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About the Book

Motor mouth. Loud Mouth. Tubby DJ. Overpaid ego.

What is the truth? Who is Chris Moyles? And what does he have to say for himself when he’s not on the radio? Who is this man they call ‘The Saviour of Radio 1’?

In The Gospel According to Chris Moyles, Chris dissects the world around him and tackles all sorts of subjects; from interviewing the world’s most famous celebrities to trying to find a parking space in his own street.

But you’ll also get to meet his family and friends and learn about how he went from teenage DJ on a psychiatric hospital radio show to being the nation’s favourite breakfast show DJ.

His is a life lived on and off air. And this book is a combination of both. It’s funny, honest and gives Chris a platform to talk about his favourite subject... himself.

Ego? What ego?


About the Author

Chris Moyles was born in Leeds in 1974. It was a time when 70s clothes and music was all the rage. The youngest son of two fantastic parents, Chris was encouraged to pursue his ambition to make it as a national radio broadcaster. Many people think this was the sign of two people who loved their son very much. Two people who really wanted to see their son fulfil his childhood dream. It wasn’t. They were poor, lazy and greedy.

In 2003 Chris achieved his childhood ambition and was given the biggest show on the station, the legendary Breakfast show. In less than 2 years, he had added over a million new listeners and made the show the number one show in London for 15-24 year olds. This was a first for Radio 1. Currently the show has over 8 million people tuning in every week.

His parents have received nothing.
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FIRST THINGS FIRST


HELLO. MY NAME is Chris Moyles and I am the author of this book! I’ve never written a book before, but chances are that neither have you, so we’re kind of in the same position. In fact, I have never even tried to write a book before.

I’ll tell you why and how and all that stuff, after I have explained something first. I love to give background information when telling stories. I like to explain who people are and what they’re like before telling a story. I just think it makes for a better reaction when people can imagine them in their heads and get an image of them. This will, I hope, excuse often long-winded stories that get off the subject. With that in mind, I will now try to explain quickly how the hell I got to write a book.

1

I am a radio DJ on BBC Radio 1, every morning from 7 to 10 a.m.

2

Most national radio DJs have an agent.

3

I have an agent.

4

An agent’s job is to find you the right work at the right price and manage your career.

5

They actually take a percentage of your wage and wait for the phone to ring.

6

The phone rang; it was some publishing company.

7

I meet with the publishing company (a nice girl called Claire).

8

She asks me if I have ever thought about writing a book.

9

I say yes and tell her the idea.

10

She tells me to go away and try to write twenty pages.

So here I am. I’ve almost finished the first eight pages. This shit is easy.

Now my idea was to write a fake autobiography. I thought it would be funny. Then I thought that I would make half of it the truth, and the other half all lies. However, after leaving the meeting with the publishing people, I decided just to write a book explaining how to get a publishing deal with a top publishing house. Now that’s done, I only have nineteen pages left to write. Told you this shit was easy!

They gave me some books to look at for ideas (I didn’t, I sold them). I asked them about the rules of books, page numbers, photographs, etc. For example, any photographs used in this book have to be in black and white because this is cheaper. What an incentive to get me to write a book. I hadn’t written a word and they’re already telling me they’ve got no money and any money they do have is not going to be wasted on colour pictures in my book! Anyway we had a good chat, and then I left their office and went home. It got me thinking about books and the fun you can have. So let’s play a while first before I tell you more stuff. 


THE END
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HOW IT ALL BEGAN


THIS ISN’T GOING to be a normal autobiography. I’ve read a few and they often contain lots of boring pages. Things about where they grew up and what their family life was like and those types of things. But I know there are some people who like to read that stuff, so here goes.

I was born in Leeds in West Yorkshire on 22 February 1974. My mum and dad were and still are brilliant parents. I have an older brother called Kieron. He’s cool. I was raised as a Roman Catholic and went to three schools: a primary school run by nuns, a middle school called St Kevin’s (my radio partner Dave has always found that very amusing and refers to St Kevin as ‘the patron saint of car jacking’), and high school, being the place I did my GCSEs. There you go. All sorted.

