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~ONE~

​ Angelina

The bell rang signalling the end of French, and I, for one,
was glad to see the back of it. It meant that I didn’t have to put
up with the sneers from my fellow pupils anymore, though it did
mean that it was time to go home and face the daily abuse I got
from my delightful older sisters instead. What fun it was to be
me!

I’m Angelina, but my friends call me “Ange”. Well they would
if I had any, but I like to think that this is just a stage I’m
going through, and one day I’ll be surrounded by friends who refer
to me that way. School wouldn’t have been so bad, had my sisters
not gone there first and spread as many rumours about me as
possible, none of which were actually true. They don’t like me, you
see. Our dad left when I was just a baby and they blamed me because
that’s totally rational, blaming a baby for something that happened
fourteen years ago. I figure we’re better off without him, but what
would I know? I’ve never met the guy.

Anyway, they’ve hated me ever since, and Mum doesn’t help
matters by looking for the answer to all our problems at the bottom
of a bottle. Some how, when my sisters were at school no one teased
them about this, but now that I’m there? Yeah, I get taunts about
the rumours spread before I was even there, and about my Mum. I try
and stick up for her, because she’s never been the same since Dad
left. She got postpartum depression after she had me and never
really got over it. She doesn’t work. We live off the benefit she
gets from the government, well when we can pinch it off her before
she goes down the off-licence and drowns it all away in
vodka.

I make it sound like we live on the bread line or something,
like we’re poor and in poverty, and I’m lucky to have the clothes
on my back and the shoes on my feet. It’s not like that. Well it is
in a way, but my family are too proud to admit it, to get any help
or anything, and as the youngest (and the one that caused the
family break up if you listen to most of my relatives), it’s up to
me to keep the family name out of the mud. You gotta live with the
hand you’re dealt don’t you?

I day dream a lot when I’m walking home, mostly about things
that mean nothing in the real world. I dream that I’m not going
back to a place where my mother will be passed out, and my sisters
will only just have gotten out of bed and be ready with their snide
remarks, as if they’ve practised them all day long. I day dream
that one day I’m going to meet someone who will take me away from
all of this, someone who will tell my family how much they love me
even if my family doesn’t, and will love me for all the right
reasons too. We’ll marry and have kids, and live far away from
anyone related to me, and we won’t let them visit until they start
treating me right. I’ll never have to go through a day of being
belittled and bullied again, and he’ll never leave me, no matter
what. I certainly wouldn’t blame my children if he did.
Nor would I let anyone else blame them, but that
wouldn’t matter because he wouldn’t leave me for anything, he would
love me too much, you see. I day dream about that most days,
because it’s what gets me through the long walk home, knowing what
awaits me when I get through the front door.

My life is similar to the fairytale “Cinderella”, except
they’re not my step sisters. I checked and we are related by blood.
This is reality, so there is no prince charming to come and rescue
me from the bowels of this hell. Maybe one day there will be, but
right now I’m stuck here until I’m at least eighteen, and can get
the hell out and never look back. Maybe that makes me ungrateful
for the time spent under my mother’s roof, but can you really blame
me?

I opened the front door to my house and awaited the cries that
would come once Valerie and Rosemary realised that the noise was me
coming home from school. The strange sleep pattern they kept, and
the fact that neither one of them worked, just collected benefits
like Mum (well, Valerie did, Rosemary still has another year to
wait before she can, she’s only seventeen), meant that they lost
track of time. Their day was punctuated with getting up, my coming
home, and their going to bed. Occasionally something exciting would
happen and they’d go out, like when Valerie had to go to the Job
Centre to sign on every week. Even though she never looked for
work, she just lied and got her book signed for another week of
benefit.

You’d think with two lots of benefit coming into the house
we’d be better off than we had been in the days when it was just
Mum receiving it. However, Valerie never contributed to the
household stuff. She just ate the food I managed to buy on whatever
was left after Mum had been to the off-license. She didn’t pay
rent, but it wasn’t like that was needed. Housing benefit paid our
rent for us, so it wasn’t like there was a chance we’d lose the
roof over our heads. Valerie and Rosemary were selfish, they were
just like the step-sisters in “Cinderella,” just as ugly both
inside and out. I swear their hearts were black because there was
hardly enough money for my school uniform as I grew out of it, but
still, neither one of them offered to help. Their argument was that
no one had helped when they were younger so why should they bother
now? After all, if Dad hadn’t left (because of me, remember) then
we wouldn’t be in this mess.

