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DISCLAIMER


If you have any medical conditions or are not used to taking exercise, before undertaking any of the exercises in this book or changing your exercise regime, please discuss this with your GP or other medical practitioner. The information and opinions on healthy living and well-being in the book are not intended to replace or conflict with the advice given to you by your GP or other health professionals. The author and publisher disclaim any liability directly or indirectly from the use of the material in this book by any person.




PREFACE


Dead Trees


This book won’t change your life. Let’s just get that out of the way, shall we? Personally, I cannot stand walking into a bookshop and being bombarded by books with obnoxious bright red stickers on their covers that read, Change your life today! Or, Join the millions of people who have revolutionised their lives with this book! If you’ve ever picked up a book with those words on the front and actually bought the damn thing – you’ve been duped by a very clever marketing team. I’m sorry. (My publishers are probably already mad at me for writing that. Please publish my book.)


Right, good, so . . . are you sold yet? No? Here’s the thing with books – they’re just words on trees. Dead trees, to be exact. A tree died for this thing that you’re holding (unless you’re using an eReader, in which case, thank you for saving the trees. It’s just a shame you look like an idiot holding one at the beach, isn’t it?). Wait, is this also available on an eReader? Oh jeez. Sorry, publishers. (Please still publish my book.)


Back to my main point – a book alone cannot change your life. A therapist alone cannot change your life. A so-called ‘lifechanging moment’ cannot change your life. The only entity that can actively shape your attitude and habits going forward is you. Yes, I’m aware of how clichéd that sounds, but reality hits hard – when it comes to turning your life around, you are the only person who can hit that Big Red Button. It is my hope that this book of which you’re in possession can help you commit to the decisions you need to make in order to change your life for the better, but quite honestly, the ball is – and has always been – in your court. Most of your growth into a confident, happy human will come from inside of you, and will be born from the mistakes you make and lessons you learn along the way. Over many years, you will inevitably fuck up a numerous amount of times. You will make friends, lose friends, break hearts, have your own heart broken, feel shame, feel pride and, most of all, you will grow to love and accept yourself. Believe me, if I could tell my teenage self that I would be sitting here writing a sentence about selfacceptance at the age of twenty-five, I wouldn’t have believed it. Take it from me – you don’t need to buy this book to eventually find and love yourself (at this point, I’m pretty sure my publishers are crying). However: if you’re able to take away just one thing from this book that gives you the confidence to make a decision that benefits your life, then I’m glad to have written it.


Just so you know (in case it isn’t already extremely apparent), I’m not a therapist. I’ve had absolutely zero professional training in psychology or lessons in motivational speaking whatsoever. In fact, I genuinely had to Google the word ‘preface’ to make sure that it was the right one for this waffling introduction. I am merely an extremely outspoken born-on-the-Internet brat with a platform on which to speak my mind. I’ve been doing just that for over five years on YouTube – uploading usually short, mostly dumb videos to brighten someone else’s day. Sometimes, just to shake things up a bit, I’ll make a video with a little more ‘purpose’; a message letting anybody and everybody know that the sadness they might feel at times is a sadness I have felt myself, and that it’s normal, it’s human – and most of all, temporary.


I’m not gonna try to tell you that you have to read this book in order to have an incredible life. You most certainly will, with or without my help – but if that’s the case, why read it at all? Well, all I can say is that when I was younger, and felt as though I needed a voice of understanding and reason, I didn’t have a Feel Good 101. I’ve lost friends, I’ve lost lovers, and at times I’ve lost hope altogether – but I am still here, in spite of it all. I’ve battled with depression and anxiety. I’ve experienced bullying and peer pressure. I’ve been the only child in a failed marriage. Needless to say, in my twenty-five years on this planet, I’ve been through the wars a little, and I have a lot to say about my experiences. It is my hope that the following pages can be a testament to human strength and perseverance – where there is despair, there is burning passion for a better life. Where there is a rock bottom, there is solid ground to build upon. Where there are dead trees, there is woody debris to support new growth. I am sitting here as an entirely different woman to the depressed, insecure girl I once was – hardened and battle-scarred, to be sure, but most importantly, I am happy, and I am hopeful. As you may well find out as you continue reading, I don’t have much patience for false hope, empty promises or words of little substance, and so this is what I have to give: Feel Good 101. These are the lessons I have learned from my countless mistakes, and the most honest advice I could pluck from my brain and put down into words on thin slivers of dead trees. I truly believe with all of my heart and soul that this is the book I wish I had had growing up as the insecure, bullied, self-loathing doormat of a kid that I once was, filled with confusion, anger, fear and misery. Whilst it is my hope that you cannot relate to my story – if you can, then I wish for you that this book can sit as proof that unhappiness and hardship, whilst testing, is temporary, and that there is a wonderful world filled with love and opportunity waiting for you – you just have to press that Big Red Button.