I think that is just enough information. You bought this book because you listen to the show or maybe a friend told you it was funny. Now you know where and when I was born. You know I have great parents and one brother I get on really well with. You know my religion and that it affected what school I went to. If you need to know any more than that you are either a con artist or there is something seriously wrong with you. I mean it. If you have any unanswered questions about the first sixteen years of my life, then stop it. You’re weird. Become an MP or something.

Another reason I don’t want to write lots of old stuff about me is because I have a terrible memory. Seriously – I can’t remember anything. I have even asked a friend of mine, Dr Mark Hamilton, if there is such a thing as ‘partial amnesia’. He told me no and that I just have a ‘shit memory’. Cheers.

I do remember the moment that I discovered radio, though. It was Christmas. I was about eleven years old. Mum was in the kitchen baking mince pies (this kind of background information keeping you happy, weirdos?) and the radio was on. The local station was doing a ‘Guess the Christmas Song’ competition. That was it. No clues. Just guess the name of the song. I didn’t know at the time, but now that I’ve worked in radio for a while I know that competition meant the DJ couldn’t be bothered to do any work for his show that day. Anyway I called the number and I got through.

‘Hello, what’s your answer?’ said the phone answerer.

‘Erm, “Frosty the Snowman”!’ I squeaked.

‘What’s your name?’

‘It’s Chris from Leeds.’

‘OK, Chris, hold the line and you’ll be on in a minute.’

WOW.

How cool is that? I make one phone call and I’m going be on the radio. I thought this was brilliant. Millions of people were going to hear me on the radio. I might even win a prize! Some money or maybe even a car. Wow. A car! This is brilliant. I can say hello to all my friends, who will be so jealous that I have just won a car on a radio station for simply picking up the—

‘Let’s go to line three and Chris. Hello, Chris.’

‘Hi.’

‘OK, Chris, what do you think the song is?’

‘Is it “Frosty the Snowman”?’

‘Ahhw. No, it’s not, I’m afraid, but try again. Right, let’s go to line four. Hello . . .’

CLICK.

WAS THAT IT?

Where’s my money? Where was my mention to all my friends?

WHERE THE FUCK IS MY CAR?

He did say try again though, so I did.

I dial the number again and get straight through. It’s local radio, remember, and they’re running the most stupid Christmas competition ever. The lines are hardly going to be jammed. Anyway, I get back on air again.

‘Is it “Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer”?’

‘Sorry, Chris, that’s not the answer either, but it does have the word the in it.’

WHAT?

Are you kidding me? This is the most ridiculous competition ever. With the world’s laziest DJ. It could be anything. He might even be making it up. How do I know that I didn’t actually get it right, but he just keeps changing the answer? I’m calling up again.

Hang on a second. I can’t think of another Christmas song that has the word ‘the’ in the title. ‘Merry Christmas Everyone’? No. ‘Jingle Bells’? No. ‘I Wish It Could Be Christmas Every Day’? No. ‘Rudolph the Red’— No, I’ve already said that. Shit! I need to think.

‘Teatime!’ shouts Mum.

‘Ahw, come on, Mum. I want to phone up and get on the radio again.’

‘No, you’ve tried twice and now your tea is going to get cold.’

‘Twice?’ shouts Dad. ‘How many more times do I have to tell you? That phone is for emergencies only.’

So one tea and several mince pies later I was hooked. I had discovered radio. It had been there all this time and I had never realised how much fun it could be. This is the life for me.

After that, I used to listen to and call any radio station I could to try and get on air. I wasn’t bothered about winning anything. I just wanted to get on air. Talking on the radio. How cool was that?

So you see I remember that incident very clearly. I remember the mince pies. I remember not finding out what the answer was. Everything. Yet still I’ve forgotten the name of the woman at the publishing house who asked me to write a book. Partial amnesia. It’s got to exist.

Incidentally, I never did find out the answer. Lazy bastard disc jockey.


3

HOW TO BE A DJ


BEFORE I GO on, let me tell you this.

I FUCKING LOVE GREAT RADIO!

