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CHAPTER ONE


Break My Silence

The whole of terminal three at London’s Heathrow Airport was in chaos. Three thousand young girls blocked the ramps, the escalators, the whole concourse. The police outriders who were escorting our limo piloted us to a side entrance, and we clambered out. Immediately our five burly bodyguards linked arms in a ring around us, and around the seal of their muscular biceps came another ring, of twenty-five policemen.

We paused for a second, a last moment of sanity before the girls spotted where we were. I breathed deeply and psyched myself up, like a runner before a race or an actor before going on stage. Then a scream arose, and the shriek was taken up and sustained by three thousand adolescent voices. The force of several hundred girls running at speed hit the outer wall of our defences, but they held firm, and slowly but surely we were edged through the tide of yelling fans, across the terminal to the customs gate.

It was 23 October 1988, and the madness and mayhem of Brosmania was at its height. A year earlier, nobody had even heard of us. Yet on that day, as Matt, Craig and I left Britain to start a world tour, we could be forgiven for thinking that every teenage girl in the country was there to wave us off. As far as my eyes could see, there were excited, clamouring faces and arms outstretched towards us.

Then, just as suddenly as we had been besieged by them, the fans were cut off from us as we made the quantum leap into the comparative calm of the airport departure area. A thick belt of uniformed police prevented the madness pursuing us. We were on our way.

As we dozed, played video games and watched films on the twenty-seven-hour flight, I remember wondering what kind of reception we would get in Australia. We were on our way to the other side of the world, a place we had never been to before, where we knew nobody. Perhaps, in contrast to the crazy struggle we’d had to get to the plane, we would be disembarking like ordinary passengers, queuing to get through immigration and waiting to pick up our bags off the carousel. Perhaps life would be back to normal.

But when the plane touched down, before anyone could get off, a posse of airport security men got on. They told us to stay where we were while the rest of the passengers were cleared. Then steps were wheeled up to the plane and as we reached the top of them I was hit by two waves: a wave of heat, even though it was only seven thirty in the morning, and a wave of noise, as a huge cheer went up from the five thousand fans who were waiting for us. It took a moment or two for my eyes to focus in the clear, bright light. Below us, at the bottom of the steps on the tarmac, was a line-up of about a hundred and fifty airport staff waiting to meet us. Held at bay by security men were fifty journalists and photographers. And in the background was a blurred sea of screaming faces.

We had travelled 12,000 miles and nothing had changed except the weather. My main emotion was one of excitement and pleasure. We were a pop band, I’d been working hard and planning a pop career since the age of twelve, and there was no way I wasn’t going to be pleased and excited by success. But there was also a now familiar sense of unreality about it all. When we got to our plush Sydney hotel and switched on the television, one of the main items on the news was a film of our arrival. I watched myself coming down the steps of the plane and thought: Wow, this is incredible, I’m world-famous. But at the back of my mind there was the niggling question: Surely there must be more important things happening in the world to put on the news bulletins?

Although we’d had nearly a year to get used to it, it was a weird feeling, getting your head round the kind of adulation and fan-worship we encountered everywhere we went. I really had thought that once we got out of Britain, out of our own backyard, we would find ourselves back to ‘normal’ again. But watching that television news, I knew there was no more ‘normal’ for me. And there hasn’t been. For the last five years I have been on a crazy roller coaster, with tremendous highs and terrible lows. I have had no experience of ordinary life. I am not complaining: I would not change my experiences for anything. But I would like people to understand just how surreal it has all been.

I have been screamed at hysterically by girls of all ages, some as young as eleven and twelve. I have been spat at, punched and jeered at, for no reason that I can come close to understanding. Bros has generated adulation – and hatred. There has been very little indifference and even less genuine respect. Yet what have we done? We made some successful records, brought a lot of pleasure to a lot of kids. We hurt nobody, certainly never intentionally. Yet our fall from success has been greeted with the kind of gloating glee that is normally reserved for the arrest of a mass murderer – and that has been even harder to get my head round than the scale and suddenness of our success.

I hope that by writing this book I am going to help myself – and others – come to terms with the strange Bros phenomenon and the whole phenomenon of the pop business that created it. It was just an episode in my life, not my whole life. There was a time pre-Bros, and there is going to be a long, productive and successful time post-Bros, for both me and my brother Matt. But before we can get on with this next stage, I want to lay to rest some of the myths about Bros.

The popular ideas about us are that we are a pair of arrogant spendthrifts who ran through millions of pounds on extravagant living, that we ditched our mate Craig from the group, that neither of us had a thought in our heads save how to be hyped into yet more success, that we were an artificially created band who didn’t even perform on our own records, that we quarrelled and split up acrimoniously.

Every single one of those ideas is wrong.

