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Prelude

Friday 1 December 2006

I’m pretty sure I’d already shat myself that night. I say shat myself, but by that stage of a bender it would just be something like water. And I say night, but by day five of rollercoasting – freebasing eight-balls of coke and then taking three or four Rohypnol or diazepam at a time to take the edge off the paranoia and psychosis – day and night had lost all context. A day could be seventy-two hours and the only way I vaguely kept track was by which club night we were at. 

Everything had got out of control – the drugs, the sex, the money – everything. When I was high I would just have guys over all day long, one after the other after the other. It was never messy on the first night, or too bad on the second, to be honest, but by the third or the fourth, things would really have started to fall apart. All my limbs were aching from dehydration and I literally couldn’t move my fingers. I was so emaciated that you could close your hands around my entire waist. I had one tooth left and was in constant pain with my jawbone, which was crumbling away. I’d run out of crystal meth two weeks earlier – the guy that brought it over for me from New York hadn’t managed to bring me more, but by God, I’d done every other drug I could get my hands on.

It was the week after my thirty-ninth birthday, I’d had a party at the Egg Club on the Friday and we’d been on a roll from there. I didn’t need a constant crew – I could find one, put them down and pick another up. I also had no problem bowling up to a club on my own. I’d been at Fabric on the Sunday night and was so dehydrated that I’d been putting petroleum jelly all over my face – round my lips, on my eyelids. I’d rub it all over because everything was just so dry – I was like an Egyptian mummy. I swear I don’t think I drank a glass of water for about eight years. I thought that because I drank Jack Daniels with ice that would do the job. You could pull at my skin and it would stay upright like cardboard. There was a group of people at the bar in Fabric doing sambuca shots. ‘Oi! Give me one of those!’ But the barman wouldn’t give me one, so I reached over and snatched a glass as he lit them, necked it and my whole face caught alight because of the paraffin in the jelly. I ran through the club with my whole fucking face on fire – I burnt my hair and my eyebrows off, and I still didn’t give a fuck. From there, I went on to a pub across the road in Smithfield Market and then to my dealer’s warehouse, did more of everything and rolled around on his floor wrapped in a rug for three days. Pretty standard. 

There were still a few people booking the Tony show, some out of loyalty in the hope that I might manage to keep it together if I knew I had to turn up to a gig, some because they knew that people would turn up to watch the car crash. And so I was sitting in the back room of The Cross club waiting to DJ after nearly a week-long bender. I was a zombie, the lights were out and I was rocking back and forth, wringing my hands and chewing my gums. My friend Edna ran in to tell me that my boyfriend Johnny was there. Our relationship by that point was as turbulent and toxic as they come. I’d cheated on him with pretty much every guy in London and as a result most of our interactions now were physical; there wouldn’t be black eyes but there was so much anger there that I just remember thinking, Christ, I can’t fucking deal with this right now. I was just about holding it together. I’d gone back to the flat earlier in the day and taken his Fake London jeans without asking and thought he was coming to drag them off my legs. I just couldn’t deal with it.

My body froze as he came in, every muscle tensed; the very last reserves of any senses I had were saying I was in for a fight. Johnny stopped and looked me up and down, his eyes full of sadness and a softness I hadn’t seen for a long time. ‘Tony, are you all right?’ he said, and the kindness threw me. Then he said it again: ‘Are you all right?’ 

‘What?’ I mumbled. I felt like the walls were closing in around me, rushing towards me and down on me in waves. 

‘What happened to you, Tony? Where did you go?’ And something broke, deep inside. I started crying, huge, overpowering, chest-heaving, body-shaking sobs, and they wouldn’t stop. 

Please, get me out of here.



   

1.

The Quiet Life

My poor fucking mother. Seriously. I came out of the womb causing drama. She fell down the stairs a month before I was due, was rushed to hospital and I made my entrance into the world feet first, after a respectable twelve-hour labour, at 11am on 25 November 1965. 

