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For my brother Joss, who died courageously chasing fighter jets in his kitchen.

We love you always.

(Sorry this is no masterpiece and for dedicating a story to you which, let’s face it, mostly centres around poo-trousers but, hey, it’s the best I could do at the time!)

1975 – 2011



ONE SERIOUSLY MESSED-UP WEEKEND

In the Otherwise Un-messed-up Life of Jack Samsonite



(not including this one other time, which was also totally messed-up, where loads of mental stuff happened, which was quite similar to this, but also not, and probably not really worth mentioning, and now I’m thinking that I should maybe have just left the title as ‘One Seriously Messed-Up Weekend’ and not bothered with all this extra stuff, because now it just seems confusing, and messy, and like I’m a bit of an idiot and …)
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MORNING: WALKING TO SCHOOL

‘We need to do something cool,’ I announced.

‘What?’ James asked.

‘We need to do something really cool,’ I repeated (only this time I added the word ‘really’).

‘I heard what you said. What cool thing do we need to do?’

‘I don’t know. Something really cool and really big and right now.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I’m writing a film,’ I explained.

‘A film about what?’

‘Us.’

‘Don’t be a twat.’

‘I’m serious!’

‘Shut up now, please.’

‘Why?’

‘Because you’re annoying me.’

‘Tough. We need to do something really …’

‘Why are you holding your phone like that?’ James interrupted.

‘Because I’m recording us.’

‘Why?’

‘So I don’t have to write down everything we’re saying.’

‘Why would you want to write down everything we’re saying?’

‘I don’t, that’s why I’m recording it.’

‘You’re a twat.’

‘I know. Please can we just do something really cool before it’s too la—’

It’s too late.

Enter Tim – small, irritating hanger-on – the one thing guaranteed to prevent anything cool from ever happening. Ever.

‘Hello, Mr Little Willy! Hello, Mr Littler Willy!’ Tim greeted us in an annoyingly bouncy way.

‘Why am I Mr Littler Willy?’ James protested.

‘What you doing with your phone?’ Tim asked.

‘Writing a film,’ I explained.

‘Oh, right, cool. Did you see Dr Who last night?’

‘Who says mine’s smaller than Jack’s?’ demanded James.

‘Don’t start talking about Dr Who, Tim – we’re trying to do something cool here,’ I pleaded.

‘If your life was a film, who would do the voiceover?’ Tim asked, obediently changing the subject.

‘Morgan Freeman,’ James answered without a moment’s hesitation. ‘Morgan Freeman should do the voiceover for everything.’

‘Did you know his name is an anagram of Frogman Reeman?’ Tim blurted.

‘Guyyyys!’ I whined. ‘Please!’

‘James was a quiet young man,’ James said, doing a crap impersonation of Morgan Freeman. ‘He kept himself to himself, stayed out of trouble, had a larger than average willy …’

‘I said something cool!’ I reminded them.

‘Just don’t go around calling me Mr Little Willy, please, Tim,’ James muttered. Then, ‘Don’t step in the poo!’

‘Come on, guys,’ I pleaded again. ‘I want the beginning to be one of those openings that really blows you away, like a big blockbuster movie, like the title shoots up onto the screen … Jack – BAM! Samsonite – BAM! The Movie – BOOM!’

‘You’ve got shit on your shoe,’ said James.

‘If you had to kiss a guy, who would it be?’ asked Tim.

‘Guys! I mean, really cool! Like, “That was the best beginning to anything. EVER!”’

‘You’re scuffing shit all up your trouser leg, Jack.’

‘Oh, shit!’ roared Tim, bursting into idiot-laughter. ‘You’re covered in dog crap!’

‘And you’ve sat in gum or something,’ added James.

‘What?’

‘And your flies are undone …’



JACK

(BAM!)



SAMSONITE

(BAM!)



THE MOVIE

(boom)

THIS IS ME

Most people in the world are Hollywood blockbusters. They are clean, shiny, formulaic, life-by-numbers, clones of previous successes that they are trying to rip off. They all have these big-budget, glossy, life-defining plans: ‘I’m going to study this … I’m going to marry her … I’m going to live here and do this career … I like this type of music, this type of girl, this kind of cheese on this make of bread, and I do this many poos at these times of the day …’ They tick all the right boxes, follow all the right rules, and always do the right thing. I am so indescribably envious of these people – the people with plans, the people who have made their minds up about everything. I hate them. I want to be one of them.