In the beginning I argued right back at them, saying it wasn’t
my fault that Mum thought the answer to all our problems laid at
the bottom of a bottle of vodka. Time after time of yelling and
never being heard, you lose heart. You give up and accept that this
is your life, and nothing you do or say will change that. So, you
get on with it, and just try and forget that other people live
different lives. Other people don’t live from penny to penny. Other
people don’t worry that their next meal won’t arrive. But I wasn’t
other people, I was me, and there was nothing I could do about
it.

“Oh, look who’s back…if it isn’t snot nosed Angelina who
thinks she’s too good for this family,” Valerie taunted when I went
into the living room. They were both there, sat watching some God
awful programme on the TV. Mum was probably passed out in her
bedroom as she usually was by the time I got home. I rarely saw her
during the week; it was different at weekends because I didn’t have
anywhere else to go.

“How was school, little one? Make any friends today?” Rosemary
said. At first glance it would have seemed like she was being nice,
but she wasn’t. She knew I had no friends, and she knew that it was
down to mostly her and my sister that I didn’t.

“Don’t tease the poor baby,” Valerie said, snorting with
laughter. “Now, tell me, what’s for dinner?” The question was
directed at me, even though they were both fully capable of making
their own dinner. When Mum was otherwise engaged, it fell to me to
feed us all.

“Don’t know, haven’t looked,” I replied, trying to make it
sound like I didn’t care about their teasing. Fourteen years of it
and it still got to me.

“Well, I suggest you go and look and hurry up about it.
Rosemary and I are hungry,” Valerie snapped. I kept my bag on my
back and headed into the kitchen. I’d learnt early on never to
leave anything of mine within their reach without my own careful
eyes watching it. Too many things of mine had gone missing or been
destroyed. I told Mum about it, but they always said it was an
“accident” or they didn’t know anything about it, and of course,
Mum believed them. They couldn’t get into my room anymore. I’d
taken some of Mum’s family allowance and gotten a lock for my door
(the kind that most people have on their front doors), so that only
I could open it. Mum went mental saying that if there was a fire
she wouldn’t be able to get me out, but I knew different. If the
house ever caught fire, it would be me getting everyone else out,
not the other way round.

I looked in the freezer and discovered they’d already been
through most of the food I’d bought at the weekend (it was only
Monday), so there was only the bare minimum left to make something
to eat. It frustrated me so much that they were home all day, and
ate what I couldn’t lock away in my room, which was where most the
cupboard food went, like cans, pasta, and stuff like that. I didn’t
have access to enough money to buy a small fridge for my room where
I could keep some of the frozen stuff in a freezer compartment. So
by the time I got home from school on a Monday afternoon, it had
all been eaten. Mum was to blame for some of that, she ate what she
could get her hands on when she’d been drinking, but Valerie and
Rosemary did a lot of that too. How they were still hungry come the
time I got in from school I would never know.

I found some fish fingers and chips and flung them both in the
oven. “Dinner’s on,” I called to them, not expecting an answer, and
headed to my room. I lived in the smallest bedroom of the lot, but
I didn’t care, it was my sanctuary. It was the only place I could
ever be without being bothered, what with the door locking behind
me, and people having to knock and hope I would let them in. I
wouldn’t, not in a million years. My room was barely decorated, I
was taking a bit of money each week from my mum to save up and
paint it the way I wanted. Some weeks there wasn’t enough for me to
put any aside, so my fund wasn’t growing fast, but I could live
with it the way it was because I knew there would be an end to it
sometime.