From there we went home to 78 Denbigh Street in Pimlico, South London, just a few streets from where I live now, fifty-seven years later. By all accounts the first two years of my life were pretty plain sailing. ‘You were such a good baby,’ my mum likes to say, ‘I even had to wake you up for feeds.’ My mum Dawn was the most glamorous person I knew growing up. When I was born my mum had this huge beehive hair; by the 70s she had a mass of permed curls. She would always dress up, she did her hair every day, she always had her make-up just right and would always wear chic clothes and would always be in fashion. She loved all of that stuff. 

When I was two I went into hospital with a collapsed lung and stayed there for two weeks. ‘Oh, you loved the attention you got on that ward,’ my mum says, ‘you had them wrapped around your little finger.’ After that, the London air was deemed too dirty for me so I was sent to stay with my Nanny Surman – my mum’s mum – in Kent for six months. She was a headmistress and was absolutely fucking terrifying, but I remember loving having her all to myself. ‘I think that’s when your personality really started to develop,’ my mum says now. ‘You were like a different child when you came back.’ Now, looking back, I kind of think that’s where the monster was born. 

‘Take. Him. Back.’ These were my first words when I met my little brother Dean, who arrived next. Talk about a fucking welcome. Because my mum didn’t have just me to deal with, there were three of us, with exactly four years between each one. Me, Dean and my older brother Kevin, and we were a lot for anyone to deal with. Dean had a strangulated hernia of the testicles when he was born and was taken back into hospital a few days later. I thought they’d actually done what I’d asked and taken him back. I was thrilled. Sadly, he was back within a week. Little fucker. I was terrible, though, I used to move the pram when he was sleeping and put it under the phone that was plugged into the wall and wait for it to ring and wake him up. He would start screaming and then my mum would shout: ‘What the hell are you doing putting him there?’ ‘He likes it,’ I’d say, looking as angelic as possible. 

It was a pretty normal childhood. We lived on an estate in Battersea, but it was a nice, new estate, I can’t ever remember having to go without. My mum worked on the Buckingham Palace estate as a cleaner and then went on to become a supervisor at the palace itself. I remember thinking what she did was quite cool – she definitely thought it was glamorous. My dad Michael was a plumber and had his own business. He was a huge, terrifying man. Six foot one, and built like a brick shit house, he had hands like spades and fingers like bananas, and he wasn’t afraid to use force when it came to us boys. He was so strict. Now I realise he just came from a different time – his dad was a sergeant major with the Scots Guards and that’s just how he’d been brought up. My dad was the first person to have a satellite dish on our estate. He was ‘Top-of-the-range Mike’. Everything would have to be the best, but he worked hard and he wanted nice things. That’s just how he was. We always had a good stereo in the house and I remember we’d wake up on a Sunday morning to him playing Roy Orbison, Elvis, the Royal Teens, Jim Reeves. One of the first things I can remember is music being on in the house, and my mum dancing around making the lunch. 

I was a total mummy’s boy, right from the start. If I could be by her side then I would be. I was a very snuggly child. She would always wear perfume; I don’t know which one, but she always had an underlying smell of Oil of Ulay, and I remember the jar of it being in the bathroom. We always had pets – we had this big Old English Sheepdog called Worthington who we all loved. There was a lot of love in our house growing up. But even back then, I remember not being able to accept it. Birthdays, for instance, were amazing. Every kid from the estate would be around and my aunts and cousins and all my mum’s friends and their kids – you were the total star of the show for the day. You would have thought I’d have loved that, right? But I couldn’t accept that love. Even then I’d try my best to throw a spanner in the works. It’s a hard thing to explain. My dad had very rigid boundaries, and was really tough with us after my little brother came along, for some reason I felt abandoned and unloved. 

I’d always act up around my birthday. One of my birthday tricks was to start dropping hints of what I wanted six months before the day because I knew my mum would order it from the catalogue and pay for it weekly. Then a few days before my birthday I’d put a notice on my bedroom door saying that I didn’t want that gift anymore – let’s say it was roller skates – and I wanted a new bicycle instead. The notice went something like this: ‘Dear Mum, Dad, Kevin and Dean, just so you know I’ve changed my mind. I no longer want X and now want Y. If you haven’t managed to get it for me by my birthday then you can take it to the poor kids down the street and cancel celebrating at all. I won’t be coming out of my room all day.’ It meant I always got the present I’d asked for originally and the new one too. All children are manipulative but some are better than others. I remember thinking I was fucking A-star. Not a lot has changed on that front, if I’m honest.

