), while the other was older and had suspiciously jet-black hair that was juxtaposed against flowing white robes. 
 
   I prejudged her as some kind of insane hippy who probably believed in witchcraft and ley lines and was almost certainly part of a religion that believed that the planet earth was alive and female or some such. 
 
   For once my preconceptions were confirmed, because as they passed I heard just one sentence from the woman in white and this is what it was: "After Atlantis was destroyed in 11,000 BC, all the religious texts were rewritten - the Bible included." 
 
   You couldn't have made up a more embarrassing and stereotypical sentence if you were writing a poor TV drama that called for a hippy-dippy, mumbo-jumbo-talking idiot character. 
 
   I half wished I could have followed the women to find out more about this theory and more importantly to discover how this woman was privy to this generally unacknowledged information, but instead I watched them walk off into the distance, with the faint sound of the Atlantis expert's jangling jewellery blowing in the wind. 
 
   I am not sure how much of the Bible was written in 11,000 BC. Not much I would guess, as Archbishop Ussher worked out from the Bible (and his own self-proving calculations) that creation had occurred sometime around October 24th 5244 BC (that's not the exact date, but I'm sure you can look it up using the Internet if you're interested). 
 
   I just loved the certainty in the woman's voice. 
 
   It was of course someone else's certainty in his beliefs (and greedy self interest admittedly) that had caused the abbey at Glastonbury to be smashed to pieces and left in the dreadful state of repair that it's currently in, even though he essentially believed in exactly the same god as the monks who lived there. 
 
   Much as I disagree with the berobed lady, I am glad she gets the chance to express her wrong views and I promise never to attempt to destroy her house (or the crystals and fairy statues that she clearly has inside it). Live and let live I say. 
 
   I wonder if she's got some pre-11,000 BC copies of the Bible and the Koran that she can show us though. I'd be interested to see how they differ from the false versions that the modern world foolishly embraces. 
 
   Well, at least we're agreed on that. 
 
   I had gone to Glastonbury, ostensibly to research a kids' book idea I had about gargoyles who came to life, but I was really just desperate to escape London, my empty house and the chasm of loneliness inside me. Of course heading somewhere where I knew no one was not the best way to overcome solitude, but I think I just wanted to be outside and doing something, not sitting in my house, thinking about what was going wrong. Perhaps I hoped for some kind of adventure or that I might somehow make friends, or maybe I just wanted an excuse to go home and see my family. But I made no friends. I may not have been dressed in robes, but I think I was wearing my awkwardness and loneliness like a cloak and any sensible person would have given me a wide berth.
 
    
 
   Sunday 20th July
 
   I played tennis against my fifteen-year-old nephew this morning. I don't play tennis very often, but am keen to get back into it. He has been playing a bit, but you know, he's only fifteen. I was looking forward to wiping the floor with him, plus relieving him of the five pounds that we had bet on the contest. I was planning to cement my victory by also demonstrating my financial superiority over the young pup (he hasn't even got a job. I have), by burning the fiver in front of his astonished Somerset face. 
 
   However, possibly predictably, things did not go exactly to plan. 
 
   The first set was close. In fact I really should have won it. I had a good opportunity to go 4-2 up, but blew it. In the end I lost 7-5. 
 
   Never mind, I could pick it up. I hadn't been playing all that well, but neither had he. I was going to come back. 
 
   In the second set though, my nephew (who can't even drive) took control in an annoying lackadaisical way. He started banging big first serves in and when I responded with great first serves he'd nonchalantly bat them back with a bored expression on his face. I felt I could take advantage of his overconfidence and I did manage to do so on one of his service games. 
 
   However, he took the second set and my hard-earned five pounds: my mum didn't give it to me. I earned it in a proper job - writing about cocks. 
 
   The score was 6-1. I was humiliated. 
 
   How could he have beaten me, his elder and superior in every way? I had known him since he was a newborn baby. Could I have guessed when I looked at him mewling and puking in his cot that in just fifteen years time he would be able to destroy me at a game that I rarely play? 
 
   I had really known him since he was a sperm and an egg (not that I'd seen him then, but I'd probably seen his mum and dad when Andrew was in two tiny constituent parts inside them). Could I have envisaged that a sperm and an egg (even if they were playing doubles) would be able to defeat me, a fully-grown human being? 
 
   I saw that my time was past, and just like a lion beaten in combat by a fitter and younger competitor, I knew my days of being king of the jungle were over. 
 
   As I lost the final point I considered jumping over the net and beating the shit out of my beloved nephew. But then I looked at him again and thought that he could probably have me in a fight as well. 
 
   So instead I drove him home and gave him the money I owed him and hoped he wouldn't punch me. 
 
   My desire to beat my young nephew at tennis would in time become one of the twelve tasks I set myself to emulate Hercules. I have never been a brilliant loser, but the humiliation of being defeated by a child, as well as the realisation that this meant I was getting old and was being replaced certainly stung. Did I ever beat him? You'll have to keep reading the blog to find out.
 
    
 
   Monday 21st July
 
   The couple sitting next to me on the tube platform this evening were snogging so voraciously that I almost got sucked into the midst of their passion (and not in a good way), like a spaceship would get sucked into a vortex in some poorly thought-out TV sci-fi drama. 
 
   I tried to ignore them, but then the man's arms which were scrabbling round his (presumed) girlfriend's bodily areas, began encroaching on my own body. Just my arm for the moment, but I felt sure that if I stayed I would be manhandle further by these people who were blinded to where the other began and ended by the insatiable lust that had driven them to act like dogs in public, in daylight (it was an overground station). 
 
   Perhaps this was an unsophisticated attempt to ask me to join in with them, or perhaps the man had become bored by his partner (though I have to say it didn't look like it, though I was trying not to look) and had decided to try and seduce me instead. Possibly freed from his Terminator-like grip the woman would willingly and happily make her escape. She may have been there for days waiting for someone to be foolish enough to sit near them, aware of this man's insatiable lust for anything that was crafted in flesh. 
 
   Much as I hate the phrase "Get a room", I was tempted to say it, or at least to ask them to move up the not particularly busy platform to a place where they could (practically) fornicate in ever-so-slightly more private circumstances. 
 
   Luckily, as the pawing of my arm intensified, the train pulled into the station. I got up and moved towards it, but the amorous couple were too engrossed in each other's mouths to move. 
 
   They didn't seem interested in getting the train at all. I thought they were being foolhardy. This was, after all, what I satirically refer to as the Hammersmith and Shitty line (I thought about calling it the Hammershit and Shitty line, but thought that the power of such satire might destroy the Universe), and so there was a good chance that there wouldn't be another train for twenty-five minutes. 
 
   I looked back to check I hadn't left anything on the seat and caught the man's eye. 
 
   I could feel that my face had frozen into the mask of sour disapproval that is constantly frozen on the faces of many middle-class, middle-aged women. 
 
   I looked away, ashamed of my subconscious judgement (and possible jealousy). 
 
   I got on the train and it managed to pull away, despite the force of the sucking vortex which we had left behind on the platform. 
 
   Maybe I imagined it, but we seemed to struggle to get going, but once we were beyond the gravitational pull of the lovers' faces we shot off like a rocket. 
 
   I have a feeling the man was about to experience something similar. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 22nd July
 
   I had my third personal training session today. Although I am starting to feel a bit fitter I have actually put on weight since I started exercising properly again, but this is probably because my brain concludes that since I am exercising I can eat and drink what I like. 
 
   My brain has, not for the first time, been proven wrong. The rest of my body is laughing at it. For a bit. And then it gets tired because of all the excess fat it's carrying and has to stop laughing and sit down and have a rest. 
 
   And so my brain wins again. 
 
   How the rest of me hates my brain. One day we will rise up against it. Or at least become so unfit that we die and take it with us. All the thinking in the world won't be able to help it then. 
 
   Anyway, Nelson, my personal trainer (though I understand he works for other people as well, so I don't think that really makes him personal. He's anyone's who will pay him, the exercise whore!) seems to know what he's talking about and is a very agreeable fellow. 
 
   His main advice to me seems to be to relax my shoulders when exercising. Being tense in the wrong place detracts from the efficiency of the exercise apparently, so it's good advice. 
 
   But not just for exercising. 
 
   I have taken to relaxing my shoulders in other situations and I find it makes things much easier generally. 
 
   I've always been a slightly anxious driver, aware of the destructive force of the vehicle thanks to my driving instructor (who didn't ever feel the need to lie and call himself my "personal driving instructor") and his constant warnings of how a car is a dangerous weapon (though he didn't claim it was more dangerous than the Hiroshima bomb as my own satirical version of him did on TV). 
 
   But when I was driving to Somerset at the weekend I thought, "what will happen if I relax my shoulders?" So I did, and I found the whole driving experience much more pleasurable and far less stressful. 
 
   When playing tennis against my nephew and on the verge of being humiliated (again quite stressful) I thought, "let's try that relaxing the shoulders thing again" and I started to play tennis much better. Unfortunately my nephew noticed I was better than before, raised his game a notch and still wiped the floor with me. And there was nothing I could do, as my shoulders were at the most relaxed they could be (while still being attached to my body). But still, with relaxed shoulders my life improved. 
 
   Now I'm not claiming to have discovered the secret to a happy life, and I'm not the first to recognise the importance of relaxation in this hectic world. Frankie, after all, said "Relax" many years ago, but he never thought to say "Relax Your Shoulders" and if he had then he might still have been around today. I may bring out some T-shirts saying "Richard Herring says RELAX," and then in smaller writing, "your shoulders." 
 
   Or I could bring out a self-help book called Relax Your Shoulders, the only problem being that the title would tell you all you needed to do and there would be nothing to say in the book itself. Mind you that never stopped John Gray with his slightly repetitive Men are from Mars, Women are from Venus nonsense.
 
   Anyway, give it a go and let me know how relaxing your shoulders goes for you. It has already changed my life and it could change yours too. 
 
   No hold on. 
 
   Send me five pounds and I will send you a booklet on exactly how you have to relax your shoulders for this to work. 
 
   Relax Your Shoulders. You know it makes sense. 
 
    
 
   Wednesday 23rd July
 
   Within about two hours of putting up the last entry, Alex Ball emailed me to say he is willing to provide some "Relax Your Shoulders" merchandise. That's the power of the Internet. A man comes up with a stupid idea at two o'clock in the afternoon and by four that idea has been manufactured and is ready for sale. 
 
   Controversially Alex has chosen not to parody the original “Frankie Says” T-shirts (possibly because he is too young to remember them, or maybe because he's working to an existing template), so there's room for someone else to do it properly. 
 
   I am assuming no one will buy them, which is why I have given him my blessing for the moment, even though I do not stand to make any money. But if you want to purchase a garment (or mouse mat) with the words "Richard Herring says Relax Your Shoulders" on it then please visit http://www.cafeshops.com/altdesign[36] 
 
    
 
   I was out for a drink with friends tonight and maybe (sorry mum) had a few more drinks than I had intended. We ended up in a pub in Soho. On our table someone had left a prospectus for a temp agency called Tate. I drunkenly read some of it out and made a girl on the next table laugh. I can't remember what I said, or imagine how I was able to be amusing, but it was going down quite well. Then her boyfriend came back from the toilet and he didn't find my temp agency prospectus-based antics as amusing. He seemed unimpressed with my ability to amuse his girlfriend. The couple shortly left. 
 
   At kicking-out time, the barmaid was clearing up the tables near us, while the other bar staff asked us to leave. She looked at us sadly as she cleaned the tables, "What a job this is, hey?" she said in a European accent, "This isn't what I thought I'd be doing." 
 
   It turned out she was from Poland and was studying to be a doctor. She was clearly a bit unhappy that she'd ended up working in a bar. 
 
   Unfortunately being a little drunk (in both senses) I decided it might cheer her up if I reprised my hilarious temp-agency-prospectus routine. I said something along the lines of, "Well if you're looking for a new job, why don't you give us a ring at Tate," and handed her the prospectus. In hindsight this was already a fairly insensitive and stupid thing to do and almost entirely devoid of humour. 
 
   What made it worse is that she was really pleased to be given this opportunity to escape a job she obviously despised. 
 
   It's all a bit hazy, but she started asking questions which I comically tried to answer (but unfortunately without any real comedic content, especially for a Polish person). She noticed the name of the firm and thought that it was something to do with the Tate gallery. "Oh this is perfect," she gushed, "because I love art. I would love to do something involving art." 
 
   I was torn between leaving (which we were being prompted to do by everyone else) without telling her the truth or having to burst her bubble and tell her I was messing about and that now I came to think of it I wasn't being very funny (where was the disapproving face of the first girl's boyfriend when you needed it). 
 
   My harmless joke had suddenly turned into quite a cruel trick that wouldn't be out of place in some hidden camera stunt in a poor quality late-night Channel 4 show. But I didn't even have the get-out clause of "Look, there are the cameras." I was just a drunk man, giving false hope to an impoverished, foreign student and who was half thinking about leaving and letting whoever she talked on the phone to at Tate the next day to sort it out. 
 
   The decency that my parents have hammered into me against my will overcame my instincts to flee. 
 
   I ended up interrupting her and telling her that I'd just found the prospectus on the table and it was nothing to do with me or art. 
 
   She seemed to take it reasonably well, given that I had been such a dick and things were slightly repaired because one of my friends gave her a genuine number she could ring where she might get a more interesting job. 
 
   One of these days I will give up drinking. 
 
   But only when I have given up on living. 
 
   Oh dear. I still feel embarrassed. Probably more so than I did then actually. 
 
    
 
   Thursday 24th July
 
   Although I can't stand Robert Kilroy-Silk[37] and his false concerned face (even after all these years he is still constantly caught out while pulling this face trying to check himself out in the studio monitors, because he thinks he's handsome) and his awful habit of interrupting his guests and failing to listen to what they're saying, I do quite enjoy watching his show. This is mainly because I like seeing people using their grief in a competitive way. "You think you've suffered, well you should see the what life has dealt me. Please let me go over it all in gruesome detail and I think you'll find that I deserve more pity than you." 
 
   Today Kilroy was talking about revenge and the show turned into a contest to see whose children has been despatched in the most terrible ways. One man was (understandably) filled with rage about the senseless death of his eight-year-old daughter in a traffic accident (though his desire to see the eighty-five-year-old woman responsible put in prison for ten years or killed was a good advertisement for sentencing to be carried out by impartial judges). He struggled to make sense of why life had treated him so unfairly. 
 
   Then a softly-spoken American man tried to make the man realise that his anger and desire for vengeance was self-destructive. "I want to tell each and every one of you that every day of this life is a gift. That's why they call it the present," he preached incorrectly. Neat wordplay. There was something slightly wrong in his eyes. A look that told me that before long God was going to be brought into the equation. 
 
   However, the American man's story certainly won the grief competition (and made the other fella's inconsolable anger look a bit over the top.) His baby son had been killed in a car crash with a drunk driver. This was already more tragic and the American knew it. He told the story in detail, always maintaining his dignity. Sensibly though, for a grief competition he had another ace up his sleeve. Some other people came in with equally and possibly even more tragic stories, but a smile of triumph remained on his lips. And five minutes later we found out why. In tantalising detail he revealed that a couple of years ago his fifteen-year-old daughter had been murdered as well. But that wasn't it. She'd been murdered by his other son, who was sent to prison for fifty years. 
 
   The audience groaned in sympathy and shock (or were they all just aware that their own stories could never beat that?). He'd won. 
 
   And he'd double won because he wasn't interested in revenge or shouting about how terrible his life was. He retained his dignity. He had suffered the most, but was not openly wallowing in it. 
 
   And predictably the reason why he didn't feel the need for vengeance was that the people who had hurt him would be judged by God. 
 
   So I'm being a bit flippant about some terrible occurrences, but I'm not sure that a lightweight discussion programme is the place to air these stories either, especially when it inevitably turns into this competition of who has been the most hurt. 
 
   That seems inappropriate. 
 
    
 
   Friday 25th July
 
   I was thinking today about all the Christians who talk about practising humility. 
 
   How can any Christian be humble? 
 
   They believe that the world has been especially created for them by a god (who has made them in his own image) and who spends all his time watching everything they do and making judgements upon it. They believe that if they behave in the correct fashion (for example, by exhibiting humility) that they will go to paradise, while anyone who behaves incorrectly will burn forever in a lake of fire, with monkeys nibbling on their nipples (in a bad way). 
 
   All right not all of them believe that very last bit, though I am sure some do. 
 
   Surely humility would be to recognise that we are essentially insignificant products of a bizarre (and sort of wonderful) process of evolution. That none of us are that important in the end and nobody beyond our immediate friends and neighbours has any interest in what we do. That when we die, like when an ant gets squashed or a fox gets run over or a fish finally succumbs to cancer after a brave struggle, we don't go to any magical place for our punishment or reward, we just die (and thank God for that small mercy - oh hold on). 
 
   I don't think this is nihilistic. In the end our lives are more significant, but only to ourselves. Our lives are both pointless (in the long term) and extremely meaningful (to us and maybe to a handful of other pointless idiots). 
 
   Let's all be really humble and accept that mankind isn't the ultimate species and that the world wasn't made for us and that we're not the centre of the Universe and try and refine our behaviour accordingly so that we no longer appear like the arrogant, deluded fools that we are. 
 
   Those monks who spend their whole lives living in silence, eating gruel or sitting on the top of a thirty foot pole - Humble? Bollocks. They are the most self-inflated egotists on this Earth. 
 
   And if any monks don't like what I'm saying, then come and have a go if you think you're hard enough. 
 
   Oh, but you're not allowed to are you? You've got to turn the other cheek. Well, come on then. Let me give you another smacking! 
 
   (A lot of monks read this website apparently). 
 
    
 
   Saturday 26th July
 
   My friend, the opera director Stewart Lee, once claimed that people have babies because of vanity – that they want to create a tiny copy of themselves[38]. 
 
   The more romantically minded (and possibly those who understand that, up to now, babies are a combination of two people rather than a clone of one[39]) might see it as a chance to celebrate their love for someone else, by creating a human that is literally made up of constituent parts of them both. 
 
   One might argue that this is also a form of vanity. For what is love of another if not an attempt to show off about how great you yourself are? 
 
   Perhaps people have children as a means of deferring to someone else the quest for the meaning of life. Aware that they are finding no answers for themselves, they decide to create another human being, for whom it is their job to raise and nurture, and who will then be responsible for finding some greater purpose and etching their mark on history. Meaning you don't have to worry about your pointlessness any longer. That's your kid's problem. 
 
   Possibly the desire to reproduce is merely an unstoppable biological imperative. 
 
   In most cases it is probably down to faulty contraceptives (or, more often, improper use of the same). 
 
   I don't suppose it matters why we have kids. It seems that we do. 
 
   Although I personally don't. I have no children (w-ha-ell, n-ha-ot tha-ha-t I kno-ha-w-aho ha-of). Really, I'm pretty sure I've never impregnated anyone. Possibly I'm shooting blanks. I used to spend a lot of my adolescence playing computer games with a hot keyboard across my lap. I suspect it sterilised me. But at least I am really good at Defender. 
 
   I probably thought that I would have kids by now. I've always liked them, they've always liked me and I'd probably like to be a dad. 
 
   Not out of vanity (I don't think) or out of the desire to be some kind of mini-God in creating another life, but possibly because it would give my life some kind of concrete meaning, probably because it must be cool to watch another human being grow, to pass on your knowledge (this would doubtless only apply up to its second birthday in my case), to understand with perspective all that your parents did for you, to relive those days that are lost to hazy memory. Maybe rather than being an act of vanity, it's an act of humility. Suddenly you are no longer the most important person in your world. 
 
   Then again I think of all the work it involves, and the dirty nappies, and the fact that I like being the most important person in my world, and decide I can probably leave it for another decade or two. 
 
   Of course some of my friends have babies and it's quite good fun to enjoy the wonder of youth on a temporary basis and then to leave when the babies start to puke and cry. 
 
   I'm not going out with P's mum any more, but we're still friends and I still go to see them. We all went out for lunch today. It's been a while since I last saw him and I was hoping he might be walking now, but although he was able to walk beside me if I held his hand, when I let go he just sat down and started to crawl. 
 
   It really felt like he was ready to do it, but just lacked the confidence to give it a go. 
 
   I drove him and his mum home and we had a drink and played some games. I told P, "I'm not going home till you've learned to walk," and I encouraged him to make the two or three steps to his mother on the sofa. 
 
   We turned it into a bit of a game, prompting him to go back and forth between us. There was some falling and some grabbing at us, but pretty quickly he'd managed to take a couple of successful steps. 
 
   It was all very exciting, but not massively impressive because it was a tiny distance. 
 
   But gradually I moved further away and although there were a few tumbles and a few tears, P had suddenly got the hang of walking on his own, even if he did look like he was a little drunken dwarf. 
 
   It was a truly magical and triumphant experience for us all. He cheered and clapped himself as he lunged into our arms. He knew as much as us that this was an incredible, life-changing experience. To be lucky enough to be a witness to this magic was a great privilege. It may have been one small and faltering step for a baby, but it was a giant leap for his potential to get himself into trouble. 
 
   I'm not P's dad. In many ways I wish I was, but in this encounter (as well as in many others with him, but in this one particularly) I got some indication of what it means to be a parent (for whatever reason we might happen to become one - and I'm not sure biological paternity has that much to do with it). It's more about humility than vanity, that's for sure (though there's a bit of both in there, just as having a child makes you selfless and selfish), but I'm not so sure how easy it is to put the feelings into words. 
 
   It was certainly a joyous and life-affirming experience. 
 
   I drove home in a weird state of emotion and was happy, until I realised that P had only started to walk after I'd told him I wouldn't leave until he did. 
 
   He was just trying to get rid of me. 
 
   Once again the little terror had defeated me. 
 
   A couple of philosophical blogs, but this day with P was a very profound one for me and is one that I still clearly remember. It was hard breaking up with his mum, partly because I had formed a connection with him, but was aware that as time passed I wouldn't be able to continue to be that big a part of his life. I have seen him a few more times over the years and still feel close to him. He can't possibly remember any of this, but we still get on well, which is nice. It was indeed a privilege to witness another human's first steps and his joy at the achievement. 
 
    
 
   Sunday 27th July
 
   I was invited out by a friend to a lunchtime party, which I thought was quite a weird idea. I am not a six-year-old child. I managed to drag myself out of bed to get there almost in time. I had no idea what it was going to be, but reasoned that it is always worth going to a party because you might meet a nice lady and possibly have a snog. 
 
   The event turned out to be a post-gay pride parade do. 
 
   My expectations were subverted and from thence the humour arose. 
 
   It became quickly apparent that there weren't going to be many ladies there and that those that were were not going to be that interested in snogging me. 
 
   It was a slightly weird experience, though not really because the room was full of men with their shirts off, in flamboyant trousers, kissing each other. 
 
   Even so I felt a little out of place, but I'm not sure that was down to me not having very flamboyant trousers. Maybe a bit. Maybe there's a part of every straight man that is intimidated by homosexuality, that is willing him to say something that will make it clear to the assembled gays that although he is at a party for gays, that he is not one of the gays himself. Though he might secretly be curious about what it would be like to help them out when they are busy. 
 
   Hmmmmm. 
 
   I managed to avoid talking about my ex-girlfriend in a pointed way, really emphasising the “girl” bit as if to say “I'm a heterosexual incidentally”, but I did giggle nervously when a topless personnel manager from Tescos greeted me effusively with a kiss on both cheeks. 
 
   I don't think they needed to be told I was heterosexual. Even had I been wearing flamboyant trousers they wouldn't have needed any clues. Taking my shirt off would just have emphasised the fact. 
 
   I kept checking with myself, “Is this weird because they are all gay?” but I'm pretty sure that wasn't what made me feel a little bit awkward. 
 
   The truth is that I am always a bit subdued in any situation where I don't really know anyone, but everyone else is great friends. I'm a bit shy. I don't think I'm unusual in that. It's hard work trying to fit in with a group of strangers. 
 
   Also they were all into clubbing and taking drugs, both of which things make me feel more uncomfortable and square than anyone's sexuality. See mum, maybe I drink a bit too much, but at least I don't take ketamine (and rather charmingly I don't even know what it is or does). 
 
   I was aware that I was being uptight, and that was just heightened by how comfortable and easygoing these people were. 
 
   In a sense they reminded me of the Doctor Who fans I met before Christmas[40], although you wouldn't have thought that to look at them. Pretty much everyone at this party was very attractive and cool and co-ordinated and sociable and not dribbling. If anyone at the Doctor Who signing had taken off their shirt, I would probably have had to leave the building or at least vomited into a bucket. 
 
   The similarity was that it was a group of people who, although misunderstood by judgemental elements of the outside world, are perfectly happy and comfortable with who they are. They are self-aware and don't give a fuck about the people who don't understand them. It's something that I envy because, as hard as I try, I can't overcome my self-consciousness unless I have drunk a fair amount of booze. Perhaps ketamine is the answer. But maybe it's a deadly poison. I'd better not risk it. 
 
   Another similarity is that both groups enjoy dressing up in stupid costumes. 
 
   I did have a good time, despite my social awkwardness, and despite the general celebratory air I did get a glimpse into the sadness that a lifestyle choice can bring. One remarkably good-looking and self-confident topless Indian man got chatting to me and told me how he'd returned to Bombay to come out to his father (one wouldn't have thought that a man this camp had any need to come out to anyone, but I guess those closest to us can miss the obvious sometimes). His father locked him in the house in the hope that he could cure him by sending him to a therapist and marrying him off. The therapist concluded that there was nothing wrong with the man and so his father demanded a second opinion. The son had no choice but to escape out of his bedroom window and make his way back to England. His sadness at this rift with a parent was deep and understandable. 
 
   What a shame that we can't accept each other for what we are. 
 
   At least we can make some effort to accept ourselves for what we are. 
 
   Blimey, a very thoughtful week and some quite significant events to deal with. I also remember this party quite vividly and how stiff and uncomfortable I was, but it was to do with the drug taking and the enforced sociability rather than any issue with sexuality. I had been quite vehemently anti-drugs (or at least scared of drugs) for my whole life, worrying that I might become addicted or lose control or die, and given how much I like booze and chocolate those were maybe not idle worries. I'd occasionally smoked a joint, though rarely got much out of it, and had had some magic mushrooms at Glastonbury a couple of years previously, which had been a terrifying and then enjoyable experience. But I was still afraid to make the leap into social drug taking, which is not altogether a bad thing. I just felt square and repressed at this party and annoyed at my inability to relax and have fun like normal people. I had much to sort out in myself if I was going to be happy. But don't worry, I don't think I've entirely managed to do that sorting out yet.
 
    
 
   Monday 28th July
 
   I went to see my friend Rebecca[41] singing at "Pizza on the Park". She was really great. It's easy to forget how talented your friends are. 
 
   Rebecca is seven-and-a-half months pregnant ("fully fertilised," as she calls it) and she commented on how the baby jumps in the womb when she belts out the songs. 
 
   It struck me how difficult it must be to make sense of the world when you are still inside your mother. Let's ignore the problem of how babies even think without language, that already makes my head spin. But your whole world is this one tiny space and aside from a few noises and prods and pokes you must have no idea what's going on outside (if you have any concept of outside at all). 
 
   You're in your own world. This is your universe. You feel you understand it and the meaning of life, which is to be nice and warm and to have food come in and waste taken out through a series of convenient tubes, though you try not to think about where the food comes from, or where the waste goes. There's nothing beyond this comfortable life. Towards the end of your stay (though you don't know it's going to end) you send out a few exploratory kicks, just to check for sure that the walls are solid (you're sure they are, but then part of you is beginning to wonder where the raunchy muffled version of I just want to make love to you, is coming from). Your probes detect that the walls of your universe are solid (if elastic) and that you alone are the god-king of space. Possibly you theorise that the universe is a living entity (like the idiots who believe in Gaia think), but that's OK. That just makes you more important. 
 
   Then suddenly you are taken, kicking and screaming, out of your home to find a whole new confusing universe beyond those walls. It takes you decades to make any sense of it. 
 
   Then just when you think you realise what's going on, you die, and doubtless fanciful idiots would think that you take another journey beyond your limited universe to discover something even bigger and more unimaginable beyond. 
 
   I think it's certainly true that we have about as much idea of the world we are living in, as Becka's spawn does at the moment. But it doesn't follow that there's anything to follow our seventy-year gestation on this earth. 
 
   What delights and disappointments await that tiny infant. 
 
   If nothing else, he or she is going to have the most brilliantly entertaining experience when its mum sings it nursery rhymes. 
 
   Blimey. Broody much?
 
    
 
   Tuesday 29th July
 
   You would think there would be some kind of gym locker room etiquette that if you're changing close to another bloke and he's sitting down, you don't stick your arse in his face. 
 
   I could understand that this might happen if the locker room is very full and there is no alternative, but I tend to go during the day when there's maybe three other men changing. About fifty percent of the time, someone chooses to get changed much too close to me as I'm putting on my shoes, bends down to take off their pants and, bang, there's a bottom in my face. 
 
   I am exaggerating for comic effect (for those of you who choose to take me too seriously). The men's arses are usually a couple of feet away, but they are certainly pointing in my direction. If I have a bare man's arse in my proximity, I like it to be pointing in a different direction rather than winking at me from close quarters. 
 
   And I don't look at the arses, I try to look anywhere else. But I can sense the arse in my peripheral vision. And I don't like it. 
 
   I have to emphasise that there is never any sexual intention in the man who is poking his arse in my affairs. Or if there is, these men have a very strange idea of what constitutes sexiness. I need to be courted, perhaps taken out for a smoothie in the health club bar before you can expect to (fleetingly) show me your buttocks from a distance. I don't want the whole kit and caboodle flapping round my nostrils within two seconds of (not even) meeting you. 
 
   And it's never trim sexy arses that are pushed in my general direction, but always flabby ones in grey pants. 
 
   The men who are guilty of this crime are not predatory homosexuals (they may be bare-chested, but you can tell from the way that their trousers are absent of flamboyance that they are heterosexual in theory and asexual in practice), they simply have no idea of personal space (and possibly of how unpleasant their arses are). They are Space Invaders. 
 
   And you'll remember that Space Invaders always came down arse first. 
 
   There are plenty of signs up to prevent petty theft in the changing rooms, so why not a sign saying, "Please ensure your naked arse is never within three feet of another person's face and is pointing in a different direction." 
 
   Such is the power of this diary that I expect such signs to be up in the locker room by the time I get to the gym in about an hour and a half. 
 
   It wasn't.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 30th July
 
   I was asked by the editor of Arena magazine, today, to write fifty words about my first encounter with pornography. 
 
   I hope it was for the magazine, but maybe he just gets off on asking people who used to be on TV about their early sexual experiences. 
 
   I guess we will only know if the article never appears. 
 
   I chose to write about the time that me and my friends first managed to sneak in to see a porn film at the Odeon cinema in Wells, after telling our mums and dads that we were going swimming or something. 
 
   You might be wondering if we were 28 years old when this happened, but we weren't. We were about fourteen. 
 
   The cinema was showing a double bill of Kentucky Fried Movie[42], which is mainly a pretty funny comedy film with a couple of rude bits, and The Other Cinderella[43] which was a not very funny, not very pornographic, comedy porn film. 
 
   I remember us all trying to assess who was most- and least-likely to get in, and then gallantly, rather than sending the least-likely in first and then all doing something else if he couldn't get in, we let him go last, to ensure he wouldn't spoil it for the rest of us. 
 
   I have to say that there is no way that any of us looked anything approaching eighteen, but all of us apart from the lad on the end got in unchallenged. (I will not give his name, in case his mum reads this. I don't want to get him into trouble. My mum reads this, so I suspect I will be sent to my room next time I visit home and be made to stay there without any telly to think about what I've done). The last “man” was questioned about his age.
 
   All us big men who had got through thanks to our mature looks, defended him in what I remember as a scene reminiscent of the bit in The Life of Brian where the women are at the stoning. In high unbroken voices, "Oh, he's eighteen..." and in deep, manly voices, "Yes, he's eighteen, honest." 
 
   The woman at the kiosk, who in hindsight clearly didn't give a flying fuck about the cinema ratings system, let Phil Fry through (oops, sorry Phil) and must have been laughing up her sleeve at us. The Odeon at Wells has since closed and I wonder if it was as a direct result of this crime. 
 
   I think we were particularly young and innocent fourteen-year-olds and this was in the days before anyone had a video player - though we did subsequently watch loads of X-rated horror and porn films on Betamax round at Phil Fry's house when his mum was out (ooops, sorry Phil). At this point though, our only real contact with pornography had been a well-thumbed (though it wasn't the thumbs you should be worried about) copy of Fiesta that someone had brought into school and which we'd taken it in turns to take home. 
 
   That's real friendship. 
 
   Anyway, even the two sex scenes in Kentucky Fried Movie were pretty mind-blowing, but The Other Cinderella was in another world. At the time it was harder to imagine anything ruder. In hindsight it was a fairly tedious and unsexy combination of slapstick comedy and girls touching each other's breasts, all based around the story of a traditional fairy tale. It was very tame stuff and I wonder now whether it was created especially for fourteen-year-old boys and given an X certificate, in order to keep them away from the really damaging and scary stuff that goes on in some of the porn films I have subsequently seen. 
 
   I don't remember much about it to be honest, except that it took about a week for my erection to go down. And there was one moment during it, when a wag behind us (who was probably also fourteen) commented upon the breasts of one of the actresses in the film, when he shouted in a broad Somersetshire accent, "Pert Nipples!" He was correct. They were. And the whole audience of men (strangely I think it was all males that day, though possibly actually not any men) laughed at his joke. 
 
   It became a catchphrase among me and my friends for some good time after that. In fact, I think if I said it to Phil Fry or any of the others today (who I won't name as one of them is now a respected academic) they would still laugh and remember. 
 
   Of course such incidents are important milestones on our road to adulthood. Though of course even though we may have felt like men (with aching balls), we were not. 
 
   Some of the milestones to adulthood are made of polystyrene. 
 
   Some years later I told this story to my friend Paul "the Put" Putner (what I love about that nickname is that it is one we never ever call him, but often use in print. That's the best kind of nickname) at a rehearsal for a play we were doing. 
 
   A couple of weeks later he gave me a poster for the double bill of films that he had found at some record and memorabilia fair. 
 
   I framed it and hung it on the wall in my bedroom. 
 
   Even polystyrene milestones are worth preserving. 
 
   I'd love to see The Other Cinderella again if anyone has a copy. I'd be fascinated to see how rubbish it was. I think we watched it on video again when we were about seventeen and even then it seemed unbearably lame. But some scenes are etched into my memory: there's one where a man is watching two women kissing each other while peeling an apple (for some reason) and is so distracted that he cuts off his own fingers. Brilliant comedy stuff.
 
    
 
   Thursday 31st July
 
   I have decided to finally admit defeat on the film. I emailed the people concerned today to inform them it wasn't working out and to apologise for wasting their time, and to be honest, they took it pretty graciously, given how much I've dicked them around! 
 
   But although I almost immediately started thinking that I might have made a mistake, I don't think I have. 
 
   Sometimes things come together and sometimes they don't, and to be honest the whole thing was making me miserable. 
 
   And the good news is that I am now on holiday. There's a few bits and bobs I have to do for the book and I have to check the final draft, but otherwise I am taking the month of August off. 
 
   I can't wait. It's been a long time since I have had time to myself. 
 
   Not that I'm going to do anything too exciting. I'm thinking of reading and watching DVDs and probably doing a bit of UK-based travelling. 
 
   I suspect that the more I relax, the less amusing my Warming Up entries will become (but I will keep it going. I don't count it as work). 
 
   Thirty-one days of no cocks, no boxes and nothing to worry my overworked brain. 
 
   That's the plan. 
 
