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            Dedication

         

         To my very own girlos – you know who you are! Thanks to everyone who has believed in me through this crazy journey so far: followers, fans, family and friends. I’m only getting started [image: ]!
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            Introduction

         

         Hi, I’m Enya Martin! A working-class Dub, born and bred in Clondalkin – gerrup, D22! You might know me as the online social media sensation ‘Giz a laugh’. I’ve been making comedy skits online since 2014 – way before the TikTok kids! – back when you’d film things horizontally and edit the footage on Windows Movie Maker. I sound like a dinosaur, but I’m only thirty-one! Thankfully everything is on the aul’ smartphones now; it all fits in your pocket.

         I’m also a stand-up comedian. I progressed to stage in 2017, and have toured and performed in theatres and at comedy festivals all over Ireland. I’ve even sold out multiple nights in the Mecca of Irish comedy, Vicar Street. My dream of becoming a household name in Ireland by doing what I love most, making 8people laugh, is slowly becoming a reality. I’m a radio presenter on Dublin’s FM104 and I’m also a personal trainer, yes … a personal trainer! I realise these professions are polar opposites; it’s a bit like a UFC fighter opening up a garden centre.

         As if I didn’t have enough strings to my bow, now I can add ‘author’ to that list. So … welcome to my first book. Yes, that’s right, the girl who got a D3 in Higher-Level English on the Leaving Cert. Thirteen years later, I finally figured out when I should or shouldn’t use a comma. So why did I decide to write a book about female friendships? Why not a book about conquering the art of stand-up? Or how to go viral on Facebook, Instagram, and TikTok? How to grow your following, how to make a living from making content on social media?

         Believe it or not, I studied Advertising and Marketing in college, I’ve got a degree in it. (Yep, people from council estates can progress to third-level education, too!) Why did I study Advertising and Marketing and not Acting or Drama? Well, my first option on the CAO form was creative digital media in IT Tallaght, Dublin. I wanted to explore the option of being on TV or radio. I always felt I had an outgoing personality (just ask my old classmates, I loved to poke fun at them and my teachers!), but never for a second did I contemplate stand-up. I just assumed I had to get a nine to five like everyone else. I enjoyed taking the piss out of friends and family, but I never thought I’d make a 9career out of it! Sadly, I didn’t get into that creative digital media course, as I needed a C1 in Higher English on the Leaving Cert. (How do you not ace an exam in a language you’re fluent in?) I ended up accepting my second option, Advertising and Marketing Communications. Business studies was one of my favourite subjects in secondary school. Why? I was fascinated with consumer behaviour. Which stems from my fascination with human behaviour in general.

         Psychology was also one of my options in my CAO form. My mother always said I was like a sponge when I was a baby, I looked around at everyone and everything and soaked it all up. I loved to study how people spoke, behaved, acted. I would often do impressions of family members at dinner time to make my mam and dad laugh. That’s what a comedian does, they study people, scenarios, life’s trials and tribulations and make jokes out of it. People will only laugh at what they can relate to. When you’re on stage and you’re talking about the middle aisle in Aldi, everyone understands exactly what you’re on about. So, when I posted my first funny sketch on Facebook, it had to be relatable, it had to be something people could look at and say, ‘I know someone like that.’ So I made a video about things I had a lot of experience in – being raised by an Irish mother, being in a relationship and so on. The content that always does well with my target audience, is content based around women and their friends and just how 10women behave in general. We’re a complex species, I’m not denying that. Maybe your partner might benefit from this book too, who knows? The videos started to become popular really quickly, well at least judging by the comments:

         
            ‘Omg, this is my mate!’

            ‘Sarah, this is exactly how you go on!’

            ‘I’d tag my friends, but they’ll probably kill me!’

         

         It appeared I wasn’t the only woman who experienced these issues, scenarios and dilemmas with my friends. So instead of just using a video platform to get my comedy across on such a broad subject matter, I took it upon myself to write a book based on women and friendships, and how you can navigate all the classic scenarios: babies, hen parties, weddings, the workplace, girls’ holidays, breakups … or even if you just want to point at something and say ‘Yep, that’s me!’ or ‘That’s my friend!’

