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Stephen Fry is an award-winning comedian, actor, presenter and 
director. He rose to fame alongside Hugh Laurie in A Bit of Fry and 
Laurie (which he co-wrote with Laurie) and Jeeves and Wooster, and 
was unforgettable as General Melchett in Blackadder. He has hosted 
over 180 episodes of QI, and has narrated all seven of the Harry 
Potter novels for the audiobook recordings. He is the bestselling 
author of four novels – The Stars’ Tennis Balls, Making History, The 
Hippopotamus and The Liar – as well as three volumes of autobiog-
raphy – Moab is My Washpot, The Fry Chronicles and More Fool Me. 
Mythos and Heroes, his retelling of the Greek myths, are both Sunday 
Times bestsellers.

Stephen Fry now lives in London and Norfolk. He no longer steals,
cheats or lies nearly as much as he used to. He still talks too much,
and he still has an annoying flop of schoolboy hair that seventeen of
London’s most expensive and absurd hairdressers have been able to
do nothing about.

His four novels are all available in a European language to suit
your demanding lifestyle, and in paperback form to suit your even
more demanding pocket.

Fry played Peter in Peter’s Friends, Wilde in the filmWilde, Jeeves
in the television series Jeeves & Wooster and (a closely guarded show-
business secret, this) Laurie in the television series Fry & Laurie.

Much of his past life is contained between the covers of the book
you are now holding, much of his present life is spent trying to be
good. He rarely succeeds, yet he still tries.

Praise for MOAB IS MYWASHPOT

‘One of the most poignant, funny, intelligent, frank and horribly
addictive books you’re likely to read all year’ Sunday Telegraph

‘A remarkable, perhaps even unique, exercise in autobiography . . . that
aroma of authenticity that is the point of all great autobiographies: of
which this, I rather think, is one’ Evening Standard

‘Stephen Fry is one of the great originals . . . This autobiography of
his first twenty years is a pleasure to read, mixing outrageous acts
with sensible opinions in bewildering confusion . . . That so much
outward charm, self-awareness and intellect should exist alongside
behaviour that threatened to ruin the lives of innocent victims, noble
parents and Fry himself, gives the book a tragic grandeur and lifts
it to classic status’ Financial Times

He presented Stephen Fry: The Secret Life of the Manic Depressive, his
groundbreaking documentary on bipolar disorder, to huge critical
acclaim. And his legions of fans tune in to watch him host the
popular quiz show QI each week.
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Stephen Fry is a leading light in film, theatre, radio and television 
the world over, receiving accolades in spades and plaudits by the 
shovel. As a writer, producer, director, actor and presenter he has 
featured in works as varied and adored as the movie Wilde, the TV 
series Blackadder and Jeeves and Wooster, the sketch show A Bit of Fry 
and Laurie, the panel game QI, the radio series Fry’s English Delight, 
Shakespeare’s Globe’s celebrated 2012 production of Twelfth Night 
(as Malvolio) and documentaries on countless subjects very close to 
his heart.

He is also the bestselling author of four novels – The Stars’  Tennis 
Balls, Making History, The Hippopotamus and The Liar – as well 
as three volumes of autobiography: Moab is My Washpot, The Fry 
Chronicles and More Fool Me.

Praise for MOAB IS MY WASHPOT

‘One of the most poignant, funny, intelligent, frank and horribly 
addictive books you’re likely to read all year’ Sunday Telegraph

‘A remarkable, perhaps even unique, exercise in autobiography . . . that 
aroma of authenticity that is the point of all great autobiographies: of 
which this, I rather think, is one’ Evening Standard

‘Stephen Fry is one of the great originals . . . This autobiography of 
his first twenty years is a pleasure to read, mixing outrageous acts 
with sensible opinions in bewildering confusion . . . That so much 
outward charm, self-awareness and intellect should exist alongside 
behaviour that threatened to ruin the lives of innocent victims, noble 
parents and Fry himself, gives the book a tragic grandeur and lifts 
it to classic status’ Financial Times

‘He writes superbly about his family, about his homosexuality, 
about the agonies of childhood . . . some of his bursts of simile take 
the breath away . . . his most satisfying and appealing book so far’ 
Observer
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‘This is one of the most extraordinary and affecting biographies 
I  have read . . . Stephen is . . . painfully honest when trying to 
 grapple with his ever-present demons, and often, as you might 
 expect, very funny’ Daily Mail

‘The writing is rhapsodic, intoxicated and very touching’ Mail on 
Sunday

‘[A] wonderful, self-lacerating autobiography’ Humphrey Carpenter, 
Sunday Times

‘He has produced a remarkable autobiography . . . It makes 
 gripping, sometimes unbearably sad, sometimes confusing reading 
. . .  exhilarating, humane, zany, literary’ Spectator

‘No one can make you feel quite like Stephen Fry can . . . Funny and 
tormentedly frank’ Time Out

