
autobiography. 
 

birth of a poet. 
2000. The turn of the new millenium blessed us with the arrival of the most adorable baby 
known to man. ME. After years of debate and curiosity about who would be the birthgiver of 
the next Shakespeare, the responsibility was given to my own mother. Now what would this 
miracle baby be called, I hear you ask? Three different parties sprouting three different names, 
and just to note that my dad had NO say in this. Billy? Let’s not be silly now. Michael? Not bad, 
but not quite right just yet. Jamie? DING DING. That’s the winner right there. It just rolls off the 
tongue, doesn’t it? Jamie Michael Deane. A name fit for a king. Thank the lord that Mum didn’t 
have to go through hours of labour with me, unlike my older sister. I came straight out of the 
stomach, or as mum likes to say ‘through the sunroof’. Bit of a weird analogy, but I guess I 
understand where she’s coming from in a slightly twisted way.  
 

it’s all downhill from here. 
Fast forward a couple of years after this significant event in British history, and come to see the 
future king all grown up. At the mere age of of 12, I stood at a admirable five-foot-ten. 
FIVE-FOOT-TEN. Got all the ladies’ attention, even if it was for the solitary question: ‘How old 
are you?’. Everytime I answered that question, I’m pretty sure I unintentionally broke some 
hearts and killed some dreams at the same time. You would think that if an older female asked 
me that question, I would be smart enough to lie. But no, I have a knack of being brutally honest 
and oblivious to the fact that these females might have been interested me. This is my first few 
years of secondary school in a nutshell.  Well, this is the only thing that I paid attention to in 
this time period, anyway. 
 

finding my voice. 
Let’s backtrack a little bit here, because I feel like I’ve jumped an entire decade. I seem to have 
completely missed out on the event that has honestly made me the person I am today. The 
event that has shaped the way I’ve approached my life and the choices that I have made 
throughout it. I want to take you back to primary school, the latter stages of it. At this point, I 
had been in my school choir every year running. I had never been the one that stood out or 
anything, and I never wanted to be the one who stood out, I just wanted to stand there and play 
my part. It was the Year 6 Leavers Assembly, and I had been chosen to sing the male solo of our 
last song. Classic little number that was, ‘Lean on Me’ by Bill Withers. My choir teacher, who 
was also our Head of Year, had recommended me to step forward. Bear in mind, I had never 
done anything like this before, so none of my family knew I could sing. My mum was sitting in 
the front row, which made this whole experience a whole lot more terrifying.   
 
   

 
 


