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ABOUT THE BOOK

Ever wanted to pick the lock of a celebrity’s teenage diary?

My Teenage Diary is a Radio 4 comedy show hosted by Rufus Hound featuring celebrities reading and discussing extracts from their teenage diaries. Collected together for the first time, these tear-stained, lipstick-smudged, adolescent ramblings form the backbone of this book, edited by series producer, Harriet Jaine. Featuring diary extracts from Terry Wogan, Alex Horne, Robert Peston, Rachel Johnson, Meera Syal, Sheila Hancock, Robert Webb and many more, these diaries give us a wealth of brilliant material - from the funny and ridiculous, via the poignant, pretentious and philosophical, down to the extremely embarrassing.
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FOREWORD RUFUS HOUND

One of the best things about being a comedian is that you get to spend a lot of time hanging out with other comedians. So when, in 2008, my TV producer friend Victoria Payne said she had an idea for a show that was basically me doing just that, I was in.

Victoria had originally conceived of My Teenage Diary as a TV programme. The pitch was that we’d delve into a comedian’s teenage diary within an accurate recreation of their childhood bedroom – the vintage posters on the wall, the dodgy record collection, the questionable wardrobe – and then ask them about growing up, interspersed with readings from their diary.

It was a great idea, but TV commissioners were reluctant to buy a show that consisted solely of two people talking to each other. Undaunted, we pitched the idea to Radio 4, a famously good place to test out new comedy formats. They gave us a series, going out in the late-night comedy slot at 11.15pm. Yes, it was late at night, and each episode was only 15 minutes long, but it was better than nothing.

The first show we recorded was with comedy legend Richard Herring. His diary – misanthropic, angry and hilarious – led to an uproarious hour of him riffing on his younger years. The programme was funny, revealing and touching – our idea worked.

But as we made more episodes, two things became apparent:

The first was that we needed to change our booking policy, and fast. There may only be 1,000 professional comedians in the country. Only 500 that anyone has heard of. Only 100 of them kept a diary as a teenager. Only 50 of them would even consider reading aloud from that diary on national radio. Only ten of them would do so for the money we were offering. And we’d just been through six of those already. This was a problem. We needed to cast our net more widely.

The second was that 15 minutes was nowhere near long enough to do a teenage diary justice. The shows, when we recorded them, were rarely concise. Cutting them down to 15 minutes, while also keeping themes and running jokes alive, was nearly impossible, so the end result was less satisfying than the recording itself.

Then something semi-miraculous happened: we got the chance to read Sheila Hancock’s teenage diary.

Sheila’s diary covered her first ever holiday abroad – to Paris and the south of France – which she took shortly after being an evacuee. Sheila is a magnificent writer and actor, and her diary was captivating. Leaving behind the grey skies of post-Blitz London for the sunny, relaxed glamour of Paris and the French coast, the young Hancock marvelled at this other world, fell in love and became a lifelong pacifist over a period of just eight weeks. To hear this tale relayed by Sheila some 60 years later was spellbinding.

The strength of that interview with Sheila Hancock was a game-changer – it convinced Radio 4 to extend our running time to half an hour and to move the programme into the primetime 6.30pm slot. We’ve stayed there ever since.

I spent the summer of 2011 making a movie – The Wedding Video – in which I played the wayward brother of a man getting married. The groom-to-be was played by Robert Webb, who, I discovered, kept a jarringly honest diary throughout his teenage years. I loved pretending to be Robert’s brother and the fictional fraternity we shared spilled over into a genuine, surprisingly deep friendship. When I asked him to share his diary on the wireless he agreed, less as a professional courtesy and more out of faux-familial obligation.

The programme we made with Robert ended up being one of our very finest. Convinced that this half hour of radio should win plaudits, my new producer, Harriet Jaine, entered it for the Sony Awards – the Oscars of British radio. Our silver in the ‘Best Comedy’ category felt like an incredible endorsement of what we were making, as were the words of the awards panel: ‘The episode in this entry was expertly hosted by Rufus Hound who gave his guest, Robert Webb, the space he needed to tell the hilarious and surprisingly moving story of his teenage years. The Judges were incredibly moved by some moments in the entry, reminding us that humour and poignancy walk very closely together.’ And I’ve been prouder of almost nothing else in my entire life.

