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			Born in 1960, Carol grew up in poverty in North Wales with her sister, brother and her beloved mum, Jean. She went to the University of Cambridge at just seventeen. 

			Since childhood, Carol has had a passion for everything mathematical and her skill with numbers secured her a role on Countdown in 1982, the show that cemented her position as one of the most successful and popular female presenters in British TV history. Awarded an MBE in 2000, she has now turned her attention to political issues. Carol lives in Bristol with her children.
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			For everyone who believes in a brighter future . . . 

			let’s get the party started!

		

	
		
			
			

			

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			‘It’s easier to fool people than to convince them that they have been fooled.’

			 

			‒ Attributed to Mark Twain

			
			

		

	
		
			
			

			

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between notes and main text.
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			It’s happened. It’s done.

			The general election has given us both a new Labour government with a landslide victory and a loud farewell to the Tories, and what a moment in history it was.

			I don’t know about you, but for days after the general election I was feeling an exhaustion which went deep into my bones. I think the whole country might have been suffering from some form of collective trauma after 14 years of Tories. Why?

			Well, to repurpose a phrase from Winston Churchill, to describe this time: ‘Never in the field of political conflict, has so much damage been done to so many, by so few.’

			But now, together, we have repaid the Conservative government handsomely in the ballot box and it’s time to smile and briefly breathe out. Utterly spent with their lies and corruption, completely in contempt of how they’ve treated us all, we voted to eviscerate them and the Tories were all but wiped out. They’ve gone off to lick their wounds with the lowest number of parliamentary seats in their history, losing 244 MPs since 2019, ending up with just 121, a comparative murky shadow of their former selves. And I’m proud to have been an active part of a movement giving tactical voting advice to millions, which nudged many seats towards the final result.

			
			

			Back to the day itself: 4 July 2024, which may go down in our modern history as our new Independence Day. 

			Here are some raw numbers which show the change since 2019:

			 

			
				
					
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Party

						
							
							Number of seats

						
							
							Percentage of votes

						
					

					
							
							Labour

						
							
							412 seats (up 209)

						
							
							33.7

						
					

					
							
							Conservatives

						
							
							121 seats (down 244)

						
							
							23.7

						
					

					
							
							Liberal Democrats

						
							
							72 seats (up 61)

						
							
							12.2

						
					

					
							
							Scottish National Party

						
							
							9 seats (down 39) 

						
							
							2.5

						
					

					
							
							Sinn Fein

						
							
							7 seats (no change)

						
							
							0.7

						
					

					
							
							Independents

						
							
							6 seats (up 6)

						
							
							2.0

						
					

					
							
							Reform UK

						
							
							5 seats (up 5)

						
							
							14.3

						
					

					
							
							DUP

						
							
							5 seats (down 3)

						
							
							0.6

						
					

					
							
							Green

						
							
							4 seats (up 3)

						
							
							6.7

						
					

					
							
							Plaid Cymru

						
							
							4 seats (no change)

						
							
							0.7

						
					

					
							
							Others

						
							
							5 seats (up 2)

						
							
							2.9

						
					

				
			

			 

			When the exit poll was released just after 10pm on the night of the election, a Labour victory was more or less expected, but nevertheless it was still strange to see the evidence there in red and blue. The relief was palpable. As the results came in, the ‘big beasts’, including Jacob Rees-­Mogg, Grant Shapps and Liz Truss (previously with a colossal majority of 26,195 in 2019), lost their previously ‘safe seats’ and were sent packing with tactical voting and a spirit of ‘we’ve had enough’.

			
			

			The results also, rightly, kicked off various discussions, about our voting system (how Reform UK Party Ltd – yes, it’s a company, but we’ll refer to them as just Reform throughout – garnered 4 million votes but only five seats); mistrust in politicians (the turnout was notably low); and how detached Westminster is from the rest of the country (can’t argue with that). The Lib Dems made their leader Ed Davey smile widely as the party had its best result in their history, bringing home 72 MPs. All the bungee jumping, paddle boarding and water sliding during the campaign had evidently paid off. More of which later.

			I don’t know what you did through the night of 4 July, but at times I cried happy tears knowing that we had finally had our chance to treat the Conservatives as they deserved.

			I also cried for those long months when they locked us in our homes while they partied, for those who couldn’t say goodbye to the people they loved the most, for those who couldn’t hold hands at the funeral of their husband, father, mother, son or daughter, while at Downing Street, those in the corridors of power drank so much they puked down the walls – the very night before the Queen sat alone at Prince Philip’s funeral.