I meant it when I said it, by the way: this book won’t change your life – but you can. You are your own biggest limit in the world, but are also your own biggest hope. Only you can take the steps you need to help yourself become the strong, independent, fearless person you dream of being. However – it took me over twenty years of real lows, excruciating heartaches and countless mistakes to realise that I could take control of my own life. My hope in writing Feel Good 101 is that it won’t take you as long to realise this as it took me.


Now that it’s written, I’m supposed to be professional and dedicate this book to someone, so here goes: To the person that held me back the most; to the person who told me every single day that I would never amount to anything – I’m glad you grew into the person I am today. Took you bloody long enough, didn’t it?






TEN RULES FOR A HAPPIER LIFE


[image: illustration] Be a better person than you were yesterday.


[image: illustration] Always be the most honest person in the room.


[image: illustration] Apologise when something is your fault.


[image: illustration] Pride is a stronger feeling than hopelessness.


[image: illustration] Love without reservation.


[image: illustration] Be the person that is kindest to you.


[image: illustration] Nobody truly regrets following their heart.


[image: illustration] Say yes in spite of yourself.


[image: illustration] Smile in spite of yourself.


[image: illustration] Don’t be a dick.
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Chasing Your Dreams
(and not running out of breath)


‘My Story’


Okay . . . book. Booky, booky, book book. I have to actually write a book. How do you write a book?! Perhaps I can Google it. Crap. When you’re writing a preface, it sort of feels like you’re just dicking around, you know? Oh shit, I’ve sworn already. Fuck, now I’ve really sworn. I said I wouldn’t swear in Chapter One so that parents skimming through it wouldn’t get mad and refuse to buy my book for their kids. Shit.


You know, there are probably some people reading this page and thinking, Who is this girl, anyway? How did this even make it into a bookshop? Oh jeez, is she one of those ‘YouTubers’ that got lucky and now gets paid stupid money to talk to a camera?


Okay, first of all, if that’s what you believe, then congratulations, the tabloids have played you, just as they intended – sure, I’m one of those ‘YouTubers’ now, and I will admit that it’s easy to perceive me as ‘lucky’. I’m not the funniest, prettiest or smartest kid on the Internet, so how did I land the chance to write a book when there are so many people out there who dream of their work being on the shelves? Listen, don’t mistake me for someone who doesn’t understand that point – I too have called myself ‘lucky’ many times throughout my life. In 2012, at the start of my tale, I was just a twenty-year-old punk equipped with only a few things: average school qualifications, a shitty 7 a.m.– 4 p.m. job in a café in a department store and a mental health issue that prevented me from flying the nest and becoming a person in my own right. I was miserable, being taken advantage of by my superiors at work, perceived as (and treated like) a doormat by the few friends I had in my life, and petrified at the thought of this being ‘it’ for ever – and it very nearly almost was.


So, skipping ahead a few years to the present day – how am I now here? How am I writing a book? How am I performing my music to crowds of thousands? How do I get to wake up when I want, say what I want, and make a living from it? I got lucky, right? Well . . . yes and no. One could certainly argue that I was in the right place at the right time – but I wouldn’t be where I am without both hard work and persistence. When most people I meet ask me to ‘tell my story’, my instinct is to roll my eyes so hard that my retinas detach. I get that my YouTube ‘story’ is relatively new and interesting to those not in the know, but how can anyone be expected to summarise a twenty-five-year journey from hardship to happiness in a few short sentences?


