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SUNDAY SEPT 6th

7.06 p.m.

Just had a thought. I’m fourteen years old soon, right? Which means I should start looking like a model from the front cover of Vogue magazine any day now. That’s what happens when you hit puberty. One minute you’re a puffy little cygnet and the next minute, BANG! You’re a sassy swan, with loads of mates and heaps of boyfriends and a menagerie of bras.

The bathroom light flickers – it’s on the blink again – and the black -and -white vinyl floor is soaked; turns out I did a bit more sloshing about in my bubble bath than previously planned. I use my hand to wipe the condensation off the bathroom mirror to get a good look at my butt-naked body. Door’s locked, I checked. Wouldn’t want Tubs walking in.

Hmm. Not quite a sassy swan. More like a pudgy pigeon.

Quite like my pudge though. It keeps me warm in the winter and would probably help me float if I ever found myself overboard at sea.

My ears are on the large side. Once, a random man in the street said, ‘You’d better be careful in this wind – with lugs like that, you might take off!’ which was rude but also probably true, sadly.

Flat-chested, obviously. I have not been blessed in that department yet. But my hair is super luscious and long, so although I haven’t got boobs (so far), I have been blessed with locks of a goddess to compensate.

I sigh and pull on my PJs (the ones with the rather demonic-looking cartoon pugs all over them) before moseying down the hallway into the living room and perching on the arm of the olive-green sofa.

‘Tubs? Can I have a fiver, please?’

‘Hmm?’ she replies, not even taking her eyes off the TV. She’s rewatching an old episode of Strictly Come Dancing. She’s got about a million of them recorded on the telly. She’s been gushing over a man in red spandex all evening. Hideous.

Tubs is my mum, but I don’t call her ‘Mum’, I call her ‘Tubs’. It’s what my dad always called her and it stuck. It was affectionate. I think? Anyway. Tubs loves Strictly. Sometimes I think she loves it more than she loves me.

I’d rather listen to music any day of the week. We’re kinda opposites, me and Tubs. She’s fair with ruddy cheeks. A bit squat. Scruffy shoulder-length hair, which she says is blonde but let’s be honest, she’s going grey. Whereas I’ve got tanned skin, long dark hair and big brown eyes. From my dad’s side. I love cheese but she can’t stand it. She believes in God, but I believe in horoscopes (I’m a Sagittarius). I’m not very fashionable but she loves getting all dressed up.

I mean, she’s not dressed up now: she’s bundled up in her grey dressing gown, like a big ol’ badger, transfixed by the telly.

‘I said, “Mummyyyyyy, could I have a fiver, please?”’

‘What d’you want it for?’ she asks, monotone, still dribbling over the spandex man, who now appears to be shimmying down the camera lens, whilst winking.

‘Errr . . . ham?’ I lie.

‘Indi, there’s ham in the fridge,’ she says, wafting me away with her hand like I’m a fly.

‘OK, listen: I was thinking . . . the loo roll we’ve got, it’s a bit . . . you know . . . scratchy and I thought, “Oooh, do you know what Tubs would love on her bum, she would absolut—” ’

‘Indiana Raye . . .’

Uh oh. Full name. Time to cut to the chase.

‘I’M STARTING MY NEW SCHOOL TOMORROW AND I NEED TO STUFF MY BRA WITH TOILET ROLL SO IT LOOKS LIKE I’VE GOT BIG BOOBS.’

Tubs reaches for the remote on the coffee table and turns the TV up, which is her way of saying the conversation is over.

7.10 p.m.

Urgh, stupid Tubs. Feel proper deflated. Much like my chest. I trudge back along the hallway to my room and flop on to my bed, staring at the cracks in my ceiling. Can hear the people in the flat above arguing over the thudding bassline of some hideous dance music, and there’s a car alarm going off outside – neither of which is particularly soothing.

