

Captain von Trapp: Do you mean to tell me that my children have been roaming about Salzburg dressed up in nothing but some old drapes?

Maria: Mmm-hmmm. And having a marvellous time! 

 

The Sound of Music (1965)
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Introduction – ‘Hello Hello’ 
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Not my real nose or eyebrows, but they are my real teeth.

 

 

So hello, blank page. I’ve wanted to write to you for a while now. It’s funny, I found a message I’d written to someone the other day about starting my book. It said, ‘I’ll start next week when the kids are back at school,’ only that was a month ago and since then loads of other stuff got in the way and stopped me starting. Just now, I thought I’d start but first I had to tidy the Playmobil and reply to some emails and sort the washing and put shoes back in the cupboard and tidy the bathroom after bath time and put some kids to bed and any other of the normal stuff – I know it’s normal – that sometimes gets in the way of me and work.

Anyway, this isn’t a complaint book. It’s about how my priorities have shifted and how I’ve changed. I started a podcast earlier in the year called Spinning Plates about the feeling a lot of us have when you’re in your thirties and forties and beyond and still trying to push on and build a future but you’re also dealing with a lot in the here and now. What’s changed for me in the last twenty years? Primarily, it’s the five small humans that Richard and I have introduced into the world, but also it’s the things I care more about now and the things I care less about now . . . if we were to list the way my priorities have shifted over the years into a chart rundown it would go something like this:

 

In at number one – thinking about the kids!

Down thirty places – being cool

Up five – being kind

Down ten – any kind of toxic relationship

Down fifty – time for myself

And it’s a non-mover for finding my own jokes funny

 

Anyhoo, I do spin plates, but over the years I’ve let a few joyfully smash and hopefully I’ve learnt a bit too – but there is still so much to learn. This book is a place for me to think about all of the above and I’ll impart any wisdom as I go. If you don’t find any, I do apologise, but hopefully I’ll entertain you while we’re together.

I feel I should add I’ve been a little bit tricked into inadvertently writing an autobiography with this book. I was never going to write one at all. When I was a teenager and already believed I was destined to become famous (cringy to write but also true – I used to doodle my autograph over all my friends’ schoolbooks, determined to find the best way to do it), I was sure I’d never write an autobiography. I thought Madonna had the right idea – have them written about me, but never by me.

Well, I’m not Madonna and I’m not that famous, so here it is.

I suppose broadly speaking this book is ‘stuff that has happened to me and what it taught me’, but it’s also a little historical document for myself, to remind older me what younger me had going on. It’s such a busy life but a happy one overall. I hope I do pass on a little wisdom but if I don’t then that’s OK, too. It’s nice to be able to put it all out there in any case. Thanks for lending me your eyes and giving me your time. Are you ready? You’re about to get to know me a whole lot better . . .

 

[image: clip0003]

Tour life with baby in tow . . . from the Song Diaries orchestral tour with a four-month-old Mickey. It was all very wholesome.
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MUSIC: Read My Lips – ‘Take Me Home (A Girl Like Me)’
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Performing songs from Read My Lips, wearing a dress I still love from the Take Me Home video

 

 

After the success of ‘Groovejet’, Universal offered me a solo deal with Polydor. If this had happened to me any sooner I wouldn’t have felt ready but after the crash course in having an international hit with ‘Groovejet’, I was excited and focused about getting started on my own two feet. I was ambitious and now, after the failure of my first band, I felt a little more fearless, too. I decided to make the most out of every chance I had. I know I have a slightly Pollyanna streak (a gift from my equally pragmatic and positive mother) and so I genuinely have felt, ever since ‘Groovejet’, that I am very, very lucky to have been given the opportunities I’ve had since then. Even now when I release new songs I know I’m fortunate. There are so many singers, so many songs, why should anyone still give me the time of day? So there I was . . . ready to be heckled by my own name, not ‘Oi! Spiller!’

I felt as if I had a pretty good handle on the sort of pop singer I wanted to be. Most of it was a little reactionary. I have said this to my kids many times, but the stuff that used to feel made me different in a bad way was now the stuff I sought to accentuate to differentiate me from the pack. This was the early 2000s and pop was a dirty word. On the radio there were, by and large, two types of pop star – either flirty and extra-polished like Britney, or smiley, high-fiving pals like S Club 7 or Hear’Say. I knew I was neither. I felt like the odd kid. My name wasn’t a pop star’s name, I wasn’t blonde or tanned or good at dancing or particularly popular, but through music I was beginning to find my tribe and this was the time to celebrate all that. I wasn’t Teflon-coated at all, but I think I’d had enough thrown at me to have made myself a small suit of armour.

I remember meeting the MD of Polydor at that time, Lucian Grainge. He told me he wanted to give me a record deal. I then didn’t see him again until the paperwork had all gone through. The people I dealt with in the meantime were A&R men called Paul Adams and Simon Gavin. They nurtured the deal and set to work on getting an idea of what my first solo album would be like. As that took shape, I had my first meeting with Lucian as one of his signed artists. Simon, Paul and I were ushered into Lucian’s office, a long rectangular room with Lucian sitting at a huge desk at one end and a small sofa at the other end, which the three of us squished onto. There was a bit of an awkward silence then Simon asked me to tell Lucian all about a video idea I’d had. I rattled on – probably for too long – about a video I wanted to make which, to be honest, I still think would be kinda cool now although maybe not for me but for someone young and cool who can dance. If anyone wants the idea, here it is: the pop star is on the tube with headphones in. Whenever we cut to the pop star we can hear what she hears – an energetic, seductive and irresistible dance track. We then cut to the rest of the passengers as they travel in glum silence. Back to the girl. She can’t help herself. She dances along the tube carriage, sometimes sitting on a passenger’s lap, sometimes playfully grabbing a stranger’s newspaper or hat, until finally she gets to the middle of the tube carriage where she launches herself round the pole and pole-dances for her life. We then cut to the stunned, silent tube audience. At the next stop, the pop star smiles and gets off the tube.

Ta-dah!

You can have that.

Anyway, I finished my tale, told with slightly nervous loud enthusiasm, to a silent Lucian. I felt Simon and Paul shift nervously next to me.

‘So,’ boomed Lucian, ‘we have a problem. And it’s a big problem. And it involves you, and me.’

Oh god, I thought. They didn’t mean to sign me.

‘The problem is this: I wanna make you a star. How do you feel about that? And to do it, we’re going to be spinning a lot of plates. None of that Woolworth’s crap.’

