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  I dedicate this book to my mum and dad
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    From being born under a table to learning ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’, my early years were full of adventure, fun

    and, most importantly, FAMILY.
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    NEW


  




  BEGINNINGS




   




   




  Hello. I’m Jessica. Nice to meet you... *Waves*. On 27 March 1988 I was born under my mum and dad’s bedside cabinet at home! Well, it was beneath the bed and

  the bedside table. I was born at 9.27am in the house I lived in with my mum, dad and two older sisters, until I was fourteen years old, in Seven Kings, Essex – right near Seven Kings station,

  down the scary alleyway. Dun dun duuuuun! *That’s how I have always explained it*.




  I was born with the umbilical cord around my neck, so I was really purple when I came out. My sisters, Hannah and Rachel, were both there – it was a full-on family experience. They were

  five and seven years old when I was born. They were in the bedroom, wondering if I was going to be a boy or a girl, because my parents didn’t know what they were having.




  My mum and dad decided on me being a home birth as both my sisters were born in hospitals. I think they just wanted to be at home so my mum could be comfortable.




  There are pictures of me being born, but I don’t think my mum would forgive me if I put them in this book!




  I was named Jessica Ellen Cornish – Jessica after my nan’s sister. Ellen because my mum and dad liked it I guess. My mum’s middle name is Jessie, and so Jessie J being my stage

  name, it’s nice that it still has a connection to family. To be honest, there’s no real reason for the ‘J’ (always feel like I disappoint people when I say that). People

  always ask what it stands for, but the reason can change daily. Today it could be ‘Jessie Joker’ because I just made my friend laugh on the phone. *Creative*. It just sounded good and

  was... well, catchy. Today Jessica Cornish is the name I use as a songwriter and Jessie J is my name as a performer and singer.




  My friends and family call me Jessica mostly. I still have to get used to people calling me Jessie sometimes.




  I have in the past read that I am in fact from Redbridge, Chadwell Heath, Brighton... but I grew up in Seven Kings. Look at that: setting the facts straight right from the first chapter.

  BOOM!




  I loved that house so much. It was a detached, four-bedroom house with a loft conversion. My sisters had the loft conversion and I was always so jealous because to me it was like living at the

  top of a castle. I had such a strong connection with the house because all my childhood memories were there and, obviously, I was born there. When my sisters moved out, the house felt far too big

  for just the three of us.




  I suppose as a child you never think about moving house, I never did. Luckily, when we did, I didn’t have to change school and I still got to see my friends, so it was just a matter of

  getting used to a new home and a new area. But I cried so hard the day we moved, I remember it clearly. Walking around saying goodbye to each room. Slightly dramatic. I’m sure I wore all

  black too. Weird.




  Some of my earliest memories are of family holidays and days out with my parents and sisters. My dad would take me and my sisters swimming, and we would always go to Wimpy afterwards for chips

  and milkshakes. Even now when I go swimming I want chips and milkshakes afterwards. Standard. I had a really happy and adventurous childhood. If I think back to being little, I think of running

  around in the rain, stage school, sleepovers, adventures to London, camping in the garden *don’t ask, it was to toughen us up* and Cornwall.




  Cornwall is where we used to go on holiday every Easter. I think of my mum covering our coats in those bright yellow reflective stickers so we didn’t get run over or lost – instead

  we kind of looked like miniature highlighter pens – and my dad would constantly be thinking of pranks to pull on us and making us laugh until we couldn’t breathe. I also remember going

  to butterfly houses and Flambard’s (best theme park ever).




  There were a lot of sleepovers; my mum and dad always let me have friends stay. At the time it was normal for me to have friends over most Saturday nights. Now I am older I realise how generous

  my mum and dad were; how loving and giving they were to all my friends. We never had lots of money or the newest clothes but I never even really noticed. My mum and dad always made the best of what

  we could afford.




  We’d go abroad to Corfu or Majorca once every five years maybe, but we’d go to Cornwall every year and stay in a caravan. I remember seven-hour car journeys being very cramped,

  walkmans fully charged; I really loved my word search book and also discussing ideas for the Easter bonnet parade. Very serious stuff. *Serious face*.
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  My first ballet exam.




  





  

    ARIES


  




  ADVENTURES




   




   




  The very first words I spoke were ‘jam hot’, from the Beats International song ‘Dub Be Good To Me’. I was just over a year old apparently. My sisters

  would constantly sing it to me, so I just picked up on the easiest bit to sing back.




  ‘Jaaaaaaaaaam hot!’




