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On 5 July 1988, a potent mix of viscous liquids coalesced and became known as Joe Lycett. Joe Lycett is found around ponds and marshes in the West Midlands of the United Kingdom. The specific origins of Joe Lycett are not known but, based on the duration of an average pregnancy and taking into account menstrual cycles, it is likely he began around 7 October 1987, just as the movie Fatal Attraction was arousing audiences across the Western world.

Soon after his conception, presumably as news spread that a foetal Joe Lycett was blossoming in his mother’s womb, the Black Monday financial crash of 19 October 1987 devastated the markets, with the Dow Jones falling a massive 508 points. This was just the beginning of a lifetime of global financial disruption and massive amounts of parking fines.
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Around 7,000 days passed and the young Joe Lycett was now a not-so-young Joe Lycett. He had decided to take on the institutions. He became livid when he realised that his local bus company in Birmingham was one of the only bus companies in the UK to not give change to its customers. Irate at this discovery, he launched a brilliantly titled campaign called ‘Time for Change’, which culminated in just under 200 likes on Facebook and a meeting with the bus company’s PR team. Despite a passionate plea to their common decency, the campaign was a failure, Joe bought a car and he forgot about the whole thing.

But this desire to improve the world in small but important ways lived on, and Joe has since become well known for campaigning for what some would call ‘pointless matters’ but which he actually thinks are ‘very important’ and ‘What do you know, Dad? Why shouldn’t I send a knob of butter to every Topman store in the UK? You can’t stop me.’

He is known as a ‘comic’ (Guardian), ‘young’ (Time Out), ‘relaxed’ (The Times), ‘messy’ (His Mother), ‘not famous enough to abandon my date’ (Someone on Twitter), ‘not funny, annoying face and voice’ (Someone Commenting on The LAD Bible).

He has appeared on BBC Radio 4 on Just a Minute and Loose Ends, and is the host of panel show It’s Not What You Know. His television credits include Live at the Apollo, 8 Out of 10 Cats Does Countdown, Sunday Night at the Palladium and Would I Lie To You? and he has served ice creams at the Palace Theatre, Manchester, and Alexandra Theatre, Birmingham. He would like you to know that the spoon is in the fucking lid. Have another look. No, not under the lid, in the lid. Look. Yes, it is there. I told you. Don’t take that tone with me, just because I’m on minimum wage doesn’t mean I’m an idiot.

He leaves behind a mother, father and sister – he’s not deadfn1 but he often leaves them in coffee shops, despite promising to give them a lift home.
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You will notice as you read through this book that I utilise a number of aliases. The main reason for this is to protect my identity – if you were to Google my name, it wouldn’t take you long to discover that I send a lot of weird complaint emails and then the game is given away. A false name, whilst dishonest, is sometimes essential to make the point.

The other key benefit of an alias is that it allows me to go further and harder with my nuisance. I am a largely calm and untroubled man; as long as there is halloumi and high-quality ketamine available I don’t want for much. Without my aliases, many of my complaints would end after the first reply stating, ‘We have checked our records and can confirm you were parked illegally.’ On my own, I cower at authority. With my aliases at my side, I will one day rule the world.

I find a useful way of getting into the skin of an alias is to create and update their own Facebook profile, like a psychopath might. I’ve only ever been accused of being a psychopath a couple of times and neither of those people have said it again. They haven’t said anything again. They’re dead. I killed them. Haha, only joking. I am not joking.

It starts with a simple profile, a little bit of background, a couple of friend requests. Gradually, every couple of days I will try to post something that feels in character. This behaviour has resulted in many of my friends texting me with things like, ‘Who is Samantha Salamander? We’re mutual friends on Facebook and she seems unhinged …’ or ‘Where did you meet Brian Pottering? He seems like a dick!’ I met Brian Pottering on the travels through my mind and he told me a magical and fascinating story about how benefit cheats should be shot in the street, which I wrote down as a status update in his name.

My first alias was a gentleman called Paul Wenbridge. I had a lot of fun creating Paul; I used a picture of an obscure bodybuilder as his profile and created an appalling ‘lad’ personality. On the surface Paul was a cheerful if aggressive alpha male but he quickly revealed himself to be racked with anxiety and self-doubt.

Here is a short introduction to some of the aliases you are likely to encounter in my book/life. If you receive an email from one of these people, it’s me.

