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There’s no easy way to say this. And it can’t be ducked or avoided.  Deborah Spalliwham was an idiot.

She came from a long line of dimwits and so, when she gave birth to a baby boy, nobody was surprised that Nigel should turn out to be an idiot too.

He didn’t develop his idiocy. It arrived fully fledged from the outset as a core part of his personality. At the age of a mere two months, he stuffed the edge of his cot blanket so deeply into his mouth that he would have died if the postman hadn’t heard him choking.

‘What an idiot,” his mother said, pulling her knickers back up. “Ruining our morning like that.” For Nigel’s mother, the title Mrs. was a courtesy one because there was no Mr. Spalliwham in plain sight. Never had been in all likelihood.

She took the infant out of the postman’s arms and thumped him on the back to encourage Nigel to refill his lungs with life-giving air. When, shortly afterwards, the boy expelled the vapours again, his cries were heart-breakingly intense and caused his mother to expand her opinion of him. “Ungrateful idiot,” she said. It was neither the first nor the last time that she would reach and express this conclusion.

In truth though, Deborah Spalliwham wasn’t really a bad mother. 

It was just that being an idiot, she didn’t really know what she was doing. And whenever she screwed things up, she panicked. She had always been like that even as a girl.

She panicked when Nigel tried to crawl and banged his head on the cooker. “You idiot!” she shouted.
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When Nigel fell off the swings in the park what did his mother scream at him. Yes, ‘You idiot!’

Nigel Spalliwham quickly lost count of the number of times in a week his mother called him an idiot and soon, by dint of over-familiarity, the word ceased to hold any meaning for him at all. 
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The young Nigel Spalliwham may have been an idiot but in some respects it quickly became apparent that he had a mind of his own. Or perhaps a strong will, which can often be mistaken for the same thing. He certainly always knew what he liked and what he didn’t. And from an early age the thing he really liked most of all was cheese.

In a rare moment of inspiration, the first solid food that Deborah Spalliwham forced into her son’s mouth was a chunk of cheddar.

Young Spalliwham considered spitting it out. It so little resembled the powdered milk on which he was being raised that he was at first completely baffled what to do with it. He worked it around his mouth, swirled his tongue over it and his spit softened the edges until he could swallow it whole. With a slurp and a whoosh it was gone.

And he wanted more.

From that day on he never looked back. He ate them all. He bolted down Brie, chewed on Caerphilly, Camembert and Cheshire, feasted on Feta, gorged on Gouda, grinned over Gruyere, munched Manchego, relished Red Leicester and swiftly swallowed Saint Paulin. And what he did with Edam, Emmental and Jarlsberg was nobody’s business. They hardly touched the sides of his ravenous appetite.

Blue-veined cheese slowed him down for a bit but he soon got past the smell of stinky socks to relish the texture the smell masked. Soon he was salivating for Stilton almost as much as he raved for Roquefort and whined for Wensleydale.

He became, in short, a cheese buff. That’s somebody who’s a bit of an expert on something and when it came to the flavours of different cheeses nobody knew more than Nigel Spalliwham.

Then one day Deborah Spalliwham spent the day with Nigel’s grandparents.

Nigel’s grandad, although an idiot, was both a gardener and a bit of a know-it-all.

‘It’s not healthy – all that cheese,’ grandad announced.

That evening for supper, Deborah Spalliwham substituted corned beef for cheese in Nigel’s supper. 

There was an immediate explosion of temper. Young Spalliwham had no intention of being fobbed off with non-dairy foodstuffs. He took a vast in-take of air and let it out in a violent squeal of disapproval. And although very young, Nigel could be extremely loud when he needed to be.

The other thing about idiots is that they don’t know when they’re beaten and they never give up. The screaming continued until Deborah Spalliwham had had enough. She capitulated, gave in and gave Nigel what he wanted – a large morsel of mousetrap cheddar cheese.

The child gurgled with glee, salivated salaciously and swallowed the proffered cheese without further ado.

Deborah Spalliwham never made the same mistake again. If the boy wanted cheese, he would have cheese and damn his grandfather’s silly notions of what was best for her son.
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Now there is a problem with eating only cheese or indeed with any all-dairy diet. It was less obviously a problem while Nigel Spalliwham was still wearing nappies but it became only too obvious soon enough. Nigel’s burps, trumps and farts could only be described as deadly. They made other children pinch their noses in disbelief. They made grown men wince. Even Deborah Spalliwham noticed them, although she thought it was the drains and phoned the council to complain.

The problem of the odours accompanying Nigel became particularly acute once he went to school. Other children can be the nicest or the cruellest beings on earth and none of Nigel’s classmates proved at all forgiving about his problem. Within minutes he’d been tagged as Stinky. It was a name that stuck and nobody would sit next to Stinky Nigel in class. And the trouble for Nigel was that he was completely unaware of how he smelt or what he could do to change things. He ate his packed cheese lunch sitting by himself and puzzled what to do about his predicament.

Nigel’s solution was to try to be popular by succeeding at anything he could.

He studied hard hoping to be top of the class but being a bit of an idiot the best he was ever able to achieve was coming seventeenth in maths...in a class of twenty-five.
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He spent all his pocket money on sweets to distribute at playtime. His classmates took them and ate them readily enough but when they were gone he still found himself playing alone.

Poor Nigel.

Nigel turned to sport instead. He pushed his way into the kick-about in the playground but somehow the ball wouldn’t stay at his feet, never mind propel itself towards the goal. One of the kinder teachers saw Nigel trying to play football and, thinking to give the poor boy a chance, he picked him for a school game. 

Deborah Spalliwham, Nigel’s mother came to school to watch on that fateful Saturday. She didn’t understand why Nigel seemed to be running away from the ball and she said so...loudly. ‘The goal’s that way, you idiot,’ she shouted.

It was not exactly the encouragement the boy needed.

Poor Nigel.
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When sport didn’t work out for Nigel Spalliwham, he thought about how idolised pop stars are and he decided to try to learn a musical instrument. He was doing okay on the recorder, even though he wasn’t very inspired by it, when one day the music teacher, Mr. Gibbs, was late for the lesson.

Standing in the corner of the music room was a proper drumkit belonging to Andy Applesauce, one of the older kids in the school. It had been brought in to be used in a school concert but Nigel Spalliwham didn’t know that.

While the other children in the class were ignoring him – as usual – Nigel moved out of his chair and seated himself
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