If I’m honest, I don’t really feel like our show is a comedy show. It’s a show that uses comedy to talk to some extraordinary people about a time that made them who they are. In the same way that every Batman film wants you to know what happened to young Bruce Wayne that motivated his journey from terrified boy to Caped Crusader, so our show tells the origin stories of politicians, poets, authors, journalists, musicians, broadcasters and, yes, comedians.

‘What was it that made you what you are?’ That’s the only question I feel really matters when you’re trying to understand someone. It’s also a question that, if asked bluntly by even the most charming interviewer, is unlikely to elicit much of a response. It’s too personal. But by asking our brave contributors to read from their own accounts of their teenage years with a licence to then probe deeper, that is, in effect, exactly what we’re asking. We all know what made Batman become Batman, but what made Terry Wogan become ‘Terry Wogan’ or Meera Syal ‘Meera Syal’, and was Chris Packham always completely obsessed with wildlife? The answers lie in the pages you now hold, and it remains one of the great pleasures of my life to have uncovered them.

One final note – if you have a child who you believe to be exceptional, please force them to keep a diary. If we’re still on the air by the time they’re internationally famous, we can book them in an instant – especially if they’re a comedian.
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SARA PASCOE

Sara Pascoe is one of the UK’s most successful comedians. She was born in east London in 1981. Pascoe’s parents separated when she was young and her dad – a successful musician – moved away. Before studying English at the University of Sussex, Pascoe got a job as a performer in the Millennium Dome. She became a stand-up in 2007.

I started writing down my thoughts and grievances from about seven years old. I had a self-awakening when I realised I shouldn’t be using felt-tips to draw houses and flowers but to slag off my sister Cheryl. Unfortunately, my sisters are the reason my earlier diaries no longer exist – we had an ongoing hiding–discovering–destroying cycle going on with each other’s most precious possessions. If Samuel Pepys had shared a bedroom with my sisters none of us would have heard of the Great Fire of London.

My remaining diaries are from my late teens, early twenties – they still bear the marks of Kristyna’s attempts to sabotage my creativity. The 1999 diary is almost entirely scribbled over in magic marker. It also has ‘I HATE KRISTYNA’ in the same pen, as this was a trick we used to avoid detection for our crimes. ‘It can’t be me, it says the person who did this hates me … it must be Cheryl.’

I didn’t reread all the diaries to decide what went in the radio show and the book – it was too much, not because things were particularly sad then, more that I haven’t changed. My diaries still read like a teenage girl’s: self-hating and angsty one second, then suddenly hopeful and seeing the bright side. I remembered some moments from the extracts very clearly – the fight in the pool club, going to France desperate to be close to my dad. But I had completely forgotten how rubbish I was at being a vegetarian – I’m very embarrassed. I’m so earnest in my writing, I was so desperate for the life I have now and part of me can’t help but be impressed that I made it happen. But I wish I could let the younger me know that she’ll still cry all the time!

 



MONDAY 1 JANUARY

2001

Sara is 19.

Woke up in the hotel after a lovely sleep. Didn’t feel as sad as I thought I would – I don’t think the Dome’s closing has really sunk in yet. All my memories of last year are good – I have grown up and don’t regret a second of it.

I have stuck to my resolution of being a vegetarian. I think I can stick to it this year!

FRIDAY 5 JANUARY

2001

Felt really sad when I woke up. Had nightmares. Got paid crap from the Dome – cried. Mum agreed to loan me £200. It’s horrible to rely on other people.

THURSDAY 11 JANUARY

2001

Got up quite late but got a lot done. Got a copy of The Stage and applied for everything going. Scanned photo onto internet which is good. Got interview for ‘hostessing’ in Japan. Lots of money but a bit scary.