[image: Missage Missing]

PAUL WENBRIDGE 

An absolute lad and a lost soul. Famous for tweets such as:

Just had hair of the dog. Now ive got a mouth full of hair and the dog looks ridiculous LMFAO!!!!!!111

and

Just did a wank on a snail lol

I successfully convinced many of my friends that he was a real person, albeit a horrific hypersexed idiot of a person, which started a downward spiral of fake accounts culminating in about sixty different email addresses and social media logins, which I struggle to keep track of.

PAUL PAULINGTON 
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My most frequently used alias – Paul is a solicitor with no knowledge of law and a keen eye for a news story. He’s often in touch with a tabloid newspaper and his favourite magazine is Chat! He is still very upset they didn’t buy his story about how he has eight dogs (and by dogs, he means little porcelain statues of dogs).

SAMANTHA SALAMANDER
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A sultry, seductive complainer who works in Pret A Manger (she refers to it as ‘la Mange’) but who dreams of bigger things. Posts on her Facebook look a bit like this:

OMG Pixie Geldof just came into my la Mange!!!!! She was so nice and gave me a great tip about getting into media: ‘Just get out there.’ Such an exciting day, love you Pixie!!!!

NIGEL FARAGE 
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One of my most successful aliases, I managed to create an entire political party with him as the leader, somehow winning a seat in the EU and initiating Brexit. People are still unaware that he is actually one of my finest creations, even though it’s clear that someone like him couldn’t possibly exist in the real world.

ANGIE MERK

[image: Missage Missing]

Not to be confused with the super-popular Chancellor of Germany, Angela Merkel, Angie Merk (or Angie M as she’s known to friends) is a numbers girl with an eye for a good deal and a sharp full-body suit. She’s most notably absolutely thrilled that Birmingham has a German Christmas market and loves a bit of knoblauchbrot (garlic bread).

NIGELLA FARAGE
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A chef and campaigner for UKIP. She hates immigrants and loves goat massaman curry. Some of her most memorable quotes include:

If Nigel has 3 apples, and Sergey has 4 apples, then how did Sergey get into this country?

and

A Frenchman, a Romanian and a German walk into a bar. AND THAT BAR IS ENGLAND, WHICH HAS TURNED TO SHIT.

I fully expect this chapter to be used as evidence when I am sectioned.
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Dearest of readers, as you peruse the pages of this book you will notice I frequently use pictures of a fox in my exchanges. You may observe that I tend to do this when I have run out of options in an email exchange or simply when I am being frivolous – you would not be wrong in this observation.

Whilst my main residence is in Birmingham, whenever I have work in London I stay with friends in a beautiful and loved old house in Peckham. The house is a sanctuary that homes all sorts of creatures, from comedians and actors to a cat called Button and now The Fox.

In my opinion The Fox is the funniest animal in residence. I can’t articulate fully what it is about The Fox that I find so amusing, as it is something indescribable and intangible. An ethereal hilarity. I think it has something to do with the absurd expression he adopts when anyone walks past him, which manages to look simultaneously startled and profoundly bored. I imagine his inner monologue as he picks through a bin to be something like this: ‘I wonder if there’s a bit of lasagne in here today WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?? Oh it’s a car OK no worries ooh look there’s some old rice I can tr … WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?? Oh it was someone closing a door two streets away WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT??’ etc.
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I do not understand why foxes have inhabited the urban environment. I concede that there’s maybe more readily available food than out in the wild, but I personally find when I’m petrified of everything around me I struggle to engage fully in a meal. Although, I still manage OK in Wetherspoon’s so there’s always exceptions to the rule. Most urban foxes’ nerves must be wrecked. Living in the city for a fox is the equivalent of a human being with a sensitive disposition setting up camp next to a grenade-testing site.

We have had a number of urban foxes take up residency in the garden over the years. Most notable was No Ears (named because he had no ears), who was in very little distress about his situation as he was clearly born without them and as such hadn’t developed a complex. No Ears was a sassy creature. If anything I think his hearing was far superior, as I tried to capture him a few times and he was always the fastest. No Ears stopped appearing after I bought my crossbow.

The fox in question is simply known as ‘The Fox’ and started appearing at the back of the garden and gradually, over the period of twelve months or so, built up the confidence to get closer and closer to the house. There was a moment when he got about halfway down the garden and encountered the cat, Button – both stood their ground and there was a five-minute impasse which only ended when someone coughed in a garden five houses down and The Fox sprinted away as if he were being attacked by the full US military.