  Although I loved singing and dancing when I was really young, art and acting were initially my main passions. I loved art and drawing and even now I find it relaxing to sit down and draw –

  it helps me focus my mind a bit and switch off from everything. I loved acting and playing a character. It was always so interesting to me, to step into the unknown and let all my inhibitions go

  and be someone else for a bit. Especially when I was younger and unwell, it would help me forget. They still fascinate me now – films, plays and character building. I was always singing and

  dancing because I genuinely loved to entertain and make people happy from a young age. I watch home videos, and I didn’t ever stop running around, making whale noises, pretending to be a

  television. Normal child stuff? Maybe not.




  I was very talkative, because I had two older sisters, so they would always be pushing me to learn. I was always in a rush to catch up with them – ‘I wanna be a big girl’, I

  used to say to my mum and dad. My sisters used to give me extra homework, so by the time I was six I could say the days of the week in French. Every 6-year-old needs to know that. LOL.




  I never stopped singing – I sang everywhere I went. My first performance was when I was three years old, and I sang ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’ on a tape recorder at a

  caravan park in Cornwall for a competition. I was wearing a purple knitted jumper and floral leggings and dolly shoes – so not too different from now. My sisters played the recorder and I

  went wrong – it was so embarrassing, even at the age of three I was aware I had messed up.




  We lost to a 6-year-old who sang ‘Lady In Red’. Bet he didn’t know the days of the week in French though.




  We also had a trio called The Three Cornish Pasties; I sang, Rachel played the trombone and Hannah played the piano. Our theme tune was ‘We are the Cornish Pasties 1, 2, 3!’ Oh we

  were cool. *Cringe*.




  We performed mostly in my mum and dad’s living room on a Saturday afternoon, until we ventured to bigger venues such as my mum and dad’s garden, singing to my uncles and aunts and my

  grandparents. We’d be in high-waisted jeans, black T-shirts and Ray-Bans – thinking about it now, my dress sense really has never changed. Who knows, maybe one day the trio will

  re-form? My sisters can be the support act on my tour. I would actually pay to see that.




  We have footage of me dressed as ‘Sid the Seagull’ at the caravan park we went to in Cornwall. I started unwrapping Sid’s magic torch, showing everyone that my mum had made it

  out of a toilet roll. Nothing was a secret with me when I was young, I was very honest, and that is definitely something that hasn’t left me. I’ve always said exactly what I’m

  thinking, but I’m a pro at keeping secrets now.




  You were either in the ‘Sid the Seagull’ or the ‘Lizzie the Lizard’ team in Cornwall, and we were always in the Sid team. I loved Sid, little did I know it was probably

  an 18-year-old in a hired seagull suit, but at the time it was magical. We went back there for our last family holiday, when I was about fourteen years old, and we were put in the Lizzie the Lizard

  team. *Shock horror*. We were so upset, well not really. It became an ongoing joke the whole holiday. Even now if something goes wrong we blame it on Lizzie. Bless Lizzie. My mum and dad had their

  honeymoon in Cornwall, so we’d always go specifically to Land’s End, Penzance, Looe Bay and Mullion. My parents would tell us stories about what they did there when they were growing

  up.




  Cornwall remains one of my favourite places in the world – it’s just beautiful. It is a very special place to us as a family. We had so much fun on our holidays there. You had to

  make something out of nothing then, because there were no computer games or BlackBerrys or Sky+. We’d pretend that a tree was a castle and the sticks were snakes trying to get us and my dad

  was a monster. My mum and dad were amazing, encouraging us to use our imaginations and play and sing and dance and draw.




  I’m really close to my sisters. They were nearer in age to each other, though, and that much older than me, so when I was younger, I remember sitting and watching them do their make-up

  before going to see The Rocky Horror Show or a night out clubbing. I’d be really jealous that I couldn’t go. They got to stay up later than me and could watch Catchphrase,

  though I think that was on at quarter past six, so who knows what time I went to bed! Clearly extremely early.




  Rachel and I had a moon and stars bag, like something out of Harry Potter, which we stashed sweets in and hid from Hannah in the wardrobe. Seems so mean now, we only told her about it

  recently. Funny, she didn’t mind. We basically spent all our money on sweets and chocolates and we’d share the stash and write down what we’d eaten. It’s really weird what

  you do as a kid. I remember we also used to put random ingredients into a bowl and leave it under the radiator to see what happened over night. To me it was so scientific, in fact it was toothpaste

  and grass in a bowl.