I haven’t made my mind up about anything. I am a low-budget, experimental, euro-arthouse, open-ended, doesn’t-make-much-sense, don’t-think-I’d-watch-it-twice box-office flop. I need focus. I need direction. I need to make decisions. And time is running out.

Pick a college.               Pick a career.

          Pick a girl.                     Pick a government.

                            Pick a toilet.

    Pick a personality.

               Pick a frickin’ … I don’t know, but LOTS of things!

Something has to change, because now is decision time.






		

	1.   
	I need to pick a girl. I’m seventeen. I’m still a virgin. In a few months, I will be leaving school for ever, and all the girls I know will be gone. I’ll have to start all over again, from square one, with strangers! Eight years of meticulously plotted wooing will be down the drain.


	2.
	I need to pick a career, so that I can pick a course, so that I can pick a university. Do I want to be a film-maker or a writer? The deadline for sending applications is next Monday. Today is Thursday.


	3.
	I need to write my Personal Statement for said application. That doesn’t sound very difficult, right? Wrong. It’s impossible. Trust me, I’ve tried. Over and over and over again. Every sentence I write seems to begin with ‘I’: ‘I’m a hard worker … I’m a dedicated student … I enjoy making films … I like to socialise … I’m a complete spod.’ So far, I have written eight different Personal Statements. All of them suck. How am I supposed to explain who I am to someone else, in just two pages, without making myself sound like a twat? My current opinion on that is this: I can’t. So, I’ve decided, if I want to avoid messy, fumbling, stumbling, stupid, twatty me-ness, then I am going to live my life like a Hollywood blockbuster. We all want our lives to be more like the movies, so I’m going to try to make that a reality. I’m going to be a hero. I’m going to create an alter-ego. I’m going to become … JackMan.




The new, cooler, sexier, more confident me, starts nnnnnnnnn … now.




JACK SAMSONITE: THE MOVIE

EXT. SCHOOL FORECOURT – DAY

SMASH CUT:

BAM! Three guys strut coolly, in the bright morning sun, towards the school entrance. Slow motion. Awesome music pumps loudly from somewhere. All the chicks are checking them out. They’re lapping up the attention. These are clearly the No. 1 dudes.

CRASH ZOOM on Guy #1.

Freeze frame.

His bio slams onto the screen.


Name: Jack ‘The Killer’ Samsonite

Age: 17

Profession: Assassin Civilian Alter-ego: School kid

Motto: “I do what I gotta do.”

Status: The No.1 Dude




Un-freeze. They do something really cool or something.

Freeze frame on guy #2.


Name: James ‘Mr Littler Willy’ Krippin

Age: 17

Profession: Explosives expert

Motto: “I blow shit up.”

Status: 2nd in command




Un-freeze. They do more really, really cool stuff that’s also really, really cool. Freeze frame on guy #3.


Name: Tim ‘The Annoying Little Tit’ Suchton

Age: 17

Mental Age: 7

Profession: Idiot

Motto: “I just wiped my bum, but it was all kind of soggy, and the paper ripped in the middle, and I got poo on my finger.”

Status: Accidental friend




The screen bursts back into motion. The trio reach the school steps. Guy #1 (Jack) senses danger. Some doof falls off his skateboard and the board comes rocketing towards our trio. People gasp in fear. Tim dives out of the way. James ducks for cover. But Jack isn’t fazed. He effortlessly halts the skateboard with his foot, flips it into the air, jumps on board, perfects a 360-degree ollie fakie, then rolls through the school doors.

The girls gasp again. But, this time, not in fear … in complete fanny-melting lust.

IN SCHOOL

‘Why the hell did you just try to ride that kid’s skateboard?’ asked James, whilst I hobbled in through the entrance doors, clutching my knee and trying not to cry. ‘You can’t skate to save your life! Why would you do that?’

The chorus of laughter that followed me into the entrance hall assured me that nothing had changed. Even though I am now in Year 13 – the final year of sixth form, the most respected position in school – I am still just me. Hapless, talentless, loser me. Twat me. Nothing will ever change that. You know how, after every school holiday, you have this stupid fantasy about turning up to school in brand-new clothes, awesome new haircut and a body so ripped you make [insert name of most ripped person you know here] look like a prima ballerina? And you know how when you do actually turn up at school on your first day back, you’ve actually grown a bunch of spots on your face, accidentally eaten fourteen too many pizzas over the past six weeks, your bad hair day makes you look like you hire your mum as your barber, and your shit clothes are made even shitter by the fact that you trod dog crap up your trouser leg and your flies keep dropping down? Well, that didn’t happen to James. He really was one of those loathsome wankers who turned up five inches taller, six abs buffer, hair like a movie star and with a tan that perfectly matched his parents’ over-priced three-week holiday to the Bahamas. It was horrible. The small, geeky, nobody boy who used to think I walked on water had suddenly become a towering, hulky, ladies’ man; one who now thinks the only water I walk on comes in the form of puddles in front of the toilet.