‘Hugely enjoyable . . . compulsively readable . . . Fry is excellent on 
the details of memory, too, and always able to embellish them with 
effortless erudition . . . this engaging, engrossing read is as honest a 
portrait of a young liar as one could hope to read’ Scotsman

‘He is bubbly, funny and charming, and he gives his fans plenty of 
material if they want to speculate on why he is both so gifted and 
so wayward’ The Times

‘The jokes . . . transcend the complexes of the joker, turning the 
Stephenesque into a national as well as a family treasure’ Guardian

‘Not so much an autobiography, more a way of life; discursive, 
 funny, sometimes almost unbelievably sad, opinionated, nostalgic 
and very infectious’ Claire Rayner, New Statesman

‘Fry can be funny about anything’ Good Book Guide

‘So charming and so acute that one cannot help forgiving him’  
Daily Express
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Biography

The Fry Chronicles: An Autobiography
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Arrow Books
20 Vauxhall Bridge Road

London SW1V 2SA

Arrow Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies 
whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

Copyright © Stephen Fry 1997

Stephen Fry has asserted his right to be identified as the author of this 
Work in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published in Great Britain by Hutchinson in 1997
First published in paperback by Arrow Books in 1998

This edition published by Arrow Books in 2021

www.penguin.co.uk

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN 9780099457046

Printed and bound in Great Britain by Clays Ltd, Elcograf S.p.A.

The authorised representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House 
 Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68. 

Penguin Random House is committed to a 
sustainable future for our business, our readers 
and our planet. This book is made from Forest 
Stewardship Council® certified paper.
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This book, which covers the first twenty years of my life, was
published in 1997, at the very time my second twenty were coming
to an end. The first twenty were turbulent years, years crammed with
Sturm and stuffed with Drang, years so keenly felt and lived with
such noisy desperation and agonised intensity that they were to form
an obsessional part of much of my later life. Especially my writing
life. I had written some years earlier a novel called The Liar which
covers a little of the same territory asMoab: schoolboy love, school-
boy rebellion, schoolboy transgression and all the sweet torments,
wild tortures and savagely cherished tribulations that adolescence
brings.

I was astonished and entirely delighted that the book found so
large and responsive an audience. I had privately hoped, but with
little real expectation, that a readership might exist who were free
enough of (inverted) snobbery and rich enough in proper imagi-
nation to see and understand that a childhood is a childhood, no
matter what its outer trappings. At the increased distance of a
further fourteen years, much of the world I summon up in the book
seems all the more remote, privileged, old-fashioned and . . . well,
frankly Hogwarts. Yet the absurd trembling soul of a needy,
hopeless, lovelorn teenager is surely the same whatever the milieu?
Many, perhaps most, of the letters I have received from readers of
Moab have been been from girls educated at state schools whose lives
have been, superficially, very different from mine, yet which under-
neath have been very similar indeed. For, as I say in the book,
adolescence is a kind of republic: all who live there are equal, and
those of us who have found it hardest to escape have something in
common that money, gender, sexuality and background cannot
smother or disguise.

The question I am most often asked concerns of course the cursed
title. Moab is your whatpot? Who is Moab, what is a washpot and
just what the curried hell is going on? Well, the line comes, as you
may know, from the book of Psalms. I have always held it as a perfect

Introduction
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example of an Old Testament sort of a phrase: rich, resonant and
rewarding, whatever its meaning and reference. I must have first
heard it read out in a lesson at school. It goes on to talk of humili-
ating Edom and, most importantly for me, exulting over Philistia.
As a teenager I always carried in my mind the idea that the world
was a battle ground for the war between beauty and the barbarians,
between the aesthetic and the athletic, between sensitive souls like
me and Philistines like just about everyone else. At a school where
rugby was revered above reading, writing or thinking, I imagined
myself as one who would subdue and conquer those whom Kipling
scorns in The Islanders:

Then ye returned to your trinkets; then ye contented your souls
With the flannelled fools at the wicket or the muddied oafs at the goals.

I was mocking myself with the title, mocking the rebarbative, super-
sensitive and insanely solipsistic soul that I was. Did I really think
I would beat the world? Life comes down, in the course of my
teenage years, not to acutely articulated rebellion and high artistic
disdain, but to squalidly greedy, stubborn and sly criminality.
Heigh-ho.

For all his deceit, delusion and degeneracy, I cannot but like and
admire the creature I was then and I think, somehow, most readers
feel the same. I like to believe that this is because they recognise
some of their own adolescence in mine. It is the primary arrogance
of writers to assume that what they feel or felt must be what everyone
feels or felt. Extreme as my childhood was, its lineaments are perhaps
not so very different from yours.

Here Moab is again, in a fresh new jacket hoping to find a fresh
new readership. I hope when you meet the young Stephen Fry who
lurks within, you will enjoy his company. He means well and, like
you and everyone else in the world, he is only looking for love. That
is his besetting sin and redeeming virtue.
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