First of all, let’s go back to the beginning and get the gynaecological bit over. I obviously don’t remember a great deal about being born – but my mum and dad both have vivid memories of it all.

They had friends round to dinner the night Mum went into labour with me and Matt, two months before we were due. She had no idea she was expecting twins. When her waters broke at the dinner table she didn’t know what it was and didn’t want to embarrass anyone, so went into the bedroom and mopped up with a few towels. At three o’clock in the morning of 29 September 1968 the pain was so bad that my dad sent for an ambulance to take her to Lewisham Hospital, and fifteen hours later I emerged first into the world. I was bald, had no fingernails and weighed four pounds two ounces.

Even at that stage, nobody knew there was another baby to be born. It was my dad who first sussed it. When the nurse was telling Mum to bear down because the afterbirth was very high, he said, ‘You’d better be quick, there might be another one in there.’ It was a jokey remark, not a deep premonition. But when the midwife put her ear-trumpet to Mum’s stomach, she looked up in alarm: there was another heartbeat in there.

Mum was delirious and in great pain, but she remembers the sudden panic. ‘I took one look at the instruments coming towards me and closed my eyes tight,’ she says.

Dad is the one who really remembers what happened. ‘The nurse looked startled when I joked about another baby, but as soon as she detected the heartbeat all hell broke loose. Suddenly there were doctors and nurses everywhere. I stood in the corner, trying to look inconspicuous, pretending I was a drip-feed. But when the doctor spotted me he said, “You – out!” and ordered me through the door.

‘I tried to peep in and see what was happening, and nearly got my nose caught in the door as it was shut firmly. It seemed to take an eternity, but in reality it was very quick. Officially, Matthew is eleven minutes younger that Luke, but I think it was actually less than that. It was quite hairy: the staff appeared to be panicking and all rushing about. Both the babies needed special care, and incubators were rushed to the delivery room. I had seen Luke immediately after he was born, but I didn’t see Matthew until later.’

Mum remembers that Matt was very blue when he was born, because his lungs had not inflated. Although he was two and a half ounces heavier than me, he was even more delicate because he had had a more difficult birth.

The doctors explained to Mum that we had been lying back to back in her womb and that our heartbeats had been synchronized, which was why they had failed to detect that there were two of us. It was the next day before she was taken in a wheelchair to see us in our incubators. She could not feed us herself, we had to be tube-fed straight into our stomachs.

‘I loved them desperately from the moment I saw them,’ she says. ‘I know the experts say that mothers need to touch their babies to bond with them – well, it’s not true. I was longing to hold them, but even though I wasn’t allowed to it certainly didn’t stop me loving them. It was such an intense emotion it hurt.

‘They were in incubators next to one another, alike as two peas in a pod. But even then I could see a difference between them. Matthew had a rounder face than Luke, he was tubbier even though they were so tiny.’

When Dad saw us in the incubators his main feeling was pride. ‘I felt so incredibly proud of them – and yet at the same time I felt a fraud, because I didn’t seem to have done much. I felt so sorry for my wife Carol: she’d had a difficult pregnancy and a difficult birth, and I seemed to have got off very lightly. Just looking at them lying there, so small and yet perfect, I was amazed that it was anything to do with me.

‘I remember someone asking me if I had insured against having twins, and I felt insulted – as though having twins was a disaster, like a flood, to be insured against. But I must admit the money would have come in handy!

‘I don’t really think I did have a premonition about twins, but I can remember waiting inside the hospital once while Carol was attending an antenatal class and fantasizing about the possibility. For some reason I thought if one was a boy and one a girl I would phone Carol’s parents and tell her mum that she had a grandson and her dad that he had a granddaughter, and leave them to work it out for themselves. I never thought about two boys.’

If they had thought about two boys, they might have had another name ready. They had chosen my name before the birth: Luke Damon. If I’d been a girl I would have been Rebecca! They weren’t ready with another boy’s name, and it was Mum who chose Matthew Weston when the registrar called at the hospital to register the new babies.

Dad remembers her telling him about it when he visited her in hospital. ‘Carol told me she had named the second baby after her father, who everyone called Harry. I said, “Harry? You called him Harry?” She shook her head and I remembered that her father was also known as Sam. Harry and Sam are fashionable names now, but they weren’t then and I wasn’t keen on either of them. But she shook her head again – her father’s name is actually Samuel Matthew, and it was Matthew she had chosen, to my relief.

‘Then she said she’d given him a second name after my father. “Denis?” I asked, because that’s my stepfather’s name, and I didn’t like that much. No, Weston, she said – that’s his surname. I liked that, and unbeknown to us both at the time my real father also has Weston as his second Christian name, so it worked out fine.

‘It was only afterwards that I realized Luke and Matthew together made us sound a very Biblical family, which we weren’t. But I liked both the names very much.’