Relieved that Polydor had meant to sign me after all, I got on with the business of making my first album. Musically, I worked with a lot of different people. Early on I suggested the cover of Cher’s brilliant seventies song ‘Take Me Home’, having heard it so many times on the road with JP as I went from club to club singing ‘Groovejet’. Happily, my main A&R man for the album, Simon, loved the idea. I wasn’t so keen on Cher’s very grown-up and slinky, sexy lyrics (they are fab but very boudoir: ‘Wrapped in your arms tonight, just making love’) and I wanted something a bit flirtier, so I rewrote the words in the verse. This song was earmarked as a possible single.

Other songs were written with some session writers/producers who my record company introduced me to like TommyD, Steve Osborne and Damian LeGassick (who I went on to make my second album with). I also personally asked to write with some people like Alex James (the bassist from Blur) as I’d always been a huge fan. I met with him first for a cup of tea at the Groucho Club in Soho (a members’ club so notorious for being a place to find the movers and shakers that once, about five years before this, my friend Becca and I had gatecrashed one night. We walked in to find Keith Allen playing piano but then the receptionist at the door told us, ‘You two have been very naughty. You have to leave.’). Now I was sitting two seats away from the same piano, having a meeting. It all felt quite surreal. Even at that first meeting Alex gave me a golden piece of advice: ‘You have to accept that your journey as a singer will have highs and lows. No one’s career is a straight upward trajectory.’ He’s 100 per cent right about that and it’s a comfort to have known it for the last couple of decades. Along with producer Ben Hillier, we wrote one of my favourite songs on the album, ‘Move This Mountain’. On the day we recorded my vocals, Alex was up in Liverpool so I’d gone up to a studio there to sing. As the day drew to a close, Alex asked me how I was getting home.

‘I’ve got a train ticket,’ I said.

‘Would you rather fly home?’

This was literally the coolest thing that had happened to me at that point.

We went to the little airfield and Alex and I flew in his little plane with his instructor Tony, the same man who around ten years later would teach Richard to fly when I bought him flying lessons for his thirtieth birthday.

The other notable writing session I had was with Moby. He’d approached me, getting in touch through the label. I flew alone to New York to spend a week writing with him. On arriving at his apartment, he asked me, ‘So is Mike your boyfriend?’ ‘Yes,’ I replied, and with a funny little smile Moby said, ‘Hmm . . .’

The rest of the week felt a little odd. I worked as hard as I could on the instrumental music Moby had given me but I felt he regretted bringing me over. We had an evening when I went for dinner with him and a friend, an artist called Damian Loeb who made huge and amazing photorealistic paintings. Being totally inexperienced about the art world, I breathlessly told him they were incredible and how I’d love one for my home. ‘How much are they?’ I asked. ‘Oh, they go for around $25,000.’

I shut up a bit after that. We then went to a macrobiotic sushi restaurant for supper, which was hands down one of the most disappointing meals I’ve ever had. How did they manage to take all the fun out of sushi?

I spent a lot of time wandering round New York by myself. Luckily for me it wasn’t the first time I’d been there and I found it a very easy city to walk around solo. I loved discovering the little shops and parks and liked feeling independent. I don’t get a lot of time in my own company and, truth be told, I love it.

I’d gone to New York twice before as a child and had found it so glamorous. This trip with Moby, however, was rather lonely and the feeling of homesickness was spun into the lyrics of the song I wrote (‘Is It Any Wonder’) while I was there. I had a little hotel room overlooking the rooftops and I could imagine somewhere out there was a mother with her baby in one of those tiny loft rooms . . . that’s what I was thinking about. I’m not sure Moby was that into anything I’d done and confusingly when I got back to Blighty, although he was happy for me to use the song we’d done together, he wanted it released under his own name, Richard Hall, so no one knew we’d worked together.

The final songwriting collaboration was more successful. I’d heard from the label about a song that they thought could be a hit but it wasn’t finished and was just a very loose demo on cassette. In a swanky recording studio where I was finishing another track, Simon Gavin walked in and played the first version of ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’. It was a very rough recording which I think Gregg Alexander – the guy who wrote it – had sung in his car. I’m pretty sure he told me he’d written it one night when we wanted to go out and his car wouldn’t start so he’d just chucked down the idea with just a melody and acoustic guitar. The lyrics were half done but some of it was just smudgy singing to get the melody across. Simon told me that Gregg was the singer from the New Radicals who I knew from their hit ‘You Get What You Give’ (I still think that’s a great record) and I knew that Gregg had written ‘Life is a Rollercoaster’ for Ronan Keating. ‘You can have a go at finishing the lyrics but I think the song could be a hit.’ I don’t remember if I agreed but I knew I liked it. My radar for working out what’s going to be a hit and what isn’t is actually pretty bad. I’ve always just gone on how it makes me feel. This is a good barometer for enjoying the work you do and for sleeping well at night, but it means that when a song doesn’t do what you expect in the chart, it can be confusing – I love it, why doesn’t everyone else? I’m used to it now.

I took the demo of ‘Murder’ home and wrote the missing lyrics. I imagined the song was about that moment when you’re out dancing and the night is peaking. I wanted it to be a bit playful and fun. At that point I hadn’t met Gregg so I was a bit alarmed when he rang me. He didn’t even say hello, just: ‘Sophie? You better not steal the moves, Sophie.’ I thought maybe he hated what I’d done but actually he thought it was cool.

The label put in some writing sessions with Gregg and Matt Rowe. Matt arrived off the back of huge success working with Richard ‘Biff’ Stannard to write most of the Spice Girls’ music. Matt sometimes played the chords to ‘2 Become 1’ when we were working. I always thought it was such a gorgeous song. I found Matt and Gregg easy to write with and we did ‘Music Gets the Best of Me’ for the album together.

At the opposite end of the scale, I had a very tricky session when it came to the song ‘Get Over You’. It had been sent as a pitch to Polydor for me and at that point was called ‘Don’t Step On My Groove’. Having had ‘Groovejet’ and knowing ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’ also had me singing about not killing the groove, I was worried people might start thinking I was groove-obsessed. I’m not groove-obsessed, I’m just groovy. It was decided I would work on the track with the original writers and pull it more in my direction. The production team behind the song were called Merlin and they were based in Stockholm. In the year 2000, Swedish pop writers and producers were dominating the pop charts both in Europe and America, and the pressure was on to a) make this song a hit, and b) make lots of money from it.

I was sent to Stockholm for three days to rewrite and record the song. Simon Gavin travelled with me but he was only due to stay for the first day to settle me in before heading back to London for work. When we arrived, the Swedish writers – Henrik and Mathias – were in good spirits. They seemed super friendly and keen to make it work. I worked with them there to finish the song and after the first day they seemed really happy. The next day I trotted back to the studio – alone this time as Simon had gone home.

