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To my loving family—Lesley, Martyn, Josie, and the two other ones




INTRODUCTION

I Might Ruin Your Life, and You’re Very Fucking Welcome

I’m thirty years old, and I have signed five separate divorce papers.

None of them were mine. Don’t worry. I was merely autographing the papers of people whose divorces I’ve caused. They lined up, in the rain, to meet me and thank me for causing their breakup and then asked me to sign the papers as a memento of their lives—which they said I had saved. Like a white Jesus.

If that opening doesn’t get you to buy this book, then honestly, just put it down and fuck off. It’s not for you. I don’t even want you to read it. Have a wonderful life.

Still here? Brilliant. Thanks for the money.

Now, I’d love to tell you that I had caused the divorces by giving these people the best sex of their lives. Fucking their brains out so good and proper that the only logical conclusion they could arrive at was to leave their subpar partners (not to be confused with sub partners—you kinky little shit) and beg me to spend the rest of my life with them. In fact, it’s my book, I will tell you that. That’s what happened. Really, my dick game is so good I caused divorces.

Okay, not really. It wasn’t my dick game. It was my oral game. I verbally convinced these people to break up with their partners. I know, the dick thing is more believable. But this really is true. People watch my stand-up special Jigsaw—streaming worldwide on Netflix—and they decide they have to split with their partners. It’s like The Ring, but for shitty relationships.

At this moment in time, the tally stands at more than 300 divorces, 350 canceled engagements, and more than 120,000 breakups.

“People watched a stand-up special and actually broke up with their life partners?” HAHAHAHAHAHA, I know! Right!? Unreal. And not humbling whatsoever. Any celebrity who says success is humbling is absolutely full of shit, by the way. I’ve been a Z-list celebrity for about twelve months now, and I feel like a fucking god. O. J. Simpson was a scumbag of a human being and what he did was horrific, but I now officially understand why he thought he could get away with it. If you’re famous, people believe you. They think you’re smart. They trust you. They buy your book. Fools.

For the past few years of my life, I’ve had a very untraditional view of love. Some would call it skeptical, pessimistic, and outright offensive. Some—me and at least 120,000 other people—would call it absolutely spot-on. I’ll allow you to arrive at your own conclusions. Despite what Twitter will tell you, you and I are allowed to disagree on matters and still be cool. We cool? We cool.

When I was younger, I was obsessed with the idea of love and marriage. I wanted to have kids (still do) and be married by twenty-one (thank a nonexistent God I amn’t). I was trying to emulate my parents. They met at nineteen, married at twenty-one, and by twenty-five were parents to a future comedian with a love of swearing and an ill-fitting God complex. My parents are in love. Still. To this day. After all these years. They are total nerds.

Oh, they argue and disagree, and I’ll get texts from my mum letting me know my father is a big, rude idiot. And he, well, he just loves her, from what I can see. They bicker, they fight, but I also know for a fact that they fuck like teenagers and I reckon they’re into some proper filth. Let’s leave it at that. My gran might read this. (Though I also happen to have the same suspicions about that randy old tart. You can’t have three kids without loving sex. Unless you’re a devout Catholic. And even then I imagine knowing God is watching, like a cuck, makes it even sexier.)

I’m very aware that many parents do an excellent job of hiding their problems from their kids, keeping up the illusion of a happy marriage just long enough so that the kids get out to university and can deal with their own traumas there, far away, with other emerging alcoholics, druggies, and losers. Maybe my parents are incredible actors. Maybe they’re holding out until my youngest brother goes to university next year. I doubt it. But only time will tell.

This relationship dynamic spans most of my entire family. Both sets of grandparents are not only alive—or they were at the start of writing this book (RIP Grandpa Sloss)—but also still in love with the eighty-year-old version of the twenty-year-old stunner they fell for. Only one separation in a huge family tree. With that example set from childhood, how the hell did I end up the first one not to be married before he turned twenty-five? The only one to show no sign of having kids before he’s thirty? The only one that has had a threesome? Well, probably for the same reason I’m the first one in the family tree not to go to university. Because I’m a fucking idiot.

