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For Sofia – to whom all this led.




 


This book is inspired by true events, but is not a biography. Nothing herein should be construed to represent a true or accurate recreation of the actual events that transpired. The stories, conversations and relationships between the persons depicted have been fictionalised. Basically, I made this shit up.
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Preface

I am a one-hit wonder. I know this, because when I walk down the street, strangers call out, ‘Hey James! You’re Beautiful!’

I try to act all blasé, and say, ‘Ha! I know what you did there . . .’ but really, I’m thinking, ‘Cunts!’ It’s worth realising though, that when you shouted, ‘I don’t believe it!’ at Victor Meldrew, or ‘Know what I mean, ’arry?’ at Frank Bruno, they might have smiled back, but they thought you were cunts too.

But whilst my crimes against music are well documented, I’ve got some stories that are not, and so I thought I’d write them down for your amusement and my parents’ horror. Bearing in mind, much of this happened back in the musically utopian, drug-addled haze of the greatest decade in the history of mankind – The Naughties – and so, as Big Liz would say, recollections may vary.

It’s also worth noting that where others change the names to protect the innocent, I’ve kept the names and embellished the facts – kind of like the Daily Mail. So, while some of what follows is true, most is not. In fact, my lawyer is demanding I go further and clarify that none of this actually happened. The truth is My Truth is not The Truth, and that’s as honest as I can be. It’s partially true, rather than painfully true, and I have possibly been economical with the truth, Your Honour.

One final disclaimer – I read that book by that Rolling Stone, where he said he was in a car that was stopped by the police, and in it were more drugs than you can imagine, but I live in Ibiza, and a guy turned up there with a lorry full of drugs, which is more than you can fit in a car. So either the Rolling Stone thinks you have a small imagination, or showing off about drugs is an important part of these books, so I’ve made up a lorry load of drug-related stories which, for my parents’ sake, you should understand is me just trying to be cool, when we all know I’m not – except perhaps under fire.




The Blount Family

While most people are borne of four grandparents, I am from Norfolk, and like other Norfuckians, am descended from only two. What little I knew of my grandfather – he died when I was five – was that he was an orphan and that my grandmother was his cousin. He fought in the Second World War in Palestine, Syria and North Africa, had a lung burnt out at El Alamein, and where I have only two medals hanging on the wall, he had many, including the Military Cross.

Of my grandmother, I knew more. She was an eccentric woman called Polly who kept a sheep and a muntjac in her house. Neither deer, nor sheep, nor Polly were particularly house-trained, and one of them we eventually ended up eating for Sunday lunch. She tasted awful.

Perhaps because she was very old and all her friends had died, Polly’s best friend was a large doll called Lucy. Lucy was about the size of a ten-year-old child and Polly had stitched her to a saddle, which she would strap to a Shetland pony called Shergar. She’d then lead them both round to the paddock at the rear of the house, whack the pony’s arse and watch with glee as Shergar and Lucy would tear off, Lucy’s arms and body flailing, over the jumps. My granny was nuts.

When Polly eventually died of dementia in my aunt’s house in Dorset, my father put her in the boot of his Volvo and drove her back up to Norfolk to be buried. My dad’s practical like that, but it did cause a little commotion at the service station. In death, we have kept only one of her letters. In it, she complained that her teeth were in awful condition, and as a result, she was finding it hard to masturbate.

As my relations are all fairly inbred, I didn’t introduce any of them to my wife until we were married. She and I signed the marriage certificate at the Chelsea Registry Office, and then took a helicopter to Hampshire where they were all waiting to meet her, but by then it was too late.




Cousin Christopher

Cousin Christopher spoke in a slow, monotone voice, had a slightly oversized tongue, and was bullied at school by my father. They were both at Harrow-on-the-Hill, where generations of men from my family have been sent. Christopher once famously broke both his legs on the school farm by getting run over by a tractor that he was driving. When he missed the evening roll call, they sent out a search party and found him lying in agony in the dark, beside a gate, with the tractor some distance away in a ditch. He had apparently jumped off the tractor, intentionally leaving it in gear, so that he could open the gate, watch it drive through of its own accord, and jump back on. His remount, however, had not gone to plan, and he’d found himself under rather than on the tractor, thus crushing his legs.