I really do. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t love all radio. But it’s fair to say that when it’s done properly I love it. It’s the same when you hear a song by a band you love and you love that too. When there’s a TV series you’ve been watching that you just can’t miss. The same feeling you get when you have no plans for the night and two of your best mates call you and tell you they’re in your local pub. I love that feeling. Unless they call you when your favourite TV show is about to start . . . but I think you’ve got my point. Now let me tell you something else.

I MAKE FUCKING GREAT RADIO.

I do. Maybe not every link, because you have to remember I’m on air fifteen hours a week. That’s sixty hours of new stuff every month. However, I must say that, for the most part, I am great at making great radio. Many people try and fail. Lots of people have their moments. Only a few people on the radio make great radio. I am high on that list. Sounds arrogant? Absolutely. But why not? I have done this shit since I was twelve years old. I have done hospital radio from a mental hospital. I have worked at a radio station that wasn’t even on the radio but broadcasting to a shop. I have even worked in Stoke-on-Trent! Trust me. I’ve learnt how to do this stuff.

The question people ask me is what advice can I give them.

WHY THE HELL WOULD I TELL THEM?

Seriously why would I give away all my thoughts and all the learning that I’ve spent fifteen years finding out? For free?! I don’t think so. However, I have a book to write and a lot of empty pages to fill, so I will go against my better judgement and tell you why I think I make great radio, and how to do it.

Here’s the secret, and trust me, it’s a let-down, but it’s the truth.

First, you need to be born to be good at radio. Crappy, I know, but it’s the truth. If you’re reading this and you think you have what it takes to be a brilliant broadcaster, let me be the first to tell you. You probably don’t. I mean, you can’t just be good at something, unless you are, and if that’s the case, you’re halfway there. Look at all the people who think they can sing and audition for X Factor. They’re rubbish. Just ’cos you have a go doesn’t mean you’ll be good at it.

The second thing is a little bit easier, and I’m slightly reluctant to tell you.

I have learnt how to do great radio from listening to great radio. James Whale was one of the first broadcasters I noticed was great. One of the reasons for this is he tells you he’s great. How genius is that? But think about it. He knows more about radio than the listener does, so who’s to argue with him? Kenny Everett was also a genius. He would spend hours working on something that may last thirty seconds. But it was worth it if it made you smile or laugh out loud. You have to put the effort in; this shit doesn’t always come easy. Simon Mayo I have always admired. He makes listening to him effortless. Howard Stern is somebody who will say stuff that makes me belly-laugh. He also says the stuff that nobody else says. Nick Abbot used to do a late-night phone-in show on Virgin Radio. A great myth about me is that I used to call up, putting on strange accents and trying to be funny, when I was out of work. It’s true. I did. Nick was brilliant with callers. He wouldn’t talk to them as if they were his friends. They weren’t. They were strangers calling into a radio station. I can’t explain it, but he had something special in the way he spoke to them. Steve Wright, who helped me a lot – more on that later – is also brilliant. So different from all of the above. He creates a little special world just for you and him, while talking to everybody and ignoring the ‘talk to one listener’ theory.

So, you take all these great radio people.

THEN YOU STEAL FROM THEM.

Really, that’s what you do. It takes time, though, because for a while you just try to copy them, badly. Eventually you start to do your own thing, but the influences are buried deep and there’s nothing you can do about it.

I must admit I thought for a while before admitting the above, until it occurred to me that:

MOST OF THE ABOVE PEOPLE STOLE AS WELL.

James Whale has influences from Stern.

Steve Wright has influences from Rick Dees in the US.

Nick Abbot had influences from Neil Rogers in the US.

So the way I look at it, it’s all fair game.

People ask me what station I listen to and I tell them Radio 1. I really do. I wouldn’t want to work there if the station was rubbish.

Scott Mills is brilliant. We share a lot of the same humour but he does his show very differently to me. It’s great because I can listen as a listener and totally forget I know him. He’s funny off the air as well. We didn’t hit it off at first and it was actually Sophie, my girlfriend, who kind of got us together. She was working with him on the TV and kept telling me what a top bloke he was. Eventually I gave in and agreed. He is brilliant live as well. If he ever plays near you, go and see him. But don’t buy him a drink after the gig – by then he’ll have had enough already!

