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Reviews





‘Carey’s teen voice is spot-on … will delight any Louise Rennison fan.’


Irish Independent




 





‘I laughed and squirmed my way through The Real Rebecca, the sparkling and spookily accurate diary of a Dublin teenager. It’s stonkingly good and I haven’t laughed so much since reading Louise Rennison. Teenage girls (and grown-up teens) will love Rebecca to bits!’


Sarah Webb, author of the Ask Amy Green books




 





‘This book is fantastic! Rebecca is sweet, funny and down-to-earth, and I adored her friends, her quirky parents, her changeable but ultimately loving older sister and the swoonworthy Paperboy.’


Chicklish Blog




 





‘What is it like inside the mind of a teenage girl? It’s a strange, confused and frustrated place, as Anna Carey’s first novel The Real Rebecca makes clear … A laugh-out-loud story of a fourteen-year-old girl, Rebecca Rafferty.’


Hot Press




 





‘Our new Book of the Week is The Real Rebecca by Anna Carey, a great new voice and definite Princess of Teen.’


Books for Keeps




 





‘The story rattles along at a glorious rate − with plenty of witty asides. Rebecca herself is a thoroughly likeable heroine − angsty and mixed-up but warm-hearted and feisty.’


Books Ireland
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This is not what I thought Valentine’s Day would be like this year.


For one, I didn’t get a Valentine’s card. Or even a Valentine’s e-mail. Or even a Valentine’s text. This wouldn’t have been a big deal six months ago because, back then, I didn’t know any boys who could send me any sort of Valentine’s greetings. But for a while back in autumn, I was very optimistic about the future because quite a few good things had happened.


GOOD THINGS THAT HAPPENED LAST YEAR




	I got a drum kit and started a band called Hey Dollface with my best friends.


	We wrote some songs and played our first gig and even though I fell off the stage, people thought we were pretty good.


	I met the coolest, nicest, most gorgeous boy ever, who happened to deliver our newspapers every weekend, and he actually liked me and kissed me after the Battle of the Bands, despite the fact that I’d just fallen off a stage like an idiot, and then we started seeing each other.





So that was all brilliant. But then there were bad things too, including one thing so bad it almost cancels the good things out.


BAD THINGS THAT HAPPENED LAST YEAR




	My mother wrote a terrible book about a stupid girl and everyone thought it was about me.


	I got a mad new English teacher who was obsessed with my mother’s books.


	My hair continued to look like a sort of brown wavy mop.


	My classmate Vanessa tried to force me to go on a terrible reality programme about horrible spoiled teenagers and their mad birthday parties.


	And my lovely perfect boyfriend (for three weeks) and his little brother and their stupid parents all moved to Canada.





Canada! I will never be happy again. When we got together after the Battle of the Bands, I thought we would live happily ever after. I was even too excited to write in this diary. But we only got to go out for a few weeks and then his dad got a job designing bridges or something in Vancouver, and off they went. And now it’s February, and he’s been gone for over two months, and I haven’t been able to bring myself to write about it here until now. I will never love another boy again.


I said this to Alice a few weeks ago and she said, ‘Are you sure? I mean, Bex, you’re only fourteen. You’re probably going to live for at least, like, five more decades. I think it might be quite difficult to avoid it. Loving another boy, I mean.’


Sometimes I think Alice does not have a very romantic soul. She doesn’t understand my sorrow anymore. Today I mentioned my lack of Valentines and she just started talking about how this year’s school musical is coming up, as if I cared about our year putting on a production of Mary Poppins – Hey Dollface is the only musical outlet I need, thanks very much.


I didn’t even bother telling her how disappointed I really was about the Valentine’s card (or lack of it). To be honest, I felt a bit stupid hoping Paperboy would send me one. After he left, we chatted on Facebook and mailed each other all the time, but after a few weeks it all kind of … slowed down a bit. The last time I heard from him was last week (five days and thirteen hours ago) and he told me that his class were going skiing on a school trip. They’re going to stay in a fancy ski lodge and have skiing and snowboarding lessons.


The most exciting school trip my class has ever been on was a geography trip to Glendalough, and that was only exciting because Ellie backed away while Miss Kelly was telling us about how the valley had been made by glaciers ploughing across the land, and because she wasn’t looking where she was going, she fell into the lake (Ellie, of course, not Miss Kelly. Miss Kelly would never fall into a lake by accident. She is alert at all times, lest some environmental disaster take her by surprise). I mailed him back and told him about the lake incident but he hasn’t replied yet. So much for romance.


I can’t believe I was so happy a few months ago. After he kissed me outside the Battle of the Bands, I spent the entire week in a sort of daze. We hadn’t even exchanged numbers or anything so I had to wait until he came for the paper money on Friday to see him again. I was a bit worried beforehand in case he turned up and told me he’d decided that the whole kissing thing had been a big mistake.


But he didn’t. He still liked me. We stayed talking on my doorstep for ages until he realised he was really late for the rest of his paper round and had to run off to the next house on his list (but he kissed me very quickly when he said goodbye). And we went into town together the next day, and there was more kissing, and he was really funny and cool, and somehow even though I was nervous it was really easy to talk to him. I thought I’d be too intimidated by (a) his incredible gorgeousness and (b) the funny/cool aspect, but I wasn’t. It turned out he lived in Clontarf (he cycled up to our estate to do his paper job) and of course he told me what his real name was and it is a very nice name (and not any of the names I guessed), but I don’t want to write it down. I still think of him as Paperboy really, not least because Cass and Alice refuse to call him anything else.


‘He just looks like a Paperboy,’ said Cass. ‘It suits him.’


‘Yes,’ said Alice. ‘I sort of think of Paperboy as being a real name these days.’


So do I, to be honest. If we’d got to go out for longer I might have got used to thinking of him as his actual name, but we didn’t, so I didn’t.


I think I must have been cursed at birth or something. I couldn’t believe it when he told me about his dad’s new job. His mum lost her job last year so there was no real reason (according to his parents) that they couldn’t go straight away. It only took a few weeks for them to move (his cousin and her husband are renting his house from his parents so they didn’t even have to sell anything) so it was all a bit of a blur. One minute he was there, the next he was in Canada. Surrounded by moose and mounties and Anne of Green Gables, as I said at the time. (Alice said that Canada wasn’t like that at all, and that Vancouver was a much bigger, fancier city than Dublin, but for some reason I imagine him in a sort of rustic wilderness. Possibly riding a moose. And wearing some sort of checked shirt.)