         Trust me, I’ve been studying these bitches since I was old enough to walk; think of this book as my survival guide! So sit back, grab a cup of tea or a glass of wine and jump into the world of female friendships!11

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1

            How Did I Become Friends with these People?
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            Friend (noun)

            A person who will help you bury a body, no questions asked, no matter the time of day.

            ‘Your honour, my friend did not have any involvement in the murder of my ex-husband; she did loan me her shovel, though.’

            Similar: Hun, Girlo, Slut, Bitch, Chick, Babes

         

         As kids we went through a lot of friends before we found a best friend. We had to experiment until eventually we found the 12ones that complemented our personality best. Friendships are a lot like relationships – you have to click, you have to be compatible, and they have to be able to take a slagging. Otherwise, they won’t pass the vibe check.

         When forming your first core group of friends as a child, you ignored the stuff that should really matter, like, ‘Do these people add positive value to my life? Can I trust them? Can I rely on them?’ As a kid, the only thing you cared about was, ‘Does this person have the latest Barbie dream house, because my parents can’t afford to buy me one, so I’ll exploit Katie up the road and use her dream house until I get bored with it and just refuse point blank to go out and play with her from there on.’ Friendship was built on a foundation of pure exploitation.

         Sometimes that works out ok, though! A personal example is one of my best friends of twenty-five years; she became my bestie due to her father, Paddy, working in a biscuit factory. We were playing a game of chasing with all the kids on the road one summer’s evening back in the year 1998 and it went something like this…

         
            A man comes out to his front garden and calls his daughter’s name.

            PADDY

            Sally!! Do your friends want a few biscuits?13

            SALLY

            Would anyone like a few biscuits, me da wants to know?

            ENYA

            I love biscuits! I’ll have some.

         

         I was the only child who took him up on his offer. I walked over to the garden with his daughter and was greeted by a big box of chocolate Kimberley biscuits.

         
            PADDY

            Now, love. Help yourself. Bring some home to your ma if you want.

         

         I thought to myself, Get friendly with her, Enya, and you’ll never starve. I’d knock into her house on the daily, not really giving a shite if Sally was in or not, I just wanted the goods. And every day without fail her dad would answer the door.

         
            PADDY

            She’s up doing her homework, love. Do you want to go up to her?14

         

         I walked into her room and lo and behold, a plate of Fig Rolls was upon her bed. Jackpot.

         Sally would always insist we make beaded bracelets or play with our Baby Borns. No problem, Sally! Whatever I had to do to earn those biscuits was fine by me. I was always waiting for the next delivery. Biscuits on the way into the gaff and biscuits on the way out. My ma was always sorted for those unexpected visitors; our cupboards were bursting at the seams. One day, a few months into our friendship, one of the kids from the estate across the road robbed my Barbie clean out of my hands and ran away with it. I thought it was gone for good. I didn’t know where they lived, I didn’t stand a chance of getting it back. I was distraught, it was my favourite Barbie. Days later I was lying in bed, still grieving the loss of my beloved toy. Sally knocked on my front door. My mother called me downstairs, and I dragged myself from the room. There Sally was standing in my hall with my Barbie gripped to her chest.

         
            SALLY

            Here, I got your Barbie back. That dope across the road was out playing with it. I pushed her off her bike and it fell out of the front basket. So, I grabbed it and legged it. Here, me da sent in these to cheer you up.15

         

         A fresh box of chocky Kimbos! It was from that moment on I started taking our friendship a lot more seriously. Sally was actually all right. How many Fig Rolls would fight to get my toy back for me? That’s right, none. Bickies will come and go, but a friend who would willingly risk getting grounded for your welfare, they’re for life!

         It was after that incident that I began to befriend people based on actual values. Would they have my back? Do they make me laugh? Are they a good influence on me? And all the materialistic stuff that came with them was just a bonus. Let’s go through the types of friends we must all go through before forming a core group.

