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Prologue


‘Hi, is that Chris?’


‘Yes.’


‘Oh hi, I’m calling from ITV. Just to say that we’d love you to be one of the bombshells on Love Island this year.’


‘Seriously?’


‘Seriously.’
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Shit.
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Meet the Family


My mum said to me recently, ‘Chris, what on earth are you writing a book for? You’re only twenty-five!’ But honestly, I feel like I’ve got so much to say.


I haven’t even been in the public eye for a year yet but so much has happened and a lot has been written about me.


Things have been said that I haven’t had a chance to explain or defend, and now it’s time.


So here it is, my story, from my early years to my first love, right up to Love Island and beyond. I really hope you enjoy it. Love, Chris.


[image: Dots%20section.jpg]


Let’s get my younger years covered first so you can find out a bit about my background. I grew up in the Cotswolds in south-central England, which has got a reputation for being really posh and countrified, and also for being home to a lot of politicians, royals and celebrities. There is definitely that element to it but to me it was just home, and a bloody great place to grow up.


I’ve got four older brothers and, as the youngest, I did get pretty spoiled, which I loved. My two eldest brothers, James and Will, are twins. Will is eight minutes older than James and they were born five weeks prematurely. You wouldn’t know it to look at them because they’re pretty solid guys. They’re forty and James works in farming and Will has his own sports shop and embroidery company.


My brother Tom is thirty-seven and he used to be a furniture restorer, but he now works in social media. He looked after my social media while I was on Love Island, which was very useful. I haven’t properly thanked him for it yet actually, but I don’t know what I would have done without him. And finally there’s Ben, who’s a year older than me. He’s a proper farm boy, and as well as helping run the family farm, he is a gamekeeper and also has a business selling gamekeeping supplies.


My brothers have been really good role models and they’ve always looked after me. Will especially. He’s like the golden boy and the most responsible one of us. I was probably closest to him growing up, and in a way I still am.


James, Will and Tom have got a different dad to Ben and me because my mum had been married once before she met my dad, but we never call ourselves half-brothers. They’re my brothers through and through and we think the world of each other.


Most of my brothers are settled down now. James is married with a daughter called Grace, Will has a daughter called Tabitha but isn’t married, Tom is married but hasn’t got kids, and Ben and I aren’t married. Yet.


We’re a bit of a mixture when it comes to looks and personality and everyone jokes about me being adopted because I don’t look anything like the other boys. Will, James and Tom are pretty similar in some ways because they’re all quite sensible, and Ben and I should be more alike because we’re so close in age, but we’re really not.


James is the quietest and he keeps himself to himself. He’s not the most social person you’ll ever meet and he mainly concentrates on work. Will is really friendly and he’s like the number one son of the family. We always joke that he’s Mum’s favourite. He’s really thoughtful, helpful and generous and if anyone ever needs a chat he’s there.


Tom is very opinionated and he’s the most outspoken out of all of us. And definitely one of the most intelligent. He’s quite chilled and laid-back and pretty sociable. And finally Ben is just … Ben. He lives by himself and he loves having his mates round to his or going out with them at weekends. He’s pretty lazy but he thinks he works really hard. He only really works hard over the winter, and then he does as little as possible in the summer.


I wouldn’t say any of us are properly shy but I’ve always been the loudest one. Even as a baby, according to my parents.


My parents are brilliant and they brought us up well. My dad works hard and he’s a really nice guy. He’s stubborn, and I’ve definitely got my stubbornness from him. We share a lot of personality traits and like me he often says whatever’s in his head if he’s riled up. I reckon I’m more like him than my mum in a lot of ways. He’s always been a great example to me because he keeps his head down, gets on with things and doesn’t complain.


My mum looks out for all of us boys and she always knows when something is up with one of us without us having to say anything. She can tell when we’re not quite feeling ourselves. We’re very close and although I don’t always listen, she does give great advice. She’s a strong woman – she probably had to be looking after five sons – but she’s also very kind and caring.
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I was supposed to be born in Oxford Hospital like all my brothers were, but it was snowing like crazy when my mum went into labour with me and the roads were so bad it was impossible for my parents to drive that far.