I had a metal-framed bed that was a study bed, with the bed
above and a study alcove underneath. I even had my own computer,
thanks to Aunt Muriel. She was my favourite aunt. She was Dad’s
sister and kept in touch after Dad left, all that time ago. I’d
never told her how bad things were, but she knew that Mum would
never be able to afford a computer for me. So, for my birthday she
paid to have a computer delivered to me and a phone line installed
in her name in my room. It wasn’t all set up yet, but in the next
few days I would be getting broadband. It was all meant for school,
but it made me love her more, knowing that soon I’d be able to make
friends over the internet, and not have to worry about them ever
meeting my sisters or my mum, or knowing any of the rumours through
school. They’d accept me through my screen name, one I’d already
picked out and chosen, even though I wasn’t sure it was
available.

Valerie and Rosemary knew about the computer and the phone
line and everything, and they were furious that nothing had been
offered to them as compensation for me getting such a nice birthday
present. However, Aunt Muriel didn’t seem to take to them the same
way she took to me. Maybe it was because she knew I was considered
the black sheep of the family and was generally ignored by my other
relatives on my birthday. I don’t know, I’ve never asked her, but
I’d done my best to arrange all the installation for when I would
be home. The phone people had come at the weekend and I was just
waiting for an installation CD to come in the post, and I’d be set.
I didn’t need anyone else to come and install anything, so my
computer was safe from the prying eyes of my sisters, whom I knew
would do anything to destroy it the second my back was
turned.

I switched it on and started to play on the animation
programme. I was pretty good at computer graphics and taking in
what I’d learnt at school, and in the art lessons we had in the
computer lab. I set about drawing my prince charming. He may only
be a day dream, a figment of my imagination, but when you had my
life, all you could do was dream.


~TWO~

​ Zack

I had Art for the last lesson on a Monday, so I was sat doing
my drawing thing when Nathan leaned over and poked my shoulder.
“Hey bud, what you doing tonight?” he asked, distracting me from
drawing. Normally I would hate that, but since the guy is one of my
best friends, I resisted the urge to kill him.

“Same thing I do every night, watching the kids. Why?” I
replied, rubbing out a misplaced pencil line on my drawing. We were
doing a drawing of a fruit bowl, not my kind of thing, but if I
wanted to study art at college, and then again at university, I
kinda had to pass the class. So that meant doing whatever Mrs.
Stevenage told us to do, and for the last three lessons, it had
been this still drawing of a friggin bowl of fruit. So very
stimulating, let me tell you. Still, I only had another year left
(not even that really) before my exams, and so far all my
coursework had brought me A’s .That meant that if I did well in the
exam, I could walk away with good enough grades to get onto the art
course I wanted to do in college.

“Can’t someone else do it?” Nathan asked, keeping one eye on
me and one on Mrs. Stevenage, who had this thing about people
talking in her class.

“There is no one else. Dad’s on call, Mum’s got a presentation
and Tim has to work late,” I replied. That was the way things
worked in our house. As second oldest it fell to me to take care of
the younger ones, feed ‘em and get ‘em to bed on time, until one of
the three got home, and then I could go to bed myself. Most nights
it was Tim who got home first, around eleven and I would be so
tired I would just crash, but sometimes I got a reprieve and Dad
would be home when I got in from school, and announce that unless
he was called out he was going to do all the stuff with the younger
kids. When that happened, I didn’t go out (I couldn’t, in case Dad
got paged). I sat on my computer, and chatted in a chat room for
people with email address ending in @mailbox.com. It was a free
service like Hotmail or Yahoo!, but instead of the messengers, they
offered chat rooms, and I had a few friends on there who were
regulars, and knew me well enough to say hi if I got the chance to
log on.

Mrs. Stevenage came round to our side of the classroom, and I
never did find out why Nathan was so interested in my evening plans
for a Monday. It wasn’t like it was nearly the weekend, so we could
go out clubbing or something to one of the clubs letting under 18’s
in. Not that I’d ever been to a club like that. I had friends, but
I had no social life. My day revolved round school, and looking
after my younger brothers and sisters. I guess that’s what happens
when you come from a large family where both parents work high
powered jobs in the city. I often wondered what it would be like if
we lived out in the country, not in the nation’s capital. I
wondered if life would be easier because the jobs wouldn’t be so
demanding, the cost of living wouldn’t be so high, and Mum, Dad and
Tim wouldn’t have to work so hard, and they’d be home more. That’s
just my day dream though, I know it would never work because they’d
get bored being in a normal job. Mum isn’t happy unless she’s doing
fifty things at once. Dad’s not happy unless he’s operating, and
Tim? Well I don’t think Tim is ever happy unless he’s at work.
Still, I needed to stop thinking about these things, and get on
with my drawing, especially when Mrs. Stevenage was giving me a
look that said she knew I wasn’t concentrating, and Nathan had
stopped bothering me. I didn’t want to get a detention and end up
being delayed home. The brats (my younger siblings as everyone else
calls them) would make their displeasure known.