   Let's see how it pans out. 
 
   A wise decision, I think. I needed a break from work and especially from work involving penises, and I needed to get out and socialise. Though I had got so used to working constantly that it was quite difficult for me to take some time for myself. It's a shame that I let the opportunity to write that film slip through my fingers though. Who knows what might have happened if I'd got beyond the first ten pages?
 
    
 
   


 
  



It was time to take a breath and pull myself out of the stupor of my own creation and maybe time to have some fun. I needed to get out this house that so confusingly represented success and failure and do something constructive with my time. I hadn't been on a holiday with my family since I was a teenager, but this month I found time to have two mini-breaks with them. Psychologically I was at a place where I needed them. As usual when I get together with my family, sitcom-style mishaps and slapstick were bound to occur and there were plenty to choose from this August. 
 
   But I needed some non-family fun too and perhaps foolishly made the choice to go to the Edinburgh Fringe, even though I wasn't performing. 
 
   But at least I was getting out of my house and not fretting about failing to get any work done. I had been in a hole and I wasn't going to dig my way out just yet, but the first steps were going to be taken and after all this inertia I needed to get moving. And a drive round the country would be a good way to achieve that.
 
    
 
   Friday 1st August
 
   The first day of my holiday was spent working harder than I have done for probably about eighteen years. 
 
   I went round to my friend Andrew Mackay's house to help him build his patio. 
 
   After weeks of sitting at my computer writing (or failing to write), I have to say that this was enormously satisfying work. I spent all day outdoors, mixing up the mortar and carrying huge slabs of concrete around. It made me feel like a man. Not that I'm not a man. I am a man. But you know, it's not often that I feel like I am a proper man. It was stupidly enjoyable! 
 
   To actually help create something real and palpable was an enormously gratifying feeling. 
 
   Like my grandfather who worked in various manual jobs (he built roads and was also a miner[44]), I am short and stocky and fairly strong (or would be if I spent more time in the gym!), and I wondered if this was the kind of work that I should actually be doing. Fifty years ago, no doubt I wouldn't have had much choice. 
 
   Mackay told me that if I really enjoyed the work then I could make £120 a day, cash in hand, doing it professionally. I am giving it some thought. It's all very well writing jokes about cocks, but you can't have a barbecue on a knob gag can you? A merry quip may bring fleeting pleasure to a few like-minded idiots, but in a hundred years the people of the future will be standing on the patio I helped build (or possibly hovering slightly above it), eating space burgers and drinking a blue drink. That is genuine immortality. 
 
   Mackay correctly pointed out that helping him for one day was probably not the same as having to get up at five o'clock and then go and wait with loads of other men, hoping that someone will come in a van and offer you work, that some Bosnian men are prepared to do for half the cost, but he was failing to appreciate my blinkered romanticising of an unpleasant and dirty profession. 
 
   I know that if my grandad could have made a living writing about cocks he would probably have not been that bothered about having to miss going down the mine[45]. 
 
   But he still had a pride in who he was and it's a pride that a man can only have by being like a man. We may search for meaning in art, fine wine or the smile on a baby's face, but all we are put on this earth to do is lift objects that women can't lift because if they try their wombs will fall out. 
 
   Mackay didn't give me money for my day's labour, but kindly provided me with cups of tea, a hearty lunch, a curry for dinner and a big load of Budvar beer when we'd finished. I am considering standing on the streets of London with a sign saying, "Will work for food - but only good quality food. It's not that I'm hungry. I just like food.[46]" 
 
   If anyone has any manual labour they need doing in August, then let me know. In a month's time I will return to the world of the poncy writer. 
 
   Rather than the world of the poncy writer pretending to be something he isn't. 
 
   I seem massively concerned with the idea that my job is not “real work”. I don't feel that kind of shame as acutely now, perhaps because I have started stand-up again which, while not being the same as working down t'mine (or even pretending to), does involve a lot of travel and energy and late-night driving and so feels like work. But writing is hard work too, especially when you can't think of anything to write. I missed the camaraderie of an office or even a TV production, but being self-employed and generating all one's own work, with no guarantee of a pay-packet is not something to dismiss (as only I was at this time) as slacking. 
 
    
 
   Saturday 2nd August
 
   In the middle of the afternoon my fire alarm went off. 
 
   This was slightly unsettling, mainly because I didn't realise I had a fire alarm. I've got smoke detectors which happily go off every time I cook and forget to close the kitchen door (every time - I never learn), but this was a different sound altogether and I didn't know if it meant the house was being burgled or ablaze. Nor could I find out exactly where the sound was coming from. 
 
   The alarm carried on for about twenty minutes and I'd managed to ascertain that the system believed there was smoke in my basement. I went to the basement. I couldn't see any smoke, or smell any smoke, but that did not stop my alarm system saying that there was smoke there. 
 
   I bashed around with the controls and tried to turn it off (with no success) and then rang the numbers on my alarm system, to be greeted with a recorded message telling me to ring a different number because it was Saturday. I rang the new number and there was another recorded announcement. I pressed 2 as instructed and a recorded announcement told me I was being held in a queue, but then the system immediately hung up on me. 
 
   I tried again. The same thing happened. 
 
   My ears were ringing because the alarm was very loud and I realised that I would probably just have to get used to the sound as there seemed to be no way to turn it off. 
 
   Finally I found the alarm's instruction book and started to try and work out how I might stop the noise. Just as I was getting to the relevant part, the alarm stopped of its own accord. 
 
   I think it had realised that there wasn't any smoke in the basement after all. 
 
   I was about to go out and was a little paranoid that maybe there was a tiny fire in the walls somewhere that I couldn't sense, but which would engulf my house (and my as-yet-uninsured possessions - must get round to that) while I was living it up on the town. 
 
   I would come home to no house, which would be annoying, as by that stage I'd really want to go to sleep. 
 
   Thankfully my fears were unfounded, but it is still slightly worrying that an alarm can go off for no reason. It's like the alarm system is alive and dicking with my head. Eventually it may try to murder me. 
 
   Like in that episode of Diagnosis Murder. Oh come on, you know the one.
 
   I don't need to tell you that I am referring to Episode 16 from Season 7, Murder By Remote, nor that in that episode Mark Sloane shows home movies of Steve Sloane as a baby. The home movies are actually Barry Van Dyke as a baby, shot by Dick Van Dyke. I was a bit obsessed with Diagnosis Murder at this point, largely as a distraction to keep me away from work in the afternoon.
 
   I did not like my house very much at this stage and the fact that it was trying to make me feel unwelcome in this frightening way did not help matters. Luckily I was not deranged enough to burn it down to teach it a valuable lesson. 
 
   Sunday 3rd August
 
   My CNPS[47] score has gone to pot. I don't know what's happening to me. I am well off form. 
 
   In the first two months since I got back from Australia, I moved on a hundred numbers. But in the last thirty days I have managed a paltry eight. 
 
   There have been single days when I've managed more than that. 
 
   And July is the month that the CNPS Committee choose the participants for the forthcoming CNPS Olympics (it's held every four years, but only because a game of CNPS takes four years to complete). 
 
   Now I'm the first to admit that getting fifty numbers in a month is a bit sad. It clearly shows an unhealthy devotion to the game. In the past, doctors argued that playing CNPS would make you blind, but they now acknowledge this will only happen to those who CNPS to excess. 
 
   In May and June I was possibly a bit obsessed with the game, partly driven by the competition with my friend Emma[48], partly because I was hoping to finish the game before my fortieth birthday and partly because I am a sad idiot with no friends or social life, to whom an afternoon jogging round the streets of Balham looking at number plates was seen as quality leisure time. 
 
   So is the pitiful display in July an indication that I've turned a corner, that I have, as an idiot might put it, "got a life"? 
 
   I fear not. 
 
   I fear I have fared so badly precisely because I have spent so much time indoors (where there are generally no cars - remember that photos and film do not count). 
 
   In fact I am suffering so much from number plate ennui, that even though I know there is a 214 in the very next street to mine, I have not taken the two-minute walk to go and look at it. 
 
   I must return to the streets where I belong and renew my love affair with the small strips of metal found at the front and back of all licensed vehicles (registered before 2001). 
 
   Who knows? I may meet my future wife out there, a beautiful and intelligent woman, who is also interested in looking at number plates in a consecutive fashion[49]. 
 
   Though thinking about it, this is very unlikely. 
 
   But wasn't it Samuel Johnson who said, "A man who is tired of looking at number plates and trying to see all the numbers there are, in order, is tired of life." 
 
   Perhaps it is time to kill myself. 
 
   A little joke about suicide at the end there, though I'm not convinced I was entirely joshing. It says a lot about my state of mind that I was actually too inert and depressed to even play this stupid fucking game. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Monday 4th August
 
   When I entered the gym changing rooms today there was a man standing in the bit with the hair dryers. I would say the presence of hair dryers suggests that this area is to be used by men who are drying their hair. There are other grooming products there like hair gel (to gel hair once it is dry) and what is specifically called "hand and face moisturiser" which again I (possibly pedantically) assume to be moisturiser for the hands and face. I'm not so pedantic as to insist it is only used on one hand. I think "hand" in this case clearly implies "hands" (otherwise it would specify a hand that deserved to be moisturised above the other). 
 
   Anyway, what I'm saying is this is a section of the gym changing room that has clearly been allocated for men to make their final adjustments before heading out of the door. To dry and gel their hair, moisturise their hand and face (and then use their moisturised hand to moisturise their other moisturised hand). I would say this is an oasis in the locker room where one is safe from the otherwise inherent dangers of getting a bare arse in your face. 
 
   So I was surprised and shocked to see a totally naked man standing in this area, not drying his hair, or putting gel in it, or moisturising his face or hand. 
 
   He was in fact applying the clearly marked "hand and face moisturiser" to his naked buttocks. 
 
   I think this is too broad a reading of the word "face". 
 
   Thankfully I was on my way into the gym and was in no need of drying or gelling or moisturising, so I was able to avert my eyes from this brazen act and make my way into the main part of the changing room (where I reluctantly accept that I am likely to see buttocks, though would still be upset if someone was massaging moisturiser into them). 
 
   But imagine if I was on my way out of the gym, with wet hair and an unmoisturised face and hand (for the sake of fun let's say that one of my hands was somehow already moisturised). This would have been an extremely embarrassing and difficult situation. I would probably have had to squeeze past his naked arse as he moisturised it to make my way to the hair dryer. 
 
   Do these men have no shame? 
 
   It's as if far from taking note of my previous request to have signs up saying "Don't put your arse in people's face" or whatever, that the management of they gym has said to everyone else, "Please try and get your naked arse out more often in the locker room, especially in places where all common sense says you should be clothed." 
 
   Are we really living in a world where someone in authority has to tell us that the hand and face moisturiser is to be used only on hands and faces? That if you want to moisturise your arse then you can do it at home and use your own moisturiser? 
 
   Cos I'm not sure I want to use moisturiser on my face which comes from the same bottle that someone else has just used to moisturise their arse. 
 
   I think this is deeply wrong. 
 
   I didn't say anything. I just caught the bloke's eye and then looked away. 
 
   Still I bet he's got really smooth bottom cheeks. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Tuesday 5th August
 
   Damn. It actually says hand and body lotion. But even so, I am still right. 
 
   I had a lazy, late lunch at Cafe Rouge today. I am on holiday. That's the kind of crazy thing I get up to. I was reading Andrew Collins' rather amusing book Where Did It All Go Right?[50] and through him remembering my own childhood. It was remarkably similar to his. Down to ridiculous details. Perhaps this is how psychics manage to come up with all that amazing detail about our lives. Perhaps we are all just the same, however much we think we're individuals. 
 
   Or maybe just ponces who make their living writing and broadcasting are all similarly idiotic. 
 
   Anyway, I ordered a chicken casserole. It said on the menu that it came with French Bread. The waitress asked me if I wanted French Bread. I said, "Yes," as in "yes, of course, as it's mentioned on the menu." Unfortunately I didn't think to say that and possibly my "yes" didn't totally convey that message. 
 
   She returned a few minutes later with a basket of French bread. I already suspected that this was extra French Bread to the French Bread that came with my order. I was too embarrassed to say anything though. I thought I'd just eat the French Bread (making sure I saved some, just in case this was the French Bread mentioned on the menu, rather than being some extra French Bread that I had been inadvertently forced into ordering.) 
 
   The waitress said "There you go, it's lovely and hot, as well," which seemed like an odd detail. Especially when I took the first piece and found it had an almost total absence of warmth. I don't think she was being sarcastic, because it did appear that had been some kind of cursory effort to heat the bread up. But it was only slightly warm on the outside. The butter didn't melt on it. 
 
   It was perfectly nice, but it seemed weird that the waitress should advertise its excessive warmth when it displayed hardly any warmth. It was about 3pm and I was the only customer. It wasn't like it would have gone cold on the way from the kitchen to me. 
 
   It had never been hot. 
 
   When my casserole arrived some time later, there were indeed a couple of big bits of French bread with it. 
 
   I thought about complaining. 
 
   But I couldn't be bothered. 
 
   Instead I just ate all the bread. 
 
   It was too much bread to be honest. 
 
   And I'd chosen the casserole as a healthy option. 
 
   As I left, I thought about asking for the extra bread to be taken off the bill. After all I had been tricked into buying it. I had a defence that would stand up in court. I thought she was just asking if I wanted the bread that came with the dish, not a whole basket of extra bread. 
 
   But again I wimped out. 
 
   Maybe I could not give a tip instead to register my disapproval. 
 
   No, that would be rude. 
 
   However, justice was served as the waitress left one of my coffees off the bill. A coffee was about 50p more than the bread, so I was actually up (and had had a lot of free bread as well!) 
 
   It pays to keep your mouth shut. 
 
    
 
   Wednesday 6th August
 
   I drove out of London in wonderful sunshine on my way to Devon for a quick break with my sister and her family. The further away I got, the more liberated I felt. No more worries for a week or two. 
 
   The traffic was light and the weather stayed glorious all the way past Reading, Swindon and Bristol. As I crossed into Somerset on the M5, I gave a small, but audible cheer. 
 
   I was making great time. 
 
   But when I got to Devon it all started going wrong. Suddenly the sky started to go grey. The whole of the country was having a heat wave, except for the place I had chosen to go. 
 
   Then I took a right turn at a roundabout as I'd been instructed, only to realise that I'd made the right turn a roundabout too early. I was quickly getting lost along Devon roads so narrow that they scarcely accommodated one car, let alone two. Luckily they also led to the middle of nowhere, so I didn't meet much traffic. 
 
   I wasted over half an hour and then found the main road again and headed for the right roundabout with the right right turn. When I got there, there was a policeman stationed at the exit with a sign saying “Road Closed. Accident.” I would have to find an alternative route. 
 
   Worse there was a heavy mist descending on the road. 
 
   Mist? 
 
   There goes the sun, little darling. And I say, “It's quite shite”. 
 
   I headed into Barnstaple. It was around five thirty and it was Barnstaple Rush hour. Both carts were on the cobbled streets. 
 
   In fact, there were loads and loads of cars. I was going at walking pace. Things hadn't been this bad getting out of London. Maybe Barnstaple needs to introduce a congestion zone system. 
 
   Finally I negotiated the country roads and found the holiday cottage, just outside of Woolacombe. The last fifty miles had taken longer than the rest of the journey. And, even though it was still ostensibly the daytime, I could tell you nothing about Woolacombe because I couldn't see more than ten feet ahead of me. 
 
   Still, we went out and got the best fish and chips I've ever tasted. 
 
   And I'm on holiday. The metaphorical mist that has been fugging up my brain has disappeared, only to be replaced by real mist fugging up my windscreen. 
 
   I know which mist I prefer to be fugging with. 
 
   In typical sitcom fashion, within half an hour of arriving at this holiday I managed to reveal a family secret to my niece. I had assumed that she knew the secret, but she didn't know the secret. I told her not to tell anyone that I had told her, but the second my sister arrived my niece blurted out that she knew the secret. My sister took it quite well and didn't hold it against me, but it was quite an awkward way to begin this rare family excursion. I won't compound things by revealing the secret here – it's not that interesting, just private. That's why I didn't write about it at the time. 
 
    
 
   Thursday 7th August
 
   I don't know why I ever go on holiday. I always end up in some kind of pain. My last holiday was an ultimately doomed attempt to save a relationship with a romantic break in Barbados. I had a pretty rubbish time, especially after I went larking around in the sea on day three. I was caught by a big wave, spun over and cracked my head on the sand in about six inches of water. This was fairly lucky as most of the beach was made of stones. I hurt my head and shoulder and one of my testicles inexplicably ballooned to almost three times its normal size (don't make any jokes about that not being a big size. I am proud to say that my testicles are of, if anything, above average size in normal circumstances). 
 
   This pretty much put paid to any romance for the rest of the week, though to be honest with you, I think it was unlikely there was going to be any anyway. My balls were destined to ache whether injured or not. 
 
   Consequently I spent the rest of the week on a beach on an island in paradise with a pained expression on my face, and unable to move around without squealing. The flight home was the worst. You don't know pain until your damaged testicles have been flown at speed through a variety of different air pressures (they have to be still attached to your body to experience the full pain, though I understand their removal can cause youslight discomfort also). 
 
   Now I am holiday, I am not writing about cocks any more. I am able to expand my horizons and write about testicles instead. 
 
   Anyway, my first day on the beach in my latest holiday and things weren't quite as bad, but still inevitably went wrong. 
 
   All morning the mist shrouded Woolacombe bay. As we drove down to the beach, my brother-in-law Dick said “Once you're over this hill the view is amazing… you know, when you can see it.” If a view of a vast cloud of mist shrouding everything around you is amazing (and in a way it is), then he was right. 
 
   Eventually me and my nephew Andy (yes, the one who beat me at tennis. I haven't forgotten. The loss of the five pounds still hurts) ended up waiting on the beach for the others who had gone to enquire about the price of paintball. 
 
   Andy made the arrangement. He said we had to wait on the beach and the others would find us. 
 
   I did wonder what the chances were. Woolacombe beach is apparently very big. But I wasn't able to verify that, because it was also covered in mist. 
 
   We waited some good time, but the others didn't show up. We decided to pass the time by playing backgammon for money. I was especially keen to do this when I learned that my nephew hadn't really played backgammon before. Oh, he could use his physical strength to win five pounds off me at tennis, but my old brain is not worn out just yet. I sensed that I might be winning my money back. 
 
   As we played, the mist started to lift very slowly. I could almost make out the sea. There were houses on the hillside. 
 
   Sometimes I told Andy when he was making a foolish move, to help him learn to be better, but mainly I didn't because I saw the chance of making enough money to see me through the rest of my holiday. As a caring Uncle I thought it was my duty to show him that gambling doesn't pay. I also thought of the smug smile he had given me as I handed over the five pounds after the tennis match, which also made me feel less inclined to tell him about his mistakes. 
 
   I stood to make tens of pounds! 
 
   The mist lifted further and I could feel the warmth of the sun on my skin. Maybe this wasn't going to be such a gloomy holiday after all. Andy went up the beach to look for his mum and dad, but couldn't find them. The fleecing… I mean the backgammon continued. 
 
   I noticed that my arms and legs were going slightly pink. I was a bit concerned because I hadn't put on sun cream (it seemed foolish in the fog) and my sister had all the beach stuff. But you can't get burnt in the fog, right? 
 
   By the time we went to look for Jill and Dick again the mist was mainly gone. It had been quite beautiful and unique to see the bay revealed bit by bit, having never been here before (perhaps there is a quiz show in this. It could be called Where am I?, though it might be a bit heavily based on locating places with mist and finding contestants who haven't been there before). Small pockets of mist clung to the sand and Dick was right, the view was amazing. 
 
   We found Jill and Dick up the beach and they immediately remarked on how pink I was looking. My skin was tingling in a slightly unpleasant manner. “Why didn't you put on any sun cream?” asked Jill. 
 
   “Because it was foggy. And because you had the sun cream and I was looking after your child.” 
 
   I had been unlucky. 
 
   The rest of the day on the beach was OK, but I was increasingly uncomfortable. By bedtime I was in quite some pain. 
 
   I couldn't sleep and when I woke up I found I was not able to walk without some small degree of agony. 
 
   It was preferable to having my testicle at three times its normal size, but only just. More preferable would be one beach holiday where I wasn't injured. 
 
   Still, by the end of the day I had won seventeen pounds of my nephew's hard-earned pocket money. Which seemed to make my sacrifice worthwhile. 
 
   Though in my current state he could win that back quite quickly on the tennis court. 
 
   I joke about this competition with my nephew, but I was genuinely smarting from the tennis defeat and really seeing this as an opportunity to take my revenge, as well as steal money from a fifteen-year-old. I deserved all the pain I got. 
 
    
 
   Friday 8th August
 
   There is a hand-embroidered sign up in the lounge of our holiday cottage which says:
 
   “Christ is the head of this house, the unseen guest at every meal, the silent listener to every conversation.” 
 
   Now is it just me or does that make Jesus sound a bit sinister? Head of the house, fair enough. He's the Son of God, so technically that would make him pretty much in charge of all the houses. Though I don't suspect he goes around bragging about it. “I am the head of a cottage in Woolacombe, you know?” 
 
   He probably goes on more about being the King of the Universe, or the chosen one, or the co-author of the best selling book in the world. If He ever brags about anything. Which He doesn't, clearly. He is modest about His achievements. He probably appreciates that someone thinks of Him as the head of their house, but however good He is, he's got to be thinking, “Yeah, and the rest mate.” He's only human. 
 
   “The unseen guest at every meal” is a bit more worrying though. It implies He's hiding somewhere in the house, watching everyone eating. That's a bit strange. I wouldn't be able to enjoy the bounty that Jesus's dad had provided, because I'm worrying about where Jesus is looking at us from. Is He in the heating duct? Or crouched behind the sofa? Why is He so interested in watching us eat? 
 
   Especially given that He is a guest. He's been invited to eat by the owner of the house and yet He insists on doing this peculiar hiding-and-watching pantomime. Presumably the owner of the house has made enough food for Jesus (He is a guest after all), but Jesus doesn't do the polite thing and sit down and eat it. Or ring up and say He can't make it today, so maybe invite a poor child over to eat the food instead. 
 
   No, Jesus turns up for dinner, then hides and watches as the food that's been cooked for Him goes cold and is then thrown in the bin. I might be wrong, but I can only imagine that Jesus is laughing at this wastage. It's the only way to make sense of Him being there, but not making His presence known. Worse still, He knows that everyone else knows He's there (there's a sign up, for His sake), but presumably gets some glee out of the fact that no one can say anything about His rudeness for fear of annoying His dad. It's an abuse of power and not dissimilar to something that Nero might do. 
 
   The worst one though is “the silent listener to every conversation”. Up to now He's just looked like a bit of a prankster, abusing His position as head of the house to have a bit of fun with the people who live under His roof. Now He's not only hiding and wasting food, He's snooping on everything anyone says. Look, OK, that's His job and it must be tough and unbelievably boring (I have enough problems listening to just one person's conversation most of the time, so to listen to the inane bollocks of everyone in the world must be Hell), but it's the addition of the word “silent” that makes it a truly chilling idea. Jesus is hiding, holding His breath and listening to all the things we say. 
 
   If there was a Jesus, I would like to think of Him as being a happy, forgiving kind of fella, who doesn't judge and occasionally does a magic trick to cheer His mates up. According to the embroidery, He is some kind of malevolent Mrs Mangel[51] figure. There is a definite threat behind the words. It's saying “Jesus is in charge, He's clearly slightly mental, so watch what you say or HE'LL GET YOU!” 
 
   He has already smited me with the worst sunburn I've ever had, and I haven't even said anything that bad about Him in His house yet. Though maybe stealing money from my poor nephew has angered Him. Or the fact that I didn't bother to make Him a bacon sandwich (to throw away) this morning. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday 9th August
 
   The brief break in Woolacombe is over, but my leg is still in agony (but only when I stand still) to remind me of my adventures. 
 
   I had a stopover in Cheddar before heading off for the next leg of my holiday. 
 
   Andy played me at Fifa 2003 on the PS2 and whooped my ass big-stylee (as I believe a young person might have said two years ago). 
 
   To be fair to him he did initially let me be Germany, while he was a team from the lower reaches of the Spanish second division. They were rubbish, so he was only beating me by score-lines of 3-0 (I missed a penalty) or 3-1. I could cope with this. 
 
   Then he said I was good enough, so he became Inter Milan. I switched allegiances to France. Now the games became somewhat more one-sided. His cocky swagger I remembered from the tennis match returned. The crowing. The humiliation. He won 6-0 and then 8-0. His ruthless obliteration of me was a bit over the top I thought. He didn't need to walk the ball into the net. He didn't need to laugh at me as I failed to dispossess him, or to use his goalkeeper to run up field to have a punt at goal. 
 
   I got angry with him and told him he was being childish and stupid. I realised immediately that I was being childish and stupid and also hypocritical. Although I had given him a few more chances at backgammon and occasionally made a very risky move in order to give him a hope of winning, I had been similarly brutal[52]. 
 
   I said he should take into account that I hadn't played the game before. He quite fairly observed that he hadn't really played backgammon before. I had refused to bet with him on Fifa 2003 because of my novice status. He again made the comparison. I told him he had the freedom to refuse the bet (to be honest, a novice can win at backgammon through luck and that isn't possible with Fifa 2003). But my protestations stuck in my throat. 
 
   As it happens I had always intended to give him money for his victory to make us even (taking into account his tennis victory) but it surprised me how despite this there was a teenage part of me that couldn't cope with the scale of the inevitable defeat. 
 
   I guess there's a fifteen-year-old in us all that never quite leaves us. 
 
   Everyone remarks that me and Andrew are very similar. 
 
   I just hope his own fifteen-year-old nephew will one day whip his arse at some unimaginable game of the future (I think it will probably be set in space, but beyond that I don't know). 
 
   Perhaps he will handle his defeat with more grace than I did. Or possibly he will go with the option that I contemplated (and rejected in favour of walking out the room), and punch him in the face, before then running away before the young buck can punch him back. 
 
   This isn't even a joke. I was that pathetic. 
 
    
 
   Sunday 10th August
 
   Heading up to the Lake District today for the second leg of my holiday, which involves a caravan, a couple of tents and my mum, dad, brother and niece. I am going camping. I feel I am unlikely to feature in the pages of Hello magazine in the near future. 
 
   In the men's toilet in the BP garage at Lancaster North services on the northbound carriageway of the M6, someone had made an effort to brighten things up. About three quarters of the way up the wall above the sink was a quite fancy, twirly holding device made of metal. Within its rings someone had placed a plastic pint glass about a quarter full of dirty water. In this water they had then added a raggedy bunch of yellow carnations. Admittedly some of them were more brown than yellow as they had past their prime. And a couple of the carnations had fallen on to the urine-sprinkled floor. 
 
   Although I appreciated the effort, it did seem a slightly jarring image. Who had done this and why? The holder looked like it was intended to hold some kind of decoration, possibly even a jar of flowers, but the plastic pint glass seemed an inappropriate receptacle. And the flowers themselves should have been binned at least two or three days previously. So was this an attempt to brighten up the lives of male motorists who needed to get petrol and use the toilet and were travelling north, possibly to Carlisle? Or was it some kind of Situationist art installation designed to highlight the grottiness of the lavatory? You'd think if the staff had put the flowers in to cheer us up, that they would have changed them when they started to rot, and tidied up any flowers that fell on the floor, or at least that they would have put the flowers in a vase. So the pint glass, the dirty water and the dead flowers must surely have been put in by someone not connected with BP, who (possibly on an earlier trip) had noticed the swirly metal holder and thought, “What can I put in that?” 
 
   On their next journey they had brought the pint glass and some flowers that their wife (or boyfriend if they were gay – not that all gays love flowers, I'm just trying to be politically correct and accidentally proving that I am not) and then arranged them deliberately badly in this offensive way. 
 
   Because they knew exactly what effect this would have. Men would come into the toilet, notice the flowers, think “Ah, nice touch, good old BP. Not the evil oil exploiters we thought. That's really cheered me up!” Then they would go for a wee or a poo or a wank or some sex if they were gay (see above) and then when they came back to wash their hands they would look at the flowers properly, see that they were dead and in a pint glass and strewn over the floor. This would bring them down to earth with a bump, they would realise that far from being in some kind of swish, posh toilet that had flowers in it, they were in an unpleasant khazi at Lancaster North services (not even the one in the services, the one in the garage) and that this thing of potential beauty, like all things in their life, was rotten and ugly and dead and swimming in foetid water that probably had some faeces in it. 
 
   They would leave the toilet much more unhappy than when they came in and consequently decide not to buy an overpriced bottle of Diet Coke and a Special K bar and in fact never visit a BP garage again. 
 
   If you think about it, it is the only explanation. And for me at least they succeeded. 
 
   I would be interested to hear though if the flowers are a regular feature, so if you're passing by (and are a man, gay or heterosexual) then do have a look and drop me a line. 
 
   Be prepared to have your will to live destroyed, however. 
 
   I like this entry. Often around this time I struggled to think of what I could write about. I'd sit and scratch my head and really have to work to think of anything unusual or interesting or amusing that had occurred to me in the previous twenty-four hours. I am pretty sure I was struggling on this day and then suddenly that tiny detail popped into my head and something that would have passed unnoticed and unremarked-upon gets a tiny nod of recognition. And I managed to conjure up a comedic notion from quite unpromising source material. This, at its best, is what this blog is all about. And I still remember those flowers.
 
    
 
   Monday 11th August
 
   Despite my still painful leg (it actually only hurts when I stand still, bizarrely) I went for an eight-mile walk with my brother and niece up a great big hill. 
 
   Like building patios, this has been the kind of thing I have been lacking in the last few months of constant writing (and trying to write). It's a much better workout than even anything Nelson could devise - I mean my personal trainer, not the historical figure for any non-regulars (Not to say Horatio wouldn't have had his own exercise video if he lived in this day and age) - and yet it is somehow relaxing and invigorating at the same time. Looking behind me over the hills and lakes made my spirits soar. I'd been worried I wouldn't be able to keep up with my family, who have been running up and down mountains all week, but I proved myself to be practically as fit as my twelve-year-old niece. I reckon I could probably take her at tennis too! 
 
   We stopped by a tarn for our lunch. That's a big pond up a mountain to those of you who (like me twenty-four hours ago) don't know. There was no one else around, and apart from the occasional plane passing over, it was totally quiet. There was an island in the middle of the tarn. I decided that I would like to build a house on it and live there. Solitude in such a beautiful place would not be so bad, though I'd hate to be the paperboy who had my house on his route. 
 
   It might not be such fun in the winter, but at least it would guarantee my being dubbed Britain's most eccentric person. 
 
   Especially if I also wore an unusual hat. 
 
   No man is an island, but I think there's certainly a part of me that wants to live on one. I am aware that I already do. But I want to live on one alone. To be the king of all I survey. It doesn't have to be a big island either. 
 
   When I was on holiday in Thailand in early 2001, my girlfriend of the time and a couple of her friends stayed in beach huts on a comparatively isolated island called Trat[53]. We were there for three or four weeks and one night I noticed that at around midnight as the moon was rising over the hill behind our hut, a small bank of sand was formed a few yards out to sea because of the unusual currents going on. It was a tiny island of sand. For the few nights that the tidal conditions were right I would wade out to this secret temporary country that belonged to me, with a beach chair and sit and survey the sky and the progress of the moon. I was the king and all the citizens of this magical land, and I occasionally stayed out there in silent (and drunken) contemplation for an hour or so. 
 
   It was great. Though I suppose what made it really good was that I didn't have to stay there all the time and I was within a few feet of other people. So when I was in the mood for company, or when the sea swelled and swallowed my domain (implying that as a king I was some kind of giant Cnut) and swamped my plastic throne, I could wade ashore. 
 
   I still think of those few days with fondness though. Within the week the island disappeared. Perhaps it was only there every thousand years, or possibly just on a monthly basis. They were calling me Chard at the time and so the island was imaginatively titled Chard Island. 
 
   Don't look on the maps. It is uncharted. If you should chance across it,  do not enter my domain under pain of death. 
 
   I was glad I wasn't on my own. My niece lives in France so I haven't seen her for ages and it was good to spend some time with her. 
 
   Though my belief that I will one day prove myself to be brave and heroic in a time of crisis took another (almost literal) battering later on the walk when we encountered a ram wandering on the slopes. It was clearly in a bit of distress as it was head-butting an iron gate. It turned, saw us approaching, lowered its head, paused and then began to charge. 
 
   Rather than leaping in front of my tiny niece, I backed off saying, "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!!" My brother and Emily stayed rooted to the spot. 
 
   The ram obviously realised he was being foolhardy (probably terrified by my swearing) and stopped in its tracks and ran away. 
 
   Not only did I have to apologise for my potty mouth (and I couldn't say "Excuse my French" to Emily, because she is French and thus knows that "fuck" is not a part of her language), I had to acknowledge that I had been frightened by a sheep. 
 
   So as long as the heroic situation I find myself in does not involve a swan[54] or a lamb I might still be OK. 
 
   This story would later appear in truncated form in my next live show The Twelve Tasks of Hercules Terrace. I still often think about Chard Island, escaping the world and watching the moon traversing the night sky. The detail I don't include here is that at the time I always hoped that the woman who was staying in the next beach hut along would somehow spot me and decide to wade out and make love to me on the sand, as my then girlfriend slept. The woman somehow managed to resist making love with me on a bank of sand with a plastic chair on it in the middle of the sea.
 
   We should all be granted a Chard Island, which appears magically for just a few hours and where the rules of civilized society and convention hold no sway.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 12th August
 
   If you ever visit Keswick then you MUST visit the Pencil Museum… 
 
   Is surprisingly not the slogan of the Keswick Tourist Board. 
 
   I was alone in Keswick today and had some time on my hands. I noticed a lot of signs for the Pencil Museum and thought I had to go for three reasons; 
 
   1) I needed to see what was in it. And if it was more than just one pencil with a sign saying, “A Pencil”. I found it hard to imagine how it would be possible to devote an entire museum just to the pencil. Surely a fairly modern invention, not something that has greatly changed history. Would they include pens? Hopefully not. It is a pencil museum. 
 
   2) The last museum I visited was a Penis Museum. Perhaps it would be possible for me to visit all the museums that start with the letters “pen”. The Pen Museum, the Pen Museum (this time not the writing implement, but the female swan), the Penicillin Museum, the Pendant Museum, the Penultimate Museum (a museum of all the second-to-last things in the world – that would be quite good actually, might open it myself)… you get the idea.[55] 
 
   3) A visit to a Pencil Museum would be a no-brainer for a Warming Up entry. I am on holiday. I don't want to waste hours scratching my head thinking about things to write when I could be going out and having fun (and visiting other museums based on very specific and yet mundane everyday objects). I just needed to go to the Pencil Museum, have a nose around for five minutes, make a couple of fatuous observations which would provide fodder for a brief mockery of the poor tourist attraction and then I wouldn't have to worry about seeing something genuinely amusing. 
 
   The easily-pleased readers of my website would be pleased (as is their wont) and I could spend the rest of the day reading about Samuel Pepys and wondering if he ever did anything similar when he couldn't be arsed to write about the turbulent times of the 17th Century. Did they even have pencils in the 17th Century? I was about to find out. 
 
   Disappointingly, the Pencil Museum was attached to a pencil factory. I had been hoping it was run by a man who was just really interested in pencils, rather than it being some kind of commercial facility designed to make people buy pencils. 
 
   Things started well. The entrance fee was only £2.50 and for that you also got a free pencil. It would serve as a souvenir. I could look at that pencil in the future and remember my trip to the pencil museum. Perhaps if I kept the pencil long enough, it would one day be an antique and might become an exhibit in this museum. You have to dream.[56]
 
   I was also given a leaflet, which opened with the words “The Derwent Pencil Museum is the only attraction in the world devoted exclusively to the rich and fascinating history of the pencil.” 
 