‘The work you did yesterday . . . we really liked it, but we played it to the rest of the company and no one else likes what you’ve done.’

I felt a chill. Had they just waited until my A&R had gone home before saying this to me? I felt as if they were hiding behind the team. I spent the day painstakingly rewriting the song and also justifying every change. The chorus was now ‘Get Over You’ and I was happier with the lyrics overall but the experience had been painful. Every word change was vetted by the rest of the Merlin group (faceless to me – I never saw the committee, I’d just get the feedback) and then it was given the thumbs up or down. Everything was decided on whether or not it would increase the song’s hit potential.

When I came to record my singing, every vowel, breath and tone was assessed. In the end I started inventing reasons to leave the room just so I could get a break. It was pretty soul-destroying. Years later when I was making my second album they asked to write with me again. I sent an email back to them: ‘I wish you all the best, but I can’t work how you work. Making music isn’t supposed to be clinical, it’s instinctive and you took all the fun out of it for me.’ They didn’t reply.

With twelve songs recorded, the album was now done. I obviously wanted to put ‘Groovejet’ on there but slightly surprisingly, Spiller said no. After the song had been on over 600 compilations already (that’s 600, folks), I thought he might be happy for me to release it too, but he was adamant that I wouldn’t have it on my record. The version on the album is a live one from my tour . . . that’s Richard on bass, there. It ends with something I said as a dare, which is quite funny. There’s a song on the Ferris Bueller soundtrack by a band called Yellow which has no lyrics aside from ‘Oh yeah’ and a sort of ‘chick . . . chick-chick-ah!’ noise. I was dared to say that in the gig, so right at the end of the Shepherd’s Bush concert I shouted ‘chick-chick-ah!’ and then, as luck would have it, that was the version they cut for the record and you can hear my shout-out as the last thing on the album.

The artwork was done with photographers Mert and Marcus. They were brilliant and used the slightly unusual technique of taking turns to take the pictures, so that when they got the contact sheet no one knew who had done what. I loved the pictures . . . Richard Avedon-esque with red lips and black flick eyeliner. The make-up artist with me that day was Charlotte Tilbury. She was already a big name and I loved what she did. I had a piece of blue chiffon which we blew about in a wind machine while Mert and Marcus snapped away. The design team Michael Nash Associates – who I have worked with ever since – were so fabulous with the concept for the Read My Lips cover, with designer Stephanie using lipstick to write my name over the images of me. I loved its boldness and its clarity. I knew her idea wouldn’t ever look dated. That’s why real creative talent stands the test of time . . . those people are aware of fashions but use their good taste to create something that will always look good.

The same goes for the video director I ended up working with for the majority of my videos. It was decided that ‘Take Me Home’ would be the first release in the UK. There was a brilliant video director called Sophie Muller who was interested and the label were all really excited as she was their first choice for the project. ‘She needs to speak to you first, to see if she wants to do it,’ my A&R man told me. Happily, Sophie spoke to me as if she was already on board. ‘What do you want to do in the video?’ she asked. ‘I want to wear amazing vintage dresses and dance like I’m in an old Technicolor movie . . . I want to be held up and twirled around by dancing men in suits.’

That’s basically what we did.

The video budget was crazily high – I think it was £110,000. Mind-blowing and very much the norm for a priority act on a major label back in 2000. It was a two-day shoot with a whole set made to look like a street scene complete with shopfronts and street lights – even a working fountain! A huge poster sat on top of the roofs with a painted close-up of my face. It was all pretty heady and extreme. I loved every minute of it. I’ve always loved making videos – all that industry, just to make a little film to go along with my song! Bloody brilliant.

Turns out I fell on my feet in more ways than one with that first solo video. Not only did it mark the beginning of my working relationship with the incredibly talented Sophie but I also met Lisa Laudat and Louise Constad that day. They were doing my hair and make-up and were so funny, clever and outspoken that I knew I loved them both early on. All three of those women have extraordinary vision. Louise’s make-up is beautiful and distinctive. So innovative, too. She is the one who created the shimmering gorgeousness of the glitter emerald eyeshadow in ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’. Lisa is a master of hair and also make-up, too (Louise was her mentor).

Director Sophie Muller was instrumental in helping me gain confidence in being the sort of pop star I wanted to be and I’m so incredibly lucky that I met her at that point in my career. The landscape for female pop stars at that time was by and large either a ‘super-poised, triple-threat dancer/performer/slick lady’ pop star or a ‘best friend super-smiley sister you never had’ type. I didn’t feel I could pull either of those off. I didn’t have any dance lessons until I was thirty-four (thanks, Strictly) so option one was out and my default setting for this new world of fame was slightly guarded, so option two was out as well. I have always been someone that will run towards the strengths rather than be disappointed I can’t succeed with the weaknesses, so rather than being full-on smiley ‘please like me and we’ll be BFFs’, I decided to go with all the things I’ve always loved, like the palette of fifties and sixties emerald colours and a little bit of mystery. The choreographer for the shoot was Michael Rooney – Mickey Rooney’s son – and he created such beauty with the routine the male dancers did around the fountain. I’ve just watched the video again and maybe what I said about playing to my strengths was a little hasty! I was so rubbish at the dancing in the routine, but with twelve costume changes, I definitely knew how to distract folk a little!

It’s hard to pinpoint exactly what makes Sophie my favourite director but I think it’s a combination of the fact she has very good taste, a clear vision, a good sense of humour and I trust her completely. I’m not writing this to flatter her, but it’s important because when you’re starting out, these people in your life help guide you. She was very firm that the record label would not be able to film any backstage videos or invite any camera crews along. Nothing to ruin the magic. That’s quite unusual.

We are encouraged to think that content and information has to be on tap to keep people interested. It takes confidence to just present something at the end. It’s always resonated with me that Sophie felt the same way about mystique. For me, it was also a way to protect myself. With ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’, people were already sure about who I was. They thought I was snooty, stuck-up, aloof . . . I didn’t hugely mind. Having had my fingers burned by my experience in my first band, I wasn’t overly keen to give everything of myself in case that was rejected, too. This version of me that was being criticised in the press wasn’t exactly me, so I felt removed. I don’t feel like this now, but back then it overwhelmed me a little that my name wasn’t my own anymore. ‘Sophie Ellis-Bextor’ was an artist and a brand, but it was still just me, too. I felt as if that could get lost a bit so rather than try and show my true colours I had a little bit of fun with the character people thought I was. Hell, some folks were even a bit scared of me and that ‘head teacher’ vibe isn’t all bad.