So that’s how my brother and I were launched on the world.

It was the week that Mary Hopkin hit the top of the charts with ‘Those Were the Days’ – and they certainly were for my parents. Coping with one baby is difficult, but twins are a nightmare.

But to understand anything about anybody, you have to go back a long way before their birth. How any of us ends up is influenced by a great many factors, but our parents have the most crucial role to play …

My mother, Carol, was born in Peckham, south-east London, in 1946. Her father Harry, my granddad, was in the building trade: the war had interfered with his studies to become a surveyor, but he ended up as a building-site foreman. My grandmother, Win, worked in a variety of different jobs, usually as a shop assistant.

Harry and Win’s home had been blown up during the war, and afterwards Harry made such a stink that the housing department of the local council found them a prefab – he threatened to pitch a tent for his family outside the council offices if they didn’t get a home.

‘Prefabs’ were prefabricated buildings that were put up hastily all over the country after the war, to help with the massive housing problem caused by the population bulge. Lots of men, like my granddad, came back from fighting and didn’t waste any time before having families. They’d given seven years of their lives to their country, and they weren’t prepared to wait any longer, certainly not until the government got around to building enough houses for them all.

Prefabs were far from being shanty-style houses, even though they were put up very quickly and didn’t have traditional brick walls. They were warm – they had central heating before it became standard in British houses – and they came fully equipped with fridges and cookers, back in the days when fridges were luxury items. So my nan and granddad were very happy there with their two daughters – my auntie Ann was born within a couple of years of my mum.

When my nan was thirty-nine she had another baby, as much to her astonishment as everyone else’s. My aunt Sally was born on my mother’s twelfth birthday, and because of that my mum has always regarded her as a bit special.

‘I thought she was my own personal present, an extra-special birthday gift,’ says Mum.

About the same time Sally was born, the family were moved by the council to a maisonette in Camberwell Green, because the prefabs were being pulled down. Tower blocks were put up in their place – soulless, miserable places compared to the prefab community, where everyone had taken a pride in their home and where there were annual competitions for the best gardens.

Because my grandmother worked, my mum and her sisters were largely brought up by their grandmother – my great grandmother – a smashing old lady I remember from my own childhood.

Mum stayed at school until she was fifteen and a half, when she left to take up an apprenticeship at a hairdresser’s. She had learned shorthand and typing at school, and her teachers had wanted her to stay on and take exams, but she was set on leaving and starting work.

My dad, Alan Goss, was born in a stately home. But there was no silver spoon in his mouth – his mother had been evacuated there for the birth to get away from the bombing raids on London. Dad is two years older than my mum, and he, too, comes from south-east London. His mother was sent to Luton Hoo, a stately home belonging to the Wernher family (relatives of the Royal family) in the Bedfordshire countryside near to Luton, a week or so before he was born. It was used as a maternity home for mothers from areas where there was a high risk of bombing. The London hospitals were overstretched dealing with casualties from the raids, and, besides, it was safer for the mothers and newborn babies to be out in the country.

After he was born, my dad and his mother went to live in Norfolk, where his father was stationed with the RAF. My grandfather was a technician who became an expert in the development and use of X-rays (after the war he stayed on in the RAF, and many years later worked for British Aerospace until his retirement). My grandparents and my dad lived in the village of Horsford for the last year of the war. Dad was a sickly baby and everyone was very worried about him for a few months because he did not feed well. But he survived, which is more than his parents’ marriage did: after the war his mother brought him back to Walworth and he never saw his real father until many years later, not until after his mother had died.

Life in a single-parent family was not easy, even though my grandmother received a maintenance payment from my grandfather every week. It was twelve shillings (6op), which was not a bad amount immediately after the war but one which never increased, despite inflation. So my grandmother worked as a typist to support herself and my dad. They lived in a one-bedroom flat in a house without electricity, only gas lights. There was no bath, so my father was taken to Manor Street baths for a weekly wallow, and the rest of the week his mother stood him on the kitchen table and scrubbed him down.

He was introduced to music at an early age. His mother took him with her to her favourite ballets and to a concert by Edmundo Ross at the Albert Hall. She didn’t trust babysitters, so she always took him along. He remembers buying his first pop record – a Little Richard EP, when he was twelve – and having to go round to his cousin’s house to play it, because without electricity he couldn’t plug in a record player. He had a good singing voice, singing in the South London Schools Choir, until his voice broke.