We only moved to Manchester a few weeks back. Tubs’s hometown. We had to swap our perfectly decent London house for this tiny little flat, a couple of miles outside the city centre, overlooking a busy road with a big ASDA and a petrol station on it.

It’s on the eleventh floor and, at first, I thought it might be fun to live high up but it turns out it gives me full-on vertigo when I look out of my window. The lift up here shudders like a bloody earthquake too, and I CANNOT deal, so I have to climb eleven flights of stairs every day. It’s like scaling Mount Everest – I’m bloody knackered!

A woman I’ve tenderly named ‘Hawkeye’ lives on the first floor of our block, right next to the stairwell. She watches that staircase like a hawk (hence the nickname) and hangs out of the window questioning the identity of potential intruders into the building. She’s a bit like Gandalf in The Lord of the Rings when he yells, ‘WIZARD, YOU CAN’T COME INNNNNNNNNNN!’ or whatever.

Hawkeye has a cat with three legs. He was a victim of a terrible hit-and-run accident so she keeps him inside her flat to keep him safe. But the other day he escaped and I found him hopping around by the bins.

‘Hello, Hawkeye . . . I mean . . . erm . . . Mrs Malone. Found your cat!’ I beamed, holding out the cat in front of me, on her doorstep. My arms were covered in scratches ’cause it didn’t like being picked up . . . ‘No need to thank me. Maybe just give me, like, a tenner or something for me troubles and I’ll be on my way!’

‘Oh my! How on earth did yer get out, Mr Biggles? Oh thank you, Indiana! Now, I haven’t got any money for yer, love, but I haaaave gooooot . . .’ she said, throwing Mr Biggles inside and reaching for her purse, ‘. . . this! It’s all yours.’

She smiled, showing all her crooked teeth, pressed a chocolate eclair into my hand and closed the door on me. The chocolate eclair had no wrapper and it was sticky, like perhaps Hawky had already sucked on it.

Brilliant. Last time I do a favour for anyone round here.

Anyway, Number 64 is our new abode and I think it’s fair to say it’s proper hideous. It’s full of old carpets, deep crimson red in colour with a gaudy floral design, and ancient curtains that have never been washed. Even the smell is old, like centuries of dust and shed skin.

Why did ‘yester-year’ smell so bad? I suppose Febreze wasn’t invented then, was it?

Everything’s shabby and Tubs has been fixing dodgy lights and leaky sinks since we moved in. It’s also small. I’m never more than six feet away from Tubs, which . . . actually, isn’t that the same thing they say about rats?

My bedroom has thick peach wallpaper. It’s the type that’s so thick, I have this constant urge to run my hand over it to find an edge and peel it off. I’ve been doing loads of artwork to cover the damp patches on the walls, mainly of my very own cartoon character Disco Girl. She loves music and wears sequin leggings and roller-skates and launches disco balls at her enemies and has lasers that she can shoot out of her fingers. Hoping to turn her into a full comic one day. I’ll also need to save some space on the walls for Polaroid photos of me and my new friends from school. If I ever manage to get any, that is. A few fairy lights might be nice too. I’ll do a bedroom makeover in the next few weeks and the centrepiece will be Dad’s old record player. It’s ancient, like, from medieval times or something! You have to lift the lid of the player and slide the record out of its sleeve and slot it on really gently so you don’t scratch it, and then lower the needle down on it really delicately. To be honest it’s a bit of a faff, but it’ll do until I can get a phone with Spotify on it.

He’s a right laugh, my dad. He’s called Paul. I don’t think he’s ever told me off once in my entire life. Unlike Tubs, who tells me off ALL the time. He’s quite handsome too. I’m not saying that in, like, a weird way or anything, it’s just a fact: he’s tall with brown skin and jet-black floppy hair and a charismatically wonky nose. My dad always wears old vintage jeans and baggy T-shirts, but he makes them look cool.