With the video for ‘Murder’, I went for it. I had an idea to base the video on a sixties movie starring Jane Fonda called They Shoot Horses, Don’t They? in which there’s a dance competition and they all dance until they collapse.

In the video for ‘Murder’, my character was horrible. A conniving, nasty person hell-bent on winning. If you’ve never done it, may I recommend playing the baddie. I got to poison, trip up and break the legs of my fellow contestants. Sophie and I had the best time with the auditions for the video. Couple after couple came and danced in the tiny production office. Sophie and I laughed, clapped and cheered through the audition tape. So many amazing people and they were all so fantastically up for the video premise. They threw themselves into the roles and pretended to be caught cheating, slipping on butter or choking on their poisoned orange squash. Obviously, my character wins, teaching you that crime does pay.

Over the years we’ve had so many adventures and we have a core little team for making the videos. I’ve now done maybe fifteen videos with Sophie, working with Lisa Laudat and Robbie the director of photography too. From ‘Wild Forever’, which we shot in Mexico, to ‘Today the Sun’s On Us’, shot in Iceland (I play another criminal there . . . it’s a theme), ‘Catch You’ in Venice (where I’m a stalker in red, based on one of my favourite films Don’t Look Now) to ‘Love is a Camera’ in Florence (where I’m another evil woman . . . this time a witch), we’ve had a ball. Often we’ll think where we’d like to go and then build a video around it.

The video for another single, ‘Get Over You’, was made with a video-directing team called Max and Dania. Unlike the two-day shoots for ‘Murder’ and ‘Take Me Home’, this was all done in a day. Again, I’d had an idea, this time inspired by the mannequins I’d seen in a shop window. I imagined them breaking free. Good news – it’s fun to break out of a window and film a video with eight sets of identical twins also playing shop mannequins.

The album came out in September and thanks to the success of ‘Take Me Home’ (it went to number two in the UK), the album was off to a good start. I’m not going to lie, it felt good that I had moved past the ‘one-hit wonder’ comments that were swarming around after ‘Groovejet’. But when it came to the album, it was ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’ that made it fly. For most countries that was my first single and it was given brilliant radio support. I found myself following it all over the world. For the first time I visited Australia, New Zealand, South America . . . it was incredible. Having had the first deal go so wrong I really could see how lucky I was to be having the success I was having. Some of it was insane – like doing breakfast TV in Mexico with a guy dressed as a clown, or dancing live on Italian TV with the whole crowd doing the dance routine from the video, or sitting next to John Travolta on Australian telly. (John had just flown in with his own Qantas jet. I gave him one of my CDs as I grew up on Grease, and I told him how big a fan I was. He looked perplexed, but I’m sure he loved the record.1)

As the album was being released, Universal Records held their big annual conference. This was a Big Deal in the land of Universal. All the heads of all the labels in one place. A chance to showcase new signings. I was a priority act (this is a real term) which meant I was on the mantelpiece as one of their new signings to promote internationally, and so it was that I found myself landing in Mallorca first thing in the morning on the 11 September 2001 to sing ‘Murder’ in front of the Universal massive, accompanied by four dancers.

I was due to sing at 8 p.m. on an outside stage in front of all the executives. As I’d had an early start, when I had some quiet time in the afternoon I dozed on the hotel bed. I was woken just before 4 p.m. by my phone ringing over and over. When I didn’t answer, my friend Sarah sent me a text: ‘Are you OK? Just checking you’re not in New York.’

I was a bit confused . . . why did she think I might be there? What would be the problem if I was?

I message her back . . . ‘No, I’m not there. What’s up?’

She told me to put the TV on.

I turned on the news just as the second plane hit the World Trade Centre.

Like billions of people, I then watched, hypnotised with horror, as the buildings collapsed in a huge plume of dust. It was shocking then and as I replay it in my mind, it’s still so shocking now.

I think because it was such an enormous shock, the conference still went ahead as planned even though, as the ramifications of what we’d all witnessed unfolded over the forthcoming weeks and months, so many other things were cancelled. But that evening, everyone went about their business on autopilot. It was almost too big a deal to comprehend. I knew singing a song with a title like ‘Murder on the Dancefloor’ was jarring but it was decided I would still sing it and so I did.

The atmosphere was so strange, with everyone having the same conversations over and over about what had just happened and what it might mean.

This wasn’t my only meeting with the head honchos. As I went around the world promoting the record I was wined and dined in most cities I visited. The head of Universal in Jakarta took us to a very posh Chinese restaurant where the lack of communal language meant most of my jokes didn’t land (once you’ve told a joke then explained the joke, it’s rarely funny anyway – conversation was a little strained). My main memory is of a live prawn throwing itself out of a pot and onto the carpet in a bid to escape when the chef flamboyantly cooked in front of us.

In Germany, the boss man had two tables for supper. Lisa, JP and I arrived early and all sat together but once the big guy arrived they were made to move to the ‘B’ table. At the ‘A’ table, boss man looked at me and all the other signed artists sitting around him as he exclaimed, ‘How nice to be surrounded by all my golden eggs!’

Yuck.

I know you don’t need this pointing out, but I do think the most precious thing in life is to surround yourself with good people. Good counsel will always see you right. While my star was in the ascendancy with the album, it wasn’t how fame affected me that was significant (after my early rise and fall with theaudience I knew better than to buy into any of it. The fame side is fun but it’s sort of nothingy at its core.) What was more pressing was that fame didn’t affect anyone around me. No one in my family and no one I’m friends with has ever been starstruck by anything I’ve got up to. They’ve been happy for me, surprised, supportive and wise, but never starstruck. It’s helped so much.

I’d say it’s a survival instinct in me that whenever I’ve started any new project – be it my new life as a solo artist, or Strictly – anything where I find myself in a new group, I quickly find my ‘people’ and cling to them. The steady people who have a life outside of the silliness and are having the most fun as they know how brilliant our job is. Lisa was my partner in crime for the first album – she kept me level, talked about real-life things like missing her kids or how she’d grown up. She taught me a lot and we had so much fun. One day I had a complimentary fruit basket in my hotel room and it had a lovely pink net as a base so we used it in my hairdo for the promo that day. If we had free time we’d go out and explore. Now, my person for all of that is Richard. He’d never let me get caught up in myself too much and we know to grab it all because it’s so flipping awesome to travel and perform and write. Unsteady, cruel sometimes, hard graft and deeply uncertain, but addictive and bonkers and fun, too.