   I thought, “Yes, there is probably a reason why it's the only one isn't there?” Because nobody else thinks the pencil is worth devoting an entire museum to. There are probably other museums that include a pencil or two, but they have realised they have to put some other stuff in the museum as well, because pencils aren't interesting enough to maintain a whole museum on its own. And “rich and fascinating history”? Well we're about to see just how rich and fascinating it is. Is it rich and fascinating or is it just that a man invented a pencil and then some people used pencils for drawing and for putting things in their diaries that aren't totally confirmed?
 
   Were my expectations to be subverted? Was the pencil museum going to be the best museum in the world and unexpectedly rich and fascinating? 
 
   No, of course it wasn't, you idiot. 
 
   The museum started with a walk through a replica of the Borrowdale mine where graphite was first discovered. Sounds quite exciting, but in fact it mainly consisted of a dummy of a man with a hammer and chisel supposedly mining graphite. But his face was all crushed in because of all the visitors who had punched him on their way in and his legs looked like tights stuffed with old pants. I tried to work out who he reminded me of, and then I realises he looked very much like that bloke they found in the Alps who had been trapped in a glacier for 5000 years and who was all crushed and leathery[57]. 
 
   Which would have been OK, but he had nothing to do with pencils. He never even saw one. 
 
   Because I later discovered pencils were invented in around about 1500AD, after the discovery of graphite. In fact the person recognised as the first pencil maker was John Ladyman. I bet he got teased at school. Not for inventing pencils – he wouldn't have invented them by then – but because he had a name that made it easy to question his masculinity. I wonder if he thought, “One day I'll show them. I am going to invent the pencil. It'll be a bit like a pen, but not quite as good.” 
 
   The person we should be celebrating is the man who invented the eraser. He gave the pencil a purpose. 
 
   But there was no mention of him in the Pencil Museum. Of course not. The eraser is the enemy of the pencil. The pencil's nemesis. So they wouldn't mention the eraser inventor. It was as if he'd been rubbed out of history. 
 
   To be honest I couldn't get up much enthusiasm for the rest of the museum. It wasn't that it was bad, just that I'm not interested enough in pencils to spend more than five minutes looking at exhibits which mainly involve pencils. I was shown how pencils have changed over the last two centuries and concluded that they hadn't changed very much. They also showed you how you get the “lead” in the pencil. But that exhibit had a lot of people standing in front of it and I couldn't be bothered to wait. Because I'm not that interested in pencils. 
 
   You might think that that's my own fault. That if I don't like pencils then I shouldn't go to a museum which is obviously dedicated to the pencil. But they'd drawn me in[58]. I'd been more interested to see how it was possible to make a museum about pencils which wasn't really boring. I had to find out. Of course what I discovered is that it wasn't possible. They'd made a museum about pencils which was really boring (and incidentally also included some pen nibs to try and fill things out a bit, which I think is cheating). 
 
   There was a thirteen-minute film about pencils to watch. And they had made it more exciting by putting an excerpt from the cartoon The Snowman at the end. Because “The Snowman” had been drawn using pencils. That's how tenuous it was becoming. OK, I'll be fair, it was drawn with pencils from the factory that we were next to, but still. 
 
   As far as I could see, the only time a pencil had made any impact on history was during World War Two when the factory manufactured special pencils with maps and compasses hidden in them to assist escaping POWs. So when they'd made pencils that weren't actually meant to be used as pencils. And how many people escaped using these pencils. The museum doesn't know saying it's impossible to say because officially the pencils didn't exist. 
 
   Surely it would have been possible to ask any POWs who escaped whether they had used the pencils. 
 
   I think what happened is that the POWs received the pencils in their Red Cross packages, said “Oh great, they've sent us pencils” and then thrown the pencils away. 
 
   I saw the biggest working pencil ever made. It was 7ft high. I would argue that that is too big to be of any use. 
 
   I had been in the Pencil Museum for almost eight minutes and I had learnt all I needed to know about pencils. I was down £2.50, but up one pencil. 
 
   But I think the crushed graphite miner/ice man figure was worth the entrance fee alone. I just hope they don't use any of the money I've given them to repair it. 
 
   If you want to know more about the pencil museum or feel your knowledge of pencils is inadequate then please visit the Cumberland Pencil Museum's website at http://www.pencils.co.uk 
 
   You'd think the Internet would also be the enemy of the pencil, but they have cleverly turned it into a friend of pencils. One day, be warned, the machines will rise up and destroy their pencil overlords. Or people will just get bored of pencils. 
 
   I am thinking of trying to visit every museum to a specific but uninteresting thing in the world. Please email me if you know of one I might like to look at. I am then going to open a museum that is devoted only to these museums and call it “The Museum Museum”. I am taking bookings for the spring of 2004. 
 
   As so often, being on holiday means that you get bumper Warming Up entries, mainly I guess because I am in a state of sensory overload, with stuff actually happening to me, rather than sitting in my attic, wanking over porn. It's the curse of the writer that taking a break will actually lead to you having loads of ideas, but I was clearly enjoying writing these blogs and they are noticeably brighter in tone. It was lovely to be spending time with my family, seeing my nephews and nieces growing up, and just being away from my new, unloved home.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 13th August
 
   I was thinking of writing a book called My Family and Other Idiots.[59] 
 
   I wonder if it is just me and my family who are idiots, or whether everyone in the world is an idiot and you only spot it in your family because you spend so much time with them. The other people you meet can mask their real idiocy and idiosyncrasy because you only interact with them for a few hours a day, but your family (and you yourself) don't have that luxury. We see each other at our eccentric best and our annoying worst. 
 
   Which means you're allowed to be incredibly rude to each other. 
 
   Is that what love boils down to? 
 
   My family are all idiots in a good way, but as we played cards together tonight, all shouting and talking nonsense and pretending to take it seriously and occasionally taking it too seriously, I did wonder whether we were all in fact mental. Maybe all families aren't like this. If they were, I'd have been able to hear the same kind of noises coming from all the other caravans. 
 
   All I could hear was a sort of embarrassed silence. 
 
   The silence said “Aren't the family in that caravan weird?” 
 
   That's OK though. I would hate to be considered normal by caravanners. I was sleeping in a tent, so that's OK. 
 
   If my family are all mental and if we are all idiots, then I like it that way. It's been great spending time with the two branches of my mental idiots. I don't see them enough. 
 
   Off to Edinburgh tomorrow. Wonder what that will be like. 
 
   I think maybe my family are a little bit more off-kilter than some and I recall feeling a bit embarrassed by the arguments we were having with our parents in that caravan. But me and my brother regressing to our teenage selves whenever we spent time with our parents was one of the things I would go on to explore in my ITV comedy drama You Can Choose Your Friends.
 
    
 
   Thursday 14th August
 
   It is good to note that charities have finally realised the value of attractive young people. It is difficult to walk down a high street these days without being collared by some handsome/pretty student who is attempting to get you to create a direct debit giving money to some worthy cause. 
 
   In the sixties some cult sent out pretty women to have sex with men and then try to convert them to their cause in what was called "Flirty Fishing". Personally I won't sign up for any of these charity schemes until the girls (or boys, if I am gay) trying to persuade me are prepared to go all the way. 
 
   Like most of you I choose to walk past these do-gooders, pretending that I am just too busy to stop, but I am sure that some people are lured in by those idealistic young eyes, unspoilt by scepticism and pain. Doubtless many people have signed on the dotted line in the hope of impressing these youngsters, thinking maybe it might lead to a date. 
 
   So charity benefits from the desperation of sad and lonely men (because I suspect it is mainly men who fall into the trap). 
 
   I'd quite like to test my theory by sending out a group of attractive, young students with clipboards and forms promoting my new charity "Kill the Children". I will give the volunteers some spiel to give out to any people who stop, and see if the beauty of youth can convince people that the murder of children is a good way to solve the world's problems. Essentially it may be a little brutal, but short-term solutions aren't working. The only way to stop poverty is to systematically and painlessly put the poor children to sleep. 
 
   Did you know that for just 20p a day we can provide enough poison to kill all the urchins in a Bangladeshi village. Another pound will pay for a man with a big stick to go and club some babies with whooping cough to death. 
 
   And so on. 
 
   Would the prettiness of a young dreadlocked white girl's eyes be enough to convince an otherwise sane person to part with money to support this abhorrent scheme? 
 
   It's a shame The 11 o'clock Show isn't still on. I could sell the idea to them. 
 
   If it works I think I'll set up my other charity, "Guide Dogs for the Drunk". Every pub in the land could have a couple ready to take the sots of the world home after a hard night. 
 
   After just one night in Edinburgh I could certainly do with one. 
 
   I guess charity muggers or “chuggers” as these students became known were a relatively new phenomenon back then. It's a popular subject for stand-up these days, but I quite like this take on it.
 
    
 
   Friday 15th August
 
   The most striking change about Edinburgh this year, and one that I thought I was prepared for, is the disappearance of the original Gilded Balloon. 
 
   I got a taxi today. It went down the hill that used to have the Gilded Balloon at the end of it, and even though I was more than aware it had been burnt and then demolished, I have to say I was still surprised by its eerie absence. 
 
   Where there used to be drunks and comics being heckled off (including myself on a couple of occasions) there was now just some rubble and a bit of wall. 
 
   It's clearly a bit of a tourist attraction (nothing on the scale of the Pencil Museum of course) as people stop to look at the thing that is no longer there. 
 
   It's hard to imagine how it all fit in to such a small space and is also interesting to work out how the floors above became the shops (and I think an amusement arcade) on the road above. 
 
   I never had that much fondness for Late and Live after my experiences there as a young man, but it still brought a lump to my throat. OK, so the building had facilitated a bad heckling for me, but it didn't deserve this. 
 
   I noticed that the boards that had been put up around the site had been partially covered in posters for shows. 
 
   There is no time for mourning in Edinburgh. The death of a venue soon becomes another advertising opportunity. 
 
   It seemed a strangely apt image for this festival city. 
 
   The Edinburgh Fringe of 1988 had been a tough one for me and for the Oxford Revue that I had been a part of. The things that happened to me that year had a lasting psychological impact, on my attitudes towards my job and on my own confidence to perform. A horrible experience of being heckled off by all the comedians in town at the Gilded Balloon would be central to that. I wrote about it in Warming Up on 7th August 2005, so you can read about it here: http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=1003 
 
    
 
   Saturday 16th August
 
   Despite having pretty much entirely new staff every year and despite the fact that the menu presumably has altered a bit in the last ten years, the one constant in this ever-changing festival is the smell in the Pasta Bar at the Pleasance. 
 
   It's a very pervasive smell and one that, unusually for a place that is serving food, is extraordinarily unpleasant. 
 
   Just smelling the food makes me feel nauseous, so one can only imagine what actually eating it will do. In fact I don't have to imagine, as I have eaten there in the past, and if memory serves me correctly it actually did make me ill. 
 
   I wouldn't go in there, but because few people know about it, and those that do are presumably put off entering because of the stink, it is much easier to get served for drinks in there than in any of the other overflowing bars at the Pleasance. 
 
   Amazingly a few people do go and eat the food (I can only imagine they have no sense of smell) but the Pasta Bar is never going to build up a loyal following, mainly because a high proportion of its patrons will be (possibly coincidentally) killed by botulism within the week. 
 
   My tip to make the Pasta Bar into a success would be to turn it into some kind of gross-out theatrical experience. Charge people to enter and pay actors to eat the food in front of the astonished audience's face. 
 
   It already smells like one of those tourist attractions, which has authentically created the smell of a medieval village cesspit. 
 
   So do go and visit it this year, for your last chance to experience this for free. 
 
   Although the room still serves as a café, the Pasta Bar, and Cath who ran it, are no longer at the Pleasance. 
 
   This blog is a little mean spirited. I spent many hours in this Pasta Bar in Fringes of the '90s and Cath was always friendly to me. It was quite odd being up at the Fringe and not performing and I was unsettled by that fact and perhaps taking out my frustration on a place that had once meant something to me. I had planned to sleep on the floor in other performers' flats and had done so on the first night, but had found it too strange and uncomfortable and also more pertinently realised that I wouldn't be able to bring girls back to a lounge floor so found a hotel instead. Fringe time is usually filled with drunken escapades and attempts at seduction. This year I had received encouragement from a friend of a friend, who was blowing hot when we had nowhere to go, but then very cold when I had got myself a room. The peace of mind I had found with my family was replaced by angst and drunkenness and a few furtive fumblings. But I was a bit too drunk and it wasn't really much fun and just made me more unhappy. Where was Chard Island when I needed it?
 
   Sunday 17th August
 
   The weird thing about doing this is that people read it. 
 
   And then they come up to me and I don't know them, but they know loads of things about me. 
 
   Often it takes me a second to work out why. 
 
   A woman in the Pleasance came up to me today and said, "How's your leg?" 
 
   Now for a second that seems like a weird question to be asked by a stranger. She had no clipboard. She wasn't about to try and fleece me for some leg based charity by adding, "Because did you know that one in five people in Britain today have a sore leg and/or legs?" etc. 
 
   I realised she was referring to my sunburn. I told her it was much better now. 
 
   I didn't tell her the details of how my leg was looking, because that would be personal. But I will tell you, oh secret diary, and no one will ever know. 
 
   After giving me a good deal of discomfort for over a week, it is now no longer painful but has reached a wonderful stage of peeling which almost makes the whole experience worthwhile. 
 
   It is no ordinary burn, so it is no ordinary peeling. The entire top layer of my skin has become plasticated (I said plasticated, oh yes you can read). It is not like skin at all, but rather some brittle kind of greaseproof paper that has been in the oven and now breaks when you touch it. 
 
   It is freaky. 
 
   I am like some kind of Terminator (the old-style one that couldn't just repair itself immediately, obviously) except that I do not possess superhuman strength or much of a desire to kill all the women in the phone book who share the same name. 
 
   This is great fun of course, because now I can try to pull off strips of my own skin with no pain. Sometimes it breaks quickly and sometimes I can get quite a lot off before the weird plasto-skin shatters and fragments. 
 
   It's like being a torturer from the olden days, except you're not hurting anyone and you are torturing yourself for some reason, perhaps trying to find out from yourself where you left your keys. You must know, so why aren't you telling yourself. Perhaps this will refresh your memory. Oh no, it won't, because it doesn't hurt and it's actually quite freaky and fun. 
 
   Then I can take the bits of dead plastic skin and surreptitiously drop them into the salad bowls in the Pleasance Pasta Bar. 
 
   And sit back and watch as people unwittingly eat my plasticised skin. 
 
   Sorry I wouldn't do that really. 
 
   Would I? 
 
   No. 
 
   There would be no point. My plasticised skin would be more appetising and easier to chew than anything in those salads anyway. 
 
   When I was in the Pasta Bar today I wondered if anyone working there had read this diary. 
 
   I'm probably getting worse than plasticised skin in my drinks aren't I? 
 
   That plasticated skin was all kinds of fun, though I was slightly concerned that I might have done myself long-term damage. So far, leg cancer has not developed.
 
    
 
   Monday 18th August
 
   Much of my adult life seems concerned with settling scores from my childhood. 
 
   Not that I'm taking revenge on people who've crossed me. It's more about childhood games that defeated me. 
 
   I refer you to CNPS. 
 
   But the other big one is retro video games that I never completed as a child (because I never had enough 10ps, and I'm talking about when some 10ps were two shillings and still had the picture of the king on them), but can now have another go at because you can get them on your computer or Gameboy. 
 
   Scramble was a big one for me. It was quite obscure and never seemed to appear on any retro compilations. But I had loved it as a kid, though never finished it. I always came a cropper in the tunnels (though you should never fly a helicopter in such a confined space). Unlike Phil Fry who could go round about eight times before he got bored and deliberately crashed (yeah, but he nearly didn't get into that porn film though[60]... but then did. Oh). 
 
   A few months ago, Scramble came out on the Gameboy and I was able to have another crack at it and finally triumph over the essentially useless game. 
 
   I discovered the trick to getting through the tunnel was to pull left on your joystick. Thanks a lot Phil. You could have told me that. 
 
   And I beat Scramble. Another demon slain. 
 
   Today I found a Gameboy game that included the racing game Outrun. I used to play this, funnily enough, in the old Fringe club in Edinburgh. It had a seat and everything. It was ace. 
 
   But I never got beyond the second checkpoint. 
 
   Now I had the chance to rectify that defeat, and actually in the town that my disastrous performance mainly took place. 
 
   I resisted the opportunity to go down to the Fringe Club and sit in the part of the basement that the game had used to be in. 
 
   Instead I played it on the toilet in my hotel. 
 
   I was going to win and humiliate the Outrun game at the same time. 
 
   I thought it would take me ages, but on my very first go I got further than ever before and could see that it would only be a matter of hours before Outrun joins the pile of games that can no longer lord it over me (though to truly conquer it, I should go down every one of the possible routes to victory). 
 
   What will happen when all the childhood games are completed? How will I fill my adult days? 
 
   Perhaps I'll have to grow up. 
 
   Phil Fry was good at all video games and he consequently found himself in the adult world of work at sixteen. 
 
   Maybe once Outrun is finished I will have to get a proper job. 
 
   Perhaps it was I that had the power all along. 
 
   I understand that Pyrrhus was very good at computer games. 
 
   I tell you what, there was a lot more interesting stuff going on than me playing old style video games, but you wouldn't know it from the blog would you? With no show to distract me I could concentrate on drinking and talking to girls. I remember being hurt that the girl I had met at the beginning of my stay here was ignoring my calls (and in retrospect I am not surprised – I had totally failed to play it cool) but I was out and about and being fairly indiscriminate myself. Sometimes I can look back on some of my escapades as a single man with some pleasure, but this August I was still unhappy and too drunk and lonely and it all seems faintly tragic.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 19th August
 
   I have completed Outrun. 
 
   Taking the left turn all the way. 
 
   It was surprisingly easy. I might say disappointingly so. 
 
   Though there is an amusing cartoon at the end where the "man" you play is thrown in the air by a jubilant crowd of men. Then a lady in a bikini walks across and all the men are distracted and drop you. 
 
   Presumably causing you serious injury. 
 
   Thus do we see how victory and defeat often walk hand-in-hand. How we may strive for something for so many years and yet find that the prize is not worth the having. If only I had never completed the game then I would not have been thrown in the air and dropped by a group of enthusiastic and lecherous men. I was happier when I hadn't completed the game. But now the damage is done. There is no way back. 
 
   Oh Vanitas Vanitatum[61]. 
 
   Yup, let's just ignore all the other stuff. Good call. This was probably the night I spent three hours chatting up a girl who turned out not to be interested, but I then left the bar and caught up with someone else whom I'd only briefly talked to and managed to snog her instead. Oh you romantic Casanova. But to be fair the girl I snogged was also aware and unconcerned by my late switch of allegiance. 
 
    
 
   Wednesday 20th August
 
   I was sitting outside the City Cafe having a drink with Jon and Rob from Avalon (my evil management agency) when an extremely drunk man staggered up the pavement beside us. 
 
   He wasn't just merry or even rather sloshed. It was 7:15 in the evening and he was as drunk as it is possible to be without finding yourself face down in the road. He was at most one drink away from being face down in the road. 
 
   He was around about forty (though maybe younger and just ravaged by alcohol) and rather brawny and scary. My heart sunk as he attempted to catch our eye. About twelve years ago I caught the eye of a similarly drunk man and ended up lying on the pavement with him kicking me in my head. 
 
   I had accidentally laughed at something someone else had said, just as I looked in his direction to see him punching his friend in the face. "Do you think that's funny? Me hitting my friend?" He had somewhat confusingly said. 
 
   It didn't matter that I didn't. 
 
   Luckily, prompt intervention from others prevented my brain being spilt on the pavement. 
 
   If that had happened, my Warming Up entries might be slightly less amusing these days and mainly be about being fed through a drip. 
 
   Back in the present day the man addressed us, "Which way is Princes Street?" 
 
   From his accent it was clear that he was local, but when you are this drunk it doesn't matter if you know the town you're in. Everything is unfamiliar. Ah, the wonders of booze. 
 
   We pointed him in the right direction, though we were all aware that he had a fair way to go and that it seemed unlikely that he would make it. 
 
   There were after all, a few pubs on the way. 
 
   Maybe he didn't want to go there anyway. Maybe he was just looking for friends. Because then he pointed at Rob who has short, cropped hair and asked me, "What's the difference between him and Edinburgh?" 
 
   I said I didn't know. 
 
   He replied, "Edinburgh has a fringe." 
 
   Now it may not be the greatest joke of all time, but for a man in that state of inebriation to formulate a gag that actually made sense was quite some achievement. 
 
   I wondered if this was some kind of satirical street theatre. Despite his jolly manner, was the true intent of this local's jape to protest against the invasion of his city by these poncy theatre groups? Was he decrying the fact that Edinburgh has a fringe? Was he saying to Rob, "You sir, don't have a fringe, so why does my town have to have one? Can you not see your own hypocrisy?" 
 
   Was his drunkenness just an act? Was it a metaphor for what all these unwelcome visitors were doing to his city? If so, there are an awful lot of similar satirists on the streets of Edinburgh. 
 
   Or was he just roaming the streets doing his joke, aware that eventually he would tell it to someone in TV who might sign him up for his own series. In fact he had hit pay dirt as he was performing his joke to one of the country's top comedy managers. 
 
   As he zigzagged off down the street, Jon and Rob did indeed comment on how impressive his joke was in the circumstances. If only he had left a flyer or something, I could have found myself bumping into that bloke at the Avalon Christmas Party. 
 
   Interesting that once again I had managed to write about someone drunker and more messed up than me. 
 
   It was around this time that Rob from Avalon told me that he was running the Marathon for SCOPE. He suggested I give it a go too, saying the charity would guarantee me a place if I raised money for them. I said that I would think about it, but of course I eventually did just that and it was the start of my still ongoing association with the charity. So for all the seedy sadness of this week, at least something good came out of it all and my escape route from the mist that surrounded me was slowly forming.
 
    
 
   Thursday 21st August
 
   I left Edinburgh this afternoon after a thoroughly enjoyable hour watching John Hegley[62] reciting his funny and beautiful poetry. It was the perfect end to my stay, both entertaining and inspiring. If I could come back and do something half as good and life-affirming as this then I would be very happy. 
 
   Comedy doesn't have to be about hate and criticism or about righting wrongs. It can also be used for celebration. 
 
   He knocked his glass of water over and appealed for tissues from the audience. One lady gave him a nappy. It was wonderful. 
 
   And it was lucky that it wasn't a tampon. 
 
   The drive home is long and boring, even for someone like me who is still enjoying the relative novelty of being able to bomb around the country in his own little cocoon (not literally). I had intended to stop in the land of my fathers and spend the night in York, but for the second time in less than a year I arrived there to find that all the hotels were full. It was around 9pm, but it's only Thursday. You'd think someone would have taken me in. The receptionist at the Hilton was particularly rude and unhelpful (and I suspect did have rooms but didn't want me in her hotel because I am a bit too hairy and possibly smelly). I asked her if she could recommend any other hotels. She said they didn't have a phone arrangement with anyone else regarding vacancies. I said I merely wished to know where some other hotels might be, seeing as I was unable to stay at hers. She pointed vaguely down the street. I decided that I would boycott the Hilton chain from henceforth[63]. I do quite a lot of touring and so this decision will probably cost the hotel chain upwards of £200 in bookings in the next ten years. If you could make a similar decision (or tell anyone you know who stays in hotels to do so) then we could really make Mr. Hilton[64] pay for one of his staff's slight disinterest. 
 
   I decided to press on for home. I was pretty tired, but made it back without any serious risk of death by 1am. It felt like a long time since I'd been here. 
 
   As I walked through my front door I could hear someone hammering on the door of the house opposite. A familiar voice wailed "C'mon. Let me in." 
 
   I was home. 
 
   Incidentally I have been told by email that the Gameboy Advance version of Outrun is much easier than the arcade one. So much for my Pyrrhic victory. I've had a Pyrrhic Pyrrhic victory. Which means that everything is fine! 
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday 22nd August
 
   I was woken up at 8:23 by an alarm going off. It sounded like the alarm on my mobile phone. I didn't remember setting the alarm on my mobile phone. I thought this was weird. 
 
   The alarm rang for a brief time (presumably a minute) and then stopped of its own accord. Awake, but tired, I was aware that my phone alarm would only be on snooze and so if I didn't go and deactivate it, it would wake me again in a few minutes. 
 
   I went to find my phone. It was in my trousers downstairs, which immediately seemed odd, as the alarm had sounded closer than that. 
 
   I looked at the phone. It was on, but there was no alarm symbol on its screen and on checking I realised that the alarm had not been set. 
 
   So what had beeped and woken me up? 
 
   I got back into bed and was slightly troubled by this. I only have one other alarm clock and that is by my bed and had definitely not rung. The alarm had sounded too close and clear to have been coming from next door. So where had this alarm come from? 
 
   The more I thought about it, the more freaky this ghost alarm became. Had someone been sleeping in my house while I was away? Someone who got up at 8:23? Someone who hadn't realised I'd be back so soon, assuming that I would, as planned, have been staying the night in York? A town where, in my experience, most hotel receptionists are polite and helpful, but one of them was ever so slightly condescending and unhelpful. I say this for the benefit of the person on my guestbook who thinks I knock the service industry too much. The other receptionists I encountered yesterday did their best to help, looked through lists for me, and tellingly knew their hotels were full the minute I walked through the door, rather than slightly suspiciously looking at their computer to see if there were any vacancies. That's something you would know already surely. Almost like she knew there were rooms, but was going through the charade of looking so she didn't have to have this smelly and hairy man staying in her posh hotel.
 
   Someone who had thus had to flee when I arrived unexpectedly and had left their primed alarm clock hidden somewhere in my house? 
 
   Or maybe someone had just hidden the alarm clock in my house, in order to wake me up, because they felt it was wrong of me to have a go at people working in the service industry and other proper jobs, who would have to get up at the ungodly hour of 8:23. 
 
   Call me paranoid, but I am pretty certain that this person was the receptionist at the Hilton hotel in York, or one of her cohorts from the London Hilton. 
 
   I envisaged being woken up every day at 8:23 and having a minute to wake up enough to get out of bed and rush around and try and work out where this alarm clock is hidden. 
 
   If the interloper had hidden it cunningly enough then I would never have the time to find it. 
 
   Oh how their satire of me would come to torment me forever. 
 
   Then I realised that I could set my own alarm for 8:21, so that I could be awake and alert enough to track down the rogue alarm clock at 8:23. 
 
   Maybe I wouldn't get it the first day, but I'd be able to narrow down my search and would surely find it in seven days. 
 
   So the receptionist at the Hilton hotel in York would only cause me a week's worth of pain, rather than a lifetime's. Though at least she would have the added thrill of knowing that I would have to get up two minutes earlier for that week, so her scheme would have caused me even more temporary agony. 
 
   I couldn't get back to sleep with all these worries in my head. 
 
   Please let this nightmare be over. 
 
   Imagine having to get up at 8:23 every morning. 
 
   Surely no one has to do that in real life. 
 
   Do they? 
 
   This rather sprawling and paranoid entry (and I am aware that I was playing around with the idea of looking a bit crazy, but I think that maybe I actually was a bit mad) shows that the return to London had a bit of a negative effect on my psyche. My house, where genuine alarms would sometimes go off for no reason and ghost alarms would sometimes wake me up, was not a happy place for me. I must have been tired after that long drive and a bit unreasonably annoyed at the receptionist who hadn't wanted to help me. But I think I was just sad to be back in this house again, after this burst of socialising. The defence mechanism of joking about all this oddness might have been the thing that actually allowed me to hold on to my sanity. If I did.
 
    
 
   Saturday 23rd August
 
   I got one letter from the postman today. It was addressed to "The Pizza Lover" and had my address on it. 
 
   But I think it might have got to me even if it had just had "The Pizza Lover" written on it. 
 
   I wondered who would have the effrontery to address a letter to me in this way. Someone who knew me very well. I do after all, love pizza. Though I am surprised that this love for pizza has become so well known for the nickname "The Pizza Lover" to replace my actual name. 
 
   I just hoped it wasn't from a stranger. Such familiarity would be inappropriate. "Mr. The Pizza Lover" would be the least I could expect. 
 
   Unfortunately, the person who sent the missive chose to remain anonymous. There was no letter in the envelope. All it contained was two leaflets for my local Dominos pizza. 
 
   I can only presume that someone, aware of my love for pizza, had thought it would be a nice gesture to send me the leaflet for a pizza company, the produce of which I might like to sample. It was a nice gesture and it makes me wonder if I have a secret admirer. I don't think it would have been the Box Lady. She's moved away now (with all my boxes) and the envelope had a local postmark. 
 
   It was probably some kindly soul who goes around the neighbourhood looking through people's rubbish, working out what thing it is they love and then sending them information on how to easily acquire the object of their affections. 
 
   A bit like Michael Landon in Highway to Heaven[65], but more rubbish and leaflet based. 
 
   I'd like to thank the anonymous person who was kind enough to send me the leaflets and next time, do put a little note in telling me who you are and we can perhaps get together one evening to eat one of the pizzas that I love. 
 
   Though it was nice of you to recommend Dominos, I do have to say that I have already sampled their wares. In fact I ordered a pizza from them just a few weeks ago. But you weren't to know that. You probably didn't look through my rubbish that day. 
 
   I understand that a lot of companies keep records of their customers' addresses. Maybe next time you send me a leaflet you could ask to look through it to see if I'm already aware of that outlet. 
 
   Sorry if that sounds a bit ungrateful. Just trying to save you some time and unnecessary expense. 
 
    
 
   Sunday 24th August
 
   I was in conversation with Scarlett, the daughter of my friend Al, this afternoon. She was four yesterday. 
 
   Her mother had mentioned my new house and had reminded Scarlett that she'd been there and asked her what she thought of it. 
 
   "Your house is wee!" she laughed. Scarlett is not Scottish[66] and she was not casting aspersions on the size of my home. She was merely comparing it to urine. 
 
   I feigned shock and anger, "How dare you say that about my lovely home?" 
 
   "Your house is bum," she added, having clearly grasped the concept that comparing things to naughty objects and substances made for an amusing insult, if not yet quite understanding how to use the arsenal of profanity that she had at her disposal. 
 
   I pretended that her comments had upset me. "My house is very nice. It's not bum at all. It's not anything like a bum. Even though I understand that isn't what you said. You said it was 'bum', rather than like 'a bum'" 
 
   She looked nonplussed. 
 
   Then after a pause she said, "Your house is wee!" 
 
   And then for emphasis added, "Your house is bum!" 
 
   The repetition seemed to make the whole thing even more amusing for her. Not that I can knock her for this. I have already gone on record to admit that I spent most of my years between the ages of three and nine saying nothing but "wee wee, poo poo, bottom!" 
 
   And I have spent most of my years between the ages of twenty-two and thirty-six saying almost exactly the same thing, but then saying "Aaaaah!" or "Moon on a stick" afterwards. 
 
   I was with Scarlett on this one. I thought her childish dismissal of my house was highly amusing and also, in its simplicity, a much more effective satire of me and everything I stood for, than Rory Bremner could ever come up with. 
 
   He's not a very good example, as that is pretty much what his satire amounts to. But think of a good satirist, and it would be better than that. 
 
   Jonathan Swift maybe. 
 
   No actually, that's pretty much all he did as well. 
 
   Anyway, I enjoyed the humour of the impertinent youngster, so I joined in and said, "No, YOUR house is bum. No, in fact, your house came out of a bum." 
 
   The satirist's barbed words had been turned on herself. And rather than enjoying my puerile comments, Scarlett was stung. She stopped laughing and stopped comparing my house to excreta or bodily orifices and instead started to cry. 
 
   She cried very loudly. It was hard to hear what she was saying as she cried, but I think it was something like, "Mummy, he said our house came out of a bum." 
 
   She wailed. 
 
   Had Scarlett been an adult satirist, I would have taken the chance to inflict more wounds upon her and maybe said "Your house is fashioned from a mixture of sweat and bogeys." 
 
   But Scarlett is only four and I had made her cry, just as her parents were about to embark on a long car journey with her. So instead I tried to apologise. But she would have none of it. 
 
   "Oh she can dish it out, but she can't take it," commented her father. 
 
   "You started it Scarlett. You said Richard's house was wee," said her mother, attempting to mollify her. But Scarlett could not stand the fact that I thought her house had come out a bum. I had insulted her and her family and all they stood for (or at least all that they lived in) and the cold logic that she had said my house was wee – (not made out of wee. No. In Scarlett's opinion my house was just wee. A puddle of wee. Or possibly bum. Not a bum. Just bum) - was not going to make any difference. 
 
   Though something within her was chastened. She howled "Sorry!", but that didn't make up for what I'd said. 
 
   "But you didn't even choose your house Scarlett. You just live there cos your mum and dad do. I chose my house and you said it was wee. And bum. Surely that's worse." 
 
   She didn't agree. 
 
   "I'm not your friend any more, Richard," she sobbed. 
 
   "Oh please be my friend. I'm sorry about the coming out a bum thing I said. It was the heat of the moment. I was riled by you saying my house was bum. Probably partly because you are right. It is a bit bum. There is something of wee about it. I just said that your house had come out of a bum because I was hurt and wanted to hurt you back. Your house didn't come out of a bum at all. I wish I'd never said that," I pleaded. 
 
   Not really. 
 
   In fact I said, "So if you're not my friend then you won't want the birthday present I've got you." 
 
   Scarlett suddenly fell silent. She was deep in thought. Much as she wanted to cancel our friendship (to be honest she's not that much of a friend anyway. She's never even bought me a beer and she doesn't ever ring me), she also didn't want to lose the present (that incidentally didn't exist: it was a clever trick by me.) 
 
   She said she didn't want the present. She felt that strongly about the whole "your house came out a bum" incident. 
 
   But a second later, she had reconsidered. Her dad laughed about her getting upset and she laughed too. 
 
   "Give Rich a hug," said her mum. 
 
   And she did, laughing all the time. We were friends again and I said I'd buy her a present for next time I saw her (though she still didn't offer me a pint, the tightwad). 
 
   To a four-year-old, friendships can be broken and remade this easily. And by tomorrow she will have completely forgotten about where I said her house originated. 
 
   But I will still remember that she thinks my house is wee. I will never forget. And as I sleep in the wee tonight (not literally, I am thirty-six, not four), I will shed silent tears. 
 
   My house is wee. 
 
   My house is bum. 
 
   This story so sums up my man-child situation that I reused it, slightly time-shifted in my book, How Not To Grow Up.
 
    
 
   Monday 25th August
 
   In this modern world, it is often confusing to consider how things work. What keeps a plane in the sky? It shouldn't be there. It's wrong. 
 
   I can't answer that one. 
 
   But I have a theory about how tube trains manage to get from one place to another. 
 
   I think they run on dignity. 
 
   Let me explain. 
 
   We all need energy to get us moving around. We get this energy by consuming food or fuel. We use this food to create energy and then we excrete the stuff that is of no use to us. 
 
   Simple. 
 
   So logically a tube train must work the same way. What does it consume? Commuters. A tube train eats millions of innocent commuters a day. 
 
   However, the train appears to excrete those commuters unchanged at unspecified toilets along its path and the commuters appear to be the same. 
 
   So what has the train taken from them? What has it consumed to make itself run? 
 
   Of course the only thing that has gone is the commuters' dignity. 
 
   When they were eaten by the train they had pride, poise and self-esteem, but after half an hour of being pressed against the body of a foul-smelling stranger at temperatures approaching forty degrees Celsius, they leave the train humbled and humiliated. 
 
