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For my brother Joss, who died courageously chasing fighter jets in his kitchen.

We love you always.

(Sorry this is no masterpiece and for dedicating a story to you which, let’s face it, mostly centres around poo-trousers but, hey, it’s the best I could do at the time!)

1975 – 2011



ONE SERIOUSLY MESSED-UP WEEKEND

In the Otherwise Un-messed-up Life of Jack Samsonite



(not including this one other time, which was also totally messed-up, where loads of mental stuff happened, which was quite similar to this, but also not, and probably not really worth mentioning, and now I’m thinking that I should maybe have just left the title as ‘One Seriously Messed-Up Weekend’ and not bothered with all this extra stuff, because now it just seems confusing, and messy, and like I’m a bit of an idiot and …)
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MORNING: WALKING TO SCHOOL

‘We need to do something cool,’ I announced.

‘What?’ James asked.

‘We need to do something really cool,’ I repeated (only this time I added the word ‘really’).

‘I heard what you said. What cool thing do we need to do?’

‘I don’t know. Something really cool and really big and right now.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I’m writing a film,’ I explained.

‘A film about what?’

‘Us.’

‘Don’t be a twat.’

‘I’m serious!’

‘Shut up now, please.’

‘Why?’

‘Because you’re annoying me.’

‘Tough. We need to do something really …’

‘Why are you holding your phone like that?’ James interrupted.

‘Because I’m recording us.’

‘Why?’

‘So I don’t have to write down everything we’re saying.’

‘Why would you want to write down everything we’re saying?’

‘I don’t, that’s why I’m recording it.’

‘You’re a twat.’

‘I know. Please can we just do something really cool before it’s too la—’

It’s too late.

Enter Tim – small, irritating hanger-on – the one thing guaranteed to prevent anything cool from ever happening. Ever.

‘Hello, Mr Little Willy! Hello, Mr Littler Willy!’ Tim greeted us in an annoyingly bouncy way.

‘Why am I Mr Littler Willy?’ James protested.

‘What you doing with your phone?’ Tim asked.

‘Writing a film,’ I explained.

‘Oh, right, cool. Did you see Dr Who last night?’

‘Who says mine’s smaller than Jack’s?’ demanded James.

‘Don’t start talking about Dr Who, Tim – we’re trying to do something cool here,’ I pleaded.

‘If your life was a film, who would do the voiceover?’ Tim asked, obediently changing the subject.

‘Morgan Freeman,’ James answered without a moment’s hesitation. ‘Morgan Freeman should do the voiceover for everything.’

‘Did you know his name is an anagram of Frogman Reeman?’ Tim blurted.

‘Guyyyys!’ I whined. ‘Please!’

‘James was a quiet young man,’ James said, doing a crap impersonation of Morgan Freeman. ‘He kept himself to himself, stayed out of trouble, had a larger than average willy …’

‘I said something cool!’ I reminded them.

‘Just don’t go around calling me Mr Little Willy, please, Tim,’ James muttered. Then, ‘Don’t step in the poo!’

‘Come on, guys,’ I pleaded again. ‘I want the beginning to be one of those openings that really blows you away, like a big blockbuster movie, like the title shoots up onto the screen … Jack – BAM! Samsonite – BAM! The Movie – BOOM!’

‘You’ve got shit on your shoe,’ said James.

‘If you had to kiss a guy, who would it be?’ asked Tim.

‘Guys! I mean, really cool! Like, “That was the best beginning to anything. EVER!”’

‘You’re scuffing shit all up your trouser leg, Jack.’

‘Oh, shit!’ roared Tim, bursting into idiot-laughter. ‘You’re covered in dog crap!’

‘And you’ve sat in gum or something,’ added James.

‘What?’

‘And your flies are undone …’



JACK

(BAM!)



SAMSONITE

(BAM!)



THE MOVIE

(boom)

THIS IS ME

Most people in the world are Hollywood blockbusters. They are clean, shiny, formulaic, life-by-numbers, clones of previous successes that they are trying to rip off. They all have these big-budget, glossy, life-defining plans: ‘I’m going to study this … I’m going to marry her … I’m going to live here and do this career … I like this type of music, this type of girl, this kind of cheese on this make of bread, and I do this many poos at these times of the day …’ They tick all the right boxes, follow all the right rules, and always do the right thing. I am so indescribably envious of these people – the people with plans, the people who have made their minds up about everything. I hate them. I want to be one of them.

I haven’t made my mind up about anything. I am a low-budget, experimental, euro-arthouse, open-ended, doesn’t-make-much-sense, don’t-think-I’d-watch-it-twice box-office flop. I need focus. I need direction. I need to make decisions. And time is running out.

Pick a college.               Pick a career.

          Pick a girl.                     Pick a government.

                            Pick a toilet.

    Pick a personality.

               Pick a frickin’ … I don’t know, but LOTS of things!

Something has to change, because now is decision time.






		

	1.   
	I need to pick a girl. I’m seventeen. I’m still a virgin. In a few months, I will be leaving school for ever, and all the girls I know will be gone. I’ll have to start all over again, from square one, with strangers! Eight years of meticulously plotted wooing will be down the drain.


	2.
	I need to pick a career, so that I can pick a course, so that I can pick a university. Do I want to be a film-maker or a writer? The deadline for sending applications is next Monday. Today is Thursday.


	3.
	I need to write my Personal Statement for said application. That doesn’t sound very difficult, right? Wrong. It’s impossible. Trust me, I’ve tried. Over and over and over again. Every sentence I write seems to begin with ‘I’: ‘I’m a hard worker … I’m a dedicated student … I enjoy making films … I like to socialise … I’m a complete spod.’ So far, I have written eight different Personal Statements. All of them suck. How am I supposed to explain who I am to someone else, in just two pages, without making myself sound like a twat? My current opinion on that is this: I can’t. So, I’ve decided, if I want to avoid messy, fumbling, stumbling, stupid, twatty me-ness, then I am going to live my life like a Hollywood blockbuster. We all want our lives to be more like the movies, so I’m going to try to make that a reality. I’m going to be a hero. I’m going to create an alter-ego. I’m going to become … JackMan.




The new, cooler, sexier, more confident me, starts nnnnnnnnn … now.
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