Change of plan. My screenplay character will no longer be a cool assassin (I’m not too sure I can make that believable). He’s now going to be a super-cool fanny-magnet. I can do that. I will do that. I have to do that, or I’m just going to look like second best. Plus, I suppose, if I’m writing an improvement of my life, it should probably be slightly less completely made-up. And, if I want to be able to use the finished screenplay to go in my portfolio, to help me get into a university, I should probably try to make it slightly less completely crap. So, I’ll have to pick the coolest, most interesting elements of my life and write about those instead.

There’s just one problem …



MY LIFE IS
AS COOL AND
INTERESTING AS AN OLD
MAN’S SWEATY
BALL-BAG

(This may also be my Personal Statement downfall.)

MY LIFE SUMMED UP

My life is pretty easy to sum up. It goes something like this …

BLERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH ..........

No, seriously, look:

Age: 0 to 14. Interesting things that happened = nothing.

Age: 15 years, 11 months and 2 weeks to 15 years, 11 months, 3 weeks. Interesting things that happened = changed my name, got hunted down by a mentalist, got my heart blown into a million pieces, fell out of love, fell in love, got hit in the head lots, tried to blackmail someone, got betrayed by everyone, saw some girls in their undies, learned the true dangers of banana skins, got hit in the head some more, nearly died, a girl cupped my nuts.*

Age: 15 years, 11 months, 3 weeks to present day. Interesting things that happened = learned that girls are completely unpredictable and mental, and that nut-cupping does not equal love. Learned that blackmail gets you nowhere (especially when you’re bluffing). Failed to get into decent college (which explains why I stayed on for sixth form). And, also, the most prominent occurrence: a huge big pile of nothing.

OK, so, yeah, two years ago there was one week of crazy mental stuff. Every week since then? Boring, dull, monotonous, mundane nothing.

In fact, the incident that occurred just five minutes ago sums my life up pretty well …

I’d been in the main school toilets, attempting to wash dog crap off my combat trousers, and was running late for registration (if you miss registration they mark you as being absent for the whole day), so I took the shortest route from the main school toilets to the sixth-form block (we have our own building now we’re in the sixth form). That’s what all smart people in a rush would do, right? Take the shortest route possible? Nuh-uh. Because a smart person in a rush would have remembered that the shortest route runs between the outside wall of the school, and the two Portaclassrooms (basically, large prefabricated sheds that the school brought in when they started running out of room), which are home to the Year 7s From Hell.

Now, I’m pretty sure that when I was in Year 7 I was:

a) NEVER as small as these new kids and, more importantly …

b) A lot more respectful (and fearful) of the sixth formers.

Not these tiny shits from hell, though. For they are both tiny … and shits from hell.

By the time I’d realised my mistake it was already too late. I was directly outside The Cabin At The Edge Of The School. I know I shouldn’t feel intimidated by these midget demons: no other self-respecting sixth former would get scared by a bunch of kids straight out of baby school. I am seventeen years old for Christ’s sake! I’m old enough to work, drive, get married, raise a family, win the lottery, have sex with a consenting adult …

Man, that is really depressing. I’ve been legally allowed to go shagging for over a year now, yet I still haven’t even kissed a girl on the mouth yet! Did you hear me? I am SEVENTEEN and I am still a kiss virgin!

All of a sudden, I have realised what needs to happen in my film/life.




JACK SAMSONITE: THE MOVIE

EXT. SCHOOL – DAY

Our hero saunters nonchalantly past the hut where the Pygmy Warriors of the Wank-face tribe are known to reside. He doesn’t seem to care. All he cares about is kissing girls. That’s what he does, you see. He’s a girl kisser. A super-bad, mother-lovin’, ball-breaker of a girl kisser.

Then, just as he is remembering the last hot girl that he kissed (which was only two minutes ago, and she was really, really hot) … BOOM! All the windows and doors of the hut suddenly burst open, and our hero is thrown into action.

