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Before We Start…

There are some things in life you expect to achieve, there are others you might merely one day hope to. Beyond all those are the surprises, good and bad, that explode without warning into your life.

As I steadily built a career that spanned recruitment, sales, radio and then TV, I always had at least one eye on the next rung of the ladder. I wanted to be the best I could in any job I was doing but I knew that, sooner or later, the temptation to challenge myself in uncharted waters would always get the better of me. Curiosity as to whether or not I could cut it with the bigger boys has fed my ambition and fuelled my drive for as long as I can remember. I never imagined even for a second that my time in recruitment might lead to a job in television but even back then I knew my talents as a recruiter might serve me well in advertising sales – the next, and better paid, step up. My sales career took me to a radio station and that led to an unexpected opportunity to present a show. After nearly a decade in radio, I hoped beyond hope that I might get a crack at television and over the past year or so I have wondered what it might be like to take what I do here and see if it could work in America.

I am blessed that these things happened and are still happening to me and I focused hard on making the best of what I had whilst waiting for the chance to test myself on another level. And so, while I never planned for the prize to be a job in television, the hard work done and the little battles won, week to week, wherever I have been, have seen the succession of doors opening that led me to this point. I have to tell you though, one thing I never reckoned on doing, no matter where I was in my career, was sitting down to write a book. And yet here I am welcoming you to my second!

I’ll start by thanking you for buying this copy. If you have borrowed it from a friend or even been sent one for free I’ll thank you for taking the time to read it. You might be stealing bread from the mouths of my children but at least you are here to share in what has become something of a mini labour of love for me.

I don’t claim that this will be the most spectacular read of your lives. I am no Shakespeare, this is no Pulitzer Prize winner and I doubt it will be troubling any shortlists for the serious literary prizes. But, hopefully, that is no reason for it not to be as enjoyable to read as it was to write. I never expected to get one bite at the book-writing cherry, so to have now had two is something very special, and very exciting.

I have tried to pack it with all the opinions and ideas that have stabbed away at my conscience over the past eighteen months. It has also been an opportunity to reflect a little more on the way my family life informs all those opinions and ideas.

When I was writing my first book I was largely trying to answer the questions that had been put to me over the years since launching The Jeremy Kyle Show. I hadn’t really given too many interviews back then so I’m Only Being Honest was a great platform to speak about my show, the issues we cover, the sorts of guests I tend to meet, the problems they face and what personal experience I’d had of confronting my own demons and past mistakes. It was a serious book about serious topics and I tried to write it seriously. Hopefully, readers of that book, whether they agreed with me or not, would at least acknowledge that I tried to treat the subjects I was writing about with the respect they deserved. I described things as I saw them based on personal experience and really was trying only to be honest.

The scope of this book was always going to be different. As a result it should feel a bit different to read. Anyone who was expecting more of the same this time round – I’m sorry, you may be disappointed. I haven’t changed, my views are largely the same and everything I wrote back then I would still stand by today. However, people have grown so familiar with the show that it now seems their attention has turned to what they can learn about me as a person. The questions I get asked these days are not always all about the show in the way they once were. Increasingly, conversations involve some digging to find the ‘real me’, to see what I’m really like off camera.

Some people want to know if I am always as angry in ‘real life’ as they perceive me to be on TV. Others only want to know about what it’s actually like to be on TV and how the industry works. With increasing frequency I find I am fielding questions about how I first got the job, what I do differently now I’m in the job and what it is like to be a so-called celebrity. People seem curious as to whether I’ve ‘changed’ in the last five years. They want to know whether I run around ranting at star-studded parties, if I’ve ever got into fights with those in the media who’ve slagged me off and, basically, if I’ve disappeared up my own arse! In the first book I tried to answer all the questions that were being pumped at me about the show, in this one I’ll attempt to answer most of what’s asked about the life I lead when I’m not filming it.

When I wrote I’m Only Being Honest I was still finding my feet as someone who made a living in the media spotlight. I have grown a lot since then and am now more comfortable in my ‘celebrity’ skin. I have been to a few parties and made a few friends but I’ve clearly made some enemies too. This book will detail much of what I’ve seen since joining the crazy celebrity circus. I’ll talk about the lavish perks that come the way of many a celebrity and some of the pitfalls too.

As I have said, I am still the same person. The person you may have seen on TV is very much me; the person you may have read about last time round, that is me too. I am still pretty forthright, I still speak pretty plainly and I’ll still try to give an honest answer to all questions put my way. As well as the personal stuff, I wanted to talk about the more ridiculous, hard to believe and downright disgraceful things that are allowed to go on right under our noses. Fat children, terrible parents, soft-touch sentencing and what I’d do with ‘Lotto Lout’ Michael Carroll will all get the Jeremy Kyle treatment here, as each are at the centre of stories that, really, You Couldn’t Make Up.