  I was four years old when my mum and dad told me I could start ballet class at my local dance school. I was so excited. The Wenn Stage School was at the end of our road (down the scary alleyway)

  in Seven Kings and I went there several times a week until I was twelve or thirteen years old. I started with ballet then went to tap and modern. I ended up being there every day doing everything,

  including drama, singing and jazz, the lot. I was very lucky to have parents who supported what I loved to do.




  I was with KrackersKids Theatrical Agency while I was at Wenn. Through them, I was in the Nickelodeon adverts – ‘Are you in’, anyone remember that? I did Inherit The

  Wind at the Old Kings Head Pub in Islington and I got the part of Brat in Whistle Down The Wind, which I was in for two consecutive years, playing one of the child lead roles. Juggling

  school and shows was tough but I loved it. It was where I got my first taste of wanting to make performing my life. I was nine years old, so I was serious. Haha!




  I also did The British Arts Awards – a competition where different dance schools from all over the country competed in various categories. I entered lots of categories, and acting and

  singing were the two I always got furthest in. I did a character piece once as a shoe shop assistant doing ballet, it was terrible. I should try and find the video and put it online, very

  embarrassing. The Wenn Stage School, I know, have put up some videos of me performing when I was younger on YouTube. One of me as Aladdin is classic. *Cringe*.




  





  

    [image: ]


  




  





  

    FAMILY


  




  TIES




   




   




  We are quite a large family. My mum has four brothers and my dad has three brothers, so there are a lot of uncles, aunties and cousins, and lots of grandchildren.




  My mum’s father passed when I was about three, I remember his smile and him playing with me and my sisters a lot. I still have pictures of us. My mum’s mum, my Nanny B, is amazing

  and is the reason I am obsessed with star signs and long pointy nails and the colour green.




  My dad’s mum also passed when I was three – it’s so crazy how much I look like her. I saw a picture recently, and we have the same eyebrows and smile. My dad’s dad, my

  granddad, is hilarious just like my dad, and an extremely talented drummer, and his wife, Nanny S, would always let me do her hair and make-up and give me treats.




  My mum, Rose, was a ballet dancer when she was young and, looking at old photographs, our figures were exactly the same. My mum is now a primary school teacher and has been for almost twenty

  years. My dad, Steve, always wanted to be a comedian, he is 100 per cent the funniest person I know. He has been a social worker for almost twenty-five years. Both of my sisters were actresses

  growing up, they loved drama. My elder sister Hannah is now a professional photographer and married to Calum, with two beautiful children. Rachel is an amazing poet and married to Pete, with a

  gorgeous son.




  My brothers-in-law, Calum and Pete, are the brothers I never had. They are the best and are so protective of me. We talk cars, music and films. Boy stuff. Grrrrr.




  This is a bit embarrassing to admit, but we used to have ‘family conference meetings’ on Saturday afternoons, or if we’d all had a row. My dad and my mum would sit us down and

  say, ‘Right, what’s going on in your lives? Is there anything you need to talk about?’ We are a very open and honest family and as children we were taught that it’s healthy

  to discuss your problems and feelings with people who love and care for you.




  I didn’t take for granted the fact that I had that growing up and still don’t now. My mum and dad would always say, ‘Put your nightmares on the shelf and your dreams on the

  table.’ We’d sit and talk about everything for hours if needed and then put on some of our favourite music to cheer all of us up. James Brown, The Funkadelic, D. Train, Joan

  Armatrading, Bob Marley and Tracy Chapman. There was a lot of soul and funk played in our house growing up.




  As I developed my own tastes, I listened to TLC and the Spice Girls. I always wanted to be Posh but always had to be Sporty. KMT. My sister Rachel was obsessed with Peter Andre, as well as

  old-school rap music, like Run-DMC. Hannah loved Take That. I remember one year she had a Take That cake, she still finds it funny now that I know Gary Barlow. Take That weren’t my favourite

  band growing up; for me, it was all about 5ive. Music was always the thread running through us as a family coming together and being happy.




  

    [image: ]


  




  Me and my sisters at a family wedding. It had to be done!




  





  

    PLAYGROUND


  




  DAYS




   




   




  I went to Goodmayes Primary School in Goodmayes (obvs) where my mum was also a nursery school teacher. My sisters went there too and it was a great school. It’s funny

  going back now and seeing how small it is, it felt huge when I was little, like a maze of endless fun. It was cool having my mum there as a teacher. The only time she embarrassed me was Red Nose

  Day. She had a Dipsy (the green Teletubby) bag, which she put a red nose on, and she walked through the school playground wearing it. I was just like, ‘I’m so embarrassed.’ Even

  now my friends say she was one of the best teachers they ever had – so caring and thoughtful, always putting others before herself.