With all that said, here it is: the full story of how my YouTube career began, all the way back in 2012, and, if nothing else, at least now when someone asks how I ‘became a YouTuber’, I can just say, ‘Well, buy my book. It’s in Chapter One.’




3.58 p.m. I lift the metal container of baked beans from the bain-marie and away from the serving area entirely, out of any customer’s sight. No one is going to order a jacket potato at this time in the afternoon, I say to myself. They’re probably getting too cold to serve anyway.


3.59 p.m. I reach around to grip the strings of my uniform apron and pull them loose. I breathe a sigh of relief as another shift at the department store café draws to a close, scrunching up my apron and clutching it tightly, as though it were a stress ball. It got covered in flour again today. If I turn up with it in this state tomorrow, I’ll be pulled into the office – again. Better wash it when I get home.


4 p.m. I quickly look around the café, scanning the scene for my supervisor, Jessica. The coast is clear. I pick up my pace, making my way out of the café and on to the shop floor of the department store. I dash past rails of clothing and towards the giant escalator in the middle of the shop floor. As I place one foot on to the metal steps and proceed upwards to the staff room on the upper floor, I see Jessica, making her way down on the opposite escalator towards the café.


‘Oh, is it four o’clock already?’ she says as we pass each other. ‘Come back down to the café, I’ll need to check to see how clean the kitchen is. You know you can’t leave until it’s spotless.’ I close my eyes, trying to stifle a sigh – there are two other members of staff still on duty for the next two hours in the café that could have tidied any mess I had left in the kitchen. I place my apron over my head and tighten the strings.


4.01 p.m. We step back into the kitchen. Jessica shakes her head. ‘Really? You call this work surface “clean”?’ She sighs. Give it another wipe-down and then you can go, I suppose.’ With a frustrated, audible grunt, I swipe a cloth from the store cupboard, coat it in cleaning detergent and wipe down the surface, all under Jessica’s watchful eye.


4.04 p.m. As per Jessica’s instruction, four minutes after my shift was supposed to be over, I proceed to walk over to the café tables and wipe them clean, too. I start to wonder if my dad is calling me on my phone, which is up in my locker in the staff room. He always tells me I need to stand up for myself; that at 4 p.m., I’m no longer obligated to stay, and that I can’t get in trouble for just saying ‘no’ and signing out on time. Watching my other on-duty colleagues chatting at the tills, I imagine myself finally snapping at Jessica, telling her to ‘shove it’ and simply walking out. I then imagine walking into the store the next morning, being led upstairs to face an ‘internal investigation’ by the store manager and being fired. My heart begins to race as I imagine the prospect of applying for a new job and being asked, ‘So, why did you leave your last job?’ and having to tell them I was fired for storming out. I continue wiping tables.


4.20 p.m. I am filling the refrigerator with sandwiches for the next morning. Jessica walks over in a strop. ‘Okay, go on, you can leave,’ she huffs. I walk past the counter, once again scrunching up my apron in my hand. ‘Oh, excuse me!’ calls out an elderly customer who had crept up behind me. ‘May I please have a jacket potato with baked beans?’


4.35 p.m. I finally drag my bag out of my locker in the staff room, slamming the locker shut in frustration. I read the text from my dad that accompanies my missed calls: Where are you?





[image: illustration]


I put on my coat, walk down the corridor and out on to the shop floor. I catch Jessica walking towards the staff room I have just come out of, paperwork in her hand. ‘Oh, by the way,’ she says with an air of superiority, ‘Janet phoned earlier, she’s not going to be coming in tomorrow. Are you all right to start at 7 a.m. tomorrow?’


I sigh. ‘Yes, of course. See you tomorrow.’


