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			Dedication

			There are so many people I would like to dedicate this book to, which is a very lucky position to be in. Three of those people have changed my life in the best way possible.

			To my Theodore, Gigi and Otto.

			My world, this is for you. Now listen to Mama when I say please don’t read this …

		

		
			Irish–English Dictionary

			bogger – what Dublin people call anyone not from Dublin (technically boggers are only from the Midlands)

			c’mere to me – wait till I tell you

			cop on – get a grip

			craic – fun

			cray – crazy

			deadly – brilliant

			deranged – drunk out of your mind

			devo – devastated

			dope – idiot

			Fionnuala – girl’s name but also slang for vagina

			gas – funny

			gee – vagina

			ginge – redhead

			go and shite – piss off

			gob – mouth

			gobshite – idiot

			grand – fine/good/okay

			in bits – most definitely not at your best

			knob – dickhead

			leg it – run

			loaded – rolling in it

			messer – someone who fools around

			minger/minging – not good-looking

			press – cupboard

			ride (n.) – very good-looking person

			ride (v.) – to copulate with

			runners – trainers

			scaldy – rotten/gross

			scarlation – much embarrassment

			scarlet – embarrassed

			scarlet for you – embarrassed for someone else

			scarlet for your Ma – mortified for your mother for having you

			session/‘sesh’ – party

			shite – shit

			slapper – a sexual enthusiast

			sound pl. sounders – people that are easy to get on with

			stop the lights – no way!

			(to go) spare – lose it in a rage

			total sounders – top shelf sounders

			yer man – him

			yer one – her

			yoke – thing, also an ecstasy tablet

			you’re grand – no thanks

		

		
			Let’s Go

			Big Mouth is the perfect name for my book. As much as I would like to be known for my amazing brain, I believe I am truly known for the size of my gob. I also love all things that are done orally – eating, talking and a few other bits I would rather keep private. Ah fuck it, I’ll tell you: I enjoy catching food that people throw at my mouth because it’s as big as a goal and they never miss. My mouth is my medium and I’d be lost without it and all it does for me, but it has often gotten me into trouble (mainly during my school days). Back then it was a mammoth task to try to get me to shut up; thinking back, I must have really pissed my teachers off. I know I would have found me annoying back in the day.

			When I try to explain to people what this book is about, I find myself too embarrassed to say ‘autobiography’ because I don’t feel like it is that kind of a book. To me it’s a collection of stories – a lot of which include me! In general I don’t read a lot of autobiographies; the only ones I read are usually written by comedians. The honesty that spills out of them is amazing and they’re funny, which I like in a book. I’ve tried to do that here: be very honest, poke some fun at myself and go off on a few tangents. I’m like that in real life so why not in a book?

			Nobody’s more shocked than me that I am sitting here writing a collection of stories from my life. There’s a lot of things I hope to achieve, but up till now I’d never considered writing a book with me as the central character because I don’t know how much more of me people can take. While I don’t have the nerve to think anyone would give a shite about what I have to say, at the same time I did want to write a book that would make people laugh, teach them a little more about me (if they’re interested) and share some of the few things I’ve learned from life. Like everyone else I make mistakes – lots of them – and I like to repeat those mistakes over and over again, until at some point I start to understand and maybe learn a little from them. Mistakes are a very important part of life: we all make them so we need to embrace them and never be ashamed of them. (Well, maybe still a bit ashamed in private – it all depends on how shocking your fuck-up was.)

			Some people think they know a lot about me from social media, but you only really get a little part of what somebody is like from their socials as it’s what they choose to put up, it’s a part of their lives that’s curated. For instance, I don’t like to show anything negative, particularly when it comes to my kids. I don’t want to put anything up online that might embarrass them, like them throwing a wobbler, because it’s not fair. Also, my life is too loud for Instagram – if you came to my house you would probably leave pretty quickly. For me Instagram is a mixture of fun and work and although it lands more on the side of work these days, it’s a great place to be able to create good content.