I don’t walk home with Nathan, Richard, or Martin, my friends
from school. Instead I wait around for Scott and Joseph and then we
make the trip to the local primary school where we meet Sally and
Josie, and then all hop on a bus home. Scott doesn’t like me
meeting him. He’s fourteen and in year nine, so almost as old as
me, and yet my parents treat him as if the age gap were bigger. He
doesn’t understand why he can’t be given a key to the house and
allowed to go home straight from school and start his homework or
something. I think it’s because we all know he wouldn’t do that.
He’d sit in my room and play on my computer. Going onto the
internet and finding sites that are not appropriate for a fourteen
year old to look at in his brother’s bedroom. You wanna look at
that stuff? At least have the decency to do it in the privacy of
your own room!

“They treat me like a baby,” Scott moaned, as we started the
journey to the primary school which luckily, was only about a
twenty minute walk. Sally and Josie’s teachers kept them in until I
was there to collect them. It was a solution that had worked since
Tim had gone off to work last year. I couldn’t be in two places at
once, and whereas before Tim would collect the younger two first
and then come up to the secondary school for me, Scott, and Joseph,
now I had no choice but to wait for the older two, and then pick up
Sally and Josie. Josie was the youngest at eight, and then came
Sally at ten, Joseph at twelve and Scott at fourteen. I was sixteen
and named Zack.

“When you’re my age, they’ll have you making the school run,
be thankful for small favours,” I pointed out to him. It was true.
When he was sixteen, I would be at college and unable to do the
school run every day (which I did both morning and afternoon, we
just went backwards in the mornings.). The job would fall to him
and he’d have more responsibility than he could handle
then.

“At least I’ll be allowed my own key to the house I live in,”
Scott said, still sounding mildly pissed off.

“Yeah, but you’ll have to cook, clean and get the girls ready
for bed.”

“No, I won’t. Sally’ll be twelve then.”

“But Josie will still be ten.”

“Argh, why’d we have such a big family?” Scott moaned, once
more.

“I dunno, but count yourself lucky that even though we have a
big family, we don’t want for nuffin’,” I pointed out. That shut
him up, and just in time because we’d reached the primary school.
We collected Sally first and then went on to Josie’s classroom,
where she was waiting diligently.

“Thanks for watching her,” I said to her teacher, the same
thing I said every day.

“Not a problem, she’s been a star as always,” her teacher
replied.

Now that we were all together, we headed to the bus stop and
waited for our bus. Just as it pulled up, I dished out the bus
passes to each of my siblings. My parents didn’t even trust them
with those. I didn’t blame them, considering how much they would
cost to replace if one of them got mislaid and knowing my brothers
and sisters, it would happen frequently.

At home, I barely had a chance to get off my coat and put away
my school bag before the pleas of what was for dinner started.
Josie was always the first to kick off. She seemed to burn her
energy from lunch throughout the afternoon at school, and arrive
home complaining that she was starving and could I make her a snack
before dinner. My parents were very strict about snacks, in that
they weren’t allowed. EVER.

“Please, Zacky, I won’t tell,” Josie pleaded with me, even
going as far as to use her adorable eyes trick that usually made
the coldest heart melt, but I stood firm.