He now frequently resides in the porch doorway, curled up on the mat, enjoying the warmth of the house. If anyone arrives back when he is sleeping there, he waits ’til the absolute last minute to move, aiming a furious and frustrated look at them as if to say, ‘Do you absolutely have to come through this door?’ Then, like a lethargic teenager he crawls onto the wall at the side of the house and curls up with a resigned sigh. I’m guessing he sighs, I’ve never been close enough to hear it.

The reasons I have chosen to use The Fox frequently in my exchanges are because:

1) I think he’s hilarious.

2) I don’t have to get legal permission to use his picture.

3) Once this book is in print, I want to contact a lawyer as The Fox and see if I can sue myself for defamation.

So here, fair reader, is the beloved Fox. You will see much more of him amidst these pages. I intend to make him famous.
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I’ve wanted to write a book for as long as I can remember. I can’t remember much before last Thursday, so it’s probably not that long really. I thought that it would be really easy to write a book and it would be kind of like the experience JK Rowling seems to have, where you just go to coffee shops and think deeply about things for a couple of months and then suddenly you’re a multibillionaire and best friends with Daniel Radcliffe.

The problem I’ve had is my book is not about a magic boy – unless you consider getting rid of a parking fine magical – but about a real boy, me, Joe Lycett. This book is based in the real world: within these pages are emails and exchanges with real individuals and real companies. Apparently there is this thing called The Law which stops you from doing certain things that affect people in the real world. I thought The Law was there mainly to stop people from taking drugs and ensure wealthy people retain their grip on power, but apparently it’s also designed to spoil my fun.

Soon after agreeing to compile this book, I was contacted by a lawyer (these are people in wigs who understand The Law and can tell you exactly what is wrong with you for an indescribably large fee even though you can probs just Google it), who explained to me the very serious repercussions of writing the words on these pages:
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Mr Lycett,

I gather the book you are writing will include some correspondence with individuals and companies. I have been asked to explain the legal rules to you around this for your reference:


	Don’t be defamatory about anyone in your letters (i.e. not only the person/company you are writing to but also third parties).

	If you’re making a complaint make sure the complaint is true – i.e. don’t complain about avocados being too hard in Waitrose if they aren’t actually hard!

	Write to companies over individuals where possible.

	Seek permission or disguise the company/individual. In some cases we will need to seek permission or change names, but that can be decided case by case.

	Photos will need clearance as a rule – you may get away with some, but most will need permission if the owner is known.


A good rule is – if they’re identifiable, you’re liable. If you make every effort to hide the identities of those people you’ve written to, you should be fine.

Best,

Jimmy Jimjams

As you can see I’ve disguised the name of this lawyer by affectionately calling him ‘Jimmy Jimjams’.

It appears that whilst I just thought I was having a bit of a laugh, what I’m actually doing is considered in the legal community to be akin to murder. I’d love to find myself in jail having the following conversation:

ME: What are you in for?

INMATE 1: I slaughtered a family of four while they slept in their beds. How about you?

ME: I published a silly letter to a local council in a comedy book and didn’t change the name of the person I was sending it to.

INMATE 1: That’s tough.

INMATE 2: You’ve dropped the soap, Lycett.

However foolish I feel The Law is, I wanted to make sure that I was fully complying with Her Majesty’s Government’s wishes, so I responded to Jimmy with a few follow-up questions.
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Hello Jimmy,

Wow, so there’s a lot to take in here. I didn’t realise writing this book would throw up so many legal issues! I just want to make sure I’ve got my head around everything you’ve sent me so I have some more questions, for clarification. My main concern is to avoid getting sued ’cause I went through that before and it cost a lot to have the guy ‘removed’.

- So as far as I understand it, if I’m using emails from someone I have to either get their permission or change their name. Can I make their names into anagrams? Can I make them names of other people I don’t like? Can I make all their names ‘Amanda Holden’?

- Can I pretend to be someone I’m not? I’ve invented aliases with silly names like Paul Paulington and Samantha Salamander that I use to protect my identity when emailing some people.

- Can I pretend to be Angela Merkel on email? What if I change her name to Angie Merk?

