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Polly’s life will never be the same again...

Growing up poor in Liverpool without her parents Polly always believed her life would   

never change until one day she is rescued from a life in care and sent to live in Ireland. 

after her mysterious uncle Craig pays for her to go to Angelsfields an all-girls 

private school there she meets best friends Stacey and Romina.

Together they navigate their way through school, relationships and life.
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​​​Polly & Stacey
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It was a dull grey summer afternoon as Stacey and her family walked along the streets 

of Dublin in a quiet part of town she couldn’t wait to explore her new home.

A troupe of Irish dancers passed them by ‘good day’ one of them said 'hello’ Andy said.

He was her uncle her dad’s identical twin brother both were 5ft 5ins. 

Almost bald with green eyes Andy was the more outgoing of them and slightly slimmer. 

Stacey was happy she’d moved to Ireland from Essex with her family. 

As well as her dad there was her Aunt Wendy she was a hairdresser she’d had her own salon. 

Since she’d left school and was looking to open one in Dublin as soon as they were settled. 

With her husband Simon Stacey liked him he was ten years younger than Wendy.

She thought they made a good couple they’d just had a baby Emily her cousin a few weeks old. 

‘I’m going to like it here’ ‘so am I’ Wendy agreed ‘it’s cold’ she said​ as the wind blew her hair. 

It was the beginning of August they crossed the bridge underneath the river reflected 

in the light it had begun to rain as showers began to fall from the sky. 

They all took refuge at a nearby café quickly a young assistant began collecting chairs

from outside the rain fell from an overhead canopy they went inside.

As they entered there was every type of tea and coffee Stacey ordered her favourite drink.

A strawberry milkshake the waitress arrived with refreshments. 

‘This is nice’ Andy said taking a sip of coffee ‘shame about the rain’ Wendy said 

as she played with Emily Stacey looked out the window ‘I quite like it’.

She watched the Irish dancers chatting outside Stacey hoped she’d make friends now 

that she was in a different country Stacey ate her carrot cake sipping her milkshake. 

It tasted delicious 'can we go shopping?’ Stacey asked ‘course you can’ Wendy said.

After they left the café it was still raining they descended for the clothes shops.

Andy gave them a look 'ten minutes’ 'thankyou uncle Andy’.

‘If you’re really lucky I might even buy you something’ Stacey went to look around.

As she spied some teenage girls chatting testing out perfumes​ she hoped she’d 

make friends at her new school especially as a British girl now living in Ireland.

Stacey looked around in the lingerie section 'seen anything you like?’ Wendy asked

‘This bra’ it was pale pink with white lace Stacey thought it was nice. 

‘I didn’t know you were wearing bras’s already’ ‘well dad I am nearly thirteen you know’.

‘I bet you don’t have anything to fill it with’ ‘you’d be surprised girls these days’ Wendy said.

‘And besides I think there’s nothing wrong with getting a bra fitting as long as you don’t get 

too much attention from boys’ ‘no dad says I’m not allowed to have a boyfriend’.

‘Till I’m sixteen he wants me to concentrate on my homework' 'I don’t mind though’.

‘Who needs a boyfriend when I’ve got you’ Stacey put her arms round her dad.

‘You’ll change your mind in a year or two' ‘you’re probably right I don’t need a boyfriend'. 

'I don’t want a broken heart’ ‘Stacey you don’t have to have a boyfriend'. 

'I was sixteen when I first had my first girlfriend’ ‘I promise I won’t have one till I’m sixteen’. 

Polly looked forward to another rainy August day inside the house she could have gone 

Into town​ but decided it was pointless as she didn’t have any money left.

She’d been living there for three weeks. and was missing Liverpool already 

because she hadn’t started school yet and didn’t know anyone. 

When her uncle Craig had sent for her she’d been excited about moving to Ireland. 

Now she was bored of being inside the house all day with nothing to do. 

Most mornings she would sit and chat with the maids but as nice as they were 

they were in their sixties Polly longed to have someone of her own age to chat to. 

Back in Liverpool she had a best friend Jamie and her gran who’d looked after her 

when she could she’d always learned to survive on her own from an early age.

She’d had to look after herself from the age of five she’d grown up in care. 

When she had been invited to move to Dublin she couldn’t believe her luck. 

Polly had been told her uncle who she had never met would pay for her to have 

a private school education she remembered the first time she saw the house. 

It was a mansion she’d been told he was rich having a life like she’d had it was the 

opportunity of a lifetime​ to have a fresh start go to a good school.

What she really longed for was a proper family who would love and care for her.

Polly knew her dad was coming to get her she couldn’t wait to see him again.

Polly knew she’d have to wait a week or two but it would be worth it she couldn’t wait 

to start school she looked out on to the gardens the acres of land she felt lonely.

Her uncle Craig spent his days in his office on the top floor.

Whatever he was doing must have been important occasionally he asked her to help him 

she’d count papers most of the time he didn’t say a word to her. 

For all she knew he might not have even been her real uncle she couldn’t see any 

resemblance that they could be related she hoped not he seemed grumpy.

She had lost weight the only food they offered a variety of orange and green soups that 

didn't look very appetizing Polly would go into town and buy herself sandwiches.

Then eat them in her room another passion of hers was reading secretly Polly 

was a bright girl she just didn’t know it yet reading helped her to pass the time. 

​And Uncle Craig’s library was fantastic she would sit on bean bags and read for hours 

not realising the time it helped her forget her troubles. 

Stacey was getting ready to go out after school she went to her room putting down her 

school bag checking her appearance in the mirror she looked ok.

Her dark brown hair was tied up in a ponytail she had on a light blue shirt unbuttoned at 

the top and a black short skirt black tights and two and a half inch black school shoes.