			Social media wasn’t around when I was growing up, for which I’m forever grateful because my mother couldn’t have handled the amount of cancellations that would have come my way. There tends to be hatred towards posting ad content on Instagram, but at the end of the day people have every right to make a living off it – it’s their job. I hold no ill will towards them because I am one of them. I remember when I hit ten thousand Instagram followers thinking, This is insane. The whole thing is so odd when you think about it: wanting to see what people are doing and then endlessly comparing ourselves to them, aspiring to these distorted realities.

			While my Instagram feed is full of all the fun things that I do, in reality I am a part of the dull club, the club for people who find being interesting a burden. I read an article about this and it really resonated with me because I think my idea of fun is very different to other people’s. In fact, my life could be classed as boring, which suits me fine. You might assume from the content I share on my Instagram that I live a very busy, interesting life – which at times I do – but mostly it’s very chilled and family-oriented. This is where I feel at my most comfortable. That’s not to say my life is completely normal. I think we’re all a little bit (or a lot) weird but spend most of our time trying to put the crazy on ice and hide the mad thoughts that constantly run through our minds. (Well, that’s what I do anyway.)

			In this book I intend to defrost my crazy quite a bit. After reading all about it you might well end up thinking you’re a lot more normal than I am. It’s rare that you will ever catch me doing just one thing (I’m even eating grapes as I write this) because I’m incapable of focusing on a single task. I try to make a real effort when I am out and about to not always have something in my ears. When I was in New York doing a podcast show I forced myself to leave my AirPods at the hotel because a) I didn’t want to be hit by traffic and b) I wanted to be able to enjoy my surroundings instead of hearing Dr Dre rapping about his nuts. I would love to spend a bit of time in someone else’s brain because I do think mine is a little bit broken. There’s always something pretty wild going on in there.

			My brain is non-stop. It just doesn’t have the ability to stop for a single second and I don’t know if that’s a good thing or a bad thing. I often wonder what happens in my brain at night when I’m asleep, some rave no doubt, somewhere like Berghain, an enormous club in the middle of nowhere in Berlin. It opens on a Friday morning and closes on a Monday. The queue is almost two hours long and it’s still the place to be for very intense ravers.

			Back in the day I fancied myself as a bit of a raver for a brief moment and decided I had to go. After queuing for over an hour, half of our group didn’t get in and then we were faced with people who had been partying for days with no sleep. Yes, people do drugs, it’s part of the rave scene, but these people DID DRUGS, and I found the experience, overall, pretty scary. I don’t trust people who are so out of their mind they don’t know what’s going on. They probably can’t trust themselves either if they haven’t slept for forty-eight hours. I’m not trying to sound like I have been so sheltered that I’ve never been around people on drugs – believe me I have – but the intensity of this place was something else. A man started a fight with me on the way to the toilet – he said he was going to stab me and I was inclined to believe him, so we left. Apparently, I got in the way of his dancing, and he did not like that. I’ve heard so many rumours about Berghain, like the man who used to lie in the men’s urinal waiting for men to piss on him. (I never witnessed this myself, but a sight like that might have made the trip worthwhile.) Essentially, all of this is to say, I think my brain is similar to the wild ways of Berghain.

			And there’s the first tangent!

			Although my life is not as private as other people’s, some things will always remain private. I will, however, probably divulge things in this book that I may never have done if I hadn’t written it. Some of the things that have happened to me – particularly in relationships – have been awful, truly heartbreaking times, but I’ll be careful not to name names. I don’t do cheap shots and it’s nice to have a little riddle anyway, figure out who is who. I will admit, though, that I do love reading books where people are willing to throw each other under the bus, but in the grand scheme of things, it is a bit mean. Trust me, there definitely are some people I would like to throw under a bus, use their dishonest behaviour against them, but I can’t do it because I prefer to live my life drama-free as much as possible, and naming names would bring a lot of drama my way.

