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To my wonderful family, who have always put up with me and taught me what unconditional love is. Mentally and physically, you have helped me so much. I wouldn’t be who I am without you.
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Trailer

Who the hell does Jamie Laing think he is? Excellent question. If you’d asked me, a few years ago, I could have told you very easily. I’m that boy from Made in Chelsea who doesn’t do dull moments. You want to carry on the party? I’m into it. More champagne? Let’s do it. Have a race in our underwear down the middle of the street at three in the morning? No problemo, on your marks, get set go! Got something on your mind and need support? Share it with me, I’m here. Need a favour doing? I’m on it. This is who I am, I used to think, it’s what I do, I bring the fun, I bring the creativity, I make it loud and as big and as brilliant as it can possibly be.

What do you think of me? Or better yet, what do you think you know about me? Go on, you can be honest, I can take it. Be as brutal as you like: I can’t hear you anyway, because this is a book and we’re not standing in the same room as each other. Do you think good things about me, or bad? Fine either way. Maybe you don’t think about me at all! That’s also fine, but you may find the book a bit of a struggle if you’re not that interested in me.

I think I have a fairly good idea of what people think of me. It’s a spectrum, I know that. If I asked you to chuck some adjectives at me, there are things I know you will say – and these might be true or they might be false, whether I want to hear them or not. And there are words I hope you might say, and these might be things I already know about myself or just lovely things that would be nice to hear. You see, I have to be realistic about this, I have to summon up a bit of self-awareness because the thing with being in the public eye for the best part of a decade is that it’s like permanently walking into a room where people are talking about you, but stop as soon as you come in. Over and over. Nobody ever really tells you to your face. When I was a kid, I’d have to steal someone’s secret diary or something to find out whether they loved or hated me but now it’s all just a few clicks away – sometimes they even @ me in to make sure I see it. Absolute strangers making huge assumptions – some right, some wrong – and there’s not a lot I can do about it other than try to be a good person. So, those adjectives, then:

Posh. That was your first one, right? Knew it! Look, don’t feel bad for going for the obvious choice first – I totally get this. Posh, I’ll accept. What next? Did you go for looks or personality?

For the sake of speed and efficiency, I’ll assume you’re going to say I’m cute and/or good-looking – not quite the same thing but very good to hear both – and maybe you’ve got blond and … tall? No, you weren’t going to say tall?! Worth a try, I suppose. You still said I was cute, though, right? Oh, go on, just for me.

Personality then, go on, hit me with your best shot. Funny? I hope you said that. It’s important to me that people think I’m funny – I don’t know why. Funny people are the kind of people you want to keep around you, aren’t they? That’s a nice feeling.

Maybe some of the other adjectives you had up your sleeve are silly (so true), loud (100 per cent yes), wild (I have my moments), scatty (possibly) or a bit all-over-the-place (I can be), flirty (guilty as charged), sweet (aw, thanks), loyal (stop laughing! I am! Honestly!), and maybe we could finish off with … generally a nice guy? Yes? Ah, you spoil me!

But hang on: what about wanker? Was that in there? What about dim? Or arrogant, or selfish? Ah, come on, I’ve seen the tweets, I know people say these things, and I know what they think of reality TV in general. You don’t have to be embarrassed. And you know what, it’s all true, or has been at some point. Yes, I am all the things you think I am, and all the things I claim to be, good and bad.

So how do I see myself now? Well, I’m just me. I like pretty simple things. I’m at my most calm sitting on the floor, naked, playing backgammon. Seriously! I’m caring. I think I’m insecure, though. I love life. I’m sensitive. I have a strong mind. I know I’m confident and loud and I’m very aware of my need to be the centre of attention all the time. But, just to contradict myself, there’s also a kind of shyness about me. Lots of us are like that, aren’t we? Huge extroverts getting on everybody’s nerves one minute, then sitting quiet as a mouse and tongue-tied in front of strangers the next. Some people accept their shyness or lack of confidence and just go with it, and some people just don’t. I choose not to accept it, I fight against it, because there’s one thing about me: I want to be loved. Honestly. I have proper imposter syndrome and if you’ve ever found yourself wondering why the hell is Jamie Laing famous, believe me, I’ve asked myself that question hundreds of times. People might say they don’t care what others think but I’m calling bullshit on that. You don’t have to like me, but, you know, I’m happier when you do.

