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This book is for those


who said I’d never


get anywhere in life


and those who never


doubted for a second


that I would.


Without either of you,


I wouldn’t be here.


Thank you.




PROLOGUE


Getting to Know Me


I am, first and foremost, above all else, an actress and a singer, destined to spend my life in the spotlight, on stage and screen in front of crowds of people. I regularly make videos and share them with thousands of people online. But, believe it or not, I don’t actually like attention. I don’t really like talking about myself. So then how do I tell you about who I am, what I do and why you should read my book without dying of cringe? Well, I thought I’d give that job to the people I trust most: my friends, family and colleagues. They probably know me better than I know myself, so I set them a little quiz. If you’ve been watching my videos for a while, turn the page to see how many of these questions you know the answer to and read on to see how my nearest and dearest got on.


HOW WELL DO YOU KNOW CARRIE?








	1

	
Why is my YouTube channel called ItsWayPastMyBedTime?






	2

	What common household item do I hold in all of my videos?






	3

	Who would be my three dream dinner-party guests?






	4

	Which of these is not the title of one of my videos?






	

	a) Leaping into the Unknown






	

	b) Why I Hate Tea and Cake!






	

	c) The One Where I Pee in a Onesie






	5

	What colour are my eyes?






	6

	Which cereal advert did I appear in as a child?






	7

	Complete this line from my song, ‘Boys in Books Are Better’






	

	And you could take me______________ if you’ve






	

	been made up by _____________






	8

	What was the first video I posted on YouTube?






	

	a) A cover of ‘On My Own’ from Les Misérables







	

	b) A cover of ‘Defying Gravity’ from Wicked







	

	c) A cover of ‘The Only Exception’ by Paramore






	9

	What is my favourite book?






	10

	What do my subscribers call themselves?









Here are Celinde Schoenmaker, my good friend from Theatreland, Tom Fletcher, my brother, and Pete Bucknall from the YouTube world to answer my quiz questions.


1 Why is my YouTube channel called ItsWayPastMyBedtime?


Celinde: I want to say, because of a song? Because I think I heard that once … but now I say it I’m not sure, and I want to say: because the first video you uploaded was way past your bedtime and you were like … BINGO! [image: image]


Tom: Because you’re much better at thinking of YouTube channel names than your brother aka TomMcFlyTwitter/Tomplicated [image: image]


Pete: Something about something you had to do with a flying car … I think … maybe. [image: image]


Close enough, Pete!


2 What common household item do I hold in all of my videos?


Celinde: Come on … A cup of tea! Easy;-) [image: image]


Tom: Toothbrush? A mug? A cuddly toy?! Paper! Snow! A ghost! [image: image]


Pete: Often … MY Nightmare Before Christmas mug! But always some sort of ceramic tea-holding device. [image: image]


3 Who would be my three dream dinner party guests?


Celinde: Rapunzel, Stitch and Elsa. Or do you mean real people? ’Cause then I think it would be … Buzz, J.K. Rowling and Walt Disney. [image: image]


Tom: I don’t know but if I were one of them and you didn’t invite Natalie Portman as one of your remaining two guests I would pick up my plate and eat my vegan sausages in the other room. [image: image]


Pete: Me (obviously), James McAvoy, and perhaps Chinese Emperor Shen Nung? (The inventor of Tea!) Failing that … Walt Disney. [image: image]


Great guest choices! But not quite …


4 Which of these is not the title of one of my videos?






(a) Leaping into the Unknown


(b) Why I Hate Tea and Cake!


(c) The One Where I Pee in a Onesie








Celinde: ‘Why I Hate Tea and Cake!’ Because you definitely do not hate tea and cake! Peeing in a onesie … I mean, I can see you doing that. [image: image]


Tom: I have absolutely no idea, I only watch the ones that say ‘Dear Tom’ in the title ;-) [image: image]


RUDE!


Pete: AS IF you would ever make a video called ‘Why I Hate Tea and Cake!’ Talk about blasphemy! [image: image]


5 What colour are my eyes?


Celinde: Brown! [image: image]


Tom: They are all brown. [image: image]


Pete: Think of the colour of the nicest, richest, warmest chocolate cake you can … and there you go! [image: image]


6 Which cereal did I appear in an advert for as a child? [image: image]


Celinde: I have seen it, but come on, Carrie, I’m Dutch! The only one I know is Kellogg’s … so I will say that one? [image: image]


Tom: You were the monkey in the Coco-Pops adverts before your tail removal surgery. You were also Little Red Riding Hood in the Honey Nut Cheerios advert.