   The tube has ingested that dignity and transformed it into the energy it needs to run along a rail. 
 
   Occasionally there is not enough dignity lost and the train will grind to a halt in a tunnel. Brilliantly, this is the solution to the problem. The additional heat, frustration, bodily odours and fights that will ensue, squeeze the commuters dry of their last drops of dignity, allowing the train to continue. 
 
   It is weird that London Underground doesn't explain this to passengers. If we knew that the humiliation we receive by travelling on the underground was necessary to keep it going, then the whole experience would be much less annoying. 
 
   Of course, if we knew that that was the case, the journey would no longer be humiliating and our dignity would remain intact and the whole transport system in London would grind to a halt. 
 
   Similarly, buses are fuelled by aggression (provided by drunken yobs fighting on night buses and old ladies scrabbling for a seat during the day) and taxis operate thanks to hot air. 
 
   And this from a man who dared to mock Rory Bremner. Satirist satirise thyself.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 26th August 
 
   Everyone knows I love pizza. Heck, I get mail addressed to “the Pizza Lover”. I'm obsessed with pizza and I want to marry it. 
 
   But last night, for a second, it seemed that that love of pizza might lead to my demise. Probably my love of pizza will eventually and slowly kill me. As we enjoy endless intimate union, we will become one. The mozzarella will continue to clog up my arteries, until one day we both go out with a bang. 
 
   The thing we love always hurts us. 
 
   Anyway, I am back on a diet as I am a stone heavier than I was when I set off for Australia. My tummy has returned. I had missed the old fella, but if I want to do my leather trousers up in Carlisle next week (in the show, I'm not kinky... oh wait. I am kinky also. I have just talked about union with a pizza.) I'm going to have to shift a few pounds. 
 
   I'd had a good low-cal day and had been to the gym, but after three glasses of wine with a friend I noticed how hungry I was and lost my self-control. 
 
   Though it was slightly out of my way, I headed to Leicester Square with a sudden yearning for a slice or two of unpleasant Pizza Hut take-away pizza. 
 
   Sometimes you need dirty, sordid loving. That is what Pizza Hut is for. Though it's not as dirty as practically any other of the pizza slice prostitutes who ply their trade in central London for a quid a throw. At least with Pizza Hut you are unlikely to end up with a disease. 
 
   I was going to get a classy pepperoni slice for £1.99, but to be honest, it was the last one and looked a bit manky. Instead I bought two slices of fresh cheese pizza at 99p each (twice the slices for 1p less). My alcohol-addled brain did not realise that this was a bad thing for my diet. Or realised and chose to ignore it.
 
   The service incidentally was excellent, very efficient and polite. And the bloke working the late shift at the Pizza Hut takeaway window in Leicester Square is probably a contender for worst job in the world. One can only imagine how pleasant he would be if he had a nice job working in reception at the Hilton hotel in York. I think I see a job swap opportunity coming on. 
 
   Anyway, as I was paying, a gang of excitable young men came up behind me. They were asking if all the pizza was 99p, which was a little rude of them. I hadn't finished my transaction yet. The pleasant man serving up the pizza broke off from serving me to tell them that the margherita was 99p, but the other slices were £1.79 and £1.99 respectively. The gang of lads expressed their disbelief and disapproval. 
 
   I took my purchase and was adding some bits of chilli out of that shaker to make it a bit more interesting (spicing things up a bit, to continue the somewhat over-stretched "pizza as sexual partner" analogy.) 
 
   I felt a hand on my shoulder, trying to push me out of the way. It was one of the eager, angry men behind me. 
 
   I turned round, possibly a little sharply. 
 
   There was the briefest second as we all assessed the situation. There were five or six of them. Their ages seemed to range between fourteen and sixteen (but I'm old now and find age hard to judge). Some looked young, others looked old, as is the way with a gang of teenage boys. 
 
   One of the boys (not, I think, the one who had pushed me) challenged my glance. 
 
   "What?" he said, somewhat aggressively. 
 
   I wasn't riled. I wasn't even scared. Not because he was young. He was considerably taller and fitter (in a bit of a skinny way) than me (that would be because he was skinny then!) 
 
   Five years ago I would have looked at the floor and apologised and said nothing. But now I have less regard for my safety and more pride in myself and possibly less of a will to live (or maybe I'm not so worried about dying). 
 
   Weirdly I wasn't scared. Coming from a man who was terrified out of his wits by a swan and a small ram, this might come as a surprise. 
 
   But I stood my ground and looked him in the eye and said "I was just wondering why you were touching me." 
 
   The boy seemed to take my perfectly decent request as a challenge. He started mouthing off to his friends. I can't remember exactly what he said. He brought the colour of my skin into it. It was a different colour to his. I didn't see how this was relevant to an argument about me being in his way in a pizza queue, especially as it wasn't until I had turned round that I could have noticed that difference. Although he was talking aggressively, I was mainly thinking that it was a shame that he'd contrived to bring the colour of our skins into this. Whatever the problem was. 
 
   I made to get past him, but he was still jabbering and showing off to his friends. But I wasn't leaving. I just smiled as he threatened me with violence. Somewhere deep inside me something jolted, a part of me wanted to get out of what could be a dangerous situation, but I wasn't going to be bullied when I had literally done nothing wrong. 
 
   I smiled at the child as if I thought he was incapable of the actions he was threatening me with. It was then that he said that he should shoot me (he used the language of the street and I'm not going to attempt to recreate it, as I think it would look stupid written down, especially if I got it a bit wrong!) 
 
   I still wasn't scared. It was a standoff. I guess he thought he was bluffing, but a part of me didn't care. 
 
   "Go on then!" I dared him. 
 
   "I will," he said. 
 
   "All right, go on." 
 
   "I'll just get my gun out of my bag." 
 
   There was another flash of fear in the back of my mind, but I ignored it and stood my ground. I was ready to give up my life over this argument about... what was it about? Me being in front of them in the queue when they wanted to buy pizza? Me daring to put chilli on my pizza and holding them up by maybe five seconds? Was this something worth dying for? My brain figured that it was, which is possibly why all those men in World War I were prepared to jump out of their trenches, all for the cause of... what exactly? 
 
   I suppose the boy had assumed that I would be frightened off by now, but I didn't want to give him that satisfaction. I wanted to see how far he'd go. 
 
   His bag was an unusual one for carrying a gun: it was a large brown paper shopping bag, with a handle. But he slid his hand in to get his gun. 
 
   I waited. 
 
   I think he was laughing before he pulled it out. I think I had started to laugh by now as well. But the gun he pulled out was plastic and multicoloured. Possibly a water pistol. 
 
   A child's toy. In the hand of a child who had been showing off to his mates. 
 
   Suddenly the whole incident was seen in its true and different light. The whole thing had been a joke. Possibly he thought he'd freak me out. He hadn't (well only in the back of my mind). Rather than being the victim of this joke I was now a part of it. Apart from the possible initial tension as I had spun round and glared at him and he'd questioned my actions, the rest of it had all been a way of stopping a situation. Either by scaring me off with his threats (in which case youth had won and he would be the Alpha male) or by revealing that he was only joking (I could laugh at the young pup, aware that my status was secure... for now) 
 
   And I did laugh at him, he smiled back. I probably told him to "fuck off". 
 
   Now would have been an excellent time for him to reveal that his water pistol was full of acid. But he didn't do that. 
 
   I suppose I was lucky that he didn't really have a gun. But then again I suppose he was lucky I wasn't the kind of person to punch first and think later. Because without a gun, he and his mates weren't much of a match for an aggressive grown-up. 
 
   My mum is convinced that the streets of London are dangerous. She told me a story about a bloke who had been laughing at a friend's joke, and had then got into an argument with a man who thought he was laughing at him and later cut off the laughing man's hand with a sword. The next day she'd read my story about being kicked in the head for much the same reason. 
 
   She seriously told me that when I was in London I shouldn't laugh. I said, "But in both those stories the person who ends up getting hurt is just laughing at something else. Do you seriously expect me never to laugh? What if someone tells a joke and I don't laugh and they get angry and decide to cut my hand off with a sword?" 
 
   I've lived here for about fifteen years and in that time I've been kicked in the head once, threatened with a plastic gun and had an argument with a bloke on a tube about who should be allowed to enter the carriage first and he swore at me. That's not bad. I got beaten up more in Cheddar, which has about twenty million fewer people living in it. Admittedly I could have helped matters in this case by walking away, but then I would have looked like a coward rather than the big hero I look like now for having outfoxed a small child. 
 
   Don't worry, if he'd been a bit older (or some kind of small animal), I would have run for it. 
 
   The incident over, I walked to the tube and ate my pizza. 
 
   It was nasty. 
 
   Just the way I like it, baby. You know how to get me going. 
 
   This was really very unlike me. I would walk (or run) away from confrontation, but emboldened by alcohol and seemingly a death wish, I stood my ground. It's interesting to see that by calling the bluff, me and the boys more or less became friends. But it's just very odd that I behaved in this way. I don't think I really wanted to die. Staying alive has always been quite important to me, because I am pretty sure that after life there's nothing left to see and I am keen to find out what's happening tomorrow. But I was certainly pushing myself and testing my life wish.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 27th August
 
   Not all the young men in London are disaffected and impatient pizza guzzlers always on the lookout for the opportunity to shoot strangers in the face with a plastic gun. 
 
   Not like you thought, Hitler. 
 
   Tonight I was having a drink with my improbably-named friend Ivanhoe (he played David Collins the horse in TMWRNJ and that is the only thing of worth that has ever happened to him. Being dressed up as a pantomime horse and having a transvestite Nostradamus sitting on top of him.) 
 
   We were sitting on the pavement outside a bar in Portobello Road, drinking wine. It was very pleasant. Across the road I noticed some youths skulking around. One took out an aerosol can and began spray-painting green paint over the bottom of the shutters of the shop opposite. 
 
   He didn't seem to be just writing "poofs are gay" or "arseholes" or "wank off" and there seemed to be some art to it. In fact he seemed very assured and confident, like some kind of mini-Rolf Harris. 
 
   Him and his two mates continued to spray paint for the next hour or so as the bloke best known as a pantomime horse and I drank our wine. 
 
   It was very interesting to see their urban mural come to life and develop. It was difficult to make out what they were doing and, to begin with, some of the colours and shapes seemed totally inappropriate and meaningless. 
 
   But gradually it developed into something that still made little sense to my thirty-six-year-old eye, but that was obviously coherent and strangely beautiful. The colours blended nicely. There was a funny cartoon of a man smoking. The blurs of orange and green had been transformed into words. I couldn't work out what the words were. But they looked great. It was amazing to see this thing created from nothing, using only spray cans. These little vandal Van Goghs were doing something constructive and worthwhile. 
 
   No one seemed to give them a second look. At one point some policemen came by and talked to them, but didn't attempt to stop them. As it transpired, the owner of the shop had actually given them permission to do this. And why not? It was on their shutters which are only visible at night and it was more interesting than the dull dirtiness of the original metal. 
 
   As we left, we went across to talk to the lads (and much as I can't judge ages I would say they were all about seventeen) and told them we liked what they'd done. They were polite and answered our questions appreciatively. None of them threatened to shoot me at any point. 
 
   One of them (the best one, I thought, who'd done the green word with what looked like little berries hanging on it) had travelled from East London to create this little piece of art. I told them that I couldn't really understand what they had done, or what it said (and they wouldn't say - it's a kind of secret thing), but that I thought it looked really amazing. More impressively, from close up it looked like nothing much, but from across the street it really came together. There was a genuine vision to it. 
 
   And it was art. Because I'd looked at this shop shutter so intensely for an hour, as I walked off down the street I noticed lots of other interesting shapes and colours in the buildings of Portobello Road. They had made me look at the world in a new light. It was a real pleasure to witness it. 
 
   If you're local and want to have a look, it's at 250 Portobello Road on the shutters of R. Garcia & Sons, comestibles y vinos de Espana[67]. 
 
   Only go at night-time though or you won't be able to see it. 
 
   It's very simple, but I hope you'll get something out of it. And let's hear it for the kids who manage to do something constructive with their time. It's most of them, at the end of the day. 
 
   Doubtless their work has already caused several elderly and thoughtless passers-by to tut and mumble about vandalism. 
 
   But these fictional old folk have missed the point. 
 
   A point that R. Garcia and his sons have presumably grasped and embraced. 
 
   Only a total idiot would put graffiti on top of this artwork. 
 
   Thus R. Garcia saves himself a lot of time and money and white spirit. 
 
    
 
   Thursday 28th August
 
   My curtains have finally arrived. Slightly annoyingly I am not allowed to close them for two days, which rather dents the initial excitement of finally having curtains. 
 
   The taste of curtains is worse than none at all. 
 
   The men who fitted my curtains initially failed to inform me of this. When they came back yesterday to finish the job one of them said to me, laughing, "You've closed your curtains. You're not meant to close your curtains for two days. Otherwise you'll lose your pleating." 
 
   He said this as if it was something that I should know. But I didn't know that. Being a man I have no interest in curtains, beyond the fact that they keep out light when I am asleep and mean I can dance naked in my living room if I want (I don't want to, but it's nice to know that I can if I want). 
 
   But the man said this as if I was an idiot for not knowing that, as if I'd made some kind of childish mistake in thinking my curtains would operate (even though when they had arrived, knowing they were going to take two days, I had asked them to do the bedroom first so I would be able to sleep in past sunrise). 
 
   I would argue that it was really their mistake not to have told me not to close the curtains. I was out when they had left the day before, but they could easily have left a note. I objected to him laughing at me and telling me off for what I consider to be his mistake. 
 
   It's not important. He just tied them up again. And he was actually quite a nice and efficient bloke. 
 
   But he should have told me. Why didn't he tell me? Why? 
 
   Tomorrow I will be able to close my curtains again. Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow[68]. My curtain nightmare is nearly over. 
 
   Except that the two curtains I did close both had faults in them, so another man is going to come round soon and have a look. 
 
   Doubtless he will blame me for looking at the curtains with my eyes before they were ready to be looked at. 
 
   Everyone knows you can't do that. 
 
   No wonder I was going crazy. Staying up at night drinking and then being woken with the sunrise in my curtainless house. It's like I was in a Shepherd's Bush version of The Shining.
 
    
 
   Friday 29th August
 
   Details of the European versions of Talking Cock are coming in slowly. I know I am going to Norway on the 8th September, but do not know where the show is playing or at what time. 
 
   The Finland premiere is on the 20th September. I have a gig in Leeds the next day so may not be able to risk attending in case I can't get back in time. Which would be a shame as I have been in email contact with the man who will be the Finnish me, Antti Leskinen (I don't think that means he is against Leskinens, whatever they may be) and he seems like a pleasant and funny man. 
 
   Today the Finnish producers sent me a copy of the translated script. I am not sure why they did this, as I am obviously unable to read Finnish (if that's what the language is called, it suddenly seems unlikely), so it's not like I can pull them up on their translation. 
 
   Finnish (surely not) is certainly a very strange looking language. The show is called "Kikkelikiekuu". If I was a rubbish comedian I would say, "that would come in handy in Scrabble!!!" But I'm not a rubbish comedian - I'm not- and I also play Scrabble, as you know, and the word would be useless even were it allowed as it is both too long and has five Ks in it. There is only one K in the Scrabble set, so even if you foolishly used your two blanks as Ks you would still be two Ks short.
 
   Here's the opening paragraph of my show in Finlandish (that's it!) 
 
   RICH: Tervetuloa ja kiitos että olette tulleet katsomaan Kikkelikiekuuta. 
 
   (Diakuva, jossa välkkyy ”Varoitus” oikealla, ”Voi sisältää alapäähuumoria” vasemmalla.) 
 
   RICH: Mä haluan rauhottaa teidän mieliä. Tää ei oo vatsastapuhumisesitys. Ja mä en aio kulkea ympäriinsä heiluttelemassa heppiäni esityksen aikana. Paitsi jos hommat sujuu todella huonosti. Tai todella hyvin. (Ad lib reaktiosta riippuen). Muistakaa siis nauraa kaikelle mitä mä sanon, paitsi tietysti jos te haluutte nähdä mun pikku veikkani… (ad lib kalukukkarosta) Tykkäättekö te tästä? Se on mun suosikkini. Näissä on vaan se ongelma että ne herättää odotuksia. Mikä vaan mikä siellä on sisällä on tuomittu olemaan pettymys…
 
   So now I know that, in the language of the Finlandics, "May include knob gags!" is "Voi sisältää alapäähuumoria". 
 
   If I do get to go to Finland, then that is the only bit of Finlandish that I am going to learn. I am sure it will be very useful in everyday conversation. 
 
   It is going to be an enormously surreal experience going to see my show in a variety of different European languages. Weirdly though I can't speak any other language (except a bit of French and four words of Italian - "May include knob gags," naturally) I will be able to understand what they are saying as I know the original text. 
 
   I imagine you will be hearing more about this in future entries. 
 
   If any Finlavians are reading this, can you just confirm that all that Fineranto stuff above is the opening paragraph from the show and doesn't just say "Richard Herring is an idiot. That's right a total idiot. We all hate him, don't we, fellow Finlanders. Him and his stupid ignorance about what is the correct English name for our language. And his stupid comments about our language looking strange. Does he not even realise that to us English looks like a load of higgledy-piggeldy nonsense. The twat." 
 
   Because that's what it seems to say to me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Saturday 30th August
 
   Someone has spiked one of the back tyres on my car. 
 
   Well, I'm pretty sure they have. There is the chance that I've run over something sharp, but the car next to mine also has a flat tyre and though I suppose it's possible that we've both run over some glass on the road, I don't think that's what's happened. 
 
   My next-door neighbour told me it's happened to him on a couple of occasions as well. 
 
   Although as a young man I experienced boredom and felt the thrill of unnecessary destruction (me and my friends spent some happy times in Shipham Wood throwing rocks at an old ruined building and enjoyed seeing parts of it crash to the ground thanks to our bombardment), this does seem a nasty and pointless way to get some kicks. 
 
   Mainly because, apart from the disappointing pleasure of seeing a tyre deflate, the real aftermath of the vandalism can only be imagined. You know, unless you hang around for a few hours or days to see the owner of the car come out of his house, notice what's happened and then tut. 
 
   Milton's Satan said, "Only in destroying find I ease"[69], but even he would have found such petty destruction irritating and embarrassing. 
 
   "So you've put someone to some expense and inconvenience for no particularly good reason... Hmmmm. I'm not sure I can accept you in Hell. We don't want your sort in here, mate. Sorry!" 
 
   I may be being judgemental (and there is an outside chance that it was not vandals at all) but I imagine a gang of young men is responsible for this. Much as I'd love to think of pensioners running around town with a sharpened knitting needle. So that's my third run-in this week with the "yoot of today" (as the Musical Youth[70] of yesteryear referred to them) and it's been interesting seeing the different ways in which they choose to vent their frustrations. 
 
   The problem is that we are idiots when we're teenagers and we don't necessarily consider the consequences of our actions, or if we do we don't care. 
 
   This isn't going to change. 
 
   My friends and me could have chosen to decorate or even renovate that shell of a building in Shipham Wood, possibly make it into a little HQ for our gang. But it was easier and funnier and more naughty to smash it to pieces. 
 
   I sometimes wish I could go back and tell myself some things that would make my life have run better, but I know that even if I could have, the young me wouldn't have listened and wouldn't have understood. 
 
   That's why we keep making the same avoidable mistakes as the previous generation and why being the God of this predictable world must be frustrating, boring and infuriating. 
 
   I think the Devil must have the same attitude, though at least his adult supporters come up with increasingly sophisticated ways to cause death and destruction. 
 
   It's got to give him some ease. 
 
    
 
   Sunday 31st August
 
   Periodically I have a day where I try to organise my life. I go through all my correspondence and put it into little files, sort out my receipts so I can send them to my accountant, and fill in the little to-do lists at the front of the Filofax[71] that I otherwise never use. 
 
   Every time it strikes me how much easier this would be if I simply spent two minutes each day doing it. But inevitably I always keep up my keenness for two days maximum and fall back into my old ways, where my only major filing cabinet is the floor[72]. 
 
   Sometimes I suppose life just overwhelms us and it seems easier to sit back on our sofa staring into space, than to ring a surveyor to ask him to look at the strange patch of cracked plaster in our kitchens (even though we know we are just storing up trouble for the future)[73]. 
 
   You'd think that the fact that something inevitably has to be done at some point would encourage us to do it sooner, rather than at the last possible minute. But most of our stupid human brains don't work that way. 
 
   I suppose that there's always a chance that the world might end and we won't have to do the thing, so it is worth waiting for that eventuality rather than wasting precious procrastination time on doing something that might be made irrelevant by the Apocalypse. 
 
   So here I am back at one of those motivated points, where I think I'm going to be organised and get things done and put everything in its proper place. 
 
   I am also at a point where I have resolved to eat healthily and exercise every day. 
 
   I am also at a point where I have decided to cut down on my drinking[74], so I can enjoy all the fine intellectual pursuits that this life has to offer. 
 
   I am also at a point where I feel I should remain chaste and pure and wait for someone special to come into my life[75]. 
 
   Fast forward to next Saturday's entry when I will be sniffing powdered whiskey off a prostitute's elbow, while eating an entire lorry load of Mr, Kipling's French Fancies (which will be being put into my mouth by a small Venezuelan boy, who will also move my lips, as lifting food to my mouth and then masticating - I said masticating - would expend too much energy) and encouraging the local tyre-slashing youngsters to set fire to any receipts in my house that they can find. 
 
   I am going to do my best to make that vision come true. 
 
   I wonder what will really happen. 
 
   Oh hold on, I'll be in Carlisle. 
 
   That will probably be a seedy enough experience as it is. 
 
   As is human nature, I guess I thought that the way to get myself out of the slight pit of depression that I was wallowing in was to try and do the opposite of all the things I was doing. But actually in many cases the opposites will just make you unhappy too. But slowly and steadily, I was gathering up the pieces that would lead me to The Twelve Tasks of Hercules Terrace and that in turn would lead to me getting back into doing stand-up. It was going to take me a lot longer to get out of the pit I was slightly self-indulgently wallowing in, but suffice to say I was not going to become chaste or married any time soon.
 
   


 
  



Now amongst all this mild depression it's worth reiterating that I know I am a very lucky man. Even here in the autumn of 2003 where things aren't quite going my way, I am living in a big house and am able to spend all this time going out and getting drunk without seemingly doing anything that you'd really call work. And even though I didn't own this house outright and hadn't yet sold my Balham flat and had a big mortgage to pay, I would be lucky in the coming months: for the first time in my life I would be getting paid for work I had done in previous years. Repeat fees from Time Gentlemen Please would come in every now and again and foreign versions of the stage show of Talking Cock were springing up, earning me more cash. Somehow I was keeping my head above the water. I was a jammy bastard even if I didn't feel like I was. And in September I'd get the chance to travel to Scandinavia to see a couple of these foreign productions (at the expense of the companies putting on the show). Like I say, jammy bastard.
 
   It's easy to say that in hindsight, of course. At the time I was fearful about what the future would bring. 
 
   But I'd also take the first steps towards completing the seemingly impossible task (certainly an improbable one) of running the London Marathon. Could I run my way out of this funk? Or was I careering towards even more madness? 
 
   On the plus side, you're soon going to find out what pesticles are.
 
    
 
   Monday 1st September
 
   So, I'm thinking of running the Marathon. 
 
   Don't laugh. I mean it. 
 
   I don't know what it is that attracts me to the idea, possibly the fact that the first bloke who tried it promptly dropped dead the minute he'd finished. But look at him now, down forever in history as that bloke (y'know whatsisname)[76] who ran the first Marathon. 
 
   I think it might have been more respectful to his sacrifice if they'd named the race after him, rather than the battle he was delivering a message about, but, you know, maybe he was called Terry or something and everyone thought that would be too embarrassing. 
 
   Still, he's down in history (I'm sure you can find out his name somewhere if you're interested. I'm pretty sure it wasn't Terry) and best of all, at least his ultimate sacrifice got a chocolate bar named after it. Briefly. Before becoming known as Snickers, which is probably the most insulting thing about it all[77]. 
 
   Anyway, it isn't the death aspect that necessarily attracts me to the project. I also like the prospect of being one of those wobbly men at the end of the race, who are extremely close to absolute exhaustion, but still manage to complete the task. Although there is a nobility and bravery in their struggle, it is mainly good because they look really funny. 
 
   Apart from death and ridicule, it appeals to me because it certainly would be a challenge. It would give me something definite to work towards on the getting fit front (and I couldn't just do the training for a couple of days before getting bored, because I would look an idiot on the day if I only managed half a mile before going all wobbly. I'd never live it down). 
 
   Rob from Avalon (among others) has suggested I give it a go. He's doing it in support of SCOPE. I don't know what the charity does. I think they provide Telescopes to disadvantaged children. And I'm all for that. The telescopes have been in the hands of the wealthy for too long[78]. Basically they sort out all the entrance and details for you, in return for you guaranteeing that you'll raise £1150 in sponsorship. Imagine the telescope you could buy with that: it would be a hundred foot long and made of gold. Even the glass parts! It sounds a lot doesn't it, but I figure you lot will all chip in, won't you?[79] 
 
   Or are you like the prodigal son's friends? Happy to read his intermittently amusing observations about his boring life when it's all for free, but the minute he asks for something back, you're off to find the Internet diary of another obscure comedian?
 
   Sorry, that's not all that much like the prodigal son is it? 
 
   Anyway, I've been testing my stamina a bit to see if I have any chance of completing this Herculean[80] task (no that wasn't his name either. Even Hercules would have been hard pressed to run a stupidly long distance before immediately expiring). 
 
   Last week I did a two-mile run and a three-mile run. Today I moved up to four. It took thirty-nine minutes. I'm not saying it was easy, but I certainly had some more run in me, and it's not like the Marathon is taking place next week, so I might just manage it. It's only about four-and-a-half miles long isn't it? 
 
   No one could run further than that. It's not possible. 
 
   I'll let you know what happens. Start saving your sponsorship money now. There are children in Africa with only one telescope between three. We can do better than that. We really can. 
 
   There was definitely a part of me that hoped that doing a Marathon might be a good way to commit suicide without actually having to put my family through the shame of me properly killing myself – in a way they could console themselves that I had been trying to do something good. Again it was only a part of me, the dark voice in the depths of my brain who I would later have the idea of playing snooker against[81]. I know at this stage, as unfit and generally pissed as I was this seemed like a ludicrous and impossible challenge. People thought I was crazy to try it, but the better voice in my head was telling me that it might be possible and that it at least would be worth trying. It would give me something to focus on and it might help me meet some new people. I was wrong about that last part of course. Training for a Marathon is almost the most solitary pursuit imaginable. It gave me more time alone, inside my head, thinking about stuff, but hopefully if I got fitter it might make those happier thoughts. You never know.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 2nd September
 
   I decided to walk back from the gym today and see if it was quicker than taking the Hammersmith and Shitty line. 
 
   On average there probably wasn't much in it. 
 
   As I neared home I heard a weak and plaintive female voice coming from above saying, "Excuse me". 
 
   There was a tree in the way and I couldn't see who was talking and presumably she couldn't see me either, but maybe she could hear my footsteps on the pavement. 
 
   As I passed the tree, the voice came again, slightly stronger, yet still full of sorrow, "Excuse me." 
 
   I looked up and there was a woman in her late middle age leaning out of the second floor window of the house. Her face was puffy and lined and told the story of the many nights of drinking she had had in her life. The self-pity in her eyes was possibly a little mannered. She was holding something in her hands towards me. 
 
   "What is it?" I asked, concerned that she might be in trouble. 
 
   "You couldn't go up to the shop and get me ten cigarettes could you?" She was holding out an envelope, presumably with the money for the purchase. 
 
   I didn't want to, but there was something so pathetic in her request that it was hard to resist. 
 
   "Which way is the shop?" I asked and she pointed in the direction I had just come. 
 
   I saw this as an opportunity to get out of the quest. "Sorry, I'm going this way." She started to mumble that there were shops in the direction I was going too, "I'm very busy," I lied. "Sorry," I added. 
 
   So now I walked onwards feeling bad about my selfishness. This woman was clearly unable to walk the two hundred yards to the shop either through illness or drunkenness or most likely illness caused by drunkenness, and I wasn't even prepared to help her purchase the one thing that helped her get through the day. The fact that she could only afford ten cigarettes made her request all the more poignant. 
 
   I tried to justify it to myself by internally arguing that cigarettes are bad for you and so, by buying them for her, I was only going to cause her more harm. 
 
   But fuck that. The harm has been done. I could have helped bring her a little bit of pleasure and felt good about myself into the bargain. I would have gone two minutes out of my way to assist a stranger. What a big man! 
 
   I could even have bought her some extra cigarettes out of my own money, so that she wouldn't have to call upon the charity of another stranger in a few hours time. 
 
   But I didn't. I walked on by. 
 
   When I needed a neighbour, were you there, were you there? 
 
   I think the answer is no. 
 
   I wondered if when I died I would go up to Heaven and meet Jesus and he would look at me and say, "Remember that old, drunk woman in the second floor window that you pretended to be too busy to help? That was me. Yet you did not help me when I was in need. Aaaaah![82]" 
 
   And I would say, "No, not aaaaah! The scenario was at least morally ambiguous." 
 
   "No, it isn't... Aaaaaaaah!" 
 
   "Not aaaaaaah! If I had bought the cigarettes for an ill old lady, then you could easily have had me up here when I died and said, "You bought cigarettes for an ill old woman. You contributed to her death. That is wrong."" 
 
   "No, I wouldn't have said that. I'd have said, "Well done, that was good". So aaaaaah!" 
 
   "Stop saying "aaaaaaah!" If you had just been you, instead of disguised as an old lady, then I would have got the cigarettes. You're a young bloke and so the cigarettes aren't going to do any immediate harm, and in any case, you're Jesus, so if you'd got lung cancer you could have just cured yourself..." 
 
   "Aaaaa..." 
 
   "Shut up. If you wanted to test me, why not create a more clear moral conundrum. You know, like a bloke of a different religion to me lying injured in the road. I would have helped him. Or a starving child begging for bread. I would have gone to the shops for that. Or if someone had been... I don't know... doing an injustice, I would have questioned the injustice in some way. You know, made the bloke committing the injustice think about what he was doing, before moving on before he got too annoyed about me being all sanctimonious to him. The whole cigarette thing was too muddled a scenario. I was able to make a snap judgement as to why I shouldn't help her, and by the time I realised that I probably should it was too late. I was embarrassed to go back... and to be honest she looked a bit smelly." 
 
   "So you admit that you were wrong… aaaah!" 
 
   "If you say aaaah again Jesus, I'm going to have you. I was sort of wrong, but not in any serious way. I don't deserve to go to Hell or anything. And I'm sorry about it. Isn't the point of you that you forgive people when they show remorse, rather than being all cocky and going "Aaaaah!"" 
 
   "No." 
 
   "Yes it is. Don't look at the floor, Jesus, look at me. I'm right aren't I? Aaaaaah!" 
 
   "Shut up!" 
 
   "Aaaaaaah!" 
 
   "Stop saying "Aaaaaaah!"" 
 
   "Aaaa-a-aaaa-aa-aaaaah!" 
 
   "Stop saying that!" 
 
   "See it's annoying isn't it? Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!" 
 
   At which point Jesus would rise up in vengeance and smite me for my rudeness and I would be tossed off into Hell, where demons would prod me with knitting needles, and goats would bite my testicles with their fangs (they would be vampire goats). For alway[83]. 
 
   So having imagined that scenario, I felt much better about myself and realised that I probably wasn't being tested and that there would be no infinite repercussions for my selfishness. 
 
   But I wish I'd just gone and bought her some cigarettes. 
 
   And maybe some fruit too. 
 
   She asked me a few more times over the coming months, but I never helped her. She hasn't asked recently though. Not for years. I haven't seen her at all. Don't worry, she probably just gave up smoking. Or maybe her owners sent her to live on a farm. 
 
    
 
   Wednesday 3rd September
 
   I was going to stay in last night, but got chatting on my messenger thing with Ben Moor from Planet Mirth and went out to play Frisbee Golf[84] instead. He's obsessed with it. It involves throwing a Frisbee at some trees, some of which are some distance away. You score like golf. 
 
   What a ridiculous, childish and pointless hobby. 
 
   Not like CNPS. 
 
   Actually it was fun, even though Ben won. I reluctantly shook his proffered hand. 
 
   He also has a hundred percent success rate over me at Scrabble. Though we have only played once and he was lucky. Like the IRA, he only has to be lucky once. Unlike the IRA, he did the job on the first time of trying. 
 
   Then we went drinking and wandered around aimlessly from bar to bar. We ended the evening in a late-opening underground Spanish restaurant down one of London's windy back streets. 
 
   It was deceptively huge, but there were very few people in there. Maybe about ten at most when we arrived. 
 
   Yet on a small stage in the centre of the restaurant, a beautiful young woman was doing the most amazing flamenco dancing. It was perhaps more beautiful and poignant because so few people were there. Half of them weren't even watching, yet she was still totally committed. The pride of the dance still shone through. It was breathtaking. And a wonderful example of professionalism, which all performers could learn from. You play the room as if it's full, even if it's empty. 
 
   It's weird to think of all the rooms in the world and all the things that are going on and then reflect on which things you occasionally stumble across by chance. If anyone had asked me to go and see some flamenco dancing with them I would probably have made a feeble excuse about washing my hare (I have a hare. He's frequently dirty. People would believe me), but here I was caught up in the grace and the passion, captivated by the movement of her body, her red dress, her dark eyes. 
 
   All that we can miss out on by self-imposed isolation. London is a wonderful city and it galls me that I don't make the most of it. I think of all the hours wasted watching TV, drinking beer. I am a bit like Ben Folds in that respect[85]. 
 
   I felt cross that so few people were here, that no one knew about this. Yet also privileged that our search for after-hours drinking had rewarded us with this unexpected bonus. 
 
   I would have liked to talk to the flamenco dancer afterwards and possibly have asked her to marry me, so that I could watch her dance for me every night, until she is too old to dance and I am too old to watch, but not so old that I can't look into those dark eyes, unchanged by the years, still full of passion and life and remember the days of our youth when we laughed in the face of our mortality by dancing and drinking and making love. 
 
   But she was Spanish and the only thing I can say in Spanish is "May include knob gags." Such is my curse. 
 
   I still think about that flamenco dancer often. Her, and the dancing Christmas trees that I would see at Ingfield school in 2007 are the most moving and resonating performances I have seen on any stage. And it really is the essence of being a performer, to do your best whatever the gig – a lesson that I didn't always remember at some of my less-well-attended gigs. 
 
   Constantly at this time I notice the sad and the lonely, the drunk and the ignored. I guess I empathised with them all. It's amazing how often I make the joke about marrying or hooking up with a stranger who I know nothing about. And again, while it's a joke, there's clearly some truth in it. Oh look, here comes another entry where I fall in love with a stranger. Idiot. Sad, lonely idiot.
 
    
 
   Thursday 4th September
 
   The shopping centre in the middle of the Hammersmith roundabout has acquired a new statue. 
 
   It has popped up, as if out of nowhere, unannounced, unflagged, with no sign to explain what it's there for, what it means, what it's called or who created it. Where once there was nothing but space, there is now a big statue. It gets in the way a bit. The swathes of people crossing the road to go into the tube now have to go around the statue, where once they would have been able to march boldly forwards. London life has thus slowed down ever so slightly. This probably has some kind of tiny repercussion somewhere, which in time may lead to massive changes in all our lives. 
 