			I cried for how they lied to us, while granting billions of pounds’ worth of PPE and test and trace contracts to their associates and donors, who made obscene profits. And then they lied about it some more and ‘lost’ the WhatsApp messages needed by the Covid inquiry.

			
			

			I cried for the NHS frontline staff who died and for those who today still suffer the effects of the Covid years, who were left unprotected by government, for whom we clapped on a Thursday night and who were then treated by the Tories like some kind of First World War cannon fodder.

			I cried for 14 years of austerity, for many children going to school unable to learn properly because of hunger. I cried for parents working two or three jobs but still dependent on food banks to put dinner on the table. I cried for the elderly forced to choose between heating and eating, winter after winter. And I cried for the vulnerable kids whose support services and day care centres have been closed by councils starved of funding. All while the richest became obscenely richer and the UK became one of the most unequal countries in Europe.

			I cried for the division the Tories created, for the lies their friends in the media perpetuated, for the bullying of those who have dared to tell the truth about them, and for the collapse of our national conversation into abuse and gaslighting.

			Finally, I cried with utter relief for an opportunity to take a short breath as our new hopeful era begins.

			It’s far from over. And we have to remain aware of how it could all change back again so easily. Labour wasn’t voted in with a huge mandate of goodwill; half of those who voted for them were merely voting against the Conservatives. Labour has a lot of work to do to earn our trust and make us believe in our political leaders again. They’ve started well (at the time of writing), but in less than five years there will be another general election and the choice may be between Labour and a far-­right option. Please don’t think the battle is over. We have to change our politics and the system in which it operates.

			
			

			But for now we must also believe that ‘people power’ has worked. Back in late 2022, when some of us said that together we could destroy the government at the next election, by showing the evidence of the lies and deals which had been taking place, many scoffed. They said, ‘They’ll always get away with it’, ‘Nothing will change’.

			But look at what the decent people in this country have achieved since then.

			Look at what happened on 4 July 2024.

			WE ONLY WENT AND DID IT.

			WE BLOODY WELL WON.

			 

			Carol Vorderman, July 2024

		

	
		
			
			

			 

			 

			 

			POLITICS: THE THREE VOWELS AND FIVE CONSONANTS WHICH CONTROL OUR WORLD

			 

			 

			 

			 

			I’ve packed this book with fact, emotion and fun, ending with a Plan for Change for the future. But I thought it might be good to start with a few charming mentions of yours truly from the last couple of years, just for a laugh:

			 

			‘Carol Vorderman’s hatred of Tories has turned her into a raging snob.’

			– Daily Telegraph

			 

			
			

			‘You have a sh*t lonely life. No one cares about your views. You’re mad.’

			– Tory Cabinet minister Johnny Mercer on X

			 

			‘A person who obviously has bitterness, arrogance and envy in her heart. There’s no amount of plastic surgery or Botox that will cure that.’

			– Marco Longhi, Tory MP

			 

			‘Single-­use plastic. What she should do is act her age, get the bus pass out and go and enjoy life.’

			– Former Tory Deputy Chairman Lee Anderson MP, now Reform

			 

			‘Here’s a Countdown Conundrum – what’s turned nice Carol Vorderman into a ranting, embittered Twitter troll?’

			– Amanda Platell, Daily Mail

			 

			Then there was the evening in 2023 when I met a wonderful woman who has been working for the Labour party in the Houses of Parliament for many years (I won’t give away exactly where she worked but it was located near a Conservative office of some kind). She came up with a huge smile and said, ‘We hear your name every day; the Tories can’t stand you.’

			‘Brilliant,’ I said. ‘I know I’m doing something right then.’

			‘Yes,’ she said, ‘we hear the Tories shouting about you. Can’t help but laugh – we hear a certain phrase A LOT.’

			
			

			‘What phrase?’ I asked her, already chuckling.

			‘It’s what we hear them shout more or less every time you post on Twitter: “THAT F**KING CAROL VORDERMAN!”’

			I burst out laughing. Very proud of that. I might get a badge made up with those four great words on it, and wear it with pride!

			It’s true these Tories have been a bit shirty with me sometimes, when all I’ve been doing is pointing out a little evidence of their bad behaviour.

			As Corporal Jones said in Dad’s Army: ‘They don’t like it up ’em.’

			SO WHAT’S IN THIS BOOK?