Why was she so skinny? she thought she couldn’t put on weight no matter how hard she 

tried she ate chocolate crisps and fizzy drinks all the stuff teenagers usually ate and drank.

Her dad had been the same at her age fast metabolism until he hit thirty Stacey 

was a perfect size eight she would loved to have been a ten or even a twelve.

She was glad she’d moved to Ireland Stacey went downstairs to the kitchen.

To get a drink her dad was making a hot chocolate Stacey took a seat at the table.

Next to him 'so are you glad you moved to Ireland?’ ‘yeah I am I think I’m going to like it’.

'It’ll be a great place for Emily to grow up’​ ‘I know dad I can babysit for them’ ‘course’.

‘Earn yourself some pocket money Wendy will be grateful for the offer’.

‘That’s what I thought’ Stacey agreed she enjoyed her one on one chats with her dad.

‘We’d better be off now’ her dad said grabbing his keys she followed him they arrived 

at a pub they found Wendy and Simon and her gran Annie they were at the bar relaxing.

With a few drinks ‘hello Stace’ Wendy said ‘go wait over there I’ll get you a coke’ ‘ok dad’.

She sat down in a quieter part of the pub she looked around everyone was chatting 

to someone Stacey felt alone it had been her first day at St Luke's. 

An ordinary secondary school she didn’t know anyone yet she’d chatted to a boy called 

Jonathan in her Science class Stacey looked outside the sun was setting. 

On the streets of Dublin Polly looked out from the balcony for once it wasn’t raining.

But the sky was cloudy she lit a cigarette ‘Polly what do you think you’re doing young lady!’.

It was one of the maids ‘nothing’ ‘are you smoking again? that’s the second time 

I’ve caught you' ‘I’m sorry it won’t happen again’ ‘it better not!’.

‘You’re uncle Craig wouldn’t be too happy to hear of you smoking in this house!'. 

​'Don’t let me catch you again! if you’ve any sense you’ll pack it in a girl you’re age filling

her lungs with smoke!’ Polly had been smoking for two years since she was eleven.

She knew it was bad for her having asthma. 

However hard she tried she couldn’t give it up as soon as Ella was out of sight she took 

a drag on the cigarette as Polly looked out on to the garden she noticed a man.

Making his way to the house she wondered who it could be? he was wearing a long blue 

coat and a blue hat as he got closer she knew who it was ‘dad!’ she called happy.

‘Hi darling’ ‘dad! where have you been! I thought you’d never come! about bloody time!’. 

Polly was excited her dad had come to get her ‘I know I’m a bit late but it’s taken us a while

getting settled in I’m here now’ ‘I didn’t recognise you with that hat on’. 

‘Come down’ ‘I’m coming!’ Polly ran downstairs as she ran towards him.

‘Now I can see your face properly dad I’ve missed you it’s been ages since I saw you’. 

‘I missed you too Susie’ ‘give us a minute I just need to put out this fag’.

'Please tell me you don’t smoke me and Wendy don’t smoke’ ‘I’ll smoke outside’. 

‘I’d rather you didn’t’ ‘I’ll give up' 'have you moved in now?’ ‘yes we have’.

​‘It’s a really nice house it’s got three bedrooms' ‘I can’t wait to meet my half-sister’.

‘Maybe I can babysit I have lots of experience you know growing up in care’. 

‘That’ll be great if we need a night off I can’t wait for you to meet Wendy’.

‘What’s she like?‘ 'oh she’s lovely I’m sure you two will get along well’ ‘I hope so’.

‘After all she’s gonna be my step-mum’ ‘I know you’ll get along well and there’s Stacey’.

‘Wendy’s niece her brother Paul’s daughter you’ll be cousins by marriage she’s thirteen

in a few weeks time she’s started at St Luke’s school’ ‘I’ve not heard of it’. 

'She’s a nice girl I know you’re going to different schools but since we’re family'. 

'It’ll be nice for you to get to know each other being the same age you’d better go’.

‘Get you’re suitcases packed’ ‘they are kind of there’s not much to pack’.

‘Give me five minutes’ ‘I’ll wait here’ Polly rushed upstairs rummaging through her 

wardrobe and chest of drawers she didn’t have much.

Her whole life she’d lived in hand me downs and stuff from charity and discount shops. 

She had very little possessions of her own she’d asked uncle Craig for money he’d refused. 

​Saying there were better things to spend your money on than clothes. 

Polly quickly packed a few things and a make-up bag some random items.

Make-up and a washbag it was all she had. 

All her life she had moved from one house to another every two years she was used to it. 

But hated moving around every time she got settled at a house she’d be told she had to 

leave this time it was different this time Polly knew she’d be staying for good.

She was happy now she was reunited with her dad she knocked on her uncle Craig’s

office door 'what is it?’ he asked ‘I’m going my dad’s come for me’ 'well that’s good’.

‘I hope you enjoyed you’re time here’ 'yes thanks’ she lied she couldn’t tell him the truth.

Otherwise he might not pay her education 'thanks for looking after me’. 

'It’s quite alright Susan I’m sure your dad will look after you is he downstairs?’ 'yeah’.

‘He’s not staying we’re going home’ ‘good I’m a busy man’.

'Don’t you wanna go and meet him?’ ‘I’m too busy I’m sure he’s nice enough'. 

'I’m not in the habit of engaging with strangers’ 'it’ll take five minutes’ ‘Susan’.

‘You heard what I sai​d I wish you a fond farewell I’m sure you’ll be happy with your father’.

‘Yes I will' ‘I hope you enjoy Angelsfields it’s a good school’ 'they might ask me to leave’. 

‘Why would they?’ 'because I’m working class I’m not like them I’m not from a 

privileged background’ ‘why should that matter you’re a bright girl’.