   The statue is of three men. The men are naked. One is kneeling, one is crouching and one is standing. I don't know what it is meant to represent. I looked at it for a while, but aside from it demonstrating three postures that you might like to adopt, I couldn't see what it was getting at. 
 
   The most striking thing about the figures is their genitals. The men are naked, and their chunky, flaccid penises are pointing down towards the ground. People stop and look and laugh or shake their heads. Very few look like they are enjoying what they're seeing. But then people are dismissive and suspicious of art because they don't understand it and it makes them feel stupid. I know I am. Thus it's easier to regain the high ground by laughing or sneering, or complaining about art getting in the way of commuters. 
 
   I suppose just causing bemusement is reason enough for it to exist. 
 
   I preferred the graffiti art though. 
 
   The genitals of the men are interesting, because they appear to be solely made up of penises. There are no testicles. Possibly, this means something. I don't know. I went for a closer look and I suppose you might argue that the sculptor has only made a brief attempt to suggest genitalia. You might argue that the blob of the penis is supposed to represent both the penis and the testicles. What you might call, the pesticles. 
 
   However, although this is fine when looking from the front I feel that the artist hasn't fully considered his creation from all angles. 
 
   I was sitting, reading my Douglas Coupland[86] book, in the side window of Starbucks, which is directly behind the statue. From here you get a good view of the statue men's arses. Especially the statue man who is squatting. Because of his posture, you also see his chunky pesticle coming down between his legs. But from behind, largely because of the way he is standing, to my mind at least, the pesticle looks like a pooh coming out of his arse. 
 
   While one man is kneeling in praise and one man is standing in triumph, their unfortunate friend is kind of crouching down and defecating. Possibly the excitement of whatever they're looking at (which if memory serves me right is a fried chicken shop over the road - believe me I know how exciting that can be) has got too much for him. A bit of pooh[87] has popped out. Maybe he's in the act of trying to suck it back in, or maybe he's realised things have gone too far and he's going to have to release it and hope the other two don't notice (some hope, some of us may act like our shit doesn't smell, but I'm afraid it always does... even if it's made out of metal). 
 
   I was sitting next to a pretty girl in the coffee shop. She seemed familiar and I wasn't sure if I knew her, or whether she was off the telly or something, or maybe she was an actress who'd once auditioned for something I'd written. She didn't seem to be taking any notice of me and to ask her if she was an actress would seem like a very cheesy chat up line if it turned out that she wasn't. In a sense it would seem like that because that's what it would be. 
 
   I never really ever chat anyone up. I find the whole thing too embarrassing and strange. It's not the rejection that worries me so much as the foisting of unwanted attention on a well-meaning person[88]. 
 
   There's a part of me that wants to rebel against this paranoia and shyness and also a part that thinks the world might be a nicer place if we talked to each other a bit more. There's a part of me too, that would like to be able to talk to attractive girls, because that might be the first stage in taking things to another (not necessarily, but probably sexual) level. 
 
   But I find I still can't do it. I don't know what to say. 
 
   I considered asking the girl whether she thought that from this angle the statue looked like it was doing a pooh. 
 
   I reasoned that this would either be a devastatingly effective or disastrous opening gambit. She might laugh and then agree to come and live with me and do the whole-looking-into-the-eyes thing I mentioned yesterday. Or she might think, "Why is this strange, hairy and bearded man talking inappropriately to me about faeces?" and then move to another part of the café. 
 
   It's difficult to predict how a stranger would react to such a statement. 
 
   Like the statues, I didn't have the balls to do it. 
 
   I just read my book. 
 
   I figured that was best. 
 
   Presently her friend arrived. He said hello to her and then immediately started talking about the statue. "What's that all about?" he asked. "Where did that come from? Look, you can see their bollocks, that's pretty unusual." 
 
   He went on like this and she laughed at his rubbish observation. If she thought his rubbish shtick was funny she'd have loved the pooh thing. Dammit! 
 
   I felt like interrupting and saying, "No, they're not bollocks, they are cocks, or at best pesticles. And don't you think that actually it looks more like the crouching statue is doing a pooh?" 
 
   Maybe she'd decide I was a much better person than her friend and she'd tell him to leave and drink coffee with me instead. 
 
   But I also thought that with two of them there (and him probably being her boyfriend), it would actually make me look even more strange and weird. 
 
   And that he might hit me. 
 
   So I said nothing. My pooh joke would have to remain my own guilty secret, for the moment at least (until I could share it with you. Oddly, though you are probably a stranger, I don't feel embarrassed telling you about this). 
 
   I'll try and put some pictures up at some point so you can decide if my pooh observation is amusing or rubbish. 
 
   The moment is lost. I will never know. I suppose I could try it again with someone else another time, but the lack of spontaneity would be obvious. 
 
   For want of a joke about pooh, the lady was lost. 
 
   I really want to know where I recognised her from though. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday 5th September
 
   For some reason a childhood memory has been playing on my mind this week. I'm not sure where it's popped up from or why, but it is maybe indicative of something. 
 
   It's not particularly amusing or even interesting, but it obviously made an impact on me because I remember it all very clearly. 
 
   I was never very good at sports as a child (you probably won't be surprised to hear), nor was I very interested. But at about the age of nine or ten, I became quite keen on cricket. Strange as it is to admit, I think this was probably because my older brother liked it and was good at it, which makes me realise that I must have looked up to him, despite the poundings he regularly gave me! Despite not being any good at it, I decided to go along for the trials for the school team. 
 
   I can clearly remember being disappointed with my performance in the nets. I neither batted nor bowled well, but in hindsight I can see that I was at least trying very hard and was enthusiastic. The fact I'd never tried to be in a school team before is testimony to this. 
 
   At the end of the session, Mr. Morris the games teacher read through a list of our names, indicating whether we'd made it into the squad or not. "Kevin Jones, you're in. Philip Fry, not this year..." and so on. 
 
   When he got to me he said "Richard Herring... just on the border." I took this to mean that I had just missed out, that Mr. Morris had seen how keen I was to play and was trying to cushion my disappointment by telling me that I hadn't quite made the grade. I wasn't surprised. I'd played really badly and knew that I could do better. 
 
   We were allowed to stay on and play after the trial was over, and I was so desperate to be a part of the squad I even went up to Mr. Morris and said, "If we play really well now, might that affect your decision?" 
 
   I remember him looking a bit confused, but telling me it wouldn't. I was heartbroken. I was not one of the lucky ones to be invited along to the training session later in the week. 
 
   A few days later, after school, I was waiting for my mum by her car (she was teaching at the school at the time. I have the unusual distinction of having been taught by both my parents, which explains a lot, I think). Mr. Morris saw me and approached me purposefully. 
 
   "Where were you at practice, yesterday?" he asked. 
 
   I was confused. "Er, I forgot," I lied, for some reason. I hadn't turned up because he told me I was just on the border, and thus not in the team. He continued with the disappointment in his voice very clear, "If you want to be in the school team then you have to turn up to the practice. You have to take it seriously." 
 
   I apologised and immediately realised that when Mr. Morris had said I was on the border, he'd meant that I was on the border and in, rather than, as I had assumed, on the border and out. 
 
   In hindsight I can see that he was doubly disappointed, because he had only included me in the squad because of my enthusiasm and because I'd never tried to be in a team before. But I had thrown his magnanimous gesture back in his face and not even bothered to show up. 
 
   It's weird that I didn't feel able to explain the misunderstanding, that I lied about having forgotten in order to cover my embarrassment. In fact I never tried out for the team again, despite the fact that in the next couple of years I would become a half-decent wicket keeper and perform extremely well in an inter-house cricket tournament in my last year at middle school. We had houses like in Hogwarts, though named after hills rather than fictional magicians, but it wasn't a posh school. I was in Blackdown[89]. 
 
   After we won the tournament, not in little part due to my cat-like ability to stop nearly every ball that came to me (I'd been practising with a bouncy net thing in my back garden for months), Mr. Morris said, "You've really improved, Herring. It's a shame you didn't try out for the team this year." 
 
   And I suppose I only hadn't because of my embarrassment over the earlier misunderstanding, a misunderstanding that could so easily have been cleared up if I'd just explained what had happened. But again, embarrassment prevented me from even doing that. 
 
   I think maybe there's still quite a lot of that nine-year-old boy in me and in my actions and decisions today. 
 
   I don't know if Mr, Morris is still alive, though I think he probably is. I wonder if I should write to him now and explain why I didn't turn up to practice, or whether it might be a bit too late and he has  forgotten all about it. 
 
   I'd just like to thank him for the kind and encouraging gesture of putting me in the squad, even if he couched that inclusion in slightly confusing terms (I think he was also slightly embarrassed by the blatant injustice of putting the worst player in the squad). 
 
   I need to go away and think about why my subconscious has thrown that story into the front of my brain after so long. I would guess it's something to do with always assuming the worst and not having confidence in myself. 
 
   Just on the border. 
 
   Maybe a title for the autobiography that I will never be confident enough to write! 
 
   You're writing it right there, you dufus! 
 
    
 
   Saturday 6th September 
 
   I was having dinner with my friends Matthew and Selina[90] in the Café du Marché (a French place, presumably somehow dedicated to walking, but they haven't really decorated it with pedestrian images yet. It's no Hard Rock Cafe), which is on Berwick St[91]. 
 
   The food was very good. I recommend it. 
 
   We were sat in the window and I had deliberately sat facing the street because I wanted to check out the view. It turned out the view was just some white hoardings around the building opposite and a dirty looking road (there's usually a market there)[92]. 
 
   But I could at least watch Londoners passing by on their way out to London's fashionable Soho, or possibly to some of the seedy strip clubs up the road. 
 
   As we were chatting and eating and drinking, I heard a big splash from the road outside. A couple were looking down at their wet feet and then up at the building next door to us. I guessed they had been the victim of a water bomber (America gets the Unabomber[93] and the Washington Sniper[94], we get some students throwing balloons full of water - my guess is a country gets what it deserves!). 
 
   Intermittently for the next half hour, the attacks continued. I thought the perpetrators were taking a bit of a chance. It didn't take a genius to work out where they were. They might find themselves on the receiving end of a brick through the window. 
 
   I was also a bit disappointed by their choice of targets, which seemed fairly random, but were mainly elderly couples or confused-looking old men. A trendy man and woman passed, in slightly ridiculous and extremely fashionable clothes. They'd made a real effort for the night that was just beginning. Had I had balloons, water, a central London first-floor residence and the inclination, these would have been the first ones in line for a soaking. 
 
   But they remained unscathed and dry. 
 
   Shame on the anonymous water bomber. 
 
   Later they foolishly targeted a burly-looking man, heading towards Oxford Street. Providence intervened and the balloon did not burst. The man looked up at the window and menacingly snarled, "Watch it!" 
 
   He looked like he had access to bricks. 
 
   The water bomber had a death wish. Perhaps this was some elaborate suicide attempt. 
 
   I drank more wine and forgot all about the menace outside. Some time later we spilled out into the street in search of a bar that would serve us more alcohol (there seemed to be plenty in the vicinity). 
 
   And as we nonchalantly stepped out into the road, can you guess what happened? 
 
   Nothing. 
 
   We were not to be the insane balloon-flinging mad person's next victims. They were not interested in seeing us get slightly damp. 
 
   I didn't notice at the time, but in hindsight I'm slightly disappointed. 
 
   What was so special about us that we should be spared? 
 
   I have no memory of this day at all. Oftentimes an old blog will remind me of something I'd forgotten about, but without this entry I wouldn't have known that these events had occurred.
 
    
 
   Sunday 7th September
 
   I have been watching Band of Brothers[95] on DVD. I suppose my generation is very lucky to have never gone to war (obviously people who joined the army have had to do so, but then they must have been aware of the possibility when they enlisted), but there's a part of me that feels I've missed out on something. And not just on the opportunity to shoot Germans and not get arrested. 
 
   I'm thirty-six now; even if World War III arrived, and it became compulsory to fight for our country, I would be too old. I'd end up in Dad's Army, telling Pike not to tell anyone his name, while at the same time, amusingly revealing it myself. 
 
   That might be fun, but it wouldn't be Band of Brothers exciting. 
 
   I suppose these shows are trying to make us understand how horrific war is, and how brave our grandfathers were (well, in Band of Brothers, how brave the Americans were and how stupid our British grandfathers were), but it just makes me wish I'd had a chance to prove myself in battle: to take part in that terrifying lottery, to return home, to be treated like a hero for a few months (and for women to be chucking themselves at you for risking your life for them), followed by decades of people telling you to shut up about the war and not giving a fuck about what you did. 
 
   It must have been wildly exhilarating to be in the Second World War. It must have made you appreciate your life, as well as to clearly understand that your existence is ultimately futile and pointless. How random can life be? The bloke next to you shot in the head, you survive. No reason, but chance. Or a pretty tight and mental God. 
 
   What I'm trying to say, I suppose, is that even programmes which attempt to show you the harsh reality of conflict can't help but romanticise the experience. 
 
   If you survived without your head (or worse, your testicles) being blown off, it would turn out to be the most exciting thing that ever happened to you in your life. 
 
   I see there is a PlayStation game based on the Great Escape. I love the Great Escape and all stories of prisoners of war risking their lives for freedom. But I can't help wondering how they would feel in their tunnels, if they knew that in fifty years time, boys would be sitting in their bedrooms reliving their experience as entertainment. 
 
   They might not have minded. They might have been proud. 
 
   I suppose we all want to be heroes deep down. Even when we are cowards, speaking from the protected position of being too old to join the army in a time when conscription is no longer likely to come into play anyway. 
 
   Anyway, thanks to all those who fought against the Nazis. You protected our freedom, but more importantly gave rise to some great TV shows, films and video games. I suppose we should thank Hitler for that too, because if he hadn't caused all the trouble in the first place, our leisure time would be fairly dull. 
 
   Let's raise a toast to Adolf Hitler! 
 
    
 
   Monday 8th September
 
   I hadn't really prepared myself for the fact I was going to Norway today, so the whole experience of being here (especially given the reasons why I am here) is slightly surreal. 
 
   Jan and Kjetil, the producers of the Norwegian Talking Cock or Pikk Priek (literally “Prick Gossip,” though apparently it very nearly also means “Bull Shit” which might be something they regret when the reviews come out) took me and Alison (who works for Avalon and is accompanying me on my adventure) out for dinner. 
 
   The Norwegian men seemed worried by early ticket sales - they should have seen how bad it was in Carlisle, but perhaps it just gets worse the further north you go - but pleased with the amount of press and TV they had been getting. They've invited all Oslo's in-crowd to the first night, but some are seemingly reluctant to be there. It's all causing quite a stir and Jan noted that while many of them were available to come to one of the warm ups or to the Wednesday show, they are strangely all unavailable on Tuesday. They don't want to have their photos in the paper in case it turns out to be a controversial flop. Success apparently depends on the reviews. 
 
   The actor being me is called Nils Ole Oftebro[96] and he's pretty famous here in Norway. He's a classical actor and performs a lot of Ibsen plays. This might be quite a leap for him. I am after all a much better writer than Ibsen. Well, my knob gags are better. 
 
   The restaurant was practically empty (although we were eating late) and the streets had also been quite deserted. Monday night in Oslo is not a big party night (and with the price of booze here one can begin to see why). But about half way through our meal, an old man in young man's clothing and a young woman in young woman's clothing came in and sat at the table next to us. 
 
   Jan and Kjetil were very excited by his arrival. They talked to him animatedly for some time in Norwegian. Alison and I sat quietly, unable to understand. The attractive young woman also sat quietly. Presumably she understood, but had nothing to offer on whatever subject they were discussing. 
 
   The man was probably in his sixties, but had orange skin and trendy sunglasses and what probably passes for a fashionable haircut in Scandinavia (if you are an old man who thinks he is in touch, but is  actually slightly out of touch). As they were sitting above us I could also see that he was wearing a pair of white moccasins. Charitably I assumed that his young companion might be his daughter, or more likely his granddaughter, but when his moccasinned foot began brushing against her leg I was forced to reconsider; unless this was a way of showing parental affection in Norway. Or possibly just a means of keeping each other warm through the harsh winters. 
 
   Eventually our hosts stopped talking in the bizarre private language that they all seem to speak over here - yes, it is their language, not ours, that is bizarre. Anything that is unlike what I am used to is strange and amusing. Wait, but then all that is normal to me must be strange and amusing to a Norwegian. Perhaps it is us, not they that are the strange ones… No, it's the Norwegians who are weird. Listen to them talk, it's all gobbledegook. Phew, for a second it seemed that all I believed to be normal and right might collapse in on itself. 
 
   Jan told us that the wrinkled old man with orange skin is the most famous singer in Norway, that he's been going since the sixties. They later confided that he is also infamous for going out with ever-younger women (so that wasn't his granddaughter after all, I would never have thought it!). 
 
   It struck me how weird the nature of celebrity is. Anywhere else in the world, that fella would be a slightly unusual-looking man who people would only look twice at to confirm that he really was wearing white moccasins, but in Norway he is a huge star, able to date gorgeous women who are approximately twice his height and a quarter of his age. Similarly in Norway I am able to walk the street unrecognised and unmolested, but back home in the UK I am only able to do that because people are too cool to make a big fuss of me. I'm sure that's why I remain unmolested anywhere in the country. Especially Carlisle. They are really cool about my fame there and I really appreciate their efforts to make me feel just like an ordinary bloke. Thanks very much you Cumbrians. I think my mistake was maybe to upset the very important pencil manufacturers of Cumbria. Apparently four out of five Cumbrians make their living from pencils and pencil-related products (not erasers) and they are furious with me for making out that their pencil museum is rubbish. 
 
   The singer made little effort to engage with me, possibly because he was keen to spend some time with his granddaughter, maybe because he couldn't speak English, or perhaps because he knew that to me he meant nothing. Just like the realisation that the different customs of a foreign country will ultimately challenge your faith in the things you take for granted as being “normal” in your own, once you see that the celebrities of another country are just some strange looking people, then it strikes you that maybe that's true of the celebrities that you hold dear and that get treated as if they are more important or interesting than anyone else. 
 
   Obviously it's in this old man's interest to keep things as they are and, to be honest, I'd have been willing to sell one of my livers if it meant I could have been having dinner with the woman he was with, even though she didn't seem to be a great conversationalist (incidentally, don't write and say that I only have one liver: I have a vast collection at home in my freezer. And I cut them out, so technically they are mine). But one week I'd quite like to swap all the Hello magazines from Norway with all the Hello magazines from the UK and see it will make the readers say, “Hold on, seeing these pictures of people with odd hair and moccasins that I'm unfamiliar with, has made me realise the essential worthlessness of my all-consuming interest in the lives of other people, who have nothing more going for them than the fact that I once saw them on a television. From now on I will eschew all celebrities and instead take more of an interest in the lives of myself, my family and maybe that lonely old lady next door. After all, we are all of equal worth!” 
 
   It might work. 
 
   Jan asked the leathery man if he was coming to the first night of Pikk Priek. With innocent eyes, he claimed that he hadn't received his invitation. So some things remain constant in the world of celebrity, whatever the country. That's bullshit in any language. 
 
   As we left he said, “Maybe see you tomorrow.” But he sounded about as genuine as his skin tone. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 9th September 
 
   As the premiere of Pikk Priek approached, I found myself wondering if my humour would translate and be amusing to the Norwegian people. I passed some time looking around the Norwegian folk museum. It's a collection of buildings from the past, moved from their original locations and rebuilt in a big park. I went into an eighteenth-century parsonage. The actual rooms were behind locked gates, but you could look in and see how a Norwegian parson lived two hundred years ago. It looked very comfortable. 
 
   The table in the lounge was covered in dirt, and someone (presumably an employee, as there was no direct access) had written in the dust with their finger. There were two words (from memory “Vaske Me”). Although I don't speak Norwegian, it was fairly clear that this was the joke that would be made anywhere in the world, by some cheeky rapscallion, keen to take the time to point out the uncleanliness of others, yet not keen to take the time to get a cloth and vaske the table himself. 
 
   I realised that funny is funny all over the world. It was going to be all right. 
 
   A few hours later and I was sitting in the bar next to the venue that the show was opening in, watching the audience arrive. I can't think of any show I've ever been involved in that had such a kerfuffle around it. There was a small red carpet, with candles around it and a smattering of journalists and photographers, talking to important personages and taking their pictures. Again, it was slightly bizarre to see people I didn't recognise being treated with awe and wonder. Jan would help me out by explaining who was who. The country's top soap star was there and a few comedians. The orange-faced man surprisingly didn't turn up. Perhaps he had to stay in and wash his moccasins. Or maybe he was being sucked off by a seventeen-year-old girl. 
 
   Both good reasons for non-attendance in anyone's book. 
 
   Jan and Kjetil looked very nervous. It's their (and some other people's) money riding on this. I was more relaxed. For once I don't stand to lose anything on the enterprise. I suppose I will make money if it goes well, which would be nice, but I'm not too bothered about that. I was more interested to see what they were going to do with the show, how it would be performed, what they would have changed. It was clear to me beforehand that there had been quite a few changes made. They didn't exactly say so, but were clearly preparing me for the fact that there might be some differences. They kept mentioning things that aren't in my version of the show, and Kjetil has told me about their decision to lose the Penis Museum section about ten times over the last couple of days. 
 
   I explained that I wasn't bothered and that they had to make the show work for the people who are watching and for the performer (who is in his fifties so some of the jokes wouldn't sound right coming out of his mouth). 
 
   Although I had convinced myself that I wouldn't be upset whatever they had done to my baby, as the lights went down I found I was surprisingly nervous. I wanted it to be good, partly because it would be embarrassing for me if it was shit, but partly because I didn't want the people who had put faith in my show to lose their shirts on this. 
 
   Nils came on and seemed to talk nervously to the audience. Was he really nervous, or was this a joke? I don't know. I don't speak Norwegian. I had no idea what was going on. It's a while since I've done the show and I was struggling to remember my version in any case, though it took a good few minutes before I recognised jokes that were my own. I wondered just how much of this was going to change. 
 
   As it turned out there were quite a lot of differences: a fair amount of cuts and quite a few digressions that seemed to bear no resemblance to my show. The joke about the Guinness Book of Records record for the biggest cock (hilariously it turns out to be a massive cockerel, not like as you expected, a penis… I subvert it though, as you'll see if you come to the show) obviously wouldn't work in Norwegian. In their slide a man stood holding on to a massive bread roll (I think). The audience laughed. I can only presume that's a pun in Norwegian, but who knows? 
 
   After a slightly slow start the audience did begin to warm up and there were some big laughs and rounds of applause. Being a premiere, the audience was older and more sycophantic than a normal crowd, but they still seemed to get most of it. 
 
   I found myself surprisingly annoyed by cuts and changes and also occasionally felt like getting up and shouting, “No, this is how you do that bit!” The style was different, but ultimately, though such feelings were inevitable, I was able to see that the way Nils was doing it worked for him, and that it was a good thing that he had adapted the show around himself. 
 
   Mainly though, I just couldn't understand what was happening, so while it was delightful that Norwegian people were laughing at jokes that had mainly originated from me and also just amazingly strange and surreal that something I had written was being put on in a different country, it was also deeply confusing. And when bits didn't get laughs, or when I couldn't understand what was happening so the reaction was hard to gauge, it was quite painful for me. This is my baby. I've thrown him out into the world and given him to strangers and sometimes he's going to get hurt and there's nothing I can do. 
 
   In the end though, despite my reservations, despite the inevitable oddness of having my work changed and performed by someone else, despite my vanity in thinking that the way I do it is best, the show went down extremely well. There were big laughs (more for my bits than his, I thought, but then maybe the bits I thought were his were actually mine. Remember it's in fucking Norwegian!) and lots of applause, and in hindsight I can see that Nils was extremely good. In fact it is a massive honour for me to have my work performed by one of the top actors in the country - he also presented the Norwegian version of Survivor, so suck on that! Has something you've written been performed by the presenter of the Norwegian version of Survivor? No it hasn't. So shut up and come back when it has, though if you are Ibsen, that last bit doesn't apply to you. You and I share that accolade. Though somehow I think it's unlikely that Ibsen reads my Internet diary, so basically fuck off the lot of you. I am skill. And at least I'm alive, Ibsen. Yeah, not so clever now are you? Bet you wish you'd cheered up and enjoyed being alive a bit more now don't you? But it's too late. 
 
   So afterwards we went for far too many drinks and I met Nils for the first time and he was an extremely pleasant and friendly man. We have shared a journey into the land of cock that most men (gay or straight) will never experience. We had a bond. We got drunk together. They seemed to worry that I would be upset about the changes, but aside from the initial jolt of surprise at some of it, I really wasn't. I realised that I just wanted this to work out, for their sakes as well as my own. 
 
   The rest of the night is a blur, but somehow I got back to the hotel OK and collapsed on my bed without getting into it. All I remember is that they warned me that, in Finland, they really like to drink. They like to drink vodka till they pass out. I am going to Finland on Saturday. I fear for my life. 
 
   When I consider the illusory nature of celebrity I often think about that Norwegian premiere. When you don't know who anyone is, it makes no sense as to why certain people are lauded or make people scream with excitement. It seems ridiculous. They are just people like you, what's the big deal? Of course, to a Norwegian, Alex Reid or Steve Brookstein or Science from Big Brother would also look like nonentities and they'd think we were insane for elevating them to any level above us.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 10th September
 
   The reviews are all out already and it seems the show is a success, at least critically. Warm and fulsome praise throughout apparently, though to be honest I don't know. Somewhat selfishly the Norwegian papers have chosen to write their reviews in Norwegian. But the two papers that give ratings (based on the sides of a dice and thus a score out of six) gave it a four and a five. Apparently a six is given out only once every three years, so the five is a triumph and the four extremely respectable. One paper says that the show should be put on in every school and playhouse in Norway. Let's hope the Norwegian people take heed of their excellent and intelligent journalists. 
 
   Unfortunately ticket sales are still low, but everyone is hopeful that this will pick up. Nils has been on many TV and radio shows and Jan says that the show has prompted quite a debate in the Norwegian media about the penis and men's attitude to this. 
 
   Something I have written has got the people of Norway talking about penises. 
 
   If you had told me this eighteen months ago, I would have not believed you. That's quite an achievement. I hope it's in my obituary: “if nothing else, he did cause the people of Norway to debate male genitalia”. 
 
   Jan has lots of plans for the show, whether it's a hit in Oslo or not. Up until now I've been treating the whole thing as a bit of a joke – isn't it funny and ridiculous, something I've written being performed in Norway? But now I'm here and seeing that it really is happening, that it isn't a stunt dreamt up by the brilliant comic brain of Dom Joly[97] and that all these people have been working long and hard to make it a success, I have realised just how amazing this whole thing is. 
 
   Something I've written is being performed in Norway, then in Finland, Belgium, Germany, Iceland and several other countries. It's pretty fucking impressive when you stop and think about it. Insane, still pretty funny, but incredible. 
 
   My mainly-boring life is occasionally filled with wonder. 
 
   I hope that's true of us all. 
 
   And I do hope we all have mainly boring lives. Because how would we appreciate it when our lives got good, without having been stricken with ennui for ninety percent of the time. 
 
   And if your life doesn't have ten percent of wonder, then come to Oslo, go up on the hillside, eat some Norwegian meatballs, while looking out over the fjords and the city and the strange and rare old wooden houses with roofs made of grass and your wonderment will be topped up in an evening. It will also help if you have written a show about genitalia for a Norwegian man to perform. But it's not essential. 
 
   I am glad I recognised this as an achievement at the time. I tend to dwell on my failures (and, as it happened, the show did not take off in Norway), but it's pretty amazing that I had written a show that people in other countries wanted to perform. It's actually quite astonishing if I allow myself to think about it. I am sorry that the men who invested the money probably didn't make it back, but they were a bit weird and distant most of the time, so I won't lose any sleep over it!
 
    
 
   Thursday 11th September
 
   My Norway trip is over. 
 
   There was something slightly ominous about being on a plane on the anniversary of September 11th. I think it would be good if all events were known by their date, rather than what happened. It would make it much easier to remember the anniversary. Thus my birthday could be known as the event of July 12th and you'd all remember to send me a present. Admittedly we'd only get 366 of these, but I think my birthday would still be in it. The news of the day would start. "And so it's the 37th anniversary of the event of 7/12 and crowds have gathered at the hospital in Westow in Yorkshire to commemorate the event. Many are in tears. Others are just wondering what the rest of the crowd are doing there and have hung around to see what's happening. There is some confusion". 
 
   But I suppose the one positive thing is that now rather than being scared of a common or garden plane crash; I am only scared of being involved in a terrorist incident. So that's one fear overcome (though admittedly only to be replaced by something much worse, but beggars can't be choosers). I'm not suggesting that this unremarkable and meaningless consequence of the events of 9/11 (Can we try and get that renamed 11/9 do you think? Our way of doing the date is correct. I don't want to be insensitive, but I think we should set up a massive campaign to get the Americans to change to the proper system, at least for this one date. It might upset some people, but sometimes the truth is more important than people's feelings. Americans seem to be aware of that more than any of us) in any way compensates for the loss of life on the day, or in the wars that have followed, but it's important to look for the positive in every situation. 
 
   Even if it is ultimately much more of a negative. 
 
   As usual, I had several candidates for potential terrorists. I don't go for people of Middle Eastern appearance any more. Al Qaeda are much too clever to do something so obvious. My latest theory is that fat people are the obvious threat. I reckon Osama Bin Laden has probably watched The Nutty Professor and seen Eddie Murphy in his fat suit and realised that he can use that technology to make a thin person appear like a fat person, and pack the interior of the fat costume with high explosives. If the sniffer dogs go for a fat person, the security guards will just assume it's because they can smell sausage fat emanating from their every pore and let them get on the plane. 
 
   You may think I'm being fanciful, but one day you'll see that I am right. 
 
   On this flight, I was sitting next to the two dullest men in the world. They talked non-stop for the entire flight about their mundane jobs in excruciating detail and in annoyingly loud voices. One of the men was particularly dull and had a grating monotone voice. His words just washed over me after a while, and made me feel physically sick and I wondered what would happen if I just turned to him and said, "Will you just shut up for one second? Please!" 
 
   I thought he'd probably be upset and I was too polite to say anything. Though every time the more annoying one discussed the internal workings of his firm's computer system and prefixed his remark with the word "Interestingly", I would whisper, "No, it isn't interesting. There really is nothing interesting about what you're saying. So why not stop talking about it or at least talk about it much more quietly." Unfortunately my comments would be drowned out by his bellowing voice. 
 
   Of course, two men are welcome to discuss business on their flight (though personally I think there should be a law that you have to be in business class to do this), but it was just so relentless, so boring and so constant. It's quite difficult to talk non-stop for two hours, even in the tag team arrangement that these two were employing, but they completely managed to carry on. 
 
   The worst one of the two also suffered from the disillusion that he was a bit of a laugh and popular at work (I think they did training for the police or something. I had lost the will to live). He wasn't. The best joke I remember is that he referred to one of his more bossy female colleagues as "the Rottweiler". Hilarious. 
 
   To be honest, I would have preferred to be sitting next to the shouting child who had been in the next aisle on my flight over. 
 
   I noticed the more annoying man had a wedding ring on his chubby fingers. Someone was married to this. For somebody this was a daily reality. Poor cow. 
 
   Then I became suspicious. No one could possibly remain married to this man. The wedding ring was fake. His fingers were chubby. He was fat. Those flabby folds of skin were just latex packed with plastic explosives. 
 
   We were doomed. 
 
   But my death and the death of everyone on the plane seemed a small price to pay for shutting the man up. 
 
   As it happens he didn't blow up. The explosives must have been dampened by the inevitable sweat. But it won't be long before the terrorists have overcome that design flaw. 
 
   Happy flying. 
 
   I seem to return to making jokes about the naming of 9/11 as often as I come up with potential ideas for terrorists to blow up planes. While this one has yet to be utilised, I am sure it will be. So if you're sitting next to anyone fat on a plane do give them a really good squeeze to check their flab is real.
 
    
 
   Friday 12th September
 
   The mystery of the strangely familiar pretty girl in the coffee shop who I failed to inform of the pesticles or the pooh (I have been told this is the incorrect spelling, but I've looked it up in the Chambers Dictionary and all I can say is that Chambers Dictionary is a load of pooh[98]) or of my undying love has been solved. 
 
   Today I received an email from a woman who thought she might be that very pretty girl. 
 
   She said, 
 
   The reason I think it might be me is that I was sitting in Starbucks that afternoon, waiting for some friends, next to a bearded man who I thought might be Richard Herring. 
 
   So while you're pursuing an internal monologue about the statue and the pooh [SUCK ON THAT, CHAMBERS DICTIONARY] joke, I'm thinking “I think that's Richard Herring, but if I say, “Are you Richard Herring?” and it isn't, then I'm going to have to go and sit somewhere else. And if I say, “Are you Richard Herring?” and it is, then I don't know what to do from there. I'd probably say “Oh” and have to go and sit somewhere else.” So I didn't say anything. Sorry about that. It would have been much easier than me figuring it out by reading your online diary and then emailing you a week later. I loved the pooh joke, by the way. It would have made me laugh... 
 
   This is going fantastically well isn't it? Not only have I found out the identity of the mystery woman, I have found out she was similarly nervous about talking to me and also that she would have laughed if I'd told her my joke about pooh. One can only presume that she is emailing me to give me her phone number so that I can ring her and then set up the whole living together thing that I'd dreamt about. Thank God for the Internet, it most surely is the... oh wait, there are more words at the end of the email. They say, "...but it wouldn't have made me agree to come and live with you - because the reason you thought you might recognise me is that I am engaged to [NAME REMOVED TO PROTECT THE INNOCENT AND FORTUNATE BASTARD] from the notbbc forum[99]. We met you after a Christ on a Bike show at the Comedy Theatre - possibly last October? [IN FACT TWO YEARS AGO. DOESN'T TIME FLY?] So I'm afraid the lady was already lost, but did want to let you know that your pooh joke made me laugh a lot." 
 
   Dammit! 
 
   I mean, ha ha. Of course the whole fancying thing had just been a kind of joke anyway and I emailed her back to tell her that. Ha ha. Yes, that's it, a joke. Yes. 
 
   But at least I was right. I had recognised her. And I hadn't known her very well so it wasn't embarrassing that I wasn't sure. If only I had said hello or told her my pooh joke then none of this terrible charade need have taken place. 
 
   The moral is clearly that you should tell pretty girls jokes about pooh and then if they turn out to be engaged you can arrange for their fiancés to meet with some kind of "accident", then "be there" for them throughout their grief and, when a respectful amount of time has passed, think up another pooh joke, make her laugh and then BANG, Bob's your Uncle, you'll be in like Flynn! 
 
   I'm not going to do that though. I'm just saying that that is the clear moral of the story. 
 
   But be wary, [NAME REMOVED TO PROTECT THE INNOCENT AND FORTUNATE BASTARD]. Be wary, my friend. 
 
   And if you want to keep that girl you'd better come up with some really good jokes involving pooh. I know hundreds. 
 
   Ah bless this poor, shy and lonely idiot. If you're single and you fancy someone, you might as well tell them. Or at least just talk to them. Especially if you're never going to see them again. 
 
    
 
   Saturday 13th September
 
   I had a very early start for my trip to see the Finlandic Talking Cock (Kikkelikiekuu). The premiere was tonight in a town called Kotka[100], which is two hours drive from Helsinki and Finland is two hours ahead of us, so I was up at 5am. The tiredness just made the experience even more surreal. 
 
   I was met at Helsinki airport by Kari the director and unexpectedly also by Antti, the actor who is being the Finnish me. They both seemed very regular and down-to-earth men, and after the glitz and glamour (and expense) of the Norwegian production I am ashamed to admit that I feared that the Finlandish version, in a small provincial theatre, rather than a swanky Oslo night club might not be up to much. 
 