This book, a little like the last, is not without its confessions. You might be surprised to learn that in the next three hundred pages or so I’ll out myself as a food thief and an accidental butcher of domestic pets. I’ll tell you about the day I nearly died, the day I really died and detail a battle I once lost with an aggressively inserted suppository.

What you see is what you get with me on the TV show but I don’t walk around with a microphone and a set of DNA results when I’m off stage. Perhaps it would be good if I did because it seems that whenever I am not in the safe, secure and structured environment of a TV studio, my life tends to fall apart a little. I have an uncanny knack for putting my foot in it, for attracting disaster at every turn and for crashing through life in a way that would make even Frank Spencer wince.

You Couldn’t Make It Up shows a little of what my life outside of work is really like. In the professional arena there are some oddities to explore but they are as nothing compared to the lunacy of life at home in the Kyle family household! At work I stand up to some no-good dads but at home I have to ensure I am up to the job myself. As you will read in these pages, that is not always easy and I frequently cock things up no matter how hard I try.

I am showing and being a bit more ‘me’ too. Believe it or not, I laugh and joke quite a bit through any given day but because of the job I do, people very rarely get to see that side of me. Many don’t even know it exists. The whole process of opening up, of sharing some of the more ludicrous stories that have punctuated my life, has been fascinating for me. I’ve relaxed and I’ve laughed as I’ve taken my walks down my Memory Lane. I’ve thought and I’ve raged as I’ve contemplated the iniquities and the injustices that still plague this country. It has been good to explore and I only hope you share in some of that enjoyment as you read my efforts to accomplish one of those things that never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I would get to do.
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The Manopause…

(Medically Proven Fact:

I Am Getting Old)

I knew it. I bloody well knew it! I’ve said before that the complaint viewers most often level against me is that I say I’m an old man when really, at forty-four, I’m not. Surprising that this provokes the most complaints I know, given the many gripes, grievances and ugly accusations used to slate me, but there you go.

Recently I have been wondering whether my basic problem is that meeting so many youngsters with so many issues (drink, drugs, joblessness, all endured, in some cases even enjoyed and frequently passed on to their own kids) has made me feel very old. Many of the people I meet on my show manage to cram in so much destruction, when they’re less than half my age. Maybe I’m not an old man after all, perhaps I just feel old before my time when hearing a particularly frustrating or miserable story… Wherever the feeling of weariness is coming from, it’s a real shame because I always hoped that I might, just might, be a young forty-something. And in many respects, I am. I have everything I ever hoped for – beautiful children, gorgeous young wife, healthy diet and an active lifestyle – I qualify on all counts, so maybe those viewers are right and I have over-egged my age on stage.

Unfortunately, my doctor tells me it’s not just that. Despite my healthy diet and my wonderful family, this feeling of ageing is not all in my mind. I am definitely just getting old. Worse, I am beginning to fall apart. Now, I realise that confirmation of this news might plunge the Royal Mail or even the whole economy into crisis but I have to tell the truth. Readers, viewers and complainers all, the thousands you currently spend on stamps and texts each week can now be saved and put to better use. Don’t bother continuing with your calls for me to stop carping on about sliding into old age, because my doctor tells me that is precisely what is happening. All protests received from now on will be ignored on medical grounds. These days I can’t even read the letters without straining my failing eyes but even if I could, there’s no longer any point. At forty-four, I might seem a spring chicken to some, but there’s no escaping the fact that I’ve somehow graduated from ‘getting on a bit’ to the full-blown state of getting old.

My doctor was only really confirming the message that so many of my rapidly decaying senses have been sending me for quite some time. Typically for a man of ‘advancing years’ I was far too stubborn to acknowledge the mounting evidence provided on a daily basis by my body. It was my knee collapsing beneath me whilst doing nothing more manly and strenuous than getting up from a chair, that eventually forced me to go and talk to a professional. I had to be helped out of the heap I had made of myself in the living room, and then Tubigripped so tightly I lost all the feeling in my toes. I hobbled miserably around the house for a while until my wife, fearing moaning of Man-Flu proportions, bundled me into the car and insisted I go and see a doctor. I did as I was told but I wasn’t prepared for the bluntness with which my new condition – getting old – would be diagnosed.

I’ll never forget that day. I sat in his offices, thinking that our meeting would be more check-up-and-chat than anything else. After a brief description of my malady the doctor ran through the options.

‘Mr Kyle, do you play sport regularly?’

‘No.’

‘I see, well, do you work out vigorously at the gym?’

‘Um, no.’

‘In that case, I am afraid to say that you must be getting old.’