No. Kidding. It’s because of a plethora of other reasons that I’ll get into over the course of this book. Which is about relationships, by the way. Can’t remember if I mentioned that. And not just about love. Relationships with everyone and everything. I’m nothing if not way too ambitious.

I used to believe in true love and “the One.” But I also used to believe in Santa and Bitcoin. People change. All through school I was desperate to get a girlfriend. I didn’t have a particular girl in mind. Anyone would have done. I just wanted a girlfriend. That’s what people my age had, and girlfriends turned into wives and eventually mothers. Partners were glorified Pokémon, as far as I was concerned. I didn’t need to catch them all. But I definitely needed one. I’d’ve taken a fucking Weedle at that point.

I fell in love every single year during my time at school. I mean, I obviously wasn’t in love with them. But I didn’t know that. I was a twat. A twat filled with new hormones and an impossibly high bar on love. A twat that just wanted to find that other half he’d seen everyone else find. A mimic twat. If you’re reading this—Katherine, Sam, Laura, “other Laura,” Christine, Karen, Nicola, Lynsey, Lisa, Danielle, Rachel, and Rhiannon—I now understand and forgive you for showing me absolutely zero interest. And thank you for putting up with my incredibly awkward displays of affection. (I made one of them a clay hedgehog pencil holder. The fucking state of me.)

None of that put me off, though. My “One” was out there and she definitely lived in the same country as me, so I’d work it out. That’s what fate does, right? Throws your soul mate in front of you and goes, “Hey, dickhead, looking for this?”

Fate, being fate, answered my prayers. Either that or it saw me masturbating myself into a scab and decided not only to throw me a bone but to give the opportunity to bone.fn1

My first real girlfriend was great. I’ll change her name, not because we didn’t end well but just because I need a defense if she doesn’t like how she’s portrayed in this. I can try and claim it was a different first, real girlfriend. In this, we’ll just call her Scarlett Johansson.

I dated Scarlett Johansson for two and a half years. It was exactly as I’d imagined. We were in love, my parents loved her, her parents loved me. (All parents do. Seriously. You have no idea the level of charm I can pull out of my ass when I’m wooing partners’ parents. I’m a godsend.) We holidayed together and we talked about our wedding and argued about kids and all that sort of mythical cultured shit you think being an adult actually entails. She was studying to be a lawyer. I was writing jokes about the length and width of my cock. It’s a wonder we didn’t work out.

Thing is, the comedy started going well. I got a few TV appearances, sold out my Edinburgh Festival run, and was even invited to Australia to do the festivals out there. Scarlett Johansson was one of the first girls ever to show me any interest. That’s why I thought she was “the One”—because she was the only “One” nice enough to date me. But now I was suddenly confident. All those rejections from high school were a thing of the past. There was suddenly a new option that had never existed before—complete and utter sluttery.

I wanted to experience that single life I’d never had. You know, the single life where you have sex? That one. That might sound shallow, and that’s because it was. So was I. I was twenty. I was in comedy. Everyone I knew had had mind-blowing amounts of sex in their lives. I wanted that. I idealized it.

That’s what I think the actual number-one cause of divorce is—curiosity. People who got married too young or didn’t sleep around enough in their youth suddenly thinking, Wow, I bet being single would be great. I’d get to fuck loads and be my own person. And they might be right. But they also might be wrong. I absolutely love being single. And not just because of the sex, but because, at this point in time, I have to think only about myself.

There is nothing wrong with being selfish as long as you’re not selfish every second of every fucking day. Making decisions for the benefit of yourself should not be frowned upon unless it infringes upon the happiness of others. Using that one selfish moment to backstab all your workmates so you get a promotion and then firing them all to absorb their salary is, although baller, still wrong. You’re directly screwing up people’s lives for your own gain.