			Before we get going, let me just tell you what’s in this book.

			This is a book for everyone who knows that something very wrong has been happening in the public sphere for the last 14 years, for people who have seen and lived with the cruelty that has been inflicted on millions.

			Yes, we have a new government now. And hopefully it’ll be a damn sight more decent and compassionate, and more competent than the one we endured under the Conservatives. But the real political issues that allowed the last government to mismanage and deceive us for so long run deep. Not only that, we have to be extremely aware that in 2029, or sooner, we will have another general election, and possibly another government, which could be the same or worse for the nation than the one which has just left. We’ve found our voice once, and I hope to show you how to continue to find yours, if you haven’t done so already.

			
			

			In fact, what this book aims to do is to give you the strength to question matters. Politicians aren’t our masters. They aren’t ‘better’ than us. They’re just humans and, as we all know, humans vary widely.

			So this is a book for people who may not normally think about politics.

			A book for those who have been made to feel as though politics isn’t for them.

			A book for good, kind people who want society to be fairer, and who want to feel safe and cared for once again.

			I’ll show you how you can make a difference.

			Like Dorothy, the Tin Man, the Lion and the Scarecrow, together we can trot down the Yellow Brick Road to Westminster and pull back the curtain on the artifice of politics to reveal what turns out to be simply a bunch of people with the privilege of a microphone (i.e. particularly the friendly Tory media over the last 14 years), just like the Wizard of Oz scaring the people of the Emerald City with his booming voice when really he isn’t a wizard at all.

			But we can, and did, expose the Tories. We need to remember that.

			I really want this book to inspire you to want to know more.

			I want it to inspire you to ask the simple questions, and to not feel afraid to ask them.

			I want you to feel the righteous anger of someone who’s been lied to constantly, and doesn’t want that to happen again.

			
			

			Above all, I want to persuade you that politics really is something which affects every part of your life and you can use your voice to change things.

			I’m going to share my diary from the last 20 months with you, which covers the time when I’ve become more involved in politics, particularly online. There are some funny stories and some which will possibly make you cross. I hope it’ll make you laugh out loud in places too.

			I’ve also included some special explainer sections, dotted throughout. These cover the basics of how Westminster works, for those of you who don’t follow the ins and outs of politics (i.e. the vast majority who are busy getting on with their own lives). So I’ll tell you how the House of Commons and the House of Lords currently operate, how the Tories changed the election rules, and similar topics too because, believe me, I’ve been learning a lot alongside you.

			At the end of the book, you’ll find some key things which I believe need changing to even things up for all of us, clean up pol­itics and challenge what is effectively a two-­party system. Some are bold ideas and others less so. I’m calling this my ‘Plan for Change’. Listen to me, eh? It sounds posh but I’ve called it a ‘Plan for Change’ because it’s a list of things I’m willing to fight for as we move forward.

			Thank you for joining me here, and if you’ve joined me on social media, thank you too. I know that together we can change things and have done so already; I know that we can come out of this into an even better place than we were before; and I know that there are so many in the usually silent majority in this country who are prepared to speak up and be a part of a new beginning.

			
			

			You might not be persuaded by some of my arguments, but come along with me for the ride and see what you think by the end of the book. I promise it will be fun.

			But first, you might be asking yourself a critically important question . . .

			WHAT HAS POLITICS GOT TO DO WITH ME?

			Well, quite a lot really. Whether you like it or not, it affects every single thing in life from the moment you wake up in the morning until you crawl into bed at night. It even affected you before you were born.

			I have heard and seen so many people leading up to the general election, say, ‘Nah, politics isn’t for me’; ‘Well, it’s all those polit­icians just arguing with each other and lying’; ‘They only care about themselves, nothing to do with me’. Even the low turnout at the election indicated the same.

			I know why someone might say that; I totally understand, and I wouldn’t blame you if you do think like this, not for a second. But I also KNOW that many in the political class have deliberately manipulated you to think that way by talking about politics in a particular manner, because it serves them to do so, and by and large many of their media pals go along with it.

			
			

			It’s been like a club to which we were not invited. The Tories would say, ‘we want more people involved in politics’, but I can’t think what most of them have done to make you believe it. The majority don’t mean it at all. They only seemed to want more of their own people in the gang.

			OK, so even the Tories are not all like that. But one of the rotten things about the past 14 years was the way too many people with a certain background floated to the top.

