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Joey Essex (author of books, well two of them) was born in 1990 in Bermondsey, South London, before moving to Essex. He has starred in nine series of the hit ITV2 show The Only Way is Essex, appeared in the 2013 series of I’m A Celebrity… Get Me Out Of Here!, has travelled to Africa and beyond for his ITV2 show Educating Joey Essex and won the 2015 series of The Jump. He owns a shop, Fusey, in Brentwood, Essex.


Follow Joey on Twitter @JoeyEssex_/ Instagram joeyessex90
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This book belongs to .................................


My favourite page is ................................


I am Reem because ................................




INTRODUCTION


Alright, my friends, what are YOU sayin’? It’s me again. With a whole new book. Welcome to the second chapter in my life as ‘Joey Essex: the author of books’.


I wonder if one day in the future these books will be used in studies about how young men in Essex used to live their lives? Maybe I’ll be talked about in the same way we talk about dinosaurs, and professors will try and work out why Joey Essex became extinct. Or maybe someone will find this book all mouldy in a corner of a street a million years from now and it will have turned into a book fossil. A bossil.


For those of you who read my first book – Being Reem – this one is going to be very different. The last one was all about my life, but this one is more about what mad strange things go on in my brain. If I had to look inside my brain to see what ingredients were in there I think there might be some broccoli and a bit of porridge. So be warned: Things might get weird.


And as you know, my first book was the only book I’ve ever read from start to finish. So this one will be the second book I’ve read start to finish. But the best thing about this one is that you, my fans, will be helping me fill it. Because this book isn’t just about me – it’s about YOU and me. What are YOU sayin’? This time I’m not even joking, I really want to know!


Throughout the book there will be pages or gaps for you to fill in with your own thoughts and ideas. I also want you to draw pictures in the book where I’ve asked you to. The other brilliant thing is that on some pages I’ve put a hashtag so that you can take a shot of it for me and tweet it or Instagram it so I can see what page you’re on and then it will be like we’re reading it together.


Here’s a little rap I’ve written to get you in the book reading mood:


This is my book
You don’t want to know how long it took
I’m not Jamie Oliver, no I’m not a cook
If you get rude you will get shook
So you might want to have a good look
In some of the nooks
You won’t find any hooks
(because then you would hurt yourself and I’d get sued for injuring people who read my book).



How to use this BOOK

You should read this book in any order you feel like. If you always hate here (maybe you’re allergic to the number 100?) then skip here and go to here. You can literally jump about wherever you want. There are no rules. Read it from back to front if you feel like it. YOU make the rules! You’ll find loads of stuff in here that probably makes no sense to anyone, but might make a lot of sense to someone… and that’s kind of the point.

You can find out how I’d survive in the wild (I’d make friends with the bears for a start) on here. You can see how I’d answer some seriously difficult headscratchers like ‘what came first: the chicken or the egg?’ (I should have just asked someone at Nando’s that question, I’m sure they’d know.) Or you can draw your dream house and then see if it looks the same as mine (here). And if, like me, you can’t ever face going to the cinema on your own because you get bored, or scared, then just read my film reviews instead (here) and then you don’t need to bother!

There’s also a chapter where I answer some of the dilemmas you tweeted me a few months ago (here) and another one where I promise I’ll follow twenty people who send me some amazing fascinating facts.

I have such creepy sick fans and I want you all to be part of this book, and mostly I just want us to have some fun.

So this is for you AND me.

Joey x

 

BUY A FUNNY POSTCARD TO USE AS A BOOKMARK.

When you’ve finished the book write a review of it on the postcard and send it to your local bookshop.
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GO AND FIND THE BEST PLACE TO FLY A KITE … AND THEN FLY ONE!

 

I’ve started a flipbook in the corner of this page. Now you carry it on throughout the whole book!

 

Diary of Joey’s weekend.