I also really admire Vernon Kay. I used to hate him on the TV. Dave and I would refer to him as ‘Vermin Kay’, but I’ve got to say on the radio he’s ace. His stories are great and I love the way he gets really excited about stuff. He’s also a top bloke and a great friend. I’ve got a lot of time for Vernon. He called me at home to tell me about his TV deal in the States. He had just come back from signing a deal with NBC in Los Angeles and I was bouncing off the walls with excitement for him. I swear I was more excited than he was. He’d just got back home and was on his own in the living room having a beer and watching some random football match with Sunderland. Meanwhile, his wife was chatting to a friend in the kitchen. That’s another reason why I like Vernon. He has a hot wife. Top marks, fella. Although he doesn’t come out to drink with us that much because Tess tells him off. (He’ll kill me for putting that in.) Love you, pal. And your Mrs too. 
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THE RADIO 1 TEAM


I STARTED WORKING for Radio 1 back in 1997, and I’ve worked with some brilliant people. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve also worked with some shite, but there are some top names on the list.

Jeff Smith is the man responsible for my joining Radio 1. If it wasn’t for Jeff Smith, I genuinely believe I would never have got to work for Radio 1. Thanks, mate.

When the BBC put me on the early shift, they also gave me two people to work with. The rule at the time was that most programmes were given a producer and a broadcast assistant (BA). My first-ever producer was a guy called Simon Barnett. Simon was sold to me as being one of the freshest, most creative talents in the building. I was naturally excited.

‘What shows has he worked on so far?’ I asked.

‘Well, he’s just finished working with Lisa I’Anson at lunchtimes.’

The excitement didn’t last long.

Now I must point out that I grew to like Lisa a lot. As far as radio skills went, not the best in the world maybe. A great voice but didn’t really know how to use it. The show was like listening to a bunch of overly hip London trendsetters. It said nothing to me about my life in Leeds or even Milton Keynes. With such features as ‘Where’s Da Party At’, the show seemed to be aimed at a London female who loves her R ’n’ B and going shopping with her platinum card down Bond Street. So naturally when I turned up at Radio 1:

THEY GAVE ME THE GUY WHO DID THAT SHOW!

As it turned out Simon was a nice guy. He was a decent fella who let me do some sketches and be myself. We were assisted in this task by Jude Adam. Jude, bless her, talks. She talks, a lot. So much so that she wasn’t the kind of girl you’d choose to work with at three o’clock in the morning. However, it worked well enough and Jude turned out to be a little star.

Simon quickly moved on and in his place came a man called Ben Cooper. Ben turned out to be one of the most important people in my success at Radio 1. And he still is. Ben is a few years older than me, but we seemed to share the same sense of humour. We got on immediately. He was straight, yet funny. Older, yet as childish. We had such a laugh in the early mornings, and then in the afternoons. Ben is now one of my bosses and was instrumental in getting me on the breakfast show. He is bloody brilliant at radio. (Kiss kiss, slurp slurp.) We also worked on the Radio 1 road shows together. Was that fun? You have no idea. Trust me. Travelling the week in a Winnebago to towns you’d never heard of with an old guy driving at 75 m.p.h. through country lanes he really can’t see? Priceless. For two summers, Ben, Comedy Dave and I were on the road for six days playing to an average of 75,000 people. Meeting rock stars in such places as Great Yarmouth and Hunstanton. Brilliant.

COMEDY DAVE

I suppose I better write a little bit about the legend that is Comedy Dave. Many people think that Dave and I had worked together for years before joining Radio 1. The truth is that we met at Radio 1. He used to do technical bits at the station, and in the days of Mark and Lard at breakfast, the show came from Manchester. Dave had the task of fading the news up every half hour. What a job.