Of course, as if to taunt me about how crappy my life has become, my stupid big sister Rachel got a big card today from Saint Tom, her boyfriend who can do no wrong. It wasn’t in the post this morning and I have to admit that when the post arrived and there was nothing but bills for Mum and Dad I was a bit glad because though Rachel has actually been surprisingly nice to me about the whole only-boy-I’ll-ever-love-going-to-Canada thing, the fact that she has such a perfect boyfriend has been adding to my general misery. But of course the only reason Tom didn’t send a card in the post was because he called around after school with the card and a big bouquet and took Rachel out for dinner in the posh little cheese place on Drumcondra Road. After they’d left, I said, ‘I can’t believe you’re letting her go out for dinner on a school night. You know they’re going to drink loads of wine there? Are you fine about that? Maybe you should go after them.’


Mum sighed.


‘They won’t have loads of wine,’ she said. ‘The staff know perfectly well they’re underage. And it’s only six o’clock − Rachel’s going to be back by eight so she can do her homework then.’


The staff do know she’s underage, it’s true. We’ve been going there for a while with the whole family. So Rachel is unlikely to go on a massive wine-fuelled bender. Actually, I felt a bit mean trying to sabotage her romantic date. My broken romance has made me all bitter already. I feel a bit sad at the moment. I don’t even feel like reading or watching TV or going online. I think I’ll listen to some sad music and gaze out the window for a while.


LATER


I sat and stared out the window and listened to Nick Drake and thought about Paperboy for five minutes but had to give up and go downstairs because one of the little Mulligan kids who lives across the road was at her bedroom window too SPYING ON ME like the little freak she is. And when I looked up she started making sad faces and pretending to cry! She was mocking my anguish! Of course I turned around and tried to ignore her but after a while I couldn’t help looking back, and when she saw me she started waving at me and doing a stupid dance. She had put on bright pink fluffy ear-muffs and kept gyrating around the place and shaking her bum at me and laughing. I tried to ignore it but even when my back was turned I just KNEW she was there wriggling around. So in the end I was driven out of my own bedroom. It’s very difficult being properly miserable around here.


SATURDAY [image: ]



I can’t believe my mother. She physically dragged me out of my bed this morning!


‘I do not want you lying there all day moping,’ she said. She had my duvet in her arms so there was no point in me trying to go back to bed again. ‘I know you’re still upset, but you can’t act like you’ve given up on life! You’re only fourteen!’


Why do people keep pointing out my age to me? It’s not like I’ve forgotten how old I am.


‘I’ll be fifteen in a few months,’ I said. ‘And anyway, I haven’t given up on life. I’ve just given up on getting any pleasure from it ever again. I am a hollow shell of a girl.’


My horrible mother sighed and rolled her eyes. She is so heartless. I can’t believe she ever knew the anguish of love, like I do. Of course, she pretended she understood, but I know she doesn’t. Otherwise she wouldn’t shove me out of bed when I want to wallow in my misery.


‘Rebecca, I can guarantee that you will enjoy life again,’ she said. ‘Before I started going out with your dad I went to America for the summer and went out with a lovely American boy. When I went back to college I thought I’d be miserable forever. And that year I met your dad!’


Oh, like the prospect of meeting someone like my dad is going to cheer me up. I said this but Mum said if she hadn’t met my dad, I would never have been born (which is true, obviously) and you never know what the future will hold.


In fact, she stood over me for ages spouting rubbish about how when you’re my age ‘every little thing feels like a tragedy’ and how in a few years I’ll look back at this time and wonder what I was so upset about. It was very annoying. Then she practically forced me to have a shower and get dressed because she was going to take me out. And what fun life-affirming activity did she have in store for me then? A trip to the cinema? Going into town to buy me a whole new wardrobe?


No! She dragged me out to the supermarket! Rachel and Dad were both out and she said she knew if I was home alone, I’d just ‘sit there feeling sorry for myself’ (I think it’s a good thing I feel sorry for myself. God knows no one else does.)


So basically, I just spent my precious Saturday afternoon in Superquinn. I bet my mother didn’t want to cheer me up, she just wanted a shopping slave. If she really wanted to show me how wonderful life is, surely there are better ways than making me wander around a supermarket with a wonky trolley looking at tins of beans? AND I had to carry loads of bags into the house afterwards and help unpack them! I feel even more sorry for myself than ever now, so her stupid plan didn’t even work. Some mother she is.


LATER


My mother has ‘rewarded’ me for the trip to the supermarket by making one of my favourite dinners, lentil and chicken casserole. She didn’t even make me rinse the lentils or chop up mushrooms for it (she made Rachel do it instead, which was the only bright spot in this stupid day). I would have liked to refuse it in protest at her uncaring treatment of me, but it smelled too delicious so I just ate it grudgingly instead. She didn’t say anything else about trying to cheer me up. I hope she has realised that there’s no point because I will never be cheerful again. I am going to stay up here in my room all evening listening to forlorn music. Luckily the Mulligans are out, so there’s no chance of that kid tormenting me with her idiot dancing. I can ponder my misery in peace.


FIVE MINUTES LATER


The Mulligans must have come home because that stupid kid is at the window! And she’s started dancing and making faces at me again! I’m going downstairs to get a hot drink. Hopefully she’ll have got bored by the time I come back.


LATER


Went down to get that drink and found Mum and Rachel drinking hot chocolate and watching an old black and white musical in the sitting room. I didn’t mean to stay, but the dancing was really cool so I found myself watching the rest of it with them. It turns out it is quite hard to feel miserable when you are watching people dance like that. I didn’t tell Mum or Rachel that, though. I pretended I just happened to feel like sitting in that room for a bit. I don’t think they would understand that just because you are VERY TEMPORARILY enjoying some old-fashioned dancing it doesn’t mean that your heart is not broken forever.


SUNDAY [image: ]



Band practice this afternoon. We haven’t been practising so much recently because Cass had a piano exam last week and her parents were making her practise Mozart etc all the time rather than the collected works of Hey Dollface. Which is a shame because without really realising it at the time, we actually have got better. And like many great artists over the years, my terrible personal tragedy has fuelled my creative powers.


‘You know, on the plus side,’ said Cass, about a week after Paperboy left, when I had more or less stopped crying all the time, ‘not that there really is a plus side of course. But if there was, it would be that Paperboy going away will give you lots of material for songs.’