HERE’S A TYPICAL WEEKEND IN ESSEX FOR ME:

Friday:
Weekends are different than they used to be. Friday nights don’t count as weekend anymore because there’s not much going on – there’s no hype about them. So sometimes a Wednesday in Essex is better than a Friday. I usually call them Wednesday Weekends!

This Friday I got my mates round – Dan, Jamie, Mitch & Steve – to have a conch in the crib. This meant they just sat on my sofa and talked sh*t while I ended up sitting on the floor. I don’t know why I always sit on the floor when I have loads of seats in my lounge! But for some reason I like the corner of the carpet by the coffee table and the settee. When I was a kid I always liked sleeping on the floor. I was what you might call a ‘floor dweller’.

I was meant to cook for everyone, but I didn’t. I really want to be able to cook lasagne but it’s too hard so we ordered an Indian takeaway instead. I used to get chicken korma but now I get chicken tandoori and spinach with rice because I’m being healthy. We watched Home Alone on telly (although I definitely wasn’t home alone). We chatted about everything. Our friendship means we’re so close that we can just talk about whatever we want. We take the p*ss out of each other, but it doesn’t matter. If I’m ever upset about anything I can tell them, but I’m in a good place at the moment. I’m not in a soppy mood these days. I’m on top of the world!

I was so tired that I fell asleep before everyone else and they had to let themselves out. I woke up on the floor at 3am and had to get into my bed before I turned into a piece of carpet.

Saturday:
I woke up at 9.30am, then went back to sleep until midday. I’m getting really good sleep at the moment. I’m having deep dreams and feel really happy. I love waking up on my own and being able to play about on my phone in bed by myself.

I was going out into town in the evening so I had to plan my outfit for the night out. Problem is at the moment I’m going through a bit of a stage where I don’t know how to dress. Well, I do know how to put clothes on – otherwise I’d be walking around naked – but I’m at that middle age, twenty-four, so I don’t know whether I should dress smart or casual. I’m trying to be grown up in a dress sense mode but I’m not grown up. I’m quite stupid.

Tonight I wore chunky leather boots, which I got in Australia, black skinny jeans, a really fitted white shirt (I’ve been doing loads of exercise recently and people have said they can tell my shoulders have got bigger). I had a long black leather jacket on and looked like I was in The Matrix. At least I hope I did, otherwise I looked like one of Westlife.

Me and a few mates went to the W Hotel in the West End, had a little party and bumped into some girls I’d met in Ibiza when I was twenty. They’re quite salty potatoes. There were two girls who were trying to chat to me and one of them was really annoying. She was quite fit but rude. When I was talking to her mate she kept jumping in front of her and I thought ‘what are you doing?’ It was really cringy so I told her to stop doing it. I needed to have my own space and she was too full on. I don’t usually go out looking for a girl; I’d rather have a chat with my mates.

I haven’t made up any new dance moves for a while but my new thing to do in clubs is to walk through the crowd with your head down… I call it Ranging, which means you dive through the crowd like a worm.

We went home about 2.30am. I didn’t drink too much because it stops you being able to talk to girls and they think you’re an idiot.

Sunday:
I woke up at 9.30am again. My mate Dan and his girlfriend Katie stayed over in the spare room. We ordered pizza for breakfast (you’re allowed to do that on a Sunday) and I watched Home Alone again. I usually feel guilty eating bad stuff but I didn’t feel too bad because it’s hangover food. And you do need to treat yourself a little bit. We stayed in the house all day and they left about 3pm.

I don’t like my own company much because I feel like I’m missing out or wasting my life. So after they went I watched Home Alone again. Can you tell it’s my favourite film?

 

WHAT DID YOU DO THIS WEEKEND? WRITE A DIARY ENTRY ON THIS PAGE:

 

What’s under my bed?

I’m usually very tidy and don’t have anything under my bed, but sometimes I let things fester like a Jester. That means I build up a bit of a collection of stuff from my life before I tidy it up and start again.
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