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This book is dedicated to the memory of my beautiful mum, Martine Essex. I’ll always miss you.
And to my dad, Donald Essex, my hero and the person I’ll always look up to.
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PROLOGUE* 

KEVIN WYRE

Assistant Head Teacher, West Hatch High School, Chigwell, Essex, 2001–2007

When kids at my school find out I used to teach Joey Essex I always feel like I’m letting them down slightly if I don’t tell them, ‘Oh he forgot how to walk one day.’ But it wasn’t like that. When they ask me ‘Is he really that stupid?’ I always say, ‘No’. 

He always was a really nice lad with a decent attendance record. He looked smart and although he was never going to set the world on fire academically he wasn’t stupid either.

Like many students, Joey found learning difficult and didn’t see the value in certain things that he didn’t think he needed. However, a lot of kids who think that way go off the rails behaviourally – they battle with teachers because they don’t see the relevance of it – but even though Joey didn’t find school easy he was happy enough to conform. He got on with everybody and, despite the hardship he suffered when he lost his mum, he always had a huge smile on his face.

Sometimes you hear of past students doing really well and deep down you think, ‘Actually you don’t deserve that. You were a little so and so at school and now you’re driving a car like that.’ But of all the teachers who worked with Joey there’s not one of us who begrudges him anything.

I haven’t seen Joey since he left school but I look at where he is now and I don’t think anyone could possibly accuse him of not being a decent role model. He’s a young man enjoying what comes his way. He’s fallen into a lifestyle that he wouldn’t have expected to have when he left school but I don’t see him in the papers having drug issues, alcohol issues or doing anything bad. Instead, I see a young man who uses his looks, values his family, knows right from wrong and understands his limitations. There’s a refreshing level of honesty in Joey – he says it as he sees it and if there’s a consequence of that he will deal with it afterwards. 

Joey is a kind-hearted young man and when people meet him they can’t help wanting to protect and look after him.

When people ask what he was like I tell them he wasn’t crashing from problem to problem because he was ‘so thick’. However, if he was suddenly to appear on Question Time on a Thursday night? Then I might fear for him …!

*A prologue? What’s that? Is it a professional logger or something?


INTRO:

WHAT AM I SAYIN’?
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When I look at myself on telly, I don’t realise I’m such a nutty weirdo. I just like to do things in a different way to normal people.

My mates laugh at me all the time. Diags says he used to sit and try and teach me stuff, like when Gordon Brown was the prime minister but I just got him muddled up with Gordon Ramsay. And I really couldn’t get my head around maths. My mate Tom Pearce would sit in the kitchen with me for ages and teach me the same sum over and over again and I’d finally say ‘I’ve got it, I’ve definitely got it’, then he’d leave the room and come back and it would’ve disappeared from my head. People always try and teach me things but just give up in the end. 

Whenever I’m on ITV2’s Celebrity Juice I’m asked all sorts of questions about the world and stuff. One of them was when Keith Lemon asked me what country bordered Wales and I answered ‘Russia’. People always ask me if I really thought that. But it was the first place that came into my head when he asked the question and I thought ‘I might as well say something’. As for Richard and Judy creating the world? Well they could’ve easily done it as well as those other two – Adam and whatshername. When people ask me questions like that I always think I know the answer because I’ve half paid attention to something and put two things together. It just happens that those two things are completely muddled. Still … I know I’ve heard them somewhere.

Like the time one Bonfire Night when my sister Frankie asked me if I knew the history of Guy Fawkes and I said he was the guy who died on the cross. Turns out that was Jesus.

Diags asked me if I knew what Parliament was the other day. I told him: 

‘It’s that big castle in London. The one that has the flags up to tell people when the Queen is in.’

How was I meant to know that’s Buckingham Palace?

While we’re on the subject, I think it’s a very strange idea to put a flag up to tell people if you’re in or out. Or ‘bait*’ as I like to call it. It’s a bit bait the Queen telling people what she’s up to. Someone even told me a person broke in once and sat on the end of her bed having a chat. A chat with the Queen! ‘Alright Queen. Your duvet looks reem.’ (That’s not what he said but he should’ve.)

