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Prologue


Hiya. This is weird. I’m sat on the 16.40 train from London Euston to Manchester. That’s not the weird part. The weird part is that I’m typing on my own laptop for the first time ever. That is honestly no exaggeration. THE FIRST TIME EVER. I’ve obviously typed on a computer before as a kid – at school in those shabby little computer rooms that smelt like farts, where it was apparently just the perfect time to flirt with the boy you fancied. Swinging around on your chair and saying things to him like, ‘I might get plastic surgery when I’m older’, for attention. Or on MSN, or secretly trying to look at minger.com with my mates after school (still feel guilty about that). And there was, of course, Myspace, Bebo, Facebook etc. as I became a teen. But this is genuinely the first time I have ever typed on a laptop that I own. I’m 29, and I thought maybe that was a step I should tick off as an adult. So here we are.


It’s Wednesday 16 January 2019, and I can honestly say the last year, and especially the last few months, have been the most interesting, insanely challenging, eye-opening and wonderfully life-changing months of my life. I decided to make some very bold decisions and changes, both in my personal wellbeing and in my career. Both of which, over the years, have been at times utterly joyous, and at other times really, REALLY shite. Whose twenties aren’t sometimes? But by 2018, I had got to a point where things were at a bit of a standstill and I felt unhappy. Don’t get me wrong – I have been blessed with a great life and so many wonderful things have happened to me that I will be forever grateful for. But … I have also found that some of life’s struggles have really got the better of me at times. And as the last year of my twenties was creeping closer, I decided to try to take control of my life, whatever that means.


This book is part of that. I’m trying to understand myself more, to work out what I want and to accept that I’m an all right human being, really, just how I am. Doing that properly means looking back and reflecting on how I got to this point: all the highs, the lows, the hangovers, the relationships, the lucky breaks – and breaks I worked my arse off for – that have got me to the here and now. Standing on this exciting but sometimes-bloody-scary precipice of 30, working out how I feel about it and which road I want to go down now. Basically, I hope you’re sitting comfortably because you’re all my therapists for the next couple of hundred pages. Think of me as that drunk friend who is waffling on in the back of the cab while you scoff your kebab at the end of the long night.


Some of you might know who I am from The Inbetweeners, some of you might only know about me from I’m a Celeb …, some of you might have watched me in both. A very small (and I mean a teeny tiny amount of you) may have caught me in the odd film or two, on a random channel, on a Sunday night, when you should probably be asleep and there was nothing else on. But none of you will really know the blurry bits and bumpy moments in between. So, I guess this is a book that fills in those blanks. If you’re on the tube to work, I hope you have a nice day. If you’re in your bedroom, well done for not being on your phone! Light a scented candle, pretend you’re an Instagram influencer (probably take a photo to show off) and get cosy.


I’ve got my packet of crisps, miniature white wine and my shiny-new-totally-unfancy laptop (I’ve accidentally bought one that is absolutely massive. It’s certainly not very portable and it’s actually too big for my lap despite its name, oh and it’s definitely NOT a Mac), so I’m good to make a start.




The ‘Gang’


My earliest memory is when my sister Martha was being born. Nobody believes me, and you won’t either, but I was 20 months old and sat in the back of a car with my dad’s mum, Grandma Doris. (Yes, she’s called Doris, ledge.) I remember being sat next to her, when my dad pulled over to have a massive row with a man who had a huge moustache. That’s all I remember. Years later I told my mum that and she said that was when Martha was being born. I swear to God, to this day I remember that. I thought my dad was a hero because he shouted at the big hairy tash man who was scaring me and Grandma. (Although Doris would have absolutely obliterated him if push came to shove. She once grabbed two blokes by the scruff of their necks who broke into her home, whacked them with her gold walking stick and locked them in the bathroom. She’s from Pontefract. Don’t worry about it.)


My brother George soon came along, a year after that. I don’t remember him being born, but story has it he was so massive that he had to be seriously sucked out by his head, which makes sense because his head is honestly the biggest head you will ever see on a human being.


So, there were three of us. Emily, Martha and George. We sound like a load of Victorian orphans. Martha is very organised, insanely smart, and utterly hilarious. She is extremely compelling, and strong-willed. Anybody who meets her never forgets her. She’s powerful, yet really warm – I think it’s quite special to have a solid balance of the two. People call it ‘middle child syndrome’ because the middle one is often left to fend for themselves slightly more than if they were born first or last, and I think that has always worked in Martha’s favour. Since we were kids, she has always been getting me out of the shit. (She now happens to be my agent, so definitely still getting me out of the shit. But at least I can finally pay her to do it.)