Sundays were special. My nan would come round for a Sunday lunch, my dad would go and collect her and we’d all sit around the table and eat a Sunday roast together. Teatime would be tinned salmon and tomato sandwiches with loads of vinegar on, followed by fruit cake. It was family bliss, you couldn’t ask for more. I miss those days and the simplicity of it. 

Weekday dinner times at home were hectic – with three boys we would bicker and fight non-stop. Oh my God, would we. My mum would always cook and we were made to sit at the table and wait while my dad had his served to him in front of the telly – Sunday was the only day he sat with us as a family. My mum made a great toad-in-the-hole and rice pudding. She loved a Vesta curry out of a box on a Saturday night. It was a sort of dried curry with dried rice and you’d add water to it all and cook it. Sounds grim but this was the 70s. I loved them.

My dad was a man of two sides. He was a good-looking man; he was a rocker and had this jet-black quiff all of his life. Like I said, he was six foot one, so with the quiff he was huge, and he was forceful; you didn’t mess with him. If someone started a fight with my dad he’d batter everyone, he wouldn’t stop until he’d won. My little brother is the same; recently some kid sent his daughter a nasty text, so my brother went round, had it out with the dad and then said, ‘Sort your fucking son out.’ That was my dad. On the estate growing up you just did not fuck with Mick Marnoch.

We were all terrified of him – especially on a Saturday night after he’d been in the pub all day. We would have had the day to entertain ourselves and so would be on fine waggish form by the time he got back and would often overstep the mark. We would lock ourselves in the bedroom and hide when we knew we were in trouble but he would punch holes through the door and get the belt out on us. That wasn’t the worst of it, though; it was really bad when my mum got involved. 

They would have gone down to the pub, my dad would have one too many Scotches and they would invite people back to the house. There would be an argument and my dad would carry on drinking, and then my mum would get involved and start nagging him, end up throwing something at him and then my dad would lose his rag. Scotch did not agree with my father, it was the chemical that gave him that mental imbalance. Some people get it with white wine or vodka, my dad got it with Scotch. 

There were never any arguments or any nastiness without Scotch whisky. My dad could drink beer until the cows came home and be fine but add whisky to the mix and it ended badly; a row would escalate to boiling point and then he would lash out. More than once I had to take my mum to the hospital to have her stomach pumped after she’d taken an overdose when they’d had a fight. I remember another time her saying she was going to do it and giving me all her jewellery. I would have been about nine or ten. It’s a really traumatic thing for a kid to witness. I’d have to call my dad and tell him that my mum was in hospital and he’d rush over and they’d make up. But for all their faults, they loved each other. No one stays together for forty years without really loving each other. My dad looked after my mum, there was a respect there, and in return my mum looked after my dad. She loved to cook and keep the house together for him, and he loved to buy gifts in return; she always wanted shoes and bags and she had no problem with him buying her a bit of jewellery. 

My brothers and I were terrors growing up and to keep the three of us in check took a lot of force. All of us were off-the-scale ADHD. I’ve never been tested but I’m sure I’ve got it, and the same with dyslexia. My attention span is terrible – one minute I’ll be able to focus and the next minute I’m onto something else. 

My older brother Kevin was in trouble from as young as I can remember – first it was nicking from the local shop, then it moved on to stealing from the toy shop. I remember my granddad piling everything Kevin had stolen up in the garden and setting fire to it while we watched – I’m not really sure what that was meant to teach us. And that was just the start of the problems with Kevin. 

Even as a young child, I was always in trouble, too. We’d have to take it in turns to have new school shoes, but I’d go out and wreck mine on purpose so that I could get a new pair again. But it was Kevin who was the real problem child. After being kicked out of school he started getting into trouble with the police, being brought home by them after being arrested for burglary or nicking cars. He was sent away for stays in youth detention centres. Later, he moved on to other enterprises, but we lived on a council estate and everyone was on the make. I mean, it was a very modern estate, and these days the houses are probably worth over a million, but it was still a South London estate, and if there was trouble my brother would find it. He’d have stolen from his gran if he could. So he’d be in and out of detention centres or sent away to a special boarding school for juvenile delinquents. 