         
            [image: ]

         

         The Rich Friend

         You befriended this person in school because they didn’t live in your council estate; their parents owned their house. That was the first hint your friend’s parents had money. ‘Rich’ did not necessarily mean they lived in a mansion and had an indoor pool; it meant their parents had a bigger disposable income and had jobs they’d probably gone to college to qualify for. For example, I had a friend who came from a well-to-do family. I would often go to their house after school for dinner. And the dinner was always top tier. You wouldn’t get waffles, spaghetti hoops and fish fingers in this gaff. It was stir fries or a pasta dish, and fresh fruit to snack on. All their cutlery matched (unlike my mother’s collection 16of miscellaneous utensils collected over the years.) Katie had a massive trampoline out her back garden that was built into the ground and her parents had two cars and could afford Sky digital, meaning they had the Disney channel.

         
            KATIE

            Did you watch Lizzie McGuire last night?

            ENYA

            No, I don’t have the Disney Channel, so I just watched the Six One news.

            KATIE

            What’s that? Is that on Nickelodeon?

         

         Back in the 90s or early 00s if you had a downstairs toilet or double-glazed windows you must have had money to burn! The first time I had dinner at Katie’s house, I got home and my mother aggressively interrogated me about everything. The kitchen was like a casino, she went through that many cigarettes with the stress.

         
            ENYA

            When I asked if I could use the toilet upstairs, she said there was one down 17the hall that I could use. But I misheard her when she said it was the door on the left, and I opened the one on the right and I went into the wrong room. It had a washing machine in it and a dryer.

            MA

            OMG a utility room, I thought they were a myth! Probably has a mobile down the country too, the bitch!

            ENYA

            She does! I’m going next week; they invited me for the Easter weekend.

            MA

            Oh, for fuck’s sake, I’ll have to send you down in the best of gear and skip me ESB bill to give you enough spending money. Wouldn’t want them talking about me.

            ENYA

            The ma is actually really nice, she gave me a scented candle to give to you.18

            MA

            Does she think I can’t afford my own candles? Probably an unwanted Christmas gift. ‘Oh, we’ll give that to the pauper family’. Might come in use, though, when my elecky gets cut next weekend.
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         The Bad Influence Friend

         Mixing and experimenting with kids around the area was part of growing up. Finding those friends who suited you most. But there was also a lot of trial and error. Friends who you thought were good for you, but your mother was old enough and wise enough to know no good would come from being friends with Mad Becky around the corner. Becky’s house was the only one on the road with no central heating, and boarded-up windows. They'd been put through so many times, I don’t think her mother wanted to waste her money fixing them anymore. My mother would always tell me the PG version of what Becky’s family was known for and to stay well away or I’ll end up just like her. She’d constantly repeat that old saying to me, anytime she’d catch me with Becky, ‘Show me your company and I’ll tell you what you are.’ Becky and I ended up becoming pals through a mutual friend. Becky gave me my first smoke at the age of twelve, and I coughed up a lung. 19

         ‘You’ll be grand, everyone is like that after their first!’ she said.

         ‘No, they’re not for me.’ I replied.

         She was the first friend to bring me on a bus into Dublin city centre without parental guidance at the age of ten. I felt like Kevin McCallister lost in New York. All I had was my bus fare, so I spent the whole day window shopping. My mother was worried sick.

         Becky was mad for carnivals too, anytime a carnival came to town she’d be begging me to go on these extreme rides that I was barely tall enough to get on. You know those rides where a fella who is, without question, an ex-convict spins you around on the waltzers like it’s the wheel of fortune, ‘SCREAM IF YOU WANNA GO FASTAA!’ Becky tried multiple times to get me to go on the mitch from school. But unlike her, I valued my life and didn’t want to face the wrath of my Irish mother. Becky was the only friend who ever got me grounded. We drifted apart as we grew older when I went into secondary school and met friends who weren’t adrenaline junkies.
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         The Friend Who Always got Sick at Sleepovers

         Childhood sleepovers were the equivalent of a night on the tiles when you’re an adult. You didn’t have to go home and sit by yourself in your room. You were surrounded by your mates having the craic and getting up to mischief. The sleepover would have been planned 20weeks in advance. It’s all you would talk about in the days leading up. What movies you would watch. What PJs you would wear, what goodies you were going to eat. The innocence of it all. Not a penny from our own pocket either. The best sleepovers were the ones you didn’t plan. When you and your mate were having such a good time in their room playing games and having a laugh, but it was 8pm in the evening and you knew home time was looming.