When Dad was thirteen his mother remarried. His new stepfather was Denis Weston, who worked with his mother at the local electricity board. They all moved into a council flat in East Dulwich, where my father could play his records! Dad left school at sixteen with only one O level, GCE Art: he admits that, like his sons, he wasted his time at school and didn’t enjoy studying. He was good at art, but nobody encouraged him to take that any further. His only other interest was cars, so he became a trainee motor mechanic at a local garage. After a year he was transferred to the reception desk because he was good at handling customers. Three years later, dissatisfied because he wasn’t progressing fast enough, he left and joined the London Electricity Board for a short spell. Ten years after leaving school he had been through ten different jobs, including two jobs as a sales rep, one selling tyres and the other selling hosiery.

‘I wanted to go into car sales but there were no openings. I was young and naïve – I expected everything to happen quickly, I wasn’t prepared to wait. I was seriously planning to emigrate to Australia, but I met a girlfriend who changed my mind about that.’

Whilst he was in his teens Dad taught himself to play the harmonica and the guitar. By the time he was twenty the Beatles and the Rolling Stones were dominating the charts, and Dad was singing with a band, or a group as they were called in those days. It was a group which never had a name, and they only played one gig – disastrously. They used to practise at the Heal’s furniture store canteen, because the lead guitarist worked there. They were booked to fill in when the main group took a break during a dance at the Heal’s social club, in Kent. After watching the main group fail to get anybody up on their feet to dance, Dad knew they were on to a loser.

By then he was going out with Mum, and she and the girlfriend of one of the other members of the group gamely danced the whole time they were playing, although they were the only ones on the dance floor. Dad now admits this might have had something to do with the fact that they were dreadful.

It was in 1967 that my mum and my dad met; she was just twenty-one and he was twenty-three. Regardless of all that was to happen later between them, they were very much in love at the beginning – in fact, it was almost love at first sight. My mum was visiting her gran in hospital. As she walked down the corridor with her sister she saw Dad coming the other way, and they fancied each other instantly.

‘He was very attractive, and we gave each other the eye,’ says Mum. ‘When I came out after visiting-time he was waiting, and we started chatting. I’d just finished with another boyfriend who I knew was watching, so I played up to Alan like mad.’

They went out together for quite a few months, and by Christmas 1967 Dad proposed. They decided to get married the following September, but Matt and I changed their minds about that. When Mum found out she was pregnant they brought the wedding forward to April.

‘We didn’t get married because Carol was pregnant: we simply brought it forward. We’d already agreed we wanted to be married and I suppose after that we threw caution to the wind a bit,’ says Dad. ‘It was a surprise when Carol became pregnant, but not a nasty shock. We were both pleased: it was just sooner than we’d planned.’

Their main problem was finding somewhere to live. Then, only a week or two before their wedding day, they found a one-bedroom flat at the top of a house in Brockley. They didn’t let the landlady know that Mum was pregnant and managed to get away with it as Mum stayed slim for quite a few months – remarkable when you consider that she was carrying twins. Eventually the landlady found out there was a baby on the way and though she wasn’t heartless enough to throw them out, she certainly didn’t make life easy for a young mother. Although there was a big wide hall in the house, she would not let Mum leave a pram downstairs.

For the first three months of their married life Mum was able to carry on working, first as a hairdresser and later as a telephonist. But it hadn’t been an easy pregnancy: Mum had anaemia, low blood pressure, renal colic and, when she was three months pregnant, a threatened miscarriage that meant she had to spend two weeks in hospital.

She admits now that she knew nothing about babies and how they were born. ‘We went to a film about childbirth at the hospital,’ she says. ‘I assumed that by the wonders of nature the stomach opened up, the doctor lifted the baby out, and the stomach closed up again, an everyday miracle. When I saw what really happens I passed out. Alan had to get me outside. He drove to the nearest pub, dashed in and brought a double brandy out to the car for me. It seems incredible now that I could ever have been so naïve.

‘It was supposed to be the swinging sixties with everyone being permissive. But nobody had ever bothered to explain the fundamental facts of life to me.’

Soon after learning about it, Mum had to go through it. After we were born she spent ten days in hospital, and then went home to the flat in Brockley without her babies. We stayed in hospital for another month. She says:

‘It was a very strange experience, walking out of the hospital without them. I felt dreadful. I spent hours travelling back there to see them, and I was always pestering the life out of the staff on the phone. I remember one day being told that Luke was out of his incubator and holding his own. Matthew had also been taken out but then had to go back in.

‘I spent the weeks when they were in hospital getting ready for them at home. The pram had to be changed for a twin one, and I had to get lots of extra clothes, nappies and everything else.

‘Then, when they came home, it was a matter of survival. They were being fed every three hours, day and night. I was so, so tired, and there was no help. Alan was scarcely there – he was working very long hours. It was very hard work and I was very lonely. I had a boiler for the nappies, and the kitchen seemed to be permanently full of steam.

