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PACKING IT IN THE EASY WAY

A successful accountant, Allen Carr had a hundred-cigarettes-a-day addiction that was driving him to despair until, in 1983, after countless attempts to quit, he finally discovered what the world had been waiting for – the Easy Way to Stop Smoking. He has now built a network of clinics that span the globe and has an unrivalled reputation for success in helping smokers to quit.

Get details of your nearest Allen Carr clinic by calling 0800 389 2115 or visit www.allencarreasyway.com
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To Joyce and Serendipity

Also, special thanks to Tessa Rose for her patience and perseverance in the unenviable task of making what I have written readable.



Preface

Twenty years ago I was a man in crisis. I had all the trappings of success and yet felt undermined and insecure. For over thirty years I had lived with an addiction I loathed and knew was slowly killing me, from the inside out. It is an addiction shared by millions of people, perfectly legal and benefits nobody apart from the big multinationals that manufacture it and the governments that milk it for taxes. My addiction held me in almost total thrall, and no matter how hard I wriggled to get off its hook, time and again I failed, each failure increasing my feelings of personal worthlessness. I tried every method of quitting and called on every inch and ounce of willpower I possessed, all to no avail.

What finally got me off that hook was not my own ingenuity, but an entirely fortuitous happening: my discovery of a method of quitting smoking that I would call Easyway I knew that my discovery had important implications. It was not a cure personal only to me; it was a cure for all smokers. I wanted to take it out into the world and introduce it to the thousands of smokers who were still stuck in the same pit I had escaped from. Many of the people I have been privileged to help quit smoking have been generous in their estimation of me. But how can anyone be given credit for an accidental discovery, in my case for being touched by serendipity one hot July morning?

Recently I read somewhere that the technique we know as dry-cleaning was discovered because a man accidentally knocked over his paraffin lamp. When some of the liquid spilled onto a grubby tablecloth, he noticed that the impregnated area was visibly cleaner than the remainder. Was he the first person to spill paraffin on a tablecloth? Unlikely. Thousands, possibly millions had done so before him. But he was the first to turn that genuine accident into a valuable discovery. I did the same with Easyway, and for that I am proud to take the credit.

This is the story of how it happened.
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   Part One

   
       

   

   THE HARD WAY






Earliest Memories

My earliest memory is as a two-year-old lying on my father’s chest while he slept in an armchair. I can recapture the rise and fall of his chest and the smell of stale beer on his breath as if it were yesterday. Why I’ve never forgotten that incident remained a mystery to me until very recently, when I began to look back on my life. A significance attaches to that earliest of memories, although there is no way either of us could have been aware of it at the time. That was the closest I ever got to my father either physically or emotionally.


I have read many books about famous people whose lives seemed to be spent trying to avoid the shadows cast by dominating parents. Perhaps I was lucky in that my parents weren’t famous and nor did they offer themselves as examples to be emulated or outshone. My problem has always been trying to live up to my own expectations.

We lived in a lower working-class area of Putney, a suburb of south-west London, whose sole claim to fame is that the annual Oxbridge boat race starts from Putney Bridge. Dad was a self-employed builder and decorator. His hobbies were drinking at the local, betting on horses and chain-smoking. The only time he came on holiday with the rest of the family, he brought his mates with him. As they all shared his hobbies to the exclusion of other more family-friendly leisure pursuits, you can imagine what sort of holiday that turned out to be.

Dad was not an ambitious man. Self-employment was not chosen as a way forward but was the only way forward when he couldn’t find anyone prepared to take him on as an employee. His business was lucrative, and yet he was content to use a barrow to trundle his work gear through the streets of Putney. He never did buy a van. I knew him for over a third of a century, and lived in the same house for 20 of those years, but I never really knew him. In fact I can count on the fingers of two hands the specific memories I have of him, and most of those are not particularly pleasant.

However, most kids love their father. I know I respected and feared mine. As a ten-year-old I used to love working with him. I remember the first time I was allowed to climb the ladder to paint some gutters. After five minutes I caught my sleeve in the hook holding the paint tin. It hit the ladder on the way down, spilling its contents everywhere. He and I spent the rest of the day removing green paint from the yard, fence and next door’s patio.