Maybe I seem full of self-confidence, the kind of guy who’s never met a mirror he didn’t want to kiss. But here’s another thing you might not know about me: I am pretty tough on myself. It’s like I’m my own evil twin and I must be stopped. I hardly ever give myself a break. If I could kick myself, I probably would. A few years ago, I didn’t actually like myself very much. But maybe back then I deserved a bit of a self-kicking, because, to be honest, I’d been a bit of a pain to be around. Okay, okay, a lot of a pain.

I’ve been struggling with something since I was 22, you see. Something very heavy, and unwieldy, something I couldn’t manage. No, not a monogrammed Louis Vuitton trunk, more’s the pity – although I would totally love one if you’re offering, thanks. It’s anxiety. What have I got to be anxious about, you might ask? Aren’t I, like, the heir to a huge fortune, the owner of every biscuit ever baked? Actually, there’s no time like the present to clear up this McVitie’s business before I go on:

OFFICIAL STATEMENT BY JAMES ROBIN GRANT LAING

REGARDING RUMOURS HE IS AN HEIR TO

THE ‘MCVITIE’S MILLIONS’

McVitie’s, for anyone who has never known the joy of a Jaffa Cake, is one of the most famous biscuit companies in the country, maybe on earth, I’m not sure. If you google me, once you’ve read the long list of people I’ve dated, and seen that naked photo (we need to talk about that, too, later), you’ll see that I am, apparently, the heir to the McVitie’s fortune. All of it, every penny. I have numerous siblings, but do they get any? According to the press, no they don’t. All these millions are heading my way. How exciting! Whatever shall I spend it all on? To be honest, I wish this were true, if only to see the look on my brothers’ and sisters’ faces. Yes, I come from a privileged background, and, yes, it is true that one of my great-great-great-great grandparents (there may be a few more greats in there, I haven’t counted) invented the digestive biscuit, and my family did run McVitie’s for many years, but our stake in the company was sold off years ago, when I was tiny, so sadly, I will never be the sole owner of every Hobnob ever baked. Basically, if I’m being honest – which I will be, on every page of this book – my connection to McVitie’s was played up a little when I joined Made in Chelsea, because I suppose it makes a good story and does kind of explain why I am so posh. It’s true that I’ve never gone hungry, and I’ve always had a roof over my head and the priceless love of my parents and family – whether I deserved it or not – but from the moment I left university I’ve had to earn my own money. So, I am not ‘rich’ in the proper sense, like the Queen, or Jeff Bezos, or the guy who plays Charlie on Casualty. I still have to go to work, because if I don’t, my rent doesn’t get paid and my lights and radiators go off. I don’t eat caviar for breakfast, I don’t have a special room for wrapping presents in my flat, and I have never owned a pet swan. Glad we could clear that up. And, no, I can’t get you any free biscuits. Sorry. I don’t even eat biscuits!

– – – STATEMENT ENDS – – –

Right, where were we? So, the old anxiety thing. Yeah, weird one. You might wonder what I’ve ever had to feel anxious about. I was travelling the world with loads of gorgeous people, we rode about in big cars, sat on yachts and in huge manor houses looking amazing and were never further than two metres from a freshly chilled bottle of champagne. All we had to do was get paid to have fun, party, snog, and fall out for a bit before going off and snogging someone else. We all had lovely skin and our clothes were always freshly laundered and the world was our oyster. Boo-fucking-hoo, am I right? All this is true: I was having the time of my life and was so grateful to be where I was, I can’t tell you. Most mornings I got out of bed and wanted to kiss the floor in gratitude, like a pope kissing the tarmac when he got off a plane. There wasn’t any other place I wanted to be, no other life I wanted to live. But all the time there was an undercurrent: what happens when it all ends? (By which I mean my career rather than the actual apocalypse.) All these little doubts were bubbling away in my head: what about this thing that might never happen, or this other thing that’s probably quite ridiculous and will probably never happen, but just might? So I lived in the moment and tried to drown out the negative energy as much as possible. To nudge out the anxiety, I turned up all the biggest, the boldest and most boisterous parts of my personality even higher – imagine! – but I don’t want you to think I was faking it, living it up just for the cameras. Oh no. I was being my true self, showing my favourite side of myself. Some people serve up beef wellington as a speciality; my speciality is fun! But I always know what’s expected of me and I can control my emotions or let them loose a little. It’s like a volume button: up and down, whenever I think I need it. But this time, someone else was pushing the button – not even someone else, but another side of me, that I’d never really confronted before.