Deciding that you need time to work out who you are, what you want, and why is something that’s best done by yourself. This might involve a breakup, and your making that decision will almost certainly make your partner sad, and that’s definitely selfish. But here are two important things to remember:

One. You are not responsible for the happiness of other human beings. You are absolutely allowed to do everything within your power to make them happy, and you should. But it is not your fucking job. And if it feels like your job, quit. That’s not a relationship. That’s a job. Fuck that.

Two. Breakups suck. Always. No exceptions. Anyone who said they had a clean breakup is a self-centered psycho with no emotions who wasn’t able to see the hurt in the other person. Even small inconsequential relationships coming to an end can have a huge effect on you, not just the person you’re dumping, even if it’s mutual. I’ve called things off with fuck buddies at times in our lives and there’s always a part of me that goes, “Damn, that person is no longer in my life anymore.” Just because everything wasn’t right doesn’t mean some things weren’t right, so it’s sad. It’s a chapter ending.

Oh, and if you’re reading that and saying, “But we can just stay friends!,” fuck you, you absolute spanner. “We can stay friends” is like having a dog die and your parents telling you “You can still play with it.”fn2

You can absolutely be friends with an ex of yours, but waaaaay later. When you break up with someone you cut every single part of them out of your life. Every. Single. Part. Photos, clothes, pets. Burn ’em all. Get off their fucking Netflix account. Delete them on all forms of social media. Text their mum to never text you again. Punch their gran. I don’t care. Every form of them must be out of your life.

That might sound drastic, but it’s important. Being in a relationship is a beautiful thing. Love is wonderful. Despite what people will tell you about me, I do not hate love. I hate fake love, and the problem is most of you morons can’t tell the difference between real and fake because you’re in a relationship. Just like I don’t know when I’m in one. Love is a chemical imbalance in the brain that has more drastic side effects than drug addiction. You want me to cite evidence for that claim?fn3 Just trust me and beware: Relationships can change you entirely. They almost always do.

You meet someone perfect and great and beautiful and they eat ass, but also your mum loves them, and oh, God, she just kissed your mum on her cheek with her ass-eating mouth, oh, no, your asshole and your mum are now only two degrees of separation and that degree of separation is now talking to Dad, oh, God, maybe Dad eats ass, it might be genetic, who knows, maybe you’re one degree of separation from your mother’s asshole. Oh, God.

(If you’re wondering why I’ve put in so many rimming references, allow me to explain. I’ve never written a book before. I know there are editors and publishers who are going to read through this and give me notes. I’m just curious to see if there is ever a point where one of them emails me saying, “Fewer rimming references,” because I’d frame that fucking email. Downside is maybe they don’t care. Maybe they let it go through. Now it’s a Mexican stand-off. I don’t actually want all these references in there. It makes me look like a pervert. My gran’s gonna read this. She can’t know.)

I digress. You meet this great person who loves you, too. What an idiot! Look at this perfect moron hanging around with an absolute liability like yourself. So you want to be your best self because she’s the best (or he is) and she or he is giving you the best so it’s only fair. Unfortunately, you don’t know how to be great, so you go to this amazing person and you let her/him lead you into becoming a better person.

Sometimes they nail it. And that’s true love and those two nerds stay together, improving each other until one of them dies and the other never recovers emotionally, becomes a shell of her former self, forgets who she is, and rots to death in a nursing home. Too bleak? Phone your gran.

Other times, partners abuse this power. Manipulate it. Use your insecurity against you to make changes you may never recover from. Turn themselves into a deity-like figure from whom you constantly seek approval and validation because they’ve cut you off from the people who loved you before. I’ve been there and it’s really not fun. More on that later—I just want to give you all something to look forward to.