‘I’m sure you’ll do well they wouldn’t just let anyone into the school’ she knew he was lying. 

And she was only getting in because of his money ‘I’d better be going dad’s waiting thanks 

for all you’ve done’  ‘Susan’ ‘yes’ 'you’re mother she was a good person despite her faults’.

‘She wanted the best for you she loved you remember that’ 'yeah I know she did’.

‘Bye Susan’ ‘goodbye uncle Craig’ she said as Polly shut the door behind her she didn’t find 

him that friendly and was glad to be leaving she was starting a new life with her dad.

Polly walked down the stairs looking at all the paintings on the wall she opened the

front door ‘one bag is that all?’ ‘I travel light oh dad these are the maids’.

‘Ella, Judy and Gillie this is my dad’ 'hello’ Ella said greeting him. 

​As she smiled obviously surprised at how young he was twenty seven. 

He’d only been fourteen when she was born her parents both teenagers.

'We’d better be going now it’s nice meeting you’ ‘take care Polly’.

‘Don’t forget to come back and visit won’t be the same without you’ ‘I will’. 

'Bye everyone’ she waved as they walked to the car Polly was glad to have left

the atmosphere of the house it was so cold she hated it.

And didn’t understand how anyone could live in a house like that. 

Polly was happy to be reunited with her dad at last. 

And she couldn’t wait to meet Wendy and for them to be a proper family 

it would be great they’d get along well she was sure they would.

That evening they got home in time for tea which Polly was happy about. 

As she put down her bag as she looked around the kitchen 'dad this is really nice’.

‘I think I’m gonna be happy here’ ‘I hope so we’ve got you’re room made up’.

She ran up the stairs ‘which one?’ 'the one on the right’. 

'With the yellow and blue checked curtains’ 'yes’ ‘it’s well nice!’ ‘I’m glad you like it’. 

‘I love it I’m coming down to get a drink can I have something to eat?’. 

​‘They obviously didn’t feed you properly you’ve lost weight’ ‘I know’.

‘I’ve lost loads of weight’ ‘we’ll just have to fatten you up again’ 'that’ll be good’.

‘Before I was complaining I was too fat now I’m too thin I’ll put weight on in a few weeks'. 

‘I’ll cook us something nice for tonight in the meantime I’ll put you in a vegetable lasagne’. 

Her dad switched on the microwave she was happy proper food at last her dad was the best. 

'I can’t wait to meet Wendy’ 'she should be getting in quarter to six tonight'. 

'In the meantime we’ll go into town get you some new clothes’ ‘thanks dad!’. 

'Uncle Craig wouldn’t buy me any the tight bastard!’ ‘ you need some by the looks of it’.

‘I know I’m so happy I never have to move again not till I leave school love you’.

‘Love you too Susie’ Polly was glad to be back living with her dad not just the occasional 

visit when it was the school holidays. 

That evening at nearly six Wendy came home she had a shopping bag. 

‘Something for dinner Cod Mornae with carrots and chips’ ‘Wendy this is Polly’.

Simon said introducing them ‘hello I’m Wendy’ 'hiya’. ‘how are you?’ ‘good thanks’.

‘Dad showed me my room’​ ‘pleased to meet you at last’ ‘you too’ Polly said.

She thought Wendy seemed nice she had curly ginger hair. 

Green eyes and was pretty she seemed caring kind and confident wearing a navy blue suit. 

She looked smart and professional 'I had a meeting today that’s why I’m dressed like this’.

‘I think you look nice' ‘thankyou Polly'. 

'I want you to know even though I’m going to be your step-mum I would never try 

and take your mum’s place maybe we can be friends’ ‘I’d like that and it’s alright‘.

‘We were never that close I never saw that much of her' ‘I’m sorry to hear that’.

‘I saw more of my gran' 'if it’s any constellation I was never close to my mum'. 

'I want you to know this is your home now and we’re glad you like your new room’. 

‘Well after living in practically a castle for the last three weeks'. 

'I’ve gotten used to a higher standard of living’ Polly joked 'it’s a really nice house’.

‘I’m glad you like it right let’s eat dinner’ 'is it ready?’ Polly asked ‘in a minute’.

‘I hope you like what I’ve cooked’ 'oh I’ll eat most things well almost anything'. 

'I’m not usually this slim I lived on nothing at uncle Craig’s just soup’ ‘oh well that’s no good’

Wendy said​ sounding concerned ‘you need a proper meal inside of you don’t worry’.

‘I’ll cook you something’ Wendy could immediately feel that Polly needed looking after. 

Ten minutes later dinner was ready as they all sat down for tea the three of them 

A proper family Polly smiled Sitting down to a family meal with her dad and new step-mum. 

Having beans on toast with her gran just wasn’t the same and her mum had only ever eaten 

fish and chips or chinese takeaways as she was usually too drunk to make tea.

Now she was part of a real family at last one who would take care of her.

Things were looking up the following morning was a Sunday. 

And the two of them decided to pay a visit to Paul and Stacey so they could meet Polly. 

Who was looking forward to it Stacey and her dad waited patiently for them to arrive 

they stood in the kitchen wondering where they’d got to.

Stacey hoped they would get on well 'their a bit late’ Paul said. 

Looking at the clock on the kitchen wall it was a Sunday they soon heard a knock 

at the door it was them Paul opened not knowing what to expect as he opened.

Wendy and Simon were standing there​ behind them was Polly she was wearing 

A light blue denim jacket and matching mini skirt and white trainers.

Polly had wavy golden blonde hair worn up in a ponytail. 

Stacey thought she reminded her of a skipper doll without the tan they made their way 

inside the house. 

Stacey also thought Polly looked like one of those kids from a council estate.