*


Now, I have no doubt that this story is nothing new to those who have worked a nine to five, nor will it probably seem bad in comparison to stories that many of you out there may have – however, as those who have done it will also tell you, it is difficult to be content with your life when this is basically all it contains: waking up to go to work, being bossed around, eating dinner, going to sleep, repeat. At the age of twenty, I had been in my waitressing/ kitchen job for two years, with no perceivable future prospects, no chance of promotion, and no time or qualifications to help me get a better job. I was well and truly stuck in the rat race, squeaking and dragging my tail six, sometimes seven, days a week. This job was supposed to fill up an uneventful gap year – one I had taken because I was completely petrified of leaving my home town and leaving my dad all alone in order to attend university, and I think I knew deep down that I was never going to actually go. So that was it: I was a waitress.


Oh, well, there was something else – I was a singer in a band, too, on the rare occasion that I was given a day off from serving jacket potatoes to old ladies. It was the one escape I had from being smushed under Jessica’s big, bossy, supervisor feet day in, day out. It was the second time I’d been a member of a band, and it would turn out to be the last. I’d applied to fill the position of vocalist when the band’s previous singer quit in order to go on a TV talent show. It was the band’s drummer who had got me in to replace her. We only did small, local gigs, but boy, was I committed – when our guitarist allowed anyone else to have even a smidgen of input with the songwriting, I was bringing sheets of my own lyrics to rehearsals, dreaming of the day we’d break out of the county of Essex and play a show in an unfamiliar city. On one occasion, we actually did land a gig out of town; however, on the way to the show in Brighton, we got caught in a ten-car pile-up on the motorway, totalling our rental van (along with a classic car that was worth more than any of us had ever earned in our lives). Nevertheless, with determination, willpower and an engine leaking anti-freeze, we somehow made it to our show. I got a tattoo of a van with smoke pouring from the bonnet as a memento. This band was my future, I was sure of it: yes, I had some demos of some solo work, but I knew that one day my band would make it big, and I could leave my waitressing job, rude elderly customers and jacket potatoes behind for ever.


And then I got kicked out.


It probably shouldn’t have been a shock, really. After at least six concurrent weeks of at least one band member not being able to make rehearsals, our guitarist (I shall refrain from airing my personal feelings towards him here) decided we should ‘take a break’. Naively, I wholeheartedly agreed – it would give me the chance to book some time off work, write some new lyrics and come back refreshed and ready to take on the world – right? Imagine the look on my face a few weeks later when I checked Twitter one morning and saw a post from the band’s account that went something along the lines of: We’re finally back! Come see us play our first reunion show with our original line-up! Buy your tickets here . . .


No one had told me. No one from my band, which I had loved so much that I had gotten a tattoo of our totalled van on my leg, had given me the courtesy of a call or even a text to tell me that they’d ‘re-formed’ with their previous singer. I’d been publicly kicked out in the most humiliating way. That same day, after many angry tears, I marched down to a local tattoo studio and got a design that covered up the tattoo on my leg, feeling devastated that the people that I considered my closest friends could hurt me in such a callous way.


I knew almost immediately that I wasn’t done with music. I didn’t know what I was going to do, or how I was going to do it, but I was going to keep writing and releasing songs. Before I’d joined my band, I’d created a YouTube channel for my solo music that went under the name TheseSilentSeas (pretentious, sure, but I thought it was artsy and cool) where I’d uploaded some acoustic demos that I’d recorded in my bedroom with some free music software. Could I go back to that channel and go back to writing under that name, as though the band and its subsequent drama had never happened? No – I was going to go solo. Officially solo. Over the following weeks, I compiled the acoustic demos I had recorded into my first ever EP, titled Human Behaviour, put them online for purchase under my real name for the very first time, and opened a brand-new YouTube channel just to claim the username: emmablackery.