Meanwhile, along the way my old flame acting would occasionally come and poke its head round the door with the odd audition for things. The biggest and closest I came was when I was approached to audition for a Bond girl. After a few early auditions, I got down to the final three and was invited to screen-test at Pinewood. Embarrassingly, I had to do a slightly sexy scene where I needed to be in my underwear. More embarrassingly, the chap playing Bond in the audition was an actor called Colin Salmon who I would later meet properly and come to know as a good friend of Dan’s (from The Feeling). Colin and I filmed this ever-so-slightly out-of-my-comfort-zone scene where we had to be a little smoochy and sexy. I didn’t get the part and I thought no more about it until years later when I was reintroduced to Colin in a social setting. On realising we’d done this film test together, Colin leaned over to me and said, ‘Just so you know . . . I didn’t say those things.’ ‘What things?’ I replied. ‘Oh, nothing,’ he hastily replied before changing the subject. Reader, I will never know what he didn’t say.

*

As the album continued its journey I occasionally felt a bit lost in the middle. Conversations with the label about ‘units’ and ‘breaking territories’ turned me off. There was talk about trying to break America but it would have meant so much time away, correcting folk on how to say ‘Ellis-Bextor’ and hoping they played my record . . . I suppose you learn early on that the whole thing is like Jacob’s ladder. You never reach the top, the rungs just keep going up and up above you. There’s always a next bit.

Overall, I remember that first album’s momentum with fondness. It’s a lovely thing to feel strapped to a rocket that’s headed where you want to go. I felt I had a tenacity of spirit which would mean I’d be a singer in whatever sense it presented – with or without success. I knew after the lessons I’d learned with my first record deal that getting this chance again was incredibly lucky and having the solo career was something I seized with both hands. Whilst I had spent a lot of my formative years with some older man (record exec, songwriter or boyfriend) telling me how and where I should place my next step, when I sang I felt autonomous. I felt empowered. The success of the first album gave me the space to grow up and gain independence but also it gave me the chance to have fun and be young, too. I met amazing people who helped me work out what mattered and they are still close to me now. In fact, I married one of them.

*

The whole adventure with the first album took about a year and a half before attention turned properly to album number two, Shoot from the Hip. By now I knew no matter what that I had to try and get out of my relationship with Mike. I find it hard to listen to Shoot from the Hip. It’s so raw in places. A lot of the songs are about new love beginning (‘Nowhere Without You’) and old love dying (‘You Get Yours’) and the weirdness in the middle (‘The Walls Keep Saying Your Name’). It’s not that I don’t like the record – I do – but I was going through so much when I wrote it. I wasn’t thinking commercially, I just wanted to write what I was feeling, and that confusion is so apparent. Each album I’ve done is a diary entry, and this entry was painful . . . I wrote it in the anguish of finding my way out of a relationship. Still, aren’t I lucky that my day job means I can explore that stuff rather than ignoring it? It’s very cathartic, even if it’s a little close to the bone.
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ME: Panic Attacks – ‘Mixed Up World’

[image: clip0016]

Little nurse me. All the gear and no idea. 

 

 

I think I had my first panic attack filming a TV show. I say ‘I think’ because the panicky, anxious feeling had been brewing for a while, building up and waiting for the right moment to tip me over the edge.

‘Murder on the Dancefloor’ was about to be released as the second single from the album Read My Lips, after ‘Take Me Home’ had come out. Then the album was to be released. I remember arriving at the TV studio and my TV plugger Sarah sitting down with me and excitedly showing me my diary, which was completely packed for weeks. I stared at it and immediately felt a wave of panic. Sarah was smiling at me. ‘Isn’t it great? You haven’t got a day off for . . . four weeks!’

You see, for a record company, the only diary that looks good is a busy one.

I couldn’t match her enthusiasm but I nodded my head and then walked in a bit of a daze onto the set. I was starting to feel anxious and claustrophobic. As the sound man put on my radio mic I started to feel more and more shaky . . . if I’d wanted to leave the set, I couldn’t have. I couldn’t find any legitimate way of escaping. The room was windowless and the set was too bright with TV lights. I can’t remember all the guests but Jo Whiley was the host and one of the other guests was Jay Kay from Jamiroquai. I was feeling really uncomfortable by this point. Everything seemed hyperreal and I couldn’t work out if people were talking too fast or I was talking too slow. As we sat down I thought, ‘I can’t do this’. I said, ‘Sorry I’ve just got to go to the loo,’ and Jay Kay said, ‘Yeah, I’ve just got to go and do a shit,’ as I scuttled away out of the studio. I ended up on the street outside where I took deep breaths and tried to calm myself. To his credit, my manager told me we could just leave if I wanted but I managed to get back in and finish the filming.

Afterwards, I felt elated. As anyone who has had a panic attack knows, the only upside of the nightmarish ‘am I actually going mad’ midst of the attack itself is that once it subsides it can give way to an almost euphoric high. I suppose the old-fashioned fight-or-flight version of that high would have been ‘Hooray! The mammoth didn’t eat me!’ Which is a bit more fundamental than ‘Hooray! I managed to plug my new album on telly without letting on I felt like I wanted to run away screaming!’

These panic attacks became regular visitors in my life. They were probably brought on by the combination of feeling out of control when it came to my personal life, hectic work plans being made on my behalf, and me burning the candle at both ends. My boyfriend was partying whenever he could and I was often along for the ride, but I then had work the next day and had to be pulled together and talk on camera. I’m not sure it was endlessly sustainable and it definitely wasn’t much fun.

If you’ve never had a panic attack I will try and explain it. It starts for me like a general feeling of anxiety. My breathing gets shallow and more rapid and as I look around I feel as if everything around me is moving at slightly the wrong speed. I feel out of sync with the pace of reality. I feel as if anyone who can see me must notice I am not acting normally, that I look panicked, as if I’m struggling to keep up. If I don’t escape the situation and lock myself away somewhere private then the next stage of the panic is a sense of falling into a hole of madness. When it first started happening I didn’t know what it was. I thought I was going mad and that I might fall deep into the feeling and not emerge. I’d be lost to the insanity forever and my friends and family would be tiny figures peering over the edge of the cliff, looking down to where I’d fallen and their shouts for me to come back would be useless.

I might be in any situation – on Oxford Street in amongst shoppers or out with my mum and sister for lunch – and suddenly I can feel that familiar slip of reality. I look around to see everything slowing down or speeding up and my heart starts to race. I feel as if I will be like that forever and never find my way out.