Let me try to describe it. It’s like being at the best party in the world, but knowing as soon as you leave the party, you have to pay a penalty for having so much fun. And that penalty is to be continuously stung by wasps, all over your most intimate areas, for a full hour. So, you know, you’re having the time of your life but you know those wasps are coming to sting you in the balls. In fact, on bad days, you can see the swarm, waiting, out of the corner of your eye, as you lift the glass of champagne to your mouth. The wasps are coming. They’re always coming. I dunno, maybe you’re into wasps; I’m quite open minded, whatever gets you off, you know, but I’m definitely one to one to avoid wasps if I can.

Don’t get me wrong, I was living the dream! Ever since I was little, I’d wanted to be famous – I like to be liked. I’d wanted to perform ever since I was tiny – let me tell you: no Hollywood actor has worked harder at an audition than I did for the role of Joseph at the school nativity, aged five. I even trained in acting at university in Leeds. The way I tend to work is: I don’t worry about risk, or how things turn out, I just jump in and start doing something and worry about the consequences later. One of my mottos is: ‘Ask for forgiveness, rather than permission’. This can be both a good and a bad thing, as many of my friends will tell you. So, when it came to getting cast in Made in Chelsea, I didn’t really think about what that would mean. My face was everywhere, and it looked like my dreams were coming true. Brilliant! But I thought if I didn’t grab every opportunity, like a game of Hungry Hippos, it would all come to an end, and I’d be forgotten. I thought I’d end up losing absolutely everything – my family, my friends, my home – which sounds so silly and deluded given all these nonexistent biscuit millions or whatever. But anxiety isn’t rational, and that’s the huge hold it had over me. Those bloody wasps, waiting to sting. And the most annoying thing? This anxious, nervous, miserable person wasn’t the real me. I didn’t want this to become the default. I wanted to stay the friendly, popular guy everyone loved to know. Sometimes, it felt like the real me was disappearing. Any second that I wasn’t living in the moment, during downtime or time alone – whenever I had any time, any space, to think – it was as if the anxiety saw its opportunity and would start pounding me with mallets and I’d feel like I was crashing. I’d be sitting there, thinking, ‘Why am I relaxing? I’m in my twenties, I should be having fun, right?’ The world was a theme park, but any time I wasn’t on a ride I felt like I was in the lost kids’ area, listening to everyone else having the best time ever. Like I didn’t even have a 50p coin for the vending machine.

So I just kept going, tasting the highs of being on Made in Chelsea and chasing excitement and fun. And then the contrast between the ups and down started to get wider. I’d look at social media and read comments by people saying I was funny, or whatever, and think, well, I have to be even more like that, to stop them getting bored. I was almost playing a role, that of a person who slept with loads of women and was a party boy, and I acted far more confident than I really was. It was me – yes – but on steroids. Thing is, you can’t live on heightened alert for long. So, in short, most of the time I was very ‘YAY!!’ but sometimes I felt ‘BOOOOOO’ and the boos were threatening to outnumber the yays and, as you can imagine, this was a huge pain in the arse. I didn’t have time for this.

I became selfish and a bit irritating to be around. When you’re not looking after yourself, you drop the ball with being there for others too. I probably wasn’t a great son around this time, either. I mean, I didn’t do anything too bad like poison a great aunt and steal all my McVitie’s inheritance (because that doesn’t exist, remember), but I was just kind of … crap. I missed my mum’s 60th birthday, didn’t go home for Christmas a few times, and didn’t really see either as a big deal. Yeah, I still feel bad about that sometimes, don’t worry. I guess if you were a very clever therapist in chunky spectacles, you might say that I wasn’t making myself available, emotionally, for my family – I would describe it as acting like a pain in the arse. My proper friends, I kind of pushed away, because I always wanted more of everything: cooler friends, better nights out. I was a bit like a kid, who didn’t want to do anything ‘boring’ that would take me away from my amazing high-rolling party lifestyle for longer than five minutes. Not a bad person, I promise, just a bit ‘ugh’. Sometimes I’m amazed anyone still talks to me!