So many questions! Is there a prize at the end of this or some sort of certificate at least?[image: image]


Pete: Honey Nut Cheerios! Which weirdly enough, I saw when I was a kid … Destiny! [image: image]


7 Complete this line from my song, ‘Boys in Books Are Better’:






And you could take me______________ if you’ve


been made up by _____________








Celinde: Rowing, Rowling (if this is actually true can I please be rewarded for this)? [image: image]


So close, Celinde!


Tom: And you could take me to – the library if you’ve been made up by shmir … shmibrary? [image: image]


Pete: And you could take me something something boys in books! If you’ve been made up by something something lalalala they’re better! [image: image]


8 What was the first video I posted on YouTube?






(a) A cover of ‘On My Own’ from Les Misérables


(b) A cover of ‘Defying Gravity’ from Wicked


(c) A cover of ‘The Only Exception’ by Paramore








Celinde: A cover of ‘On My Own’ from Les Misérables because I want this to be true … wouldn’t that be amazing. [image: image]


Tom: Trick question! It’s actually secret answer (d) a cover of ‘U Can’t Touch This’ by MC Hammer, which was later removed due to your rapping skills being too fresh. [image: image]


Pete: (I definitely didn’t have to search that …) It was ‘The Only Exception’! Although I heard your cover of ‘On My Own’ first! [image: image]


9 What is my favourite book?


Celinde: You say this about so many books! I think you loved One Day, All My Friends are Superheroes and The Fault in Our Stars. I can’t pick one. Wait, what about this one?! This should be your favourite book! [image: image]


Tom: I’m pretty sure it’s The Dinosaur That Pooped Christmas … or maybe it’s The Dinosaur That Pooped The Past … definitely one of those. Maybe. [image: image]


Pete: The last time I checked … it was All My Friends are Superheroes by Andrew Kaufman. (P.S. Thank you for telling me about it! What a book!) [image: image]


10 What do my subscribers call themselves?


Celinde: HOPEFULS! (PINKY.) [image: image]


Tom: Hoperers … no, wait … I know this, hopeless? Hmmmm, hoppers? Hopey people? Hopefuls! [image: image]


Pete: The Hopefuls. The most loyal, kind, caring subscribers I have ever seen. [image: image]


And bonus round: What is the best and worst thing about me?


Celinde: Worst thing would be: You seduce me with sweets when I’m sitting there with two eggs and half an avocado trying to be healthy … And you know it!


Best thing: You’re this incredible little explosion of talent, love and friendship! You inspire so many people, and it’s an absolute joy to be around your positive vibes (and fabulous hair)! With big laughs from the beginning, and more laughs to come and I can’t wait. My little Carrie fairy, don’t ever change. Lots of love. [image: image]


Tom: I imagine the best thing is that the largeness of your hair means you never need to pack a pillow when camping. The worst thing … you smell funny. [image: image]


Pete: The Best: Once you have made a decision, there’s no changing your mind.


The Worst: Once you have made a decision … there’s no changing your mind! Aww, guys! Points all round! And the winner is … [image: image]






Aww, guys! Points all round!


And the winner is …








[image: image]


For all the CORRECT answers, please turn to page 325.



OVERTURE

All I Know Now

I don’t know what I’m doing. In life, in love, in work, in general. I just don’t know what I’m doing. Making it up as I go along. Doing it on the fly. Winging it. Haven’t a clue. I am not qualified, in any way, to be telling you how to live your life. I’m a singing, acting, stumbling, bumbling London girl who’s led rather a daft life. I don’t have a degree in anything. I didn’t even train to sing or act. I’ve learnt what I’ve learnt through living my life, knocking things over, breaking things, fixing them and learning how not to do the same thing again – hopefully. I’ve made mistakes. Loads of ’em. More mistakes than I have fingers and toes … twice over. And I hope that reading about some of my mistakes will help you avoid your own – or if not avoid, at least handle them a little better. At the very least, I hope these stories from my life will make you smile (and/or wet yourself laughing at what a massive dork I am).