         
            LILY

            My ma said you’ve to go home soon.

            ENYA

            Ah really, can we not wait until the end of this game?

            LILY

            Why don’t you stay over?

            ENYA

            Oh really?

            LILY

            Yeah, but I’m not asking my ma, you ask her, she won’t say no if you ask her.21

            ENYA

            Oh no, I’m not asking her. She’s your ma!

            LILY

            She’ll say no to me, but she won’t say no to you! Go on, just go down and ask her.

            ENYA

            Ugh. What will I say?

            LILY

            Just say ‘Heya Catherine, I was wondering if I could stay over tonight so me and Lily can finish playing our game.

            ENYA

            I’m shitting.

            LILY

            You’ll be grand, I’ll wait upstairs.

         

         The walk down the stairs is what I imagine it feels like for Tyson Fury walking into a sold-out MGM arena. I was petrified. I walked into the kitchen where I found her mother cleaning the dishes and utensils from the dinner. (Pork chops and spuds #rank.  22Where’s Paddy with the chocky Kimbos when you need him?)

         It wasn’t a coincidence that she was drying a carving knife.

         
            ENYA

            Heya, Catherine. Lily wants to know if it’s alright that I stay tonight so we can finish playing our game.

            (‘For god’s sake!!’ I hear faintly from the top of the stairs.)

            CATHERINE

            Oh, did she ask you to ask me, did she? Why does that not surprise me? Lily has to be up early to go to her nanny’s, so unfortunately not tonight, Enya. And after the last time, I don’t fancy getting up at 2am to bring you home.

         

         Ouch. Now let’s talk about the friend who gets sick at every sleepover. I was that child. And if you were too, we weren’t sick, it was the onset stages of generalized anxiety disorder. I would always love the idea of a sleepover, but it was when the lights went off and I realized I was on my own, that’s when I became a 23whinge bag. I missed the comfort of my own bed, and the security of my own room, and the familiarity of my own home. What if I got a bad spell of diarrhoea and had to flush the friend’s toilet several times at three in the morning? These were the type of things that would run through my head as I lay in their bed, shaking about the unknown of the next eight hours. Everything would start out great. My friend’s mother would pop her head in at around 10pm while we were painting our nails.

         
            CATHERINE

            I’m off to bed girls, ok? Just keep the noise down, if you want any snacks or drinks, there’s loads down in the press. Just don’t stay up too late.

            LILY

            Ok, we won’t, ma.

            ENYA

            Thanks, Catherine.

            CATHERINE

            Goodnight.

         

         As soon as that door would close, reality would hit hard. Oh no, 24how will I get home if I don’t feel well later? What if there’s an alarm set? No, you’ll be grand Enya just give it another couple of hours. Before you know it, the lights are gone off and it’s just you and your thoughts. It would go a bit too quiet, so you’d break the silence.

         
            ENYA

            I don’t feel well.

            LILY

            What? You’ll be grand just try and go asleep. I’ll get you some flat 7Up if you get sick.

            ENYA

            No. I want to go home. I miss me ma.

            LILY

            Your ma lives four doors down. How do you miss her?

            ENYA

            I think I’m going to get sick.

            At this stage her mother bursts 25through the door and turns the light on, still half asleep.

            CATHERINE

            What’s all the racket? It’s 2am, Lily, why aren’t you both asleep?

            LILY

            Enya doesn’t feel well, and she wants to go home.

            CATHERINE

            Home? Your ma will be fast asleep, Hun. You’ll have to wait until the morning.

         

         At this point the chances of getting back to my own bed are slim to none. So, I just go for the jugular and start crying uncontrollably and hope for the best.

         
            ENYA

            I need to get sick.