SATURDAY 20 JANUARY

2001

Met Mark for a drink – was going really well – then got a bit awkward. He has got loads of stuff on his mind. He has a beautiful body and is hung like a donkey, but I’m worried we don’t really click.

TUESDAY 22 JANUARY

2001

Having a very very ugly day. Skin is minging, hair frizzy, bum fat.

FRIDAY 26 JANUARY

2001

Went out for Mark’s work leaving do. Chris and Will attacked virtual strangers for no reason. Was nasty, vicious, and inhumane. What the hell am I doing socialising with people like that? Part of me wonders what I’m doing spending time with such ignorant people, but maybe, in some way, I am educating them.

MONDAY 12 FEBRUARY

2001

Didn’t have the money to go to my casting. Spent the day getting rained on going to agencies trying to get a crappy day job. Was very hard – felt like I was selling my soul but I am just so desperate for work now.

FRIDAY 16 FEBRUARY

2001

Drama school audition went very well although I didn’t get a place. I was down to the last two and I got some practice with my speeches. Came home and had more funky dreams. Looked in dream book and an ocean wave means I am going to achieve things but I have to work for them.

THURSDAY 5 JULY

2001

Felt down in the morning but then had a brain wave. Have decided to go to university this October. Would make a lot of sense in terms of being able to join really excellent drama groups, study subjects that I love, not have so many money problems and still be able to travel over the summer. Cheered up massively, came back to Romford and had lovely evening.

We join Sara next in October as she is getting ready to go to university.

WEDNESDAY 3 OCTOBER

2001

Tidied and packed stuff. Cried a bit – I like Mark a lot. Spent two hours on train to Brighton reading The Hobbit. Saw Halls – mucky but room is nice and big and new. (Haunted apparently!) Forgot to bring duvet/pillow etc. – doh.

THURSDAY 4 OCTOBER

2001

Started sorting room out, bought some cuppa soups and got NUS card etc. Felt pretty crap cos I have no money – spoke to mum and she said, ‘You’re not going to stick it, are you?’ Nice to have support, isn’t it? Managed to get duvet and pillow set. Read book and chain-smoked. Spoke to a couple of people in the halls and they all seem very nice.

WEDNESDAY 10 OCTOBER

2001

English induction meeting. Started making some friends. Had audition for Our Country is Good. Felt very nervous but it didn’t go too badly.

THURSDAY 11 OCTOBER

2001

Busy day today. Two lectures and a seminar. Went to the library (very confusing). Am scared by how much work I am going to have to do on my own. Got part in Our Country is Good. Got back, had something to eat (pasta with Philadelphia and Marmite) and went to the computer room.

THURSDAY 25 OCTOBER

2001

Ate pasta with cold beans and read Lord of the Rings. Got up late – missed first lecture – made it to the one seminar and then missed second lecture to sort out bank overdraft and paying fees etc. Had rehearsal 6–8pm, went really well.

TUESDAY 8 JANUARY

2002

Woke up with world’s worst hormone overload. Felt very very sad and alone. Prospect of spending all day on my own not good. Went to town and signed up direct debits to charities just to have someone to talk to. Went to Sainsbury’s and bought tons and tons of shopping – got it all for £30 cos till was broken. Very good. Went home and drank lots of martini. Cried a lot.

SATURDAY 19 JANUARY

2002

Got up late, went to town, spent £40 on books (am going to have to cut down) and bought myself trousers and a top to try and fill empty space inside self. Didn’t work. Made spag bol.

FRIDAY 25 JANUARY

2002

Went to St Albans and met Irene for lunch with mum. Had lovely time – ate mushroom stroganoff and drank wine (which really helped hangover surprisingly). On the way home I told mum how much I hate her comments about my nose. Tried to do essay but was too tired.