I remember it ripping my mother’s heart out. She would take me with her to see him in Borstal. I’d make such a big deal about going to visit him, the gay little brother going to see his big brother in prison. I had these early homoerotic fantasies about visiting him and seeing all these boys, but the nearest I got to any fingers was a Kit Kat. I remember it breaking my mum’s heart seeing him there, she would be so upset all the way home but would keep it in and be very quiet. My mum never really cried about the big things in life, always the silly things, like not being able to find a shoe … 

I saw it as Kevin getting all the attention from her. My younger brother Dean was my dad’s favourite, so he got all the attention there. I would just have to get it where I could. And I did. 

These days I think you’d call it middle-child syndrome – I wouldn’t exactly be naughty on purpose but there was always something going on which I could use to cause drama. Growing up where I did, you learned to look after yourself. You had a ranking and you knew how to defend it. My dad loved us, he was very proud of us and if there was trouble with other kids on the estate he would make us go outside onto the street and fight them. I got my feistiness and mouthiness from my mum. But my dad taught us how to fight and how to stand up for ourselves. He taught us how to pick up a brick, or the nearest thing, and whack someone with it. He would never let you back down, he saw that as weakness and would never allow it. I remember the headmaster caning me, Kevin and Dean at school and my dad marching down there, pinning the head against a wall, and having to be held back from beating him up. We would all have been thrown out if my mum hadn’t gone and begged them to keep us there. I think she was horrified at the thought of the three of us being stuck at home and her having to look after us 24/7. It was all very dramatic. Everyone on the estate was talking about it for weeks afterwards. But it was clear: my dad could use force to punish his sons, but God forbid anyone else who tried to come near them. 

My mum developed breast cancer when I was about seven or eight and, looking back, it really affected me. It was sad and it was awful; even though it was never really mentioned or discussed in front of us, we would hear our parents talking behind closed doors so we knew what was going on. It changed our home life. My mum would be ill, on the sofa under a duvet watching the TV, struggling to keep up appearances, while my dad would be drinking because he couldn’t cope with seeing her that way. I just remember thinking that my mum was such a hypochondriac and being annoyed that she was always ill. Perhaps I didn’t want to believe it, and so it was easier to blame her. In the end, Dean and I were sent back to Nanny Surman’s in Kent. I can’t remember if I ever thought she would die or not, but I missed her a lot. Nanny Surman wouldn’t touch Kevin so he went to our other grandparents in Farnborough while my mum went into hospital to have the cancer removed, along with half her stomach, and have treatment. 

I was always drawn to drama – and insanity – from as young as I can remember. When I was about five or six my mum took me to visit my great-nan in a nursing home on the King’s Road. She had dementia and was just totally batshit crazy. She would have half-eaten sandwiches in her handbag and I thought she was absolutely amazing. On the way back from visiting, we’d go into Tiger Tiger, a posh toy shop on the way home, and I’d get a present as a reward for going along to see her. Maybe in a way a connection was made in my head between craziness and rewards. 

One particular family friend would come over to the house for birthdays, Christmas and Easter. She was a complete alcoholic and, like most, would go through different stages throughout the night. She would arrive charming and fun, grow to be the life and soul of the party, then pick a fight with someone before being kicked out to sit on the grass by the house throwing empty booze bottles at buses as they drove past. Obviously, I thought she was absolutely brilliant. Like I said, I was drawn to drama and craziness. 

I think it was probably after my mum’s breast cancer that I really started acting up. To begin with it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary – plenty of little kids have an obsession with fire and I would take a match to anything if I could. At first, it was just little fires on the balcony and then I would see what I could set fire to in the house. This culminated in me setting a pair of curtains on fire and nearly burning down the whole place. God, I got a serious beating for that. After that I would start to develop mysterious illnesses. I’d be taken along to the doctor’s with every imaginable ailment under the sun, and from about the age of nine and a half through to twelve I spent two years on crutches due to an unexplained problem with my foot. I mean, what child wants to hobble around on crutches for absolutely no reason? Me, apparently. I was so fucking dedicated to my role, we went to the doctor’s repeatedly and then were referred to the hospital for X-rays. When they couldn’t find anything wrong after several visits they operated on my foot to try and find the source of the problem. Now it seems completely crazy that they couldn’t see it was all a pretence …? 