What if there was a flag on my house saying whether Joey Essex was in or not? It would be a huge great big pole up to the sky. Imagine being asleep and having your window broken into then hearing ‘All I want is to have a little chat’ …!

Weird.

P.S. People who know me know I make up my own words for stuff sometimes. It’s like I’ve got my own language. But it means you might not get what I’m talking about in some parts of this book. So there’s a reem* Joey Dictionary at the back for any words that have a * next to them. 

P.P.S. I’ve also been reading a book on the toilet which contains facts that will blow your mind. So I’ve decided to share some of them with you in the book. They’re called Joey’s Fascinating Facts and you’ll see them dotted about throughout the chapters. I hope you like them. I think they’re creepy sick*.


CHAPTER 1

FROGS AND FURBIES

SELF-PORTRAIT: JOEY ESSEX AGED TEN
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My hair wasn’t quite so fusey* in those days

See that picture of me? I drew it when I was ten. I look like a right bean*. 

My whole life I’ve felt like I was different. Even before I was on TV. I feel like somehow I’ve had a journey that’s been totally ‘out there’ and unique compared to everyone else. 

I found some of my schoolwork the other day. There’s a sheet of paper that asks me to write down my favourite and my least favourite part about school. I wrote that I liked swimming (I must’ve liked swimming a lot because I wrote it twice) and the part I didn’t like was ‘people being horrible to me’. Maybe that explains why I ended up the way I am. I’ve learnt to stick up for myself and to be proud of being different. And if it ends up making people laugh then that’s fine by me.

I was a proper mummy’s boy when I was growing up. I’d follow her about everywhere and snuggle up to her at night on the sofa. She was called Tina and was so pretty. I get upset sometimes because I can’t remember as much about her as I want to. I was so young when she died that her memory gets blurry. I know she always had good dress sense, wore expensive Hermès scarves, smelt of Chanel perfume and her and my dad had these massive banana-shaped bendy phones – I really wanted one. 

My earliest memory is sitting in the back garden in Bermondsey, South London, where we used to live before we moved to Chigwell. Mum had made macaroni cheese and I sat there with my sister Frankie and our mum just looking at the stars. I used to wonder why the moon glowed and whether it was made of cheese.

If I landed on the moon I really don’t know if I’d feel chuffed or not. I don’t think I’d feel happy about it because I’d be so scared. Plus that space helmet would make me claustrophobic.

My sister Frankie is three years older than me and used to think it was funny to dress me up as a girl. I have flashbacks of her putting me in these weird old-fashioned clothes like a doll (I probably made quite a good-looking girl, to be fair). She also used to wind me up a lot. I wet myself once and she taped ten nappies together and wrapped them all round me. She found it hilarious. Frankie was a really happy kid like me and we laughed and joked all the time. She was a bit chubbier when she was younger but she didn’t care about it back then. My dad said she ended up losing too much weight when she got older. She’s about right now.

Frankie’s mates were always at the house when I was growing up. I fancied some of them but would never dare tell her. Anyway, I’m too young to think about girls in this part of the book so we’ll move on to that later.

It’s weird talking about my sister because I’ve never had to describe her before. We sometimes get really aggy* with each other. If she rings me I’ll probably say, ‘Frank, for God’s sake! I’m doing something’ and she’ll be exactly the same with me. I think that’s how you are with family. But I’d do anything for her. She’s one of the best girls I’ve ever met. 

My dad is called Donald and he works as a porter in Billingsgate Fish Market. He has to start at 3am – which should be an illegal time to start work. Donald is the name of my dad’s dad too and Don is my middle name. Growing up in Essex no one ever believes this is our real surname. 

‘Essex? You’re making it up!’