I had my very first panic attack at the age of 22. If you’ve ever had one, you’ll understand exactly how terrifying they can be. It came from nowhere and I had no idea what it was. One minute I was watching TV – The Voice, if you’re into details – and the next minute I had this overwhelming feeling that something was very wrong. My chest was tight, my muscles tense, and my throat felt like it was closing up. I didn’t know what was happening, or why, but I was absolutely certain that I was about to die, right there, halfway through an episode of The Voice. What a way to go. At the hospital, still struggling for breath, entire body tingling in fear, I was shocked to hear there was ‘nothing’ wrong with me – I’d ‘just’ had a panic attack. That day, that awful day, where it felt like it was the end, was only the beginning – my friend Anxiety had come to visit and planned on hanging around for a while. I tried lots of different things to get over my anxiety attacks. I called my mum for reassurance all the time, I saw a therapist for a while too but I’d just nod and smile my way through my sessions and head out to another party, planning to worry about the big stuff later. I even tried doing colonic irrigation to try and – I don’t know – flush the anxiety out of me? Why are you laughing? It’s a thing! All I’ll say is, if you’re going to have your colon hosed out, do not eat a prawn laksa the night before and when they ask you if you want to watch what comes out, decline. Politely. Seriously, it’s like Facebook comments – never look!

Things got so bad, I turned into a zombie. Well, no, not a proper one; I didn’t eat anybody’s brains or anything – and the more unkind among you might say I wouldn’t have found much to munch on in the way of brains in the Made in Chelsea cast, anyway (which is very funny but terribly naughty of you. It would also be very much untrue, as lots of us had degrees, you know). Anyway, I got this thing called depersonalisation. I knew nothing about it except that it would get a great word score on Scrabble. One day I was sitting in a restaurant with my then-girlfriend Frankie bickering over our pasta – not an unusual occurrence – when this strange feeling came over me. It was like I was shrouded in fog, like I was staring out at the world through a crap Instagram filter. Everything was where it was supposed to be, but I felt like I was removed from my body, like … I don’t know … I had farted out my own spirit and I was hovering above myself. And it didn’t fade like a head-rush or a migraine – it lasted for six sodding months! Half a year suspended in a weird misty, slow-motion parallel universe. You know how in dreams when you’re wandering about, and your body feels strangely heavy and floaty at the same time, but also like you’re not controlling it, like you’re on autopilot, or being moved like a puppet from scene to scene, and you’re aware this isn’t real and could never be real, because it’s a dream? (I hope you answered yes to that question otherwise this will be even harder to explain.) Well, it was like that. I thought I was totally losing it, that I would be like this forever, my head absolute jelly. I made the zombies from The Walking Dead look like tap-dancing toddlers full of Red Bull and sweeties. A doctor explained to me it was depersonalisation: not just 10 Across on The Times’ crossword but a culmination of my stress and anxiety, and that I needed to make changes if I wanted to get through it. The thing is, I’d been running all my life. Running away from security, messing things up, and running toward disaster. Something had to give; I had to rebuild. The fog did lift, randomly, one day on holiday, but I was terrified it would come back, and if I’m honest I still am, even now, when my life couldn’t be better.

So why am I telling you this? Why am I even writing this book? This is a good question. Even my darling mum, when I told her about it, said, ‘Who the fuck is going to want to read that?’ – she can definitely pay for her own copy. But, like I said, I jump into things and worry about the consequences later. Life’s like a series of auditions, and we’re all trying to get that perfect role. I think a lot of us do what I’ve always done and play different roles, as we try to find our place in the world. That’s what this book is about: me working out who I really wanted to be. I’m not ready for the end credits any time soon, but I do sometimes think: how do I want to be remembered? I want to be the kind of leading man you might admire. I know my life might not be the most relatable you’ll ever read about; I can imagine what people might think. I’m not going to pretend I’ve had it hard, this isn’t a zillion pages of ‘Poor me!’ or anything like that. But if you are interested, and open to taking a look, I guess I’m finally ready to lift the lid on what it’s like to be Jamie Laing. There have been lots of highs, a few lows, but it’s never been boring!

I might seem like an open book, if you like, but there are many more pages to turn; there are still things you don’t know. I’m not here to change your mind, or make you love me, or even confirm everything you thought about me in the first place, I just wanted to explain, if you’ll let me, that I’m both exactly who you think I am and … also not that guy at all.

And, please, let’s not hear any more about the biscuits. Seriously.
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