‘This is my daughter Polly’ Simon said as Stacey smiled ‘hiya’ Polly said.

Speaking in a strong scouse accent great Stacey thought. 

If they did have a conversation she wouldn’t be able to understand a word she said.

‘Hello I’m Paul this is Stacey I’m sure you’ll get to know each other well’ 'tea anyone?’.

‘Love one’ Simon said ‘sit down Polly’ they sat on the sofa Stacey didn’t know what to say 

despite first appearances Polly seemed nervous she was short like Stacey ‘drink Polly?’.

Paul asked ‘yes please’ ‘squash’ ‘yes thanks’ she was bubbly Stacey thought Paul returned. 

​‘So Polly what’s this school like then Angelsfields?’. 

‘Well I’ve only been there a week we have a laugh it’s a good school no bullying or drugs’.

‘Or ought like that it’s not allowed not like other schools'. 

‘Well Stacey’s started at St Luke's she would probably have done well at a school like that'. 

'She’s a straight A student’ ‘you never know I mean you could find out about getting in’.

‘I never thought of that’ ‘I’ve no idea what they thought of me gobby northerner and all 

that' 'I’m alright now mind if I ave a smoke outside?’ Paul looked shocked so did Stacey.

‘Go ahead’ ‘thanks’ ‘I’m sorry I’ve only just found out she smokes’ Simon said ‘it’s ok’. 

The adults started chatting she decided to go outside and join Polly who lit a cigarette.

It took several attempts as it was such a windy day ‘bit stressed this time of year’.

‘Why’s that?’ Stacey asked ‘starting a new term'. 

'New school the usual’ Stacey didn’t smoke she wouldn’t even have considered it.

Even if she wanted to her dad would never allow it Polly seemed down to earth 

but not her cup of tea ‘oh I’m Polly’ ‘I know you said’ ‘well my real name’s Susan-Marie'. 

​'Well if it’s good enough for Elton John it’s good enough for me’ ‘I’m Stacey’.

‘That’s a pretty name it’s lovely you’re so lucky I get stuck with bloody Susan never mind’.

‘By the way if I talk too much just tell me and I’ll shut up alright so tell me about yourself’.

‘Where are you from?’ ‘my family’s from Essex it’s near London but gran’s from here’.

Stacey explained 'and you can guess where I’m from scouser born and bred proud 

northerner when I leave school I’m going back when I’m sixteen’. 

‘Wendy’s nice isn’t she she’s gonna be my new step-mum it’s gonna be great’ ‘yeah’.

‘She’s nice just think a new mum she must be the coolest Aunty in the world’.

‘She’s more than that she’s like a mum to me' ‘course I mean...’.

'If you think you’re gonna just take her away from me!’ Stacey sounded upset and angry. 

Polly was taken aback she was only making conversation.

‘Right Polly we’d better be off’ Simon called to her she put out her cigarette ‘I’m sorry'. 

'I didn’t mean anything by it see you round’ ‘yeah ok’. 

Stacey was glad she was going what right did she have?.

To come and take Wendy away from her the woman who’d brought her up who she’d 

always thought of as a mother​ was going to be a step-mum to Polly Stacey was upset.

At the thought of it she knew she and Polly wouldn’t get along ‘what did you think of Polly?’.

Her dad asked ‘she was ok’ Stacey said ‘I think you two will get along very well don’t you’. 

The following afternoon Stacey returned from town after school to find Simon at the house.

In his dressing gown ‘sorry showers not working we’re having one put in tomorrow’.

‘So I’m using yours' 'Polly’s here you’re dad invited us round thought it would give you

two the chance to get to know each other ‘right oh great!’. 

Stacey muttered to herself this was all she needed she’d taken an instant dislike to Polly. 

As she opened her bedroom door she was sat there on her bed ‘Polly’ ‘hiya’.

‘This is my bedroom as you can see it’s nothing special’ ‘do you have a toilet I can use?’.

'Just over there’ ‘great back soon’ Stacey was angry what right did Polly have to come 

into her bedroom make herself at home what if she’d stolen something.

Anything was possible if she smoked maybe she drank took drugs or shoplifted. 

Polly soon returned 'you better not have touched anything in my room!’ ‘I haven’t’.

‘Why would I?’ ‘I bet you’ve been sneaking around while I’m not here’. 

​‘I haven’t touched ought alright! you don’t ave to worry there!’ ‘good’.

‘Cause this isn’t your bedroom!’ Polly was upset and hurt that Stacey didn’t want to be 

her friend or get to know her she wondered what she had done wrong.

Why did she hate her? Polly ventured downstairs to the living room ‘how are you?’.

Paul asked her ‘I’m good you?’ ‘great’ ‘how are you two getting on up there?’ her dad asked.

'Alright dad’ ‘well we’d better be going you’ll have to come round again soon’ Paul said.

‘Bye’ Polly said she liked Stacey’s dad he seemed nice 'so are you and Stacey getting to know 

each other' ‘yeah’ Polly found that hard to believe the way she had talked to her.

‘You two not getting on?’ ‘I don’t think she likes me much’ 'what makes you say that?’.

‘I think she thinks I’m too common’ ‘I’ve known Stacey for three years when I moved to 

Essex once you get to know each other I’m sure you’ll be the best of friends’.

Polly wasn’t so sure that she wanted to be Stacey’s friend. 

The next day they returned to her house​ the shower would be fitted the day after.

She didn’t really want to go but thought she could try again. 

Getting to know Stacey Wendy was with them this time.

‘Why don’t you go upstairs see Stace’ Paul suggested ‘alright’.

Polly made her way up the stairs reluctantly after all they were now family ‘hi’ Polly said.