As he was in the building every morning at 6 o’clock, we quickly became pals and one day Dave told me that he had some ideas he thought were funny We’d often go to the pub together, so one day I took a look at the ideas and they made me laugh out loud. They were odd to say the least. One of them was a daily tribute to the band Candyflip. Candyflip were not very famous, and were mostly known for a cover version of ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’ by the Beatles, which charted for them back in 1990. A daily tribute to a band that had had one hit, with a cover version of a song that some saw as sacrilege: this was my kind of guy!

Dave started coming into work early and hanging out in the studio with me and Ben. As time went on, he started coming in earlier, and making more appearances on the show. Eventually he became BA on the programme and the rest, as they say, is history.

Now, get ready for a treat. This is the real story on how Dave became known as Comedy Dave.

When I met him, a guy in the building had already nicknamed him ‘Super Dave’. I didn’t like it. Then one day, comedian Lee Hurst was on the show. Dave was chipping in as usual and Lee asked who he was.

‘That’s Super Dave,’ I told him.

‘Comedy Dave more like,’ said Lee sarcastically.

THAT’S IT. NOW YOU KNOW.

Dave and I are still great mates, despite the fact that he has started branching out. He has begun presenting shows with another sidekick character called Mark ‘Chappers’ Chapman. It’s like having kids, I suppose. You have to let them go off and do their thing before they realise how good they’ve had it all along and come crawling back. (He’ll hate that!)

Dave writes a lot of the stuff we do on the show – in fact, pretty much all the written stuff. Incidentally when we started doing the breakfast show, he gave himself the title Director of Comedy.

Comedy Dave indeed!

I love working with Dave, I really do. Now sometimes he can be a right royal pain in the arse. He can, at times, be a stubborn little git who doesn’t really wanna play or talk about a certain subject. This often makes for some quite spicy radio. Other times, it can lead us down a dead end. And trust me I go down enough of them on my own! But 95 per cent of the time it all works perfectly. The main reason I like working with Dave is that we have a laugh. It’s something you don’t really appreciate that much when you do it on a daily basis. However, when you think about it, our daily routine, our job, involves me and a group of my mates laughing, a lot. I get to have a laugh with my mate Dave five days a week. What a brilliant job! Unless he’s in a grumpy mood. Or I’m in a grumpy mood. Or the rest of the team are in a grumpy mood, but more on that later.

There is a lot of eye contact between us. That makes us sound a bit girlie but it really helps with the timing of the show. It means we don’t talk over each other so much and it allows us to indicate to each other when one wants to jump in on a link. After a certain amount of time working together, this kind of thing happens naturally and most of the time we don’t even notice. Probably just as well – I wouldn’t like to think that I stare into the eyes of my red-blooded male friend for three hours a day just to make a living.

There have been a lot of stories told about Dave on air since 1997. One of my favourite ones, which has been used quite a bit on the show, was when he made the biggest balls-up in his career, and completely got away with it.

Did he swear on air?

No. Although he did swear on air once. Or maybe twice. But that’s not the story.

Has he been told off by management for being drunk with a competition winner?

Well, yes, actually, but that’s not it either.

Has he given out a line-up on air for a concert, when it wasn’t meant to be announced for another few days?

Yes, he has. This he has done a few times, to be fair. It’s hard to trust him with certain bits of information sometimes.

Has he announced somebody on air as being dead, when they’re still alive? And currently on tour?

Yes.

Has he had a certain charity for the deaf screaming for my head on a plate because he made comments about a guy doing sign language at a Spice Girls concert?

Yes.

Has he written a spoof advert for a brand of fish products by Aunt Fanny that began with the words ‘Everybody loves fish, but no one quite makes fish like Fanny’s’?

Yes, and once again, I got the blame.

Has he said on air that all ugly women should be sterilised so that no more ugly babies can be born?

Yes. Hitler would’ve been proud!

No, it’s none of those stories, although they are all corkers and may be written up one day in a follow-up book entitled: My mate Dave, he can be a bit of a dopey twat. My favourite story about Dave is as follows and is completely true.