			The well-­trodden road of politicians who go to private school, then to Oxford University to read politics, philosophy and economics, and then straight into Westminster to work as a special adviser – a SPAD – is one of the key fault lines that has developed in the system. The privileged few who want to keep it all for the privileged few.

			I’ve got some thoughts about that later in this book – oh boy, have I got some thoughts about that! – but for now, let me answer this question:

			‘OK, Carol, if you’re so bloody clever, what HAS politics got to do with me?’

			Well, let’s have a look at your life in chronological order. From cradle to grave (and beyond that with inheritance tax), I’ll show just a teeny tiny part of how political decisions affect you and your family. I’ll give you some specific examples from my own personal experience and look at how it works in the wider political landscape.

			Buckle up and come with me on our political rollercoaster!

			
			

			Before you’re born

			YOU: When your mother is pregnant with you, where she lives will decide the level of maternity care she gets, the advice available and how good your survival chances are when you’re born.

			 

			ME: In 1992, my daughter was born very suddenly and two months prematurely. The time between the start of my initial ‘tummy ache’ and her popping out was about three hours . . . I was rushed in the back of a car to the local hospital where they had a special care baby unit (SCBU). Thank God. She was there for a month before they let her leave with us. Those were probably the most anxious weeks of my life.

			That hospital where she was born has since been knocked down and a new one built, but it doesn’t have a maternity unit. If Katie had been born years later, I’d have had to travel a much greater distance to the next nearest hospital. Would she even have lived? I don’t know. I just know I’m grateful that the small hospital was there.

			 

			POLITICS: We interact with the NHS in literally our first moments of life, and it’s there with us till the day we die. The decisions made in Westminster regarding its funding have real-­world impacts on us from the very instant of birth. A report in 2023 by the baby loss charities Sands and Tommy’s found hundreds of babies are dying unnecessarily each year because overstretched maternity services are delivering substandard care, particularly to those who are poor and/or not white. For example, in 2020, there were 4.3 stillbirths for every 1,000 births in the most deprived parts of the UK compared with 2.6 in the least deprived areas. Around 500 tiny babies would have survived if stillbirth rates in deprived areas were the same as in wealthy areas. Black babies are still more than twice as likely to be stillborn as white babies. It’s heartbreaking and it doesn’t have to be this way.1

			
			

			It’s politics that can make a difference to a scandal like this.

			Early life

			YOU: Did both of your parents work? If not, how was their income affected? Who looked after you? Could they afford childcare? What’s your memory of those early years? Were you a child growing up in a single parent family? If so, did your father pay child maintenance? Were either of your parents abusive to each other?

			 

			ME: I grew up in poverty. My mum was a single parent after my father had an affair. She had three children to bring up in the 1960s, she had five part-­time jobs and she was exhausted. There was no system to force my father to pay proper maintenance back then and very few handouts. We lived from day to day and cherished everything.

			 

			POLITICS: Various laws have been passed in recent years that affect how much money parents of young children have, including the two-­child benefit cap introduced by the Tories in 2017, which has had a huge effect on larger families. Just imagine you’re in a couple where both of you have worked all of your lives and you have three kids. Then one of you gets sick or, God forbid, passes away. There’s only a safety net for two of your children. Presumably the third has to survive on fresh air and the kindness of strangers.

			
			

			The idea that people in poverty are feckless and lazy is one that has been frequently peddled by politicians over the years. There’s something far deeper going wrong when almost 300,000 families with children are living in poverty despite their parents (either single parents or a couple) being in full-­time work.2

			Decisions made in Westminster also affect what support you get for childcare costs, child payments for divorced families, carer allowances and so much more.

			Where you live

			YOU: Can you afford to live where you grew up, near to family and friends? Or where would be convenient for work? Are you – or your kids – struggling to save up enough for a deposit because house prices are sky high? Do you feel ripped off and insecure in rented accommodation? Are you thinking about downsizing but worried about any tax you might have to pay? Would you like to get out of the area where you live because you’re worried about crime?

			 

			ME: My mum and I had to live in temporary accommodation at times, and our family of four lived in a rented flat when I was growing up. We were lucky: there were plenty of places to rent back then and a lot of social housing. That’s no longer the case. On average, young people now can’t afford to buy a home until they’re 35. THIRTY-­FIVE.