Some of the paranoia might have been the result of a one-time acid trip. Yep, you read that right. Don’t worry – I’ve already told my dad about it. I’d gone to meet Mike at the pub. It was just before closing time and he and his friend were already pretty drunk. Mike had struck up a conversation with a large group of Brazilians on a nearby table and they invited us back to their communal house where they had acid. I’m a Londoner who works in the music industry so, you know, it wasn’t exactly, ‘Hello drugs, nice to meet you,’ but I hadn’t been introduced to Mr Hallucinogenic before. I was intrigued. My dad has spoken about his experiences in the seventies. Maybe it was something I was supposed to try once? We went with them and took a tab. My brain went all Doors of Perception very fast . . . Blimey acid is full on. It must have been mind-blowing back in the sixties when no one knew what the hell it all meant. Even knowing a little bit about what the drug was doing to my mind still made for a very extreme experience. Turns out I don’t like feeling out of control. I felt as if my mind had different layers of reality and I couldn’t hold onto which was the ‘right’ one. Whenever I started to wobble, I’d wander to the garden of the house and stare at the flowers and plants, watching the psychedelic colours radiating out and the way the plants seemed to weave and grow before my eyes. Meanwhile, Mike had got himself into a fight with one of the Brazilians in the kitchen. To make up, they’d both taken more acid. Great job.

We headed home the next morning, London still pulsating before us as we looked out the taxi windows. Once home, I watched Teletubbies while the drug wore off. I then fell asleep and when I woke, Mike was still tripping. He’d been awake for over twenty-four hours by then and was spinning out. He’d had to call a friend to sit with him because he felt so awful.

I never did anything like that again but when I started getting the panic attacks, one memorable attack began while I was on a busy street and a woman in a fur coat passed by. It looked as if her coat came to life and moved to face me. Pretty sure that was a flashback, which contributed to my anxiety.

After a month or two of these episodes it was my mother who diagnosed me (and this was before the days of what she and I now call Dr Google). I was at home with her and she said she’d read an article about panic attacks and thought that was probably what was going on with me. It was actually such a relief to know I wasn’t crazy or alone . . . but then, what to do about it?

I spoke about it with a few friends and one of them – part of my work team – recommend beta blockers. They work by slowing down your heart, which I thought sounded terrifying. For someone already struggling with feeling out of control I didn’t want to take anything that would change my heartbeat.

That being said, I was caught up in wave after wave of promotion and hard work. I was hardly home, rarely saw friends and family and was feeling quite lonely in the middle of it all. One day when we had a live TV performance, I could feel the familiar sensation of the onset of panic. The triggers seemed to be any situation I felt I couldn’t walk away from without being conspicuous. Tube carriages when the tube suddenly ground to a halt in a tunnel caused immediate panic. I would feel as if everyone could see I was having an attack. This paranoia increased the panic and I’d be sent spiralling into a shortness of breath, the craziness in my head and an inability to get a proper grasp on the passing of time. Other panic-inducing situations included things like meetings with my label where we’d sit in a boardroom with the door shut. I couldn’t get out and would sit there feeling claustrophobic and hideously passive. Or watching a play with a seat in the middle of the row so I couldn’t get up and walk out without everyone seeing. Or sitting on my own waiting for someone in a busy place. Anywhere where I felt powerless to change my surroundings without everyone guessing that I couldn’t cope.

But the biggest and baddest of these situations was live TV. When you sing on telly, telly is in charge. They want to know where you are at all times when you are in the building and once you are there, you have to be ready for your moment ahead of time so I’d often be camera-ready half an hour before my performance. This meant half an hour to get nervous and panicky. Nerves alone are not the same feeling, they feel justified and more focused, whereas anxiety is wild and careless and ruins your chances of acting how you want to act. Anxiety makes you feel as if you might cry, shake, run away or collapse in on yourself and acknowledging it, for me, made it worse. Once I’d said it out loud or the inner shakiness had found its way to the surface, I felt lost.

Pre-recorded telly wasn’t quite so bad. You could sing twice and have a chance to regulate your breathing. Everyone was more relaxed and if there was a last-minute delay, there was time for that. But not so in the live TV world. I’d be brought to set – too bright, too far from reality – and I’d stand in position waiting. The floor manager would tell me, ‘Two minutes before we come to you,’ with a hushed voice so as not to be heard over whatever was being broadcast and then they’d walk away leaving me on my own feeling as if two minutes was the longest time in the world.

I remember wondering what was going to happen to me. Was I going to combust? Fall to the ground? Run away or sob? It was silently terrifying and all-consuming.

On this particular day of the live performance, a person working with me offered me a beta blocker. I decided to take it and it did . . . nothing. It didn’t even offer the placebo effect. Zilch. Nada.

I thought to myself, ‘Enough of this . . . I need to sort this out.’

The most popular route to help with panic attacks seemed to be hypnotherapy and this was what my mum suggested. This was the first therapy I’d ever tried – for anything – and I was a bit wary. The first session – with a very well-meaning practitioner – did nothing for me at all. She put on calming music and told me to just lie still and relax, which sent me straight into the beginnings of an attack, so I made my excuses and left.

After that a friend told me about someone who had been treated by Paul McKenna. He was a massive household name at that time and I had no idea he helped treat people privately too. He’d become a regular fixture on TV and claimed that, through his hypnosis, he could change your life. I wasn’t sure whether he could really help me but I got in touch and trotted along to his place in Kensington. He asked if I wanted music while we did the session and I said no, and so we began chatting. We spoke about the triggers of my anxiety and then talked about other situations in my past when I’d felt that way. He said to imagine that I was standing in a room and in the corner of that room there was a television with a black and white image on it. The image should be an image of me from when I first remembered feeling out of control. I thought back to when I was little and my mum and dad had split up. As I explained in Chapter 2, my parents worked out a custody arrangement where I spent every week and every other weekend with my mum but school holidays were split equally between the houses. When it came to the school holidays over Christmas there was an uneven number of nights. This became a bone of contention for my two households, who would fight over whether that extra night would be spent at my mum’s or my dad’s. I remember being at my dad’s house and being asked by my stepmum, Polly, and my dad whether I would rather be at my mum’s or dad’s for that extra night. In truth I wanted to be at my mum’s. I love my dad but my instinct was to be at my mum’s house where I spent most of my time and it was the place I thought of when someone said ‘home’. I was about six years old and that was what my heart was telling me but obviously this wouldn’t go down too well if I said it out loud. It was this scene I saw on the TV when Paul asked me to picture my earliest memory of feeling anxious. The image I saw was me standing there while my stepmum explained how my dad was feeling about not seeing me as much as he’d like. While she spoke, I felt incredibly guilty and out of control. The pressure was too much and I didn’t want to hurt anyone or upset anyone but how could I avoid saying my true answer? Paul listened and told me to get closer to the screen and then let the image turn from black and white to colour. ‘Now step inside the image. Climb into the scene and speak to that little version of yourself. Tell her you’re now an adult, that it’s OK she didn’t know what to do and that you’ve grown into a happy grown-up so she doesn’t need to worry. It’s all going to be OK and you can tell her that.’