THURSDAY 31 JANUARY

2002

Woke up today with really really painful chest. Really hurts to breathe and burns when I cough. Went to Asda – bought some basic food and cough mixture etc. Ate loads of Lockets. Chest really hurts though and nothing can make it better. Hung round in room, drank tea and tried to smoke a cigarette. Chest really hurts and nose is running like Linford.

We now join Sara in August 2002. She is going to France to visit her dad, who is playing in a jazz festival.

WEDNESDAY 7 AUGUST

2002

NIGHTMARE DAY! Left for airport. Rain in London meant Liverpool Street underground was closed. Massive panic, tried to make my way through London but missed flight. Didn’t get to airport until midnight. Had to sit around waiting – so tired and feeling crap. Never felt so terrible in all my life. Had shakes and was very sick before catching plane. Got to Nice and pottered around. Slept on a beach until 11.30am. Got to the chateau – band were rehearsing. Had lovely food for lunch and dinner and talked to dad.

FRIDAY 9 AUGUST

2002

Everyone is very nice, but I feel uncomfortable and a bit out of place. Watched one concert on the lake. Felt sad and cried. Was strange watching dad on stage. Is hard to write about dad and our conversations as they make me feel so very sad. I’m keeping all the emotions inside.

MONDAY 12 AUGUST

2002

Stayed up very late chatting about the musicians and singers and their interrelationships. Dad was having questions fired from all sides and was like a guru. We sat around and sang songs in harmony – it was delicious and beautiful and I am so sad to go home. Felt like crying at the airport. This week was such an experience for me – especially seeing my dad with his good friends. Feel sick to my stomach with the thought of him leaving this morning. I love him a lot.

Sara is now back at university, starting her second year. She is joined by her family’s pet dog, Rusty.

TUESDAY 24 SEPTEMBER

2002

Had burger and chips for tea before remembering that I was a vegetarian.

FRIDAY 11 OCTOBER

2002

Moved into new house. Found out there is no bath. Aargh. Crap not having a bath. I don’t think I’ll wash any more.

TUESDAY 15 OCTOBER

2002

Was angry cos people used my Dove facial wipes as toilet paper.

MONDAY 28 OCTOBER

2002

Got up and took Rusty for a long walk through park. Was fun – he chased sticks and ducks and stones. Have fed him lots of meat and toast.

WEDNESDAY 13 NOVEMBER

2002

Mark cooked dinner (very strange chicken korma with pasta) but Rusty seemed to like it.

FRIDAY 15 NOVEMBER

2002

Woke up at 10.30 in time to get to seminar. Was good – alleviated guilt at my being such a lazy bastard. Came home and read some of Aristotle’s Poetics for my drama essay. Had a Bailey’s coffee and chatted to Anna. Mark went for a drink after work and me and Rusty went to meet him afterwards. Rusty drank a glass of Bailey’s and felt very sleepy.

THURSDAY 12 NOVEMBER

2002

There was a disgusting smell. When Rusty jumped on my bed I thought he had been rolling in poo – he’d actually had diarrhoea downstairs. Yuk! He tried to wipe his bum EVERYWHERE!

FRIDAY 13 DECEMBER

2002

Had a brilliant lesson with Alex, really inspiring and discursive. Got 72 for my essay so was really chuffed. Came home and found Rusty eating kebab.

WEDNESDAY 25 DECEMBER

2002

Happy Christmas! Actually had quite a nice day. Took the dogs for a walk and they ran around happily. Saw an owl flying. Went back and read a bit, then ate a lovely dinner made by Kris and Cheryl. Fell asleep on the sofa afterwards while Chicken Run was on. Played a very boring game of Scrabble and spoke to Mark who was very drunk.
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ROBERT PESTON

Robert Peston is ITV’s political editor, presenter of Peston on Sunday, and founder of the education charity Speakers for Schools. Peston was born in 1960 and grew up in Crouch End, north London, where he attended the local comprehensive school.

I kept a diary in the early 1970s because that is what a bookish, Jewish, middle-class boy at a north London comp with socialist upwardly mobile parents did. It was like going to the Arsenal or being desperate to buy the latest Emerson, Lake and Palmer album before anyone else. It was pre-ordained.