			What really surprised me about writing this book is how much I enjoyed it. When I write I feel as though I go into my own little world where very little distracts me. It’s the only time (besides when I’m sleeping) that my phone isn’t even a thought in my head. It’s as if I’m in a weird trance when I write; it’s the closest thing I can get to meditating.

			Every word in this book has been written by me. From the beginning I knew I wanted the book to be totally in my voice and to put everything I felt was needed within its pages. I want this to be a ‘know what you’re going to get’ kind of book. You shouldn’t need to call the consumer rights bureau or wherever the complaints go because it should do exactly what it says on the tin. As I am the tin, writing every word you read was imperative. I want the pages to sound like I’m talking to you, and like I’ve put my heart, soul, blood, sweat (actually … no, gross, cross that off) and tears into it. Some of the writing process was quite heavy so I had to take little breaks from reliving my old life, but even the hard chapters felt like a learning process. (It slightly feels like I’m verging on eulogy grounds here …)

			My God. I just got a hideous pang of guilt thinking of the one eulogy I’ve had to give in my lifetime – my dad’s. (My family is of huge importance to me and their impact will be very visible in this book.) My sister Amber and I had written half a eulogy each for his funeral and were sitting in the church front row. When the priest called our names to go up to the altar, Amber just kept repeating ‘No, no, no’ – that little bitch wouldn’t go up and I had to read the eulogy on my own, which really threw me. I hope I did a better job than I think I did and, if not, that Dad was far too busy having fun in heaven to be looking down on us for that bit. A few nights later Amber wrote a poem about him and posted it on Facebook, definitely inebriated. It went like this:

			Today is today.

			Tomorrow is tomorrow.

			But that won’t mildly mask my tears.

			When I read this I was also quite drunk and nearly choked on my Vodka Red Bull, I was laughing so much – I knew Amber would be scarlet the next day. Every year on my dad’s anniversary it still comes up on Facebook and we have a great laugh about it. No offence, Amber, but I hope I make a better stab at writing this. Okay. Here we go. Thanks for joining me on the ride.

		

		
			Chapter One

			Look At Me

			While I like pretending I only grew up in Howth, County Dublin, I did spend the first seven years of my life in Portmarnock and then Sutton (both VERY near Howth). Once I moved to Howth, though, that was it for me; I’ve never left it for too long and it’s still where I call home. It’s an unusual loyalty towards a place that some people (my husband Spencer) might not be as enthralled with as I am. How can I explain Howth to you and do her justice? First and foremost she is a peninsula who clings very lightly to Dublin because, actually, she wouldn’t mind being on her own. To reach her you drive through Sutton and I’m sorry to all the Sutton Buttons out there, but sure you know yourself, you’re not a patch on Mrs H!

			If you don’t believe me that Howth is gorgeous, I’ll have to take you out for a spin and show you around properly. Now, when we drive into Howth, please let me apologise for the eyesore of apartments against the skyline (total shocker) – how they got planning we will never know, but there’s not much we can do about that now. Once we drive by them, we’ll reach three gorgeous piers. We might run all three of them, or walk, whatever takes your fancy. It’s around 5k (the perfect distance), starting from the east pier, down the middle pier and ending on the third pier, where we can have a prawn curry at one of my favourite restaurants. Sammy the seal, one of Howth’s most famous residents, will definitely be waiting for us up at his spot, bobbing away in the water. If the weather was better Howth would be the most magnificent place in the world, but even when the weather is appalling I still feel at my most relaxed there.

			The best thing about Howth – besides the people – are the cliff walks; you can walk for hours just staring out at the sea. There’s a great spot to go swimming and a couple of spots where you can jump from a height into the sea. We used to spend summers at the jumps, doing backflips into the water (I never backflipped but jumping was just as scary). As relaxing a place as it is, equally you will always find someone to go out with if you want to. The restaurants in Howth are stunning, the staff are sound and we have an enormous number of pubs – over twenty for our 8,000 residents. People in Howth go wild, it’s in our bones – we’re great craic if I do say so myself.