            LILY

            OMG!26

            CATHERINE

            Oh ffs. Let me get my coat. Your mother is going to go through me, banging down her door at this time. She won’t be staying over anymore after this; do you hear me, Lily!!

         

         Thankfully I’ve grown out of it, because at this age, wherever I lay down, no matter where in the world, and get five minutes to myself, that’s my home and that’s good enough for me.

         
            [image: ]

         

         Your first gay best friend

         This one is interesting because when you were a child you were very innocent and ignorant about sexuality, so you would just assume your friend Jamie from your road, who also likes Barbies and Britney, was just really fun to be around and understood you and your girlfriends more than any other boy. And he was just so much funnier and had a way with words, a razor-sharp tongue and a comeback for everything. He would hold workshops in his front garden and teach you how to dance like Christina Aguilera, walk in heels like a Victoria’s Secret model or blend your pound-shop eye shadow with the correct technique. Sometimes during summer holidays, we would put on plays for our parents, Jamie was a Moore Street trader and we were his competitors. 27

         
            JAMIE

            Four bananets for a Euroooo!! Last of the bananets!

         

         You would always think something was different, but you couldn’t quite put your finger on it until you both grew up a bit and he started fancying the same boys as you. Ah, so that’s what it was. Every girl needs a gay best friend, who else is going to tell you, ‘That dress doesn’t do any favours for your figure, hun!’ while the rest of your mates blow smoke up your arse.

         I also had a friend called Katie in primary school. She was light years ahead of us all, very mature, wasn’t into bitchiness or gossiping, very strong-headed, great to have around during emergencies.

         ‘Ah here. it’s only a daddy-long-legs, give it to me. I’ll get rid of it. Shite bags, the lot of yas!’

         The lads were terrified of her. She took no shit from anyone; Katie was the girl you wanted around to defend you when the bullies came lurking. While we all chased boys around the school yard looking for a kiss, Katie was down the other end of the yard trying to get a game of football with the lads in the years above us. I thought she just liked looking at them in their O’Neill’s shorts. But while we were pinning posters of Westlife on our bedroom walls, she was pinning posters of Queen Latifah and Missy Elliot on hers. 28

         My mother loved her. Katie could do no wrong in her eyes; we had her over for dinner one day after school and my mother didn’t shut up about her for the rest of the school year.

         ‘How’s that Katie girl? The one that plays the football? She’s lovely, you should bring her around more often, she loves my cooking!’

         I noticed as I got older and became more obsessed with boys and having a fella, Katie didn’t share that same desire. She became really close with a girl, Jessica, off her football team. They were inseparable, for years you wouldn’t see one without the other. I started to think, Is Katie … gay?

         Turns out, she was, and she married aul Jessica. While my other school friends are doing the school run Monday to Friday, and don’t have time to piss, Katie and Jess are off cruising another continent somewhere in the world.

         Having friends like Jamie and Katie just proves that your sexuality and ability to be a good friend aren’t mutually exclusive. I don’t care if you’ve a tail coming out of your arse and two horns on your head, if I can trust you, rely on you, have the craic with you, and bury a body with your help, no questions asked. You can marry or ride who you want.
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         The Friend with Really Strict Parents

         Did anyone else have someone they claim was their best friend, 29but you never saw them because they were grounded for most of their childhood? You spent more time waving at them through their bedroom window than you did playing with them.

         I had one of those friends. Her name was Donna. She was never allowed to get dirty during grass fights. Couldn’t get wet during water fights. Wasn’t allowed out to play if it was cloudy, as there was a chance it would rain and then her clothes would be wet. She wasn’t allowed to play outside in her school uniform. Wasn’t allowed to leave the road. The list was endless. Those types of friends ended up rebelling the most out of all your friends, in their teenage years. What is that old saying? Strict parents create sneaky teenagers. She became the type of friend that would come up with the best alibis. She would tell her mother she was at a sleepover with a friend and then leave the house in her PJs with a school bag full to the brim with alcopop bottles.

         
            STRICT MOTHER

            Where are you going?