‘It’s true,’ said Alice. ‘I bet writing songs would be very therapeutic. So would banging those drums very hard, by the way.’ We were sitting in our practice room out at Alice’s place in Kinsealy at the time. Cass had come up with a new bassline and Alice was putting chords to it. I was meant to be drumming along, but I was so miserable I just tapped forlornly at the snare drum. After Alice said that, I started bashing them a bit harder and it did make me feel better. And so did writing some lyrics about what it’s like to meet the boy of your dreams and then lose him to the wilds of Canada (or the Vancouver suburbs, if you’re going to be finicky about it). The first one I wrote went like this:






Oh, oh, oh, oh, Canadian Boy


You’ve broken my heart by mistake


You went away when you were bringing me joy


If it’s a nightmare I wish I could wake








I was quite proud of it, to be honest, though Cass pointed out (quite kindly) that Paperboy isn’t actually Canadian. But ‘boy from Clontarf who’s gone to Canada’ just looked weird, so Canadian Boy will have to do. We’ve turned it into quite a good song − we played it at practice today and it didn’t sound bad. The thing about being a drummer, though, is that it’s quite hard to write songs on your own. I mean, you can’t work out chords or anything so it’s hard to come up with a tune. Alice and Cass are both getting quite good at coming up with riffs and things on their own, and when we’re all together I suggest different things to each of them, but because I can’t play myself I have to rely on them to do everything.


The good thing is that I would really rather bash away at my drums than be a guitarist. And besides, Alice is getting really great at the guitar. I mean, she’s had lessons so she was always able to do, like, the fancy classical stuff, but now she’s really good at playing poppy choppy chords. And even though Cass used to act like she’d never be able to play her keyboard in an indie sort of way, she’s a natural at coming up with basslines and cool noises. If we ever get a bass player, she’ll be able to do even more. Even I’ve got better at the drums. It almost happened without my noticing it. I just kept bashing away and eventually I realised that I was able to play beats properly without actually thinking about it (of course, this means that as soon as I actually do think about what I’m doing, I instantly make a mistake. I think this shows that I am an instinctive natural musician).


But even my beloved drums can’t cheer me up too much at the moment. The practice went pretty well today, and everything, but I still feel like a hollow shell of a girl. Since Paperboy left, I can’t seem to feel enthusiastic about anything. And I’m starting to think Cass and Alice might be a bit bored with hearing about Paperboy, which, to be honest, I think is quite selfish of them. I know I’d be sympathetic if either of them met the love of her life and then he went off to the other side of the world after just three weeks. They don’t know what it’s like to suffer.


Cass even said today that the last lyrics I wrote (for a song with the working title ‘The End of the World’) were ‘a bit too gloomy’. What does she know? She’s having a great time! She’s become great friends with Liz from Bad Monkey, the band we met at the Battle of the Bands, and they’re off together practically every weekend.


In fact, I feel like I hardly see her any more. And Alice and I don’t walk to school these days because a few months ago − just after the Battle of the Bands, actually – her mum got a new job and her route to work doesn’t take her near my house now, so now she just drops Alice off near the school instead of near me. So I hardly see any of them. Well, apart from band practices. And actual school.


But still. I feel like our friendship needs a bit of a, I dunno, a kick or something. It’s like I’ve forgotten how to talk to Cass and Alice about anything but how awful I feel. I know I want them to be sympathetic when I’m miserable, but I don’t want them to HAVE to be sympathetic, if you know what I mean. I’m not sure even I know what I mean. I just wish I could get things back to the way they used to be, but it’s like I’ve got stuck in a rut or something. And I want to get out of it. But how?


Still no mail from Paperboy, by the way.


LATER


I have decided to start expressing my woe in poetry. It’s actually easier than writing song lyrics because it doesn’t have to rhyme. Here is this evening’s creation. I am quite proud of it.






Boy of paper


Paperboy


Across the sea


Why did you leave?


Apart from the fact that your dad


Got a job designing bridges?


My life


Now a shell








I think it is very poignant. And ‘boy of paper’ is quite clever if I say so myself. I think I should write more. I used to write quite a lot of stories when I was little, but I’ve sort of got out of the habit. Maybe my broken heart really will fuel my creative powers?


LATER


Can’t think of anything to write now. Hmmm. I think I will go and watch some telly instead.


MONDAY [image: ]



I now have proof that my heart is broken – Miss Kelly’s terrifying geography classes don’t even bother me anymore. She spent today’s class telling us that because of overpopulation the world won’t be able to produce enough food to feed everyone, and so in a few years we will all have to eat insects and creepy crawlies in order to survive.


‘They’re an excellent source of protein,’ she says. ‘You get more protein per gram from a locust than from a chicken. I’ve tried them myself in Latin America.’


Everyone in the class was going ‘Ugh!’ and looking a bit unwell but of course that didn’t stop Miss Kelly. The more scared we are, the more enthusiastic she gets. After about ten minutes of her raving about how delicious certain sorts of worms were, Jessie McCabe had to run out because she thought she was going to be sick. Normally I would feel the same. I used to have nightmares about tidal waves and water wars after her classes. But today I couldn’t even bring myself to care. If I can’t have Paperboy, I might as well just sit around eating insects.


At the end of the class I think Miss Kelly was a bit worried that she’d gone too far because she told us that not all insects were safe to eat and we shouldn’t go out and try eating random bugs. Like any of us were sitting in the class going, ‘Oh yes, Miss Kelly, eating grasshoppers in some sort of post-apocalyptic wasteland sounds brilliant, I think I’ll start doing it straight away!’ I mean, even though I might have lost all faith in the future and I don’t care what happens, I’m not going to start eating bugs until I absolutely have to.


TUESDAY [image: ]



Cass and I went to the library after school. I love libraries; it’s like going shopping for books only you’re allowed to take away whatever you want for free! As long as you have space on your library card and don’t owe loads of fines like SOME people (Cass). Unfortunately, when we went in to the library today, the first thing I saw was a display of new books with my mother’s stupid teen novel right at the front with a ‘Children’s Book of the Month’ sign on top of it. And next to it was a big coffee table book full of photos of Canada! Even the library has turned against me.


Anyway, I ignored this terrible display and headed for the teenage section, and we both found some good books (Well, they look good. Sometimes I just base my decisions on the cover). Cass took a deep breath and marched up to the desk to check hers out. When she scanned her ticket the librarian looked sternly at Cass and said, ‘Ah, Miss McDermott. I hope you remember to bring these books back on time.’ This is because Cass once took some books out and didn’t give them back for about two years. The fines were enormous. She says once it reached a certain stage she was too embarrassed to give them back so she just didn’t go to the library for a while. The library wrote to her house, but she hid the letters like some sort of criminal. To be honest, I’m surprised they ever let her have a library ticket again after all that, but clearly librarians are a forgiving lot. So once she had given back the books and paid a giant fine, they decided to let bygones be bygones. Well, most of them, anyway. This one hasn’t forgotten. But she did give Cass the books.