In case I haven’t made it clear enough yet, I bloody love her. She’s my twin soul. You know the way twins say they can feel it if the other one has hurt themselves, or they get a strange feeling when one of them is in trouble or upset by something? We’re convinced we can do that. Martha has called me some mornings knowing that I’ve had a rough night’s sleep, or that something’s troubling me: ‘I’m getting a twin vibe … what’s wrong?’ It’s bizarre!


Then there’s George. He’s a six-foot-one, very hairy, guitar-playing veggie who loves to travel and cook and garden. His phone is always smashed to pieces and he loses his bank card every weekend but he will give you the Black Sabbath t-shirt off his back and make you howl with laughter at any given opportunity. Everybody adores being in George’s company because he has that skill of making you feel like you’re the only person in the room when he’s talking to you. He’s like a hungover Jesus. It took him a while to find his feet in life, and he certainly had his struggles. Put it this way … the police used to describe him as ‘a joy to arrest’. George was always, ALWAYS in trouble. But his charm and kindness have always won people over in the end.


Being three siblings born within a few years of each other meant an unbreakable closeness; despite the variety of head sizes we were like triplets. We shared a bedroom (Martha and George in a bunk and me in the corner in a very over-the-top double bed like a diva). We played nicely together, we got bollocked together. A trio of different personalities united by our sense of humour – and god, we were loved. Our parents smothered us with love.


Mum and Dad. Wow, where to even begin. Let’s start with Mum.


My mum, Kate, raised on the Wirral, now queen of jazz bars in Soho, was once described as ‘one hell of a woman’ by a fan who came over to her at one of her shows. I was about nine at the time, and I remember thinking that was a perfect way to describe her. Mum’s first big break in showbusiness was writing the song ‘Surprise, Surprise’ for Cilla Black. Later, her hit ‘More Than In Love’ got to number two in the charts. She went on to become an actress, impressionist, comedian, the lot. She’s even represented the UK in Eurovision (they came third, smashed it). Her talents know no bounds and she’s the most beautiful woman in the whole wide world. Okay, I know I’m biased, but seriously – she’s utterly, wonderfully bonkers. (The anagram of Kate Robbins is ‘a bit bonkers’.)


Dad. Keith – ‘Keefy boy’ as my mates call him. Born and raised in Pontefract, Yorkshire. A musician, a guitarist – a bit of a legend. My dad has been called handsome his entire life. As a kid, everyone would say to me he looked like Brad Pitt. Dad was part of the pop scene in the eighties; with his twin brother Tim they had a band called Child, and their biggest hit got to number ten in the charts. Not as good as Mum’s number two, but what you gonna do? I’m just joking. Same as mum, my dad is an extremely talented musician. The guitar being his first love, but don’t knock his piano playing – unreal. Great for house parties. He has played in bands all around the world, and was Bonnie Tyler’s guitarist for 25 years. I’ll never forget going to watch him in this amazing tribute band for the Eagles and falling in love with their songs. (The Illegal Eagles. What a name!)


And that’s the number one squad. The OGs. We called ourselves the ‘Gang’. The five of us.


But really, we’re a clan. Or as many a newspaper column has called us ‘a showbiz dynasty’ (lols). My life is blessed and cluttered with aunts, uncles and cousins. We are and have always been the closest family you could imagine, and, while I’m well aware that this is blowing my own horn here, I can promise you that you haven’t truly lived until you’ve been to one of our parties. The good news is there’s plenty of them to choose from – a Sunday roast can soon turn into a singing Sunday service like at Kim & Kanye’s house – without the mansion. Our Boxing Day parties were particularly legendary growing up: hundreds of people would pile into our house, around the piano. My uncle Simon was a professional dancer and I remember him twirling all my aunts around the living room, winking at me and calling me Claudia – he’d tease me that I looked like Claudia Schiffer. Every year he’d line us up and choreograph dance routines for each of us. Just total joy. You have to come fully prepared for the tidal wave of booze, though. I’d advise milkthistle, alka-seltzer and the Monday off work. Famously, my aunt Lynne once slipped down the stairs on the balls of her feet carrying a drink in each hand and didn’t spill a drop of either. That’s a real Scouser for you.


Nowadays we sit in my aunty Amy’s kitchen most weekends and have a laugh over a massive bowl of pasta and gallons of wine. My cousins are like siblings to me, and are the funniest people on the planet. Our family WhatsApp group is popping off every single day. We go from chatting about weekend away trips, to who we think would have the worst breath out of the X Factor judges.