He didn’t say a word. Nor did he when I managed to block Putney High Street for half-an-hour with a barrow-load of bricks. It had been my first day out pushing the barrow. I had a wide-brimmed trilby hat on, just like his. I felt 6 feet tall until a gust of wind took my hat off, I let go of one of the barrow handles to retrieve it and the load tumbled off. On both occasions his anger would have been preferable to the ensuing stony silence.

The only time he laid a hand on me was at the annual dinner ritual one Christmas. As usual he arrived back late from the pub, drunk, and as usual my mother started to nag him. On this occasion he lost his cool and threatened to strike her. I was already a schoolboy boxing champion and stepped in to protect her. I thought I’d have no problem handling a drunk but he sprung at me with surprising speed and agility. I was helpless. He had his hands round my throat and there was murder in his eyes. I can only speculate that there must have been a look of horror in mine because immediately he released his grip and his temper subsided.

Another of those early memories was of my older sister and her friends wanting to take me to the cinema on a Saturday morning. Ungrateful little brute that I was, the more they tried to cajole me, the more I dug my heels in. Eventually they gave up and went off without me. I was convinced they were bluffing and that they would soon be back trying to persuade me again. Once it dawned on me that they weren’t bluffing, I decided I wanted to go. This incident provided my first insight into my character, and probably my mother’s too. Throughout my childhood she seemed always to be one step ahead of me.

The quintessence of my mother’s attitude to life is summed up by a rhyme which, framed and hand-written in beautiful script, occupied the prime position above our living room fireplace.

‘When burdened with worry and life goes wrong, just buckle your armour and trudge along.’

She viewed life on this earth as nothing more than a period of penance to be endured. Worse, she did not believe that her penance would be rewarded in a better life hereafter.

Considering her upbringing, it would have been a miracle if her attitude had been different. The eldest of fourteen children, she had an alcoholic mother and a father who deserted them. While still a child, she had taken on the responsibility of being both mother and father to those children during the worst years of the Depression. There is no doubt whatsoever that my mother’s attitude had a profound effect on me and my siblings; my older sister Marion and two younger brothers, Derek and, the baby of the family, John.

Our father appeared to be not so much a person as a zombie. When he wasn’t out, he used to sit in front of the fire, reading his newspaper, never conversing. Possibly because we children had ginger hair, he seemed to have difficulty telling us apart. When the inevitable rumpus occurred, my mother would say to him: ‘Will you speak to these boys?’ I give credit where it is due. He knew our names. He also knew the chronological sequence in which we’d been born. But he didn’t know which ginger-haired little brat was the cause of each particular rumpus. He would merely shout: ‘Allen! Derek! John!’ By admonishing us all, he had chastised the guilty party, discharged his duty and could now return to his newspaper with a clear conscience. It was probably because of his attitude that it didn’t seem to matter to us whether we were Allen, Derek or John.

These contributions and the occasional grunt were the extent of my father’s participation in family life. This left our mother as the dominating force. I can’t remember her holding proper conversations with us either. Try to imagine a regimental sergeant major communicating with a subordinate. Even when addressed to an officer, his words will be delivered in a loud, clipped and decisive tone that in no way could be described as conversational. Like all ranks faced with such a monolith, we children were never either courageous or stupid enough to hazard ideas that might contradict hers.

Such were our parents. Our father made no attempt to talk to us and she didn’t know how. I loved her dearly, and I knew instinctively that she loved me, although I was the bane of her life. Frequently she would threaten to put her head in the gas oven because I was so naughty. Although I didn’t realize it at the time, I was – and possibly still can be – contrary. There’s a Benny Hill sketch that sums me up in this respect.



Teddy Boy: ‘I don’t like being accused.’

Interviewer: ‘That’s understandable, but were you guilty?’

Teddy Boy: ‘Yes, but I don’t like being accused.’