In fact, I had a worse time checking books out because the librarian knows who I am too (we’ve all been going to this library since before we could read).


‘Ah,’ she said. ‘I hope you saw your mother’s book in our display! It’s doing very well, you know. There’s a waiting list for it and everything.’


She smiled at me like she thought I’d be pleased, whereas of course the thought of loads of people basically queuing up to read about that terrible Ruthie does not please me at all. Anyway, I just said, ‘Oh, really?’ in what I hope was a polite voice and luckily the librarian left it at that THANK GOD. I am fed up being polite to people about that stupid book, especially now that my life is even more of a tragedy.


On a more positive note, Cass thought of something when we were walking back from the library. She pointed out that if Miss Kelly is right about the future being electricity-free, then it’s a good thing we like reading. At least we’ll be able to amuse ourselves reading by candlelight when all the power has run out, and books will distract us from our insect-eating lives of toil. Cass is surprisingly practical sometimes.


I mentioned this to my mother when I got home and she said, ‘I think your geography teacher is exaggerating a bit. I don’t think we’re going to be living without power or eating bugs any time soon.’


She would think that, though, because she and my dad are so hideously wasteful. They don’t care about the environment at all. When I got home she was the only one there and yet the lights were on in practically every room in the house! If we do all end up huddling around a fire without any electricity in a few years, it’ll be all her fault.


WEDNESDAY [image: ]



Vanessa Finn’s birthday party is on Saturday. And for some reason I am going to it. Even though, just a few months ago, I vowed (in front of lots of people, now I come to think of it, as well as in this diary) that there was no way I was ever going to her ridiculous extravaganza. I think I said I wouldn’t even go if she paid me (which was a genuine possibility).


I can’t believe we all gave in to Vanessa. A month or so ago we were all coming out of school and Cass and Alice were talking about how unfair Mrs O’Reilly had been in history class that morning, and I was thinking about Paperboy and wondering whether I could persuade my parents to move to Vancouver, when we realised that there was a camera crew outside the gates. And before any of us could get away, Vanessa appeared and started handing out giant sparkly invitations to everyone in the class and smiling at us like we were all best friends. We were all so stunned we just took them, and then Vanessa paraded off and got into a big posh car that was waiting nearby, as if this was how she always travels home from school (which is rubbish because she walks, normally).


As soon as she and her camera crew went off, everyone started talking about how mad she was and how there was no way any of us were going to her ridiculous party because she’s always made it clear how awful it is for her having to slum it with us in a state school. She acts like we’re all hardened criminals and she can’t put her bag down for five seconds in case one of us nicks it (I have no idea why she thinks like this, by the way. She lives in a big house, but it’s not, like, a castle. It’s in Glasnevin surrounded by people who also go to state schools). Why would we want to go to a party for someone like that? Also, none of us wanted to risk being caught on camera again by the ‘My Big Birthday Bash’ people, who would be filming it all for the reality show.


And then, a few days later, we were sitting in the cloakroom, drinking hot chocolate which Emma’s big sister had kindly made for us with the sixth-year kettle, when Ellie said, ‘You know, Vanessa’s party could be kind of funny.’


‘Funny peculiar, you mean,’ said Cass.


‘No, think about it,’ said Ellie. ‘I mean, it’ll be completely mental. She’s going to have a tank and a pony and God knows what else. It might be … you know, fun.’


‘Ellie,’ I said. ‘This is Vanessa. Remember when my mum’s book came out and she pretended to be friends with me in a really creepy way because she thought it would impress the ‘My Big Birthday Bash’ people? She’s crazed. And then she wanted me and Cass and Alice to play at her party and had a tantrum when I fell off the stage because she thought it had spoiled her chances of getting on that awful show.’


‘She is pretty crazed,’ agreed Cass.


‘I know,’ said Ellie, ‘but that’s what could make the party funny. I mean, don’t you want to see what she looks like riding around in a tank? It’ll be hilarious!’


Hmmm,’ said Cass. ‘Good point.’


‘But if we all turn up it’ll only encourage her!’ I said. ‘She’ll think it’s okay to carry on like that!’


‘To be honest, I don’t think she’ll even notice,’ said Ellie. ‘I mean, she thinks it’s okay anyway. I bet even if only three people turn up, it wouldn’t make any difference to her.’


‘She’s pretty good at ignoring reality,’ said Cass. ‘Remember when you kept trying to tell her you weren’t going to her party and she just acted like you were agreeing with her? And let’s not forget that she’s still convinced that all of us are from the slums because our parents are teachers and guards and stuff, instead of, I dunno, royalty.’


‘True,’ I said.


‘But isn’t it a bit mean?’ said Alice. ‘I mean, we don’t like Vanessa.’


‘We certainly don’t,’ I said.


‘Well, if you heard of people going to the party of someone they didn’t like just to laugh at it, you’d think that was mean, wouldn’t you?’


We all paused. When you put it like that, it did sound pretty horrendous. Except …


‘The thing is,’ said Cass, ‘there’s a big difference between going to laugh at the party of someone who’s invited you because she, y’know, actually likes you and wants you to be there, and someone who’s inviting absolutely everyone and doesn’t care about any of them and has also, let’s not forget, shouted at some of them in public.’


‘Hmm,’ said Alice. ‘I suppose. But still …’


Sometimes Alice is just too good. She’s definitely gooder than me. So anyway, we all thought about it and gradually, over the next week or so, it turned out that we all sort of wanted to go. Even though it’s being filmed. We figured we can manage to avoid the cameras. It’s worth going just, as Cass said one night when we talked on the phone, ‘to see the tank. And the pink pony. If that’s still happening. I always thought that sounded a bit too ridiculous, even for Vanessa.’


‘I wouldn’t put it past her,’ I said. ‘She said she was going to get it dyed specially.’


‘But where?’ said Cass. ‘I mean, who can you ask to dye a pony pink? A vet? I can’t imagine a decent vet would do it. Imagine if you took Bumpers down to the vet and asked them to dye him pink.’


‘It’ll be hard enough getting the vet to give Bumpers his booster shots after the last time,’ I said. ‘She said she’d never met such a loud cat. But maybe ponies are different. They’re not as wriggly and bitey.’


‘Well, there’s only one way to find out,’ said Cass cheerfully. ‘Come on! It’ll distract you from mooning around moping over Paperboy.’