My mum was convinced I was going to arrive any minute so they rushed to the nearest hospital, which was in Chipping Norton. Just as they arrived everything stopped and Mum’s contractions slowed down, so my dad ended up walking her around the entire town to try to get things going again. Trust me to make them wait. Even now I’m not very good at being on time.


I was eventually born at 5.35 p.m. on 22 December 1992 and I weighed 8lbs 5½ozs so I was a pretty big baby. Mind you, Ben was a 10lb-er so I was probably a breeze after him.


I’m sure my mum, Val, wished I was a girl when I was born. I reckon she had a fifth child just in case, but she denies it. After four boys she must have been pretty hopeful. Thankfully she didn’t ever dress me up in girls’ clothes or anything, but I was a bit of a mummy’s boy. We’ve always had a tight relationship and even now she’s one of the first people I’ll turn to if I need help. I get on really well with my dad Paul too, but Mum is usually the first person I’ll call.


I would say I was a good kid generally but my parents would disagree. Apparently I screamed the place down when they dipped my head in the water at my christening. Probably because they made me wear a full-length white christening gown and I looked like a bride. The photos are awful. My dad said I cried from the moment we walked in the church until we left. Can you blame me?


But I also had my funny moments. Apparently in the summer after I first learnt to walk I liked wandering around naked outside wearing just my wellies. Mum would try to put clothes on me and I’d refuse. Maybe I was getting into practice for Love Island? I also used to get loads of words wrong. I said ‘fricken’ instead of ‘chicken’, ‘fartridge’ instead of ‘partridge’ and I once told someone I was going to ‘Porchicool’ instead of ‘Portugal’. I also used to talk to my mum about ‘Phil’ a lot (William Shakespeare). When I was around four my mum asked me why I used so much toilet paper and I replied, ‘When you do a poo as big as a chicken you have to use that much.’ All in all I was quite a strange child.


I was definitely a handful and apparently I had terrible tantrums when I was really little. I would be fine one minute and then I would totally kick off and I was uncontrollable. There didn’t seem to be a pattern to it and sometimes I didn’t even need a reason to start screaming. I was basically a little shit.


My mum couldn’t get to the bottom of why I was being so awful, and why my behaviour was so erratic. She couldn’t see a reason behind the way I reacted, and she knew things couldn’t go on the way they were. She had four other kids to look after and she was spending so much time on me trying to help me, the others maybe didn’t get as much attention as they needed. She didn’t ever mind looking after me, but I worry it was pretty draining for her sometimes.


She took me to a paediatrician and he told her that I had a behavioural problem and that she’d have to learn to deal with it. He suggested that when I had tantrums she should sit down with me facing away from her and hold on to me tightly until I stopped screaming. She tried it over and over again and it didn’t help, funnily enough. I just got more and more wound up and angry.


She was at the end of her tether and she wasn’t getting any help or support from the doctors, so she decided to have me allergy tested to see if there was something that was causing me to lash out. When the results came back she discovered that I was allergic to just about everything she was feeding me. My mum is sensitive to certain foods – with her they make her bloat and feel tired, but it seemed to affect me mentally rather than physically.


Mum stopped feeding me anything with E numbers and dairy products and only gave me completely natural foods. After a while she started reintroducing certain foods really slowly to see if I could tolerate them, but anything that had colourings in it was a total no-no.


When I eventually went to nursery when I was four they had to make sure I didn’t have any food that contained colourings, so I wasn’t allowed things like ketchup or Smarties like the other kids were. I was always a bit different like that. I had to be really careful with sugar too. I got quite hyper and I had a few anger problems if I ate too much sweet stuff.


To be fair I must have been a bit of a nightmare. My mum was probably thinking ‘Why did I ever have a fifth child?’ I could definitely be a bit of an arsehole. Can you say that about a young child? From the sound of things I really was.


Thankfully I grew out of the allergies when I hit my teens and they didn’t have any kind of effect on me physically. I was just as healthy as other children my age, and strangely I didn’t take my bad moods out on strangers. Apparently I was only really badly behaved at home. My teachers were always telling my mum what a charming little boy I was, and how well behaved I had been, which must have been very annoying for her. I only had meltdowns at home, and when I did I only wanted Will to comfort me. He was always the one I asked for when I was on one.