I was lucky enough to have a really amazing childhood. My mum and dad were very grounded and incredibly supportive and really made sure that my brother and I were as happy as we could be. My brother, being seven years older than I am, was also very protective and was always looking out for me. It’s fair to say though that I was a bit of a ‘madam’ when I was younger. I used to play this game called ‘Run Away Cheeky’ … which basically entailed me yelling ‘RUN AWAY CHEEKY!’ to my parents, legging it and hiding from them. How my parents managed to survive bringing me up is truly beyond me. Well done, the both of you!

I was in three West End shows before the age of eleven but my parents made sure none of it went to my head so I think I’ve turned into a relatively normal adult. (I say ‘relatively’ because how normal are any of us, really?) But despite getting off to a pretty good start in life, like many people I began to struggle in my teenage years. I’m a pretty dramatic girl at the best of times, but if you mix that into a huge cauldron with a million and one hormones, the pressure to pass exams with good marks, the constant chase to find a boyfriend more quickly than your peers (which then conflicts with your desperate need to fit in with them all), keeping up with the latest fashions (even if you don’t like them) and unless you’re one of the few lucky ones (and I wasn’t) being bullied on top of it all, then … Bibbidi-bobbidi-boo! You get a rather confused, panicky teenager who is just about ready to pull the duvet up over their head and refuse to leave the house ever again.

When I was in ‘the Teen Age’, I was never sure whether I was ‘normal’ or not. I never seemed to swap my number with any boys at school discos, I never really enjoyed the shopping trips my friends organised because we ended up in Abercrombie & Fitch rather than Waterstones. And then when we were about fifteen they all seemed to start smoking, and that was so not what I was into … and yet I thought I respected my friends and their choices, so what was I missing? How was I supposed to dress and act to get boys’ MSN addresses? And was I supposed to like all the things my friends liked? Or should I at least pretend to fit in? And is drinking a rite of passage? Or can I opt out without looking like a wuss? Does any of this sound familiar to you? If it does, it certainly makes me feel better. I wasn’t such a weirdo after all and I hope it makes you feel that you aren’t either!

All this hindsight is all very well and good, but at the time, all of those questions drove me to the point of questioning my entire existence and my purpose on this earth. (Told you I was dramatic.) In the end, I pushed and persevered through the crap all teenagers go through. The bullying, the mistakes, the arguments, the dates, the boys, the sex, the peer pressure, the crushes, the friends, the enemies, the frenemies … and now I’m here. Here watching you guys go through almost identical experiences and panicking just like I panicked. I’m watching from afar, trapped on the wrong side of a computer screen. Helpless … until now.

When I was growing up, there were times when I wished I had a manual. A handbook that told me exactly how to avoid the stupid situations I got myself into or how to get myself out of the ones I was already in. But there wasn’t one. At the same time, I felt like there was a lack of role models for people my age, male or female. Maybe I just wasn’t searching hard enough, and maybe I didn’t need to as I always looked up to my big brother Tom for advice and guidance. He served as role model enough. (Showing me how best to wind up my parents, how to heat up ‘too-cold’ ice cream in the microwave and how you know that, when the burgers are on fire, they’re done.) I know that you guys are looking for advice and role models too – whether they’re celebrities, singers, actors, reality TV stars or YouTubers/vloggers. Somehow, slowly, over my few years online making videos – talking about my rather daft life and telling stories to whoever is bored on a Sunday afternoon – I’ve made something of a name for myself as an ‘honorary big sister’. I don’t pretend or even think or feel like I’m an expert or someone who’s studied, well … anything! I’m not a doctor or a professor and I don’t have two qualifications to rub together, but I do feel – as someone who has stood exactly where you guys are standing now – that I have a pretty good idea of how I can help. My inbox is filled to the brim, daily, with questions that the askers wouldn’t dare discuss with their parents, teachers or other authority figures that they find scary. You turn to me, us, the generation of vloggers and bloggers, because we’re close enough in age that you know we understand and you feel like you know us so well because of the amount of our lives, experiences and stories we share with you, but we’re distant and removed enough from your situations for you not to feel too exposed when confiding in us your deepest, darkest issues. You feel somewhat anonymous and therefore you open up more and aren’t as scared to ask for help.