Freeze frame.

His bio bursts onto screen.


Name: Jack ‘The Kisser’ Samsonite

Profession: Girl kisser (on the lips, and you better believe it!)

Motto: “I do what I gotta do.”

Status: The No.1 Dude Kisser (actually, no, that makes it sound like I kiss dudes, doesn’t it? Let’s try …)

The No.1 Kissing Dude (better? Or does it sound like I kiss number ones? Wee-wee.

Like, The Urine Kissing Dude? That would be bad. They’d call me Piss-lips and stuff. No. Maybe I should just stick to …)

The No.1 Dude (or does that make me sound like ‘The Wee-wee boy’? Oh, whatever, who cares …)




The screen explodes back into action and the Wank-face Pygmy Warriors are on full attack …

THE BATTLE: ONE MAN vs AN ENTIRE ARMY

‘Oy! Gay boy, lend us five quid!’ came the first, near-lethal blow from the Pygmies’ leader, dangling out of one of the hut windows.

I did my best to quell my nerves, steady my trembling hands, loosen my tense and seizing joints, and somehow managed to counter-attack with an eye-wateringly sharp comeback: ‘No,’ I meekly mumbled, carefully avoiding eye contact.

Ha! That’ll teach ’em!

‘Hey, mate, you a teacher?’ another Pygmy Wank-face asked.

‘He’s not a teacher, you twat!’ laughed the Pygmy leader. ‘He’s a gay-boy from my bus!’

‘Is he gay? Hey, mate, you a shit-stabber?’

Also, I’m fairly certain I was never this homophobic in Year 7, either. Idiots. I didn’t answer. I continued walking, and focused all my energy on not looking scared. I’m guessing I failed because …

‘Why are you so red?’ a gum-chewing Pygmy pig-faced girl asked.

‘’Cos he fancies you!’ the second Pygmy Wank-face laughed.

‘Ergh!’ she protested, spitting her gum at my feet. ‘Sick!’

‘He don’t fancy her!’ the Pygmy leader yelled in an accent known as fake-cockney (or Mockney), which he affected to make himself seem rougher than his middle-class upbringing might suggest. ‘He’s gay, ain’t he! He fancies you!’

‘Euuurrrrrgghhhhhh!’ They all laughed and jeered.

‘That true?’ the gum-chewing Pygmy pig-faced girl asked. ‘You fancy Vince?’

‘Noooo,’ I sighed, wishing it wouldn’t be unacceptable for me to run away.

‘What you hanging around outside our form room for, then?’ she challenged.

I had to show them I wasn’t weak. If they smelled my fear they’d annihilate me. But I also had to remain calm. If they knew they were getting to me they would make this a regular sport, following me around school – like what happened with Evan Holding in the year below (who, thanks to Year 7s, is now known as ‘Granny Shagger’). I chose my response very carefully, and simply shot them a lazy, but highly serious, don’t-mess-with-me glare.

‘Ergh! Did you see that?’ reeled the second Pygmy Wank-face. ‘He looked at me!’

‘What you looking at him for?’

‘Are you a paedophile?!’

‘Someone get Miss Harding. Paedophile on the loose!’

‘Miss! Miss! This man’s looking at Vincent!’

‘He tried to touch him!’

‘And his flies are undone!’

A balled-up piece of paper ricocheted off my ear before I finally made it out into the open. I had cleared the hut. I was safe. I had survived … this time. But I may not be so lucky next time. That’s why I had better make sure there is no next time.

Always take the long route. Always! How could I have been so stupid? I could have died!

From now on, everything I do has to be carefully considered and calculated. I’m the star of a film now. I can’t just go around making stupid mistakes. I need to be the hero. I need to stop trembling before I get into registration. I need something to take my mind off my recent brush with death.

And then I saw her.

And, all of a sudden, my life found focus.

REGISTRATION (WITH ‘HER’)

I’d heard all about ‘her’. She recently moved next door to Tim, and, thanks to his serial-killer-style obsession with ‘her’, I now know exactly what music she listens to, what time of day she showers, what incense she burns in her bedroom and what it smells like on Tim’s pillow when he has left his window open to soak up as much of her as possible.

Yes, she has inspired Tim to be a complete nut-job. He has even started wearing skinny, purple, semi-flared corduroy trousers in an attempt at being as hippy-ish as her, in a hope that it will make her fall instantly in love with him. SKINNY PURPLE CORDUROY FLARES! This is exactly the type of clothing Tim would usually laugh at if he saw it on other people!