‘I don’t moon!’ I cried. ‘And I definitely don’t mope.’


‘Okay, okay,’ said Cass, but I don’t think she was telling the truth. I think she really thinks I’ve been mooning and moping.


Anyway, that moping and mooning conversation was about two weeks ago. A few days later, we all e-mailed our RSVPs to Vanessa, which was when we started realising that deciding to go her party may not have been a good idea after all because she spent the next fortnight parading around the school boasting about how brilliant the stupid thing was going to be and how she had to hurry home after school every day (like anyone cared) to meet the film crew and show them her stage set and her outfits. She’s being even more obnoxious and rude than usual. And then we all got sent back forms for our parents to sign, saying it was okay for us to appear on ‘My Big Birthday Bash’, and promising that we wouldn’t put anything about the party online before the stupid programme aired. It was ridiculous.


But despite all this, I know that on Saturday we’re all going to be waiting outside the school for the bus Vanessa’s parents have hired to take us to some castle in the middle of nowhere that they’ve rented for the party.


Mum says this is ‘morbid curiosity’ and that we are all just going because we think it’s going to be a big disaster. She may have a point. Oh well, maybe Cass is right and it will take my mind off Paperboy and stop me wondering why he didn’t even send me a Valentine text. And I have to admit, I do kind of want to see the tank.


He still hasn’t mailed or messaged me.


THURSDAY [image: ]



I am the worst friend ever!


I am wracked with guilt. I had a big … well, not quite a fight, but definitely a ‘scene’ with Alice today. And Alice doesn’t really do fights. Or get really angry. But she was properly angry today. And it was my fault. And I feel really bad.


It all happened just after school. Cass was off sick today (she texted me this morning to say the entire family had got food poisoning. They went out to dinner yesterday as a special treat for her dad’s birthday and they all ended up puking all night. Which must have been pretty disgusting because there’s four of them and only one loo) and so it was just me waiting with Alice at the gate for her dad to turn up and collect her. And we were sort of talking about the old days when we used to walk together and then I said, ‘Hey, guess who I saw today on my way in? Bike Boy! Remember him?’


Bike Boy’s real name is Richard and he is a boy who has always cycled past us on our way to school and then turned up with his band at the Battle of the Bands. Alice used to fancy him a bit and then got talking to him at the Battle. But about a week later she stopped walking to school so she didn’t really get to see him again (I think we saw him in the distance cycling ahead of us down Calderwood Road one day, but that was it and then she started getting a lift straight to school). I still see him every so often and sometimes we nod at each other in greeting, but I don’t really notice him or indeed any other boys because my heart belongs to Paperboy and always will.


So anyway, when I said, ‘Remember him?’ Alice looked a bit funny and said, ‘Of course I remember him.’


And I said, ‘Oh. I wasn’t sure if you did because you haven’t really mentioned him in months and months. So I didn’t know if you’ve really thought about him much since the whole Battle of the Bands thing.’


There was a bit of a pause and then Alice said, ‘Oh my God, of course I have.’


I just stared at her and said, ‘What? Really?’ in a surprised sort of way.


And Alice looked really annoyed and said, ‘I’ve been thinking about him ever since the Battle of the Bands. I thought something might happen, but then I stopped walking to school with you so I didn’t see him. And I’ve been really, really sad about it, but I haven’t said one word to you about it because I knew it wasn’t a big deal in comparison with your wonderful new romance with Paperboy and then him going off to Canada, so I didn’t feel like I had a right to be so upset. But you never even asked whether I was upset or not! You never even thought about it!’


I felt absolutely awful. Usually when I am given out to I get all annoyed because I don’t think the other person is being fair, but the horrible thing about this was that Alice was right. I hadn’t thought about her and Bike Boy. I’d been totally caught up in my own stuff. I was going to say something, but Alice was on a roll of anger (this was all very unusual for her).


‘And I’d tell myself that obviously your situation was much worse, and you had actually gone out with Paperboy and I’d only had about two conversations with Bike Boy and barely knew him, but, still, I felt really bad, and you knew I liked him and then you forgot all about it!’ she cried. ‘Because you’re just thinking about yourself and how miserable you are all the time! Me and Cass could … could be, I dunno, run over by a bus and you probably wouldn’t notice!’


‘I would!’ I said, which I suppose was a bit of stupid thing to say.


‘Would you?’ said Alice, in the same cross, kind of sarky voice, which wasn’t like her at all. She was getting very red in the face. ‘You know, Cass still sometimes asks whether I’m okay about him. And she tells me whenever she sees him around the area. She didn’t forget all about other people’s problems!’


And I started to get angry and say ‘I didn’t forget about your problems!’ but I stopped after ‘I’ because of course, I totally had. So instead I said, ‘I’m really sorry Alice. Really, really sorry.’


‘Good,’ said Alice, and burst into tears. And then of course, being Alice, she started apologising herself, and I kept saying ‘It’s me who should be apologising’ (though I was secretly relieved she wasn’t still yelling at me, even though I deserved it. I really am a terrible person). So in the end we both apologised, and I gave her a hug, and I kept saying I was sorry until her dad turned up, and she sent me a text about five minutes ago saying she was sorry for yelling at me, not that she really did yell, so there has been a lot of apologising and I think we are still friends. Unless she is just being nice to me in a polite, Alice-ish way and is secretly full of hatred and rage. But I don’t think so.


I feel really bad, though. A part of me is thinking ‘Well, my problems are properly serious, and she barely knew Bike Boy!’ But then I remember how absolutely awful I felt that day when I saw Paperboy in town with a girl and thought she was his girlfriend. I felt like my heart was broken even though I’d only talked to him once or twice. So poor Alice was probably feeling that bad, and I didn’t even think of her woe. I know I was worried that we were all growing apart, but this is even worse than I imagined. And she and Cass are talking about Alice’s angst together without me. But what I can I do?


LATER


Okay. I will start by making up some new rules for myself. And I will stick to them.


REBECCA RAFFERTY’S RULES FOR LIVING




	I will not go on about Paperboy all the time and tell my friends that I am now just a hollow shell of a girl (even though I am).


	I will not mope. At least, when I am with other people.


	I will find ways to do more interesting stuff with Cass and Alice, so we can bond and stuff and things will get back to normal.


	I will ask my friends about their problems more often. 






Still no mail from Paperboy. I wish I didn’t get my hopes up every time I check the computer. But I do.