			I love going home but I also fear it; when you go back to Howth you get sucked into the vortex. If you go for a drink in Howth, you need to be willing to commit to a twelve-hour bender and don’t expect to remember too much the next day. A lot of boozing is done in Howth, but I like to think we’ve all matured since our teens, when we drank as often as we could get our hands on a drink (which wasn’t as often as it sounds). A lot of planning had to go into a day like that, but it all felt worth it and sure, what else would we have been doing with ourselves?

			Both my parents are from north County Dublin. My mom, Sandra, grew up in Sutton, although if you met her and her sisters you would think the family were from the deepest parts of County Cork with their accents. Maybe that’s why I love Cork so much, because I grew up thinking my mom and aunties were from there and only pretending to be from Dublin so nobody would call them boggers. My mom has always been glamorous, chic and ladylike, a very well turned-out woman, who I have rarely – if ever – seen in a tracksuit. The only time she was spotted in a tracksuit was when she was head to toe in My Therapist Ghosted Me merch.

			She’s such a glamorous woman that God knows where I came from. (I am aware that I probably look well turned-out, but that’s for work. Left to my own devices it’s leggings and jumpers and I live for ‘no make-up’ days.) Neither would I describe myself as chic or ladylike – I am more of a heavy-footed, loud girl. When we were kids my mom worked for Aer Lingus, which was the most glamorous job ever. She really enjoyed working as an air hostess and made great friends for life there.

			My dad, Freddie, was from Skerries, another seaside town. He loved visiting the pubs and restaurants there whenever he could and being around his family. Freddie was the life and soul of the party and loved music; he always had something playing in the house or the car. Apparently, he was very attractive when he was younger, but I still found it devastating when people said how much I looked like him. One of my dad’s favourite pastimes was taking the piss out of people, but he could take as good as he gave, which is important – there’s nothing worse than someone who rips into you but goes mad when you return the favour. All his life he worked as a used-car salesman, but instead of working in the family garage (Annesley Williams) he went his own way and my Uncle Jim took over the garage instead. I don’t know the ins and outs of why, but I think his father was very hard on him and that growing up was more difficult for Freddie than it was for his siblings. My two aunts have hinted at this but wouldn’t dive any deeper because by all accounts it might be quite upsetting to hear. Still, the nosy bitch in me would love to know – if they do ever tell me, I’ll be all ears and then cry my eyes out.

			My dad had been married before my parents met, but it was very short, as in they-got-off-the-plane-from-their-honeymoon-and-had-it-annulled kinda short. At that time divorce wasn’t available in Ireland so in a sense they were very lucky they could get it annulled and go their separate ways. I don’t know what happened for it to be such a short marriage; I doubt it was good, but as far as I know it wasn’t just down to my dad. They had a daughter, who is my half-sister. She’s a lovely girl, but we aren’t close; I did spend some time with her growing up but not too much.

			Can you imagine my mother arriving home from the hospital in 1985 and introducing her new baby Vogue? It’s an insane name, tacky if you will. Great for a magazine or a song but it doesn’t work on a person, at least not in my opinion. Imagine when I’m a granny sitting reading my filthy sex novels and eating cake, being introduced to people as Granny Vogue? It’ll be strange enough. Another annoying thing about my name is that it’s impossible to take a nickname from Vogue, which bothers me. I’m now affectionately known as ‘Voguey’ by my friends and family, but that’s a bit shite and lazy for a nickname, isn’t it? When I was very young I wasn’t bothered by my name although even at five years old I could see people’s faces scrunch up when I said it. By the age of twelve everyone felt it was time to start slagging it and then I started to hate my name and feel embarrassed by it. It didn’t help that everyone thought I had made it up myself. As if. If I was going to make up my name, I would have gone for something like Romy or Gigi or Tiger. Sailor and River used to be on the list too … hmmm … I guess Vogue suits me after all! I’ve only ever met two other Vogues in my life and it’s so nice when that happens, although one of them was a little bold so I didn’t warm to her. Too like me as a child, I thought.