‘If I took them out I had to first carry the base of the pram down three floors to the hallway, go back for the body of the pram, go back again for the first baby and then make a fourth trip up and down for the second one. Coming back in I had to repeat the same procedure. I was dying of tiredness.

‘But despite that, I adored having them. I sat for hours by their cot – they shared one at first – just watching them.’

At this time Dad had a job working for a firm that supplied and stocked kiosks selling souvenirs all over the tourist areas of London. It paid well and gave him a car, but the hours were appalling. He worked for thirteen weeks with only one day off, and that was the day we were born.

He remembers coming in one night, late, and disturbing us. ‘The noise of me coming in woke Luke and Matthew. Carol automatically started to climb out of bed to see to them. Her eyes were closed and she was operating on automatic pilot – she was so tired. I did the feeding and changing for her that night: it took me three hours, and by that time they were ready to start again. I don’t know how she coped, but I have nothing but admiration for the way she did. I know I wasn’t around enough to take any pressure off her.’

Things were already starting to go wrong between my parents. Mum remembers when she came home from hospital after having us and found that Dad had not even washed the dishes from the dinner party on the night she went into labour, or changed the bed. She remembers feeling very alone during the eight months they lived at the Brockley flat after our birth.

But there were some good times as well. Mum has a really great singing voice, and they shared the same taste in music: Stevie Wonder, Gladys Knight and the Pips, the Beatles, James Taylor. Wherever they lived, and however little money they had, my parents always surrounded themselves with music. Dad would get his guitar and his harmonica out, and Mum would sing. Because she was shy, she preferred to sing in the dark: they would lie in bed together singing. Even before we were old enough to remember it, Matt and I were surrounded by music.

Soon we moved from the flat in Brockley to a ground-floor maisonette at Hither Green. It was bigger and better than Brockley, although the tiny boxroom bedroom that Matt and I shared was damp and Mum constantly had to redecorate it.

For the first year of our lives, me and my brother were both bald, and then we sprouted a mop of blond, downy hair. We had big blue eyes and dimples. Mum says that wherever she took us, people stopped her and commented on how lovely we were. I’m sure that all parents of twins will know what it is like: one baby gets a lot of attention and fuss made over it; two are guaranteed twice the attention and twice the fuss.

Mum was completely wrapped up in us: ‘They were my saviours, they made my life worth living,’ she says. ‘We used to giggle together all the time, and I’d be so busy talking to them as we walked along the street that more than once I pushed the pram into a lamp-post. I loved them to pieces. My mum adored them, too. They were her first grandchildren, after all, and she was forever buying them clothes and toys. I’d go to see her once a week and she’d make sure I had a huge meal – she knew that money was tight and that I’d be making sure that the boys and Alan had everything, without worrying about myself. I never had to tell her, she just knew, and there would be a package of things for me to take back home with me.’

Dad was now working as a hosiery salesman, and he was also doing evening jobs to raise more money. It was while he was knocking on doors doing market research for Gillette that he met a man who is still a friend of his to this day, and who sparked in him an interest in joining the police.

‘This chap admitted bluntly that he had joined to get a police house and to have job security. He suggested that if I was interested I should try the City of London police, not the Metropolitan Police. I was worried about it, I thought we might alienate family and friends by joining the police. But Carol was philosophical: she said that if we lost friends because we needed good housing and a steady wage, they weren’t worth having,’ he says.

It took a long time for Dad to be accepted. The police force weren’t too happy about his employment record, but eventually they accepted him for training, when we were two and a half years old. Mum was very pleased and proud, and thought that life was going to get better for us all. She didn’t realize that her problems were just beginning.


CHAPTER TEN


Sister

She was eighteen. Pretty. Very clever – she had passed ten O levels and three A levels. She had everything ahead of her, the world at her feet. She was a happy girl, a good mate, great fun to be with. She was popular with her schoolfriends and she was very generous, always fixing up stunts to raise money for charity.

And then she was dead. It was as sudden, as brutal and as unbelievable as that. It was Good Friday 1988, but there was nothing good about the day for my family. A drunken driver killed my sister Carolyn and her friend Emma as they drove home in Carolyn’s car. The other driver died too, and in some ways I can only feel relieved, because if he had lived I don’t know how I would have coped. I would have wanted to kill him every single day of my life, because there is not a day that goes by that I don’t, however fleetingly, think about the destruction he wrought.

Her death was officially recorded at the inquest as ‘accidental’ because there were no witnesses to the crash. But the coroner said that, although he could not technically record a verdict of unlawful killing, he felt that Cas and Emma had been killed. Cas was a part of my life from the moment that her dad, Tony, moved in with my mum. There may have been no blood relationship between Matt and me and her and her brother Adam, but we were as close as many natural brothers and sisters. We played together, squabbled together, teased each other and were all very proud of each other. We loved each other. Cas was planning to go to university, but first she was going to Israel to work on a kibbutz for a few months. She wanted to travel, to see the world, experience new things.