Mum and Dad were in their early twenties when they got together. My dad used to be a boxer so did Mum’s brothers Tony and Peter and I think that’s how they were introduced. Whenever Dad talks about her now he just says she was the most beautiful girl he’d ever met. He loved her so much. He used to love making her laugh.

My dad is always being silly. He says stupid things which make me crack up. I find him hilarious. When we used to go to Spain on holiday he’d say ‘Grassy Arse!’ really loudly instead of saying ‘Gracias’. I think that must be where I get my sense of humour from. Neither of us like being serious all that much.

I probably take after my mum in how I’m built. My Dad’s massive! Mum was really slim and had dark Spanish-looking skin that comes from my granddad’s side of the family. I think I’ve got a quarter Spanish in me, or some portion of Spanish anyway (I’m not very good at maths). I reckon that’s why I can say ‘hola’, ‘limon’ and ‘fresa’ (although I pronounce it ‘fleshay’) which mean hello, lemon and strawberry. See – I’m fluent in it!

Mum was always really fashionable. She’d only wear quirky things though, not the same as everyone else. She made her own trends and I definitely get my style from her. All the other women had those Louis Vuitton bags with prints on, but Mum had a black one which was much classier. She had a Gucci bag, which Frankie still has, and the bit where your arm goes through was made out of bone. Unless its bamboo? I don’t think it was actual bone … that would be odd. Her hair was dark and cut into a bob, she was so much more glamorous than other people’s mums.

Her mum, my nanny Linda, is like that too. She’s very well dressed for someone who’s quite old. Mum and Nanny Linda were like best mates and they’d always go shopping to the Roman Road market on a Saturday. I loved staring at all the stalls with all these colourful things for sale.

Christmas was brilliant at our house. Mum always decorated the tree with little gold ribbons and all the presents were wrapped in gold paper. Frankie still does the same thing with the tree at my dad’s house every year. I found a DVD of me and Frankie when we were kids the other day, opening our presents. My mum is filming us and there’s ripped-up gold paper all over the floor. Mum and Dad spoilt us rotten. In the video Frankie’s sitting there, pulling open all these designer clothes – she’s got D&G dresses and everything. I’m in the corner squealing in a really high-pitched voice, ‘I’ve just got a Furby!’ 

Furbies were the nuts. They were like cute fluffy little gremlin things. It was the toy everyone wanted and I had one. I don’t think I could ever be that excited again even if someone bought me a Ferrari. 

Although if anyone reading this would like to buy me a Ferrari, I would like to point out that I will be very happy. I just won’t squeal. 

Watching the DVD back, I look like I’m about to wet myself. Then you can hear my mum’s voice from behind the camera telling me I’ve got to share the Furby with Frankie. Talk about ruining the moment. 

I’d like a Joey Essex Furby that says ‘reem’ and ‘what are you sayin*’?’ in a funny voice. I could call it a JERBY.

I went to church dressed as Rudolph once. I don’t know why. Reindeers are funny aren’t they? I used to get them confused with dolphins. I couldn’t remember which it was that Father Christmas drove around in the sky. And I didn’t know what the Nativity was until someone told me the other day. I thought it was an activity. I also thought Jesus’s mum was called Zesus until Helen Flanagan told me it was Mary (this was in a ‘Back to School’ quiz on Celebrity Juice). 

I don’t understand much about Easter either. Apparently it’s got nothing to do with eggs, chickens or bunnies. I know it’s to do with Jesus but I thought the eggs came about because he was born in hay (and you get eggs in hay). 

But I loved Christmas. And I loved animals, still do. Not that I was always good to them. We had a pet cat called Tiddles when I was younger and I nearly chopped her tail off. I was closing the patio doors and she suddenly jumped through the air into the house (I forgot she had a tail and slammed it). Suddenly the poor cat was hanging in the air, half inside and half outside the house, making this horrible screechy sound. She was properly sicking out*, scratching my face and my ears. Luckily Mum opened the doors and let her out before her tail came off completely. I think she ran off to live in the pub down the road after that. Tiddles HATED ME.