FRIDAY [image: ]



I’m writing this in history, where Mrs O’Reilly is telling us about the Renaissance, or something to do with the olden days. I’m not really listening, which I suppose is kind of obvious as I’m writing here. I’m sitting next to Caroline, aka Vanessa Finn’s sidekick, so I can’t even draw amusing pictures of Cass dressed as historical figures and taunt her with them, which is what I usually do when I’m bored in history. Mrs O’Reilly decided that Cass and I can’t sit next to each other anymore. Cass got caught drawing a picture of Mrs O’Reilly dressed as Queen Elizabeth I and giving out to two girls who looked a bit like me and Cass. But we both got into trouble for it, which is extremely unfair if you ask me, not that Mrs O’Reilly did. She said that I was clearly egging Cass on and I shouldn’t think she hadn’t noticed that I seemed to spend a lot of history classes showing Cass something in my copybook. She must have eyes in the back of her head. I never show Cass my amazing portraits unless O’Reilly is writing on the board.


Anyway, I still feel very guilty about the whole Alice and Bike Boy thing. I think she has sort of forgiven me, but I still feel bad. I told her and Cass about my new rules (apart from the bonding one in case they thought I was weird) and they were quite impressed, though Alice seemed a bit worried about it.


‘I’m not annoyed with you anymore, you know,’ she said. ‘I don’t want you to think you’ve got to, like, reform for my sake.’


But I told her that I still wanted to change my ways. To try and make up for my dreadful-friendness I told her that I will steal Rachel’s nicest Chanel lipstick tomorrow, the one Alice always says she wishes she could afford, so she can wear it to Vanessa’s mad party (I often put it on at home before going out when Rachel’s not around, but I’ve never dared take it out of the house before). I don’t think it will make up for not even noticing that her heart was broken, but at least it’s a start.


And I am sticking to my new rule and I am not going on about Paperboy. I haven’t even mentioned the fact that I haven’t heard from him in ages. I hate checking my mail or Facebook now because my stomach gets all churned up. And then when I realise there’s nothing my tummy feels like it’s sunk into the floor. He never really posts updates on Facebook so I can’t even find out what he’s doing. I almost wish he’d just mail me and tell me he never wants to hear from me again; it would be better than just waiting all the time. Except I don’t really wish that. I really just wish he’d come home and go out with me again.


But I haven’t mentioned any of this to Cass and Alice, or the fact that now he has gone forever Fridays are nothing more than a torment. Smyth’s the newsagent got a new paperboy who is not attractive at all and whenever he rings I am reminded of my tragic state. Every time I go out to give him his money it is like a dagger in my heart. A dagger made of fivers and the Irish Times. No, that doesn’t sound quite right. But anyway, it makes me all sad and reminds me of the days when I got all excited every time the door bell rang on a Friday. It seems like a million years ago now.


Oh well, at least Vanessa’s party is tomorrow. I can’t believe I’m kind of looking forward to it. It shows what a sorry state my life is in when the only thing I have to look forward to is a crazy person’s ridiculous birthday party.


SATURDAY [image: ]



Well, I was right about the party distracting me from my Paperboy-related misery. It was so completely ridiculous that it has blocked all other thoughts from my head. I think I’d better write about it straight away because if I don’t I’ll start thinking I imagined the whole thing. I really don’t know why we went now. Even my own family couldn’t believe I was going. When I was getting ready, my mum came in.


‘Okay, forgive me if I’ve missed something here,’ she said. ‘But don’t you hate Vanessa or whatever her name is?’


‘Well,’ I said, putting on my best strappy shoes. ‘Sort of. A bit.’


‘So why exactly are you going to her party then?’ said Mum. ‘And don’t say because it’ll be terrible and you want to see how bad it is, because that’s not really a good thing.’


‘But it will! It’ll be funny,’ I said. ‘I mean, it’ll be so ridiculous, and she’s so awful …’


‘So essentially, Rebecca, you’re going to the party of a girl you don’t like just to laugh at it?’ said Mum. ‘That isn’t very nice.’ She sounded a bit like Alice, which was quite worrying.


‘Mum, it’s Vanessa!’ I said. ‘She doesn’t like any of us either, and she invited us anyway! She just wants people to cheer for her.’


‘Hmmm,’ said Mum in a disapproving sort of way. So much for her trying to cheer me up. She doesn’t seem bothered about my traumas now. My dad’s even worse, though. He’s forgotten all about them. The other day he asked me, totally cheerfully, if I’d heard from ‘that nice kid who used to collect the paper money’ recently. He hadn’t even noticed my anguish! My parents are as bad as each other. Sometimes I think they just don’t care about me at all.


In the end Mum gave me a lift down to the school gates this afternoon, where we’d been told to wait for the bus that was taking us to Vanessa’s ‘Big Birthday Bash’. She wanted to get out of the car and wait until the bus turned up, but luckily I managed to persuade her not to. I have seen my mother try to be cool and chat with a gang of girls my age, and it is hideously embarrassing.


So anyway, she drove off THANK GOD and there we all were standing at the side of the road. As Alice said, as we shivered in our party frocks, ‘I’m not really sure how this happened.’


I looked around at the rest of our class, all of whom looked equally bemused. ‘Neither am I,’ I said.


‘I think Vanessa’s hypnotised us all,’ said Cass gloomily. ‘I have no idea why I’m here.’


All our reasons for going didn’t seem very important when we were standing there with bare legs in the freezing cold.


‘I think this might be a bit of a disaster,’ said Alice. And as it turned out, it kind of was, especially for poor old Alice, as you will see.


But, actually, the bus journey itself was quite fun. The entire class was there (even sneery Karen Rodgers, who has been a bit subdued since her sidekick/minion Alison told her to shut up at the Battle of the Bands last year) so it was a bit like being on a school tour (though not an impressive one like Paperboy’s ski lodge adventure). And Vanessa (or rather, the people from the telly programme – there’s no way Vanessa went to any trouble herself) had decorated the bus with balloons and a big banner that said ‘Vanessa’s Big Birthday Bash!’


Soon everyone, even Karen, was singing along to Jessie’s iPod, which we’d plugged into the bus’s sound system. Some of the music was kind of cheesy but it didn’t matter. We were all just messing around. It was actually like a mini-party – most of us had brought drinks (no booze, of course, though as Cass said later, if anything could make us turn to drink, it’d be Vanessa) and bags of crisps and stuff. Emma produced a giant bag of Percy Pigs and I ate so many I started to feel a bit funny.