- If I can’t defame a human being and ruin their reputation, what about animals? I know a fox that I want to make famous but I’d struggle to get his permission.

- I really like the rule ‘If they’re identifiable, you’re liable’ but I don’t like the rhyme. I’ve thought of some better ones for this. How about: ‘If they’re named in your tale, you’re going to jail’ or ‘If they recognise themselves a bit, you’re deep in shit.’

- I know it is illegal to draw on a banknote, but what are the legal repercussions of creating a giant origami statue out of £5 notes depicting the Queen putting her middle finger up at a newborn baby?

- What are the legal repercussions of strongly hinting in my book that anyone who has sued me in the past has been killed?

- In your professional opinion, if I wanted to have someone killed what’s the best way of going about it?

- Have you ever killed anyone?

- Do you have access to a gun?

- Finally, please can I have permission to use your emails to me in my book?

Thanks,

Joe

P.S. Oh also, can I put a picture of you in my book? I want to draw a picture of a lawyer and I found a picture of you on Google from a firm that you used to work at. Hello cuteypie! I’ve attached what I’m thinking. I’ve drawn you with a pig’s body to protect your identity.

I must confess I was absolutely thrilled with my drawing of Jimmy as a pig.
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Hi Joe,

Let me get back to you on this.

Thanks,

Jimmy


I’m still waiting to hear. I’m guessing he’s trying to source the gun.
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I am writing to you from a rented office space in my home town of Birmingham, a small room in which I normally write stand-up comedy and currently this book. That’s all I do in here, honest. There definitely isn’t a half-drunk bottle of Scotch and a bong in here. OK, I’m off my tits. I deliberately have very few ‘officey’-looking things, just soft furnishings, candles and an abundance of flowers, because I believe in the methods of Elton John and it hides the smell of vomit. It’s an office unit but it’s not an office – more specifically the police have registered it as a ‘crack den’.

The unit to the right houses a recruitment firm and I despise recruitment firms. If you’ve managed to avoid ever being on the books at one you are one of life’s winners. I was not so fortunate, and I found the whole thing absolutely soul-crushing. The very nature of being registered with a recruitment firm means that you are openly treated like a commodity, the sum of your skills, while the fact that you are also a human is deliberately ignored. Sure, I can type thirty words a minute but I can also love.

I once got a job through a recruitment firm in a call centre, which involved me ringing up elderly and infirm people and offering them reduced price guttering and soffits. To this day I don’t know what a soffit is and I’m not about to find out now. I had a script that started with, ‘Is that the man/lady of the house?’ You had to decipher, based on their ‘hello’, what gender they were and, as gender is a fluid and complex thing, I would often get it wrong. On one occasion I asked, ‘Is that the lady of the house?’ after which a distinctly male voice started laughing for a sarcastic amount of time before saying, ‘Now fuck off.’ Fair enough.

The other job I got through them was in an Aztec-themed indoor mini-golf emporium, where I served drinks and listened to the same recording of various exotic birds on loop for ten hours a day. It was fine except for the manager, who had great fears of a terrorist attack and would occasionally ring up with a fake bomb threat to test whether we knew the protocols. Because of course, terrorists are clearly thinking, ‘We’ve done 9/11 in New York, we’ve done 7/7 in London – where next? Aztec-themed mini-golf.’

In most public places, when a fire or a bomb is found, something is announced in code over the tannoy along the lines of, ‘Mr Sands is in the male toilets’, meaning ‘there’s a fire in the male toilets’, to avoid panic. A bomb is usually something like ‘a friend of Mr Sands’. But despite being very sweet, the staff at mini-golf were a few Jägerbombs short of a vomit and so we would literally have to say, ‘Mr Bomb is at the front entrance.’

The phone calls would normally go like this:

Me: Hello, mini-golf, how can I help?

Caller: There’s a bomb in the mini-golf.

Me: Hello Brian.

Caller: It’s not Brian. It’s … Ahmed.

Me: Oh right, hello Ahmed. Where’s the bomb?

Caller: By hole number 7.

Me: OK cheers, thanks for ringing.

Me on tannoy: Mr Bomb is on hole number 7.

Then Brian would come out of the office to check if anyone was doing anything and find one of the staff just kind of hanging around hole 7, pretending to look for a bomb whilst also texting.