And with that, it was confirmed. Brutally. Stress fracture of the right kneecap, painful cyst lurking beneath, no longer young, way past my best and never likely to play a game for West Ham. The dream was over. Bugger. I perked up a bit when I thought that all the questions about sport and fitness and ‘vigorous’ workouts at the gym might mean I was in for some good news. Maybe he had seen something in the test results that meant I was supremely fit, and in fine working order for a man of my age, right? Wrong! Now, I’ve never considered donning Speedos and spray-tan for a try-out at Mr Universe but I always thought that, in my own way, I was in pretty good shape: don’t drink much, never touched drugs, not fat, eat healthily, have most of my hair left – I thought I might be in line for compliments and gold stars from the doctor, but no. Instead he said he’d recommend me for surgery.

It was the prospect of having this operation, and the time I was told to take off work either side of it, that really forced me to re-evaluate things. There had been evidence of ageing in the past that I had blithely ignored but now it was time to face facts. I was also extremely worried about the operation. I don’t mind admitting that I’m scared of needles and I was petrified of being put under anaesthetic. I hate not being in control and I had nightmare visions of everything that might go wrong in the operating theatre. It was all fine in the end, of course but, typically, despite being unconscious throughout, I still managed to talk the whole way through the procedure. I don’t remember a thing of what I said but the surgeon said my witterings were quite remarkable, though thankfully not too distracting!

Ultimately the operation was a success and I was told to get back to normal. I’m lucky in that I don’t get ill very often and the time I’d been forced to spend resting had given me an opportunity to reflect on just how quickly the last few years had flashed by. The charge was ‘getting old’, the verdict was ‘guilty’ and, quite apart from the physical stuff, I had to acknowledge that I had changed.


	Increasing impatience – tick.

	Growing irritability – tick.

	Modern music now resembling ‘angry noise’ – tick.

	Lifestyle choices of too many youths incomprehensible to me – tick.

	Rigid belief that certain things should return to ‘how they were in my day’ – tick. Oh dear…



Most of these standard changes in attitude I knew were coming, and I fully expect them to become bigger issues as the years tick by to pension and bus pass. They are as understandable as they are inevitable. New generations come through, break away from their immediate predecessors, reinvent themselves for their time and stake a claim for an era that they too will look back on all too fondly, especially when their offspring begin to inhabit and shape a world that seems so at odds with the safety and security of their own. I could almost cope with these things, but the actual physical health stuff was driving me mad. I had half-crippled myself getting out of a chair and had been told that my body’s newfound fragility was brought on by nothing more sinister than middle age. Feeling suddenly under threat from my own body, I scoured the internet for relevant information. Heart attacks, strokes, liver disease, respiratory failure, even male pattern baldness – I dutifully read about the risks and realities of all of them. But not one website I visited mentioned what is happening to me and to all men my age: the manopause.

I don’t know if a manual will ever be written on the male menopause, but I think we need one. My dad found it awkward enough to go into the birds and the bees with me as a child so there wasn’t much chance of him explaining all the surprises my body would spring on me as I got older. I’m on my own here.

I’ve only just come round to accepting that I’ve probably lived more years than I have left. But it turns out that there are all sorts of other indignities and infirmities I am expected to come to terms with as I crash through mid-life crisis and plough on into old age. I feel conned. For example, when exactly was someone planning to explain to me the perils of ears and noses that will never stop growing? Quite aside from increasing problems with my knees, eyes and bald-spot, my face is besieged on all sides by things that will not stop growing until the day I die! Not long ago a guest on my show berated me for sporting ridiculous ‘big, flappy ears.’ I have to admit they are bigger than most, so the thought of them continuing their quest to take over my head is really quite frightening. I can’t pick up satellite signals with my ‘dishes’ and no birds have yet attempted to nest in them, but the knowledge that they are big and getting bigger all the time is not welcome. Take one look at Wogan’s lugs and you might have some idea of what lies in store for me in twenty years’ time. And what of my nose? Will I morph into some bulbous, ruddy Pinocchio? Are all men destined to become the BFG?

When ‘problems’ befall a man with even one iota of insecurity about his appearance, the tendency is to find similar ‘faults’ in those around him. This probably comes from a desire to feel accepted, normal or at least not alone with their ‘condition’. Take baldness. One of my very good friends has started to lose his hair. Unlike the crop circle I now sport, his hair is receding to a traditional widow’s peak. Although he never speaks about his hair loss (and it is tacitly understood amongst everyone that we must never talk to him about it – he would lose it completely, and I’m not talking about hair!) it’s clear he feels very self-conscious. The poor bloke is struggling because he’s just noticed his first symptom of getting older (not getting old – he’s only thirty-three – there is a difference). So he looks for reassurance by pointing out the hair loss of every similarly blighted man he sees. He’s developed a forensic instinct for detecting anyone disguising hair loss – Bobby Charlton comb-overs, Gordon Ramsay’s brush-forward-and-ruffle, Paddy McGuinness’s shave it short and stand tall so nobody notices the bald patch – he spots them all. Classic behaviour of a man approaching manopause.