			
			

			 

			POLITICS: The failure to build enough new houses over decades means prices are now colossal, and more and more families are being forced to fork out for hugely expensive privately rented properties or join the scramble for social housing. Nationally, 142,000 homeless children are being housed in accommodation such as commercial hotels, converted offices and hostels, an all-­time high, after rents and no-­fault evictions soared across the country.3

			Primary and secondary school

			YOU: Which school did you go to and which ones do your children or grandchildren go to now? Was it a private school or maybe a religious school? How many children were in your class? Did your school have playing fields? Could you get swimming lessons? Was your building in a good state of repair? Did you have good maths lessons or music lessons? Were you on free school meals? How did you travel to school?

			 

			ME: I was brought up as a Catholic girl and went to a little local school. In North Wales, there were only a few Catholic schools, so we were bussed in every day, which I loved. Our schools were nice and the teachers were excellent and kind. I was a free school meals kid.

			
			

			 

			POLITICS: Think about the RAAC scandal, with many children having to learn in crumbling units with no heating, wearing gloves and coats to keep themselves warm. Think of Rishi Sunak almost halving the schools’ rebuilding budget when he was Chancellor.4 Think of there being five Tory Secretaries of State for Education in just one year. No continuity because they didn’t seem to care about the kids.

			Then there’s the question of whether Ofsted is fit for purpose; the continuing shortage of teachers; the undervaluing of the profession which has led to strikes, and so on. Facilities have been closed down. Over 10,000 school playing fields have been sold off. Who owns the land now? Where does any profit go?

			The answers to all of these questions lie in politics. All of it is about your children. Who you vote for gives you the answers.

			Further education

			YOU: Is it worth taking on debt to go to university? Is an apprenticeship better? What percentage of students now go to university? Are bright students from low-­income families getting a fair chance? How much are lecturers paid? Is what universities provide good enough for students, and does it lead to employment?

			 

			
			

			ME: I went to university in the 1970s on a full maintenance grant. Tuition fees weren’t even thought of back then. All of that was paid for and I also received money to cover living and food. I left university without debt, as we all did back then. Fewer of us went, only about 5 per cent in the 1970s, with a much higher proportion of those from private school than we see today.

			 

			POLITICS: It’s thought to be only a matter of time until the first universities go bankrupt. And half of all university vice chancellors say their institutions are running at a loss in 2024.5 What happens to the students if they go belly up? And why have they been allowed to continue for so long taking vast amounts of cash from families?

			Meanwhile, the value of outstanding student loans currently stands at more than £206 billion, with students who began their course in 2022/23 to average £45,600 debt by the time they graduate. Goodness knows how much of this will ever be repaid. It’s politicians who will attempt to find the answer. That’s why we have to choose them wisely.6

			Your job

			YOU: Does working mean you earn a salary that’s sufficient to support your family? Are there enough ‘good jobs’ near where you live or is your best hope casual work on a zero-hours contract? Will you get parental leave and pay if you have kids? Could your boss just fire your entire team then try to rehire you for half the money? Have you got any rights about which hours you work and what happens if you become sick?

			
			

			 

			ME: I’ve worked as a staff member, as an engineer, been self-­employed for decades and, as a bit of an entrepreneur, have had a couple of companies and been an employer over the years too. I know how many rules and regulations there are – and how difficult it can be when they constantly change. And I see how challenging it is for the young people who I work alongside in the TV industry. It used to be people were automatically employed in staff positions, but now lots of them are on short-­term contracts or freelance, which makes life much more insecure.

			 

			POLITICS: Tony Blair’s Labour government introduced the national minimum wage, the 48-­hour working week, 28 days’ paid holiday, parental leave and greater protection from unfair dismissal. So politics can change things for working people. But this year (2024), three-quarters of the record 1.1 million people on zero-hours contracts in the UK are in severely insecure work with a lack of rights and protections.

			How safe and secure you feel

			YOU: Do you worry about walking home? Are you scared when your kids go out because of the threat of knife crime? Does it make you fume when you hear how the police may not even turn up if your house gets burgled or your car gets stolen? What about the rise in shoplifting – doesn’t anyone care any more?

			
			

			 

			ME: My sense of personal safety as a woman has always been high; that might be through naivety but perhaps because I grew up in a different time. The stories we read of people being mugged in the street for watches or handbags wasn’t ‘a thing’ back in the 1970s/80s. I’m not saying it never happened and this was a golden age, but it just wasn’t something we heard about. Now the Met website has advice on how to protect yourself in the street. Look confident. Cover jewellery. Don’t use your mobile phone as it’s more likely to be snatched. I’m particularly horrified by the stories I hear about spiking – either in drinks or by other means. I’ve had so many calls to my LBC radio show about this. It’s a crime that’s exploding, with both men and women as victims, and we aren’t talking about it enough.