   However, it was clear immediately that both men were committed to the show and, possibly because they didn't have their own money riding on its success, there wasn't the same tension in the air as there had been throughout the Norwegian trip. 
 
   Finland seemed to be a land of few people and many trees. It was even from first impressions, clearly not as affluent as Norway. I knew nothing about Finland, and unlike in Norway I didn't have Alison and her Lonely Planet Guide to fill in the gaps for me. 
 
   I had a couple of hours sleep once I got to my hotel and then I met Kari and his heavily pregnant wife in the bar. We also met up with the translator, a student called Emilia who at 21 seemed young to have been asked to translate a show about cocks. I felt embarrassed, like I had done when my mum and dad had seen the show. All that talk of spunk and anal sex is all very well to a room of strangers, but can seem shameful when personalised like this. I apologised. She said she didn't mind and had enjoyed translating the show. I told her of my theory that she could just have written a load of rubbish to make me look like an idiot. She didn't say anything and looked at me a bit oddly. I think that that was maybe what she had done. We walked up to the theatre together. 
 
   The lack of glitz and unfamiliar foreign celebrities now seemed like a positive thing. It already seemed less fake than my only other experience of seeing my show in a foreign country. I suppose that it is unlikely that I would even have visited Kotka (and possibly even Finland itself) had it not been for this unlikely event. My Cock has led me to some strange places. 
 
   The Kotka theatre was impressive and I suppose it seated around three hundred or so. It was not full, but was well attended. Apparently the theatre has a “Premiere Card” which is sold to regular audience members and means that they can come to any premiere in the theatre for free. Consequently there was probably a higher proportion of more elderly and conservative people in the crowd than the show might normally get. I wondered how they were going to take this. 
 
   Overall I much preferred the Finlandic Show to the Norwegic one. This is possibly partly to do with the fact that it seemed to be a much more faithful translation. Antti had added a few gags and they had taken out a few sections that would be confusing to the audience, but it was essentially the same. It made me realise just how different the Norwegian show had been. It's been a while since I've performed it and it wasn't entirely fresh in my mind on Tuesday, but seeing it done more faithfully made me appreciate how much the Norwegians had dicked (geddit?) around with it. Antti wasn't afraid to include the more serious bits and perform them seriously. I think the show needs this balance or it becomes something a bit cheaper (cheaper than a show entirely about penises? That is cheap!). There were some directorial flourishes and additions of music and movement, but from what I could tell it was a good performance and I got a kick out of my jokes making a load of elderly Finnish people (from a town I'd never heard of before this week) laugh. 
 
   At the end I was asked to go up on stage with the director and translator and the technical directors to join in with the bowing. I awkwardly waved at the Finnish people. They seemed to have enjoyed it - though there were about three walkouts, I discovered later. One man harrumphed his way through the first twenty minutes before leaving and exclaiming "I don't want to watch this". 
 
   I now appreciated that the provincial and unpretentious nature of the company at the Kotka theatre was very much a positive thing. Not to knock the Norwegians (I think the show did work despite the changes), but it was much more fun to be with people who were doing their best to do a good show, without worrying about monetary issues or whether sixty-year-old near-paedophiles with orange skin would be attending. 
 
   We went to the green room and there was a genuinely charming exchange of gifts and speeches, before we went to a restaurant for a relaxed and boozy dinner (but no more boozy than Norway, there was no drinking vodka till we fell under the table as Nils had promised me). There was reindeer meat in my pasta. Santa's sleigh will be running a bit sluggishly this Christmas. 
 
   We then went drinking in a bar. Kotka is a small town and everyone seems to know each other, but everyone was very friendly and welcoming to me. There was no performance the next night and so everyone was happy to have fun. But don't worry England, I didn't let you down. I drank more than any of them. We don't want to let the Finnish think that the stereotype of us being drunken idiots is wrong. Stereotypes are very important. 
 
   Then some of us went to a nightclub, which was good for many reasons. It was full of beautiful Finnish women. It served alcohol. It was connected to my hotel, which meant I didn't have far to stagger to fall comatose into my bed. But best of all, there were three casino tables actually in the nightclub. I played for a few minutes and astonished my hosts by winning eighty euros (I later lost twenty of those attempting to prove that I was superhuman) and I bought cocktails and vodka shots (I thought it was important that these Finns lived up to their stereotype too. whether they wanted to or not) and danced to poor disco music. 
 
   Even though I may have been slightly merry I still could not escape the feeling of how weird all this was. I had made new friends in a country that I would never have thought of visiting, in a town I had never heard of, all because of this stupid cock-based thing that I'd written. That I nearly hadn't written. Because I thought it was bound to be rubbish. 
 
   It made me think again of all the rooms there are in the world and of all the things that are going on in them that you will never know about. Of all the towns that you will never hear of and all the people that you will never meet unless chance throws you together for whatever bizarre reason. 
 
   It made me wonder which room that flamenco dancer was in tonight and whether anyone was appreciating the passion in her eyes. Or if she danced unnoticed and alone. 
 
   This was definitely my favourite of all the foreign trips I took with Talking Cock. The people here were genuinely lovely and welcoming and the show was faithful to the spirit of the original. I had a joyous time for the first time in ages and it was as if the hotel had been built for me with drinking, gambling and women all in one place. I met a nice young lady that night and we got on very well. I didn't see her again, though we stayed in touch for a little while. Unlike some of my attachments at this time it was all rather sweet, both of us knowing that this wasn't going to be a long-term thing. But it wasn't just that that made it special: I had been invited out on a boat trip the next day by Antti. This was above and beyond what was expected, but typical it seems of the hospitality of this wonderful country. Finland, Finland, Finland. Finland has it all.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday 14th September
 
   Amazingly I didn't have much of a hangover today[101]. Which was lucky as Antti had plans for us. 
 
   We were going on a boat trip. 
 
   Antti's friend Pekka, who works on the lighting, (Antti said he worked in lightning and I have chosen to correct that mistake, but I now begin to wonder if it wasn't a mistake) has a little wooden boat, with an engine rather than a sail, and with a rather neat little cabin which Pekka built himself. 
 
   Antti and I popped to the supermarket first to get some beer (maybe the Finns do like a bit of a drink then) and some sausages (which seemed apt, given the show that me and Antti were now brothers in). The plan was to sail down to one of the islands off the coast and then cook the sausages on a fire. It seemed like an excellent plan. 
 
   We then walked down towards the docks, passing a whorehouse that had recently been shut down by the police: it used to be used by Russian prostitutes and was painted red, so it was locally known as “The Red House”. It's for sale now for around 200,000 euros, so if you want to buy a dilapidated building that was once the scene of some Russian whoring then get in touch with me and I'll try and put you in touch with the estate agent. Don't buy it to turn into a whorehouse though. The last people who tried that are now in prison… There, there's something that I'm guessing you didn't know about Kotka till now! We then headed across some railway tracks. 
 
   It was a bit of a desolate area. It struck me that I was following a man that I had only met the day before and whom I didn't know anything about (except that he was so obsessed with cocks that he wanted to put on a show about them - weirdo) into a deserted part of a town that I knew nothing about, except that there'd once been a whorehouse here, but there wasn't anymore. 
 
   He could have anything planned for me. 
 
   As we rounded the corner, I saw the river and some boats and Antti said, “There's Pekka” and a ruddy-faced blond man waved at me from his boat. 
 
   I was safe. 
 
   I was just heading out to a deserted island with two men that I didn't know. Nothing could go wrong. 
 
   I was pretty sure that I was going to fall into the water at some point. That's just the kind of twat I am. And the first thing I had to do was jump a couple of feet from the jetty onto a fairly wobbly and not entirely massive boat. I managed it OK. Then I had to work my way round the side of the boat, walking on a small ledge. The boat proved to be fairly unstable. As all three of us moved around it lurched back and forth. I was pretty certain I was going to fall in. 
 
   I made it to the back of the boat and sat down, relieved that I wasn't drenched with cold Finnish water. I worried that I was going to make a fool of myself. Although I wasn't badly hungover, I was a bit tired and my stomach felt a little delicate. Would I be sick? Would I embarrass myself in front of these manly men who could build boats and create lightening from their fingertips? 
 
   Then I said to myself, “Rich, relax your shoulders.” 
 
   I relaxed my shoulders. 
 
   And all seemed to be OK. 
 
   You know, it really works. I might write a book on it for real! 
 
   I have talked myself out of doing so many things in this life for fear that I might get embarrassed or fail or because I am scared. 
 
   Quite a pivotal moment in my life (and my mum is going to love me for telling this story) also involved a boat and jumping on and off of it. I was around four or five and our family used to go on little barge trips on some canal somewhere (I think this was when we briefly lived in the Midlands). One time, when the barge got to a lock and the water had just started to go down (and so obviously had the barge) I decided I would jump ashore to watch. Just as I was about to launch myself, fearful that I wouldn't be able to make it, my mother grabbed my arm and so I ended up jumping half-in and half-outside the barge. One leg went down the side of the boat, just as it was nudging the wall. My leg was bumped between boat and wall and though I wasn't hurt it was a nasty shock. My mother is a wonderful woman and was only trying to do what mothers do and protect me from danger. But I feel I could easily have made the jump and in fact her efforts to protect me only did me harm. 
 
   Maybe I would have grown up to be the slightly cowardly (though occasionally recklessly cocky) man that I am now anyway, or maybe being over protective to your children can stop them taking the risks that making life worth living (and I'm talking about risks as simple as jumping on to a boat. All you're really risking is getting a bit wet). 
 
   Or maybe I am just using this whole incident as an excuse to be a great, big, fucking baby. 
 
   Whoever's fault it is (and it's mine whatever, let's face it. We can't blame our parents for anything. “Oooh, my mum cosseted me when I was a child” – so what? Now you're a man. Snap out of it[102]) I want to change that attitude. I am not an idiot. I am quite capable of jumping on and off a boat (whatever my mum thinks) and balancing on a small ledge even if the ledge is lurching about. I was going to enjoy myself and participate. There was no way in a million years that I was going to fall into that water. 
 
   We sailed (don't know if that is the correct term if you are engine-powered) round to another jetty to pick up Cari. I had bravely moved to sit on the roof of the boat. Pekka was sitting up there too, drinking a beer and using a walking-stick-like affair to move the steering wheel thing (sorry my brain isn't working too well today – it's called something else on a boat, I know. I should know. I used to want to be a pirate, but my mum discouraged me. She thought it would be too dangerous getting on and off all those boats)[103]. 
 
   Antti asked me if I got seasick. Normally I don't, but then my stomach was a bit delicate and I hadn't eaten since the reindeer last night and we'd just passed a factory that made paper and had been producing a smell that was second only in pungency to the plastics factory in Bridgwater. 
 
   As we approached the jetty, a speedboat whisked past, sending our boat bobbing violently in its wake. I thought I was going to fall off. I grabbed on to the side like a sissy and made some woh-ing sounds. The hardy Finnish sailors laughed. This apparently was normal. Grabbing on was considered cowardly. This after I had turned down a beer in favour of a Pepsi Max. 
 
   Once Cari was aboard we set off into the great unknown. I took a beer this time and after a couple of sips my queasiness had gone. Ah the regenerative power of alcohol. The weather was absolutely glorious and the sun glinting on the dark water genuinely looked like gold. I know that's a trite and obvious simile. But really, it was true. You wouldn't believe how brightly it shone. 
 
   Here I was, on a boat in Finland with three men that I had just met, and I felt more relaxed and comfortable than I have for a long time. Occasionally they would speak in English (though none of them were particularly fluent and Pekka seemed to know very little, which was still an infinite amount more English than I had picked up of Finnish), but things were relaxed enough for them to chat to each other while I took in the view and enjoyed the ride. 
 
   There was a rugged manliness to all this and once again it made me consider all the hungover Sundays I have wasted by sitting in my dark house watching TV. I could have been in a boat, jumping over the waves in Kotka harbour (if I'd known that it existed). It was so quiet (apart from the rather loud engine of the boat) and empty, and the air was so fresh. 
 
   This is what life is about. I again thanked my lucky stars that my stupid monologue has been successful enough to cause something like this to happen. 
 
   We passed pretty islands of various sizes, many with summer cottages on them. One island was small enough to have just one wooden house on it. It reminded me of Chard Island, only a bit more developed and less likely to disappear at a moment's notice. I entertained the idea of moving out here and living there. But they told me later that it gets pretty nasty in the winter, so maybe I could just rent it for a week or so (though I'd need to learn to drive a boat first, and find out what the steering wheel is called and be able to get on and off without thinking I might fall in at any moment). 
 
   Eventually, after a good couple of hours, we stopped off on a deserted spot on one of the islands. Again there was a moment's hesitation before I dared to make the leap to the shore, but I did it with ease (thankfully the ground wasn't moving and lurching around) and we all immediately found a tree to wee against (a different tree. We're not strange). 
 
   As the most manly of us all. (not a prissy writer or actor or director) Pekka set about creating the fire. I was relieved to see that he used matches and lighter fluid, rather than unleashing the lightning that I knew he was capable of producing. He'd even thought to bring a little grid of metal to put the sausages on. Then he went back to the boat and re-appeared with a big knife. 
 
   I wondered if despite all the bonhomie and apparent friendship this had all been an elaborate plan to get me somewhere remote, murder me and then barbecue me on the beach like a pig. It must have crossed their minds. I'm very succulent. And perhaps they wanted to get me back for eating that reindeer last night. 
 
   But he just used it to prick the sausages, (how symbolic do you want this to be?) and we drank as we waited for them to cook and looked out at the sea in front of us. 
 
   The sausages were eaten from napkins with mustard poured onto them, no buns or bread, so it was very Atkins Diet-friendly. And being the first thing I'd eaten all day, (it was now 3pm) it was a most welcome repast. 
 
   We listened to the radio, drank and chatted until the air started to turn cold and the wind started to blow and we decided it was time to head back. 
 
   The return journey was colder and we sat in silence, but we four men had shared something that day that words couldn't add to. All brought together for this insane reason. 
 
   People are much more good than bad, I thought, tending more to friendship than hostility. It had just been a brilliant way to spend an afternoon and I hadn't fallen in. 
 
   But now I was tiring and hoping I might be able to head back to the hotel for a nap before the inevitable evening of drinking. 
 
   We returned to the jetty and the sailors fastened the boat ashore. I climbed up on the roof and walked out onto the front bit of the boat (again, that probably has a name, but I'm guessing it's just “front bit”). 
 
   I had one last leap to make. Surely I couldn't fall in now, after I'd acquitted myself so well (I had eaten the most sausage, thus making up for my lack of nautical experience). Cari was already ashore and watching me. I looked at the leap and again stopped in my tracks. There were ropes there, I could lose my footing and this wouldn't be a comedy fall. It would be a nasty head-against-jetty-or-boat affair, involving blood and possible death if it went wrong. 
 
   And I'd been so sure that I'd fall in eventually. It couldn't be a self-fulfilling prophecy could it? 
 
   Of course not, you clots. I'm thirty-six years old. I can jump off a boat on to a wooden pier thing that's only two feet away. 
 
   I just thank God my mum wasn't with us or my brains would now be dripping off a jetty in Kotka. 
 
   Isn't that a nice entry, after all this doom and gloom? I just needed to get out and meet people and do things and I'd be fine. I had hoped to see my Finnish lady friend that night as well, but she did not materialise. I think that's probably for the best. I must surely have been pretty tired and pissed at the end of all this. But I have very fond memories of that time in Finland and Antii still keeps in touch (in fact he's thinking of possibly reviving the Talking Cock show again). How incredibly fortunate I am that my job can lead to such wonderful and joyful things. As always, I am not sure I totally appreciated it at the time, but I was surely grateful for the gift of these few days with people I would otherwise never have met in a country I would probably never have visited.
 
    
 
   Monday 15th September
 
   You're probably delighted to hear that you can play a Finlandic version of CNPS in Finland. They have a similar system to us. Of course you can't mix and match and use Finlandic numbers in your UK game, but if in a few years, with the change in registrations here, you find it too difficult to complete your task, you could go and live in Finland for five years and do it there (there are not many people or cars in Finland, so it might take you longer). I got up as far as 1 in Finlandic CNPS (or FCNPS). So I may have to come back for more visits to my new friends in Kotka. 
 
   Norway number plates were not suitable for CNPS, once more proving the superiority of the Finns over the Norwegs. 
 
   My stay has been brief, but highly enjoyable. I was driven to the airport (a two-hour journey) by a man I had only briefly met on Saturday and who was the husband of one of the theatre bigwigs. 
 
   He filled me in with more stories from the Red House, including a slightly tragic (and yet oddly life-affirming) one that he was possibly recounting for humorous effect. It was hard to tell. 
 
   In Finland prostitution is not currently illegal, but pimping or providing lodgings for prostitutes is. Thus when the Red House was closed down it was the owner of the building (rather satisfyingly a lawyer) and the doormen and the woman who ran what she claimed was a hotel, who got in trouble. Her defence being that she didn't know what the girls were getting upto in their rooms. Not a very good defence. You'd think you'd get suspicious that the hotel rooms were only ever booked by young Russian women, who seemed to have an awful lot of middle-aged businessmen friends and who would all stay for a couple of weeks before returning home, to be replaced by more similar Russian women with more similar (and often the same) middle-aged businessmen friends. You'd think she could have done better, what with her lawyer friend. 
 
   Anyway, a friend of my driver (who no one ever told me the name of and who I was embarrassed to ask at this late stage) was called as a witness at the trial. He had met his wife in the whorehouse where she had been working as a prostitute (it doesn't seem a very romantic start, but this is the rather tragic part) and so he was able to help prove the culpability of the woman who claimed she was merely running a hotel. 
 
   Apparently the friend's now-wife had been offered work in Kotke as a waitress for a few weeks. However, when she got there she was told that the room she was staying in cost about £100 a night. Obviously she had no way to pay this, and her only real option was to sell her body at £30 a time. The place was run by gangsters. She feared for herself and her family and her child back in Russia. 
 
   This unfortunate woman had never done anything like this before and was unable to make the money required to even pay for her room. But her time in Finland was up. The way the matter was resolved was that she would have to come back to the Red House at a later date to earn the money she owed. 
 
   Of course this was a bit of a Catch 22 situation, as the room would still cost £100 a night and she'd still have to pay that off as well. 
 
   Luckily, and here is the part that is maybe a little romantic (or perhaps if you are more cynical a good example of the non-romantic trade-offs we all make in the choice of our life partners) she met the friend of the man driving me to the airport. She was very attractive and he fell in love with her and he offered to pay off all the money that she owed and then she fell in love with him. 
 
   Whatever the truth, he rescued her from this horrible situation and they were married. 
 
   Then his testimony helped put away the people who had placed her in this horrible situation in the first place. 
 
   So there's some justice in there somewhere. And I think something romantic too. Necessity is the mother of invention and possibly of many sexual entanglements, but that's not to say that love can't play a part too. 
 
   You might see the man as a slightly seedy sad-case who had to get his jollies from prostitutes and then bought one for himself, or you might rather chose to see him as a knight, rescuing a young maiden from the red castle in which she had found herself imprisoned. 
 
   Alternatively you might see him as a slightly seedy sad-case who rescued a young maiden from the red castle in which she had found herself imprisoned. 
 
   Maybe she wasn't the only one who was freed in that relationship. 
 
   After all, they were married and now he wouldn't go to the Red House even if he hadn't helped to shut it down. 
 
   And my nameless friend who drove me to the airport did point out that an awful lot of middle-aged men in Kotka seemed to have acquired rather attractive and young Russian wives of late. 
 
   We can be quick to judge people for actions that are somewhat universal. 
 
   It is slightly charming, coming from London, that a town is able to pinpoint its slimy underbelly quite so effectively. 
 
   I don't want to leave you thinking that Kotka is a den of depravity. Quite the opposite. The fact that the Red House is so notorious (all over Finland apparently, and now ,thanks to me, all over the rest of the world) is proof of that, I think. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday 16th September
 
   Another story of love and possibly foolishness to give us succour in this world of hate. 
 
   I went to the bank on Shepherd's Bush Green this afternoon. I passed a phone box and there was a message stuck to it. No, it wasn't the kind of message that you're thinking of (at least I hope not). It was a photocopied A4 sheet with a few words and a photo (it really wasn't that kind of message) 
 
   It said[104]:
 
    !!!Sergio!!! 
 
   We have met in WalkAbout. 
 
   I have lost Your number. 
 
   I really wanna meet You again.
 
   Then there is a photo of a smiling, attractive girl and it continues, 
 
   Please call 
 
   and gives a mobile phone number and an email address (which suggests that the girl is from the Czech Republic originally). It is signed: 
 
   Pavla 
 
   As I continued round the green, I saw that these sheets were stuck up everywhere: on hoardings, on pillar boxes, on passing dogs, onto the faces of tramps (OK, not the last two). Pavla had gone to a lot of trouble to try and track down Sergio in a massively romantic gesture that bordered on being seen as over-keen! 
 
   She had met a man she had fallen for, been careless and stupid enough to mislay his number (she can't have liked him that much then) and was now trying to rectify the damage by mounting an advertising campaign that would unfreeze the heart of an evil snowman. You know, a snowman who had somehow broken the snowman moral code of standing still and being made of snow. 
 
   She had also consequently given her name, phone number, email address and picture to everyone in Shepherds Bush. 
 
   I thought that this was possibly a slightly naïve thing to do. I imagine she's had a lot of calls and emails from people who aren't called Sergio. I know she's had one. Because I emailed her. 
 
   Usually, I would be delighted to see the hope and love of a young couple dashed into oblivion. Usually I would laugh at her smiling, innocent face and her failure to see the world as a cold and evil place of selfishness, where it is foolish to give your personal details to strangers. Why should Sergio and Pavla experience happiness when I am miserable and alone? I will not rest until the whole world is as misanthropic as I. Until everyone hates love. 
 
   But something in her bright, unquestioning eyes softened this bitter old man's heart. I wanted to help. I wanted to find out what happened to these star-crossed lovers and to see if they found the happiness they deserved. I hoped that I might get some vicarious comfort from the shining beacon of their love (or lust if you want to be cynical).
 
   I told her I'd mention it on here. 
 
   She hasn't replied yet. I suspect she's got quite a few emails to wade through. Not all of them as polite and helpful as mine. 
 
   So if you're Sergio and you met Pavla in the Walkabout, or if you know a Sergio who did, then tell him to go down to Shepherds Bush and pick up one of the hundreds of love notes that are pinned everywhere for him. 
 
   I reckon he's on for a definite shag. 
 
   And hooray for love and best luck to all the young and hopeful lovers out there, who will learn that all dreams just turn into dust, but just not yet. Enjoy those dreams before they start to crumble. 
 
   Pavla 4 Sergio 4 ever. 
 
   Pavla's actions were a little bit crazy or maybe suspect, but again I had noticed another little lost soul out there and empathised. I think my motives were pure and that I was trying to help, but maybe I was hoping this romantic stranger might transfer her love to me. You'd imagine she got quite a few responses that were not so sensitive or helpful. I hope my motivation was to help someone else's love flourish, rather than anything more cynical.
 
    
 
   Wednesday 17th September
 
   I am spending most of my days messing round on the Internet. I am sure many of you can empathise with that. It's horribly addictive and I can easily get into a cycle of checking my ten favourite websites, then starting again in case anything has changed. 
 
   Last night, I did that thing that I'm sure we all occasionally do[105], and put my own name into Google to see what people were saying about me and also about people with the same name as me. 
 
   There're quite a few new things since I last did this a few months ago, largely thanks to Warming Up. 
 
   My favourite discovery was at a website called http://www.obsess.com/[106] where a fellow called Tom wrote about a piece of fan mail that Stew and me sent him some time ago. This is what he said, 
 
   When I was a kid I got a relatively lengthy letter from Stewart Lee in reply to some fan mail I'd sent in to Fist Of Fun or something. In the corner of the last page was written 
 
   Dear Tom, 
 
   I have no interest in you or your life. 
 
   Love, 
 
   Richard Herring
 
   This really made me laugh. 
 
   I remember we used to take great pains to respond to all fan mail (and this was in the days when email was in its infancy and most people didn't have it). Writing out replies by hand took an awful long time. We spent about a month replying to our post bag after one TV series. So it was no wonder that I got a bit silly and skittish and wrote stuff like that on the occasional reply. 
 
   It wasn't as if I didn't think Tom would get that it was a joke, which he clearly did. I left a comment on the page apologising for my rudeness and added, "If it's any consolation I still have no interest in you or your life." Tom emailed me back to say,"If anything I feel your interest has waned slightly, which is ideal." 
 
   I like it when I am unexpectedly able to travel through time and make myself laugh. I can only do it one-way so far, but I'm working on travelling backwards. If only I could tell the 21-year-old me that I'd spent eighteen months writing about cocks, I'm sure he would laugh his head off. 
 
   I also noted the huge number of dead Richard Herrings that are mentioned in Google (mainly in family tree pages) and it struck me that Dave Gorman could do a show where he found maybe a million Dave Gormans from the past and then dug up their bones and made a giant super Dave Gorman monster skellington[107] out of them. I emailed him with this idea. He said he would definitely do it. He also knew that a Dave Gorman had died on the Titanic (of course he did), so recovering his bones for the Dave Gorman skelllington[108] would make an excellent and expensive episode for the TV series. 
 
   I suggested he could call it "Are You Dead Gorman?" 
 
   I don't even want any money for coming up with this brilliant idea. Just the pleasure of seeing the Dave Gorman Monster skellington with a million skulls would be enough for me. 
 
   Finally I found a page called “Cell Pals” in which inmates in America are looking for people to correspond with. One of these prisoners is in Alabama and is called Richard Herring. Here's what he has to say:
 
   Single White male, 36 yrs old looking for someone to write (nothing else for right now) I am currently serving a life sentence on burglary charges. Hobbies include, watching t.v. (sports), music, working leather, exercise and playing chess. I'm blonde, blue-eyed, 6'1", 185 lbs. Anyone interested can write to me and I'll surely return all letters with a reply. Thanks. 
 
   It was weird to think I have a namesake who is serving a life sentence. They treat burglars harshly out there. It is strange to feel sympathetic to a man merely because he shares the same name as you. Even when he is physically very different and has no similar hobbies (though I don't mind a bit of chess). 
 
   I considered writing to him. We could at least play chess through the mail. He's not going anywhere. 
 
   But I'm a bit scared of him. The hobby of "working leather" sounds a bit intimidating. 
 
    
 
   Thursday 18th September
 
   I was looking back at the website of my evil, tall, blonde doppelgänger, Richard Herring: he's identical to me in every respect, apart from the height and the hair colour, his interests and the fact that I have never been caught for my crimes. I have shoplifted over three kinder eggs and all the Tintin books[109] - in softback, I'm not greedy - and I am still a free man. And I can't see any way that I will be brought to justice for these crimes. How will anyone find out? I am thinking of writing anonymous and taunting letters to Scotland Yard, a bit like Jack the Ripper, except enclosing pieces of Kinder egg toys instead of bits of prostitutes' livers. But something else struck me about what he had to say. It's there in the first sentence. Let's have another look. He says 
 
   "Single White male, 36 yrs old looking for someone to write (nothing else for right now) I am currently serving a life sentence on burglary charges." 
 
   The bit in brackets is what interests me. 
 
   "(Nothing else for right now)" 
 
   This is a man who admits that he is in prison for life. What else is he hoping for from a relationship other than the occasional letter? I know some men find it difficult to commit, but surely he doesn't have to protect himself so quickly from the misapprehension that there might be something more to this (non-existent as yet) relationship than being pen-pals. 
 
   I mean, I know he's quite a catch, what with his height and hair colour and his leather-working skills and the fact that he is in prison FOR LIFE for burglary-based offences... so he has to let the ladies down gently. 
 
   What else is he expecting there to be in the long run? 
 
   I know this is slightly unfair and that plenty of prisoners end up marrying women they have met through correspondence and prison visits (and one has to ask, what's going on in the heads of the women who want to be friends with murderers and rapists? If I was the murderers and rapists I'd steer well clear of those nutcases) and I don't want to start taking the piss out of an innocent man (well, OK, a man who is probably guilty of burglary) who is clearly very big, can work leather and has very little to lose by escaping, coming to the UK and murdering and skinning a small, fat, cowardly namesake. 
 
   Perhaps he's not saying "Hey, if you impress me in letter-form, you might be lucky enough to get to marry me." Perhaps he's just saying he would prefer the anonymity of the written word, rather than have any of his pen pals visit him. 
 
   I think he's a great bloke, whatever his motivations, and I don't have a bad word to say about him or his sharp leather working tools. 
 
   I may mount a campaign to get him released. Free the Richard Herring One! 
 
   Or I might just stop writing about him all together and hope he never finds out about the terrible things I have said. 
 
    
 
   Friday 19th September 
 
   I got a copy of my book in the post today. Although it is not on sale until the 9th October the books are all printed now and sitting in a warehouse somewhere (and if my previous book, the Fist of Fun annual is anything to go by, this is where they will stay, before being pulped or sold in bargain bookshops for 50p[110]). 
 
   After all this time and all the work I've done it was quite a special feeling to have my Cock in my hands (I mean the book, honestly your minds disgust me sometimes). 
 
   During the struggle to complete it in time, it was hard to visualise that what I was writing was actually going to be published, so only now does it all seem real. 
 
   I flicked through it and it looked like a proper book that might be done by a grown-up and be for sale in the shops. I read a few bits. It's been a while since I wrote the early parts and I'd forgotten a lot of what I'd written and I thought it was pretty funny. It was as if the author had exactly the same sense of humour as me, which is always remarkable and satisfying. Until you remember that you are the author, then it's not so surprising. Still if I just write all the books that I ever read (after having given myself a few months to forget what they're about) then I will never be disappointed by my choice of reading material ever again! 
 
   I had been very concerned to try and make sure all the grammar and spelling and punctuation was right, as I hate it when a book is spoiled by typos, but even in my speed-read flicking through I noticed three (not especially important) errors. Dammit. 
 
   Nothing can be perfect and we still love our babies despite their defects. 
 
   Though obviously we'd prefer them if they didn't have any. 
 
   OK that's not a very good analogy, I admit it. 
 
   I'm really pleased with the book. I hope it does well. But then I was really pleased with the Fist of Fun book too and that disappeared without trace. So please, all buy a copy of Talking Cock, because I think you'll enjoy it (a few bits from the Warming Up entries made it into the final book) and (here's the blackmail part) I can only afford to keep writing this rubbish for nothing if the things that I get paid for do well[111]. 
 
   If you don't buy it I could find myself living on the streets. The streets, you hear me? I know I said that I sort of wanted to do that when I was in Melbourne[112], but ignore that. Don't give your money to charity, give it to me, a relatively well off man with no responsibilities who will merely waste it on electronic equipment that he only uses once before putting it in a drawer and forgetting about it. 
 
   Don't just buy yourself a copy, buy one each for all your friends and family. It's the ideal Christmas gift (for people who aren't offended by the idea of discussing genitalia). 
 
   You could also buy some extra copies and give them to strangers. Or if you find the idea of a book about cocks insulting and offensive, why don't you buy all the copies from your local bookshop and create a massive bonfire and burn them. Encourage your conservative and religious friends to do the same thing. Burn them. Burn the whorish books[113]. The publishers will print more and ever more, but don't let that stop you. Buy them too and add them to the pyre. You can beat the publishers. Eventually all trees and thus all paper will be destroyed in the conflagration and you will have won. The cock book that you hate so much, will be no more. 
 
   Again the baby analogy falls down here too. No parent would encourage the wilful destruction of their own children. But I will get paid whether the book is read, destroyed or just left on someone's shelf and never opened. The saddest fate that a book can ever have. Just as long as they don't stay in that bloody warehouse. 
 
   I haven't actually got a copy of the Fist of Fun annual any more. I did have one, but I've lost it, or someone's nicked it, or possibly I gave it away as a prize or something[114]. There is a possibility of my recreating the classic “Fly Fishing by J R Hartley” advert from all those years back. I'd rather do this with Talking Cock though. But I'll have to wait till I'm old for full comic effect. 
 
   If I haven't sold you the book in this entry, can I just add that there is a picture of a bare lady in it as well (rather neatly the exact same picture - and joke - that appears in the Fist of Fun annual). But I haven't created this book just so I can get another copy of that lost picture. 
 
   And anyone who says I have is lying. 
 
   After investing so much time, frustration and tears into creating this book I was, of course, hopeful it would do well, although I'd been given a generous advance and it was unlikely that I would sell enough copies to make any more money. I was more concerned that the work would be for nothing and that no one would end up reading what I'd spent months creating. 
 
    
 
   Saturday 20th September
 
   Pavla (the hopeful romantic/cynical advertising campaign depending on your point of view) got in touch with me today, with a slightly sad end to her tale of love. Here's her email, 
 
   Dear Rich, 
 
   thank you very much for your attention and kindness. It really made me pleased. 
 
   I had one phone call from girlfriend of Sergia's 
 
   and she was just shouting at me and was very rude. 
 
   It let me down a lot, because I thought He is fair guy and honest enough to call by himself and tell me the true. But he's not and it's even more worse. 
 
   Anyway, It was good experience and made me stronger and cleverer. It's just gonna take some time to be again that happy dreaming girl like before but people like you are helping a lot. 
 
   Thanks again Rich 
 
   lots of happiness to you 
 
   Pavla 
 
   Aaaaah![115] 
 
   Well it's good she was able to be positive about it, and also that the love-rat Sergio was caught out in his philandering by this unlikely piece of publicity. 
 
   How did the girlfriend know that this Sergio was her Sergio? I can't tell you. Maybe she's used to him behaving in this way. Maybe she knows that he's always hanging around the Walkabout pub looking for impressionable young tourists to seduce - note to self; that's not a bad plan. Secretly give it a try yourself, while maintaining the moral high ground on this website. Maybe he has his way with these girls and gives them a self-destructing phone number or uses disappearing ink, thinking this will mean he never has to see them again, but this time was caught out by the dream-hearted romantic, Pavla. 
 
   Let's face it, Sergio must have got an earful the night after the posters started appearing all over his neighbourhood. 
 
   And though I suppose I predicted that their love would eventually crumble (who'd have guessed it? I am a latter day Nostradamus - where's my barbecue?[116]), though probably not quite so quickly, I think it's great that Pavla is taking it all so positively. She's been hurt by the failure of her false hope and the unexpected consequences of her sweeping romantic gesture. She's started to see through the lies of fate and true love that we are for some reason indoctrinated with in our youth, but clearly still believes that love is waiting for her somewhere else. 
 
   And I'm sure it is. In some form. It seems what she has learned is that Sergio is a bit of a dick. A less charitable person might be tempted to create a second advertising campaign informing the people of Shepherd's Bush of this fact. 
 
   I may be that less charitable person. 
 
   If only I had a photo of him. 
 
   Not sure I totally buy Pavla's story now and I suspect she might be a little bit more mentally fragile than I was giving her credit for at the time. Or maybe she just found a good way to get men to contact her. But if this is true it's an interesting everyday tale of love.
 
    
 
   Sunday 21st September
 
   Back on the road and doing Talking Cock again, slightly concerned that I might start doing it in Norwegian or something. The City Varieties in Leeds is a marvellous old-time venue and I'd sold a few tickets, so it looked like being fun. 
 
   Being a low-key act, I have a fairly frugal rider for my gigs. No bowls of blue Smarties or baths full of cocaine, just a sandwich for me and Simon Streeting[117] (my arrogant tour manager) and some water, fruit juice, fruit and salad. Sometimes theatres say they're not going to provide any food, sometimes they splash out a bit and get me a pizza or a curry or something or, better still, I can eat in their cafe (see the entry about the Glasgow Tron[118], one of the best meals I've ever had). Sandwiches can get a bit annoying after a month of touring, so you welcome any change really. 
 