We were at the height of our fame. Our single, ‘Drop the Boy’, was number two in the charts and our lives were crazily busy. My main regret now is that we did not have time to see as much of Cas in the six months before her death as we always had done: we didn’t see much of any of our family in those mad days. But Cas was finding it hard to come to terms with Brosmania, she didn’t like being labelled ‘Bros sister’, she was swamped by our success. To her, we were never big stars, just her brothers. She would hoot with laughter at the idea of us being sex symbols.

I’m sad that we didn’t have time to show her the good parts of life with fame, to treat her and spoil her. But most of all I am sad for Tony and his ex-wife Pauline. She was their daughter, she was on the verge of becoming a woman. By now she would have her degree, have a career and, who knows, might even have settled down and started her own family. Tony and Pauline have been deprived of all that. I feel the loss of Cas like a cold weight inside me and tears well up into my eyes every time I think of her. It must be a hundred times worse for them. Tony has never really come to grips with it, and I don’t suppose he ever will.

We did not hear about Cas’s death until the day after it happened. Our personal manager Mark Evans, who was with us in Manchester when it happened, had a phone call late at night telling him about it. He knew that we could not get home much faster than the flight we were booked on the next day, so he decided not to tell us that night. The next day we both noticed that he was very subdued, but it was not until we got to the airport that he told us that instead of going to our own homes, we had to go straight to Mum’s and Tony’s. He felt it was not his place to break the news to us. I immediately knew that something very serious had happened, somebody had died. All sorts of terrible possibilities ranged through my mind: I never for one moment thought of Cas.

When we arrived at Mum’s house after what seemed like an impossibly long journey from the airport, with Matt and I not daring to speak or even look at each other, there were the usual crowds of girls outside, but they were less noisy than usual. Even they sensed that something was wrong. As they tried to chat to us I brushed them aside, anxious to get into the house and upset with them for being in the way.

Inside, Mum asked us both to sit down. Her eyes were red and it was clear she had been crying. She and Tony stood side by side. I couldn’t bear waiting any longer, I’d been getting increasingly wound up. ‘Who’s dead?’ I blurted out.

Tears ran down Mum’s cheeks again as she said, ‘Cas was killed last night.’

‘What do you mean, killed?’ I yelled.

Mum told me she had been in a collision with a drunk driver, and that, worse, she had not died immediately. I have never felt such an intense hatred well up in me in all my life: if that driver had been alive I would probably have ended up in prison myself, for killing him. I was hysterical with grief but also with rage that any man thought he had the right to take our sister’s life for the sake of a few drinks.

I could not believe it was Cas who was dead. Somehow, however much you love them, you are half prepared for the death of an old person. You grieve for them, you miss them, and you are no less miserable: but you know, inevitably, that one day you will attend their funeral. I never expected to attend Cas’s. I never expected a girl who was a year younger than me to die, and especially such a vibrant, busy, cheerful girl, while she was still a teenager.

For a few moments all I saw before my eyes was a blackness. I punched out in my anger and put my fist right through one of Mum’s doors. Matt reacted exactly the same. There was little we could do to comfort Mum and Tony, there are no right words you can say to somebody at a time like that.

We left them and had to fight our way back to our car. It took two minutes to get through the throng of girls, and I resented their presence more than I ever had before or since. Cas’s death made my career seem so trivial and stupid.

But it wasn’t trivial and stupid to our management company, who had agreed to us appearing on Wogan the following evening. There was a murmured suggestion by somebody that perhaps we wouldn’t want to do it, but that was never a serious option. As far as they were concerned, it was good promotion for us and we had to do it. It did not even give us one day to ourselves to mourn our sister. We were to be presented with a gold disc by Terry Wogan, so we had to look pleased and happy, even though inside we were both numb with grief. Luckily, we were so used to television and public appearances by this time that we could do it on autopilot. Mum and Tony sat in the audience: they had planned to be there, and they were determined to go through with that to give us support.

Cas’s funeral was a terrible nightmare, one of the worst days of my life. We appealed to our fans to stay away: we wanted to be there, but we did not want to turn the event into a circus. Rather than that, we would have stayed away, because the last thing we wanted to do was deflect attention from Cas. The fans showed a great deal of restraint and respect: not one of them turned up at the church. I wish I could say the same for the national press. I was crying as Matt and I walked side by side out of the church, in front of our sister’s coffin, into a battery of camera lenses. There were at least twenty photographers there, all laughing and chatting away to each other as if they were outside a film premiere. As soon as they spotted us they started clicking away.