Most of the time, though, you just change each other in little ways. You get them into comic books. They get you into hill-walking. At first by saying things like, “If we get to the top, I’ll go down on you,” but by the tenth time it’s “Did you pack the sandwiches?” They don’t like sports as much so you watch less of them, fully willingly of course. You want to spend more time with this person. But when you’re no longer with this person, all that fucking free time and free personality become available again. You no longer have another half, so you actually now have another half to fill.

Now you can get back into football. Or you can stop climbing blowjob-less mountains. You can start a new hobby. You can eat meat again. You can drink more. You can drink less. You can reconnect with people your other half didn’t have time for. But mostly you can just be you and do what you want to do, and you can keep the changes that they made that you like.

My relationship with Scarlett Johansson was great. I don’t have a single bad word to say about her. She improved me as a human being. She made me happy. Made me confident. And then I was ready to use that happiness and confidence to leave her and go fuck random people like I’d always wanted to.fn4

That breakup sucked dick. And it was mutual as hell. A bit too mutual, if I’m being honest. She cried, but there wasn’t much resistance. I said we should break up. She agreed. We both still cried for ages and it took me a solid twenty weeks/women to recover.

Don’t let the fact that a breakup is going to suck stop you from going through with it. If you want evidence of why that is a bad idea, look at your unhappily married friends and family. I guarantee you they missed the breakup window years ago. Acknowledge the fact that the breakup is going to suck, go through with it, rip that person’s entire world from beneath his feet, watch him crumble, and then go buy yourself a well-earned milkshake and get back in the fucking game.

It’s waaaaay crueler to not dump that person. If you happen to be in a relationship with someone you don’t want to be with, allow me to try and inspire you to get out of it.

If you persist in having relationships that have no future and you don’t dump them, you are a fucking monster. A selfish, cowardly, pathetic monster. Every second you are with them you are taking something valuable away from them and hurting their recovery. There is no future in this. You know this, they don’t. How dare you string them along, make them feel safe, and waste that valuable time that they could use to find someone with a better dick/pussy than you. Someone who actually likes them, unlike you, you coldhearted dead-behind-the-eyes witch.

Hope that helped.

Side note: Never, ever allow someone else to become your other half. Jesus fucking Christ. Have some self-respect. You’re a full-grown biological, statistical anomaly that has cognitive thought standing on a rock that’s hurtling through an infinite universe, could you stop being so fucking basic, please? You are you. They are them. Together you are a couple. If your other half completes you, why on earth didn’t you try to fill that void yourself first? Don’t answer. I’ll tell you. It’s because you’re a fucking twat.

I should point out that this book is going to involve a lot of swearing. Not as much as I had originally wanted—that’s editors for you—but still enough to hurt your delicate American sensibilities. Allow me to explain. I come from a magical part of the world where swearing doesn’t matter too much. It’s called “Bonnie Scotland,” and despite our vast reserves of oil, you have yet to invade it. Thanks, guys.

I understand if you don’t know a lot about us. England has pretended we don’t exist in every election that has ever taken place. We’re weird by your standards and you’re off-the-wall insane by ours. If you buy a laptop in Scotland there is no space bar on the keyboard. It’s just the word fucking. Despite what some people say, I do find swearing to be both “big” and “clever.” My gran always said “Swearing shows a lack of vocabulary.” Does it, bitch tits? As far as I can see, I use at least ten more words than you.

I understand that I swear too much. I get that. Swearing is different where I’m from. Cunt is only an insult some of the time. In Scotland you can be a “good cunt” or a “bad cunt,” but your status as “cunt” is not up for negotiation. My mother calls me that word. Sometimes I forget that it’s a word that offends people because I’m normally surrounded by adults who don’t get upset at specific noises (although my American editor keeps cutting it out of this book, the cunt).