   But this was just a one-night stand, so a sandwich was going to be fine and just enough to get me through the gig. 
 
   I like to eat at least an hour and a half before I perform or I start belching and being sick in the back of my throat, so I asked Simon Streeting to make sure my sandwich was ready for consumption upon my arrival. 
 
   However, when I got to the dressing room there was no sandwich. There were some tubs of salad and some fruit and some water and fruit juice, but no sandwiches. I assumed naturally that the sandwiches would be arriving shortly. Simon Streeting was having some technical difficulties and I wanted to do a quick run-through to remind myself of this mammoth show. 
 
   I got about half way through the run-through show and then there was a problem with the film of the hats being thrown in the air. There was only half an hour to go to the performance so I left Simon Streeting to try and sort out what was wrong and thought I'd eat my sandwich. I'd been looking forward to it. I was hungry. Even though I had limited time to the show, I was going to need fuel. I am not a robot. And anyone who says I am and that I only ask for sandwiches so I can sell them the next day at my Android Sandwich Bar is lying. 
 
   But the sandwiches weren't in my dressing room. I ate a few grapes, but it wasn't the same. And what use is salad with nothing to accompany it? 
 
   I tentatively told Simon Streeting that there were no sandwiches, but he was trying to sort out the glitches in the presentation. 
 
   With fifteen minutes remaining Simon Streeting arrived in the dressing room to inform me that there were no sandwiches. The theatre wasn't providing them. They had apparently sent the rider back to my management company with the sandwich bit crossed out. Why didn't they want to provide me with a sandwich? 
 
   It seemed weird, given they had been happy to go out and buy fruit and salad. Had they felt that two sandwiches would be pushing things? Was the extra three pounds (or less if they'd made the sandwiches themselves) just a bridge too far? "Oh we can afford individually packed salad and grapes and bananas, but you're not getting a sandwich, you arrogant comedian!" 
 
   This was annoying because a) I was hungry - this hungriness could easily have affected the show. Surely it was within their interests to keep me happy - but mainly b) because out of all the things on the rider, the only bit I actually wanted was the sandwiches, which was quite possibly the cheapest thing on there. 
 
   I don't want salad. I don't even know why it's down on the list, but I rarely if ever eat it (and certainly am never going to just eat salad if there's nothing else accompanying it) and the fruit is nice, but again, it usually goes uneaten (or Simon Streeting takes it home. I think he uses it to try and impress girls somehow). 
 
   I think my management just puts fruit and salad on the rider to make me look more important than I am. Obviously it doesn't make me look very important, but this is still more important than I actually am. 
 
   If the theatre had rung me and said, "Look, we're on a tight budget here. Which things on the rider don't you want?" I would have replied, "I don't really want any of it, apart from the sandwich. And if two sandwiches is too much for you to afford then just buy me one and Simon Streeting can go hungry. That should curb his arrogance. It will be good for him. If you go to a supermarket you can usually buy a plain egg or cheese sandwich for about 70p. So don't bother buying salad or orange juice. But please get me a sandwich or else I might perish on stage." 
 
   Unfortunately they didn't ask me, and someone made an executive decision and decided I would rather have some salad. 
 
   Which to be honest is such an unlikely choice that one has to assume that the people at Leeds City Varities were taking the piss out of me. 
 
   In my hunger I assumed this was the case. I thought it was at least a bit curmudgeonly of them. I noticed that they'd been chummy enough to put a big book with the flyers of all the acts they'd had in the theatre, which they were requesting me to sign. 
 
   Up to this point I had only met one staff member, who had not brought me a sandwich and who was a bit grumpy and uncommunicative. Along with saying something nice in the book, I made a sarcastic comment about the cheery faces of the crew. 
 
   It was the hunger and the frustration that did it. 
 
   Then I met about three other members of the crew who were quite nice to me, and I felt a bit guilty about my rudeness. I thought that maybe, with a bit of luck, they might all read my comment and think I meant it sincerely. 
 
   But then I made the mistake of writing about it on the Internet. 
 
   So that blew the chances of that. 
 
   They were lucky that I didn't put the PS I had thought about doing: "PS. Next time get us a fucking sandwich, you tight arses. And don't bother with the salad. I'm not some kind of shitting rabbit." 
 
   I managed to resist doing that at least. The gig went well, though I struggled to remember some of it and there were no hats being dropped. 
 
   I feel a bit like a prima donna thanks to my behaviour. But just wanting a small sandwich hardly makes me Jennifer Lopez[119]. 
 
   More the pity. 
 
   Because if it did I would just stay at home and look at my bare arse in the mirror. 
 
   I might just do that anyway. I can imagine. And there's nothing Ben Affleck[120] can do to stop me. In fact I might look at my arse and imagine it's Jennifer Lopez's arse and also imagine that Ben Affleck is hiding in a cupboard looking at my/her arse and he loves looking at it. 
 
   This is the true power of the imagination. 
 
   Entries (and tweets) like this get me into trouble, because although they are genuinely tongue-in-cheek (though I think some genuine frustration is spilling over in this one) venue managers often don't see the joke, just a public criticism – which is perhaps fair enough. I didn't play the Leeds City Varieties again until 2012, which might just be a coincidence (and it was closed for a few years for refurbishment). 
 
   Nowadays few venues provide food and I actually try to discourage any of them from doing so as it just makes things simpler – you either turn up with food to find food is provided or without food to discover it isn't. It's just simpler to bring something with you. Though it's amazing what difference small gestures of friendliness can make when you arrive at a theatre and how much unfriendliness or meanness can affect my mood before a gig. It does seem odd that this venue provided some refreshment, but baulked at sandwiches.
 
   But I have to say that on the 2012 tour it was one of the friendliest and most efficiently run venues I went to. So maybe I wasn't the only one having a bit of a bad day in 2003.
 
    
 
   Monday 22nd September
 
   Jerry Springer: The Opera[121] posters are up all over London. A lot of people seem to assume that, because me and opera director and co-writer Stewart Lee used to do stuff together, I must be very jealous of the phenomenal success of this project. Even when I tell them I am not jealous and in fact am delighted that one of my friends (in fact two of them, as TMWRNJ music man, Richard Thomas is the other writer and musical genius behind the piece) is doing so well, they still sneer and laugh and say "Yeah, sure. I'm sure you are really pleased about it." But they say this in a sarcastic way, particularly emphasising the two sures and the really. 
 
   If I attempt to reaffirm my pleasure in the success of the show, the people pull ever more contorted faces at me and make more sarcastic comments and it looks like I am protesting too much. So I eventually say, "Yes, you're right, I'm really jealous and I wish it was me who'd written it, or alternatively that Stewart and Richard were dead." 
 
   I also say this in a sarcastic way, but in a very subtle sarcastic way, so that the idiotic person saying this to me doesn't realise I have been sarcastic. I get more pleasure out of my secretly making them look like an idiot. 
 
   Although I can not claim to have had any input into this show, I suppose one of the reasons that I'm not jealous is because its success shows how stupid and short-sighted Jane Root[122] at BBC2 was to treat me and Stew and then Stew, Rich and Simon Munnery[123] so badly. Apparently TV people are now falling over themselves to get Richard Thomas's[124] opera ideas onto the screen, even though they have had this opportunity before and failed to understand how good he was. 
 
   In 1999, when we were waiting to hear if there was another series of TMWRNJ[125] in the pipeline I was at a party talking to Steve Coogan[126] about possibly writing for him. Jane Root approached Steve and said hello. Steve said, "Do you know Richard Herring?" and Jane Root didn't say anything but instead immediately turned her back on me. I don't think anyone has ever been that rude to me. It was at this point that I pretty much guessed that there wasn't going to be another series of TMWRNJ. 
 
   It is thus people like Jane Root, rather than my friends Stew and Rich, that I would love to see fail. Alas she continues to do quite well, so maybe she was right all along about me. 
 
   I am so bad that I deserve to be completely snubbed. 
 
   I suppose that's sort of by the by (and I don't think it will do me any harm to publicly admit to my antipathy - she's never going to give me any work.) 
 
   The point is that for Jerry Springer to prove her wrong (at least about Stew and Rich T, she might have been correct about me) is some kind of vindication for past disappointments. I'm actually quite pleased in hindsight that the show got cancelled as it has allowed both me and Stew to do some stuff we wouldn't have had time for otherwise. I've really enjoyed the last four years and without Jane Root's comedic idiocy I would not have had time to do the things that I have done. So I thank her for her stupidity. 
 
   I just wish she hadn't turned her back on me. If any of you are ever introduced to her, can you just do the same thing to her? Don't say a word. Just turn your back and talk to someone else. I promise you I will do the same next time I meet her, even if she's about to offer me a big TV contract. 
 
   And I won't explain why I've done it either. 
 
   Sometimes a principle is worth destroying your life for. 
 
   But, back to the point, I am pleased about Stewart's success (ooh, he's going on about it, isn't he? He sounds REALLY pleased, I'm SURE). 
 
   No, I can prove I am. 
 
   Because I have the perfect way to ruin Stewart Lee's life and make him extremely miserable and angry. I am going to share it with you. 
 
   On the underground and in magazines at the moment there is an advertisement for the Ben Elton/Queen musical We Will Rock You! 
 
   It involves a photo of the audience, shot from stage with a performer with his back to us in the foreground. The audience is on its feet, cheering, punching the air and basically displaying all the signs of orgasmic ecstasy, presumably, one imagines, at the brilliance of the show. You can see all their individual faces, their individual glee. 
 
   Stewart Lee, as anyone who has read his Sunday Times column will know, is not much of a fan of "popular" music and tends instead to like bands that no one else (including the members of the bands themselves) has ever heard of. 
 
   This is OK. He is passionate and genuine about this. Unlike most journalists, he really believes what he is writing and isn't just saying stuff to impress people. 
 
   Consequently he is not a fan of the music of Queen. Nor is he much of an advocate of the theatrical work of Ben Elton. In fact, he went to see We Will Rock You very early on (in order to review it, I think) and was apoplectic with rage about how bland and rubbish and degrading it was. He hated it. 
 
   So if I was jealous of Stewart and wanted to make him angry and probably suicidal, all I would have to do is pay the printers of that poster to include an extra figure in the audience. I need only get a picture of Stewart Lee, whooping and punching the air with glee and then insert it into the front row of the Queen fan audience and make sure the poster was put up all over London. 
 
   He would be devastated, destroyed and inconsolable. He wouldn't think it was funny. Not even a bit. Not even in hindsight. 
 
   The fact that I haven't done this proves that I am not jealous of his success. 
 
   And anyway I'm currently working on my own project, Kilroy, the Ballet which will soon make everyone forget about Lee and Thomas's tawdry little operetta. 
 
   I sometimes wonder what I did to get shunned by TV executives. I think it might have been writing blog entries like this. But I am glad that I was brave enough to say what I thought and that was a properly rude thing of Root to do. One day I will have my revenge.
 
    
 
   Tuesday 23rd September
 
   Pavla's been back in touch. This is the last time I'm going to talk about her, but I'll let you read the email she sent to find out the next part of her exciting story:
 
   Hi Rich, 
 
   thanks for your mail again. 
 
   I don't mind if you want to write about my story on your website. Even more when somebody likes that and can take a advice from it. 
 
   But I have to tell you everything changed. 
 
   I was sitting in my bedroom on Sunday night and suddenly got a message. ~How are you doing beauty? Long time haven't seen you. IM back in London when Im gonna see you again? Miss you xxx Sergio~ 
 
   I thought It's just a bad joke and asked him for his SWEET GIRLFRIEND! 
 
   I got immediately other txt Where he promised he doesn't have anyone and just arrived to Gatwick airport, coming back from his holiday in Spain. 
 
   Could you imagine how shocked I was? 
 
   So I don't understand who was that histerical girl and why she was trying to upset me??? 
 
   Anyway we arranged a date for a next day. 
 
   We were talking a lot and I thought how lucky girl Im because I was feeling ~happy???~ 
 
   At least I found him. 
 
   But afretwards things changed and we got somewhere Where I really didn't want to be. 
 
   I was very confused and maybe a bit dissapointed? 
 
   It was yesterday and still don't have any message from him and Im sure won't have any more because he got what he wanted and that's it. 
 
   It doesn't hurts and Im not sad about that. Quite glad it happened because I know now he can't be the prince of my dreams:@} 
 
   But I met very nice guy thanks my adds and just a time will show what's gonna happen... 
 
   So that's it, maybe you are interesting about this crazy story and if you want to hear some more, just let me know. 
 
   Since September somebody up there is playing naughty game with me and always when I think everything is just a shit, Sun starts to shine again a somebody or something just cheers me up. 
 
   Anyway, thanks for reading this and let me know if somebody likes that. 
 
   All the best 
 
   Pavla
 
   So there we go, the woman who rang up saying she was Sergio's girlfriend was either a crank call or had got the wrong Sergio (I thought it was odd that she'd managed to work it out) and Sergio had just been away. So he managed to have his wicked way (I would guess, reading between the lines) and then hasn't been in touch again (give him a chance, he might just have gone on holiday again). But never mind because some unscrupulous man has taken it on himself to get in touch with Pavla thanks to her advertising campaign and has used her grief to wheedle his way into her heart (and maybe more!). 
 
   No, it wasn't me. 
 
   My interest in Pavla was purely journalistic. The thought never even crossed my mind. 
 
   So it seems that the story has veered from romantic to tragic, back to romantic, to sleazy, to slightly suspect but hopefully romantic again, all in the space of a few days. 
 
   Nice as it's been to have these updates I feel a bit like the agony aunt at Jackie magazine must have done and I'm not sure I want to know any more about the shifting affections of a twenty-something girl any more. 
 
   Last week she loved Sergio so much that she was prepared to wage a potentially humiliating campaign to find him. This week she's been out with him, decided he's no good and is with someone else. 
 
   It seems to devalue the original gesture a little bit, but I wish her luck in her quest for love. My suspicion is that it is going to be some time until she finds it. 
 
   But I will let the rest of her life story pass by without further comment on this website. 
 
   It's a shame that we can't hear Sergio's side of the story. I suggest he mounts a poster campaign of his own. 
 
   And while he's at it, he could put up a few of my (I mean not my, I don't know who has made them) new We Will Rock You posters - http://www.richardherring.com/rockyou_stew.jpg 
 
   I did not contact Pavla again. I was glad that she had found love, however fleeting it might turn out to be. I was still lonely, but wasn't going to resort to a poster campaign to find my next girlfriend. Though weirdly in the next few months I'd find an even more crazy and attention-seeking way of meeting women. 
 
   The world is full of lost souls trying to let everyone else know that they're there through poster campaigns or blogs or by obsessing about boxes. Ultimately we have to find our own way through it all.
 
   I had to fight my own madness with madness. Without knowing it, by collecting number plates and running along the banks of the Thames, I was taking the first steps towards my next one-man show, which would help me overcome my loneliness and eventually lead to me giving stand-up another crack. And tragically, having a more reliable outlet to perform was probably all I really needed to cheer myself up and get out of this self-indulgent fug. But let's not get ahead of ourselves!
 
   Perhaps the only real pesticle in this book is me.
 
   


 
   
 
  






 
   Appendix
 
   Script for TV pilot “Blog”
 
    
 
                                                                          
 
                 SCENE 1 - EXT. A STREET in Balham
 
    
 
                 RICHARD HERRING is walking along addressing camera. The
 
                 convention of the show is that when RICH directly looks
 
                 into the camera he is addressing the audience and the other
 
                 people don't respond. When he doesn't look at the camera he
 
                 is in the scene
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Hello. I'm Richard Herring. At
 
                           the end of 2002, everything
 
                           seemed to be coming together for
 
                           me at last. I'd just met a
 
                           fantastic woman...
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 2 - INT S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 S sits on her sofa, RICH is taking a photo. She pulls a
 
                 goofy face for the camera.
 
    
 
                                     RICH 
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ... who unbelievably thought I
 
                           was fantastic as well...
 
    
 
                 RICH sits by her and takes a photo of them together goofing
 
                 around, holding camera at arms length.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
   SCENE 3 - EXT. THE STREET IN BALHAM
 
    
 
                 Still walking
 
    
 
                                  
 
                                             RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I'd been commissioned to write a
 
                           book based on my last stage show.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 4 INT. RICH'S OFFICE IN BALHAM FLAT
 
    
 
                 RICH is apparently working hard at his laptop. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           And I'd made enough money to
 
                           think about moving from my pokey
 
                           flat in Balham..
 
    
 
                 The camera pans back to reveal the extent of his small and
 
                 grotty bachelor flat. It settles on the kitchen table where
 
                 there are some details for houses in West London. RICH is
 
                 now at the table making a cup of tea. He picks some of
 
                 these up
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           to a swanky house that wasn't in
 
                           Balham.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 5 INT SAINSBURY'S LOCAL BALHAM.
 
    
 
                 RICH arrives at his Sainsbury's Local and continues to
 
                 address the camera as he picks up a basket and starts
 
                 shopping.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           My girlfriend even had a small
 
                           baby from a previous
 
                           relationship.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 6 INT S'S LOUNGE.
 
    
 
                 S and RICH with P, a 10 month year old. All having
 
                 fun together.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Which meant I had a ready made
 
                           family without all the palaver of
 
                           having to have sex. Bonus! 
 
    
 
                 SCENE 7 INT SAINSBURY'S
 
    
 
                 RICH is shopping, picking up "Be Good To Yourself"
 
                 Microwaveable meals for one.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I was 35 and maybe at last I was
 
                           growing up.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 8 INT S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 The little family group all sitting there, but things are
 
                 less happy.
 
    
 
                                    
 
    
 
    
 
    RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Maybe at last I was going to be
 
                           happy….
 
    
 
                 P starts to cry. S smells his nappy, indicates it
 
                 is full and goes off to change it. RICH looks a little less
 
                 sure of everything.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 9 INT SAINSBURY'S
 
    
 
                 RICH is now at the checkout. His basket is full of a
 
                 mixture of junk food and things that look like he might be
 
                 trying to be healthy too. He continues to address the
 
                 camera.
 
    
 
                                    
 
    RICH  
 
                           But I was finding it increasingly
 
                           difficult to apply myself to my
 
                           work. 
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 10 INT RICH'S OFFICE
 
    
 
                 The camera comes round behind him. We see he is playing
 
                 Free Cell (patience). He notices the camera and hurriedly
 
                 swaps back to a blank document headed "Talking Cock" and
 
                 ponders.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (V.O.)
 
                           Some might call this "Writer's
 
                           Block", others "Writer's
 
                           Laziness". 
 
    
 
                 RICH closes his lap-top and goes into the lounge and turns
 
                 on the TV. The opening credits to "Diagnosis Murder" are
 
                 playing. RICH looks happy and settles down to watch.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 11 INT SAINSBURY'S
 
    
 
                 RICH is getting his credit and Nectar cards back, as he
 
                 talks he thanks girl, picks up shopping and starts to leave
 
                 shop and head home
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Perhaps happiness and relative
 
                           wealth had dampened my creative
 
                           zeal. I needed something to
 
                           inspire me... Meanwhile my boring
 
                           every day life rattled onwards
 
                           towards my inevitable death….
 
    
 
                 SCENE 12 EXT NIGHT THE ROUNDHOUSE, LONDON.
 
    
 
                 NB the caption should appear on screen as if being typed on
 
                 a computer screen
 
    
 
                                     CAPTION
 
                           13th November 2002.
 
    
 
                 RICH is exiting the venue and heading towards the
 
                 portacabin style loos. There is a long queue of men.
 
    
 
                                     RICH 
 
                               (to camera)
 
   
 
  



                        I was watching Michael Moore's
 
                           live gig at the Roundhouse. It
 
                           was the interval and I needed a
 
                           wee....
 
    
 
                 RICH spots the queue and looks frustrated.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                           Oh! Forget that.
 
    
 
                 RICH walks past queue towards the dark of the carpark. Just
 
                 cars parked on waste ground.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I was impatient to get back to my
 
                           drink... (afterthought) and my girlfriend.. so
 
                           thought I'd beat the system and
 
                           urinate al fresco in the car
 
                           park. Sneaky! The wee would
 
                           disappear into the gravel and
 
                           mud. The perfect crime!
 
    
 
                 RICH crosses on to the gravel. A tall shaven-headed BOUNCER
 
                 in a long coat and smart suit is lurking in the shadows.
 
                 RICH is momentarily surprised. There is momentary eye
 
                 contact and the man glares, but nothing is said and RICH
 
                 continues onwards.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           That man was lurking in the
 
                           shadows. I surmised, correctly as
 
                           it turned out, that he was a
 
                           bouncer.
 
                           Although it was patently obvious
 
                           what my intention was he made no
 
                           attempt to stop me.  Why should
 
                           he care if I was going to do a
 
                           wee? 
 
    
 
                 RICH stops behind a car and undoes his zip and prepares to
 
                 wee. Suddenly there is a kerfuffle off camera.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER (O.C.)
 
                           Oi!
 
    
 
                 RICH is shocked and starts to tidy himself away.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Shit!
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER is approaching.
 
    
 
                                    
 
    BOUNCER
 
                               (angry)
 
                           Oi! Are you pissing on my car?
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera, fumbling
 
                                throughout)
 
                           It was the bouncer. It was
 
                           clearly his specific job to
 
                           prevent men urinating in the car
 
                           park. He could have stopped me
 
                           when I passed him, but he was
 
                           going for theatrical effect.
 
                           Enjoying the power he had over
 
                           those maverick men who decided
 
                           that they were too good to queue
 
                           for the proper facilities…
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER is now on the scene and waiting for an answer.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           I said "Are you pissing on my
 
                           car?
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Er...um....
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I should have realised that it
 
                           was extremely unlikely that I had
 
                           happened to stop right by his
 
                           actual car. I wish I'd said… 
 
                               (to bouncer)
 
                           Is this your car? What an amazing
 
                           coincidence. I wonder if you
 
                           could recite the number-plate for
 
                           me. 
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But I had been caught with my
 
                           pants, if not down, at least
 
                           askew and weakly replied, 
 
                               (to bouncer)
 
                           No, I hadn't started pissing yet.
 
                           And I wasn't going to piss on it,
 
                           I was going to piss behind it.
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER is thrown for a second, as this 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           He was momentarily flummoxed by
 
                           this unexpected response. But he
 
                           wasn't going to back down. The
 
                           man's job was to stop men
 
                           urinating in a car park. He could
 
                           only cope with the ignominy by
 
                           acting even more like the tough
 
                           man. 
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER takes a couple of steps towards RICH
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           He was trying to intimidate me,
 
                           but uncharacteristically I wasn't
 
                           scared. I thought it was quite
 
                           funny..
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           Why are you pissing in the car
 
                           park? 
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           There's a big queue for the
 
                           toilet...
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           So what? It's disgusting, you
 
                           animal. You will fucking queue up
 
                           with everyone else. Pissing in
 
                           the car-park! Disgusting!
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Now I admit he had a point. It
 
                           was quite unpleasant of me to
 
                           piss in the car park and if
 
                           everyone did it then it would
 
                           create a fetid and unhygienic
 
                           quagmire, so I can understand why
 
                           the Roundhouse employ one of
 
                           their staff to stop people doing
 
                           it. I wouldn't have minded at all
 
                           if this had happened....
 
    
 
                                                         SCREEN FLASHES
 
                                                               TO WHITE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 13 -EXT. ROUND HOUSE. NIGHT
 
    
 
                 Exact Groundhog style recreation of the initial scene
 
                 without to camera comments with RICH seeing queue, deciding
 
                 to head for car-park and passing the BOUNCER. As he goes
 
                 by, the BOUNCER jumps to his feet surprisingly effeminately
 
                 and then addresses RICH in a bit of a camp voice.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                               (camply)
 
                           Coo-eee. Oh coo-eee.
 
    
 
                 RICH stops.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER (cont'd)
 
                               (camply)
 
                           You weren't thinking of peeing in
 
                           the car-park were you? I mean I
 
                           could understand if you were,
 
                           with the queue and all...
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Well, yes I was...
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                               (camply)
 
                           Mmmm, thought so. Sorry to be a
 
                           pain, but it's my job to stop
 
                           that happening. You see if
 
                           everyone did that it would create
 
                           a fetid and unhygienic quagmire. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           I couldn't have put it better
 
                           myself.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                               (camply)
 
                           So be a pal and queue up with the
 
                           other fellas would you?
 
    
 
                 RICH heads for the queue, as the BOUNCER pulls an
 
                 appreciative face.
 
    
 
                                                         FLASH TO WHITE
 
                                                            TO INDICATE
 
                                                                BACK IN
 
                                                                REALITY
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 14 EXT THE ROUND HOUSE CAR PARK AS BEFORE.
 
    
 
                 Back to the instant we left it.
 
   
 
  



 
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But because he was being such a
 
                           dick I decided to stand up to
 
                           him. 
 
                                (to BOUNCER)
 
                           You see the thing is I would
 
                           argue that this isn't really a
 
                           proper car park. It's just some
 
                           waste ground, which to me
 
                           means…..
 
    
 
                 We reverse the camera angle to see that the queue to the
 
                 toilet is not too far behind the parked cars. The BOUNCER
 
                 is now playing to the queue, who are all watching.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           None of these people are pissing
 
                           in the car park. They're all
 
                           waiting their turn? What makes
 
                           you so special? You animal.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           He was playing to the queue now.
 
                           Trying to humiliate me. But I
 
                           wasn't humiliated. Because I
 
                           didn't believe there was a man in
 
                           that queue who hadn't at some
 
                           point weed in a car park. I could
 
                           see that he was taking his
 
                           frustration at being appointed
 
                           the anti-piss monitor out on me.
 
                           This realisation gave me power
 
                           over him. I remained calm and
 
                           dignified....
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER is now pushing his face ever closer to RICH's
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           Pissing in the car park. You're
 
                           disgusting. You muppet/mophead
 
                           (NB IT SHOULD BE UNCLEAR WHICH
 
                           WORD HE HAS USED)
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I don't know whether he called me
 
                           a muppet or a mophead there. As
 
                           you can see, I did have long hair
 
                           at the time. But my face also
 
                           resembles a kind of
 
                           conglomeration of all of the
 
                           major muppet characters. So it's
 
                           hard to be sure. I decided to
 
                           play to the crowd too. 
 
                                (loud, not to camera)
 
                           Have you never weed outside?
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           No, I haven't. Disgusting. I'm
 
                           not an animal.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Really. You've never done a wee
 
                           outside. I find that astonishing.
 
    
 
                                    
 
    BOUNCER
 
                           Go and queue up you
 
                           mophead/muppet.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           What did you call me?
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           A mophead/muppet.
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER'S furious face remains in RICH's face during
 
                 this aside
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I still couldn't tell. I was
 
                           impressed with myself for having
 
                           stood up to this gorilla, even
 
                           though he had had right on his
 
                           side. I suppose I figured that he
 
                           couldn't actually hit me. Though
 
                           in hindsight I was maybe over
 
                           estimating how in control this
 
                           strange and angry man was.
 
                               (to BOUNCER)
 
                           All right. Whatever.
 
    
 
                 RICH starts to walk back to the queue.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I backed down, whilst more or
 
                           less maintaining my cool front,
 
                           though in reality by now my heart
 
                           was beating, my brain was
 
                           palpitating and fear was filling
 
                           my body as if being poured from a
 
                           tap. 
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           You're an animal.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to BOUNCER)
 
                           You've never weed outside.
 
                           Astonishing.
 
                           Can you believe it everyone? It's
 
                           the amazing non-al-fresco weeing
 
                           man!
 
    
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           You're disgusting.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to queue)
 
                           Wasn't it Jesus who said, "Let he
 
                           who is without sin wee the first
 
                           wee"?
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           Mophead/muppet!
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to man in queue)
 
                           What did he call me?
 
    
 
                 The man shrugs.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           It was only once I was back in
 
                           the surprisingly fast moving
 
                           queue did I have  pause to think
 
                           about what could have happened. 
 
    
 
                                                            WHITE FLASH
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 15 EXT THE CARPARK AS BEFORE
 
    
 
                 Imagined flashback to the point where the BOUNCER'S face is
 
                 right up against RICH's.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to BOUNCER)
 
                           You're just angry with me because
 
                           your job is to stop men weeing in
 
                           a car-park. You're the one with
 
                           no dignity here. You're the
 
                           mophead or muppet, whatever it is
 
                           you're saying…..
 
    
 
                 The BOUNCER looks astonished to have been challenged in
 
                 this way. Then his brain clearly implodes as he administers
 
                 a severe beating to RICH. He smashes his head on to the
 
                 car.
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           Are you bleeding on my car?
 
    
 
                 RICH answers normally despite being covered in blood and
 
                 spitting out teeth.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Oh come on. what are the chances
 
                           that this is your actual car?
 
    
 
                                     BOUNCER
 
                           Shut it, you animal.
 
    
 
                 BOUNCER opens car door and slams RICH's head in it.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Ahhhhh my head. My beautiful mop
 
                           or muppet head.
 
    
 
                                                            WHITE FLASH
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 16 EXT THE STREET OUTSIDE SAINSBURY'S
 
    
 
                 RICH walking home with his shopping.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                           Luckily I escaped unscathed but
 
                           the incident kept on coming to
 
                           mind, like it was struggling to
 
                           avoid being forgotten, like so
 
                           many other similar stupid
 
                           escapades that had been forgotten
 
                           before it…
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
   
 
  



 
 
    
 
                           SCENE 17 INT WATERLOO STATION CONCOURSE
 
    
 
                                     CAPTION
 
                           22nd November 2002
 
    
 
                 RICH is walking across the concourse towards Macdonald's
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I was at Waterloo waiting for a
 
                           train to take me to Hampshire
 
                           where my girlfriend lives. I had
 
                           some time to kill so popped into
 
                           Macdonald's for a coffee.
 
    
 
                 RICH enters Macdonald's
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 18 INT MACDONALD'S AT WATERLOO
 
    
 
                 RICH  at a table with a coffee and a portion of fries and
 
                 reading the Guardian, though he also has the SUN. Other
 
                 diners around.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I was reading my paper and
 
                           minding my own business when I
 
                           became aware of a kerfuffle
 
                           behind me.
 
    
 
                 There is the sound of fluttering wings and rushing feet.
 
                 RICH turns and we see a pigeon is flying around inside the
 
                 restaurant, being pursued by two Macdonald's employees who
 
                 are trying to catch it with their hands. They are failing
 
                 badly. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           A pigeon had found its way inside
 
                           from the station concourse.
 
    
 
                 The bird swoops by RICH's ear and over the head of other
 
                 diners who gasp, ooh or laugh. The pursuers tumble over one
 
                 another.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           It was an oddly surreal spectacle.
 
                           There was something strangely
 
                           fascinating and beautiful about
 
                           this juxtaposition of bird and
 
                           burger bar. The dreary
 
                           surroundings were brightened. Our
 
                           humdrum lives suddenly filled
 
                           with excitement. The bird somehow
 
                           symbolised hope.
 
    
 
                 Perhaps some effect where the bird seems to literally shed
 
                 light and happiness on the diners as it flies over them
 
    
 
                                     DINERS
 
                               (delighted)
 
                           Aaaah!
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Some employees were trying to
 
                           catch it, presumably so that it
 
                           could be released back to
 
                           the relative outdoors of Waterloo
 
                           station… but the bird, perhaps
 
                           fearful that it would be plucked
 
                           and served up in a burger -
 
                           wrongly fearful of course - tried
 
                           to elude its benefactors causing
 
                           them to tumble into one rather
 
                           like Dick Dastardly's incompetent
 
                           cohorts in that old cartoon
 
                           series. 
 
    
 
                 We see more flight and slapstick throughout this.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           And its escape was giving us all
 
                           untold pleasure. Even though they
 
                           were trying to help the bird, we
 
                           wanted it to remain free from
 
                           their clutches. Because it was
 
                           not only symbolising hope, but
 
                           also hopelessness, an
 
                           irresistible combination to the
 
                           patrons of this fine
 
                           establishment. I am sure we were
 
                           all as one thinking the same
 
                           thing.
 
    
 
                 We see a succession of disperate diners voicing their
 
                 thoughts to camera. Juxtapose unusual and different
 
                 ordinary people.
 
    
 
                                     DINER ONE
 
                           Like the bird we are supposedly
 
                           free, yet chained in this cage of
 
                           gilded arches.
 
    
 
                 Other diners concur
 
    
 
                                     DINER TWO
 
                           How I wish I could fly and soar
 
                           away from the responsibilities of
 
                           life and the grasping hands of
 
                           capitalism.
 
    
 
                 Other diners concur more heartily.
 
    
 
                                     DINER THREE
 
                           I hope it doesn't poo in my
 
                           food…. 
 
    
 
                 He covers his food. Other diners concur even more heartily
 
                 and cover their food too.
 
    
 
                                     DINER THREE (cont'd)
 
                           Not that it would make much
 
                           difference.
 
    
 
                 The other diners agree again, more resigned.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           The bird swooped low over the
 
                           tables, narrowly missing my left
 
                           ear.
 
    
 
                 The bird passes RICH's ear.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                           Jesus! 
 
                           (to camera)
 
                           It looked like he was going to
 
                           get away.
 
    
 
                                     DINER ONE
 
                           Go on!
 
    
 
    
 
                                     DINER TWO
 
                           Go on!
 
    
 
                                     DINER THREE
 
                           Go on!
 
    
 
                 We follow the flight of the bird. Inspirational music has
 
                 lifted the mood. The bird swoops majestically and then
 
                 crashes hard into a high internal window above the stair
 
                 case and slides down into a window box full of foliage and
 
                 out of sight. We see the disappointment of the DINERS.
 
    
 
                                     DINERS
 
                           Aaaah.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           We were united in sympathy and
 
                           horror. Even its pursuers felt
 
                           its pain. 
 
    
 
                 We see the EMPLOYEES looking ashamed.
 
    
 
                                     DINER ONE
 
                           How tragic. Its literal flight
 
                           from its oppressors is over.
 
    
 
                                     DINER TWO
 
                           Our hopes, like its bird's brains
 
                           are dashed.
 
    
 
                                     DINER THREE
 
                           I feel a little queasy.... And
 
                           for once it's not because of the
 
                           food.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But then!
 
    
 
                                     OLD WOMAN
 
                               (incredulous, pointing)
 
                           Look!
 
    
 
                 MUSIC swells as we look to where she is indicating. The
 
                 pigeon's head is popping over the foliage, a little
 
                 battered, a little confused, but OK. The DINERS cheer.
 
                 People of different races and creed embrace one another.
 
                 The EMPLOYEES look at one another, aggrieved and realise it
 
                 is time to continue their pursuit, their moment of weakness
 
                 is over.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Our hero was still alive, if not
 
   
 
  



                        in the mood to fly anywhere for a
 
                           little while. Best of all it had
 
                           fallen out of reach of its
 
                           pursuers. The rebellion
 
                           continued. 
 
    
 
                 RICH gets up to leave. The EMPLOYEES are placing a rickety
 
                 ladder up against the wall, but falling off, sliding around
 
                 etc.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera as he walks)
 
                           But I never saw how it ended,
 
                           because I had to go and get my
 
                           train. So I was still left with a
 
                           sense of hope… and of
 
                           hopelessness. Which is the human
 
                           condition and possibly the pigeon
 
                           condition as well.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 19 EXT RICH'S FLAT IN BALHAM
 
    
 
                 RICH arriving home with his groceries. He fumbles for his
 
                 key as he talks.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           And though there might appear to
 
                           be little to connect my argument
 
                           with the anti-wee-monitor and the
 
                           fate of this fugitive pigeon, the
 
                           two incidents somehow coalesced
 
                           in my brain. 
 