“No, Josie, it’s almost four-thirty, go watch some TV for
thirty minutes and then dinner will be ready anyway,” I told her,
crossing my arms across my chest to symbolise that no really did
mean no this time. She pouted at me, but she got the message and
disappeared into the living room to switch on the TV. We all had
TV’s in our bedrooms, and for that I was glad. With four other
people in the house right now, no one was going to agree on what to
watch. This was demonstrated when Josie put Lazy Town on, and both
Scott and Joseph disappeared upstairs, groaning about how unfair it
was that the younger two got away with anything, and they had to
retreat to their bedrooms to get any peace. Those boys really
didn’t appreciate how lucky we were as a family. I did, but only
because I’d been forced to take on the role of surrogate parent to
them all while everyone else went out to work.

For example, look at Martin’s family. They lived on one of the
dodgiest council estates in South London. His dad had left them
when Martin was just a kid, and his mum worked THREE jobs to pay
the rent and keep them off benefits. She was never home, and Martin
and his little sister had a similar set up to us. He would pick her
up from infant school and bring her home on the bus, and cook for
her until their mum got home from her second job. Then she’d eat
with them, and go and grab some sleep, before going out to work
another job from 11pm to 3am, after which she’d come home and crash
until the alarm went off in the morning to get Martin and his
sister up and ready for school. She’d only been able to take the
third job (the night one) when Martin had hit sixteen, and was
considered old enough and responsible enough to watch over his
little sister while his mum worked. I’ve been over to their house,
had dinner with them (in the days when Tim was still around and
watching the kids) and Mrs. Thame is lovely. She reminded me of the
days when I was young, when it was just me and Tim, and Mum didn’t
work and was always there for us. Those were the days, but as more
kids were born, more money was needed, and eventually Mum had to
quit being a full-time mum, and become a full-time something else
because we couldn’t survive on just Dad’s wages.

I make it sound like some kind of sad tale of how we lost our
mum to the work force, but it wasn’t like that. To begin with she
was home to pick us up from school and see us off to bed, though
Dad rarely was, but we were used to that. She’d read us bedtime
stories and bath us and everything was like it always had been,
only Mum would drop us off at school in a car and then fight the
London traffic to get to work on time. It all really changed when
Josie was born, not that I blame her because I don’t blame anyone,
it had to be done. Mum got offered a promotion within her firm. She
works in advertising and loves every minute of it, the perfect job
for her apparently. Anyway, she got the promotion but it meant
extra time in the office. While Josie was a newborn, Mum had
maternity leave she could use. But when she went back, she had to
use the office crèche. As Josie grew, so did Mum’s hours and once
Josie started school, everything seemed to fall into the place it’s
been since then, but with Tim doing the looking after, not
me.

Tim got a job last year, because he wanted to move out, he’s
twenty so it’s about time that he got his own place. He wants to be
able to buy rather than rent, which means he’s saving for a deposit
on a flat. So soon, they’ll be one less body in the house. Not that
he really counts because just like Dad and Mum, he’s never really
here.


~THREE~

​ Angelina

On a Tuesday, I have Maths first period, then Science,
followed by a twenty-five minute break period. After that it’s
French, followed by an hour lunch period. Then we have Tutor for
fifteen minutes and then Art and Geography. As far as subjects go,
it’s not that bad. I’m good at Maths, Science and French, love Art
and can get through Geography by keeping my head down and doing my
work. It doesn’t help that my teachers dislike me as much as my
fellow pupils. See, when my sisters were here, they made their
lives hell, and the teachers seem to think that because we share
genes we must be the same. They have never given me the chance to
prove to them otherwise. I have no friends to stick up for me, so I
have no choice but to accept the “troublemaker” label that seems to
be affixed to my forehead. I don’t like it, but I’ve learnt not to
fuss and worry and stress over things that I cannot change and no,
I didn’t get that from the Serenity poem. I learnt it all on my
own, like most of life’s lessons.

I headed to school early, because any time away from home is
time well spent in my book. Valerie, Rosemary, and Mum are usually
still out of it when I leave the house, so you’d think I’d take
advantage of the quiet and stay at home. However, they seem to
sense when I’m around and wake up and demand things before I leave
for school. Generally when they do that, it makes me late, which
doesn’t go down well with my teachers, when I’m already labelled as
a disruptive student as it is.