I did what he said and shortly after that the session ended and I walked out of Paul’s house in a daze. To my mind, hypnosis is not some crazy voodoo thing or a party trick, but it’s a medium, a way of speaking to a deeper level of your own consciousness to try and change the associations of your thoughts. I was completely awake and aware throughout my session, but boy was it powerful. For the next two or three days, I could remember so many details from the time I was around the age of six or seven, things I had long forgotten . . . I could remember the toys I’d had and the way they smelt, theme tunes for the cartoons I loved, the way my bed felt when I lay down in it in my little bedroom. It was all at the front of my mind – crystal clear and visceral. I felt very emotional and raw, as if I’d peeled back layers of myself to unveil the little six-year-old me again. It was bizarre but it really worked.

Since that time I’ve had the inklings of the panic attack – the occasional little tug – but never again has it bloomed into a full-blown thing. Whatever Paul McKenna said to me that day, in only one session, was really incredibly effective in giving the power back to me. I have spoken to people whose anxiety caused them to make different decisions in their life and it could very easily have been me. Feeling that grip of fear is paralysing and I honestly think I would have had to avoid so many things in my life if they’d continued. I’m so grateful to Paul McKenna. Especially amazing was the fact he never charged me. He told me to make a contribution to charity instead, which I did of course. Pretty cool, that. Impressive all round, Mr McKenna. Now, hypnotise me to think I am the world’s best breakdancer, just for fun.
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MEN: R – ‘Wild Forever’

[image: clip0017]

R and I. Always happy to have a quick snog in a photo booth. 

 

 

How do you sum up on paper someone who you share your life with? Richard – I call him R usually – is much better than me at talking about romantic stuff.

When we met, we were both twenty-two. It was in a studio at John Henry’s rehearsal rooms in the January of 2002 and I had come along for Richard’s second callback audition for my band. My first album was out and doing well so it was decided I would head out on my first solo tour.

My early impressions of Richard were that he was boyishly handsome and had a ready smile. Even on that first meeting, I remember he had a kind face and was easy to be around. He found lots of things funny and was often laughing. His eyes are big and brown and there’s always been a reassuring, calm clarity to how he sees the world.

On that first day, he played a song or two with Paul Stewart on drums (Paul was an old friend of Richard’s and they had already played a lot together in various bands). I arrived at the studio in a floor-length black wool Zara coat, which I still have. It cuts quite a strong silhouette so I must have looked fairly dramatic in that rehearsal room. I watched Richard and Paul play through a couple of things and then walked over to say hi.

The first thing I ever said to Richard was a slightly surprising, ‘Nice amp.’ It was a lovely blue amplifier and worthy of a nod, but it was surprising in that it is the only time in my life I’ve either a) really looked at an amp or b) complimented anyone on one. We now have a neon sign in Richard’s home studio which blazes NICE AMP from the studio to the kitchen through the window whenever it’s turned on.

My first tour was pretty long – covering all of the UK and Europe – but lots of fun. I was still getting mixed reviews but I was having a good time on the road and I got on really well with the rest of the band. They were the same age as me, which I liked too as it meant all our reference points were the same. Angie on keys was gorgeous company and we always had a giggle together and guitarist Martin was a sweetheart, too. We were a happy little bunch of campers.

Richard and I had known each other for a good while before the idea of anything romantic occurred to us. It’s funny, up until then I’d always been fairly cynical about relationships that had sprung from friendships. Surely there had to be some clue, some spark from day one? But for me it was only when we had our first kiss that all the dots joined up.

For that first year, we toured and played festivals and spent lots of time together. I remember thinking Richard was kind and warm and funny. He was always very good at listening. It sounds awful, but when I was introduced to his girlfriend at the time she really wasn’t how I’d imagined his girlfriend to be and it caused me to think, ‘Maybe I’ve misjudged him a bit?’ She seemed nice but not very exciting. I also remember Richard telling me that before her, he’d gone out with a different girl for years and there had been no break in between and I thought, ‘Uh-oh, serial monogamist – stay away.’

Meanwhile, I was still with Mike and things were getting increasingly controlling at home. He did leave me to my own devices with the touring and the work, though, preferring to stay behind. This gave me time to think and whilst I wasn’t yet thinking of leaving him, I did find it wonderful to be on the road in a happy touring party with people my age just doing the sort of fun and silly things we should be doing. Staying out dancing, late-night drinking, stopping the tour bus at 2 a.m. by the sea to go swimming in our underwear . . . just being twenty-three and daft. As a ‘priority act’ with the label I didn’t have much time to myself. I hardly saw my old friends, missed countless parties and get-togethers.

During the tour






























































Acknowledgments

One of the hardest things about writing this book has been all the amazing people I am lucky enough to know and work with whose names are not already on the pages. Some of my closest friends aren’t there which feels weird, but the good news is I have this lovely acknowledgements space to just go crazy and list them all.

I am lucky enough to know some amazing, supportive, kind, generous folk and they keep me on the right side of things. If you can look at your friends and know who you are when they reflect things back at you, that’s a good friend to have.

Over the years I’ve formed a team of talented women who I work with a lot who are all also friends. Nikki Palmer – who did my makeup and hair for the cover of this book – is such a woman. Tamara Cincik another – glad I brought you out of styling retirement! Thank you to Laura Lewis for the gorgeous photos. 

Thank you to my manager Derek Mackillop – who patiently waited to read this until it was past the point of being able to add or change anything which is very lovely of him. We’ve had a good journey since we started working together all those years ago (just one baby and 3 albums back then). Thanks for the support, perspective and ‘onwards’ pragmatism.  Big thanks as well to gorgeous Sabira Hud and to Kat and Charlotte – the Wallace crew. 

Thanks to all the people who support what I get up to – Elaine Foran, Natalie McCain, all at Acast, Joe Mallot, Beth Parnell, Sarah and Thom at Sassy, Chris Farrow and Cooking Vinyl for supporting my recent music releases, and Olly and Sarah at Substance: new to the team and lovely to work with.

Thanks to Adrian Spriggs for being such a good person to have in our corner. 

Thanks to the extended family, both Bextor and Ellis, like my uncle Duncan and Auntie Elaine.