Once, this old lady on the street said to my Dad, ‘Oooh you look just like James Bond’ and he replied to say she looked like Beyoncé (even though she was about ninety and looked like she’d had about three hip replacements). She almost laughed herself into the grave.

That’s the thing, though – Dad could charm the pants off everyone he met . . . and I mean that literally. Apparently Tubs caught him with another lady in London a little while back. It’s probs just one huge misunderstanding, they’ll probs get back together any day now, but for now, Tubs and Dad are officially broken up. If I had a mobile phone, I could just send him a WhatsApp and be like:



heyyyyyyyyyyy dad you coming home soon?




And he’d probably be like:



ye just dealing with some stuff here see you at weekend xx




And it would be all sorted. But Tubs is being sooooo annoying and won’t get me a phone. I’m literally the only thirteen-year-old in the world who hasn’t got one. Or Nikes. Or the popcorn maker I want for my room OR Marc Jacobs perfume. No phone, no loo roll and zero boobs. Honestly, what is the bloody point . . .

Tubs has got an interview for a job tomorrow and they’d better hire her ’cause it’s like living in the bloody 1940s at the minute.

10.24 p.m.

Can’t sleep.

10.27 p.m.

I’m nervous.

10.33 p.m.

St Catherine’s Secondary School’s uniform is monstrous: a grey, pleated skirt, white blouse, green jumper, itchy grey blazer and long grey socks which are actually mandatory. Like, if you forget your long socks and put some short ones on instead, they will ACTUALLY send you home, according to the brochure.

Tubs says it’s because if you show off too much knee, the boys will think it’s too sexy and it’ll put them off their trigonometry, which has got to be the stupidest thing I have ever heard. There’s no way my knees are putting anyone off anything; in fact, if you look at them closely, my left one looks like it’s got the face of Hitler in it. Which, actually, would help the boys with their history so it’s beneficial if anything.

10.55 p.m.

Oh god, what if everyone hates me tomorrow? What if I don’t know what to say!? What do people talk about? TikTokers? Crisps?? How strong the Pound is against the Indian Rupee!? Maybe I should try walking with a cool walk? A bit of swag. Yeah, I can do swag, that’ll impress people. URGH, WHAT EVEN IS SWAG? WHAT AM I TALKING ABOUT? OH MY GOD I NEED TO BREATHE.

11.01 p.m.

See, this is why people become religious. Tubs is perpetually disappointed that I’m not as Jesus-loving as she is, but from time to time, in moments of great peril, I like to pop my head in.

Dear God,

If you are listening, PLEASE let me make some friends tomorrow.

Just a small group of friends.

OK, just ONE friend, that’s all I ask!

If you can do this for me, l swear I’ll pray even more ’cause it would prove that you are listening and therefore real.

Oh, and don’t forget about my ongoing request for boobs. Can I say ‘boobs’ in front of you? Nipples? Do YOU have nipples? . . . no, that’s weird.

Sorry if I’m asking for too much, but it’s super important. 

Many thanks.

Amen.
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MONDAY SEPT 7th

8.17 a.m.

‘INDIANA! YOU’RE GOING TO BE LAAAAAAATE!’

I sit bolt upright like I’ve been electrocuted.

‘WHAT TIME IS IT?’ I call, bleary-eyed and croaky-throated.

‘Comin’ up to twenty past eight . . .’ Tubs hollers back.

BLOODY HELL, TWO HOURS LATER THAN PLANNED!

‘THAT IS TWO HOURS LATER THAN PLANNED!’ I scream, hurtling out of bed and pulling on my stiff grey uniform, stopping to do a cursory wetwipe of the armpits.

Oh god, the bus will be leaving in twenty-five minutes!

I run to the bathroom. ‘Why-di’n’-’ou-gimme-a-shou-!?’ I slur, trying to brush my teeth, stuff my left foot into my non-Nike shoe (which is defo too small for me, by the way) and scold Tubs all at the same time.