For many men, the manopause is a war that must be fought on two fronts – not only are you losing the hair on top of your head, you’re also contending with all manner of unseemly growths sprouting below it. For me though it feels like my own personal autumn: everything is heading south, falling out or dropping off. And unlike the men battling sudden spurts of body hair in places that were never hairy before, I am losing hair all over… I kid you not, my right leg has started to go bald. My shin is now as smooth as a baby’s bum. The eleven hairs I’ve had on my chest since adolescence remain, but I expect their time too is almost up. If you were to see me naked you’d be forgiven for thinking I was a balding albino chimp tanned only on the face and hands, where TV make-up has been painted on. And no matter how long I spend on that bloody Slendertone, the search for ‘Abs’ has left me with just a mini fold of flab on an ever-loosening tum.

I notice that my energy levels are nowhere near what they used to be. The enthusiasm for life remains, as does the ambition, drive and determination. And now that I’ve been around for a while, I can bring some experience to bear on any situation. But I’ve got to admit I can’t keep up with all the young whippersnappers that populate the TV corridors I pace. They look young and fit and ready to take on the world, while I feel like I’ve done ten rounds and am starting to crumble.

And, coming late to TV, I know my slide into old age will happen in the unforgiving glare of the media spotlight. This throws up some interesting dilemmas for me. Obviously being on television, I have to think about how I look. I’m sure there’s many men out there who will greet the slowing of their metabolism with a beer, a pie and a shrug of their increasingly hairy shoulders. I on the other hand get told by TV producers I must shape up to stop it looking like I’m decaying before the viewers’ eyes.

I have had fistfuls of teeth fall out in the past couple of years – one even during a recording of my show. They still made me finish it and even had me say ‘teenage pregnancy statistic’ in one of the links, which was more or less impossible. Imagine Daffy Duck saying it and you will have some idea of the ‘methhhh’ I made of it. As soon as the tooth was replaced I was asked to consider having them whitened, and then having my gums treated for receding. Falling apart and growing fangs – all as a result of growing old. I am still waiting for the day when they order my face to be filled with a Simon Cowell smile – it won’t be long now…

I have resisted all promptings to go for Botox. I can just about handle the hair lacquer and being dipped in creosote five times a week to maintain my on-screen tan (continuity, darlings, not vanity – honest) but I draw the line at Botox. It works for some but I’ll stick with the laughter lines, crow’s feet and four inches of foundation. Having a tight, taut head just isn’t important to me. In fact those laughter lines have been earned and they’re a permanent reminder of the good times; I don’t want to airbrush them out of existence, in a desperate attempt to get back to an age I know I will never be again. And I can just about live with the deepening bags underneath my eyes. For now.

The last cycle of ageing I have to go through is old age itself. For this final stage of my life I look to my parents once more for what the future might hold. They are increasingly baffled by young people and new technologies (more on this later) and though they may not choose to acknowledge it yet, things are slowing down for them considerably.

My mum has a set of reading glasses she keeps upstairs in her bedroom. She only used to use them for longer periods of reading but now finds she needs them for everything from a newspaper to the post. Before getting to bed she needs them about four times each day but does she keep them close at hand? Of course not, she trails up and down the stairs four separate times to get them, replacing them in her bedroom each time. Crazy. Mum and Dad seem to follow each other around everywhere now, normally on a mission to find the latest set of Dad’s lost pills.

Forgetfulness, frailty, bodily failures and a final acceptance that there’s not long left will come to them as it will come to us all. Their passing will be devastating when it does happen but each of them will go, when the time comes, supremely loved by the other, missed by all around and rightly proud of a long life lived well, to the full and the highest of standards.

If TV decides that all I’m fit for after finally getting old and continually refusing Botox is being consigned to the Arlene Phillips Scrapheap then so be it. I will leave with my head held high, avoid any celebrity jungles and retreat to a life at home with the family and endless cups of cocoa. I am slowly learning what my parents have shown me all along: that there is nothing to fear from getting older. There is plenty to enjoy and lots more to look forward to. If I am trailing around after my wife in 30 years’ time, fetching glasses that should always be kept in my pocket, hunting for tablets that should never have been lost but always, always so very in love, I’ll know once again that I am the luckiest man in the world.

With my family all around me, a long life lived well and the ability to look back on it all and smile, I’ll be content to know I survived puberty first, then the manopause and most of what life can throw. 
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