Jessie is going to audition for the school musical and she did some very funny actions to all the songs. Ellie joined in, although she doesn’t want to perform in the musical; she wants to work on the costumes. She is quite dramatic herself, though. Perhaps this is because her mother is very melodramatic as well as hippy-ish (let us never forget that Ellie’s real name is Galadriel after the elf queen from the Lord of the Rings), so Ellie has spent her entire life living with someone who is always sweeping out of rooms in flowing cloaks and things. Seriously. Her mum has a cloak. I’ve seen it. It’s made out of velvet and has stars embroidered all over it.


So anyway, it was all good fun. And I had managed to swipe Rachel’s lipstick (she will KILL me if she discovers I’ve taken it, especially as she hasn’t figured out yet that I’ve discovered where she hides her make-up bag. She keeps putting it in different places so I can’t get at it. She is a very suspicious person). Alice put on the lipstick when we were on a smooth bit of road (she didn’t dare try it until we got on the motorway in case the bus zoomed around a corner and she got lipstick all over her face) and it looked lovely. It is a magical colour that suits everyone. I gave a few more people a go as well, just to be nice. I’m sure Rachel wouldn’t mind. It was all lots of fun, anyway.


‘You know, maybe we can just stay and have our own party on this bus,’ said Cass. ‘I bet we’d have a better time.’


She was probably right. But after a while, we were out in the countryside, and the bus turned into a giant set of gates and drove up a very long drive to an absolutely ginormous house. Well, a castle really – it turns out it was called Ashford Towers and it’s mostly used for very posh weddings.


The bus pulled up at the very impressive entrance and we all got out and stared at the castle wondering what on earth we’d got ourselves into. Then a tall, skinny, very stressed-looking woman in a tight black dress and a phone headset thing came out of the gigantic front door along with another camera crew. They all looked miserable. I was just thinking that the stressed woman seemed strangely familiar when Alice said, ‘Wasn’t she the TV woman who was with Vanessa at the Battle of the Bands?’ And she was. She looked a bit older though, which isn’t really surprising when you remember that she’s been spending a lot of time with Vanessa recently. That would age anyone by about fifty years.


‘Oh, you’re all here,’ she said. ‘Great. I was beginning to get a bit worried.’ We all started moving towards the door but she said, ‘Wait!’ and we all froze. ‘You can’t go in yet. Vanessa will be arriving soon and we want everyone outside when she gets here. Stay there and I’ll get the others.’


‘Others?’ said Ellie. ‘I didn’t think Vanessa actually had any friends, apart from Caroline, of course.’


‘Maybe she’s paid people to pretend,’ said Cass.


And when a bunch of girls and boys came out of the house and paraded down the steps, I thought Cass might be right. The girls were all orange and wearing loads of make-up and had perfectly straight glossy hair and tiny little party dresses and really high heels. And the boys were all orange too, although their hair was gelled.


‘Who on earth are they?’ said Alice.


‘Right,’ said the woman in the black dress whose name, I remembered, was Sarah. ‘Okay, Vanessa’s class from St Dominic’s, can you line up on either side of the drive? And the kids from … is it the music class?’


‘Music, dance, and theatre,’ said one girl, tossing her shiny, shiny hair.


We all looked at each other in surprise. How did we not know Vanessa went to a music class? And dance and theatre too, of course. Surely if she was in a class like that she’d have been boasting about it constantly.


‘Yes,’ said Sarah. ‘Okay, you lot come up the front, near the steps. Yes, that’s perfect. Hang on a sec …’ She paused and then spoke into the headset. ‘Yeah, they’re all ready.’ She turned back to us. ‘Right, everyone, Vanessa is on her way.’


The camera crew bustled around, getting into their places. Then, in the distance, we heard a rumbling sound. Someone shouted ‘Action’. And this giant pink tank came rumbling up the drive, with someone with absolutely huge hair peering out the top. It was Vanessa. As the tank got nearer, she stuck more of herself out of the hole and started waving regally at us. She was wearing a sparkly gold and pink dress with a ginormous frilly flower at the neck.


‘Oh. My. God,’ said Cass.


We all stood and stared in silence as the tank came up to the steps, where the shiny orange people were jumping around and cheering. Then, over the cheering, we heard a familiar shriek.


‘No, no, NOOO!’


It was Vanessa. ‘They didn’t cheer!’ she screeched. ‘They’re all meant to be cheering and they didn’t! Just the ones at the steps were cheering!’


‘Okay, okay,’ said Sarah in a soothing sort of voice, like she was talking to a maniac who had to be kept calm in case she went on a killing spree. Which I suppose she was. ‘We’ll do it again. Okay, everyone from St Dominic’s, this time I want you to all cheer and jump up and down when Vanessa comes down. Okay?’


We all just stared at her. A few people mumbled, ‘Okay …’


‘Right,’ said Sarah. ‘Let’s get the tank back to the bottom of the drive and reshoot.’


The tank rumbled off. Cass, Alice and I stared at each other.


‘I’m not cheering for that goon,’ said Cass.


‘What do you think will happen if we don’t?’ I asked. ‘Maybe Vanessa will turn the tank on us. I wouldn’t put it past her.’


‘I don’t care,’ said Alice, bravely. ‘One of my great-grand-dads was shot for standing up to the Nazis! If he can do that, we can stand up to Vanessa.’


‘Well, when you put it like that …’ I said.


‘Alice,’ said Cass, ‘I don’t think you can really compare standing up to Vanessa to standing up to Hitler.’


‘I know,’ said Alice. ‘That’s my point. If he was brave enough to stand up to fascism, we can do this little thing. Who’s with me?’


It was very inspiring, to be honest. I crossed my arms and clamped my mouth shut so it would be very obvious that I wasn’t cheering.


‘But maybe,’ said Ellie, who was next to us, ‘if we don’t cheer they’ll keep making us do it again and again until we give in. And I’m freezing. To be perfectly honest, I will do anything to get indoors.’


‘Oh,’ said Cass.


Ellie was right, it was very cold. The tank was coming back up the drive again, and as it approached Jessie and Ellie and Emma started going ‘Whoo hoo!’ in a sort of sarcastic way. Alice kept her mouth shut and folded her arms. Cass and I decided to compromise and clapped very, very slowly. I hope Alice’s great-granddad wasn’t looking down on us from heaven in disgust at our cowardice.


Luckily, enough people were cheering to please Princess Vanessa, and when she got to the steps she waved and cried, ‘Hi, everyone! Great to see you all!’ as if she hadn’t just seen us all two minutes earlier when she’d been screaming at us like a psychopath. A sparkly pink ladder was produced and Vanessa got out of the tank and climbed down it. Her dress was very tiny and glittery, and she was wearing gold shoes with red soles. She went up the steps and all the glossy music and theatre people started squealing and jumping around and hugging her.