I was always trying to get Ben into trouble too. He was much better behaved than me and clearly I didn’t like it. When he was five he was asked to be a pageboy for some friends of my parents and before we even got into the church I was being a little git. I tried to climb a tree in my smart clothes and I had a massive tantrum when my mum tried to stop me.


Ben was a little angel during the ceremony, but when we were driving to the reception I told him to get out of his ‘funny clothes’. He was wearing a morning suit and I didn’t like it, and I gave him such a hard time he ended up stripping off in the back of the car and then refused to get dressed again.


When we arrived at the reception I threw another massive tantrum because I didn’t want to go inside, and my dad was so sick of me he ended up driving me all the way home, which was over an hour away, and leaving me with my granddad. I was as strong-willed then as I am now.


I think because I was the youngest I thought I deserved more than anyone else. I had a proper sense of entitlement. If I didn’t get what I wanted when I was really young I used to scream the place down and I think it was easier for my parents to give in to me. I don’t know if I can blame that on being spoiled when I was growing up but I definitely was. I always wanted my own way. I was a sweet-looking kid and I looked like butter wouldn’t melt, but when I have a family of my own, I wouldn’t want a child like me!


I stopped being as difficult around the time I finished primary school, around ten or eleven. The outbursts stopped and I handled things much better. I guess that’s all part of growing up and I became more conscious of how I was acting. I realised that I wasn’t just showing my mum up when I started ranting. I was showing myself up too.


I loved Christmas growing up. Because my birthday is on 22 December I was never at school for it. I’d have the comedown after my birthday but then I’d have Christmas to pick me back up again. The only annoying thing was that I’d often get given joint presents by people. I’d get given a gift from a relative and they’d be like ‘This is for Christmas too.’ Considering I was a bit of a brat generally, I was strangely fine about it. I wasn’t a very materialistic kid, and I didn’t expect lavish parties.


Having said that, I remember one year I had a party on a thing called the Big Red Party Bus. It was a double decker bus (funnily enough) and it had loads of games and a ball pit on it. All my mates came round and we piled on and I had a brilliant time, but I didn’t love the fact that all the attention was on me.


I’ve never enjoyed people making a big fuss over my birthday. I don’t like people having to go out of their way to make me feel special. I’m happy waking up on my birthday and chilling and then going for a nice meal with a few mates in the evening. I would feel really under pressure if I had a party now. You can’t enjoy yourself because you’re worrying about whether everyone else is having a good time or not. I would rather chill, or enjoy someone else’s party, because then there’s no stress. I went to Thailand for my twenty-first for two weeks rather than have a party. Ben had a big do for his and Mum and Dad offered me one too but I was much happier to go away.


It’s weird that I’m on TV in front of millions of people now because I wasn’t the loudest kid in class growing up. I was always confident but I didn’t go out of my way to get attention or be in the limelight and I didn’t need everyone to know who I was.


I’d happily talk to anyone one on one but I hated it if I was made to stand up in front of a group of people and talk.


I’ve done talks to hundreds of people now and it freaked me out the first time I had to do it, but because I had to do it I had no choice but to face my fears. If someone asked me to do a speech at their wedding now I would feel fine about it because I’ve had some practice, but a year ago I would have felt well out of my comfort zone. I’m still happy to tuck myself away without anyone knowing what I’m doing and for no one to talk about me, but I am more comfortable with large groups now.


My mum always gave my brothers and me sacks filled with presents at Christmas. And bless her; she still does that for Ben and me now. She often got the two of us the same presents when we were young, but she’d get them in different colours to stop us arguing over them. I remember us getting a little blue toy tractor with pedals, which was a lot of fun. Well, I say ‘us’ but it was Ben’s really. He’d let me sit on it every now and again if he was feeling generous.


I used to get given a lot of football shirts, which I really liked, and when I got older I always asked for money. That way you can buy what you like with it, can’t you? That’s all stopped now, sadly.


My family always went to midnight mass at the church across the road when I was young, and then we’d be allowed to open one present when we got back because it was technically already Christmas Day.


I love the feeling of waking up on Christmas Day because everyone is in such a good mood. We always have lots of family round for lunch. Everyone gets together on Boxing Day too, and there is always good sport on TV and we play silly games. It’s like a big celebration with my extended family. My dad is usually thinking about work 24/7 but he relaxes and lets his hair down for once, and it’s nice to see that. We’ve always got the fire on and the house gets roasting hot, to the point where we have to open the windows to get some air in.