Years later, Cousin Christopher became a trainspotter, and aged fifty-eight, died on a train whilst on an interrailing holiday in France, which is a bit like when base jumpers die doing what they love. Cousin Christopher knew the risks. A French policeman phoned our home in Hampshire on a rainy evening to deliver the news. Apparently, Christopher had had a heart attack, but for some reason his body hadn’t been taken off the train and the embarrassed policeman explained that they didn’t know exactly where he was, except that he was dead. It was a Friday, and he was confident that his body would show up on Monday, perhaps in Lost & Found. With the difficult news delivered, the policeman paused and, seemingly unsure how best to say it, suggested that it might be an idea if we phoned Christopher’s mobile, just in case anyone answered.

His job done, the policeman hung up, and we huddled round my father in his study as he dialled Christopher’s number. It rang for what seemed like an age, and no one picked up, so my father left a message:

‘Hello Christopher, it’s Cousin Charles here. Sorry to hear you’ve died. Listen, if by any chance you get this message, would you call us back, please? We’d love to hear from you.’

Christopher never did call back, and sure enough they found him in a morgue on Monday in Marseille, which was the end of the line, in every way.

That said, it turns out repatriating bodies is eye-wateringly expensive, so my father had Cousin Christopher cremated in Marseille, and had his ashes DHL’ed home. He’s practical like that.




Cousin Emma

Cousin Emma studied at the London School of Supernatural Ministry. There, for a fee, Emma learnt how to perform miracles. It was money well spent – in January 2019, another student prayed for Emma’s leg to grow, and right then and there, it grew five millimetres. Up until that moment, Emma hadn’t even known one of her legs was shorter than the other. Growing legs is the School of Supernatural Ministry’s go-to miracle. Emma says that was the sixth time she’d seen them grow a leg. She is also getting the hang of it herself. After she commanded it to, her friend’s leg grew two whole inches, and then shortened an inch, all in the course of five minutes. It must be in the family, as I’ve seen similar things happen to parts of my body in about the same length of time – but never a leg.




Cousin James

When I went to school, we had craft, design and technology classes, which were glorified woodwork lessons. By half-way through my first term, I had produced a small wooden bookshelf that sat on a flat surface and could support about eight books. In the same time, Cousin James made an aeroplane. Not a toy or a model. A real aeroplane. He didn’t have a pilot’s licence, and couldn’t fly, so he was allowed to take it to the games pitches to run it up a little, but no more. Cousin James taxied the aircraft up and down the pitches a few times, and it seemed to work well. Eventually, however, he became impatient, and with no one watching, he decided to try to take off. He got it up to speed, pulled back on the stick, and sure enough, it flew – but at about fifty feet up, the nose too high, he stalled it. The plane fell out of the sky and crashed, and Cousin James broke just about every bone in his body. The first person to find him, almost dead, was a nurse, and only because of her did he live to tell the tale. He’d started the day at five-foot-ten tall. He ended it at five-foot-eight, and in need of one of Cousin Emma’s miracles.

On a serious note, Cousin James has recently developed a jet-powered seaplane and is looking for investors – in case you’re interested.




Colonel Charles Blount

On 6th November 1993, Riddick Bowe and Evander Holyfield fought at Caesars Palace in Las Vegas. During the match, which Holyfield would go on to win, a man called James Miller, flying a paramotor, attempted to land in the ring. Miller landed on the ropes, was dragged from the ring, and beaten unconscious by the baying crowd. Now, where most people thought Miller was an idiot, my father was inspired, and the next day went out and bought a paramotor for himself.

In many ways, this was not unexpected. My father became an army helicopter pilot when they’d only just invented helicopters. He was recognisable in our village for riding around on a penny-farthing, and was famous for attempting to waterski down the village stream whilst being towed behind a car, driven by my mother. He broke his leg in the attempt. He also dislocated his shoulder trying to barefoot waterski in an estuary, and he’s only got eight fingers, as he lost two in a lawnmower.