			 

			POLITICS: Crime is an area where politics can make a real difference – by making new laws, giving police new or different powers and changing sentencing rules. In 2024, prisons in the UK were declared to be full, literally. Entirely the fault of the Tories, who hadn’t invested in them over the years. The consequences have been numerous, including releasing prisoners on bail to relieve overcrowding and delays in cases getting to court. Police cells were repurposed to serve as prison accommodation. When prisoners were released on an emergency basis during Covid in Scotland, 40 per cent had reoffended within six months.

			The Office for National Statistics showed knife crime was up by 5 per cent in the year to September 2023, with a ‘notable’ increase in robberies involving a knife. In the run-­up to the election, Labour said dealing with violent crime would be a priority – whether it is or not remains to be seen.

			
			

			The cost of living

			YOU: Have there been times in the last few years when you’ve not wanted to open a bill or the email from the energy company? Do you sometimes feel things just go up and up and up – and no one in power does much to stop it? I mean, how can the water bosses keep charging us more when they’re spewing sh*t into our rivers and giving billions of pounds to their shareholders and hefty bonuses to themselves? Why does no one protect us from that? And what about companies that put up the bills when there’s nothing you can do to get out of the contract – that can’t be right, can it?

			 

			ME: When I was young, my expectation and that of my mates who were also growing up on a council estate was that many of us would get married and have a council house – and lots of them did (before the houses started getting sold off under Margaret Thatcher). We assumed that some of us would be able to afford our own home. Even when mortgage rates were high, houses were cheaper, so the amount you actually needed to borrow was markedly less.

			Mum and I bought a three-­bed semi in Headingley in Leeds together when I was just 21, before I started working at Yorkshire TV on Countdown. Our combined income was probably about £10,000 a year and we could borrow twice that for a mortgage – and that was enough for our beautiful little house with a nice garden. We had no money to decorate it, and we were given curtains which didn’t fit so we had to peg them together every night to close them, which made us laugh. Interest rates were high, but the bills were manageable. We didn’t live a grand life, but it was a happy one – utilities like water were nationalised and so we weren’t facing massive bills for private companies to cream off a profit.

			
			

			 

			POLITICS: It feels to me that it was in the 1980s when everything changed, due to Thatcher’s politics. It was then, with the ascendance of the free market economy, that profit became the be all and end all. Harry Enfield’s ‘Loadsamoney’ character was indicative of the time. And it has just got worse, so the bulk of people are now paying the price for the greed of a small minority. Our politics has allowed it, with the super-­rich continuing to buy influence.

			The cost of living crisis was primarily caused by inflation at home and around the world; bad political decisions by Conservative prime ministers; and the aftershocks of Covid and Russia’s invasion of Ukraine. And, of course, here, there was the little matter of Brexit. Politics was at the heart of all these issues. But the impact was felt by real people, particularly those with low incomes.

			By May 2024, the number of adults struggling to pay their bills and debts had soared to nearly 11 million, according to the Financial Conduct Authority.7 The Office for National Statistics surveys in 2022 found 77 per cent of UK adults reported feeling worried about the rising cost of living.8 Half said they had cut back on energy. In the same year, the Food Foundation think tank found 1 million adults went a whole day without eating during the month they studied.9

			
			

			Even now, with inflation having fallen, prices, of course, remain higher than they were pre Covid. The Bank of England inflation calculator tells us that goods and services costing £10 in 2021 would now cost around £12.

			If you feel you’re worse off, then it’s real, and it’s all politics.10

			Looking after ageing parents

			YOU: They say that how we look after our older people is a mark of a good – or bad – society. People are living longer but sometimes the care homes they’re sent to seem to have fewer staff. And they cost a fortune. Will your parents’ life savings be spent paying for that care? Will they have to sell their home? What if they don’t have a home to sell? What if they have to be separated because there isn’t enough accommodation? Or the home is miles away from the rest of the family? And how can you be sure they’ll get the proper care when they’re there . . .?