			When I came along, baby number three, my parents already had Frederick and Amber, who were four and two years old. As kids, Frederick and I had a love–hate relationship; everyone called him ‘Fred’ but I wasn’t allowed to and I’m still not. At this stage it feels weird calling him Frederick when no one else does (sometimes I get away with Rico). Rico calls me Fogue because he has a slight lisp and can’t quite handle the V. From day one my sister Amber was and is my very best friend; she is the friend I’ve known the longest and I would do anything for her, as she would me. Some people (Spencer) say you can’t have a sibling as a best friend, but this is my book and I say you can, particularly if you get one as good as Ambi. (The only reason Spencer claims a sibling can’t be a best friend is because he likes me to say he’s my best friend. He is one of them, but while there’s nothing Amber could do to lose her best friend status, there’s quite a lot Spenno could do to lose his.)

			Because there are so few photos of me growing up, for a long time I was convinced I was the forgotten child of the family, but recently my mom whacked a load over to me, so I did exist. Then, when my daughter Gigi was born, I asked my mom what I was like as a child and she said, ‘How would I know?’ Okay. Think I remember you being there, Sandy, but whatevs! She thought I had completely lost my mind when I asked her what time I was born – which I thought was really shitty of her – but guess who can’t remember what time their children were born? ME! My mom worked and did as much as she could for us, but I do think there are more expectations of mothers than there are of fathers. For instance, I expect my mother to know every last detail of my upbringing, even though she was working hard to provide and look after us. One time I asked her if she ever experienced mom guilt and she replied: ‘Why would I?’ How I wish I had that great attitude.

			You’re going to have to hear me out now because I know you’ll call bullshit, but when I was very young I used to be quite shy and hated being in photos. My dad was always taking pictures of us, but I’d hide behind his leg crying and not wanting to get in. It wasn’t until about the age of five that I became a massive attention-seeker; now I even smile at the speed cameras, can’t get enough. It possibly had something to do with events going on in my life at that time (my parents were separating), but it certainly wasn’t because I was lacking attention at home. Being the youngest I could do no wrong in my dad’s eyes and I had him wrapped around my little finger. I was his favourite but, you know, I was a sound kid, so what can I say? My siblings know I was his favourite, so it won’t be a surprise to them to read it here. Everyone thinks it’s an awful thing to say you have a favourite child, but I completely disagree. I love all of my children deeply, but I will always favour one on any given day and it goes back and forth depending on their behaviour and I think it was the same with my parents.

			My attention-seeking started out innocently enough. I’d put plasters on my forehead and cycle around our area waiting for people to ask what had happened. Then it got pretty hardcore. One time I completely faked a sprained ankle, got crutches and everything. I’d limp around on them and then leg it up the stairs when nobody was watching. Essentially, I Munchausen syndrome-ed myself for attention, but then it backfired … badly. Pretending to use an old chair frame as a kind of Zimmer frame for another leg injury I didn’t have, I tried to go up a step in the shed when the bar of the chair hit me in the mouth, knocking out eight of my teeth: the four front top and bottom teeth. My whole mouth was black and blue and I had inflamed gums for so long that everyone sang ‘All I Want for Christmas Is My Two Front Teeth’ to me while I’d be raging and thinking, ‘And all I want is for you to shut the fuck up!’

			By the time I came along, I think my mom was fed up with my dad and I’d say a bit fed up with us kids too. When I was a newborn my dad took me to the pub with the intention of showing me off – Frederick and Amber were probably out playing with the traffic on that particular day. He wandered off into the pub, leaving me outside in my buggy. As luck would have it my mother was driving by (her flight was cancelled so she had the day off work) and spotted me – FURIOUS. Instead of confronting him she took me and left the buggy empty. I don’t think that was a great day for old Freddie. Imagine having to go home and tell your partner you lost the baby?