I was in a similar predicament. Whenever there was a rumpus at home with my brothers, my mother would rush in and proceed to whack me. Invariably I was the cause of the rumpus, but my mother would never bother to enquire what it was all about before she meted out punishment. I could cope with the whacking. It was the injustice of no trial or inquisition that I found unbearable.

The indifference of my father on the one side and the threats and whackings of my mother on the other would nowadays probably have child psychiatrists hastily scribbling case notes on the dire consequences of leaving me in such a household. If my upbringing has had adverse effects on me, I’ve yet to feel them. Violence defined as a smack is said to breed violence. I cannot agree. There are about five incidents in my life that I would change if I could do so. One of those five incidents was that I once slapped my youngest son. He doesn’t remember the incident. I can never forget it.

I thought our situation at home was normal. In those days in the area where we lived, it was. It was normal for the man of the house to spend every night in the pub and for the mother to struggle to feed and clothe the children. It wasn’t until I went to grammar school and came into contact with children from a different background that I began to question what is normal.

Initially I regarded the parents of these other children as really weird. The fathers would actually spend their evenings at home, and they appeared to be genuinely interested in how their offspring were getting on at school. The mothers didn’t appear to be aggressive and permanently under stress. Fathers and mothers would talk to their children as if they were human and didn’t view them as infant monsters they had been cursed with.

The subject of my parents is still a live topic of conversation for my brothers and me, as it was with Marion until her untimely death at the age of 56. Perhaps because there is a space of only three years between each of the four of us, our impressions of what life was like then and how our parents were are remarkably similar. None of us feels that we really knew them. It was quite a shock to learn, much later, that my father had been the life and soul of the party at the pub when surrounded by his friends. My younger self had blamed him for his absences, but perhaps he had chosen that course as preferable to permanently removing himself from our lives. Later I would come to appreciate how difficult it is to live with somebody who is almost constantly depressed. My mother could not be blamed for being the victim of her upbringing, but nor could my father for taking refuge elsewhere in order to cope with its consequences.

Whatever their faults, they gave me the most precious gift that any of us can possibly receive – life. Be they the most humble and unimpressive parents that ever gave birth, for that alone I thank them. Whether intentional or otherwise, the whackings, indifference and the like, prepared me for a wonderful and productive life. Certainly, they ensured that I have never taken anything for granted. I have received with gratitude life’s gifts and tried to make the best of its burdens, which thankfully have been remarkably few.





The Outbreak of War

The outbreak of the Second World War was by far the most significant event of my early years. It was 3 September 1939, the day after my fifth birthday. Although I was far too young to understand what it was all about, it was impossible not to be contaminated by the atmosphere of overt excitement tempered by unspoken fears. Derek, Marion, our pregnant mother and I were immediately evacuated to Reading. My father stayed behind, newly elevated in our eyes as a full-time fireman. I remember being given a banana sandwich just before boarding the train and being told that there would be no more bananas until the war was over. It turned out to be true. There was even a ridiculous song: ‘Yes, we have no bananas’. Even to this day my favourite food is a banana sandwich.


My mother convinced me that the war had only started because I was naughty. I felt very guilty for all the trouble I had caused. I still believed her tale years later, even when it must have been obvious that she hadn’t been telling the truth.

I’m grateful that I had little understanding of the true gravity of the situation. I had been indoctrinated to believe that England, and London in particular, stood at the centre of the universe, that the British Empire was invincible, that Britain ruled the waves and that we Britons never, never would be slaves. The first blow to my belief in British supremacy had come when I learned that Joe Louis, the world heavyweight boxing champion and my hero, was not British but American. It came as an even greater shock when a week later I found out that he was not only an American but a black American. The only black man I had ever seen was the local road sweeper. All other impressions came from Hollywood films, and they were hardly flattering. There was no Harry Belafonte, Diana Ross, Sidney Poitier, Dorothy Dandridge or Mohammed Ali. But, for a small, ignorant boy infatuated by sport, Joe Louis alone was enough to help explode the myth of the superiority of the white man.