One day I was sitting at my desk at Radio 1. I hadn’t been there that long and don’t think Dave and I were working together properly yet. The radio on my desk is on and I’m listening to Simon Mayo, who was on air that morning doing his show as normal. Suddenly my radio goes quiet. I reach for the volume knob and turn it up. Often DJs switch the wrong CD off and after a second or two it will start again from the beginning. Mayo rarely made mistakes like this but it happens to us all. After five or six seconds, I looked up to see a few other faces in the office also looking as confused as I was. Three seconds later, I knew there was a problem. I jumped up from my desk and ran out of the office towards the stairs to the studio. Now, just exactly what I was going to do, I had no idea. What can I tell you – it was just a Superman instinct. Anyway, I bump into one of the bosses and it now seems there is a serious problem. As I get to the studio area, Dave is coming out of a room. A room he really shouldn’t have been in. A room I’ve never seen him in since.

‘What’s going on?’ asks Dave.

‘We’re off the air!’ I proclaimed.

‘What?’

‘Mayo’s just gone off air. Dead silence. Don’t know what happened.’

At this point Dave’s face drops a little. And he turns a little bit white. You know, Michael Jackson colour.

‘What were you doing in there, Dave?’

Without any hesitation Dave replies, ‘I was just moving some wires around.’

‘Dave, have you taken us off air?’

He insists that he hasn’t and also states what a weird coincidence it was that he was pulling wires out of the wall at the same time that we went off air.

I hover outside the studio. Mayo looks puzzled. The producer is on the phone to the control room at Broadcasting House. The boss is running round not really knowing what to do. After a few more minutes, Dave quietly walks back into the room he shouldn’t have been in, and, strangely, music begins coming out of the speakers again all round the building. Dave pops his head out of the door and gives me one of those looks that simply tells me:

COMEDY DAVE TOOK RADIO 1 OFF THE AIR – FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES.

Now, there are many ways in which you can balls up at a radio station, but surely taking the entire radio station off the air for fifteen minutes has got to be a balls-up on a massive scale. And that’s another reason why I love him. Top man.

RACHEL JONES

A lot of regular listeners to the show don’t realise that Aled and Rachel share a surname. However, Rachel will be the first one to tell you that they are in no way whatsoever related. The relationship these two have really gets on my nerves. Rachel is like Aled’s older sister. One minute she loves him to bits, constantly telling me how hard he’s working and how brilliant he is. The next, she’s making him feel two inches tall, telling him off in her booming Kidderminster voice, saying things like:

‘Aled, why didn’t you check it? I told you to check it, Aled.’

I tell you, it’s like living in an awful ITV sitcom some days.

Rachel has been producer of the morning show since we began in January 2004. She was first choice on a list that contained her name only. We started working together when we did Saturday mornings. Many people at the time said it was our finest hour. This used to piss me off, as Dave and I both did zero work for the show, with me often turning up at 9.59 a.m. for a ten o’clock start, a condition I called ‘Sixth-shift Syndrome’. Rachel didn’t actually produce the show then. She was the BA to a guy called Richard Murdoch. He was another nice guy and a great producer.

He went on to produce Sara Cox at breakfast and then Colin (Murray) and Edith (Bowman) at lunchtime. What a bunch of egos that is to work with! Me, Coxy and Colin and Edith. Not on your worst enemy. And he’s still a really nice bloke. (Richard would often turn up for a Saturday-morning shift with red-stained teeth from drinking red wine the night before. Because of this Dave nicknamed him ‘Count Drunkula’. Genius.) The weird thing was that if you had turned up on any given Saturday you’d have thought Rachel produced the show. She was very – how can I put it? – vocal. We had meetings every week that she would pretty much lead. She had ideas on what features we should do and what guests to book. We had an amazing list of guests from Jerry Springer to S Club 7 (oh yes, I ain’t kidding!). The show was a lot of fun, but hard work to do, with Dave and me often hanging from the night before.

Some of my favourite features on the show included ‘Girls Going to Football’. And then there was the obvious follow-up: ‘Boys Going Shopping’. We had bit for blokes who were in shit with their other halves called ‘Who’s In The Doghouse’, where Dave and I would give the callers a valid excuse to tell their Mrs why they had come from the pub at four in the morning stinking of booze. Add in our Saturday-morning wedding feature ‘May Divorce Be With You’ and the show was a big hit.