‘How can you!’  Stacey said angry ‘how can I what?’ ‘you and Wendy you’re new mum!'. 

'I saw her with you’ ‘we’re just chatting getting to know each other’. 

‘I understand you want a new mum’ ‘no you don’t know anything about me!’.

‘I want us to be friends!’ ‘friends! first you try and steal Wendy off me now you want 

to be my friend really! before you came along my life was just fine and here you are’.

‘Come to ruin it!’ ‘I haven’t I came here to be with my dad I came to start a new life’.

‘With my family’ ‘their not your family! I bet I know your dad better than you!'.

'If you must know my mum died of a heroin overdose'. 

'What’s wrong with me having a new mum or step-mum’ ‘you’re so common!’.

‘You’re a stuck up cow!’ ‘at least my family wanted me!’ ‘don’t start on me’.

‘You know nothing about me!’ Polly had heard enough she had done all she could.

To be friends with Stacey​ who was angry at Polly how dare she take away the people 

closest to her Polly chatted to Wendy downstairs as Stacey came down.

She tried to stay out of her way that evening they returned home Polly felt upset unwanted. 

Reminded that she wasn’t good enough because she’d always been poor and had no mother. 

She was glad to be home ‘Susie you’re quiet’ her dad said as he opened the front door ‘yeah’.

‘I want to go to my room’ 'what’s wrong?’ she cried she couldn’t help it. 

Polly felt upset by Stacey’s comments ‘Susie come here tell me what’s wrong?’.

They sat on the sofa ‘Stacey doesn’t want to be my friend because she says I’m taking 

Wendy away from her’ ‘are you sure? it doesn’t sound like Stacey?’ ‘it’s true’.

‘She says I’m trying to steal Wendy away from her'. 

'And she accused me of taking stuff from her bedroom said I was common I tried to make 

friends with her I don’t want to now’ ‘Susie it’s ok’ Simon handed her a tissue.

‘I just want to be accepted I always felt like I wasn’t good enough like other kids’.

‘Not having a family’ ‘I can’t believe Stacey would say that I’m sorry she must be jealous’.

Wendy said​ ‘I want you to know you’re part of our family now’. 

‘I don’t know’ ‘you are I’ll make sure Stacey apologises’ ‘I’d rather not speak to her’.

‘I’ll sort it I promise and she had no right to say you were common’. 

‘So what if you’re from a working class background I am I was poor I was homeless 

at fifteen for a while I even left school a year early I never got on with my mum’.

‘I felt like I didn’t have a mum I know how you feel’ ‘thanks’.

‘Listen how about on Fridays after school and Saturday if you want you can help out 

at my Salon washing hair and sweeping up if you want’.

‘You said how you wanted to be a hairdresser when you leave school’. 

'I’d like that’ 'you can just do like three hours and then more if you like’ ‘I’d really like that’. 

‘I promise you’re part of the family now ok’ ‘yeah’. 

Polly felt better Wendy liked her after all things would be ok she told herself. 

That Friday evening after school Stacey went to visit Wendy at her salon it had only been 

open for two weeks but was already doing good business as she stepped inside.

It was busy with customers Stacey spied Wendy ‘hi Stace this is Mrs Ecclestone’.

‘She works as a drama teacher at Angelsfields​ you know the school Polly goes to’.

‘It’s private I told her all about you being a straight A student'. 

'How you work really hard’ 'shame you’re not a student there I’m sure you’d do well'. 

'Just the type of student we’re looking for I mean we’re full up but we do occasionally 

make exceptions’ ‘dad couldn’t afford the fees besides I’m too late starting it’s half term’.

‘We’re in October now’ 'you could always apply for a grant’ ‘I’m not sure’.

'All the girls are probably from rich families’ ‘not Polly though’ Wendy said.

‘She’s got a rich uncle’ ‘money’s not always that important if you have good grades’.

‘And are prepared to work hard what do you say Stace? we can always apply’ Wendy said.

‘It’s ok I appreciate what you’re saying but as you said you’re full up and I wouldn’t want 

the family to go bankrupt because of me’ Stacey noticed Polly washing someone’s hair. 

‘Does Polly work here?’ ‘yes she started recently she does Friday evenings’.

‘And Saturday afternoon we’re in need of girls to wash hair and sweep up'. 

'Fancy working here?’ ‘maybe’ Mrs Ecclestone went to pay ‘well think about it Stacey’.

‘I will thanks’ ‘bye’​ she waved ‘I heard what you said to Polly it wasn’t very nice’.

‘She was trying to be your friend she’s a nice girl and what she’s been through’.

‘She’s been in care since she was five her mum died of a drugs overdose she never had 

a family and I am not going to deny her the chance to have one with me and Simon’.

‘But it doesn’t mean I don’t love you you know how special you are to me'. 

'You're like my daughter but I won’t excuse you’re behaviour’ ‘I’m sorry for what I said’.

‘I was jealous’ ‘I know’ ‘Polly was crying because of what you said’. 

'I didn’t mean what I said it just came out’ 'please have sympathy for her’.

‘And what she’s been through you don’t have to be her best friend but we’re all family now’.

‘I want everyone to get along I know she’s a bit talkative it’s not like you to be so nasty’.

‘I feel bad for what I said' 'I’ll apologise for what I said the other day’.

'Sounds like a very good idea’ Stacey went to see Polly who was busy washing hair.

'What do you want?’ Polly asked ‘I’ve come to say sorry about the other day I feel terrible'. 

‘If you can’t be nice I’m not interested!’ ‘please Polly I am sorry can we talk?’.

‘I want to make it up to you'​ ‘Wendy’ 'have a break’ the two girls made their way outside.

‘I wanted to say I’m sorry’ 'I was only trying to be your friend I wasn’t trying to steal 

Wendy off you’ ‘I know you weren’t I got jealous it’s just... I don’t have a mum’.