And, okay, fair enough since you’ve asked, yes I am related to Paul McCartney. I’m sure he goes around bragging to all his friends about me (cough, cough). He’s my grandma Betty’s first cousin, second cousin to my mum. I have extremely fond, loving memories of Paul and his presence within the family growing up. He was very close to my grandma as she was there for him a lot when his mum, Mary, died. My grandma was a bit older and so really took him under her wing. She taught him how to play the ukulele. It was her and my grandad Mike Robbins who suggested Paul and his friend John (Lennon) play in their pub, the Fox and Hounds during a busy lunch time. They called themselves the Nerk Twins. And it all pretty much took off from there! They would rehearse in my grandparents’ garage, and play with my mum, her brother and three sisters and sort of babysit them while my grandparents worked in their pub downstairs.


We spent weekends at Paul’s house in Sussex when we were young. I remember acres and acres and ACRES of land with horses. Linda took us out riding when she was alive; I only have very vague memories of Linda as I was so young, but I remember her passing away, I actually seem to recall it was probably the first death in the family I was aware of.


Paul is so warm and chilled and loving. He once had Martha on his knee singing ‘Martha My Dear’ to her, a song that Mum and Dad used to always sing to her too. She turned and said to him, ‘Oh, you know that song too!’ To which he replied, ‘Know it? I wrote it!’


I remember how lovely his kids were to us as well. I have particular memories of Stella, Mary and James. Apparently, I used to watch James shaving in the bathroom like a little weirdo. He told me a few years ago at a party that I used to do that. How embarrassing.


My grandma Betty, my mum’s mum, was one of the most beautiful women ever to grace this earth. She and my grandad Mike met at Butlins in the early 1950s, when my grandad was working as a Redcoat. He instantly fell in love with Grandma. He made her enter beauty competitions and she won every time. ‘Miss Holiday’ was her last title, I believe! I’d love to say I was also awarded a similar title in Ibiza but it’s a book and they’ll fact check it, so I can’t lie.


Grandma was the funniest woman I’ve ever known. Her toilet humour ensured she would howl with laughter every time someone mentioned anything to do with farting. Together we’d gawp at gorgeous Spanish men on holiday and giggle in the corner, while she sipped gin and tonics and re­applied her lipstick. You would never see Grandma without her face on, ever. It was part of her routine every single morning. I often think of her doing her mascara, holding her mirror in one hand and the wand in the other, with a pouting concentration face as she applied it. Her skin was so soft and she always smelt of lavender. I can still smell her. Always laughing, always joyous, and just the kindest, most softly spoken and non-judgemental woman ever. She was a Samaritan for a long time, so she was perfect to talk to about any problem you had. I, of course, always spoke to her about boys.


She sadly got very poorly and deteriorated quite quickly in 2007. We sat around her bed in my aunty Amy’s house and said our goodbyes, all of us together, as she passed. I remember clutching onto her body when she’d gone. I couldn’t bear the thought that it was the last time I was going to see her and tell her how much I loved her.


My grandad Mike … what a man he was! The funniest man in the world. Utterly hilarious. An original Butlins Redcoat, he was a die-hard Wrexham supporter, and he adored Grandma. They called each other ‘Percy’ – no idea why. My grandad would be in the kitchen and he’d call to her in the next room, as she sat doing a crossword, ‘Can I get you anything Percy?’


They both took great delight in watching all their grandkids grow up and were intrigued to see what happened for us, as they had such eventful times with their own kids.


Sadly, a year to the day that my grandma had passed away, grandad died. It was an unusual day, everything happened so quickly. I’m sure our mum knows what happened to him physically but it was never discussed at great lengths. I realise now that because our lives are so full of love, when somebody passes, we grieve and we take our time to do so but the crux of that person’s death isn’t ever discussed in detail (I suppose, why would you?). He fell out of bed, and as a result of the fall became very unwell over a period of a few hours. He had laid on his bedroom floor for a while, unable to get himself up, an ambulance was called (I don’t know by who) and he was taken to hospital. I remember some family were in the area but my aunt and uncle who he lived with were away. Martha and I were around (we still lived near home then) and were called by Aunty Amy to go and see if he was okay. We got to the hospital expecting him to maybe have a broken wrist, but the doctors said he only had a few hours to live and that we should get all the family there. They were some of the hardest hours I’ve ever been through in my life – making those phone calls to everyone. To my mum, aunts and uncles, telling them their perfectly healthy dad was about to die, and that they all had to get there as soon as possible. Grandad was still conscious when Martha and I were there, and I’m so lucky, but feel so guilty, that I got to hear his last words. The football had been on that day and he said to me, ‘Did Wrexham win?’ They hadn’t, but I told him they had.