So this is why I had the idea to write the manual I yearned for when I was a teenager. In these pages you’ll read about all the really stupid things I’ve done wrong and what I learnt from them, in the hopes that you’ll learn from them too and my tales of woe will make you laugh, make you think and, maybe, help you if you find yourself on the verge of making a similar mistake. That’s not to say I think making a mistake is bad. Quite the opposite; mistakes can be brilliant! Make as many as you like because no matter how similar our problems, our mistakes will always be different and unique to us, and you’ll learn things from them that have never even occurred to me. And maybe in years to come, YOU can write a book about it to help the generation behind you. But this is me. My story, my mistakes and my lessons learnt. I clawed my way out of the Teen Age with very little help and not because it wasn’t offered but because I was too stupid to ask for it. So, now that I’ve emerged on the other side and I’m doing OK, I’m turning around and helping pull other people through. I’m giving you the chance to seek help without having to ask for it. All you need to do is read.



ACT 1


How To Make


Friends Without


Vomiting On


Their Shoes …


and Other


School Stories




1


Firsts


First chapter, Carrie. Gotta make it good. You need to talk about something with substance. You’ve actually got to have a topic, Carrie. Something with some real meaning that these people will want to read about. If this first chapter is average or just plain bad, the rest of the book from here on out will be pointless. Start as you mean to go on, Carrie. Yes?


No, Inner Critic. Shush, just … shush. I don’t know about you but I’ve had enough of people putting so much pressure on ‘firsts’. Whether it’s the first comment on a YouTube video, your first day at a new school or new job or your first sexual experience, there is just too much unnecessary pressure! I had a thirteen-year-old girl ask me, on the wonderful world of Tumblr, if there was something wrong with her because she didn’t have a boyfriend yet. I calmly explained that she was still so young with her whole life ahead of her and told her that I didn’t find my first proper boyfriend until I was sixteen, but in my head I was screaming, ‘You’re thirteen!’ When I was thirteen all I cared about was whether there would be cheesecake after lunch at school! It freaked me out that she didn’t think boys were smelly, under-evolved creatures who burped and farted and left trails of slime wherever they went. Hell, I’m twenty-two and I still think that!


In those early teen years, around eleven to thirteen, adulthood and responsibility start paying an interest in you. You can feel them following not far behind, lurking behind bushes and buildings, leering at you, and it’s a horrible feeling you just can’t shake. It feels like there are so many things hurtling towards you that you’ve never experienced before and you don’t know if you’re equipped to handle them. First day of high school, college, uni or a job, first boyfriend, first kiss, first … stuff that follows kisses (I blushed, I’ll admit it) and SO MANY MORE. ‘You might as well just give up now!’ says the mean Inner Critic in your head. But you shouldn’t give up because when you’re that side of the giant chasm that is teenage life, all the obstacles seem HUGE like those massive red balls in Total Wipeout. But looking back at them from this side, they’re merely space hoppers and getting over them wasn’t nearly as hard as you thought it’d be. Although, there’s no telling that to my thirteen-year-old self because she worries about everything.


So, what’s my point?


Firsts aren’t nearly as important as we make them.


There are a lot of different firsts a person can have but in those early teenage years there are two main ones that seem rather daunting and overpowering so I’m going to focus on those.


SCHOOL


Your first day is, most likely, not just your first day. You’re in with a whole class or year group who are also feeling the same pressure and anxieties that you are, so my tip is: don’t underestimate how self-involved people can be when nervous. Look around at everyone else in the room. How much do you care about what they’re doing? Or what they look like? Are you secretly hoping they’ll show themselves up? I can bet the answer is no, not at all, because you’re only thinking about YOU. And too right! It’s a big day for you and you need to be self-aware, but never forget that everyone else is also feeling the same way about themselves. No one is even thinking about you let alone watching you and waiting for you to screw up. Think about how you’re feeling: What if I make a mistake? Do I look OK? Am I having a bad hair day? How can I get through this? What if no one likes me? Me, me, me! Everyone else is feeling exactly the same things about themselves. Not you. They all think they’re standing alone on a stage in the spotlight and everyone else is in the crowd, scrutinising their every move, when really we’re ALL standing on the stage but the lights are off and there’s no one left in the audience to watch you. The only pressure to make a good impression and be memorable is coming from yourself, so take the heat off a little bit. Also, if it’s any comfort, your first day at school probably won’t be as difficult as my first day at school …