‘She left when I was a child' ‘like me then my mum wasn’t around much either’. 

'Do you forgive me?’ ‘of course' 'I’d better be going now I’ve got homework to do’.

‘I’ll see you round’ Stacey waved as Polly went back inside the salon she was happy.

They’d made it up that evening Paul announced they were having a family meeting.

Stacey wondered why 'what’s going on dad?’  ‘I’ll let Andy explain’.

'Stace when you were born I set up a trust fund for you to have when you turn eighteen'. 

'A couple of thousand pounds I know how much you want to go to Angelsfields’.

‘So if you want’ ‘I’ll pay for you to go there’ Stacey was in shock.

​
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The chance to go to private school she couldn’t believe it. 

'So if you want I’ll pay for you’ ‘really!’ ‘yes’ 'but it’s too late to apply it’s October.

‘Well I know it’s late in the term but that teacher you met in the salon seemed impressed 

with you she said they’d make an exception you’re grades are good I’ve phoned the school’.

‘And their prepared to give you an interview’ Wendy said ‘what do you think dad?’.

‘I think you should go for it’ 'ok then I really want to more than anything'. 

'To make something of myself thanks uncle Andy I really hope I get in’ ‘you’re bound to’.

‘Andy’s right Stace they wouldn’t have given you an interview if they weren’t interested’.

‘It’s on Wednesday afternoon at two’ ‘I’ll be there’ Stacey was so happy on the day she chose 

to wear something smart to make a good impression she wore a black skirt and heels.

She had to get in she just had to Angelsfields had been going since 1952. 

It took girls aged eleven to sixteen Stacey knew how lucky she was to get an interview. 

And hoped they’d say she could go there​ she felt nervous even though she was with her 

dad and Wendy as they saw the headmistress Mrs McGowan. 

‘Well these reports are excellent Stacey if you’re willing to work hard for us’ ‘I am I will’.

‘I promise’ ‘then I’m pleased to tell you you’re in you have a place’ Stacey couldn’t believe it.

‘You can start on Monday’ ‘really?’ Stacey said excited 'yes how can I not I mean you’re a 

straight A student you seem very hardworking’ ‘I am’ ‘just what the school needs’.

‘I wouldn’t usually take someone this late in the term but with you I am willing to make 

an exception come with your suitcase and report to reception'. 

'Here on Monday at 3pm exactly I’ll get one of our students to show you round the rooms 

are very nice don’t worry about anything I’m sure you’ll have no problems settling in’.

‘It’s a good school most schools like this you can’t go home on weekends but here you can’.

‘And we have an evening out on Wednesdays to the theatre or cinema one of the more fun 

aspects to the school' 'sounds good' ‘and if you have any problems don’t hesitate to ask’.

‘Breakfast is between 8am and eight thirty the evening meal is at six in the dining room'. 

'You must attend unless you have a good excuse’​  'I understand' 'and just to go over some

school rules it goes without saying smoking, drugs and alcohol are strictly prohibited’.

‘If you are caught smoking or drinking you will be issued with a warning then a 

letter home to parents a third time is expulsion no questions asked'. 

'We have a strict three strikes and your out policy anyone caught with class A or B drugs

will be asked to leave no questions asked’ ‘Stacey doesn’t smoke or take drugs'. 

'I have to tell everyone about our school rules moving on we have many school activities'. 

'Which I’m sure you’ll take part in I’ll see you Monday and don’t worry about a thing’.

‘You’re going to love it here' Stacey couldn’t stop smiling she had a place there at one 

of the most prestigious schools in the area she looked over at a group of girls one stood out.

She was big around a size eighteen they looked over curious. 

‘How are you?’ the girl asked as her friends crowded round 'good’ ‘are you starting here?’.

'Monday' 'I'm Georgina' 'Stacey this is my dad and Aunt’ ‘are you English?’ 'yes'.

‘I’m sure I’ll see you next week bye’ ‘bye’ ‘she seemed nice’ her dad said ‘yeah’.

Stacey felt better as they arrived home they told Andy the good news ‘I’m in!’ she said.

‘Well done I can’t believe it I knew you’d get in​ I’m so proud of you you deserve it'.

This calls for a celebration dandelion and burdock’ 'my favourite'. 

‘I know I brought some specially this is worth it if you get a good education’ ‘thanks’.

Everyone was happy she was going to go to a private school get a good education. 

Stacey hoped she would make lots of friends that Monday afternoon she arrived at 

Angelsfields for 3pm she thought it was an odd time for her to arrive.

As she walked up to reception with her dad to announce her arrival she felt nervous

but excited Mrs McGowan was there to greet her ‘Stacey hello'. 

'I’m so glad you could make it’ ‘well this is the bit where I leave you I’ll see you Friday’.

‘Ok dad' 'I’ll miss you’ he gave her a kiss on the cheek as they hugged 'trust me I bet 

by the end of the week you won’t want to come home you’ll make lots of new friends’.

'See you soon’ ‘bye Stace’ she’d never been away from home ‘come this way'. 

'Leave your suitcases here later on we’ll take them to your room this is Romina'. 

'She’s going to show you round the school' Romina had thin long light brown hair clipped

at the back and wore glasses and had a pretty face Stacey thought. 

​She seemed studious ‘hello I’m Romina I’ll be showing you round’ ‘I’m Stacey’.

'It looks big the school but once you get to know it it doesn’t seem so big come with me’.

Stacey followed her keeping close by her side as she didn’t want to get lost they walked 

around various classrooms it seemed different to her last school. 

Where they would stare at you they barely noticed she was there Stacey was surprised. 

They all seemed so well behaved no-one talked when the teacher spoke.