I usually hung around in the library doing some homework or
something until the first bell, and then I made my way to my first
class. I’m good at Maths, but Mr. Holt dislikes me for the same
reason as every other teacher.

“You’re on time for once, Miss Harding. Take a seat at the
front of the class, please. I like to be able to keep an eye on
you,” he said, when I turned up at the classroom, first there. I
don’t know why that seemed so strange to him because I was usually
first there, but he generally greeted me like that. He was in a
mood already which told me that the day was not going to be a good
one.

I was just in time to see Claire and Shannon walk in and give
me a dirty smile. They were part of a small gang, there were only
three of them, who had somehow managed to end up in each of my
classes except Art, which was probably why I liked it so much.
There’s at least one of them in each of my classes and their goal
in life is to make my life as unbearable as possible. I tried
telling the teachers about them, but they never listened. The
teachers never cared enough to actually look into it, so I was
stuck with them. Only my day dream prince charming could save me
from them and I didn’t see him anywhere, did you?

“Same clothes as yesterday, Angelina,” Claire said, holding
her nose as she walked past me to hand something to Mr. Holt.
Somehow they knew about how poor my family were even though I’d
never said anything, and of course I was wearing the same clothes,
it was the bloody school uniform.

“Did you even bother to wash?” Shannon asked, also holding her
nose. “Sir, do we need to see next to Angelina, she smells.” Mr.
Holt gave me a look and then turned to the pair of them. He liked
them at the front of the class too, for the same reason as me. He
thought that left alone, they would not work and would just chatter
amongst themselves. Which was true for them, but unless I started
talking to myself, not true of me.

“Perhaps, just this once you can be trusted to sit a few rows
back, but I will be watching you,” he said, giving them a small
smile and me a look of death. This was why life is unfair, people
don’t give the right people a chance. They give those chances to
people like Claire and Shannon, people who deserved to be treated
with scorn and abuse, not that I’m bitter or anything.

Maths was going all right, until I started to feel wet things
hitting me on the back of the head; spit balls from my fellow
classmates, namely Claire and Shannon, can we say mature? Also,
gross. I ignored them, not even giving them the satisfaction of
showing that I knew what they were doing. They could stay there
until break time, when I’d be able to lock myself in the year nine
toilets and pick each one out. They’d be dry by then too because
the thought of touching their spit was enough to make me want to
throw up. I sat through their form of torture until the bell rang,
signalling that it was time for Science. I waited until everyone
else had left the Maths class before heading that way
myself.

“Excuse me, Miss Harding,” Mr. Holt said, stopping me. “You
seem to have something caught in your hair.” He knew what it was,
he knew who had done it and he found it funny. Teachers were
supposed to be impartial not bloody join in! I said nothing and
headed to Science.

The worst thing about Science was that it was yet another
class I shared with Claire and Shannon, who I sometimes thought
were in competition with my sisters to make me the most miserable
fourteen year old on the planet. Not that they were succeeding, I
still have the promise of friends on the internet when my CD
arrived, which should be any day now. I just had to hope that it
arrived before I left for school. Usually, the postman did and that
meant I could hide it in my room to stop my sisters getting hold of
it.

We were all working in assigned teams working on circuits, we
had to set up a direct circuit which wasn’t hard, and was something
I could do quite well on my own. Yet once again, Miss Fangdale,
didn’t trust me to do it at all and had put me in a group with the
clever kids, who knew as much as I did. We had our circuit up and
running before most of the class. Claire was in a different group
than Shannon, but still they managed to convince the whole of their
groups to continue flinging things into my hair, mostly the little
light bulbs that we were using to prove the circuit worked. Of
course, Miss Fangdale remained totally oblivious to the whole
thing. I often wondered if that was because the teachers truly
believed I deserved the punishments set out by my fellow pupils. Or
if they thought I’d brought it on my self by being so introverted
and not making friends. There was also the possibility they just
ignored it because not ignoring it would mean more paperwork for
them. To be honest, it had gone on so long, I’d given up caring. I
dreamed of escaping this hell hole one day, but as the law states,
I still had to do two more years, at least, before I could be out
of Derwent Secondary School for good. Although not out of Keswick,
but that I could work on.