My mum, in-between making her legendary ‘red’ rice – whose secret ingredient I am sworn to take to my grave – gave me the Collins two-pages-per-week journal. And I dutifully recorded the spectacularly mundane (dog-walking, chemistry lessons and my consumption of cheesy biscuits), the character-forming (this was the first year that anyone close to me died; and I had almost-proficient snogs) and the prophetic.

Re-meeting that Robert has been surprisingly unsurprising: there I was obsessed with politics and pop music, and a hopeless romantic. In two general elections, which loomed large in our house because my dad was working for the Labour government, I canvassed, though goodness only knows what the householders of Crouch End made of a long-haired underage pipsqueak urging them to vote Labour.

And then there was this on 8 October 1974 from the 14-year-old oracle: ‘I saw several of my heroes from the world of eccentricity on the telly tonight (why wasn’t I on?).’ I am, Robert, I am.

 



WEDNESDAY 2 JANUARY

1974

Robert is 13.

This afternoon Stewart came over for a game of table tennis. We have developed a system of awarding a certain number of points to the winner of each match we play. This evening I bought dad an Evening Standard before eating a supper consisting of ham and chocolate fudge.

THURSDAY 3 JANUARY

1974

This morning I went up to Muswell Hill to have my hair cut. They didn’t do a bad job of it, but they charged me £2.50 which I thought was far too much.

FRIDAY 4 JANUARY

1974

This afternoon Tony, Woon and myself went down to Holborn because Tony wanted to go to the market there. The market was closed so we went to Woolworths for a while. I bought a cheap poster of Keith Emerson. We saw a couple of birds there but when we approached them they looked shy so we left them alone.

MONDAY 14 JANUARY

1974

I have just got to go on a proper diet to lose some of this weight. I have been thinking of doing a morning run to see if that does anything for me.

TUESDAY 15 JANUARY

1974

A girl said hello to me this morning. I’m not sure who she was but she lifted me out of my depression, because I thought maybe she liked me.

WEDNESDAY 16 JANUARY

1974

I waited outside the house this morning for a while, to see whether she would turn up again. She didn’t.

WEDNESDAY 23 JANUARY

1974

This morning I was feeling very depressed. I must be a maniac as I keep telling myself that I’ve got no friends and that everyone is against me.

THURSDAY 24 JANUARY

1974

We had a Careers talk during our English lesson. It was worthwhile for some people, but it was a bit worthless for myself. We have a new art teacher. She puts up with anything and she’s a bit thick.

SATURDAY 16 FEBRUARY

1974

This evening Richard came over. We talked a lot about moral and personal issues. We drank some beer and ate a cheesy biscuit or two and at 11pm or so he left.

SATURDAY 23 FEBRUARY

1974

I was woken up this morning by the cat meowing outside the front door. Sent off for the Emerson Lake and Palmer tickets. I spent the rest of the day canvassing for the Labour Party with Richard. We walked up and down Stroud Green Road, Crouch End Broadway, Muswell Hill Broadway and Turnpike Lane. It was quite an experience.

WEDNESDAY 27 FEBRUARY

1974

The bloody cat woke me up again. At 4.30pm I got to St Luke’s Hall ready for the Labour Party meeting. John Cleese, Eric Idle, Graham Chapman and Michael Palin turned up. After seeing four of the Python members perform once, Mike, Rick and I went down to Drury Lane to see them perform live.

FRIDAY 1 MARCH

1974

I spent most of the day watching the election results come through on the telly. Quite early on this morning it looked like Labour might win with a clear majority. But by 4 o’clock in the afternoon, it was quite evident that, although Labour would gain more of the seats than anyone else, it was only by a margin of 5 from the Tories. In fact, the Tories received more votes than Labour. The election is by no means over as a prime minister has not been chosen yet.

SATURDAY 2 MARCH

1974

At the end of the election Labour got 301 votes and Conservatives 296. We lost our cat for a while. We hadn’t seen him all night so after lunch we stuck notices on trees up and down the road.