			I never like to call my dad an alcoholic because he wasn’t someone who woke up and started drinking, but he certainly drank to excess and never had a day off. I find the word ‘alcoholic’ a bit aggressive and ‘fond of the drink’ a nicer term, so let’s stick with that. My dad was fond of the drink. I would like to say here that I love my dad and always will, but I would not have wanted to be married to him. There’s not much of my parents being together that I remember other than a couple of fights. Once when they were fighting I made them toast on a tray with a candle, thinking it would resolve everything.

			When they separated in the early nineties, there was still no divorce in Ireland – and wouldn’t be for another seven years. We had two referendums to try and introduce divorce and just over half the country voted against it the first time round. Can you imagine if we hadn’t had a second referendum? Oh, how different life would be now. Imagine being forced to stay married to someone. People are crazy. I cannot imagine a world where I would choose to tell someone how to live their life – I’m too busy living my own. Imagine all the happily married people sitting on their pedestals of joy telling the rest of us to knuckle down and put up with it? It’s pretty wild to think that I could have been legally forced to stay with my ex-husband.

			We had to live in our house with my mom for a few weeks, then with my dad for a few weeks and then it was up to the judge to decide who we should live with full time. At that time there was a lot of prejudice against marital breakdown in Ireland, from a legal and a social standpoint, and during the court proceedings someone said that Amber and I had been eating cold beans out of a tin at our dad’s house because he wasn’t feeding us properly, which was total bullshit. I already had a grudge against this person, so it was hard to manage my anger! It still really pisses me off and I’ve hated nosy, interfering neighbours ever since. And then one Sunday at mass the priest voiced his opinions on divorces and second marriages; his opinions were less than kind so my mother stood up and told us we were leaving. When we got outside she gave us the choice to go back in, but the thrill of never having to listen to a priest go on about things I had very little interest in was the best news ever. Maybe divorce was in fact a wonderful thing!

			Even though I loved my dad, I didn’t want to live with him. I knew my mother did most of the work looking after us; sure, he was the fun one who always showed up for us, but the practical side of things was down to my mom. Children like routine – it makes them feel secure and my mom ensured that we had that. My dad wouldn’t have been able to have us so I have no idea why he was pushing for that to happen, more than likely it was to piss my mother off. Our dad loved us but knowing that the best place for us was with our mom he shouldn’t have fought so hard. Eventually the judge said that it couldn’t go to court any more, so you can imagine how many times my mom had had to endure court. I could cry writing that, I find it so sad to think of my mom going through that while looking after us three.

			When we were with Dad, we spent a lot of time in the pub. He had a huge number of friends – some I liked very much, others were complete, immature assholes. They would speak to myself and Amber as if we were adults rather than very young children, and slag people off who we were close to, which is not great when you’re five years of age. I remember feeling quite confused when they would say things about my mom that I didn’t like, thinking they were being funny. To get them back I’d go around pouring their drinks out when they weren’t looking. That was a trick I would use on my dad too. My dad would always say ‘this is my last drink’, but it never was. When it got to the third of his ‘last drinks’, I would start getting rid of it.

			By comparison my kids live the greatest existence a child could have: tennis, gymnastics, swimming and park walks fill up our weekends. I won’t be throwing my kids in the boot of the car and driving them to the pub while I hotbox them by smoking Benson & Hedges like our dad did. But look, they were different times back then and we did have an OK time in the pub, but there was no Monkey Music or soft play parties for us. We would play games and collect beer mats and any time he took us to the pub in Skerries we’d spend a fortune at the local carnival. Dad would give us money for the shop too, where I would purchase yet another doll and a sack full of sweets. Since then I’ve never been much of a pub person, and I think it stems from already having spent so much time in them as a kid. It’s a ‘been there done that’ kind of thing.