‘Y’what?’ she asks from the sofa in the living room, where she is casually eating toast, riffling through the post or some bills or something, without a care in the bloody world!

I spit my toothpaste out in the sink. ‘I said, “Why didn’t you give me a shout!?” ’

‘Indi,’ she says, ‘you really are gonna have to start being more responsible for yerself now that yer father’s not here, and—’

I interject immediately and say, ‘ERRRRM, there’s a funny smell coming up from the bathroom sink, we might need a plumber!’ before running off to grab my sandwich from the kitchen counter.

Truth is, there isn’t a funny smell coming from the bathroom sink. But I’ve worked out something phenomenal. When Tubs starts talking about Dad and I get all awks about it, I whack out a lie.

A small lie.

A big lie.

It doesn’t matter. Anything to distract her.

She’ll be like, ‘Blah blah blah, Dad this, Dad that,’ and I’ll be like, ‘WOAH, TUBS, DID YOU JUST SEE THAT MASSIVE RAT?’ or ‘OH NO, TUBS, I THINK MY HAIR’S FALLING OUT!’ and she’ll immediately stop talking about Dad and tell me to stop being silly. It works! I’m a genius. An evil genius . . .

‘Good luck for your interview today!’ I call, legging it out for the bus, then heading back in to grab a loo roll, before slamming the door.

8.46 a.m.

This school bus is massively giving me the ick. The body heat and morning breath of its passengers hits the cold of the windows and creates steaming condensation.

Bleurgh, window sweat. Mustn’t touch it.

I can see dust and all-sorts-of-god-knows-what lurking down the gaps between the seats. It smells like body odour and Lynx Africa.

Sitting right at the front. Didn’t want to walk the length of the bus with everyone looking at me wondering who’s the new girl . . .

And, actually, with everyone seated behind me, I can start to subtly push a few sheets of my stolen toilet paper down my bra.

Gotta be careful, don’t wanna get caught.

I stuff away, observing my new schoolmates.

There’s a small group of kids behind me chatting about Minecraft and World of Warcraft to an extreme degree of detail and wearing their school uniform all proper. A bit further back, a few girls are gossiping about their weekends and two of them are sharing headphones: I can hear a tinny rap song bleeding out.

Must listen to more rap. No way these lot will know who Radiohead are . . .

Then I twist round to sneak a peek at the back of the bus: a couple are already necking on with each other, a boy with extra floppy hair is vaping, and one of the hockey girls is showing off a tattoo that – if it’s actually real – she’s defo too young to have. It’s all a bit too 18+ back there for a Monday morning. Think I’ll pass trying to make friends with that lot.

Just then a pretty brunette girl teeters downstairs from the top deck holding on to the rail with one hand as the bus swerves round the corner, a hockey stick in the other. A group of girls shout, ‘Oh my god, Ameliaaaaaaa’ and they hug and air kiss like they haven’t seen each other in ten years. She’s wearing Nikes. Two of the girls are flirting with a boy they call Harry, one of them starts painting his nails neon green and a few older lads have started wrestling.

My heart suddenly starts beating harder in my chest and I have to steady myself with a few low-key deep breaths.

It’s fine. It’s all gonna be fine. This is all totally normal and you are equally as normal. We’re all just a big bunch of normal people. Apart from that one boy over there who appears to be licking the seats. That is abnormal and someone should probs have a word with him about that . . .

I look down at my chest to check the bra-stuffing progress.

OH WELL, THIS IS JUST GREAT.

No matter how much I ball up the bog roll in various different ways, pushing it down, scrunching it up, trying to make it look as boob-like as possible . . . one boob looks all pointy like a Mr Whippy ice cream, and the other looks all sad and droopy, like a golf ball in a sock.

Not my greatest work.

9 a.m.