Tiddles, if you’re reading this from cat heaven – I’m sorry. I miss you. You were the cutest cat I’d ever seen and I always looked at you like a grey tiger. And that will never change because you looked like a tiger.

I was usually very kind to animals though. Another Christmas, I went out to the back garden and saw a little bird on a bush to the left of the patio steps. He’d broken his wing. It was so cold outside that I felt sorry for him so I took him into the kitchen and gave him some Christmas dinner. Well, I gave him a few peas then let him go. If I’d given him a sprout he might have blown up.

Sometimes I wonder what goes on in animals’ minds. When I watch those David Attenborough nature programmes and they’re sat there eating insects I wonder, ‘What are they thinking about?’ They’re probably thinking, ‘Why are these people watching us on telly? Leave us alone and let us get on with it.’ They must have quite boring lives, the ones in the wild. They can’t exactly go clubbing or chat up girls so what have they got to look forward to? Imagine having a life that’s just about survival? Not being allowed to go out to dinner or go on holiday. Instead it’s, ‘We’ve got ant for breakfast’ … or ‘It’s time for some meerkat today’.

At least the dogs in Essex get to wear clothes.

But the animals I loved most in the whole wide world were frogs. Tree frogs to be precise. I was addicted to them. Nanny Linda had a boyfriend who had loads of frogspawn and he’d let me take it home and put it in my pond so I could breed them myself. I used to have a little pot by the back door in Chigwell and I’d put all the spawn in there and sit there and wait for them for hours, desperate for something to happen to them.

My bedroom was covered in frogs. I had frog teddies, a frog bedspread, frog key rings, frog stickers and a frog lamp. Everyone else in my street had garden gnomes but we had special frog gnomes. I was mad on them. If I could’ve changed my name to Frog I probably would’ve. 

Frog Essex. Sounds quite reem to be honest.

I even went to a frog museum in Chicago once. It blew my mind. I’d gone there to visit my granddad George. He’s my mum’s dad but he left when she was only little. America was cool – I liked catching glow flies in jam jars and then pretending they were torches. I moved on to ducks when I got older. Frogs and ducks are just small and pointless and don’t do much. A bit like me! I never really realised that until I started writing this book. 
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DUCKS V FROGS


	Frogs	Ducks

	Good skin texture     	Waterproof feathers

	Big eyes	They’re born with boots on

	Long tongues	Beaks that are made of wood



Other boys were into cars, and wrestling, but I never liked it. 

I couldn’t see the point of wrestling – you’d sit and watch it on TV and everyone would shout stupid things like ‘Yeah! Choke! Slam!’ but why would you do that? I knew in my head that it was all a big show-off thing and just couldn’t understand why people got so excited about it. My dad took me to a wrestling match once and I could tell they weren’t properly hitting each other. And I don’t like liars.

Remember when people used to tell you TV gave you square eyes? I always knew that was a lie too. But I did believe if you made a funny face and the wind changed it would stay like it forever. I used to stand there on the street pulling these really odd faces just to see if it would happen. I wanted to look like Jim Carrey in Ace Ventura. I loved playing stupid fun things like Power Rangers and Ninja Turtles – I thought they were so cool. Anything too serious and I thought it was pointless. 

Mum and Dad split up for a few months when me and Frankie were young. I didn’t realise at the time but it was because of my mum’s condition. She was seriously ill when I was growing up. She was suffering from depression but I didn’t know anything about it until after she died. Looking back I think my dad used to shelter us from what was going on. He must’ve found it hard to cope. 

When they split he didn’t want to leave Frankie and me but for about four months he stayed at his brother Greg’s house nearby. Dad’s got two brothers – Big Greg who’s 6ft 8 and normal-sized Doug who’s just, well, normal. 

I didn’t start growing until I was about 17. That’s when I had a big spurt (funny word: spurt). It’s strange how you’re in bed one night and the next minute your bones have grown and you’re a giant. I’m 6ft now. Which isn’t actually a giant at all.