After the initial excitement wore off, evacuation was not much fun. Marion and I were billeted about a mile from my mother and Derek, with a couple who were as poor as they were unfriendly. I got the strong impression that we were wanted only for the money that giving us a roof over our heads attracted. Later mother arranged for us all to be billeted together in a large detached house where we had the top floor to ourselves. The house was next door to a bakery, run by a Yorkshire couple. They were the kindest most easygoing people I had yet to meet. I was allowed to assist in the baking and Marion, Derek and me would spend hours playing with the couple’s three sons. In nearby Salmon Wood we would pick bluebells and primroses and collect chestnuts and firewood. This was my first taste of the country, and I loved it. To the local ruffians, however, we were known as bomb-dodgers. Sticks and stones may break my bones but names can never hurt me. But at that vulnerable age names are far more painful than a bloody nose. I believed myself to be a bomb-dodger and a coward and did not question the stupidity of the accusation.

Reading introduced me to the noble art of self-preservation. School was about a two-mile walk from our billet. There was a choice of two routes. If I took the first I could be sure of three comparatively minor skirmishes. The second was a short-cut inhabited by a particularly vicious individual who was two years older and a foot taller than me. In the first few months I opted exclusively for the first route and became nimble and adept at slipping punches. I became quite pleased with myself, and for the first time questioned a belief instilled in me by my parents that you were either born with a natural aptitude for a particular activity or you weren’t. The smile on my face was soon wiped off my face when I reached school, where my consistently late arrival was attracting the unwelcome attentions of my teacher. The pen is said to be mightier than the sword. That teacher taught me that the tongue can be mightier than the other two put together.

One particular morning I started out late and, fearing an even worse verbal battering than usual, decided to risk the short cut. The monster was laying in wait, salivating at the mouth because I had starved him for so long. From a distance I had regarded him as the natural successor to the legendary Brown Bomber. Up close I discovered the limits of his potential. He didn’t land one punch on me, although it wasn’t for want of trying. I was so quick and elusive that he was made to look like a clod-hopper. From that day on I always took the short route and the monster gave me a wide berth.

This was probably the earliest example of serendipity in my life. Had I not been late, I would not have been introduced to a very important lesson: that bullies are large, empty bubbles. Prick them and they will explode.

After spending about a year in Reading we returned to London briefly, before being dispatched again, this time to Kettering. I was billeted on my own, with a couple who had a son about three years older than me. Although they seemed quite prosperous, my abiding memory of living in their home is of feeling ill at ease. I used to suffer from nosebleeds. One in particular was very bad and occurred while I was staying with them. The bleeding began at four in the afternoon and was showing no sign of stopping at eight in the evening. By this time I was also vomiting, caused by swallowing the blood. When my mother arrived with a doctor, the landlady assailed them with complaints about the mess. This incident decided my parents that we should move back to London permanently. The worst of the Blitz was over, and risking the danger of flying bombs was preferable to living apart in the homes of people who did not want us.

We children spent the rest of the war collecting shrapnel from bombed-out streets. The doodle-bug suddenly cutting out overhead or the bomb whistling past were exciting events, never mind that either might fall on us. The flattened houses belonged to other people.

We were regular attendees of Sunday school, not for our religious enlightenment so much as to allow our father to sleep off the effects of the booze and the weekly roast in peace. The only difference between school and the Sunday variety was the day of the week. I can’t remember how old I was or the occasion when I stopped believing in Father Christmas but I would have been quite young. Exploding the myth of God was another matter. I never believed there was an omnipotent being judging my every action, but the indoctrination to do just that was powerful. With all the adults around me insisting on perpetuating the myth of God while readily dismissing the existence of Father Christmas, the upshot was doubt and confusion in my mind. How could they believe in one myth but not the other? The only constructive response was to make mischief, which I did so successfully that I was asked to leave Sunday School and not return.

I was a typical street urchin, as were all my friends. I was aware that I wasn’t educated and mistakenly believed education and intelligence to be one and the same. At each of the different schools I attended the teachers merely confirmed what my mother had already taught me – that I was a naughty, cantankerous child. I learned to master the basic principles of reading, writing and arithmetic, but that was about it. At 10 years of age a dark shadow began to loom over our lives in the shape of the 11-Plus. The teachers made us aware of its importance. Certain that I wouldn’t pass, I didn’t let their premonitions bother me.