Rachel was absolutely part of the success.

After a while we jacked in the Saturday show and Rachel went off to do other stuff. Eventually, in 2003, we were looking for another producer to work with us on the award-winning afternoon show. Rachel was our first choice and we got to work. As we’d done the show for five years, we knew where we were going. On her first show as new producer, Rachel jokingly moaned and whined all the way through the show. Our audience were not impressed.

‘Who the fuck is this moaning little cow?’

‘Tell that Brummie to stop her whining.’

‘Hey Moyles, if you wanna get lap-dancers in the studio, do it. Fuck that silly bitch.’

I love our audience. They’re so . . . open!

I took Rachel out for a drink and explained that she’d have to relax a little. Our audience were very used to our style and didn’t much like strangers coming and spoiling it. Rachel understood and the next day was a different person. The audience turned and began liking her. The irony is that now Rachel moans more than ever, and the audience bloody love her. They even moan at me if I have a go at her. Fickle bastards.

Rachel is really lovely. I know I keep saying this about the team but I mean it. Why would I work with somebody that I didn’t like? Rachel was our only choice to produce the breakfast show. I knew that she would be the right person for the job. The team were all hand-picked. Al. Rachel. Dominic. I knew what I wanted to do at breakfast and that it was going to be tough, and I knew exactly who would help me make it a big hit. My boss Andy Parfitt will hate me telling this story, but before we started the show, he took me out and explained to me that the figures would fall when we got our first ratings in. He knew he was making the right decision but warned us that this was merely a trend in radio-listening figures when a new show started and that it would take a while to build. I asked him what he would do if the figures didn’t fall.

‘Oh that would be great. We’d all have a good drink.’

‘What if the figures went up a bit?’

‘We’d have a bigger drink and be very drunk indeed.’

‘Andy what if the figures go up, by a lot?’ I asked.

‘THEN WE’D END UP IN THE GUTTER FOR A WEEK.’

Our first set of official figures came in and we had increased the audience by 640,000 listeners. We’re still owed the gutter week.

Rachel was very much responsible for that increase. Mainly I was, you understand, but Rachel was a big help too. She has a good ear for radio and is very creative. Sometimes she doesn’t get the show as much as Aled or Dave. She’ll worry about saying certain things on air but she knows what sounds funny and pretty much trusts me. And damn right she should. I’ve trusted her on three shows of mine so far, this being the biggest one.

I smile every time we go out on the road and she gets recognised. She still finds it a bit odd and sometimes embarrassing. ‘Which one is Rachel?’ will be the cry. It’s nice that the audience like her so much. I just wish they’d stop moaning at me for picking on her. Trust me: she needs to be kept in her place sometimes. I’ve got one of the smallest egos on the team. Rachel can be a right diva. What’s funny is that she has no idea that she can be a diva. Seriously, no idea whatsoever.

Once again, and I swear this is true, the last words I heard from her when I left work today were the following:

‘I’m just putting my expenses in and I tell you what. They better bloody pay me or there’ll be trouble.’

Trust me, they’ll pay her.

ALED HAYDN JONES

Aled is a really, really nice guy. With the exception of Dave, he’s been working with me the longest. He’s a hard worker who has got better and better with the ideas and creativity he brings to the show. He also understands the show a hell of a lot. He knows that it’s a good laugh and he’s always OK with us ripping him on air and taking the piss out of him. That said, though, he went through a long phase of having a major concern with the show. This has never been mentioned on the air, but I’m going to tell you this because I think it’s funny. I also want to tell you because he pissed me off for years with this particular problem and I want you to know the hell I go through on a daily basis with members of my team. You see, everybody knows that I’m the bad guy on air. Moyles is the bully. Moyles is the ego. Moyles is the one who always wants his own way. Moyles is the lazy one. Moyles is the one who gets away with murder.

IT’S TIME TO PUT THINGS STRAIGHT.