I ting a little retro brass bell at the school reception desk and I’m greeted by a bespectacled receptionist called Miss McGregor, who signs me in. She has these massive, cuddly boobs – I reckon she’s at least a 38F from where I’m standing, and in my panicked state, I want to clutch on to them and for her to tell me It’s all gonna be OK.

‘. . . so you’ll do form, then art, science, THEN you get your lunchbreak – canteen is just down there, look, on the right – maths this afternoon, then geography, then it’s home time!’

I look up to her with pleading eyes that must give away the internal breakdown I’m having.

‘You’ll be fine, Indiana . . .’ she says, in the way you might to someone going for a dip in shark-infested waters or, y’know, going to war or something. I notice she has a pencil peeking out of her top pocket, perched on those 38Fs.

‘Hey, Indi!’ it seems to say.

‘Oh hey, Pencil!’ I reply (in my head, obvs. I’m not totally insane).

‘Listen, girl, this school situation is soooooooo sad. Why don’t you just say you’re scared of guys like me? I mean, we’re literally everywhere. It would be practically abusive to make you stay in a school full of scary, SHARP HB pencils, wouldn’t it?’

‘I HAVE A PHOBIA OF PENCILS, MISS!!!’ I blurt out.

She looks surprised before peering at me over her glasses and saying, ‘Well, Indiana, lucky for you, we mostly use laptops and biros round here and I’d ask that if you do happen to come across a pencil, you just refrain from touching it and – oh look, here’s your form tutor and he’s pencil-less, would you believe! Good luck now!’

She toddles off down the hallway, leaving me with Mr Frederick. Mid-forties, stinks of stale smoke and has a few rogue black teeth. I can smell his breath from a mile away!

He ushers me into the classroom with a proper over-the-top bow, a flourish of his hand and a greeting of ‘Welcome, welcome . . .’ which makes me feel proper uneasy ’cause I feel like bloody Othello entering the stage for the first time, when I really want to keep my head down.

‘Everyone, please can we welcome INDI-AAAHHHHNA to our form group.’

Mr Frederick puts way too much (incorrect) emphasis on the last bit of my name and sprays the front three rows of desks with spittle. A few of the girls deep-dive under their blazers for fresher air.

People often pronounce my name wrong ’cause of my dark hair and tan skin; they think I must be from some distant, exotic country. I was born in Croydon, for goodness’ sake.

‘It’s just Indiana, actually.’

‘Indiaaahhhna,’ he tries again, gassing a few more students.

‘No, not Indi-ah-na . . . just, Indiana.’

‘Indiaaaahna.’

‘INDI. ANNA. Imagine it’s like two names.’ 

‘INDIAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHNA . . .’

‘Never mind,’ I say quickly, before I physically gip all over the classroom. Nobody needs that on their first day of school.

1.04 p.m.

Sitting in the proper furthest corner of the noisy canteen, on a table all on my own, eating my cheese sandwiches. No butter. Cheese is the only thing that makes me feel better when life is so ridiculously hideous. Doodling some hearts and stars on the corner of my new school diary to make it look like I’m busy.

Will probs give myself a heart attack from all the cheese I eat, but to be fair, death-by-cheddar doesn’t sound all that bad seeing as my life is ruined anyway.

What kind of parent drags their child to a brand-new city and school where I have nil friends? Tubs, that’s who. It’s an abuse of power. I should report her to the social services for this.

1.07 p.m.

A group of girls sashay in wearing their hockey kits. No scratchy blazers and buttoned-up shirts for them; they look soooooooo on point in tight, green polyester T-shirts pulled across their ample bosoms, socks pulled up high and pleated skirts showing off their long legs. One of the girls has fake-tanned so much, her thighs look like bronzed, basted Christmas turkeys.

‘Oh my G, look who’s here!’ whispers a girl on the table next to me, eating a tuna and cheese toastie. She’s got the cutest button nose and pearly blonde hair tied up with a lilac satin scrunchie, and, by the looks of things, the perfect 32C bust. I can see a glimpse of her bright pink bra through a gap in her shirt. God, am I a pervert!? Anyway. Her eyes zone in on the hockey girls, analysing the action and she says, ‘Do you think they’ll come and sit near us?’