As I began to upload my home-made demos to my brand-new channel, I realised that in order to achieve my dream of becoming a successful solo artist, I would need to dedicate as much time to YouTube as I could. Whenever I was given a rare day off work, I would sit in my bedroom, write brand-new songs on my acoustic guitar and record them with a cheap microphone. I would then proceed to spam my own Facebook wall with my new creations in a desperate attempt to get anyone and everyone I knew to give my songs a listen. I began to upload covers of popular songs and even started making content that wasn’t strictly music-related, such as Q&A videos, in the hope of gaining a new audience. One evening, after searching YouTube for ideas for new and exciting content, I accidentally stumbled across the underground world of vlogging. I’d certainly seen kids talking to their webcams in the past, and had even attempted it myself once or twice, but hadn’t given it too much thought. Yet, here in front of me were people my age, talking into professional cameras with hundreds of thousands of viewers tuning in to hear what they had to say! It was that night back in May 2012 when I realised what I wanted to do. I was going to build an audience of my own by sharing my life online, in the hope of perhaps one day being able to quit my job at the café and becoming a full-time musician like I’d always dreamed.


After a few nights of planning, I decided that if I truly wanted to build up a YouTube channel, I had to get a decent camera. I began to research what equipment my new YouTube heroes had, and discovered that DSLRs were the new thing that ‘vloggers’ were using; suddenly, videos in beautiful HD quality were popping up all over the site! However, when I decided to do a quick Google search for the specific camera my favourite vlogger was using, after pausing their video in the right spot, my heart sank. The cheapest one I could find was just over £630. My monthly wage at the department store café varied between £600 and £800! The only way I could possibly afford one (and still afford to live) was to put the DSLR on a credit card. This is a stupid idea, I said to myself, hesitantly entering my card details. You won’t be able to pay this off for years, and you’ll only use it once for a crappy music video, and then give up. This is stupid. Don’t do it.


I did it anyway.


I pressed the complete transaction button and sat back in my desk chair. Had I really just blown £630 that I couldn’t afford on a DSLR camera? I had zero expertise on how to use one – I’d never even held one before! I was utterly clueless, and suddenly very worried about what I had just gotten myself into. What kind of judgement would I get from my friends and family when they found out I’d blown a month’s wages on a camera that I would definitely give up on using after one try?!


When the postman arrived a few days later with my new purchase, I ran to the front door and eagerly unwrapped it. The camera was heavy, bulky and definitely more complicated than the crappy handheld I’d been using previously – I instantly sensed I was out of my depth. The next few evenings were spent at my laptop, furiously researching anything to do with DSLRs. What did ‘aperture’ mean? What was ‘shutter speed’? Couldn’t I just turn it on, press record, and get a beautiful music video? My question was answered as soon as I came home from the local park after filming my first home-made music video for my song, ‘Fixation’. No, you most definitely couldn’t just press record and get a masterpiece. My attempt at a music video was laughable, even by my 2012 standards (or lack thereof). I didn’t manage to film enough footage before my tiny memory card ran out of space, so I had to copy and paste one of the scenes three different times (I even played the scene in reverse at one point to make it look like a different take – 2012 Emma had a lot of balls, and zero dignity). Most of the footage was also grainy and out of focus! Was this all a DSLR could do?


With a sigh, I uploaded my haphazard attempt at a video, hoping the music itself would bring in the views from my three(!) subscribers, and sadly put my new toy aside. What a waste of money.


A couple of months passed. By day, during time off from my job, I’d pick up my DSLR again, spurt some rubbish about my life into the camera and upload it, hoping that something I said would go viral and that new people would find my music video. By night, I would watch my favourite YouTubers – including a guy who would read a popular (but poorly written) young-adult novel out loud to his camera and give his comedic opinion on it. YouTube, despite not feeling like something I could do very well myself, quickly became my new escape. When I was watching videos from my favourite vloggers, I wouldn’t be thinking about Jessica bossing me about at work, or the £630 on my credit card that I couldn’t pay off. I wouldn’t be thinking about the fact that I had no future plans, no traditional career ambition, no desire to leave home due to my specific type of anxiety – I was simply laughing at YouTubers talking about procrastination, or about things they’d thought were true when they were kids, or slightly weirder videos of vloggers painting their entire body in purple paint. There was always something new, with the ability to distract me from a bad day at work, and the videos were always from someone I felt was truly talking to and connecting with me. These guys got me. I still remember the evening I sat at my computer, watching the latest episode of the young-adult novel being ripped apart, and thinking to myself, Didn’t that Fifty Shades of Grey book just come out? Isn’t that supposedly quite cringey? What if instead of talking about music . . . I try reading that and criticising it? To my surprise, I found the jump from making music-based vlogs to comedy videos a lot easier than I’d imagined. After many years of being teased at school, I’d quickly turned to humour to hide my insecurities, and I’d always thought my wit was a strength – even though I’d never considered it as a career option. The first episode of my ‘Let’s Read: Fifty Shades of Grey’ series was uploaded in June 2012. Whilst I was nervous and unnatural on camera, and the video was poorly lit and terribly edited with some free software I found on my laptop, I wholeheartedly believed that I was making content that the world would enjoy. In time, I’d be proven right.