My First Day at School


I was in a production of Mary Poppins in Bristol for the very first two months of my new high school. I didn’t get away with not being tutored though – I was sent all my textbooks and exercise books and the nine other children in the show and I had a personal tutor to help us along. Being in the show was so much fun, but it meant that my first day at my actual, proper school was two months after everyone else’s and I was terrified to discover just how much I’d missed. Work-wise, of course, but more importantly to twelve-year-old me, socially. The school was a rather large one with around eight hundred girls from the ages of three to eighteen – I felt like a little tadpole in an ocean. I walked into a classroom full of kids who had already decided who was cool and who wasn’t, what the cliques were and who was in them and who sat where at lunchtime in the cafeteria. Everyone already knew that they could get away with not wearing their blazers, that they could roll their skirts up so they hung just above the knee and that the rule about having only black school bags was more like a guideline and not something that would land you in detention. All of this had been learnt while I was away. So, in I walked, through the blue school gates in my blue blazer that was a little on the large side with a five pound note from my dad in the inside pocket, an exceedingly long skirt, swaying way past my knees, and my hefty black rucksack that made me look like a gothic turtle, not knowing what clique I’d fit into, or even if I was going to fit into any.


[image: image]


I’m not going to lie or sugar-coat it … it was terrifying. It always is when you walk into a room full of peers you don’t know, all of them ogling you like you’re a bridge troll that’s just swaggered in trailing a length of moss and slime with cat skulls tangled in its weeds. For me, it was particularly scary because, as I’d gathered from the girl who’d been sent to meet me from the school office, all the girls had long ago been told I had been in a show and that I was ‘Tom from McFly’s sister’. Snap judgements of me had been made instantly and I didn’t realise until I walked into my form room just how hard it would be to change their minds after they’d lived with that image of me in their heads for so long. Making friends comes naturally to some but I always used to be a little uncertain of how to approach people (and if you are like I was, keep reading – there’s a chapter for us later!) but, believe me, it’s even harder to make friends when they’ve all decided what sort of person you are before you’ve even said hello.






I bet she’s really stagey. A proper theatre snob!


I bet she thinks she’s better than everyone because her brother’s in a famous band.


I bet she’s on the verge of a nervous breakdown because she’s got pushy parents!








How do you even begin to break down those judgements and prove to your peers that you’re just a normal, nervous girl in year seven, trying to make friends? It’s extremely hard, I’ll tell you that for free!


In the midst of this generally petrifying day, the few friendly faces I saw shone out like beacons. When I sat down in one of my first classes, the girl in front of me, who had golden skin, dark brown hair and the sort of cheeks you just want to pinch between your fingers, turned around and said, ‘Harriet, can I borrow a pencil?’


‘Harriet?’ she said a little louder, and when I didn’t answer … ‘HARRIET!’


I finally looked up but, as I did, the girl sitting at the desk next to me gently told the girl in front, ‘Erm, her name’s Carrie.’


Instead of looking mortified, like I expected, she burst into a fit of giggles and introduced herself as Saffron. I can’t tell you how relieved I was. But truth be told, the friendly faces were in the minority. I had to do that awful clichéd introduction that schools usually make you do when you’re ‘the new girl’. They made me stand in front of the class and state my name and ‘a little bit about myself’. When I sat back down, a little flushed and flustered, the girl to my right sidled up to me and said, ‘So, can you get me free McFly tickets?’ This was a situation I’d been in all too frequently at my primary school so I knew my correct response was to shake my head and to ignore ‘those sorts of people’. I felt like Harry Potter when Draco Malfoy tells him he doesn’t want to be making friends with ‘the wrong sort’. Thankfully, like Harry, I could tell the wrong sort for myself! Later on, after lunchtime when the bell had rung, signalling that we all had to make our way to our next class, and I had my books ready for the last four lessons of the day, I walked through my form room doorway only to trip over a well-placed foot in the hall.


‘Whoops! Was that me?’ The same girl grinned as she strutted off, leaving me and my books strewn across the hallway in front of the upper school girls who were lined up waiting to go into the opposite classroom for Spanish. Instead of laughing at me, they helped me up and collected my books for me and explained that that girl had always been a troublemaker. I’d already made an enemy? Presumably because I couldn’t (and wouldn’t if I could!) get her tickets to see my brother’s band? Wonderful. (Word spread at the end of year nine that said girl was ‘encouraged’ to leave before year ten rolled around as she had caused a lot more trouble as time went on, not just with me but many others too. Whether that’s entirely true or not, she wasn’t there after summer was over and year ten felt stress free!)