They listened attentively Romina took her outside 'this is the playing field we have fun stuff

rounders, running and hockey and tennis I’m awful at it' Romina led Stacey to a big hall.

With a stage 'this is where we do drama we’ve always got school plays I can’t act though’.

‘I’ve got desire to get up on stage I just couldn’t do it Polly could you’ll meet her later'.

Stacey had a feeling she’d met Polly if it was the same one 'I’d better show you to your 

room now’ they walked up several stairs to the top floor.

Eventually they reached a long corridor the floor was pine wood 'this is where the rooms 

are I’ll show you where you’re staying’ she unlocked the door. 

Stacey couldn’t wait to see what her room was like​ just from looking around she already 

loved the school everyone she had met seemed really nice unlike her last school.

Where some girls were bitchy and thought they were better than anyone else.

‘You’ll love it here you hear a lot of stories about private schools'. 

'Being from the dark ages not here it's really nice well you expect it with the fees’.

‘Here we are’ Stacey couldn’t believe it her room was quite big it had a chest of drawers.

A small desk wardrobe and a bed it also had a great view of the gardens it was a beautiful

October afternoon Stacey was happy look at the view it’s beautiful!’.

Stacey looked out near the window admiring her room ‘it’s good you like it'. 

'You’ll be here three years’ ‘I love my room it’s lovely!’. 

‘Just a word about your roommate ok she can be a bit full on’ ‘what do you mean?’.

‘Oh nothing I used to share with her I like to read at night and she kept me awake’.

‘She never shuts up nice girl and if you’re ever in trouble she’ll help you out of it’. 

‘She doesn’t sound too bad’ ‘like I said she’s a nice girl will you be ok if I leave you now?’.

‘Yes I’ll be fine thanks for showing me round’ ‘it’s ok see you later’ Romina left. 

Stacey went back to the window looking outside as she opened the window breathing

in the cool breeze ‘Romy!’ ​she heard a voice call 'where did Romy go?’ Stacey turned round.

‘I don’t know she can’t have gone far if you run you might catch up with her’ ‘no it’s ok’.

‘I can’t be bothered I’ll catch up with her tomorrow’ suddenly she realised it was Polly.

She hadn’t recognised her ‘Polly I didn’t recognise you’ ‘who did you think it was’.

‘I mean you look different in your school uniform’ 'smarter you mean'. 

'I can scrub up well when I want to I’ve been expecting you I’m glad you’re here now'. 

'I was excited when I heard we’d be sharing a room’ ‘I’m sorry about the other week’.

‘What I said I was upset’ ‘it’s ok I told you it’s all forgotten’ ‘really?’ 'yes'. 

'Sit down make yourself feel at home’ ‘so did Romy show you round?’ ‘yes I love my room’. 

'Takes herself too seriously you’ve got to have a laugh I’ve asked her to come to the disco’.

‘But she always says no’ ‘I love discos' ‘that’s great we’ll have a great time'. 

'Just think of the great parties we can have’ ‘I can’t wait’ ‘you and me we’ll have a laugh’.

‘I promise are you thirteen yet?’ 'this Saturday’ ‘we’ll do something to celebrate'. 

'Romy’s nice just a bit of a square two swigs of gin and she’d soon loosen up you drink?’ ‘no'. 

​'I had a glass of wine and I always get so tipsy I can’t take alcohol like my dad’.

‘We’ll soon change that I always have some Hooch under the bed no-one ever finds out’.

‘Have you ever been caught? I mean I thought alcohol was banned’ ‘it is I’m a fantastic liar’.

‘It’s not a good thing really honesty is the best policy you and me we’ll stick together’.

‘I mean being the only two British girls at school in the emerald isle’ ‘what about Romina?’.

‘She sounded British to me’ ‘she’s Welsh’ that evening Stacey rang her dad. 

As she had promised Polly listened to the conversation ‘hi dad how are you?’ ‘I’m good’.

‘I like the school it’s great the girls seem really nice I’m sharing with Polly’ ‘that’s good'. 

'Give you the chance to get to know each other’ ‘I know I miss you already’.

‘I can’t wait to see you at the weekend’ ‘neither can Wendy she sends her love’.

‘We’ll see you on Saturday’ ‘I can’t wait you should see the view from our room’.

‘Oh don’t worry about tomorrow first day you’re bound to be nervous but at least you know 

Polly’ ‘ok well I love you dad' 'bye darling’ ‘you sound like your really close to your dad’.

‘I am we’re best friends dad’s so nice’ ‘he seems it' ‘how come you haven’t got a mum?’.

Polly asked 'she walked out when I was born I’ve never met her’ ‘oh right’. 

‘Wendy and dad brought me up I’m not sad though they’ve done a great job maybe one day

in future I'll meet her anyway we all decided to move to Dublin gran’s from here’.

‘That’s where I get my name O’Riley it’s Irish’ ‘don’t worry it’s a really good school here’.

‘Their quite strict if you misbehave you get kicked out there’s a long waiting list it’s a 

really hard school to get into I can’t believe I did’. 

Polly got out a packet of cigarettes she opened the door smiling warmly ‘you coming?’. 

She took Stacey by the hand like she had no choice in the matter they walked along 

the corridor down the stairs eventually they reached the outside porch ‘you smoke?’. 

Polly began to light a cigarette ‘no I don’t smoke’ ‘are you sure?’ ‘yes’ ‘I suffer from asthma’.
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‘So do I but I don’t let it stop me smoking’ 'do you think it’s a good idea?’ ‘no cou​rse not’.

‘But once you start you can’t stop they help you to relax helps stress I should give up’.