‘Urgh, I hope not,’ quips the second girl, rolling her eyes.

The blonde girl laughs. ‘Er, but seriously, shouldn’t you be in your kit too, Nisha?’

Nisha is tall and built like a tank and she looks even tougher by the way she wears her school shirt buttoned right up to the collar. Her skin is a deep warm brown and she wears a big plait full of jet-black, shiny hair.

‘Er, no? Miss Reynolds is always like, “Girls! Get changed at lunch, I want you ready for when the Kingston Academy team arrive!” But it literally takes two minutes. That lot just uses it as an excuse to parade around in their kit at lunchtime, ennit.’

‘If I was on the hockey team, I’d defo be parading around,’ the blonde girl replies, biting on her crusts wistfully.

‘Yeah, well, no offence, Grace, but you’re never gonna be on the hockey team because a jellyfish could run on land faster than you.’

Grace pushes her on the arm. ‘Aw, shut up! How unreal does Megan look, though . . .?’

I don’t know which one Megan is. It could be any of them, because they literally ALL look like Pretty Little Thing models. They’re loud and giggly and their eyes scan the canteen to see who’s noticed their arrival. Scanning like robotic goddesses sent from another planet. A pack of boys has started to surround them, drooling like golden retrievers.

Ugh. Must be great being the hockey team. A gang of friends handed to you on a plate. Immediate popularity. They’re literally winning at life.

Meanwhile things are looking proper bleak for Indi Raye. No one’s even said hello to me yet, not even a measly dinner lady! I briefly consider introducing myself to this Nisha and Grace but GOD, UGH, NO that’d be soooooo embarrassing! It’d be like:

‘Oh hewwo, I’m Indi. I’m new here. Why yes, I do eat cheese sandwiches. I love cheese. Will you be my fwend?’

I’m not being dramatic, but I think I’d actually rather DIE IN A HOLE.

2.04 p.m.

Oh great. They’ve put me in the second set for maths. I feel like I’m sitting in the same room as Albert Einstein and that lady from Countdown right now.

This is the problem with starting new schools: the teachers don’t actually know how smart you are, so they just guess! What a stupid idea. It’s especially difficult when you’re a bit, y’know . . . academically challenged like me. Did home-schooling for a bit once. Tubs taught me some maths and science and stuff but, it turns out, she’s rubbish at it as well. We ended up just doing drawing or, y’know, watched Loose Women and when I said we needed to do pi, we actually just baked A PIE. Now I’m faced with a hideous sprawl of numbers and symbols and equations and EVERYONE ELSE seems to know the answers.

The problem in the textbook stares up at me:

Cindy is thinking of a secret number. She tells her brother that it is divisible by 2 and tells her friend that it is divisible by 11. If Cindy is telling the truth to both of them, what is the smallest secret number that Cindy could be thinking of?

Straight away I’m thinking Cindy sounds like a right divhead so I just write down the number 8 and hope for the best . . .

‘How are you getting on, Indiana?’ asks Mr Basi, in a slightly haunting voice, looming over me like Dracula.

‘Ah, yeah, totally fine, thanks. Smashin’ it,’ I whisper back with fake gusto, covering up my textbook with one hand so he can’t see all my wrong answers and giving him a thumbs up with the other.

‘I just loooooooove Oasis so much,’ I overhear someone say from behind me.

Oh my god. Someone who loves Oasis? I love Oasis!? Mine and Dad’s favourite band in the world. Noel and Liam are rock gods. They’re brothers, who wrote the best songs in the universe all the way back in the 90s and then they had this massive falling out and the band split up but their music lives on forever.

I turn round and it’s that Amelia; you know, the one from the bus, with the hockey stick? TIME TO MAKE SOME FRIENDS.