There were examples of a certain sense of grandeur, too, even from an early age. I hated catching the bus with my mum and refused to stand at the bus stop. When, obviously, this refusal had been ignored and I was forced to board, I’d exclaim at the top of my voice, ‘Do we have to sit here with all these filthy people?’ My poor mother must have been absolutely mortified. There were other examples of this sense of self-importance too – from the age of about four, I would drag everything I could from the living room onto the balcony of the flat we lived in at the time, build myself a makeshift stage and perform drag shows for the neighbours. I don’t remember there being much of an audience – or, in fact, much of an appetite – for my daily shows, but still I’d put them on. I’d fashion myself in whatever I could find and generally make as much commotion as possible from my little DIY stage. It was around this time that I had a little red mini car that I’d been given for my birthday – the type with pedals that you could drive around in. My God, I loved that car so much. I’d take it down to the kerb every morning and leave it in what I considered to be my parking spot, which obviously took up a space for someone who had an actual real car in need of an actual parking spot. But God forbid anyone should try to move it. I’d march up and down the street questioning any witnesses as if there had been a murder, then when I discovered the culprit I’d think nothing of rocking up to their front door and giving them a piece of my mind on car parking etiquette. I can’t remember the number of times our bell would go and it would be a neighbour telling my mum I’d been kicking off again. I don’t remember it as trying to be naughty, or obnoxious – I just remember feeling as if I didn’t always belong there in that house, with those people. A lot of it felt alien to me. 

When I hit my early teens I would get cabs back from town and leave them running outside the house, making my mum go out and pay for it. When she’d tell me off for getting taxis I’d just say, ‘Well, you want me to be safe, don’t you?’ That kind of summed up my entire attitude at the time. Again, I say … my poor fucking mother.

As well as drama at home, I tended to seek it out at school, too. I went to a little infant school called Falconbrook and loved it. I was in the school talent show there and dressed up as a girl even then. I mimed along to the song ‘Long-Haired Lover from Liverpool’ wearing my mum’s sparkly top and tights. For the Queen’s Silver Jubilee in 1977, there was a fancy-dress competition on my street. I dressed up in a purple leotard, silver strappy sandals with a kitten heel, and a blue satin sash, so there went any chances of fitting in. My dad didn’t want me to do it. He didn’t have a problem with who I was, or with me dressing up, he just didn’t want me to make life hard for myself, to get into trouble with the other kids. I didn’t even get the first fucking prize for my efforts because the judges thought I was a girl, rather than a boy in drag. 

I remember going for the interview for high school, walking around and deciding that this was where I wanted to be. I made a big display of telling the headmistress that I loved reading, that I’d read all of the Born Free books, how I was obsessed with Elsa the lion and wanted to visit Africa. I wanted to impress her, and I did. I got in based on that, my brief turn as an angel child. The charade didn’t last too long. Fast-forward a few years and I was camp as Christmas with waist-long wet-look permed hair. I wasn’t trying to please anyone.

As a camp young thing who had a habit of drawing attention to himself, I needed protection, and so I became friends with the very roughest girls in the school. These girls were like a pack of wolves – the toughest, meanest and scariest kids in class unless you were their mate, and then they defended you like lionesses. My best mate was always in trouble with the police. I remember us sitting outside the headmaster’s office having been banned from our French class when we had taken it upon ourselves to send the teacher death threats, as you do. Real letters, signed by us. We wanted her to know who was winding her up. When I was still allowed into the classroom, I became the class clown. I wanted everyone to like me so made the decision that I would be the loudest, funniest one who caused all the trouble, then at least the ones who didn’t like me would be scared of me. Pretty simple plan.