Break time couldn’t have come quick enough as far as I was
concerned. I was near tears after being so mistreated by my fellow
pupils and the teachers. I was damn near furious that they were
still allowed to get away with it. One day I would get my revenge
on them all. I would and they wouldn’t see it coming either. I
headed to the year nine toilets, locked myself in a stall and
starting to pull the dry spit balls out of my hair and dump them in
the toilet so I could flush them away. I barely made a sound so of
course when Claire, Shannon and their friend Rosie came in, they
didn’t know I was there, but I knew who they were, I knew those
voices a mile away.

“Did you hear what Mr. Holt said to her after Maths?” Shannon
asked, almost laughing as she spoke. “He said she had something in
her hair. The old git knew what we’d done and did nothing about it.
He must hate her as much as we do.” Oh joy, once again I am the
topic of conversation in the toilets. Would they EVER get bored of
me?

“And Miss Fangdale didn’t even pay attention when we threw
light bulbs at her in Science,” Claire added. “Who’s got her next?”
As if I was some kind of baby that needed watching. No, I wasn’t
that, I was the person they’d look back on at our ten year reunion
and feel bad for all they did to me, while really never really
regretting it at all. Revenge, I muttered to myself, I’ll get
revenge. That’s what kept me going most days.

“I do, I’ve got French next and Miss Council Estate is in my
class,” Shannon spoke up, giggling at the cleverness of my new
nickname. “Mrs. Carignure barely lets us get away with anything
though, so I’ll probably have to leave her alone for the hour.” She
sounded disappointed. I wasn’t, an hour of freedom, a reprieve at
the last minute. This was not the way my life was supposed to
be.

“I have her for tutor and Geography, but she’s got Art today
which means we won’t be able to keep track on her all day,” Rosie
said, sounding almost gleeful that she could torture me at some
point during the day. Bitch. The lot of them were, and I would have
my revenge. It would just take me some time to plan and put it into
action. Maybe my new internet friends would be able to help me come
up with ideas. I prayed silently that the CD would arrive tomorrow.
I was barely holding it together anymore. I needed some social
interaction with someone who actually liked me, if that was even
physically possible.

I was in French by the time the bell rang, my hair clean of
spit balls and Mrs Carignure had already smiled at me for being
early. She didn’t make me sit at the front, so I had my own one
person table at the back of the room, from which I rarely spoke up,
unless a direct question was asked. If my mum was actually
interested in my yearly report, she’d see that apart from the fact
that most of my teachers hated me, I did well in all my subjects
and handed my homework in on time. I behaved well in class and the
only times I spoke up was when I was asked to. I just failed at
group work because pretty much every pupil in year nine hated me. I
hadn’t bothered to risk it with the other year groups, fearing I’d
get the same response.

So, French passed quickly and without problem, and turned into
lunch, which I ate alone in the cafeteria. I had learnt to eat my
school dinner fast, before it could be contaminated by one of my
many “friends”. Today was no different, Rosie was waiting for me
when I got to my table and spat in my food, several times. So, once
again I was to go hungry until dinner time, if there was any food
worth cooking in the house, but I’m sure I had something in my
bedroom I could cook for dinner. I’d think about that when I got
home.

I spent lunchtime in the library, my only sanctuary in the
whole school. Claire, Shannon and Rosie wouldn’t be seen dead in
the library so I was safe from them, and for some reason the rest
of the year nine students in the library at lunch time just left me
alone. So I worked on some English homework and then, with thirty
minutes still left of the lunch hour I worked on my art piece,
which I kept with me at all times. I was scared to leave it in the
studio because my last piece had been vandalised, though the people
who did it were never caught. Mr. Cranworth, my art teacher was the
only teacher in the school that didn’t tar me with the same brush
as my sisters. He saw my talent and nurtured it, probably why I
loved his classes so much as well as the fact that they were bully
free. Without one of the three to start it, the other people left
me alone to get on with my work.

I was so immersed in drawing that I didn’t notice the time and
was nearly late to Tutor, which would have earned me a look of
death and most likely a detention, since my tutor loved to hand
them out. It was all to do with the fact that he was called Mr.
Dalling, which sounded too much like ‘Darling’, and in year seven
when we’d first been introduced, more than one of us had said Mr.
Darling by mistake. He didn’t see the funny side and had been
punishing us ever since.