‘Maybe I will I get stressed it doesn’t take long here’ they both laughed as Stacey coughed

from the smoke ‘you know I think you and I will get along’ ‘so do I’ Stacey agreed. 

'I’m hoping you and I are going to be best friends’ I’d like that' 'I’m glad you’re here'. 

'You and me we’re going to have a great time’ the following morning was Stacey’s first day 

at Angelsfields she was wearing the school uniform a blue shirt navy sweatshirt.

And a black skirt ‘I’m so nervous’ Stacey said taking her bag ‘don’t worry it’ll be ok’.

‘I promise’ Polly assured her Stacey and Polly arrived together for 9am. 

For their first class English Literature most of the seats were already taken. 

They’d arrived later than everyone else which meant they couldn’t sit together.

Stacey took a seat next to Romina ‘right class good morning if I could have your attention 

please this morning we have a new student' ‘this is Stacey’ the teacher said introducing her. 

​Standing next to her desk 'Stacey’s just moved here from Britain Essex it’s near London'. 

'Why did your parents move to Ireland?’ a girl asked ‘well my gran’s Irish she lives here’.

‘In Dublin I’ve got relatives here’ ‘Irish blood fantastic then you’ll fit right in here perfectly’.

The teacher said happy Stacey sat down once the lesson had begun she enjoyed it.

She received a few glances as the new girl which she expected to the lesson went quickly.

It was soon over ‘see it wasn’t so bad after all’ Polly said as they stood outside the classroom

‘it’s cool your gran’s Irish I miss mine’ 'what’s she like?’ ‘overweight'. 

'With big boobs she’s really nice you’d like her she’s in Liverpool I phoned her the other

night I’ve been writing to her telling her what’s it’s like I’m going to see her at Christmas’.

‘I can’t wait’ ‘what about your uncle?’ 'he lives in this massive house it’s a mansion’.

‘Acres of land a right palace nice gardens’ Stacey was almost knocked over in the corridor.

‘We’re getting knocked over we’ll go outside I can have a fag’ they ventured outside 

to somewhere quieter as they sat on a bench near a greenhouse. 

After they went to second lesson​ which Stacey also enjoyed the bell rang at 12pm for lunch.

'Come on I’m taking you to meet some people’ Polly dragged Stacey by the arm they walked

to the gardens taking a seat on the grass next to Romina and her friend Cassie ‘hello’.

She said they munched on sandwiches ‘may we join you?’ Polly asked ‘course'. 

'Sure sit down' Cassie said she spoke in a strong American accent.

Stacey guessed she had just moved to Ireland ‘everyone this is Stacey my new friend’.

'I thought you were great in social studies’ Romina said 'you should join the debating team’. 

‘I can’t I’ve got choir practice’ Polly said ‘their moving it to Tuesdays instead’. 

'Well Stace do you think I should? I’ve got a big gob on me’ they all laughed. 

‘Yes I think I might join too’ Cassie said eating her sandwich 'what are you reading?’.

Polly asked curious ‘Macbeth Shakespeare’ Romina said. ‘you’re always reading something’.

'Readings good for you’ ‘I know I read I can’t stand Shakespeare load of rubbish’.

‘Thee though it’s not even proper English’ ‘it was back then’ ‘well Romeo and Juliet is 

boring’ ‘it’s romantic’ Romina said 'you’ll like Macbeth’ 'maybe'. 

​'I only like Point Romance’ Cassie said ‘love stories don’t ask me about sex’.

‘I’m not doing it till I’m married even if that means waiting till I’m eighteen’ ‘good for you’.

Polly said ‘my mom would kill me if I even looked at a boy as for sex I’m too young’.

‘Here’s my chastity ring’ ‘it’s very nice shame more girls don’t think like us’ Romina said. 

‘I’m not sex mad if that’s what you think’ Polly said ‘of course I don’t think you’re sex mad’.

‘Yeah right! I’ve only been with one person it doesn’t make me a tart’. 

'And who is that’ Romina teased. ‘James’ 'the school caretaker who happens to be gay’.

They laughed ‘go ahead laugh this school doesn’t exactly have a big choice of men’.

‘That’s true’ ‘what’s it like sex?’ Romina asked. ‘it’s alright it’s like when you’re on a 

rollercoaster and you’re heart beats fast that’s what an orgasm’s like’.

‘It’s when you’re having sex when it finishes at the end it’s what you want otherwise 

there’s no point’ ‘I’ll wait a while then’. Romina said 'you don’t wanna copy me’. 

That evening Stacey and Polly decided to have a quiet night in listening to music 

and dancing around the room as Polly drank Hooch Stacey drank lemonade.

They heard a knock at the door it was Romina​ ‘can I come in?’ ‘course you can’.

Polly said feeling tipsy she turned down the music ‘I hope you’re not drinking’. 

'Course not’ ‘Susie you are that’s why you can’t string a sentence together’ Romina sat 

on the bed ‘why don’t you both come over for tea on Saturday’ Stacey suggested.

‘I can’t my job’ Polly said ‘I understand it’s good to earn money’ Romina said. 

‘I wonder how much the fees are for this school?’ Stacey asked ‘a lot thousands’.

Romina said ‘did you get on with your uncle?’ Stacey asked Polly. 
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‘Yes and no just between you and me I don’t even think he is my real uncle’.

‘He’s a bit of an eccentric spends most of his time up in his office’.​

‘Don’t really know what he does in there all day the only time I ever saw him was in the

evening at dinner he never bothered with me I never understood why he sent for me’.

‘From Liverpool unless gran did it’s alright story of my life going from one place to 

another not really spending enough time with a family to call them mum and dad’. 

'That’s a shame’ Stacey said 'I went to five different schools I’d make friends then 

have to leave them I lived in Blackpool for two years then I was sent back to Liverpool’.
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