MONDAY 4 MARCH

1974

Ted Heath has resigned at last and Harold Wilson has moved into 10 Downing Street.

MONDAY 11 MARCH

1974

We had a history test this morning and I got 30/33 which was the highest mark in our class. In biology we measured our lung capacities. In woodwork I have got all my pieces of wood ready for the construction of the spice rack.

THURSDAY 18 APRIL

1974

At 5.30pm me, Dave and Butchins set out for the Empire Pool Wembley and our Emerson Lake and Palmer concert. After taking the wrong train we eventually got there and at 9pm ELP came on. They played a truly amazing 2½ hour set and my ears are still ringing from the noise they produced. We caught the last train home after an encore, and I got home at 1am. My parents were very angry when I got home so late.

SATURDAY 31 MARCH

1974

Dad has got himself a job as advisor to the Secretary of State for Education. This morning I did some homework.

FRIDAY 6 APRIL

1974

Mum went out for the day this morning and Juliet [Robert’s sister] went over to Tina’s house for the day. This meant I was put in charge of Edmund [Robert’s brother]. At about midday Richard came over and I cooked lunch for all three of us. I burnt the red cabbage we were eating and had a terrible job cleaning the pan. Rick stayed until 9.15 and we whiled away the time playing cards.

TUESDAY 11 JUNE

1974

Took Becky [the dog] for a walk. In PE I played cricket in the nets and I also climbed my first proper tree of the year because Ankin hit the ball over the fence. After that I watched this very interesting programme about a Jewish actor’s childhood in the East End; little bits of it I found I could half relate to.

SATURDAY 15 JUNE

1974

This morning I went to the Foreign Office with dad, Jul and Ed to see the Trooping of the Colour. I met Shirley Williams and Roy Hattersley there.

TUESDAY 9 JULY

1974

Becky went to the vet again today and it seems that she actually has a tumour (probably on her liver). This afternoon Becky died. She was put to sleep by the vet, but she would have otherwise died very painfully of cancer. Yesterday Becky refused to come into the house. She just sat under a bush, it was as if she had returned to the wild. I look on the death of Becks as the death of a friend rather than that of a pet or a toy. I could talk to Becky like I could talk to no one else. She was a fine companion. I never realised how large a part she played in my life and in the life of the entire family. I cannot write down on paper my real emotions towards Becky. I am just very sad and upset. Bye bye Beckalicker.

SATURDAY 21 SEPTEMBER

1974

I started off this morning by walking up to the Muswell Hill Bejam [a frozen food store] to commence my new job. I get approx 1½ hours a day in tea breaks and lunch break. The work I did consisted of filling up freezers, working on the till and stacking cardboard. The guys working in there are fairly sociable geezers. I got paid £3, but I should get a rise next week.

FRIDAY 27 SEPTEMBER

1974

This morning I started my second day’s work at Bejam. I unloaded the delivery van with Louie, Kevin, and Terry. I seemed to have started this job at a bad time as I have already witnessed one sacking (that of Richard) and I have been part of a time and motion study. At lunchtime I bought a pair of swimming trunks.

TUESDAY 8 OCTOBER

1974

Dad is beginning to pray for a Tory victory in the election on Thursday, because he wants to give up his job (unfortunately the Tory party seems to want to lose). I just believe in total equality (I call myself an idealistic Marxist). I saw several of my heroes from the world of eccentricity on the telly tonight (why wasn’t I on?).

THURSDAY 10 OCTOBER

1974

Today is election day. I went to school equipped with my ‘vote

FRIDAY 11 OCTOBER

1974


WEDNESDAY 16 OCTOBER

1974


FRIDAY 18 OCTOBER

1974


SUNDAY 3 NOVEMBER

1974


FRIDAY 6 DECEMBER

1974


WEDNESDAY 25 DECEMBER

1974


TUESDAY 31 DECEMBER

1974
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