It’s not the easiest job in the world doing what we all do. But let’s be honest about it. We ain’t picking up other people’s rubbish and throwing it into the back of a big smelly old truck. We’re not on our feet all day working in a supermarket telling brainless morons where the milk or frozen pizzas are. We make radio. Great radio. We spend several hours a day making great radio that over eight million people tune in to every week. It’s not the hardest job in the world. However


YET I’M THE GRUMPY EGO THAT ALWAYS WANTS HIS OWN WAY!





	Rhys Hughes, our executive producer, once got so frustrated with me that he kicked a door and knocked a picture off the wall.

	Rachel is so insecure. No matter how many times I tell her that she is the best producer in radio and that I don’t want to do the show without her, she still regularly tells me that I don’t appreciate her.

	Natasha, who used to work on the show, once screwed up so badly that when we were due to play a world exclusive of the new Sugarbabes single she gave us the wrong track, and I was informed I wasn’t allowed to tell her off about it, because, and I quote, ‘She’s lovely’!

	Dave, who works in a state-of-the-art studio and has his own hydraulic desk that can be set to any height, refuses to stand up, because he gets ‘Too tired’.




I BLOODY LOVE THEM ALL AND WOULD HATE TO LOSE ANY OF THEM. THEY ARE THE BEST RADIO TEAM IN THE HISTORY OF THE BBC. (AND THEY ALL DESERVE A PAY RISE AND A DAY OFF IN LIEU.)




ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?

















DOMINIC BYRNE – THE VOICE OF NEWS















‘OH SHIT! IT’S DOCTOR WHO!’



LONGMAN – SANDWICH KING











DISNEY SECURITY THREW HIM OUT AGAIN!








ROB DJ – QUIZ HOST EXTRAORDINAIRE



CARRIE DAVIS – THE QUEEN OF SPORT


JULIETTE DECIDED SHE WANTED TO LEAVE.






CARRIE HAD LARGE BREASTS AS WELL.





BACKWORD

The first time I heard about Moylesy was when I was going to do an interview with him for the afternoon show, and a couple of people warned me he could be a bit tricky. What did they mean, ‘tricky’? I think what they meant was: butt-clenchingly honest, willing to take the piss out of himself and to take the piss out of you, and unable to fawn over someone if they start annoying him. Think Halle Berry. Yes, I suppose that does make Moylesy a bit tricky but it’s why I listen. He’s a genius. Just check out his show and you’ll see for yourself. I had the great pleasure of giving him his GQ award, and a few months later he gave me a Glamour award (how lovely) and he said, ‘She’s done some really great shows and she’s also done some real rubbish.’ You see? Incapable of bollocks. (Although, obviously that is bollocks.) And he has an amazing knowledge of music. Any track enquiries, and he is always the first person I call. Usually at some incredibly inappropriate time.

My most special moment, which I shall owe Moylesy big time for the rest of my life, was when Carlos Bernard (Almeida in 24) was on the show. I am a huge 24 fan and, if I’m honest, a huge Almeida fan . . . he’s hot.

So I hear he’s on and start frantically sending Moylesy texts from the school car park about how much I love him and how my ringtone is the phone ring from 24 . . . all sad fan stuff . . . and then start driving home. After the next song Chris says, ‘Have you heard of Big Brother?’ I get very excited. Carlos says yes. Chris says, ‘Well, the host of Big Brother has been bombarding me with texts about you.’ And he proceeded to read them out, which was very embarrassing. And then he said, ‘Shall we call her?’ I try not to crash as I go into spasms trying to find somewhere to pull over. I am actually sitting there listening to them call me and I am staring at my phone, waiting. Then the 24 ringtone starts. I pick up the phone and it’s Almeida on the other end! OH MY GOD . . . HOW AMAZING IS THAT?

If you are not a 24 fan, it’s not amazing at all, but it made my year. I went a bit funny. Moylesy even said, ‘You sound all weird,’ but I was just speechless.

Chris has become a good friend and I think the sun shines out of his jacksy.

Davina McCall, 2006 
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