Between the months of July and December in 2012, my life changed dramatically. My ‘Let’s Read: Fifty Shades of Grey’ series was taking off (the first video in the series reached over 100,000 views, which in 2012 was no mean feat). I’d begun uploading comedy vlogs and sketches of my own, and I’d somehow plucked up the courage to request more days off work and was spending them looking for a job with less demanding hours. I subsequently found one, as a manager in a new café in town, which meant fewer hours and slightly more money. I was happy – but of course, what goes up . . .


One evening in late December 2012, I logged in to YouTube, and was faced with something I’d never seen before. In front of me was a bright pink alert on my homepage:


ATTENTION. We have received copyright complaint(s) regarding material you posted, as follows: ‘Let’s Read: Fifty Shades of Grey’: Episode 2.


Please note: Repeat incidents of copyright infringement will result in the deletion of your account and all videos you have uploaded. Please delete any videos for which you do not own the necessary rights, and refrain from uploading infringing videos.


Well, needless to say, I was scared shitless. My heart started to pound. It turned out that someone at the publishing house for Fifty Shades of Grey had seen my series and put in a copyright notification to get my series of critiques taken down. If I’d known then what I know now, I would have fought back. I would’ve claimed the commentary and criticism made the original work transformative and that it had every right to exist, but alas, I was young and new to the platform – and so I deleted every video in the ‘Let’s Read’ series. Every. Single. One. Oh, how I wish I’d backed up my content to a hard drive – sadly, I can find no backup copies of any of the twenty-two videos I made for the series, and I have long since accepted that they are gone for ever. Looking back, however, I see this terrifying, pinktinted warning as a blessing in disguise. It was from this copyright takedown that I decided to finally bite the bullet and press on with my original comedy sketches and vlogs. My first real ‘comedy vlog’ was called ‘Zelda of GTFO’, where I talked about how any future partner of mine would need to love The Legend of Zelda game series as much as I do. It was, of course, these types of videos that then became more popular than my ‘Let’s Read’ series ever was, and helped to grow my channel to numbers I’d never even dreamed of having just months previously. By December 2012, just seven months after starting my channel, I’d reached 20,000 subscribers.


And then . . . I got fired from my managerial job. Yep! I was pulled aside after a shift at the new café on Christmas Eve and told that, as a manager who only came in for four-hour shifts, I was of little value to the company and was being let go. However, when a window closes, sometimes, a big-ass door opens. I left the café that night without a single tear rolling down my face – YouTube had become such a passion project of mine that despite earning only a fraction of what my ‘real job’ was giving me, I’d been pouring every hour I could into the site. Towards the end of my time there, I was coming up with new ideas at work and writing scripts for them instead of serving customers, walking around the back out of sight to check my views, using every day off as an opportunity to film new videos and editing them in the evenings after work until the early hours, resulting in me getting into work the next day absolutely exhausted. Needless to say, I was a sucky manager, and by all rights, I probably deserved to be fired. However, despite concern from my dad about my income (and now a gap in employment on my CV) I knew that this was a sign. This was my time – and I had to give it everything I had.


That evening, I told my dad I’d been let go, and said to him, ‘Dad, you need to trust me. I can make a living from this. Maybe one day I’ll actually earn more from YouTube than I did at the café. I have to take this opportunity and see what happens.’