    
 
                 RICH opens the door and enters the flat.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                    SCENE 20 INT RICH'S HALL IN BALHAM FLAT
 
    
 
                 RICH shuts door and climbs the stairs
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Their insignificance was
 
                           extremely appealing to me and I
 
                           felt saddened that throughout
 
                           history so many such tiny events
 
                           come and go each day unrecorded.
 
                           Everyone is so concerned with the
 
                           actions of kings and politicians
 
                           and celebrities that the lives of
 
                           birds and emotionally unstable
 
                           door-men are forgotten.
 
    
 
                 RICH crosses to his tiny office. He turns on his computer.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           And I wondered if maybe I spent
 
                           half an hour every morning
 
                           writing about some seemingly
 
                           irrelevant incident that I had
 
                           observed from the day before then
 
                           maybe I'd be able to celebrate
 
                           the minutia of life and overcome
 
                           my writer's block at the same
 
                           time. Because writing is hard.
 
                           It's the hardest job in the
 
                           world. It can be like pulling
 
                           teeth.... Not out of your mouth,
 
                           that would be easy. Writing is
 
                           like pulling teeth out of your
 
                           genitals. It's like being bitten
 
                           in the cock and testicles by a
 
                           giant radioactive dog.....
 
    
 
                 As RICH says this, a massive Hell hound god, which is
 
                 glowing green bounds up the stairs and rushes into his
 
                 office and bites him hard in the genital region.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                           Aaaah!
 
    
 
                 RICH struggles with dog trying to prise it off.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           And when you finally manage to
 
                           prise its jaws apart after hours
 
                           of struggle...
 
    
 
                 He manages it. The dog scarpers off. But Rich is looking
 
                 down concerned. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Its Adamantine teeth have come
 
                           loose from its jaws and are still
 
                           piercing your bleeding and
 
                           mutilated genitalia. And when you
 
                           try to pick them out...
 
    
 
                 He is seen attempting this. Actual genitals below frame of
 
                 shot. We see his bloodied hands
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           They're burning white hot, and
 
                           they've got little barbs on them,
 
                           like fishing hooks and they're
 
                           exuding acid and cancer and AIDS
 
                           into your blood.... Really it's
 
                           exactly like this. If you can't
 
                           be bothered to try writing, then
 
                           just do the radioactive dog thing
 
                           and you'll know how hard my job
 
                           is. The trouble is that getting
 
                           some good writing finished is
 
                           like.... 
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 21 INT RICH'S BEDROOM
 
    
 
                 RICH wakes up in bed.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Waking up to find out that the
 
                           whole radioactive dog thing is a
 
                           dream and far from being
 
                           mutilated...
 
    
 
                 RICH looks under sheets. His face is illuminated with
 
                 shimmering colours.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ...your penis has actually
 
                           doubled in size and is now
 
                           studded with strategically placed
 
                           jewels, which simultaneously make
 
                           you the greatest lover in the
 
                           world and the richest man who has
 
                           ever lived...
 
    
 
                 RICH in pajamas gets out of bed and heads for the office
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Which is why the very next day,
 
                           you willingly and arrogantly
 
                           place your cock into a cage of
 
                           leprous monkeys....
 
    
 
                 SCENE 22 INT RICH'S OFFICE
 
    
 
                 On the table next to the computer is a large cage of scabby
 
                 monkeys scampering around. RICH opens his fly (unseen)
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ...with eyes that shoot lasers...
 
    
 
                 A laser shoots out from one monkey's eyes, narrowly missing
 
                 RICH and blasting a hole in the wall.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ... And which live on a diet of
 
                           over-sized jewel encrusted
 
                           genitalia...
 
    
 
                 RICH looks into the cage and sees a monkey gnawing on what
 
                 might be a severed jewel encrusted cock. He shrugs and
 
                 makes to put his own cock in the cage anyway. We perhaps
 
                 see him scream... 
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE  23 INT RICH'S OFFICE
 
    
 
                 RICH back as was before in his normal clothes. No monkey
 
                 cage.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Really that metaphor might sound
 
                           ridiculous, but it's uncannily
 
                           accurate. So maybe if I wrote
 
                           about something every day it
 
                           would warm my brain up for the
 
                           day's work ahead of me. I thought
 
                           if I put it up on my website then
 
                           that would give me the incentive
 
                           to do it every day.
 
    
 
   
 
  



              RICH has logged on to his website.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           It's at www.richardherring.com.
 
                           Go on read it now. It'll save you
 
                           the bother of watching this. I
 
                           didn't really realise this at the
 
                           time, but like many people around
 
                           this time I was starting a blog. 
 
    
 
                 RICH sits there scratching his head. He has written "Monday
 
                 25th November 2002" and nothing else 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But my life is pretty dull.
 
                           A lot of the time it was hard to
 
                           think of anything that might be
 
                           interesting or amusing to anyone.
 
                           But usually if I thought hard
 
                           enough something seemingly
 
                           insignificant would pop into my
 
                           head. 
 
                                (not to camera)
 
                           Oh yeah.
 
    
 
                 He starts to type. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           As the tube was about to pull out
 
                           of Balham station...
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 24 INT A TUBE TRAIN SITTING AT BALHAM STATION
 
    
 
                 RICH sitting in seat reading the Sun, also has the
 
                 Guardian. It's early afternoon, not too many people on
 
                 board.
 
    
 
                                     CAPTION
 
                           25th November 2002
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ...two Australian backpackers
 
                           attempted to jump aboard.
 
    
 
                 Just as the doors are closing, an AUSSIE GIRL AND AUSSIE
 
                 BLOKE with backpacks, run up to the tube and try to jump on
 
                 just as the doors are closing. They are in their early
 
                 twenties, fit, good looking and obviously in love. The
 
                 AUSSIE BLOKE gets in fine, but the doors close on the
 
                 AUSSIE GIRL'S backpack with her still outside. They just
 
                 stand there laughing at this and commenting ad-lib, with no
 
                 real sense of urgency.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Even though the train could shoot
 
                           off at any minute the young
 
                           couple just stood there laughing,
 
                           bamboozled. Neither of them tried
 
                           to pull open the door, which is
 
                           what you have to do. I could have
 
                           told them, but this is London. We
 
                           don't talk to each other. Even if
 
                           someone is putting themselves in
 
                           danger.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     AUSSIE GIRL
 
                               (still laughing)
 
                           Press the button.
 
    
 
                 She indicates the open/close button through the window.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           That's not going to work. As an
 
                           experienced Londoner I know you
 
                           just have to pull the door.
 
                           Really hard. Then you can nip in,
 
                           or the safety system will cause
 
                           all the doors to open. I could
 
                           tell them... (indicates other
 
                           passengers) any of us could, but
 
                           that would mean speaking to them. 
 
    
 
                 The AUSSIE BLOKE presses the button.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           That won't work.
 
    
 
                 The doors open.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I never knew that. So much for me
 
                           and all my London knowledge.
 
    
 
                 The AUSSIES are now in as the tube starts off. They are
 
                 laughing and hugging. It's rather lovely.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           They found the whole incident
 
                           very amusing. But you know when
 
                           you're abroad and on holiday and
 
                           in love everything is fun. Even
 
                           travelling on the shittest
 
                           underground system in the
 
                           world.... I read my paper and
 
                           tuned out for a bit.
 
    
 
                 CLOSE UP of the paper. Everything goes silent and blurry to
 
                 signify passage of time. A slight noise off stirs the POV
 
                 shot out of focus.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           A couple of stops later I became
 
                           aware of a slight commotion. I
 
                           assumed it was the Aussies, but
 
                           when I looked up..
 
    
 
                 The train has stopped in a station. A drunk CHAV WOMAN in
 
                 her forties wearing a track suit is drinking Special Brew
 
                 through a straw. She is arguing with a fat, seemingly
 
                 younger CHAV MAN in similar gear with the same drink, also
 
                 with a straw. They are arguing unintelligibly at the moment.
 
                 The CHAV MAN is standing in the door of the tube, blocking
 
                 it so that it opens and closes and the train can not move
 
                 off. We see close up of their drunken shouting faces as
 
                 RICH describes them. They are lairy, red-faced, petulant,
 
                 deliberately loud so as to intimidate the other passengers.
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ...there was a fat, pale-skinned
 
                           slurring English woman drinking a
 
                           can of Special Brew through a
 
                           straw. It was an unusual and
 
                           slightly shocking image even to
 
                           my jaded London-weary eye. Though
 
                           Special Brew is famously the beer
 
                           of tramps, I don't think she was
 
                           homeless. But as it was 4 o clock
 
                           in the afternoon, and given that
 
                           she chose to drink beer through a
 
                           straw, and that her beer of
 
                           choice was Special Brew, I
 
                           guessed she was an alcoholic. She
 
                           was arguing with a man she was
 
                           with, who like her was fat and
 
                           his skin was as pasty and pale as
 
                           a Morlock's. He was also drinking
 
                           Special Brew. He also chose to
 
                           use a straw. Saves on any of that
 
                           strenuous lifting of the can to
 
                           your lips. Like the wee-bouncer
 
                           they were playing to the crowd...
 
    
 
                                     
 
   CHAV WOMAN
 
                           You should get a life...
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Said the fat woman drinking
 
                           Special Brew through a straw at 4
 
                           o clock in the afternoon. Mind
 
                           you, she was saying it to a fat
 
                           bloke drinking Special Brew
 
                           through a straw at 4 o clock in
 
                           the afternoon, so maybe she had a
 
                           point.
 
    
 
                                     CHAV MAN
 
                           I don't need to get a life. I've
 
                           got a life. I'm my own boss. I do
 
                           what I want. I've got the best
 
                           fucking life in the world.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Maybe he had a point too. He was
 
                           drinking Special Brew through a
 
                           straw. It beats working. I
 
                           presume they were lovers, but
 
                           they seemed more like mother and
 
                           son. 
 
    
 
                 A BELEAGURED EMPLOYEE gestures for them to stop blocking
 
                 the exit to the train.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Finally they staggered off the
 
                           train and the man cleverly
 
                           parodies the announcement
 
    
 
                                     ANNOUNCEMENT
 
   
 
  



                        Mind the Gap. Mind the Gap.
 
    
 
                                     CHAV MAN
 
                           Mind the gash!
 
    
 
                 The couple spill out on to the platform. Swearing and
 
                 fighting
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But even he took little pleasure
 
                           in the pun. 
 
    
 
                 We see the AUSSIE COUPLE, looking uncomfortable and
 
                 unhappy.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Then I saw the Aussie tourists
 
                           still standing there, pretending
 
                           not to watch. No longer laughing.
 
                           Some things even love cannot
 
                           romanticise. Hopefully they
 
                           weren't staring at a portal into
 
                           the future of their own
 
                           relationship. I felt a bit
 
                           ashamed to be British and the
 
                           train headed north.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 25 INT S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 RICH is sitting on floor amongst piles of toys with P
 
    
 
                                     CAPTION
 
                           Saturday 30th November 2002
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Being eleven months old must be a
 
                           bewildering and amazing
 
                           experience. All the new
 
                           information to process and
 
                           understand, and you're just
 
                           reaching a point where some of it
 
                           is making sense, when the
 
                           babbling of adults begins to form
 
                           into coherent ideas. If only we
 
                           could hear their thoughts... 
 
    
 
                 RICH sings to P as he jiggles him up and down. P
 
                 giggles.
 
    
 
                                    
 
                                              RICH (cont'd)
 
                           The wonderful thing about
 
                           Tiggers. Is Tiggers are wonderful
 
                           things….
 
    
 
                 We hear P's thoughs, delivered in a reasonable, fairly
 
                 emotionless adult voice 
 
    
 
    
 
                                     P'S THOUGHTS
 
                           Oh, I see. You are jiggling me up
 
                           and down whilst singing a song
 
                           about something or someone called
 
                           'Tigger' Ha ha ha. Hilarious.
 
                           Let's do it again. For much too
 
                           long. For me it is the ridiculous
 
                           number of repetitions that makes
 
                           it amusing.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           S's baby, P has the
 
                           fortune or misfortune to be about
 
                           eleven months old. He has begun
 
                           to recognise various statements
 
                           and can do "tricks". Watch. 
 
                               (To P)
 
                           Clap hands!
 
    
 
                 P does. RICH cheers. They laugh.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to P)
 
                           Put your hands in the air!
 
    
 
                 P does. RICH cheers. They laugh.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           He knows this pleases me, so
 
                           sometimes when I am not paying
 
                           him attention he will put his
 
                           hands in the air without being
 
                           asked. Occasionally he gets
 
                           confused. Sometimes he claps when
 
                           he should be stretching and vice
 
                           versa. 
 
                                (to P)
 
                           You tiny idiot.
 
    
 
                 We see P looking sad. S arrives and picks him up.
 
                 She shoots RICH a disapproving look. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                           What?
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But there's one thing he's been
 
                           taught to do which is a bit more
 
                           unusual. He is able to identify
 
                           the novelist Martin Amis. OK,
 
                           maybe that requires an
 
                           explanation. 
 
    
 
                 RICH indicates a framed poster of Martin Amis on wall by
 
                 the stairs which lead upstairs from the lounge.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                           S has this poster of Martin
 
                           Amis and every time she carries
 
                           P upstairs, she says,
 
    
 
                 S is now going past poster with P in her arms
 
    
 
                                     S
 
                           Where's Martin Amis?
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           This is obviously a sort of a
 
                           joke. A ridiculously complicated
 
                           and irrelevant question to ask an
 
                           infant. However, P will
 
                           usually look over at the picture
 
                           and point and say
 
    
 
                                     P        
 
                           Der!
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Which could mean "there" or might
 
                           actually translate as…
 
    
 
                                     P'S THOUGHTS
 
                           Martin Amis? Have you forgotten
 
                           already, mother? I showed you
 
                           seven times this morning. Martin
 
                           Amis is over there. Now please
 
                           try and remember this time.
 
                           Repeatedly informing you is
 
                           proving somewhat tedious. I enjoy
 
                           making you two repeat things ad
 
                           nauseum, but not having to do it
 
                           myself. I am a hypocrite in many
 
                           ways.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Occasionally he seems to get
 
                           crossed wires and when you say...
 
                                (to P)
 
                           P, Where's Martin Amis?
 
    
 
                                     P
 
                           Der!
 
    
 
                 P is pointing at a picture of Winnie the Pooh.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera))
 
                           He'll point at a picture of a
 
                           duck or Winnie the Pooh... 
 
                           Though perhaps he is cleverly
 
                           satirising the work of the
 
                           curmudgeonly author and actually
 
                           saying...
 
    
 
                                     P'S THOUGHTS
 
                           Although Amis's early works such
 
                           as "Money" were a Rabelesian take
 
                           on the greed and vindictive
 
                           culture of the 1980s, his
 
                           subsequent work has proved less
 
                           effective and unbearably
 
                           pretentious. In fact "Yellow Dog"
 
                           was so poor that one would not
 
                           have been surprised to find out
 
                           that it was written by Winnie the
 
                           Pooh or a duck. I am the new Rory
 
                           Bremners.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Whatever the case, unusually for
 
                           a none-year old, Martin Amis is
 
                           as familiar to him as an animal
 
                           or AA Milne character. Martin
 
                           Amis is probably given more
 
                           significance than the others.
 
                           I just wonder what affect this
 
                           will have on his life... 
 
    
 
   
 
  



                                                             CUT TO:
 
    
 
                 SCENE 26  INT A DEPARTMENT STORE AT CHRISTMAS
 
    
 
                 Other kids are queuing to go into Santa's grotto. But a 5
 
                 year old P is queuing up with lots of serious looking
 
                 adults next to a sign saying "Martin Amis book signing".
 
                 The kids in the santa queue and the adults in the book
 
                 queue look at P as if he is strange. RICH is next to
 
                 him.
 
    
 
                                     RICH (cont'd)
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Will Martin Amis become a Santa
 
                           like figure to him, or perhaps a
 
                           God? 
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 27 EXT A PLAYGROUND
 
    
 
                 Other kids are playing with cool mutant action figures.
 
                 P has box saying MARTIN AMIS action figure which is a
 
                 soberly dressed man sitting behind a typewriter at a desk.
 
                 He moves its hands over the keys. RICH observes
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Will he be confused as to why
 
                           none of the other kids at school
 
                           talk about or even recognise
 
                           Martin Amis? 
 
    
 
                 The other kids gather round FIVE YEAR OLD P , pushing him
 
                 and taunt him
 
    
 
                                     KIDS
 
                           Martin Amis liking nerdo freak.
 
                           Martin Amis liking nerdo freak.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Possibly in later life he will
 
                           seek out the man who caused him
 
                           so much suffering.....
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 28 EXT A BOOK SHOP
 
    
 
                 Signs in the window say "Tonight. Martin Amis reads from
 
                 his new book "Wank Rag". An eighteen year old P lurks
 
                 in the shadows.
 
                 A man who looks like Martin Amis is 17 years time comes out
 
                 of the shop, waving to the owner and being thanked by him.
 
                 EIGHTEEN YEAR OLD P launches at him. RICH observes.
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           ....and strangle him with his
 
                           bare hands. 
 
    
 
                                     MARTIN AMIS
 
                           Why? Why?
 
    
 
                                     EIGHTEEN YEAR OLD P
 
                           You've ruined my life.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 29 S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 P is playing amongst a pile of Amis's books. 
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           Or maybe he'll just be more keen
 
                           to read his books.  Let's hope
 
                           not. That would be the worst
 
                           thing of all....
 
                           To be honest, I have nearly 35
 
                           years of experience of life than
 
                           P, but he knows almost as
 
                           much about Martin Amis as I do. I
 
                           think if I was in a room with a
 
                           picture of Martin Amis in it and
 
                           someone said....
 
    
 
                 SCENE 30 INT A GALLERY OF PICTURES OF NOTABLE PEOPLE.
 
    
 
                 RICH is standing by a POSH OLD WOMAN looking at the photos.
 
    
 
                                     WOMAN
 
                               (as if to a child)
 
                           Where's Martin Amis?
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I could almost certainly point at
 
                           the picture and say "There!" 
 
    
 
                 The OLD WOMAN smiles and pats RICH to show him he has done
 
                 well.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 31 INT S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 RICH as before
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           But that's mainly because I have
 
                           been to S's house and she's
 
                           told me who the picture is of.
 
                           Six months ago, if there had been
 
                           ten pictures of different middle
 
                           aged men on the walls of a room I
 
                           might have to have taken a guess.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 32 INT THE ART GALLERY
 
    
 
                 The POSH OLD WOMAN again by RICH, but they are looking at a
 
                 wall covered in pictures of smug middle-aged men, all quite
 
                 similar looking.
 
    
 
                                     OLD WOMAN 
 
                           Where's Martin Amis?
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (guessing)
 
                           There?
 
    
 
                                     OLD WOMAN 
 
                           No.
 
    
 
                 She beats RICH
 
    
 
                                     OLD WOMAN (cont'd)
 
                           Bad man. Bad, bad man.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 33 INT S'S LOUNGE
 
    
 
                 As before
 
    
 
    
 
                                     RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           So it's not like the eleven month
 
                           olds have a monopoly on the
 
                           "information to process and
 
                           understand" front. And they're
 
                           not the only ones who'd like to
 
                           be jiggled around whilst someone
 
                           sings to them about a Tigger
 
                           either… ah, I've revealed too
 
                           much. At least I didn't mention
 
                           the fact that I quite fancy
 
                           wearing a nappy too. Oh.
 
    
 
                                                                CUT TO:
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 SCENE 34 RICH'S OFFICE
 
    
 
                 RICH is sitting at desk finishing off entry about P.                          
 
    
 
                                              RICH
 
                               (to camera)
 
                           I had never intended for this
 
                           daily diary to reveal such
 
                           personal insights into my life
 
                           but my life is fairly empty and
 
                           many days it was difficult to
 
                           think of anything to write about
 
                           at all. So sometimes on purpose
 
                           and sometimes accidentally these
 
                           revelations became more and more
 
                           frequent. But to find out what
 
                           dull thing happened next in my
 
                           wasted life you'll have to tune
 
                           in next week. Goodbye
 
    
 
                 RICH sits at desk and scratches head as titles roll.
 
                 Shortly he gives up and goes into the lounge to turn on the
 
                 TV. "Diagnosis Murder" is just starting. He looks happy.
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  
 
  [1]


 
  




              You can see it at http://www.haineshisway.com/ It's RUBBISH!
 
   
 
   
 
  [2]


 
  




              They were all wrong. I am still very proud of the writing on this show, which you can get on DVD if this has piqued your interest.
 
   
 
  [3]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Norman_Tebbit The Brighton bombing was an amazing event for the teenage pseudo-punk me. I thought it might have been carried out by anarchists and that revolution was on the cards. I was wrong. But I clearly remember watching breakfast TV and seeing Tebbit rescued from the ruins in his pyjamas. He was a horrible man but he didn't deserve to be blown up.
 
   
 
  [4]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roger_McGough
 
   
 
  [5]


 
  




              A little reference to the This Morning With Richard Not Judy skit in which Stewart Lee and myself mocked comedians who used this hackneyed punch line.
 
   
 
  [6]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hank_Azaria 
 
   
 
  [7]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matthew_Perry 
 
   
 
  [8]


 
  




              You can see a few of them (though not Erik's alas, the poster was too big to scan) at http://www.richardherring.com/archive/downloads.php?s=Flyer
 
   
 
   
 
  [9]


 
  




              See Warming Up 26th May 2003 http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=192
 
   
 
  [10]


 
  




              It's now often repeated on BBC7.
 
   
 
  [11]


 
  




              That just made me laugh.
 
   
 
  [12]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aaron_Barschak
 
   
 
  [13]


 
  




              Aaron Barshack did this.
 
   
 
  [14]


 
  




              That joke was a lot funnier before August 1997
 
   
 
  [15]


 
  




              That's a lie. Rebecca Wheatley chose it.
 
   
 
  [16]


 
  




              In this case, that one. Not the not that one, one. The actual one. This one - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chris_Evans_%28presenter%29 
 
   
 
  [17]


 
  




              No longer the case.
 
   
 
  [18]


 
  




              You can read the sketch here - http://www.richardherring.com/archive/downloads.php?s=Script&p=110&f=251 and the second page here - http://www.richardherring.com/archive/downloads.php?s=Script&p=110&f=252 
 
   
 
  [19]


 
  




              I know this is wrong, but this is what I call it.
 
   
 
  [20]


 
  




              This is a deliberately fogeyish description of the Internet, parodying the way that old people get this kind of stuff wrong. No one ever called it that. Though at this time people weren't quite clear what to call the service. It was obvious. It was the Internet. It was staring us in the face.
 
   
 
  [21]


 
  




              I believe that the toys from iconic kids show Play School were rescued from a skip by someone who appreciated they might at least have some sentimental value.
 
   
 
  [22]


 
  




              This now seems unlikely to happen
 
   
 
  [23]


 
  




              Tom Binns, a comedian and actor who had appeared in Fist of Fun and one of my Edinburgh shows was at the time playing Jamie Oliver's brother-in-law in a Sainsbury's commercial.
 
   
 
  [24]


 
  




              A former comedy collaborator (in On The Hour and the dum show) who Stew and I fell out with slightly and whose ambition and curmudgeonliness became a bit of a running joke for us both -http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Patrick_Marber
 
   
 
  [25]


 
  




              I'd had a tough time on it the previous May – See Warming Up 23rd May 2003 http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=188 
 
   
 
  [26]


 
  




              This group included Graham Linehan and Arthur Matthews who wrote Father Ted.
 
   
 
  [27]


 
  




              One of the great unsung writers and performers in this country, catch one of his delightful one-man shows if you can - http://www.spesh.com/ben/ 
 
   
 
  [28]


 
  




              http://www.notbbc.co.uk/forums/f=comedy 
 
   
 
  [29]


 
  




              I assume I am referring to this guy - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jayson_Blair 
 
   
 
  [30]


 
  




               I am misquoting Macbeth: scene 2, act 1 - “or art thou but a dagger of the mind, a false creation, proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?” Oooh, get me.
 
   
 
  [31]


 
  




              Perhaps I was attempting a tiny sliver of revenge for Elton's dismissal of me at the Theo Fennel party . See Warming Up 20th December 2002 - http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=26 
 
   
 
  [32]


 
  




              A first mention for the Northampton, soot-eating fucking idiot, who would eventually become a somewhat more regular feature in my life - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Andrew_Collins_%28broadcaster%29 
 
   
 
  [33]


 
  




              Isn't it funny the way that these reality show stars are a part of our lives and then totally forgotten?
 
   
 
  [34]


 
  




              One of my least favourite TV shows at the time, though it's been surpassed in awfulness by many since - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bo_Selecta 
 
   
 
  [35]


 
  




              Not at all. As long as I am still alive in 2058 and still married to my first wife then I should catch them up this far.
 
   
 
  [36]


 
  




              Astonishingly at the time of writing this, that page is still active. I wonder if he sold any. Why don't you all buy one now? It'll freak him out.
 
   
 
  [37]


 
  




              Orange-faced buffoon - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Kilroy-Silk 
 
   
 
  [38]


 
  




              Which is ironic given how much the son he now has resembles him! It's like a tiny 3D photocopy of him. Like in Carry On films where Sid James' baby would just have Sid James' face.
 
   
 
  [39]


 
  




              Not in Stewart Lee's case. It's like he's divided like an amoeba.
 
   
 
  [40]


 
  




              See Warming Up 14th December 2002 http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=20 
 
   
 
  [41]


 
  




              Rebecca Wheatley who'd helped to choose my furniture - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rebecca_Wheatley 
 
   
 
  [42]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Kentucky_Fried_Movie 
 
   
 
  [43]


 
  




              http://movies.yahoo.com/movie/the-other-cinderella/ 
 
   
 
  [44]


 
  




              He was not a miner. I always believed he was, but my mum has told me I was mistaken. I think he used to say, “When I worked down t'mine” as a kind of joke that I clearly took seriously.
 
   
 
  [45]


 
  




              Not that he actually did that.
 
   
 
  [46]


 
  




              I did consider trying to do this as a book – taking on jobs for strangers and writing about how I got on and what food they gave me in return. 
 
   
 
  [47]


 
  




              Consecutive Number Plate Spotting – please see Warming Up Volume 1: Bye Bye Balham for full details and rules - http://tinyurl.com/d7ee4hy
 
   
 
  [48]


 
  




              TV's Emma Kennedy - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Emma_Kennedy. As in all things she had copied me and started playing the game and was trying to beat me to the finish.
 
   
 
  [49]


 
  




              Amazingly this was not how I met my wife. Though the number-plates would lead me indirectly to stand-up and stand-up would lead me to her. The CNPS gods move in mysterious ways.
 
   
 
  [50]


 
  




              Did I say “amusing”? I meant rubbish. Judge for yourself - http://tinyurl.com/bpnhb78 
 
   
 
  [51]


 
  




              Late 1980s character from once-popular Aussie soap Neighbours - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mrs._Mangel 
 
   
 
  [52]


 
  




              Also he was 15 and I was 36.
 
   
 
  [53]


 
  




              Trat is actually the name of the town or the province. I think we were on an island, but I am not totally sure anymore.
 
   
 
  [54]


 
  




              A reference to a previous cowardly escapade. See Warming Up 5th May 2003 - http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=171 
 
   
 
  [55]


 
  




              I wish I had added “The Pedant Museum” to that list, as I then could have quipped, “ Of course if they knew of my quest they would refuse to let me in.”
 
   
 
  [56]


 
  




              I no longer have the pencil.
 
   
 
  [57]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C3%96tzi_the_Iceman 
 
   
 
  [58]


 
  




              Not a deliberate pun, I don't think.
 
   
 
  [59]


 
  




              And look, I nearly have done. Close!
 
   
 
  [60]


 
  




              See entry for 30th July
 
   
 
  [61]


 
  




              Vanity of vanities, futility (frequently as an exclamation of disillusionment or pessimism). The phrase is late Latin and comes from the Vulgate translation of Ecclesiastes 1:2. I studied Vanity Fair for A-level and so am actually quoting William Ringpiece Thackeray. It's not all Diagnosis Murder, you know.
 
   
 
  [62]


 
  




              One of my comedy heroes - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Hegley 
 
   
 
  [63]


 
  




              I forgot about that. I've stayed in Hiltons since then.
 
   
 
  [64]


 
  




              Ian Hilton, surely?
 
   
 
  [65]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Highway_to_Heaven 
 
   
 
  [66]


 
  




              Actually she is. She was born in Edinburgh, during the Fringe, in 1999.
 
   
 
   
 
  [67]


 
  




              I doubt the graffiti is still there, but you never know.
 
   
 
  [68]


 
  




              Macbeth Act 5, Scene 5 quoted to no purpose here.
 
   
 
  [69]


 
  




              I studied Paradise Lost for A-level. And Vanity Fair. I think I did Macbeth for O-Level. All my clever quotes are just remembered from exam revision. I am an idiot.
 
   
 
  [70]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Musical_Youth The Youth of Today was one of their lesser known hits, but I enjoyed its useless lyrics about going downtown to buy bicycles and keyboards and then being surprised by the price. 
 
   
 
  [71]


 
  




              This was what the people of the past used as a smart phone, though it was just made of paper and you needed to write things down in it and you couldn't phone anyone up with it, or play Angry Birds on it. I had a map of the world in mine though, so take that Steve Jobs.
 
   
 
  [72]


 
  




              You'd think with my constant attempts to become organized and efficient and lose weight never actually working that I might just give up on all of that kind of thing. But keep reading. The same patterns dominate my life today.
 
   
 
  [73]


 
  




              This stayed for a long time before I had it looked at. I had it repaired, but never painted over. It's only in 2012, as my kitchen is being rebuilt and that wall is being knocked down that the problem has been sorted.
 
   
 
  [74]


 
  




              Oh yeah, cutting down on drinking – there's another one.
 
   
 
  [75]


 
  




              HA!
 
   
 
  [76]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pheidippides
 
   
 
  [77]


 
  




              I would later explore this idea further in one of the more successful episodes of the patchy Radio 2 sketch show That Was Then This Is Now.
 
   
 
  [78]


 
  




              Oh Rich, you and your “jokes”. You can find out all about this excellent charity here - http://www.scope.org.uk/ 
 
   
 
  [79]


 
  




              You did. Many thanks. You can give more if you like. My current fundraising page is here - http://www.justgiving.com/talkingcock 
 
   
 
  [80]


 
  




              Interesting that Hercules was already on my mind. A bust of Hercules was on the front of my house.
 
   
 
  [81]


 
  




              http://www.comedy.co.uk/podcasts/richard_herring_snooker/ 
 
   
 
  [82]


 
  




              Jesus saying “Aaaaah” and people responding “Not aaaaah!” was a Lee and Herring standard. So here I am referencing myself.
 
   
 
  [83]


 
  




              Another Lee-and-Herringism. We liked saying “for alway” instead of “for always”. It sounds more like something archaic and religious that way.
 
   
 
  [84]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Disc_golf This looks a bit more pro than Ben Moor's version, where you just had to hit a certain tree for each “hole”.
 
   
 
  [85]


 
  




              I am quoting one of his many excellent songs, Regrets.
 
   
 
  [86]


 
  




              Not sure which book I was reading at this time, but he was one of my favourite authors (though I have perhaps not been so interested in his more recent work, but that might be me, rather than him). Check him out anyway - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Douglas_Coupland 
 
   
 
  [87]


 
  




              That's the way I chose to spell “poo”. There will be more about this later.
 
   
 
  [88]


 
  




              I was stupidly shy about this kind of thing back then. Who cares, you idiot? If she says hello back then that's nice, if she doesn't then you've lost nothing. Why are you such a prick, 36-year-old Herring? You're wasting your youth. Don't you see that?
 
   
 
  [89]


 
  




              Man, I used to hate those Mendip idiots. And the Quantock twits. And the… not sure, was it Polden? They were pricks anyway? Unless I wasn't in Blackdown at all, in which case it was Blackdown who were the knobs.
 
   
 
  [90]


 
  




              Matthew Pidgeon and Selina Boyack who had both appeared in my 1998 play, Playing Hide and Seek With Jesus.
 
   
 
  [91]


 
  




              I think in this case “Marché” may mean market.
 
   
 
  [92]


 
  




              You think that might make it the café of the market, Rich?
 
   
 
  [93]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Unabomber 
 
   
 
  [94]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Washington_sniper 
 
   
 
  [95]


 
  




              Spielberg produced TV show - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Band_of_Brothers_%28TV_miniseries%29 
 
   
 
  [96]


 
  




              Read about him here if you can read Norwegian - http://no.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nils_Ole_Oftebro (though I guess if you can read Norwegian you possibly know who he is already).
 
   
 
  [97]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dom_Joly 
 
   
 
  [98]


 
  




              I stuck to my incorrect AA Milnesian spelling for a while, but quietly I dropped the h, accepting that the complainers and the dictionary were correct.
 
   
 
  [99]


 
  




              The previously-mentioned comedy forum. To be frank, I am still in shock that anyone who posts on there could possibly have a girlfriend. 
 
   
 
  [100]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kotka 
 
   
 
  [101]


 
  




              That really is amazing – I think in all likelihood I was probably still drunk.
 
   
 
  [102]


 
  




              I am pretty sure this is an Al Murray routine.
 
   
 
  [103]


 
  




              It's called a tiller, of course.
 
   
 
  [104]


 
  




              And back off pedants – the spelling mistakes are hers.
 
   
 
  [105]


 
  




              I do it ALL THE TIME.
 
   
 
  [106]


 
  




              This now links to Tom's Twitter feed. A scan of the letter itself later appeared on a website called Letters of Note which is well worth following at @LoNfeed and www.lettersofnote.com.
 
   
 
  [107]


 
  




              I always insist on spelling it like a child.
 
   
 
  [108]


 
  




              See?
 
   
 
  [109]


 
  




              I went through a spate of shoplifting, embarrassingly late, in my early 20s and did indeed manage to steal all the Tintin books in two batches, by just carrying them out of the bookshops in clear view. Don't copy me kids. Stealing is wrong.
 
   
 
  [110]


 
  




              An accurate prediction.
 
   
 
  [111]


 
  




              Perhaps the first appearance of this empty threat, although I am pleased to say that I think the unsigned contract has worked out OK. Enough people are buying my tickets and DVDs and books to mean I can put out the blogs and podcasts for nothing. So thanks for that.
 
   
 
  [112]


 
  




              See Warming up 13th April 2003 http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=149 
 
   
 
  [113]


 
  




              The kind of thing Fist of Fun character Simon Quinlank would say.
 
   
 
  [114]


 
  




              I now have a copy.
 
   
 
  [115]


 
  




              An explanation of pity rather than being used in the smug Jesus sense.
 
   
 
  [116]


 
  




              An in-joke reference to This Morning With Richard Not Judy.
 
   
 
  [117]


 
  




              See Bye Bye Balham for more background on Simon Streeting. 
 
   
 
  [118]


 
  




              See Warming Up 23rd March 2003 http://www.richardherring.com/warmingup/?id=128. I bang on about this lamb a lot and it remains to this day the best theatre-provided meal I have ever had. Mmmmmm.
 
   
 
  [119]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jennifer_Lopez 
 
   
 
  [120]


 
  




              At the time the couple were engaged. Remember? People called them Bennifer. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ben_Affleck 
 
   
 
  [121]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Springer:_The_Opera 
 
   
 
  [122]


 
  




              She was controller of BBC2 at the time - http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jane_Root 
 
   
 
  [123]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Simon_Munnery 
 
   
 
  [124]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Richard_Thomas_%28musician%29 
 
   
 
  [125]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/This_Morning_with_Richard_Not_Judy 
 
   
 
  [126]


 
  




              http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Steve_Coogan 
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