Imagine if other words caused the same visceral reaction from people. You and I are having a lovely conversation in a café. You casually mention the word yogurt in an anecdote and I stop you, mid-sentence, saying I find your use of that word “pathetic.” I’m genuinely upset by your use of the word yogurt. I’ve never said “yogurt.” Not even when I stub my toe. How could you possibly say that? There are children here. Children who now, thanks to me, know a word that gets a reaction. A word that has power because I gave it power. Deep down, the only reason I hate the word yogurt is because I know that everyone calls me a “whiny little yogurt” behind my back.

People that are offended by swearing are the most pathetic breed of human being that has ever stepped foot on this planet. I can’t even call them children. Because children don’t give a shit about swearing. But these people can have their entire day ruined by the use of a word. The uttering of a single syllable can cause these fuckwits to lose their minds, to write letters of complaint. TO OTHER ADULTS!

If I can offend you by swearing, imagine how much I could hurt you if I actually tried. Jesus titty-fucking Christ. I can’t imagine allowing a person to have that much control over me. Hating a word so much that upon hearing it I lash out and become genuinely emotional. Believing that the fact that you even used that word negates every good point you made. People who think like this are not worthy of our attention. They are only worthy of our disdain. So if you fall into that category, I have two things to say to you. One: Well done for making it this far in the book. Two: Fuck off, cunt.

After my relationship with Scarlett Johansson I was single for a very long time. I dabbled, occasionally dipping my toes into the water of relationships. Only to realise I probably didn’t have the skills to survive in them if they were of any meaningful depth. Then after several years of fun I had one relationship that nearly ruined my life until it became the inspiration for my Jigsaw show. I’ve enjoyed being single. And a lot of being single involves looking at people in relationships and, through being outside the cloud of love, realising what utterly stupid fucking morons most of them are.

The arrogance of people in relationships has always annoyed me. Especially when they rub that society-forced neediness down my throat as if I’m the one having a shit time because I didn’t settle for the ninth best thing in my high school. Full offense to everyone who does this, by the way. Happiness should be something that fills you and completes you. Not something to boast about on Instagram or Facebook.

Telling random single people how happy you are in your relationship is like running up to a homeless person and showing them a wad of cash. At least that’s what you think it’s like because you’re an idiot. A lot of the time, what you’re actually holding is Monopoly money. You’re running around the streets of the Internet showing everyone what a fat wad of cash you have and the rest of us are looking, going, “Don’t they realise what they have is entirely fucking worthless?”

But, seeing as you decided to make happiness a competition, allow me to fucking win.

If you’re one of these knobs who spends your entire online presence and social life constantly talking about how great your relationship is in front of your friends who aren’t in relationships, I want you to know this. I want you to know that I know you’re not happy. How do I know? Because I’m happy. And very rarely does the stuff I’m happy about make its way online because I am experiencing it then and there. I don’t talk about how great my friends are online because I tell them to their face. I don’t brag about how well my career is going because I understand that I got my career with a fair bit of luck and a lot of others weren’t afforded the same opportunities I was. I just enjoy my job and try to keep it going. The reason you are typing out how much you love your partner isn’t to convince the world you love them. You are trying to convince yourself. And I see right fucking through you.

Normally, if you are happy for a reason that I find stupid, like you think there is a heaven or that your baby is cute, I would let it go. As long as you’re happy and not hurting anyone, who cares? But you are hurting people. By giving in to this societal conditioning that tells us we all must be with someone no matter the cost, you are lying about the benefits of settling to everyone around you, saying that being in a shit relationship is better than being alone. Somebody who has been alone for a while, struggling with it as we all sometimes do, will now come across your performance piece on Facebook and think, Fuck! Jenna is happy and her boyfriend is a giant fucking asshole. But look how happy she is! Even though he is literally the least interesting person on this entire planet, Jenna is still happy! Damn, maybe I should just do what Jenna did and try and polish whatever turd walks by me next. It must be better than being just me.