			 

			ME: I employed my mum from when I was 25 and she lived with us for over 30 years, so mine is an unusual story. But I felt responsible for Mum until the day she died. I see how hard it is for people now. It used to be that people were able to live closer to where they grew up so could care for parents as they got older. Now people often have to go further afield for work or commute so much more. By July 2024, the average cost of care homes is around £60,000 a year, with the cost of nursing homes even higher.11

			
			

			 

			POLITICS: Age UK says 2.6 million people in England alone who are over 50 are unable to get care, with hundreds of thousands stuck on waiting lists.12 The shortage of carers is putting a strain on care and nursing homes. Political parties have been talking about the importance of a proper social care plan for years, but so far it has remained just that – talk. Since the election, the Liberal Democrats say that they are now going to concentrate on carer policies, which is a good sign at least. Politics could, and certainly should, fix this.

			 

			And so it goes on. Even your death is affected by politics. If you want to have an assisted death – something Dame Esther Rantzen has recently been campaigning for – it is politicians who will decide whether you will or won’t be able to. The cost of living crisis will affect your funeral, as it does everything else. (And even beyond death, you will be liable for taxes – except for the super-­rich, many of whom will have set up offshore trust funds to benefit their children without the need to pay tax. It’s called ‘inheritance tax planning’.)

			So politics has EVERYTHING to do with you. Probably three-­quarters of all decisions you make, if not more than that, will involve politics. So much of what you see or touch or buy or sell is affected by taxes and politics.

			
			

			So you have to ask yourself some questions.

			Do you want a world that’s fairer for you and your family?

			Do you want a country where we look after the vulnerable?

			Do you want to live in a society where you feel hope for the future?

			If you care about any of the answers to these questions, then you already care about politics.

			WHERE MY POLITICS COMES FROM

			We are all built in some way by what we live through, particularly as children. It moulds us. Our backgrounds shape who we are, our understanding of others and their circumstances.

			So before we get going, I need to tell you a bit of relevant stuff to explain who I am a little bit better than some clickbait media headlines may have done in the past. (I’ll try not to bore you to death, I promise.)

			I’m a woman in my mid-­sixties, post-­menopause. I’m not part of the Westminster Bubble and I don’t live anywhere near London. I laugh too loudly, I’m very stubborn, I loathe bullies, I’m bloody good at parties and I don’t give a flying f**k what people I don’t respect think about me.

			Older people will tell you that it’s in these years you find your inner strength. For me, an older woman gets her power when she truly doesn’t care what others think of her any more; she becomes a woman who is comfortable in her behaviour, her mind and her reasons for raising the roof.

			
			

			David Bowie said something wonderful about ageing: ‘Ageing is an extraordinary process whereby you become the person you always should have been.’

			How true.

			As a child, I was helped out of poverty by many kind people giving me a chance, if I was prepared to put in the effort. So I put in the effort. And I know only too well that the opportunities given to me only came thanks to the grown-­ups who had fought hard for those chances in the years before, the people who had been determined to change things, not just for themselves, but for others too. The ones who stood proudly against the privileged establishment to fight for rights, freedoms and equality for the rest of us.

			I was born in December 1960, part of a generation lucky to have the advantage of the early years of the NHS. Just 12 years earlier, Britain had become the first country in the Western world to offer free medical care to the whole of its population.

			The NHS began on 5 July 1948, and five years later my wonderful older brother Anton was born with the severest form of cleft lip and palate. He had 24 operations in his younger life; he suffered a lot but he would not be here now without the NHS.

			I was also rushed to hospital as a toddler in 1962 with twisted bowels. The NHS was there and it saved me.

			So in answer to the question, what did politics have to do with me and my brother as babies . . . Well, politics literally saved our lives.

			These are just two of tens of millions of similar stories. We each have examples from our own lives. And it was good and strong politics after the end of the Second World War which made that biggest change happen.

			
			

			Allow me to go on a little detour here to tell you about Aneurin ‘Nye’ Bevan MP, a proud Welshman, who was the Labour government’s minister for health in the 1940s under Prime Minister Clement Attlee (names you may have heard of). He’s known as the ‘father of the NHS’; he was the man who forced through the beginnings of the welfare state, and thank God for him.

			Born in 1897 in Tredegar, South Wales, Bevan was one of ten children, five of whom died before adulthood. He left school when he was 14 to work in the local coal mine. He was dismissed a few years later as the bosses considered him a troublemaker due to his support for the new unions. But it was this troublemaker who led the campaign for a universal health service that is free at the point of care. It was a pivotal moment for Britain.

			I want to go into a little of our political history here and there throughout this book to show how politicians aren’t just people on the television or in the newspapers, they are people who have the power to create or destroy huge aspects of how we live.