This culminated in me attempting to seduce a teacher at the age of fifteen. I was so full-on, but by that point I had been abused by a man at the local youth group – I’ll come to that later – and had started going out on the gay scene and to Heaven night club – I’ll come to that too – and had spotted my teacher there. I really fancied him. I would stay late in class, linger around the classroom, helping, and I instigated the whole thing. I remember putting the chairs away and kissing him. He was very ‘No, no, this can’t happen’ and asked to speak to me after school. He told me, ‘I’m a grown man, you’re a child – this cannot happen.’ But I had this big-dick energy and I thought I could have whatever I wanted. I threatened that if he didn’t do what I wanted I would tell everyone that he had anyway. I used to threaten to disclose that he was gay to everyone. Now I look back, it’s crazy that it ever happened. Long story short, he ended up giving me a blow job and as I was leaning against the window, it opened and I fell out and everyone at school saw me with my pants down. My mum was called into school and it was agreed by all that it would be best if I didn’t go back, so that was the end of my schooling. My mum thought it wise not to tell my father, for obvious reasons, and so every day I would get dressed in my uniform, leave for school, and hang around on the estate instead, or head down to the King’s Road.

And so, expelled from school, I spent most of my time hanging out with the older kids from the estate. Evenings were normally spent hanging out on The Wall, which was, quite literally the wall on the corner on the patch of grass on the estate. But we all used to spend our free time there, the whole gang. There were probably about twenty or thirty of us in total. We did what teenagers do, a bit of underage drinking and some small-time tinkering and thievery. I still hung out with the tough girls from school. Most of them had started to have babies, which were dumped on my mum while we went about the all-consuming business of being teenagers.

We were terrors but in quite an innocent way really, we were never malevolent. (Okay, apart from the death threats.) Admittedly, we built up to stealing cars and breaking shop windows, but there was a general rule that you didn’t steal from your own. The only time I ever got into trouble with the police growing up was when I was eleven and managed to cause a ruckus with some local football supporters. God knows what it was about, and I can’t even remember what I said, but whatever it was, I’m sure it would have been delivered with full velocity, and whatever came out of my mouth was enough for the police to take me home for my own safety. They thought I was about to be lynched, and I probably was. 

One of the ongoing sagas from my childhood was the power struggle for the biggest bedroom. As anyone who’s grown up with siblings in a three-bed semi will testify, the struggle is real. For as long as I remember, I’d been trying to get a room of my own, having had to share with Dean for most of our childhood, and there was no fucking way I was sharing with Kevin the Antichrist. In the end, after years of wearing the whole family down with various schemes, tantrums and threats, I was granted sole occupation of the box room. I was delighted, but it was short-lived. Kevin had got into trouble with the police – again – and was sent away to a youth detention centre. Permanently. I’m not sure that concerned me too much, to be honest – the biggest drama as far as I could see was that this meant Dean got the big bedroom all to himself. I was apoplectic. Things were going to have to change. I tried all my normal schemes – tantrums, bribes and general family abuse – but for possibly the first time in my life my mum stuck to her word and didn’t fold under my constant pressure. I’d caused so much trouble getting the box room, she said that was where I would have to stay. Somebody – Dean – would have to pay.

I only had to harbour this grudge for about a decade before fate delivered revenge into my hands. Dean, then a young teen, had been up on Clapham Common with mates, and my mum found a bag of E’s in his pockets when she was clearing up the floor of our rooms to do the laundry – something she did well into our teens and twenties. When she pointed them out to him he told her they were headache pills, and she popped the bag to one side in the kitchen. He fully planned to grab them as soon as he had the chance but before that, my mum came down with a migraine. ‘Dean, I took one of your pills for my head,’ she shouted up the stairs. He shat himself and ran out of the house.

In the end, my mum just had to go and lie down but not before she did a turn as a demented show pony. Her eyes were rolling in her head, she was pacing up and down and her mouth was like a typewriter. I dobbed Dean in as fast as I could. My dad was not impressed and swiftly followed him out of the house and collared him in the pub. Later on, when I started going out properly, my mum used to find coke in my pockets and I’d blame it on Boy George. Every time she found a bag of E’s, I’d just say that I’d taken them off him because he was too high. My mum and dad absolutely loved George. He used to come round to the house all the time and would be on his best behaviour, like butter wouldn’t melt. My dad loved Steve Strange too. He used to come round selling dodgy goods. He lived down the road and would go out with ‘found’ credit cards, buy a load of electric goods and then bring them round your house for you to buy. Like I said, you didn’t steal from your own, but if it had fallen off the back of a lorry then that was absolutely fine. 