My first day at school was a bit unusual because it really was only a first for me. And as you can see, it didn’t go all that well. The girl who tripped me up went on to cause all sorts of trouble for me over my first three years at high school, some of which I’ll talk about later. But even knowing everything she had in store for me, I can still look back and take some positives from that day. Saffron, or Saffy as I now know her, went on to become one of my best friends, and six years after we left school we still meet up for coffee and a catch up every few months, along with our other good friend, Vicky. So even if you are the ‘new girl’ (or boy!) and things aren’t working out the way you hoped, remember to keep an eye out for friendly faces and if they smile at you, smile back!


First days at school, or college or uni, are always going to be a bit nerve-wracking, especially if you don’t know anyone at all beforehand. But the main thing to remember is that everyone else is just as nervous and just as eager to make friends, even if they have friends within the school already. No one wants to be disliked or make a prat out of themselves on their first day so you’re all in the same boat. All you really need to focus on is being nice to anyone who approaches you, ask for help or directions when you need it and remember that you’re not the only one who’s nervous!


ROMANCE


Now this one is the biggie. Humans are hardwired to crave love, affection and attention. As adults we learn how to deal with that craving a little better, how to suppress it and get on with life, but as teenagers, when hormones and intense feelings are only just kicking in, it can become overwhelming and all-consuming. I remember pining and longing for a certain boy when I was fourteen and it was all I could think about. I’d doodle hearts and soppy lyrics into my rough exercise book during class and my mind rarely wandered anywhere else!


So, you’ve heard that your best friend has got a boyfriend. You’ve heard some girl in your class has had her first kiss and is telling everyone about it. You’ve heard that some girl in the year above has had sex with her boyfriend of only ten days. One question:


So what?


That doesn’t mean you should feel that you have to do anything, if you don’t feel you’re ready to. There is nothing you should be doing when it comes to romance and relationships. It’s all personal choice and preference, so just because other people are experiencing these firsts before you, it doesn’t mean there’s an expiration date. Your romantic firsts are supposed to be (and yes, I am aware how cheesy this will sound) special and it won’t feel special if you’re rushing them just because you want to catch up to everyone else. Those girls who are smooching, and, and … whatnot? Good for them. Whatever! They clearly feel that they are ready and that’s their choice. But that doesn’t mean you have to be too.


One of the main things to remember is that following the First Kiss, First Boyfriend and all the Firsts that seem desirable will come the First Break-up and the First Heartbreak. Not all firsts are fun, especially when you’re younger and your emotions are on an all-time high. It won’t be long before those friends you were so envious of are now saying, ‘You had it right! Boys SUCK!’ or, ‘I wish I hadn’t shared my first kiss with him!’ That’s when you’ll realise that it’s not about how quickly you can experience everything, but about waiting for the right time.


When the time comes and you finally do feel ready to experience these certain romantic firsts … well, all in good time. I know it sounds clichéd but stop looking for it and it’ll find you. (I’ve stopped looking for Johnny Depp. He’ll find me.) I can’t tell you how true that is. I used to be in a desperate rush to have a boyfriend and feel loved and wanted and kissed but as soon as I stopped being bothered and focused on something else, someone else came along and swept me off my feet, happily ruining whatever it was I was previously focused on! It’s only looking back now that I wish I’d not been as bothered from the start and just let things play out. I wasted a lot of time, effort and emotion wanting romance to make its grand entrance into my life when there were more important things I could have been focusing on. So, I know it’s frustrating because all of your instincts are screaming, ‘I DON’T WANT TO BE FOREVER ALOOONNNEEEE! FIND ME SOMEONE QUICKLY!’ But, trust me, the waiting is worth it when you find someone better suited and more special to you than those guys you could have kissed simply because it meant not having to wait. I didn’t have my first proper boyfriend until I was sixteen. A friend of mine didn’t meet someone she wanted to share anything with until she was nineteen. A male friend of mine is just in his first relationship at the age of twenty-two. Everyone is entirely different and we all go through life at different speeds. It doesn’t mean someone is doing it wrong or right. Just different, and that should be accepted and respected.