My anger overcame me and I told them to fuck off. It was a spontaneous outburst of real fury towards them. We may have been Bros, we may have been famous, we may have had thousands of fans, but on that day we were two 19-year-old boys who had lost their 18-year-old sister, and we had the right to be left in privacy. I understand that my anger should really have been directed at the newspaper decision-makers, who sent those men there to take our pictures. But ‘I was only obeying orders’ kept the gas chambers fully staffed. It is no excuse for losing your sense of common decency and humanity. I think if I had been a photographer asked to do that job I would have refused. Those who did do it should at least have shown the courtesy not to giggle and chat outside a church where a funeral service for a young girl was being held.

I regretted my outburst bitterly the next day, but not because I had changed my feelings towards the photographers. ‘Bros in Four-Letter Fury at Funeral’ said the front-page splash headline of the Sun, with a picture of me in tears. The memories of Cas’s funeral that we all have will never be taken away from us, fortunately, by that crass treatment, but none the less – and not for the first time in my life – an intensely private moment was tarnished by their intrusion. My only consolation is that I believe most people who saw that front page will have asked themselves why on earth the cameras had to be spying on us, and most people will have understood exactly how I felt.

The following year we released a record called Sister, which we dedicated to her. Matt wrote the words. It was our own personal tribute to her, in the only way we could make it: through music. We both cried at the recording session. The urgency of my grief for her has gone, I now simply feel a great sadness when I think what might have been. I still miss her, though not as much as at first: it is funny how for months after someone has died you catch yourself unawares planning to tell them something, do something with them, and then you have to remind yourself that they are no longer there.

My anger has never gone away. I would not drink and drive before her death, now I will not even stand by and watch others do it. I tell them that it’s not themselves they may kill, but some innocent person. I ask them how they would feel, living with that guilt. Whenever I read in a newspaper or see on the television news of someone being killed by a drunk driver, I am ready to kill again. I think penalties should be far stiffer, and random breath-tests should be introduced: if people are innocent, they won’t mind taking the test. And if they are guilty, send them to jail, even though they have not caused an accident. Because the truth is that they could, and the next victim could be your sister.

Within two weeks of Cas’s funeral, and for no reason that I can explain, I was thumped in the face by a complete stranger. I know it sounds bizarre, but it happened. It was part of the unreal reality of my life at that time: on the one hand there was the ridiculous adulation of the fans, and on the other we seemed to inspire complete and unmerited hatred. The hatred that was felt for Bros was on the same level that people reserve for mass murderers or traffic wardens, and I have never understood it. We hurt nobody. If they didn’t like our records, they didn’t have to buy them. We didn’t ask the newspapers to print far-fetched stories about us, but nobody was forced to read them. I could have understood indifference. I could have understood dislike: there were people who did not like our music, and that was their valid opinion. But hatred?

Anyway, the guy who clunked me in the face certainly felt pretty heated about me. I had never seen him or his mate before in my life, and I probably wouldn’t know them if I saw them again. But I don’t think they’ll forget the encounter in a hurry. Shirley and I were driving along in the jeep, and a couple of guys in another car clocked us, and the driver kept trying to get me into a burn-up situation. I ignored him. When we got to the traffic lights near the Royal Albert Hall he got out of his car and started yelling abuse at me, and calling Shirley some not very pleasant names. I got out and went towards him, and he whacked me in the face. Before I had time to recover he did it again, and I fell backwards on to the floor. Shirley leaped out of the car, in a helluva temper. She smacked him in the face, and as I looked up from the floor I saw him thump her, hard. That was it, I lost control. I jumped up and lammed into him so hard that I’m sure I broke his nose: it seemed to skid across his face and ended up under one eye, and there was blood everywhere. His mate then got out of their car and came towards me. They were both big guys, in their late twenties, as tall as me and much broader. Instinctively I looked round, grabbed hold of a road works sign, and swung it at him. It hit him in the face. They both staggered back to their car and I pulled Shirley back into the jeep and drove round the corner into Hyde Park. I pulled up and sat with my head in my hands. A crowd of fans had followed and there were twenty or so of them just standing around our car.

Then a police car zoomed up. They’d had a report that I had started the fight. I said, ‘What do you think, officer? Two guys, both older and bigger than me, calling me a poof and a lot worse? Get real.’ So they then asked me if I wanted to prefer charges against the men, but I could not be bothered with all that hassle. As I felt I’d given as good as I got, I reckoned they’d learned a lesson. It was only when I had time to calm down that I looked closely at Shirley’s face: she had the beginnings of a beaut of a black eye. By the next day it was completely swollen. What sort of headcase, over six foot tall and weighing about fourteen stone, hits a woman?