When my father brought the paramotor home, I went to watch him teach himself how to fly it on a small hillock behind the house. It was a sight. With noisy, heavy motor, protective cage and propellor spinning on his back, he attempted to run down the slope, parachute trailing limply behind. Just as the chute looked like it might fill, he tripped and fell face down in the ground, accidentally hitting the throttle as he did. This in turn sent the engine screaming to full revolutions and the propellor spinning furiously, so drilling him face down, groaning, into the mud. He soon featured in the Daily Express under the headline, ‘Rare Breeds’, which sounds a lot like ‘Inbreeds’. Perhaps they were being kind, as an alternative headline might easily have been ‘Pillock on the Hillock’.

This was not his first foray into self-taught flying. In 1976, my father entered the first ever Hang-Gliding World Championships, having just taught himself on the ancient hills of Watership Down. His friend, Tommy Collins, with whom he’d bought the newly invented contraption, read out the instructions on how to build it:

‘Stick pole A into joint B,’ he’d shout, ‘then joint B into pole C,’ and so on until he got to the instruction, ‘Point into wind . . . Run . . . Jump!’ On that first flight, my father broke his nose and bit through his tongue, but as he was fairly accident-prone, this was considered a good result.

The first Hang-Gliding World Championships were in the Alps in Austria, and rather than run down the hill to take off, competitors wore skis and took off from the snow. There weren’t many rules, except that competitors had to fly through a course of Zeppelin balloons, and then try to land on a cross marked on the ground. Whoever landed nearest the cross would win. Of all the competitors, Terry DeLore from New Zealand completed the slalom successfully, but realising he was overshooting the cross, stalled his hang-glider. He fell from a great height, landed bang-smack in the middle of the cross, breaking both legs as he did, but was crowned Hang-Gliding World Champion. My father came 109th.

And I should tell you more about why my father has only eight fingers, which has nothing to do with him coming from Norfolk. When I was seventeen, I was mowing the lawn at my parents’ house and accidentally clipped a tree, which knocked off the front-right wheel. The lawnmower is hard to restart when it’s hot, but with safety in mind, I cut the engine and put the wheel back on. About three weeks later, my father mowed the lawn, and towards the end of the job, the wheel fell off again. He was only a few metres from finishing, and so rather than cut the motor, he lifted the side of the mower with his left hand to attach the wheel with his right. His hand came back with two fingers missing.

Perhaps a little embarrassed, my father wrapped the injured hand in a dishcloth, packed an overnight bag for himself, sent a couple of emails and switched off the computer – we know this because of the blood on the mouse and keyboard – and took my youngest sister round to the neighbours’. Against my father’s wishes – he was adamant he could do it himself – the neighbour drove him to hospital.

After the accident, I was the first one home and was tasked with finding the fingers before the dog did. They had been swept into the bag with the grass cuttings at the back of the mower, but not before the blades had puréed them. The only things still intact were his two fingernails, which I kept for posterity. The fingers, however, were unusable, so I dug a small, shallow grave by the woodshed and buried them, saying as I did, ‘Dear God. Here’s the first instalment of my father. Please let me keep the rest of him for a bit longer.’

My father was a colonel in the Army Air Corps at the time, and members of his regiment went to visit him in hospital, bringing gifts like Cadbury’s Chocolate Fingers, and as he was the commanding officer, they soon adopted a new regimental salute with the ring and middle fingers tucked away.

My father recently found himself in hospital again with stage 4 chronic kidney disease and in need of a new kidney. I had just had an unwanted child, and so tried to give him one of its kidneys, but sadly it wasn’t a match. He was still grateful for the gesture. I wrote him a song called ‘Monsters’, which got played on the radio, and as a result he was given a total of fourteen kidneys, some of which we still have on ice, and others we sold for a small profit. Remarkably, the one we ended up using was given to him by a man also called Charles Blount. Nervous that this might cause a mix-up during surgery, I wrote ‘GIVER’ in permanent marker on one Charles’s forehead and ‘TAKER’ on the other.

My father has always been apologetic that he didn’t die, so that the song would have been a bigger hit. In fact, a boy in America, whose daddy had just died a month earlier, sang the song on a TV show called American Idol, and the song went to number three in the charts, so my daddy was right. We plan to re-release it when he does.
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