
too much about and rock stars I
should’ve grown out of idolising. 

My addiction reached its nadir on
our last caravan jaunt. Sandra
took My Cousin Rachel by
Daphne Du Maurier. I, on the
other hand, took My Story, the
autobiography by Manchester
United star Paul Scholes. 
As we sat in silence, I found
myself unable to make it
past the foreword of Scholesy’s
tome. No offence to the Old Trafford
playmaker who can open a tin of peas
with his right peg, but I felt like I’d been
here so many times before. 

Instead, my eyes were drawn to
Sandra, lying on the other side of the

...feeding an insatiable appetite for books about

rock stars I should’ve grown out of idolising“ ”

SANDRA GAVE up booze for Lent and,
thus far, is doing rather well. Other than
a couple of glasses of Mateus Rosé on
her birthday, she hasn’t touched a drop. 

However, thanks to an unswerving
lack of willpower, I didn’t give up
anything. A couple of years ago, you
may remember me agreeing to abstain
from wearing fleece tops. I managed 
to stay ‘clean’ for about six months, 
but one night it got a bit chilly as we 
sat around the fire pit in the garden, 
and I couldn’t resist pulling on a dirty
mustard-coloured fleece.

Immediately, the cocoon of fluffy
warmth and comfort reminded me just
what I’d been missing. Yet, the look of
withering contempt from Sandra and
our guests, wrapped up as they were in

classic Barbour and North Face jackets,
left me feeling like a social outcast. 

Between them, Sandra and her
friend Angie wrenched the thing off me
and threw it on the fire pit. Tough love is
a bitter pill to swallow, but it worked; 
I haven’t felt the need for a dirty
mustard-coloured fix in over a year. 

So, while I refuse to put unnecessary
pressure on myself by giving things up
in totality for Lent, I do have my sights
set on the gradual defeat of another
addiction: autobiographies. For a while,
I’ve been feeling guilty that I could have
spent my adult life working my way
through the classics by Dickens and
Hardy, Maugham and Waugh, instead
of feeding an insatiable appetite for
books by sportsmen I already know 

dinette, looking all intellectual behind
her tortoiseshell glasses, her eyes
devouring every beautifully woven 

Du Maurier sentence. I 
knew I had to do something.
Today Paul Scholes,
tomorrow something much
worse –the inexorable slide
into ‘misery lit’: My
Horrible Grandma, My
Childhood Trapped in the

Downstairs Loo... 
Sandra’s dad loves this stuff, but I’m

not quite ready to compare literary
notes with a man who ends every
sentence with “What’s the world
coming to?” as if nothing awful
happened in the 1930s.

When she eventually got sick of me
staring at her, Sandra suggested that
one way to rid myself of my biog habit
might be to write one myself; find a
theme in my life – say, caravanning –
and just start writing.

During the winter, I kept a notepad
beside the bed and started to scribble
down some distant memories... the
stagnant air and dead flies of the
ancient tourer I used as a den in my
grandparents’ garden; dad spitting
feathers while mending a puncture on
our Sprite on the M62 hard shoulder;
getting a roasting for knocking
someone’s camping stove over with a
football on a CL in the Lake District.

Truly gripping stuff.
As you can see, I’m a bit stumped for

meaty content for Volumes I and II of
Shane’s World: A Vantastic Voyage, but 
I have a strong sense that Volume III,
which brings readers bang up to date
with my incredible life, will be
dominated – Marley & Me style – by a
puppy called Otto.

I must thank all those members who
have written to offer words of
encouragement, of empathy and of
sympathy about owning a Lakeland
terrier. He’s turning out to be a bitey
bundle of joy, yet leaving little time for
me to crack on with my life story.
Blessings and disguises? 

Frankly, given the quality of the
aforementioned anecdotes, even I am
finding the whole subject of
autobiography a turn off. Was that
Sandra’s cunning ploy all along?

She’s clever that woman, on the
wagon or off.
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Changingpitch
A self-confessed autobiography junkie, Shane Barratt hopes that by writing about his own life
he will be able to turn off the path to literary destruction and discover some of the classics
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