			Although it was considered new and unusual at the time, I never felt embarrassed by my parents’ separation or felt like the odd one out at school. Most importantly, I never felt like I wanted my parents to get back together; even my very young mind understood they were better apart. That said, I still feel sad when I think about my parents’ divorce – not for me, but for them. It wasn’t the break-up of their marriage itself, but the complications involved in raising children in two different homes. The legal side of the situation was a major nightmare and my mom deserves a medal for the way she navigated her way through it. There is animosity in many families and mine is no different, but it makes me so incredibly sad. I hate it. My dad always loved my mom and I would say he regretted the marriage falling apart. Even years later he would ask me to bring pictures of her over to his house so he could see what she looked like, but the feeling was not mutual. My dad did not treat my mom the way she deserved to be treated and she has despised him ever since. I wasn’t allowed to mention him at home, such was her hatred for him. It certainly made things a lot harder for us growing up, but I can understand it. It must be incredibly hard to have someone that you really dislike in your life for ever.

		

		
			Chapter Two

			Rich Bitch

			My mom was now single and a complete ride so I would imagine she was out having a great time, although my dad and she still went to the same pub to socialise, which must have been awkward. As well as looking after us, she worked two jobs – I admire her so much for this. We didn’t have much money, but I always felt like I had everything I wanted, only occasionally being turned down for a pair of Nike runners (if my brother Frederick had them, I wanted them too). My mother is such a strong person and I will always associate her with strength because she just figured stuff out, got through it and left us pretty untarnished.

			We always had au pairs helping to look after us (an au pair is someone who lives with a family and works for them as well as having their own free time). The first au pair I remember was Katia. She was from Costa Rica and we really liked her. She was also a babe – even today I can remember her face – but she met a man in Ireland, married him and ditched us. She sent us her sister Majella, who was much stricter and let us get away with NOTHING, although we tried to get away with as much as we could. I would refuse to eat my cereal if it went the slightest bit soggy, but Majella would make me sit there until the bowl was empty. Whenever we wanted to have sleepovers she would barter with us: if we went and bought her a white Magnum she would let us have our friends over. Touché, Majella, touché. Strangely enough, now I actually wait for my cereal to go soggy before I eat it.

			In Majella’s defence I can confirm that we were difficult (to say the least), always up to something, very feral and uncontrollable – traits we still possess today. One evening it was lashing rain and the church car park had flooded, which meant it was the perfect time for Amber and me to go swimming in all of our clothes. We loved doing things like that. On that particular occasion a group of slightly older local boys started throwing coins at us, to try and hurt us I assume. We didn’t care and just went around picking them up. Feral. Always on the make. Poor Majella really had her hands full with us two brats.

			As kids Amber and I adored each other, but we battered each other as well, properly kicking the crap out of each other. Sometimes I would grab Amber’s legs and stamp on her vagina, which probably was going a little bit too far. I’ll never ever forget one year when Amber was having a birthday party and I was jealous – because how dare the attention not be on me? She was enjoying her party, as was her right, but I was so jealous I picked up a plank of wood in the garden and whacked her across the face with it. Mom stormed out of the kitchen, pulled down my pants and slapped me on the arse in front of everyone. I never hit Amber with a plank of wood again (still kicked her in the gee though). I have to be honest, Amber and I would be partial to the odd dig even now. It usually involves a few drinks and it is always Amber’s fault. I am an absolute giant and will batter her if she pushes it too far. (I would obviously never do that, but she does enjoy some rugby tackles with a few drinks on her and I just need to remind her that though she might be the boss, I am stronger!)

			Every memory of my childhood involves Amber and how insane we were. I don’t know if everyone was as mad as us growing up. For instance, one of us (not me) was obsessed with having a pink willy and would always go to the shop and ask the local shopkeeper Tony if he would sell us one. Unfortunately, he never had any in stock. We also used to pick up cigarette butts and smoke them, eventually graduating to stealing Dad’s cigs instead. Nothing like smoking a Major cigarette when you’re eight years old. If there was something we were told not to do, chances are we were going to do it
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