Then something remarkable happened: I passed. What’s more, on the strength of it I was invited to attend the local grammar school in Wandsworth, Sutherland Grove. I imagined myself as some latter-day Tom Brown. Although they never admitted it, I’m sure my parents were as shocked as I was.





The Best Days of My Life?

The exhilaration of being invited to attend a grammar school quickly evaporated when on bragging to my fellow street urchins I discovered that half of them would be going too. It turned out that we were part of the new social experiment following the war whereby every child got an equal chance in education, irrespective of social background. However, much of the old prejudice remained, and was reinforced by the streaming system operated by grammar schools. At one extreme was the A form, consisting almost entirely of boys who hailed from the more refined areas in the immediate locality. At the other was the C form, consisting entirely of street urchins. In the middle was the Β form, which included me and was a combination of urchins with a little more savvy than the rest and the upper crust who were too thick to be in the A form.


The knowledge that I was not a genius had its compensations. One of the fears of changing schools is that you will be separated from your chums, and it was comforting to find several of them with me at Wandsworth Grammar. In no time at all, however, I was mixing in different circles, although I was never consciously aware of dropping any of my old friends, or of deliberately trying to cultivate new ones.

When we first arrived at the school we received an extended introduction detailing what a wonderful place it was and how lucky we were to be there. But no one explained exactly why we were there. Yes, we understood the general objective was to accumulate knowledge, although learning Shakespeare and algebra did not strike us as particularly helpful to our future lives. I’ve yet to meet a single person who found a use for algebra in later life. The excuse proffered was that it developed intelligence. It struck me as extremely unintelligent not to give us the opportunity to study subjects that would be of practical use as well as develop our intelligence. I learned Boyle’s law and Ohm’s law parrot fashion without having a clue as to their meaning, yet left the school five years later incapable of changing a fuse or wiring a three-pin plug. Understandably we formed the general impression that we were there for the same reason we were sent to Sunday school – to keep us out of mischief until we were old enough to work.

It was the teachers’ function to infiltrate our brains with knowledge and it was the function of the kids in my stream to ensure that none of it got through. We were more united than the most solid of trade unions in this respect. All our efforts went into playing truant or games like battleships and cruisers. Even then we couldn’t outdo C stream. A stream were another matter, a bunch of weirdoes, softies and bookworms who not only didn’t resist the indoctrination but seemed to revel in it. Given these differing attitudes, it was not surprising that you remained in the stream you started in. You might go up a form or stay put, depending on your results in the annual exam designed to test the amount of knowledge each of us had accumulated, but bucking the streaming system was another matter. As luck would have it, I did manage to migrate from Β to A through no extra effort. An inordinate number of boys from the A and C streams left the school during the fourth year, either due to expulsions or a desire for private cramming before the GCE exams, and so the numbers in the three streams had become unbalanced. On the suggestion of my housemaster it was agreed that I should be moved to the A stream.

On reflection, I have no doubt this event was by far the most important and influential in my life. In the Β stream I was a king, and proud of the reputation I was building as a tearaway. I’d already been to juvenile court for stealing ball bearings from an army depot, and was heading for a life as a dropout and petty criminal. I hated going into the A stream and protested bitterly at my exile. In one fell swoop I had lost all my friends and found myself surrounded by a bunch of aliens.

Up until this point, the one redeeming feature of the school had been the emphasis on sport. Although short and light for my age, I was already a boxing champion. It wasn’t that I enjoyed the sport – I hated it – but I liked what I was told went with being good at it. The male of all species, we were told, was basically an aggressive animal with an innate desire to fight. The noble art of self-defence was a way of channelling that aggression, building character and sorting out who got the pick of the girls. My instinctive desire to be admired by the female of the species was the strongest factor motivating me to excel. Certainly I did not have the slightest inclination to fight other males for the sake of it. I had no desire to inflict punishment on them and was positively horrified by the prospect of them doing likewise to me. Another motivating factor was fierce inter-house rivalry.