  Every report said: ‘Jessica is a very intelligent child, she just needs to stop talking and stop distracting others.’ I’d probably get the same assessment now, to be honest. I

  am professional but I have my moments where I just want to be silly.




  I remember being at school once and pretending to be sick so I could be sent home, by chewing up a digestive biscuit and spitting it out. I remember thinking, ‘Muhahaha, I’ve done

  it, I have fooled them all.’ Then my mum came in and simply said, ‘You’ve just chewed up a digestive biscuit, haven’t you?’ I was so embarrassed, because I’d

  blagged all of the people there but she just knew. Mums just know.




  I played clarinet at primary school – badly. My mum wouldn’t buy me new reeds if I didn’t practise, so when I performed at the school assemblies, there I’d be, squeaking

  away. Trying to make it sound like some sort of clarinet remix.




  We’d do this thing called ‘Show and Tell’, where you had to either bring something to show the class, tell a story, or perform a song or dance. My friend Hannah and I were

  meant to be doing a tap dance, but the teacher, Mrs Taffe, forgot about us. We sat in leotards and tap shoes at the back of the assembly hall with everyone looking at us, freezing cold. I

  don’t remember the song, but I remember the dance. I can still do it!




  I did more dancing at school than singing. I loved making up dance routines on the benches. I took it so seriously though – it’s funny looking back. Me and my friend Holly, who is

  still my best friend now, did a dance to MN8’s ‘I’ve Got A Little Something For You’, and in the performance she high-kicked so high that she hit herself in the face with

  her leg. Classic Holly.




  I also remember being in the country dance club and going to Brownies. I loved doing the deeds to collect my badges and I’m sure I still have my satchel somewhere. One of my tasks to get a

  Brownie badge was to make a cup of tea. Sounds easy, but I knocked it over and burnt myself and had to be taken to A & E to get burn cream and huge clingfilm bandages that would show just how

  much I didn’t deserve the badge. However, I was so excited that I had something dramatic to share with everyone at Show and Tell. I never got the badge. It’s OK – you’re

  allowed to laugh.




  I grew up with a girl called Hashmi. She lived across the road from me and we did everything together, including Brownies. We wore the same clothes and spent all our time together. I have this

  vivid memory of us one time when it was snowing, and we were walking to school. We both had bobble hats on. I remember us, about seven years old, running down the street, shaking our heads and

  making the bobbles move. Even now when I wear bobble hats, I do that. It’s funny how those things just stay with you. We were obsessed with Forever Friends – we had plates, mugs,

  outfits, lunchboxes. Everything.




  Hashmi taught me Gujarati. I used to speak Gujarati a lot when I was younger and I wish I could still remember some now. She taught me songs and words to say and she would giggle sometimes

  because she would make me say rude words to her family and then I’d get into trouble. There are videos of me speaking and singing in Gujarati somewhere. Another one to find... : )




  In primary school, I was loud and silly; like most of the other kids, I just wanted to blend in. I loved swinging on the climbing frame and I had a bright lime-green Ellesse tracksuit. I dressed

  quite tomboyish sometimes; I loved making up dance routines, but had no issue with playing football or doing sports. I remember once making my mum buy me a Cabbage Patch Kids doll because everyone

  had them, and when I went up to the girls who were playing with them they just laughed at me. I preferred Pokémon, marbles and conkers anyways.




  Birthdays and birthday parties were something that my mum and dad always made special. I had sleepovers, a magician (who spat when he spoke, never forget him, he was no Dynamo), Kid’s

  Kingdom, Al’s Fun House (I lost my blue silk purse that had £60 in it. I left it on the ground in the car park and when we went back, amazingly, it was still there. I also remember that

  day I was wearing Adidas jogging bottoms, the ones that gave you electric shocks. Random.) I had a 70s themed party for my thirteenth and I wore a gold dress. I asked a boy to dance and he said,

  ‘I’m allergic to gold.’ I was devastated. I was so much taller than all the boys. It was never easy. LOL.




  One year I had a Goresbrook party (it was a leisure centre). I remember it was boiling hot and Holly and me were outside doing a dance routine – I was wearing blue flares. (It just gets

  worse.) I was ten, and me and Holly were running around, when we found a guy who had passed out from taking drugs. His dog was licking his face as he lay around the side of the leisure centre. I

  remember running back as fast as I could to tell an adult. The ambulance men said we probably saved his life.
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