So, yes, I knew a lot about her daily habits. But what I didn’t know was her name, what she was doing at our school, or that she really was every bit as hot as Tim had described her to be. And more.

OK, if I’m going to be honest, I didn’t just see ‘her’: I saw ‘her’ and ‘her’. But I have to learn to forget about ‘her’. She’s totally beautiful and everything, but she’s made it clear that nothing can happen between us. There was a time, a few years ago – when we were best friends – that I asked her to hold my balls for me, and then it all went weird and she became really distant. I don’t know why. I’m guessing it’s got something to do with the fact that she’s a girl, and girls are TOTALLY FRICKIN’ MENTAL. (I’m hoping that the girl walking into the sixth-form block with ‘her’ is slightly less mental though, because I totally want to kiss her on the mouth.)

I know this whole ‘I’ve gotta lose my virginity before the end of the film’ is really clichéd and everyone thinks it’s all boys ever think about, and we’re all the same, and it’s, like, the motivation for the characters in almost every teen movie ever made, but seriously, hear me out … Think about it like this: you’ve been waiting your whole life to try this one chocolate bar. You’ve heard all about how amazing this chocolate bar is – it’s REALLY amazing – I mean, people won’t shut up about it, but you’re not legally allowed to eat it (OK, so you’ve come across a few stray bars of this chocolate hanging around from time to time, and one of them might come up to you and say, ‘My mate thinks you’re OK, and wants to know if you want to eat her face,’ but you’re too scared and intimidated, so you use the whole ‘law’ thing as a good excuse for not doing it), but then the day comes and they say, ‘You are now of age. You have our permission to eat the world’s most amazing chocolate. Go forth, and eat to your heart’s content.’ And all of a sudden you’re like, ‘Ummm, all right, but … well … I … what if the chocolate rejects me and laughs at my willy?’

So that’s why I’m taking baby steps. First snog before first shag. It’s just the way of the world. You’ve got to learn to walk before you can run. Or is it learn to crawl before you can walk? Or is it crawl and run? I dunno. It doesn’t matter. You get what I mean.

Anyway, as I walked into the sixth-form common room for registration, I saw ‘her’ (sitting next to ‘her’), and I knew I had to make my next move count. I had to make the perfect first impression. So I did what I do best. I sat in a corner and buried my face in my notebook.

But sooner or later I knew I was going to meet her. I was going to talk to her. I was going to make my ever-lasting first impression.

Unfortunately, it happened a little sooner than I was prepared for.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Everything about this girl made my head hurt. I know the opposite sex is supposed to be difficult to figure out, but she was something else.

Why is she starting our sixth form when we’re so close to leaving school for ever?

Why is she so damn hot?

How does she know ‘her’?

Why am I attracted to someone who is so not my type?

OK, I didn’t actually think I had a type until that last thought. In fact, I’ve actively avoided having a type. It’s hard enough getting a girlfriend as it is, without having to make sure they measure up to any rigorous checklist. And, as each girlfriendless year passes, my standards have lowered, until … I’ve accidentally created a ‘type’ for myself.



MY (accidental) TYPE


		

	1.   
	They mustn’t spend all week bragging about who they shagged at the weekend


	2.
	They mustn’t be better looking than me


	3.
	They mustn’t scare me in any way whatsoever.




Unfortunately, this checklist has limited me to one girl in our sixth form: Mimi ‘Mouse’ Burke. She is very small (like a mouse); she is very shy (like a mouse); and instead of talking she just kind of squeaks (like a mouse). Plus she looks like a mouse. Actually, forget it, she is so mouse-like she actually violates point 3 on the checklist. And this new girl – ‘her’ – definitely violates point 2, which in turn violates point 3 and, even if she doesn’t spend all week talking about it, I imagine a girl like her can get sex on demand.

I know I have no chance with ‘her’ in the slightest. Unless she happens to be one of those weird beautiful girls who are attracted to big freaky losers, or I can manage to trick her into thinking I’m far more impressive than I actually am (not like Superman does to Lois Lane, making her think he’s totally a different person: a mumbling, bumbling, weedy fool instead of the man of steel. Tosser!). No, maybe I’ll still be me, but I’ll just be the best bits of me, and less of the crap bits. The—

‘Jack!’

I looked up. It was ‘her’ (not ‘her’, try to keep up). She was beckoning me over. My time was up.

I’m going in.
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