Big Greg’s got a wife called Sally and a daughter called Ferne. I was best man at his wedding but he didn’t have a stag do. I found out the other day that this was my fault. Apparently organising the stag is the job of the best man. Sorry Greg. If you’re reading this, it’s not too late – you, me and my dad can go and large it in Ibiza. Reem.

I heard the other day that ‘Reem’ is now in the top list of baby names. How weird is that? I’ve never met a baby called Reem. Calling your kid Reem is pretty odd. I prefer Charlie.

Doug’s wife is called Joanne and he’s got two kids, Daniel and Heather.

Dad’s mum is called Nanny Kipper. Well, her actual name’s Rita but she had a dog called Kipper so it stuck. He died ages ago so I don’t know why we’re still using that name. Nanny Kipper always says the exact same thing to me whenever I see her. I say, ‘You alright Nan?’ and she’ll reply, ‘Yeah, just big, fat and lonely.’ She’s never really cared about fashion, nor has my dad. Fashion sense definitely comes from my mum’s side of the family. The only thing I have in common with Dad when it comes to clothes is that we both like shorts. Although mine are much shorter than his! 

Nanny Kipper always used to buy me face paint when I went to her house. Sometimes I’d paint weird things like books on my face – who knows, maybe people will face-paint this book on! And she always used to cook me bacon sandwiches in brown bread.

That’s making me hungry …

Even though my dad’s dad was called Donald, I called him Granddad Whiskers. He had loads of wispy bits on his chin, a bit like a beard, but not really. I can’t remember him and Nanny Kipper being together. He used to be in the marines, which might explain why they didn’t stay together. I reckon they split because he was always underwater. Maybe she couldn’t find him down there.

Granddad Whiskers kept loads of antiques. There were mirrors, big wooden things, lamps and all sorts. My dad takes after him like that because he never likes buying anything brand new and he collects old watches. Granddad was well built like my dad and was always laughing and joking. 

On my mum’s side, there’s her brother Peter – he’s married to Jackie and has twins called Summer and Scarlett. They’re about 16 now. 

Imagine if I had a twin Joey Essex. That would annoy the hell out of me. Seeing someone who looked the same would be well confusing. How would I know which one was me?
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Mum’s other brother is Tony Simms who’s married to my aunty Karen. He’s Chloe and Charlie’s dad. They’ve got two younger sisters called Frankie and Demi. I think one day the producers of TOWIE might find a way to get them on the show. Chloe has a different mum to the others though. Her mum left when she was just a kid. I think that’s why we’re so close because she knows how it is not to have your mum around. 

Charlie is two years younger than me and joined TOWIE in series nine. I used to hang out with him loads when we were kids, probably even more than we do now to be honest. We spent loads of time together growing up and I don’t know why but I always call him Jake. In my head I just thought ‘Jake’ meant ‘Charlie’. I still get those names confused now! 

I sort of remember Chloe changing my nappy once and talking about Marmite. Maybe she meant my nappy looked like it had Marmite in it. And I think she bunked off school at some point and a helicopter followed her. Which is jokes*.

Chloe is eight years older than me. She’s also one of the only people I can tell all my secrets. Chloe’s got a young daughter called Maddy. She’s really cute and she loves me. I spoil her with loads of presents at Christmas and birthdays. A lot of kids love me to be fair. Especially babies. They always look at me funny.

Whenever I walk down the street and happen to pass a baby in a pushchair they always stare at me. I think ‘Who are you staring at baby?’ 

Even though I don’t remember too much about my mum and dad splitting up, I was so happy the day they got back together. Dad was wearing a yellow shirt (unless it was me who was dressed in yellow. One of us looked like Bart Simpson anyway) and they were cuddling and crying together. I didn’t realise you had emotions like that at the time. But I knew I was so pleased about it.



JOEY’S FASCINATING FACTS:

#1

Kangaroos have three vaginas. (That’s quite incredible.) 
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