It’s not just Christmas that’s my favourite time of the year. I love the whole of winter. I like wearing more clothes and feeling cosy. Chilling in front of the TV when it’s cold outside is so simple but one of the nicest things you can do.


Considering we’re such a big family we get on really well. My brothers are like my mates and we’ll all go and play snooker and have a few drinks together like a normal group of lads. We all really enjoy spending time together and it’s really easy-going. None of us bicker or fall out. We’ll have a bit of banter and take the piss out of each other a bit, but there are never any full-on arguments.


My extended family is huge. I’ve got so many cousins and second cousins I lose count. But we never have any of that awkwardness that can sometimes go with family gatherings or parties. And I don’t dread them. I actually look forward to them.


I haven’t got any grandparents left and that’s a real shame because I didn’t ever get to the point where I could appreciate them. My dad’s mum passed away before I was one and my mum’s mum passed away when I was four. My mum’s dad passed away when I was ten, and my dad’s dad died when I was around twenty. He got ill and died really quickly and I wish I’d had a chance to get to know him better. He ended up in hospital on a lot of medication and it really affected his brain. My dad would go in to visit him and he’d ask him all these questions, like if he’d signed for stone at the quarry. He hadn’t worked in a quarry for about twenty years at that point. I think that was really hard on my dad.


Isn’t it weird how the mind works? My granddad didn’t know where he was or what was going on in those moments but his mind had rolled back to the past and he could remember things from decades ago so clearly. It just goes to show how much we store. We forget about so much of our lives but it’s all still in there somewhere and finds its way out without us realising.


All my granddad wanted was to be at home when it got near the end, so they moved his bed downstairs and set up the hospital equipment there. The doctors told all of the family to go and see him and it was so sad. I went with my dad and it was really hard to see him looking so unwell but I was so happy that he got to pass away in his house, which is what he wanted more than anything.


When things like that happen you can’t help but question what life is all about, can you? I am definitely guilty of thinking about things too much sometimes, and you might have noticed I quite often go off on tangents. I can’t help myself. I think I’ve just got a really active imagination or something.


After I lost my granddad I started wondering why someone’s body can work for ninety years and then it suddenly decides it can’t any more? And why do some people live longer than others?


I do believe in God and I do believe in the afterlife. I always have and I always will. I don’t think anything influenced that; it’s how I’ve felt since I was a kid.


I don’t fear death because I know I’ll have another life at some point, if you know what I mean? I think we live for ever and we keep coming back as different things. No one knows for sure what really happens but why not look on the bright side?
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On a lighter note, I really enjoyed going on holiday with my family in my younger years. The first time we went away it was to Bournemouth when I was nearly three, and apparently I was a total nightmare (no surprise there). I picked up a handful of sand and threw it at my dad and it all went in his face. He was not happy. Weirdly, I remember it quite well. I thought it was really funny but I got properly told off.


My parents booked quite a posh hotel and they had to have meals in shifts. I’d kick off at the dinner table and either Mum or Dad had to look after me in the room so the other one could eat.


My dad’s not at all fussed about going on holiday and he’d be happy if he never went abroad again, but he used to take us away so we could experience it. He’s not great with hot weather and he’s not used to sitting around doing nothing, but at least it meant he was forced to relax a bit. We went abroad every two years or so, and in between we’d go on holiday in the UK, to places like Cornwall and the south-west of Devon.


I used to go away with my mum, dad and Ben because my other brothers were a bit too old to go on holiday with their parents. We went to Spain and Portugal a lot because the flights are short, so there was less chance of me making the plane journey a pain in the arse.


One of my favourite holidays was in Majorca when I was about five. That’s when I learnt to swim. I’d always swum with armbands and all of a sudden I was in the water without them. I remember flapping my arms and thinking ‘Hang on, I’m not sinking.’ It was a surreal feeling.