I’m not trying to discredit all relationships. I am surrounded by people who have found partners who love them, complement their personality, inspire each other, and laugh with them. That is what we should all strive to achieve. But if you can’t find that, the next step is not “Well, I’ll find someone who has one of those qualities.” It’s wait until the love of your life shows up.

It would be like saying, “Everyone else has a cake, but I only have flour. Well, no time to be picky. I might as well just spoon self-rising flour down my throat to see if that fills me up.”

“How do I know if it’s true love?” Simple. Is your reaction “Oh, my God. She’s so perfect. I love her. I’ve never felt like this before. I can’t go on without this person. I’m so happy I’m in love”? Congratulations! You’re not in love. You’re in love with the idea of love. You’re in lust and I’m gonna laugh at you when this fails. And it will.

I believe love should be the most inconvenient thing in the world. Falling in love should be like, “Are you fucking kidding me? Shit. I was having a swell old time alone, and then this perfect dumbass turned up and now I want to be with her. What an absolute selfish prick this person is to come out of nowhere and make me feel this. Goddamn it. I was having fun. Oh, well.”

My father explained it best, I think. My father always said he would die for us, his family. But he was never happy when he said it. He was never bragging. It wasn’t a boast of his macho-ness. It was an inconvenient fact. I’m a dumbass who smokes too much weed and writes books criticizing relationships about which I have no inside knowledge. In the apocalypse, we’ll need brilliant men like my father to rebuild the world, not men like me. But he’d still die for me. That’s what love is. Utterly illogical. My dad would die for his family. He doesn’t want to. But he would if necessary. Because he can’t imagine a life without us.

I fully expect a bunch of you nerds in relationships to get upset by my views on this. That’s fine. When I tell you my views on other types of relationships, I’m sure a bunch of other nerds will get upset. None of this is based in fact or peer-reviewed studies. They’re just the conclusions I’ve drawn from my own unique experiences, and I’m applying them to your entirely different wealth of experiences. If you think I’m just some bitter single person trying to shit on everyone’s parade, you’re not entirely wrong.

I recommend enjoying this book with a beer/glass of wine/spliff, and a huge pinch of salt. I’m a comedian and my main goal is to make you laugh. I want you to snort out loud on a bus while reading this. I want you to read a line, then run over to your partner and go, “Oh, my God, he’s absolutely nailed Abbie and David in this book! We should get them to read it. Hopefully it’ll break them up.”

I’m going to say a lot of things I don’t mean, and I’m going to mean a lot of things I don’t say. If something winds you up, it’s safe to assume that I meant it as a joke. Unless I specifically state otherwise. If said joke wasn’t for you—fair. This book wasn’t written just for you. I’m just trying to add a little bit of laughter to your day.

If I can make you think as well—brilliant. If I can make you get out of a shitty relationship—even better. But if I upset you? That’s the pinnacle, baby. Your emotions are my Everest. Thank you for letting me conquer them. I’ll stick a flag in your rage and let the world know I inspired genuine anger in a person I haven’t even met. Eggplant emoji, splash emoji, splash emoji, splash emoji.

If you tell me the world is flat, I won’t get mad at you and shout, because I know you’re a fucking moron. My confidence in the fact that the world is round is so strong that whatever bullshit you try and throw at me isn’t going to make me waver. Your point doesn’t sway me, because I know you’re an idiot. But I suspect my opinions do sway you. Some part of them hit home, and that doubt makes you angry because you haven’t doubted any of that before. Or at least admitted that doubt. Who am I to do that? I’ll tell you. I’m the fucking comedian who broke up 120,000 couples, caused 350 weddings to be canceled weeks before they happened, and is now being cited in divorce cases as one of the main causes.

Enjoy the fucking book.
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CHAPTER 1

The Good, the Bad, and the Totally Fucked-up

My mother has a Ph.D. in microbiology, is one of the leading experts in the world on global warming, and spends half her year in UN meetings, calling delegates from every corner of the planet “fucking morons” in a way that they’re not really sure if they’re being called “fucking morons” or not. They are. Both being called “fucking morons” and, I’m assured by Dr. Sloss, inhabiting the description.