Thank you to Ellamae for fabulous artwork for the podcast, to all the podcast guests I’ve had – I’ve learnt something from every conversation. Big thanks, to Chris Salmon for his ideas with starting the podcast but also his work with me over the years and especially his support and immense patience when we were putting the Kitchen Discos out in to the world (ditto Chris’ wife Alexia – thank you for letting us be part of your lockdown). 

Thank you to the old Polydor crew… I made friends there! Peter, Cynthia, Annabelle and Sarah. 

Thank you to the wise counsel from my friends Sinead, Lauren and Gary, Ellie and Trevor, Mara, Marva, Julia, Neris, Gita, Arwen, Sarah, Simon and Zoe, Elena, Max and Jane, William and Al. You are all always there when I need you. I send you all love. 

Thank you to my band: Jackson, Richard (yep I can thank you both here even though you’re throughout the pages too!) Pablo, Ciaran, Phil, Jess, Rosie, Amy, Edie (I know you’re not in the band!) and to all the other musicians who have toured with me. 

Thanks to Yildiz and Daniel for giving me good chat while I try and get out of training. 

Thanks to Raman. 

Thanks to David Manero. New to the fold and a patient person who has helped me have the best time doing a radio show. Here’s to the music!

Thanks to Glyn for good fun and Sink the Pink. What an inspiration. 

Thanks to the godparents who I haven’t listed already, Andrew, Jono, Philip and Owen. 

Thanks to Jeremy Joseph for the stage and warmth at GAY. So many good memories. 

When it comes to this book, thanks to Hannah and all at Hodder. You gave me so much encouragement and infectious enthusiasm. This is the biggest compliment I can give – I never handed my homework in on time before I met you. Plus, I like my book and I don’t think I would without your gentle nudges in the right places. 

Thanks to Ruth Young and all at United Agents. Such a lovely, smart and supportive team to work with.

Thank you to the talented Ellamae who does such beautiful illustrations for my podcast and who also drew my gorgeous dedication at the front of this book.

Thank you to Millie for being so incredibly supportive. 

Thank you to Richard, Jelena and Abrar for taking the kids so I could write indulgently and for hours at a time. I adored the headspace. 

Thank you to every woman who helped look after Mickey when he was under a year and I took him on tour. You all let me do what I do on stage feeling very supported and that is a lovely thing. Some of you only met me once I turned up on the festival site and it might not seem much to take a baby for an hour or so, but it’s the glue that held things together. 

Thanks to the nannies I loved when I was small. Karen, Jennie and especially Christine who taught me the good stuff in life like how to rag roll a bedroom and who would buy me gherkins. 

Thanks to all the charities I work with for being so inspiring and tireless. The world gets a little better every day because of people like you. Shoutout to NYT and wonderful Roseby, Emma and the Music House for Children, Borne, Lumos, Save the Children and Mothers2Mothers.

Thanks to all the little businesses I follow on eBay and Insta. You’ve bought me lots of joy. Especially those of you who make the crazy fun stuff like sequin clothing or amazing homes for dolls. Here’s to eccentricity! 

Thanks to the gals in my local coffee shop, Good Boy. Some of these words were written fueled on your caffeine. That’s the good stuff. 

Thanks to the people who have supported me with my music. If you’ve come to hear me sing, or you’ve requested my song from a DJ, or put a song of mine on a playlist… Thank you. You’ve given me the amazing gift of being able to do what I love, and I cannot ever tell you how much that means.

Thanks to ketchup, mayonnaise, fish and chips. Gherkins – you rock my world. 

Finally, thanks to you, whoever you are. You’ve given me your time and I know that’s precious. Thank you for picking up my book and letting me chat to you for a while. 

 

Lots of love. Sophie xx

 

P.S.: For those of you who are written about in the book, I know my version of events might differ from yours. Such is memory, I guess. I hope you know I wrote as honestly as I could and didn’t mean to offend anyone.



OPF/clip0003.png





OPF/clip0017.png





OPF/toc.xhtml


  Spinning Plates



  



  



			Cover



			Title Page



			Imprint Page



			Dedication



			How to Use this eBook



			Epigraph



			Contents



			1 Introduction – ‘Hello Hello’ 



			2 ME: Early Years – ‘If You Can’t Do It When You’re Young’



			3 MUSIC: The Beginning – ‘A Pessimist Is Never Disappointed’



			4 MUSIC: Sexism in the Workplace – ‘Crying at The Discotheque’



			5 MEN: The Trickiest Bit to Write – ‘Catch You’



			6 ME: Hair – ‘I Am Not Good at Not Getting What I Want’



			7 MEN: First Relationship – ‘Heartbreak’



			8 MUSIC: Why Does it Feel so Good? – ‘Groovejet (If This Ain’t Love)’



			9 ME: Rent-a-Quote – ‘Me and My Imagination’



			10 MUSIC: Read My Lips – ‘Take Me Home (A Girl Like Me)’



			11 ME: Panic Attacks – ‘Mixed Up World’



			12 MEN: R – ‘Wild Forever’



			13 MOTHERHOOD: The Beginning – ‘Love Is Here’



			14 MOTHERHOOD: Second Baby – ‘What Have We Started?’



			15 MUSIC: Songwriting – ‘Music Gets the Best of Me’



			16 MUSIC: Live Stuff, Good and Bad – ‘Cry to the Beat of the Band’



			17 MUSIC: Me at Thirty-Four, Part 1 – ‘Young Blood’



			17 MUSIC: Me at Thirty-Four, Part 2 – ‘Murder on The



			18 MOTHERHOOD: The Other Three Pregnancies – ‘Birth of an Empire’



			19 MOTHERHOOD: It Takes a Village – ‘Come With Us’



			20  MUSIC: Staying in Music – ‘Not Giving Up on Love’



			21 MOTHERHOOD: The Kids I Have – ‘13 Little Dolls’



			22 ME/MEN: Modern Traditional – ‘The Distance Between Us’



			23 ME: Why Spinning Plates? – ‘Keep in Touch’



			24 ME: Are You Pregnant? – ‘Get Over You’



			25 ME: You Go Ahead, but Wait for Me to Catch Up – ‘Death of Love’



			26 ME: Stuff Which Makes the Path a Bit Smoother – ‘Today the Sun’s on Us’



			27 ME: Bonus Ball/Ending – ‘Bittersweet’



			Acknowledgments



			Photo Acknowledgments











  



OPF/clip0015.png





OPF/clip0002.png





OPF/cover.jpg
Sophie

Spinning Plates

Music, Men, Motherhood and Me





OPF/clip0016.png