I’m not a great swimmer now and it’s certainly not something I do for fun. I know it’s good for fitness but I find it annoying. The worst thing was when we had to do it at school in front of everyone. If you were good you were allowed up the deep end and if you weren’t you had to stay in the shallow end. I was somewhere in between but I thought it was mean. And who wants to have to strip off in front of their entire class as a teenager? It can scar you for life.


Some of my earliest memories are from that Majorca holiday. We always used to eat in the same restaurant every night and this waiter called Carlos always served us. I also burned my feet so badly I had to go to hospital. We were walking along the pavement and I took my shoes off and then I ran away from my parents. It was roasting hot and my feet were soft because I was so young and they swelled up and blistered. It was agony.


As most people know, I grew up on a farm, and even though I went to school in the middle of the Cotswolds not many of the other kids I knew came from farming backgrounds. I was in a very small percentage. I wouldn’t say growing up on a farm was massively different to anyone else’s childhood, but I did enjoy going to my mates’ houses because they were ‘normal’ in my eyes, and I always thought that was quite fun.


Our farm is made up of five buildings surrounding the main yard. One of the buildings is where we keep all of the machinery and there’s a barn where all the cows go. We’ve got another barn that’s always full of turkeys before Christmas. My dad breeds them for a hobby and Ben kills, plucks and dresses them, then my mum finishes them off and wraps them and decorates them before we sell them. She gets these really nice trays and wraps them in packaging. Then she puts a big bow on them to make them look pretty. Turkeys don’t look the best, do they? But Mum manages to make them look a bit more attractive.


The turkeys go to the same loyal customers every single year and it’s something my dad takes real pride in. I have no idea why he does it because they stink. They smell like prawn cocktail crisps, and farming turkeys is not a money-making enterprise. You barely make a penny from it.


I remember a couple of years ago having to chase one round trying to catch it and it flicked a load of shit at me. It splattered all over my face and my brother Ben was wetting himself. I looked at that turkey’s face and thought ‘I’ll feel better about this when I’m eating you.’


We had too many pigs when I was young. We had two called Sid and Sod who were my favourites. I was about eight when we got them and they were well cute and I used to go and see them all the time. I honestly don’t know what happened to them and I don’t want to know. One day they just weren’t there any more. We’ve still got a lot of sheep, and then we’ve got all the fields. Last year we had a field that had fifteen cows and one bull in it. That bull was responsible for impregnating all of those cows. I don’t get how one bull can have so much go in him. Can you imagine that pressure? Mind you, he always looked like he had a massive smile on his face.


I always wonder if the cows get jealous that he’s kind of dating them all at the same time. What if one of them really fell for him and he’s putting it about with all the others? There’s nothing to say they don’t catch feelings for each other when it’s all going on. It doesn’t seem right. I don’t think my dad thinks that deeply into it though.


I like springtime on the farm best because that’s when we have lambing and the calves are born, and that’s amazing. All of it’s pretty amazing really. I didn’t ever think I would follow my dad into the farming world because it didn’t feel right for me, but it was a really nice environment to grow up in. I didn’t spend my days skipping through fields wearing a straw hat and dungarees like I was in a film or anything, but we had a lot of freedom.


Ben and I had motorbikes from a young age, and then later on my dad got us quad bikes. Can you imagine how cool it was bombing around the fields on those? It got me out and about and I didn’t spend much time inside. It would have been criminal if I’d lived somewhere as amazing as that and sat in my bedroom every day.


I’ve never been a massive gamer and although I had a PlayStation growing up and I liked FIFA, I preferred being outside. When I have a kid there’s no way I’ll let them sit around playing games all day. Even if they did want to stay inside I’d encourage them to read or get a hobby or watch educational films. It worries me that kids are so addicted to games these days. I get it and there is a reason the industry is worth millions, but it’s not healthy.


Ben and I were always playing cops and robbers and running or BMXing when we were young. We were properly active. We were allowed to be kids, whereas kids nowadays are wearing full make-up at twelve or thirteen and worrying about what they look like all the time. I know I sound like an old man but I really hope we can eventually get back to a point where childhood is a more innocent time again instead of children worrying about how many likes they’ve got on a selfie.


My parents are building another house up on the farm at the moment. My dad’s spent twenty years trying to get planning permission and it’s finally gone through, so that’s all under way and he’s really excited about it. We’ve also got holiday cottages in the village which we rent out. We get a lot of families and hen dos coming to stay and Mum takes care of it all. It’s only been trashed once but when it was there was red wine up the walls and mess everywhere and that was a bit of a nightmare.