And that leads us to me bursting fur-clad from the closet, ready for my baptism of fire on one of the most exciting social scenes on the planet.




 

 

 

THINGS I LEARNED FROM SCHOOL

Nothing, I never fucking went.

I learned that I’m not the academic type.

That I was a really great escapologist.

I learned that I had a real talent for drama.

That turning up to your first day at secondary school with waist-length black tight-curled permed wet-look gelled hair is not the best way to start.

I learned survival skills. If you ever fear for your safety, always make friends with the meanest, hardest bitches you can. No one will mess with you. 

I learned where the back door was, where the smoking area was, and when to avoid people. 

I learned to always be the loudest person in the room. 

That it’s not acceptable to hit someone over the head with a cricket bat when they bowl you out.

When you’re not quite ready to come out, then it’s not the best idea to ask to appear in the school play in full drag.

That I don’t like uniforms.



   

2.

The King’s Road

To this day, Siouxsie Sioux is the only person to have ever had the balls to slap me right across the face. We were in the Limelight Club – me, Boy George and my friend Richard Habberley – and she whacked me full-on, three claws scraping across my face. I was so outraged that I was speechless, and believe me, that rarely happens.

It wasn’t unprovoked – but it wasn’t the worst stunt I’d ever pulled either. By far. We’d turned up at the club and it was like the night of a thousand fucking Siouxsie Siouxs. Christ, at that time everyone looked like her. The same blackbird’s-nest hair, the same make-up – a pencilled-in eyebrow, a red lip and a load of black eyeliner and eyeshadow – and the same clothes … everything. I took it upon myself to tell this girl that I was standing next to that she looked like shit and asked why she was such a pathetic try-hard dressing like Siouxsie? I continued to tell her that the real one was fucking terrible and didn’t have an ounce of style. Naturally, I hadn’t realised she was the real Siouxsie, and so there you go – I got slapped. I have a vague memory that Vivienne Westwood nearly punched me on the same night, so I must have been really asking for it. 

It was the beginning of the 80s and I was making a name for myself as one of the most obnoxious and arrogant fuckers on the scene. And, whatever you thought of my methods, I was gaining notoriety, and that was something. I can’t remember the number of times Boy George or one of my other mates would be taken to one side and told that I was out of control and to have a word with me, but they didn’t have any control over me either. I had decided that my USP was to be the loudest, most obnoxious person in the room, so that’s what I set about being.

My crew at that time mainly revolved around Boy George, who I’d nicknamed Gina, we’d never fucking call him Boy George, and Richard, and our lives ricocheted between the King’s Road and Soho. The King’s Road scene at the time was everything, a Mecca for anyone creative or different, and Soho had so many clubs that we had somewhere to go every night of the week. The 80s was an incredible decade to be in London, and it spawned so many amazing people. It was such a creative time and tribe mentality was really coming into play. People were dressing up, New Romanticism was ending and everyone was into Westwood and Gaultier. There was a gang that wore head-to-toe Yohji Yamamoto and a gang that wore Versace. What you wore was everything. 

You had to have a look to be seen and to back up that look you had to have a voice and be heard. The difference between now and then is that you had an audience that was real, not virtual. Now, kids might put on a look in their bedroom, take a picture, put it up on Instagram and TikTok and let technology do the rest. They can reach millions of people without even leaving their room while they scroll through to see what their peers are wearing and doing. But the King’s Road was our social media – you went there to be seen and everyone would walk up and down the road all day long. It was the Facebook of our time. People would stop you and take photographs of you and it was a hub of activity. On a Saturday it would take you two hours to walk down the road and back, it was so packed. 

My own induction to the King’s Road was at fifteen when I managed to get a Saturday job at the NHS newsagent’s. I was this chavvy, chubby thing with a second-hand Del Boy sheepskin coat and a big mouth. It didn’t take long for me to get the measure of things and instigate a dramatic image overhaul. First of all, I worked out you needed clothes, and to get the clothes you needed cash. So I started nicking from the newsagent’s. It was a simple set-up – I would put cigarettes out with the rubbish, go back for the bag after closing and then take them around the pubs
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