‘Hey, where’s Caroline?’ said Cass, which was a good question. We thought Caroline was Vanessa’s best friend, but now she was nowhere to be seen.


‘Wait,’ said Emma. ‘There she is, look! Behind that orange girl in the black dress.’


Caroline was at the back of the crowd of music and theatre people. She was just standing there while Vanessa hugged and squealed at the others.


We all felt a bit sorry for her, to be honest. Her devotion to Vanessa is annoying, but the least she deserved was to be, like, acknowledged at Vanessa’s stupid party. She was wearing a very nice dress, but she looked a bit uncomfortable. She certainly wasn’t shrieking as much as the others. Suddenly Vanessa grabbed her and gave her a giant hug. From a distance, it was hard to tell whether it was a real hug or whether she was just doing it for the camera. I’d like to think Vanessa appreciates Caroline, even though both of them are pretty irritating.


Then Sarah appeared and told us all to go into the main hall. Vanessa and her mysterious new friends led the way and strutted into the building as the rest of us followed behind (not strutting).


The hall was a big room panelled in wood with a small stage at one end between two sweeping flights of stairs. There were giant pink bean bags in the corners.


‘This is actually not as fancy as I expected,’ said Cass. ‘I thought there’d be, like, a throne, or something.’


Then, suddenly, Vanessa was up on the stage with a microphone in her hand. It wasn’t an ordinary microphone, though, like the ones we use at gigs. It was bright pink and sparkly and it wasn’t attached to a lead and an amplifier.


‘Hi, everyone!’ Her voice boomed from the speakers on each side of the stage thing. ‘Thank you SO much for coming! It means so much to me!’


‘It means so much to me to be on telly, more like,’ muttered Cass.  ‘Like she cares whether any of us came or not. We’re just here to yell and make the room look full.’


‘Ssssh,’ said Ellie. ‘If we talk over her, she’ll have another tantrum and do it again and we’ll be here all day.’


‘Good point,’ said Cass.


‘At least we’re indoors,’ said Emma. ‘And warm. Which is better than ten minutes ago.’


Then we all shut up because Vanessa had obviously noticed that people were talking. She looked like she could be on the verge of another fit of rage, and none of us wanted that.


‘I just want to say,’ she said, ‘that you’re all very welcome to my big … birthday … bash!’


And then we all did shriek because about a million shiny pink balloons suddenly fell down on top of our heads. None of us had looked up at the ceiling when we came in because we were so busy wondering about Vanessa and her mysterious new friends, so we hadn’t noticed the balloons up there.


‘There is a LOT of pink at this party already,’ said Cass, fighting her way through some balloons.


‘And we haven’t even got to the pony yet,’ I said.


‘That pony had better turn up,’ said Cass, ‘or I’m going to be very disappointed.’


Terrible cheesy music started to play, and all Vanessa’s new friends started whooping and dancing around. I looked at Cass and Alice.


‘This is going to be a very long day,’ said Alice.


‘Ooh, look!’ said Ellie. ‘Food! And drinks!’


Waiters in pink uniforms were moving through the crowd, carrying trays. Some were filled with glasses of fizzy drinks, others with lots of delicious-looking canapé things. We grabbed some Cokes and – yes! Mini-burgers! – and watched the crowd. Some girls from our class were dancing, but most were just standing around wondering what to do. All the cameras were on Vanessa’s new chums, though. They were laughing and throwing their hair around and high-fiving each other.


‘They don’t look real,’ said Alice. ‘I mean, they’re like characters from Laurel Canyon or something.’


‘They can’t live in our neck of the woods,’ I said. ‘We’d have noticed them by now.’


‘Yeah, because one of them would have hit us in the face with her ginormous shiny mane,’ said Cass. ‘They’re flicking their hair around so much they’ll put someone’s eye out.’


‘In fairness,’ said Emma, chomping on a mini-burger, ‘the food is pretty good.’


Emma was right. We sat in a corner on one of the giant pink beanbags and stuffed our faces and talked. It was quite fun for a while.


‘You know, even though the music’s pretty awful,’ I said, ‘this isn’t so bad. I mean, there’s mini-burgers, and bean-bags …’


‘And dancing goons,’ said Cass, pointing at the glossy gang, who were pouting at the cameras. ‘Speaking of goons, where’s Vanessa?’


She was nowhere to be seen. Poor Caroline was dancing slightly awkwardly next to all the hair-flickers, but there was no sign of her ruler. Then the music stopped.


‘Ooh, maybe the pony’s coming!’ said Cass. There was a trumpeting sound, and the two big doors at the end of the hall opened (some more cameras were already directed in that direction). Loads of smoky dry ice floated out the doorway, lit by pink spotlights. I have to admit, I did hope the pony was about to appear.


Then a booming voice cried, ‘All hail Princess Vanessa!’ And suddenly Vanessa appeared in the doorway. She had changed into a long flowing sparkly dress like something Alice’s Barbie had when we were little (I never had a Barbie because my mother didn’t believe in them. She thought Barbie was a bad role model for little girls. And after seeing Vanessa today, I had to admit for the first time that she might have had a point). As if the Barbie dress wasn’t mad enough, she was also


wearing a crown. ‘Oh my GOD,’ said Cass. ‘Are we expected to, I dunno, bow down and worship her now?’


‘I certainly hope not,’ I said.


‘Well, I’m not doing it even if we are,’ said Alice. ‘I’d rather die.’


‘I don’t think you’re going to have to choose between death and worshipping Vanessa,’ I said. Although really, if Vanessa had her own way, I’m pretty sure she’d love to shoot anyone who didn’t do whatever she wanted.


Vanessa was waving regally to the crowd, most of whom were just gawping at her. The dancing goons, of course, were cheering and whooping and jumping up and down. I bet they have no voices left tomorrow.


‘Come!’ cried Vanessa. ‘Come and join the revels at my fairytale ball!’ And she turned around and swept into the next room, her flowing skirt fluttering after her.


‘Her WHAT?’ said Cass.


‘Has she actually gone mad?’ said Emma. ‘I think she has. This is great.’


We all followed the rest of the guests into the next room. And I have to admit, I was impressed. It was a giant old-fashioned ballroom, with big old gold-framed mirrors on the walls, and there were little twinkling lights everywhere. The lights were all pink and purple and people were throwing glitter down from a sort of balcony thing high up above the entrance so the light was all sparkly. There was a band at one end of the room playing swirly classical music.
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