My dad works his bollocks off every single day. He goes to bed at around 11–11.30 p.m. and his alarm goes off at 6 a.m. He never has a lie-in and he never complains about it. He doesn’t sit down during the day because he’s always doing something, whether it’s working on the farm or doing stuff around the house. He also owns his own electrical firm and employs a cousin of mine. He has found it more tricky to kneel down since having his knee operation.


My dad has always been really strong and healthy but he suffered with Menieres Disease which he had for three years. This is an infection of the inner ear. He was so ill he woke up in the middle of the night and told my mum he thought he was dying. He was really scared, as were all of us.


It got so bad he was throwing up six or seven times a day for months on end. He used to lose his balance all the time too, and he was up on some scaffolding doing some building work on our house one day when he went dizzy and collapsed and threw up everywhere. Thankfully he didn’t fall and hurt himself too badly but it could have been really nasty.


It was hoped that the disease would clear up on its own but it didn’t. He wasn’t allowed to drive in case he felt faint at the wheel and it drove him mad. My dad is someone who doesn’t do illness. He’s always on the go but that knocked him for six. In the end he had a procedure to poison his ear but left him deaf in that ear.


As well as being on turkey duty and looking after the holiday cottage, Mum does all the accounts for both the farm and the electrical business, so she’s not exactly lazy either. They’ve both instilled a really good work ethic in me and I’m not afraid to knuckle down and get stuff done when I need to. I love my downtime in front of the TV but I always show up when I’m supposed to, and I hate letting people down.
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Even though I was tricky at home I loved starting nursery school and I turned out to be quite well behaved there. I was never short of friends and some of the mates I made there are still my closest mates now.


The thing I remember most clearly about nursery was the food. I loved the lasagne and to this day I can still remember how good it tasted. We used to get given milk with malted milk biscuits, and because of that I used to look forward to break-time every day.


After nursery I went to a primary school that was literally 100 yards down the road from where I lived. I could get out of bed late and still have a big cooked breakfast before I went to school. I think most of my early memories are pretty food-based if I’m being honest. I still love a full English to this day.


The scariest thing that happened to me as a kid was on 28 August 2002 (I know that’s very precise, but it’s a day I’ll never forget) when I was ten. Mum took Ben and me out for the day with some friends of ours, Harry and George, and their mum Vanessa.


Mum had been ill for a few days before with what she thought was a virus and she’d even had a day in bed, which was unheard of for her. She didn’t feel 100 per cent but she felt well enough to take us to a village called Hidcote, which had a big maze for us to run around in.


Because Mum had a big car she drove us all and I remember us boys laughing and joking on the way there. It was a really hot day and we were all messing around in the maze when Mum all of a sudden took a turn for the worse and started to feel very ill. She said to Vanessa, ‘I really don’t feel well. I’m going to have to get out of here.’


They managed to find a way out through a hedge and find a place to sit down, but Mum started to feel even worse. We went to find them, not realising anything was wrong, and then Vanessa turned to Ben and me and said, ‘Your mum needs to go to hospital. She’s not feeling good at all.’


We all bundled into the car and Mum drove us all to the nearest hospital, which was about six miles away in Moreton-in-Marsh. When we arrived Mum went straight to A&E and Vanessa took all of us kids to Budgens to get some lunch. Then we headed to the park to wait for news from Mum.


Mum was given an ECG and then asked to make her way to our regular doctor’s surgery, which was about a quarter of a mile away, to wait for the results. They said it wasn’t safe for her to drive, so she had no choice but to walk all the way there in the blazing sunshine.


When she arrived the doctor called her in, took one look at her ECG results and said, ‘I need to fax this to Cheltenham Hospital for them to look at. I’ve got a couple more patients to see so if you can sit in the waiting room I’ll let you know the outcome as soon as possible.’


Mum took a seat in the empty waiting room and that’s the last thing she remembers. When the doctor came out to give her the ECG results he found her slumped over two chairs. He called her name and tried to wake her but she wasn’t responding, so he shouted to someone nearby and they helped to get her down on to the floor.
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