I would say that my dad was supportive from the get-go, but I wouldn’t want to lie in my own book. He was concerned that one month I’d do well with YouTube earnings, and the next month earn nothing at all. I think, looking back, that if I hadn’t been so caught up in my new passion I probably would have agreed with him, but by the time my last shift rolled around on New Year’s Eve, I was in too deep. YouTube was going to be my future – no more early starts, no more workplace bullying, no more worrying about what I wanted to do for a living: this was the answer.


Since early 2013, YouTube has been my full-time job, my passion, my livelihood, and the rest of my story is visible for the world to see through my hundreds of videos. In the few months after being fired, I would begin to upload comedy sketches on a weekly basis, reach the 100,000 subscriber milestone, make videos with creators I looked up to, return to music and release a second solo EP that would reach number one in the iTunes Rock Chart in the UK. To date, I have completed my first ever headline tour (which sold out in minutes), supported Busted in arenas across the country, reached one million subscribers (and counting!), overcome enough of my anxiety issues to move out of my dad’s house and live on my own, communicated my message of determination and the importance of hard work to millions of people across the world, headlined Shepherd’s Bush Empire in London and now I’ve written a book.


Oh, and in case you were wondering: I paid off that credit card, too.


Luck Is For Losers


So, you were a waitress, and you happened to catch a break, you’re thinking. It could’ve happened to anyone. Let me tell you – I’ve thought the exact same. I’ve lost count of the amount of times I’ve called myself ‘a waitress that got a chance’. The thing is – and this is something that I understand can be hard to appreciate when it isn’t directly visible – it’s taken a lot of hard work for me to get to where I am now. Listen, I’m in no position to complain. I love what I do. I wake up every morning in disbelief that I can actually call what I do my job. However, it has involved years of consistent creative thinking, filming, editing, uploading, posting on social media, keeping up with trends, doing research, flying across the world at all hours to be at events – it is a wonderful life, but definitely an exhausting one, and not one I could uphold without a lot of dedication. I realise now that yes, having my videos gain a bit of traction at the beginning may have been a stroke of luck, buried somewhere deep in an algorithm that no one understands, but those Fifty Shades videos providing entertaining critique that no one on Youtube was providing, and maintaining and building my audience would not have been possible without a lot of grafting – ultimately, my videos would not have taken off if I hadn’t worked to make them the best that I could.


My first videos in 2012 were certainly not incredible, but improvement comes from practice: watching each and every video from those who influenced me, learning their editing techniques, researching lenses and microphones to make my videos the best quality I could afford. My point is, if you want results, you have to put in the work. So did I get lucky to begin with, or did I just provide the content that was missing at the time? Perhaps both statements are correct, but it’s important to remember that luck alone gets you nowhere. One of my heroes, ex-wrestler and MMA fighter CM Punk, once said that luck is for losers. Straight and to the point, but when you think about it, quite true. At the end of the day, you have to make your own luck – waiting around for a dream to happen will get you nowhere. Believe me – I know a lot about that, too.


Let me tell you a story. When I was growing up, an only child in my home town of Basildon, Essex, I listened to the music you’d expect a girl from the early ’90s to like – Spice Girls, S Club 7, Steps, Britney Spears, and basically any pop song from one of those big compilation CDs that my dad would rent from our local library. Ever since I learned to talk at the age of three (I was a late developer . . . I’m still waiting to reach adult height, too), I loved singing. I dreamt of being the lead singer in a pop group, sketching rubbish pictures every day after school of myself on stage with my friends. When my parents got me listening to ’80s icons such as Michael Jackson and Madonna, I began to dream of being a solo artist instead. As soon as I was old enough to be able to use a Walkman, I developed a habit of listening to my favourite songs in the dark when I was supposed to be asleep, pretending my pitch-black bedroom was a stage, in front of me a sea of lights from a screaming crowd watching me perform. I’m not ashamed to admit this habit actually continued long into my twenties. (Do I still do it? I’m not telling you.)