			Nye Bevan, a man born into poverty in the 1800s, is still affecting all of our lives today. That’s how powerful an impact a great politician can have.

			I remind myself of the respect I hold for the great politicians because it couldn’t be more important right now to remember that politics is capable of achieving good – even while we also understand that, at the opposite end of the spectrum, there are those who will fight and cheat to take all good things away from us for their own greed and selfishness.

			
			

			It’s the history of those who came before that brings us to the point we are at now, which is one where a significant turn in our future has been made once again. That is what I believe.

			 

			So what’s my own history, which has led me to what I believe today?

			Well, you can tell the story of a life in many different ways, and we each have our own script written in our heads. For me, my story is one of a happy childhood with a strange mix of adventure and stability. Though it could be written otherwise, as I had an absent father who had an affair with another woman when my mother was pregnant with me.

			My father was born in Amsterdam in 1920, the fifth of seven children born to Marius and Maria Vorderman. His mother died when he was just five years old. In the Second World War he had fought with the Dutch Resistance in a town called Tegelen, risking his life every day.

			Part of his work involved being what’s known as a ‘radio man’, which was instantly punishable by death if the Nazis had found him. During the Nazi occupation of the Netherlands, radio broadcasts reported on the war developments and called on the Dutch population not to cooperate with the occupying forces. Sometimes, the broadcasts included encrypted messages meant for the Resistance. In May 1943, the Dutch were ordered to hand in their radios. There were many who did not obey. With the curtains drawn and the radio low, they still listened to those messages from abroad.

			
			

			When I filmed my edition of Who Do You Think You Are?, I learned that my father was chased out of hiding a few times by the Nazis, but they couldn’t catch him. However, late into the war, as the Allies were advancing, he and his fellow Resistance cell members were forced to flee from their cover working in a small hotel. Many were killed that night as they tried to get away. My father stepped on a landmine on the banks of the River Maas, the searchlights came on and the Nazis shot dead a number of his friends, though my father was dragged to safety by the others.

			After the war, he joined the Dutch Army and was stationed in Bodelwyddan in North Wales, where he met my mother. This quiet little Welsh farm girl married this brave, handsome soul in Breda in Holland in 1947. Eventually, they returned to Wales and set up a business in Prestatyn called Tony’s – a cycle, pram and toy shop – and it did well, I believe, back in the 1950s. They had my older brother and sister and then, at some point, they moved to Bedford.

			I was born in Bedford in 1960. My parents split up when I was two weeks old, when my father admitted he’d been having an affair while Mum was pregnant with me. Mum took her three children back to her hometown of Prestatyn, on the coast in North Wales, where she could be surrounded by the love of her family.

			I grew up in poverty. We were dirt poor with an absent father who refused to ever see me as a child. I didn’t meet him until I was 42.

			Mum, my brother Anton, and my sister Trixie and I lived in a cold ground-floor flat, four of us in one bedroom (including my wonderful cousin Pamela who moved in with us), my brother in the box room and one bath of hot water a week to share between all of us on a Sunday night. Mum had five part-­time jobs to keep us fed. It nearly killed her. All I ever had to give her was my school report because I knew it made her happy. I did really well in school so she would smile.

			
			

			My mum was poor and exhausted, with no chance of ‘making it in life’ – except there were good people around her and us. Very good people who gave us chances.

			Mum rented the whole house from her uncle Will for £1 a week and let out the upstairs flat for 10 shillings (50p) a week. We had all sorts of interesting people living up there. One night, the young female tenant had a visit from Roger, her boyfriend, who was carrying an axe. He destroyed a lot of furniture that night (he didn’t touch her, thankfully, but there was a lot of screaming). He is still known in our family as ‘Roger the Axeman’.

			My first ten years were lively, that’s for sure.

			Christmas presents were scarce, other than those that came from the jumble sale. All my clothes were hand-­me-­downs from a lovely girl who lived in the next street.

			During the school holidays, I stayed with my cousins Sian and Robert on their small dairy farm a few miles away and got to help to milk the cows every night, play cards and assist with the hay baling. I’m sure I wasn’t a help at all, but my aunty Dilys (Mum’s sister) did her bit in that way to make life easier for Mum and all of us. It helped so much.

			She wasn’t the only one who helped our family. At the bottom of our little garden behind the flat there was a low hedge, and on the other side was the garden of a small
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