To call my father a computer programmer is to do him a disservice. He’s one of the smartest people on the planet (including you, Mum). I don’t know what he studied or even what he does. All I know is he’s a nerd. A serious one. If he hadn’t raised me to be such a loving and caring and selfless and humble human being (with a huge cock), I’d beat him up for his lunch money every morning before he goes to work. He’s been on Robot Warsfn1 multiple times, he’s done animatronics for Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, and I swear to God I once saw the man fix a refrigerator with a fucking hairdryer.

My mother is one of the kindest human beings I know. Apart from her breasts,fn2 she’s all heart. Christmas at my house has always been something out of a clichéd American holiday movie. A huge family sitting around a massive table piled high with food while the grandparents pull Christmas crackersfn3 with the kids. My father talks to one of our neighbors who doesn’t have anyone to spend Christmas with. I do shots with my underage brothers and my friends who have nowhere else to go and so become our family for the day. My mum wants everyone to feel included. She’d much rather have a well-earned glass of wine and hear about your day than argue over something we’re both never going to agree on. She hardly ever raises her voice. But if she does, you’re fucked.

My father is a logical man. A reasonable man. A man of facts. He loves an argument because he is right and you are wrong. And 99 percent of the time that is true. Facts are facts, and opinions based on anything other than facts might as well be based in horseshit. Your emotions do not change statistics. Your gut feeling doesn’t mean shit compared to peer-reviewed studies. Even your experiences don’t really matter when compared to the median. He also taught me the finest lesson on arguing, and I now apply that to my stand-up every day: In an argument, you don’t have to be right, you just have to convince the other person that they’re wrong. That’s a solid win. This isn’t to say my father isn’t a sweetheart. He is gentle, caring, and has never raised his hands to another person in his life. The pussy.

The combined swirling mess of DNA from these two created me. The force of their wildly different personalities raising me since my birth has created a constant war in my head between my insane desire not only to be right but also to make you fully aware of how wrong you are, battling with my, quite frankly, unfair levels of empathy for those who are wrong and who have fucked things up due to their wrongheadedness. This makes for an interesting and constant inner monologue.

I’m not complaining about my parents at all. I love them both dearly. I’m one of those losers who considers his parents among his friends. Unless I was being a piece of shit (which I often was as a teenager), they didn’t treat me like a child. They treated me like a human being. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t an equal, they’re not psychos. But I was definitely above indentured servant. Which is nice.

My mother is, purely and simply, one of the kindest human beings that walks this Earth. If everyone in the world was like my mother, there would be no war and I’d be a sad, sad virgin. She is a phenomenal woman, important to the health of the world, and, in her spare time, happens to be the best mother I could have asked for.

Like a lot of men, I think my father is one of the greatest men that has ever lived. To his very core he is a good human being. I am not even a tenth of the man my father is. When I’m a dad if I can even do half as good a job as my dad has done, then I’ll have overachieved (once again).

I have a strong relationship with my parents. That’s helped shape who I am over the years. Our parents are the first people we develop a substantial relationship with, and how that pans out has an impact on us for the rest of our lives.

It’s why I find other people’s parents fascinating. I love to meet my mates’ parents just so I can try and work out what led to the car crash of a person I’ve chosen as a lifelong friend. Even better is meeting your partner’s parents. What two creatures made and then programmed this thing that I can’t seem to stop thinking about?

Some parents do such incredible jobs that you look at their child and see the perfect amalgamation of both parents fused into one kind, caring, and sensitive human being. Some parents do a total shit job, but miraculously they somehow create that same type of caring human being. Instead of having two parents who teach you right and wrong through positive examples, people arrive at the same point by fighting to be the opposite of their life-givers.

I fall into a different category, I think. I’m a decent human being, but
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