            DONNA

            I’m just going around to Enya’s; we’re having a sleepover.30

            STRICT MOTHER

            I hope you’re not drinking again? The last time that happened you were so violently sick it was like someone shoved a power hose up your arse!

            DONNA

            No, I swear I’m not, I wouldn’t put myself through that again. I promise I learned my lesson.

            Continues to make a beeline toward the front door. Glass bottles rattling in the process.

            STRICT MOTHER

            What’s that noise? Are there glass bottles in your bag!? Is it alcohol!?

            Cue the Jaws theme. Think Donna, THINK!!

            DONNA

            No, of course not, me and Enya are getting 31a head start on our homework. We have to do a recycling project.

            The mother studies Donna suspiciously.

            STRICT MOTHER

            A recycling project? Well, aren’t you very good at doing your homework on the weekend! I was blessed with a good child while there’s other kids out there smoking hash and drinking cider in the fields behind their parents’ backs.

            DONNA

            I know. Shame on them! I’ll see you tomorrow!
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         The Compulsive Liar Friend

         In adulthood these types of friends still exist, but you’re not as gullible. As a child, you’d swallow a brick.

         My friend Carly has been to Eleven-rife if you’ve been to Tenerife. If you got ten Easter eggs she got twenty. If your dad was a fireman, her da was the second man on the moon. If you got one Valentine’s Day card from a secret admirer, she got ten. 32I’ll always remember the day she came into school after Pancake Tuesday and said she ate fifty pancakes. I went home that day to try to beat her record and nearly overdosed on pancake batter, almost killing myself in the process.

         If I could turn back time, I should have just challenged Miss Liabetes there and then.

         ‘Bring in the ten Valentine’s Day cards, and prove it, ya big waffler!’

         These friends grow up to portray the perfect life and relationship on social media, but behind closed doors they’re probably living a Champagne lifestyle on a lemonade wage, and their fellas, who are made out to be Prince Charmings, are serial cheaters.
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         The Friend on your Nanny’s Road

         If your nanny lived over the other side of the city, you obviously couldn’t bring your friends with you when you went to visit. So you’d either sit in her house all day, watching John Wayne westerns, being force-fed Madeira cake (not a Fig Roll to be seen), and that got boring really quick. Or, once you were allowed to play outside on the road unsupervised, you’d soon pluck up the courage to venture outside her garden and see what would come of it.

         I had just one friend on my nanny’s road. We were ten years old, and we bonded over our love of skipping ropes. This girl had 33my poor nanny’s head melted. She would always forget my name, so she would knock on my grandparents’ front door on a Monday and just say, ‘Is the girl there?’ I imagine this is how the Grim Reaper appears at the family home, when one’s time on earth is up.

         ‘No,’ my nanny would tell her, ‘she only comes over on Saturdays. How many times do I have to tell you?’

         She would proceed to still knock in on Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Friday for the years to follow. When my nanny passed away, that was the end of that.

         A few years back, she added me on Facebook, asking me to promote her cake business: ‘Are you that girl whose nanny lived on my road? Jesus, how’s things? Any chance you want a free sponge, if you give me page share, Hun?’

          

         There is one non-negotiable that I think all relationships should be built on – a shared sense of humour. I don’t care if you’re rich, gay, afraid of your mother, vomit at sleepovers, tell the odd white lie – humour trumps all! If you can’t make me laugh at my own mother’s funeral, don’t waste my time. If you’re not in a nursing home with me at the age of ninety showing me memes about haemorrhoids, thanks, but no thanks. If you don’t absolutely roast me on my wedding day in front of my in-laws, then no I don’t want to go out to play with you. 34

         Some friendships fade with age while others stand the test of time, but regardless of their duration, they’ll all help shape us in some way and teach us what we do want and what we don’t want in an eternal friendly companion. So, here’s to the kids that never fully qualified for the best friend role, the ones who smoked, lied about pancakes, and didn’t stock Fig Rolls in their kitchen cupboard. May their spirits forever linger in our hearts, reminding us of the trials and tribulations of those formative years. And here’s to the friends we’re still yet to meet.
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