Afterwards we heard a funny sequel to the incident. The American singer Jermaine Stewart is a good friend of our family, and he’d been to visit our mum that afternoon. On his way back in a taxi he saw the fight. By the time he’d paid off the taxi we’d gone, but the bloke who started the fight was still trying to start his car. Jermaine went up to him and thumped him. ‘That’s for hitting Luke, you bastard,’ he said. It wasn’t exactly a hard punch, because Jermaine is no street fighter, more of a token gesture. But at least that thug now knows what it feels like for someone to walk up to him and thump him out of the blue. That’s exactly what happened to me.

It is only one incident, but it gives a snapshot of what our lives were like. Not every attack was like that, thank God: I was physically very shaken up, and frightened by what happened. It made me realize how close Shirley and I were to being really injured, and how close I was to seriously injuring someone else, even though they deserved it. Most of the people who hated us seemed to think it was open season to spit at us, give us rude hand gestures and hurl verbal abuse.

A week after this incident I was driving through London and I saw a poster that hurt me as much as the smack in the face from that thug. It was a crude drawing of Matt, Craig and me with nooses around our necks, and underneath the caption said ‘Dross. Is This the Future?’ On each of our tee shirts in the picture there was a different slogan: Robot-built for Robot Ears, said one; Death of Live Music, said another; Death of Real Bands was the third. The poster was apparently the work of an underground band trying to get themselves some publicity at our expense. It was sick – and it wasn’t even witty. I’m happy to say the band have never been heard of since.

It was in October 1988 that we flew out to Australia for the start of our world tour, known as the Global Push tour. It cost about a million pounds to lay on, because we travelled with forty-seven people and eight tons of equipment. The equipment alone cost £60,000 to airfreight on the first leg of the tour, to Australia. The net profit on the tour was just over £100,000, not a very big cake to be sliced between the three of us, and a lot less than the £250,000 our management took from the tour. But we were oblivious to our impending financial problems, because at this time the figures quoted to us were gross ones, and we were all pretty impressed by those.

I was excited to be going. It was a tremendous opportunity to see the world, and it was going to show us whether our appeal was wider than just Britain. We knew we sold records abroad, but would we pull in crowds to our shows? We were curious to find out.

Australia was beautiful. The work was hard: we arrived after a twenty-seven-hour flight, had forty minutes at our hotel to freshen up and then straight into ten days of solid work. But the Australian branch of our record company laid on a couple of great treats for us. One night they hired a boat for a party, and we sailed under Sydney Harbour Bridge and past the opera house. On another occasion they laid on an afternoon of rest by the shores of a very private lagoon. There was a barbecue with delicious food, but you had to swim across the lagoon to get it. We were well-protected by bodyguards wherever we went, and all went smoothly.

After two weeks in Australia we flew to Japan, which was a completely different sort of experience. We had a huge following there, and we were amused to see a double-page spread in one of their national newspapers with a picture strip of twelve photographs, telling fans how to blow-dry their hair like Bros. The really trendy TV show out there was called The Funky Tomato. The name was in English, because all the programmes aimed at kids have English – or really, American – titles. When we arrived to do the live show there were 2,000 fans there, and all there was to hold them back was a little white rope. The Japanese organizer of the tour said we wouldn’t need bodyguards: Japanese fans knew how to behave themselves in a dignified way, he said. He was wrong. When we arrived this high-pitched shriek went up, as though somebody had stood on the cat, or a lot of cats because it was very loud, and suddenly we were in a rerun of every encounter with fans we had ever had. In the end we had to be rushed out of the building through a back door.

Our Japanese fans tended to be a bit older than our English fans, and the girls were very cute. They would get embarrassed, put their hands over their mouths and walk up and down on the spot. They called us Matt-o-san and Luke-o-san. Like fans the world over they bought us gifts, but what gifts! We’d find Comme des Garçons shirts and Gaultier jackets delivered to our hotel.

I didn’t like eating raw fish, and when you are on tour you have to be quite careful about experimenting too much with food, in case you get a bad tummy. So we lived on lovely little dumplings called shwai, which we ate with soy sauce, and our usual stand-by, the Golden Arches. That’s what we always called McDonald’s, just to make it sound slightly more interesting. We tried one dish at our Tokyo hotel which we really loved, but unfortunately we could only eat it once: when we discovered the price we had to give it a miss. It cost £100 per portion. It was called Kobi beef, and it comes from cattle that have been fed on ale and hops, and massaged with oil by monks. I don’t know if it was the booze or the massage that did it, but the taste was amazing, and it was as tender as fish. When we got the bill for the meal we decided, regretfully, that we wouldn’t be having it again.

We got used to unreal bills in Japan, though. On one occasion I ordered five coffees and five orange juices for a group of us in a hotel, and the bill came to £90. The hotel we stayed in was very stiff and traditional, and the Japanese certainly deserve their reputation for Oriental inscrutability. One morning at breakfast
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