Thankfully I was only subject to the toils of the mini-golf for a short time and immediately wiped my name from the books of the recruitment firm, sparing myself a life of data entry for a small government department. But I will never forgive them for those lost years (I worked there for two and a half weeks).

To the left of my office is a PR business and there is a woman in there with a phone voice like a basketball player changing direction. Every screech and yelp of ‘Darling, we’ll get a centre spread in the Birmingham Mail’ or ‘We’ll get it trending on Twitter’ seeps through the paper-thin walls and into my brain. I wouldn’t mind, but I’ve made such a relaxing space for myself that it’s like being punched in a hot tub.

Because I hate everyone in the offices around me, I’ve taken to putting daft signs up on the front door. Every other week or so I’ll have a different company name, a different company picture, an advertisement for something. I’ll also change my wi-fi name to something stupid like ‘Poo’ or ‘Heroin4U’. It’s a sort of test to see what I can get away with and also ultimately, I suppose an attempt to make them laugh and like me.

One evening, after a couple of glasses of a terrible single malt and a toke on a phat spliff blud, I mocked up a sign that made me actually laugh out loud. I don’t often laugh at myself, but I was dead chuffed with this beauty.
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Yes, it’s a picture of The Fox. I don’t know what I was expecting to get out of it but it made me so happy to see it in my snap frame every time I came back from the loo that I didn’t really care. I suppose I thought someone would send me something funny to Peter Peterson’s email. No such luck.
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Mr Lycett,

It has come to our attention that you have a sign for a lost cat in your office door snap frame. May I remind you that it states in your contract that we have a strict policy on animals in the building, as this is a workplace. Animals are not permitted






[image: Missage Missing]







[image: Missage Missing]









[image: Missage Missing]










[image: Missage Missing]






[image: Missage Missing]






[image: Missage Missing]





[image: Missage Missing]






[image: Missage Missing]







[image: Missage Missing]

Thanks first and foremost to Hannah Black, my editor, Vero, Liz and all at Hodder, who have been so encouraging and positive about what is a frankly ridiculous book for anyone to publish.

To my agent Hannah Chambers and everyone at Chambers Management who are the absolute best people you are likely to meet and who coordinate my entire life with ease and calm.

To all at my PR Multitude Media, particularly my dear old friend Will Wood for being the wisest man in the world.

To my mother, father and sister, Beth for their love and encouragement and nodding along when I’ve told them my numerous ludicrous ideas and plans.

To Amie for her million little encouragements and celebrations as I’ve written this.

To David Charles for first introducing me to the phrase ‘doth butter no parsnips’. Plus to Jenny Beavan, Caitlin Albery Beavan and all at the Asylum, who are a constant support and inspiration.

To Karen Bayley and Eleanor Thom, for reading drafts and making this much funnier.

To Sarah King, for her constant belief and friendship from the start.

To my friend and mentor Edward Stambollouian, who has patiently pushed me to be better when I’ve been lazy, which is always.

To the women in comedy who have supported me endlessly: Sarah Millican, Katherine Ryan (and Violet), Aisling Bea, Sara Pascoe, Bridget Christie, Isy Suttie, Janice Connolly, Lou Sanders and Susan Calman.

To Jimmy, Sean, Jon, Susie and Rachel and everyone at 8 Out of 10 Cats Does Countdown, who have always encouraged me to go further with this madness.

To my Birmingham pals, everyone in the Best of Brum Love WhatsApp group (Ahmad, Andy, Caroline, Carter, Claud, Cuong, Fern, Jimbob, Joe, Josephine, Kad, Larry, Lee, Matty, Rachel, Sarah P, Scrim, Ste, Steph, Zubair), who always come and support me, even though they’ve heard the jokes a million times. Plus shout out to Digbeth.

To Richard ‘Tango’ Simpson, who first showed me how to be really daft.

To Simon Longman and Ed Franklin, for their inspiration back in the Salford days, most notably ‘Cluttons’.

To Matt Crockett for, amongst other things, ‘I’m Syrious.’

To Sarah Churchwell, for imparting her considerable wisdom about writing and publishing.

To Aidan Butler, James Kettle and Zac Fox.

Biggest thanks to all the people who I’ve emailed over the years. Even if you didn’t give permission and we had to change your name, I still think you’re the best.

Sorry if I forgot to put you on this list, but it’s probably ’cause I think you’re a knob.
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