Not long after that he slipped into a coma-like state and Martha and I just sat there, holding his hands and stroking them and saying our goodbyes. Everyone else made it in time, rushing back from where they were just before his heart stopped beating at exactly midnight, apart from my aunty Amy. My heart broke for her as she rushed in pleading, begging not to have missed him. He’d been gone for just a couple of minutes. Watching her sobbing and saying sorry over and over to him was utterly devastating. A wonderfully kind nurse looked at her and said, ‘Your mother was calling to him.’ I truly believe she was. A year to the day, just, a few minutes past midnight.


Out of everything that’s happened so far in my life, I truly believe that the thing I’m luckiest for is my family. I like to think I have a little piece of all of them in me, but I worry that saying that sounds big-headed because then I would be describing myself as the best person on earth. But I really hope I’ve picked up some of their kindness and generosity.


Together we’ve been through the most incredible times, but there’s also been tragedy. We’ve lost people along the way, some sooner than expected, but our strength as a family knows no bounds. We’d go to the ends of the earth for each other, and always find a smile, glass of wine, and a party at the root of anything, whether it be for happy or sad reasons. Being together has always got us through anything.


My parents got divorced when I was 16. It was hell, but they’re still very much together now. Not in terms of a romantic relationship or anything – my dad is happily settled with his girlfriend Claire, who my mum also loves. And they have a beautiful little girl, Nancy, our half-sister, who is the absolute best and very much involved in our lives. But they are together as friends, together as respectful humans who raised three children and gave us the lives we had, and now have. They are best friends. And they are a wonderful example of how it can be even after a messy and sad divorce. If you can let go of anger, bitterness, guilt and regret, and just cherish the good times; let go of grudges and look at the bigger picture. Was my mum and dad’s marriage a successful one? Hell, yes it was. Divorce doesn’t make it unsuccessful. Their marriage was just a part of my parents’ ‘journeys’ that had come to an end. But everything else carries on; they will be our parents forever. That love will never die.




Growing Up


I guess you could say our childhood wasn’t like other people’s. My parents were off touring a lot of the time. Touring, working, filming. Sometimes we got to go with them which was really fun – before the days when parents were fined for taking their kids out of school, we’d often be found watching Dad from the side of the stage at a Bonnie Tyler gig. I remember thinking once, ‘Wow … I can’t believe all these people are here to watch my dad!’


I remember Mum being away more – not because she actually was, I just remember the feeling of it. I missed her! She worked her arse off to put a huge gorgeous roof over our heads and I would never make her feel bad for that. But I did miss her a lot, and I clung onto the moments of being with her when she was around. I think when you’re little those things seem more extreme and you are way more sensitive to them, so she probably felt she was around enough. When she was away, we were very lucky to have a wonderful nanny, or child minder as my mates called her: Paula. Paula was an angel to us all, and still is! She was wiping my arse then, and she still pretty much wipes my arse now. She’s basically become Bedfordshire’s most sought after child minder, because she’s absolutely excellent at it.


I missed Mum in all sorts of ways, but one of the things I was always praying for was the total thrill that she might be there to pick me up at the school gates. I would come out of my classroom imagining in my head that she’d be there to surprise me. She worked in London so couldn’t really. That didn’t happen very often, but I remember one morning she told me she was going to pick me up at the end of school, and I spent the day telling all my little mates that she was coming. (We were all little because we were children, just to clarify. I didn’t have a group of friends who were especially small.)


I was SO excited. The bell rang and we walked out of our classroom. In my head it was always a bit like when you come out of the arrivals door at the airport, and everyone’s lined up waiting and you feel dead famous as you walk past. And this time when I walked out, there she was. Tight leather trousers, tight leather jacket, massive-heeled boots, ciggy on the go, full face of make-up, and jet-black gorgeous hair. Still looking like an eighties rock star. And boy did she stand out like a sore thumb next to all the other mums, who would all tut at her and drag their husbands as far away as possible. My heart leapt with pride. ‘DARLING!!!!!’ she said, arms outstretched, and I ran into her arms as fast as I could. She always smelt of Elizabeth Arden flawless finish foundation, CK One and chewing gum. That smell of my mum will forever be my oxygen.
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