I gather that at every public school one house seems to take the lion’s share of the prizes and accolades. At Tom Brown’s Rugby it was School House, which must have made the boys of the other houses wonder whether they belonged in the same institution. At Wandsworth Grammar the chosen house was Cromwell. The others were Gibbon, Pitt and, my house, Morley.

The cream of the annual intake was put in Cromwell, which produced all the Old Wandsworthians who went on to make names for themselves. Cromwell always had more boys than any other house, and because a point was awarded just for entering a competition, it always won more than its fair share of the points. Naturally, when there were intra-school competitions the boys from the other houses wanted any house but Cromwell to win.

One of the five events in my life that I cannot reflect upon without despising myself occurred in the final of an inter-house boxing competition. I was up against a close friend, a boy called Jimmy Coppack, a Cromwellian. Jimmy was no boxer and in the days leading up to the final he had several times emphasized what good friends we were. I pretended that any friendship would be on hold from the moment the first round bell sounded. Secretly I intended to hit him with enough light blows to earn an easy points victory. By the end of the second round the match had become more like an exhibition of shadow boxing than a serious fight.

I arrived back in my corner with a holier-than-thou feeling, only to be greeted by a tirade from my second: ‘What’s the matter with you? While you’re pissing around, Jimmy’s winning on points!’

This was serious. The point-count between Morley and Cromwell was finely balanced. It hadn’t occurred to me that while I was pulling punches, I wasn’t landing them. Jimmy wasn’t pulling his, and he was. When Jimmy came out for the third round, the fear had gone from his eyes. He believed I had no intention of pulverizing him. Up until this point I hadn’t, but the thought of Cromwell actually winning the cup and beating my house swept all consideration of his preservation from my mind.

Jimmy was tall for his weight and a bit gawky. He came out for the final round, jaw agape. I hit it as hard as I could. I can still see his spittle projecting across the ring. Impregnated even more indelibly in my mind is the look in his eyes, and the thought behind it: ‘You bastard! You had no need to do that!’

Morley won the cup. Had Cromwell triumphed, I’ve no doubt that I would have suffered recriminations for a few days, even weeks. As it was, I am still reproaching myself 55 years later.

Apart from boxing, I was also good at cricket and rugby. I captained the school junior rugby and cricket teams and was selected to play for Surrey against Kent juniors in both sports. Some of the other boys in A stream were also interested in sports, notably Jimmy Nelson, who was to be a great influence on me. Jimmy’s background was very similar to mine and he lived within a mile of my home. There the similarities ended. Our attitude to life could not have been more different.

At some of the important crossroads in our lives, our options are extremely limited while at others we have a choice of several. Jimmy was unlike any of my former street-urchin friends who, to a boy, had always looked after No. 1. If Jimmy had an orange, he would share it. Such generosity was completely unknown to me. Jimmy also gave me my first experience of the superiority of intelligence over physical aggression. Confronted by a thug who was not prepared to accept an apology for being accidentally bumped into, Jimmy stood his ground, not the least fazed by the other boy’s attitude or impressive bulk. While he smiled up at him and calmly enquired, ‘What’s your problem?’, I was calculating whether we should hit him first and then run, or just run. Neither was necessary. The other boy backed down, and we continued on our way.

This example stood in stark contrast to what my mother had demonstrated to my eight-year-old self, after I had complained of being bullied by a local boy. She had dragged me outside by the collar and made me hit him back. Jimmy’s approach made the deeper impression.

I have described how the sole objective of the pupils in the Β and C streams was to ensure that knowledge didn’t permeate their brains. When I arrived in the A stream, I discovered that some teaching methods could transcend even a deliberate attempt to remain ignorant. Known – among other things – as ‘Ascher the Basher’ and ‘Ascher the Thrasher’, Mr Ascher helped me to get a distinction in French, and in the process taught me how to cope with verbal bullies. In appearance he was like a jovial version of Topol, except that he was about five feet tall
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