Sadly, when I was growing up, our family never had much money to spare. I’m not going to sit here and say we were dirt poor – we paid our bills, we never went without food and we always had a roof over our heads – but things were tight enough to mean that asking my parents if I could go to a stage school or take singing lessons was out of the question. I don’t even recall ever asking them, as I knew what the answer would be. It wasn’t that my parents didn’t want to support me – I guess they just saw my singing as a nice hobby, and that putting money behind something that wouldn’t be a full-time job would be a waste of money that could go on other things. I don’t blame them for that, nor do I wonder, What if I’d gone to theatre school? I know that we simply did what was smart, and what was best for our family. However, when I was twelve (and posters of bands such as Busted, McFly and Green Day had begun to take over my bedroom walls), my dad took me into our local music store and allowed me to pick out an early birthday present.


My first guitar, I’m not ashamed to say, was a piece of shit (sorry, Dad). It was an electric guitar with a snakeskin pattern, equipped with a bright yellow strap that read, POLICE LINE – DO NOT CROSS. Paired with my £20 portable amp, I felt like the coolest up-and-coming musician of my generation. I, my friends, was hot shit. Trying hard to learn how to play the simplest of riffs on one string (hello, ‘Seven Nation Army’) and not realising that when strings went rusty they needed changing; not understanding what bass, middle and treble were on my amp, and thus turning all three dials up to maximum – I was a rock GODDESS. To be honest, I didn’t even really play the damn thing, or learn any songs the whole way through – most of the time I just stood in my bedroom, unplugged guitar around my body, jumping in the air in time to a chorus, dreaming of the day I’d be appointed as the fourth member of Busted. A pipe dream, sure, but one I acted out on my own every afternoon after school. Someday, I’d be sharing a stage with Busted. I think that, in my head, I knew it was rubbish – I wasn’t in a band, I wasn’t writing my own music, I didn’t even know anything about the music industry – I just had a dream, something that would distract me from the usual suspects: homework, body issues, bullying and every other distraction that came with growing up.


After a couple of years of occasionally picking up my snakeskin axe and frustratingly putting it back down when I couldn’t nail a certain chord change, I did the only thing I knew – I gave up entirely. Giving up is one of the easiest things to do, and it’s something I’ve ashamedly done many times with different things over the years – violin, crochet, wrestling training, karate, personal training, healthy eating, about five different YouTube channels . . . the list is endless – but on this occasion, as far as music went, I well and truly wrote myself off. I still practised singing, pretending to be in a band when the bedroom lights were out, but by the age of fourteen, as my guitar began to gather dust and Busted announced they were splitting up, I left my dreams in the corner, throwing myself into academic subjects instead. The thing is, surrounded by my peers at school who knew exactly what they wanted to do for a living, I was completely lost. Being a singer was the only real ‘dream’ I’d ever had, the only career I could imagine doing that made me smile at the prospect. Without that dream, all I could do was drift, not knowing what else I’d be any good at: Perhaps I should become an English teacher, or a secretary like my mum. Not that I’ll be doing either, if I keep skipping homework . . .


It wasn’t until I’d turned sixteen, after a spur-of-the-moment decision to buy an acoustic guitar with my saved-up pocket money, that my love for playing music truly came back. This time around, I was older and knew myself a little better, equipped with more acoustic-based music influences, and I began to write full-length songs for the first time. I shared my creations with no one; after coming this far, I was terrified of negative feedback, scared of having anything knock my confidence and send my new guitar into its dusty grave alongside its predecessor. Slowly, with practice, I got better at playing; I got the hang of singing and strumming at the same time, and of writing lyrics that fitted into my personal life.


Now fully immersed in the world of pop-punk bands such as Paramore, blink-182 and Green Day, I finished school and attended college to study A levels in academic subjects. I still wasn’t convinced that I could eventually sell out shows with what little music I’d created, and made the decision to turn down a course in music production, instead opting to study maths, ICT, English language and politics (could you imagine me debating in a politics class? I was every bit as annoying as you’d think). Within the first couple of weeks, I’d befriended a guy in my politics class whose love for bands such as Nine Inch Nails and Rage Against The Machine rubbed off on me. However, it was only when he introduced me to a band called Placebo that I realised I had to truly give music another go. I had to give myself as much of a chance as I could to share a stage with Placebo one day, just as I’d once dreamed of doing with Busted.
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