I sat through the register, only speaking when my name was
called. I sat quietly through the notices and announcements and
everything that was dealt with during tutor period, and then the
bell rang again and I was able to head to my other safe haven, the
art studio. Neither Claire, nor Shannon, nor Rosie shared my art
class, which meant I could paint, draw, mould, or whatever in peace
and everyone just left me alone, probably because Mr. Cranworth
wouldn’t have put up with any kind of bullying in his
class.

The hour passed all too quickly for my liking and soon I was
headed for the last lesson of the day, Geography. Miss Somerfield,
a young newly trained teacher got us through the hour by giving us
things from the book to do while she marked other work. She paid no
attention to us as long as we kept the noise down to a dull roar
and it was open season on me. More spit balls landed in my hair, on
my desk, in my text books. Names were called across the classroom
that I see no need to repeat, and threats too and all the time Miss
Somerfield sat with her back to us, marking her books for another
class. I guess you could say that a part of my spirit broke in that
lesson because after fourteen years of it I had had enough. I would
get my revenge, but from a distance because the second I had
somewhere to go, I was outta here.


~FOUR~

​ Zack

It was Scott that woke me up for once, not my alarm. It wasn’t
unusually early, so I knew that it wasn’t an emergency of some
kind, and it wasn’t late so I knew I hadn’t slept through my
alarm.

“What’s up, Scott?” I asked.

“Mum was making breakfast for Sally and Josie, but then she
got a call from her boss about a breakfast meeting and is getting
ready to leave. She wants you to get up and finish everything off
for her,” Scott told me.

“Right, I’m up.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“Because if I go down there and tell her you’re awake and you
fall back to sleep, it’s me that’s gonna get in
trouble.”

“I’m awake, now bugger off and I’ll get out of bed. Tell Mum
I’ll be down in five minutes tops.” Scott disappeared out of the
room and although I was tempted to lie back and close my eyes for a
few seconds I knew if I did, I would fall back to sleep and then
I’d really be in for it.

I got up and pulled on yesterday’s uniform, I’d only worm it
once so it would do for another day. Stopping at the bathroom, I
quickly gave myself a wash and headed downstairs, pulling a comb
through my hair as I went.

“Right, panic over, I’m here, you can go now, Mum,” I said, as
I headed into the kitchen. She was putting her make up on over the
sink, whilst Josie and Sally sat at the kitchen table waiting for
their breakfast. Normally, I slept in while Mum dealt with their
breakfast and sat them in front of Lazy Town before she went to
work. Generally, I was up and about before she left, but
occasionally she had to get me up, because Dad had already left and
Tim was sleeping because he’d gotten in from work so late. I think
he was having a late start today or something. Whatever it was, it
was left to me to get the girls their breakfast and leave them to
entertain themselves as I got my brothers up and ready for school.
All I can say is thank God for Nick Jr with its early morning
programming that kept both my sisters out of trouble, while I ran
round the house making sure everyone washed, had uniform and their
bags and P.E. kit as needed. It was Tuesday so the girls both had
swimming lessons, but Mum already had their bags ready so I didn’t
have to worry about that.

“Sorry to have you up so early, Zack, but I have to get to
this meeting,” Mum said, giving me a kiss on the cheek as she
grabbed her stuff and headed towards the door. “Their swimming
stuff is on the side, breakfast before TV. Thanks again Zack, I’ll
be in late tonight so you’ll have to do dinner. Love you all!” With
that, she disappeared out the door and a few minutes later we could
hear her car start up and she was off.

I looked over to my sisters who were looking at me
expectantly. “So, who wants what?” I asked, opening the cereal
cupboard. We had a large selection of breakfast cereals because
with eight of us in the house, no one shared the same
tastes.

“I want Cheerios,” Sally said. I pulled out a bowl and poured
her a bowl of Cheerios, poured a small amount of milk on them, put
a spoon in the bowl and placed it in from of Sally, who immediately
started eating them.
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