And, believe me, that first time you kiss someone who you’re really into … it’s explosive. Your skin is electric and you feel like your body has been set alight. Suddenly, you’re so aware of everything, every touch, every move, every sound, and I’ve found either your mind races ten to the dozen or it turns to mush. It’s different with different people of course, but when I’ve kissed people I’ve been seriously into it feels exactly like that. Then again, I’ve also kissed people who I haven’t really been too bothered about following a series of weird events and it’s … well, quite frankly it’s boring and you wonder why you wasted a kiss. If you treat your kisses like they’re gold, as if you only have a limited supply of them, you’ll only ever want to give them out to the people who you really trust them with and who you feel actually deserve them. I wish I’d been less liberal with my kisses as a teen. It’s not like I snogged the face off every guy I ever met, but I did kiss a few people simply because they leant in for one and I didn’t know how to say no. Looking back, I wish I’d just gently pushed them away and let them down kindly, rather than giving away a precious kiss that I could have used on someone who I really wanted to share it with, someone who would make the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and send me home with my lips turning up at the corners.


Kisses can be truly magical things that make you feel invincible and make two people sink into one for a brief moment, but on the flip side they can also be boring, and awkward as hell when you’re sharing them with someone who you’re not sure of your feelings for. There’s nothing worse than waiting for a kiss to end and then not knowing what to say once it has. It’s not like you can say, ‘Hey, that was kind of dull because I don’t actually really like you all that much. Let’s not do that again!’ So, please, I’m begging you, don’t put yourselves through it – wait until you’ve found the right person before you rush into anything. Who’s the right person? Someone you trust. Someone who you like like. Someone who trusts you too. Someone who like likes you too. How do you find those things out? USE YOUR WORDS. (More on this later.) Once you’ve found that person, your kisses and anything beyond will be like fireworks.


My Firsts


You’ve already heard about my first day at school, so let’s move swiftly on to my first kiss. I’ll admit, it was an odd one. I certainly didn’t wait for the right person. I was ten years old, in year six, and it was with a boy I’d fancied for ages but only because he read books and didn’t mind sitting with me at lunch – something he was made fun of for frequently. Lining our school playground was a giant hedge that footballs, tennis balls and on one occasion my shoes got stuck in. On this particular day, it was the perfect hiding place to share a first kiss. It was sloppy, inexperienced and just not what I expected, as a lot of first kisses are. As I’m sure you’ve guessed, I wish I’d waited.


My first day at my first job in the West End show Les Misérables was very different to my first day at school. No one had any idea who I was or who I was related to or what my previous jobs had been. It didn’t really matter and continued not to matter once they did know. We were older and more mature and very aware that our main reason for having met in the first place was to get a job done as we had very little time, it felt, to cram a whole score and blocking of a mammoth hit show into our brains! Meeting new people and making friends was a wonderful bonus that we got to enjoy while working on a beautiful, empowering show. But was I still nervous? Hell, yes. Was I still wondering what everyone thought of me when I walked into the room? Definitely. Was everyone else thinking exactly the same thing? After having spoken to them about our first day on the job a year down the line, yes. They were all as scared as I was and that’s built up my confidence for my next job after Les Mis. I’ll be more sure that everyone else is just as nervous as I am and I’m sure I’ll have more courage to break the ice and say hello, being far more certain that they’ll accept that greeting with open arms.


The first day or the first time you do something is the tiniest portion of that thing as a whole and yet it’s the bit we worry about and build up to the most. Once you get through the first day, you relax because it wasn’t as hard or as nerve-wracking as you first thought it would be. Hindsight is beautifully annoying, is it not? But no matter how old you get, there will always be something you’ve not experienced yet. I’ve still got so many memorable firsts to come. Hopefully by the time you’re holding this book and reading it, I will have moved into my first flat (and started paying my first mortgage), paid my first bill, had to learn how to do many things for the first time that my parents have always taken care of and then after that in years to come I’ll be getting married for the first and, hopefully, last time and after that I’ll have my first child. Not to end this chapter on a jittery note, but there’s always something you could get worked up about! It’s all probably, fingers crossed, going to happen at some point, so instead of panicking you may as well sit back, relax and let it happen.




TOP TIPS FOR DEALING WITH STRESSFUL SITUATIONS


[image: image] This helps regulate your breathing a little better if you’re nervous. This is particularly useful when you’re about to go on stage and perform to a crowd – a tried-and-tested Carrie technique!
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