‘I love Oasis too. What’s your favourite album, (What’s the Story) Morning Glory or Definitely Maybe?’ I ask, grinning ear to ear.

Amelia looks at me blankly and whispers to her friend next to her, ‘Jasmine, who is this girl and what’s she on about?’

Jasmine sniggers. ‘What?’ she asks me, chewing on gum.

Why are they looking at me like I’m insane?

‘I was saying, what’s your favourite Oasis record?’

Jasmine scowls at me, messing up her pretty face, and swivels a plastic drinks bottle round towards me so I can see the label.

Ah. Oasis. The drink. The Summer Fruits one. Should have known.

Amelia waves goodbye at me, her indication for me to turn back around and sink into my chair, my face feeling like it’s LITERALLY ON FIRE FROM EMBARRASSMENT.

I think we can all agree it would be best you keep your nerdy little interests to yourself from now on, Indi Raye.

2.51 p.m.

Mrs Ibrahim is going on about tectonic plates when someone on my left taps me on the shoulder. I jump out of my skin, terrified it ’s Amelia and Jasmine ready to tease me again for my lack of soft beverage knowledge but instead . . .

OH MY GOD, IT’S A BOY.

An ACTUAL boy, a freckly boy!

Oh god, not ready for male interaction!

‘Pass it on!’ hisses Freckly Boy, handing me a note and pointing at a girl ahead with red hair, near the window.

I unfold the crumpled piece of paper and it reads:
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Immediately feel bad for Alice Welby’s pubes. But I guess she DOES have red hair and therefore, she probs DOES have ginger pubes. But still, this is a geography lesson – if anything we should be sending notes around about arable farming, not Alice Welby’s lady parts.

Nevertheless, I tap the shoulder of a boy who must be called Kwame (that’s the name doodled all over his pencil case anyway) who’s sitting in front of me. He looks around and reaches his hand behind his back covertly. I lean forward and stuff the note into his palm before Mrs Ibrahim catches me.

Well, I couldn’t NOT pass it on, could I!? Freckly Boy would think I was proper basic if I didn’t join in! And, wowzers, what an adrenaline rush! I feel ALIVE! Disobeying school rules on Day One, baby! I am now officially a bad B. Gonna start riding a motorbike and get tattoos of skulls and commit some serious crimes.

2.56 p.m.

(Was just joking about doing crimes. Please don’t report me to the police.)

3.41 p.m.

Walking out through the playground and there’s something kicking off over near the bike sheds. A gaggle of students gather around looking at something I can’t quite see. I’m about to walk past and not get myself involved but I notice that Freckly Boy is at the centre of the commotion. He’s got something in his backpack and everyone’s craning their necks to see what it is.

‘. . . so, basically, make ya offers, ladies and gents, highest bid wins, we’ll start at ten pounds. Ten pounds anyone, for this liddle beaudy?’

A boy laughs and puts his arm around one of the hockey girls from earlier. ‘Charlie, bro, you are havin’ a laugh if think I’m payin’ a tenner for a freakin’ . . . like . . . dinosaur, man.’

‘OK . . . nine pounds then. Anyone for nine pounds?’ Charlie shouts. He spots me trying to sneak a peek. ‘Oi, you, Stupid New Girl . . .’

‘That’s defo not my name, it’s Indi.’

He throws a glance over my shoulder to check there’s no teachers coming, tilts the backpack towards me, and inside . . . is a lizard.

‘You wan’ it, Indi? G’waannnn, take him, I’ll give yer a good price!’

‘Erm, why have you got a lizard in your bag?’ I gasp.

Charlie thrusts his backpack towards me, with a grin. ‘Found it!’

‘You can’t just stick a lizard in a backpack! It’s mean!’

‘Ten pounds and he’s all yours, darlin’!’

‘Bleurgh, no, it’s gross! AND I just heard you offering it for nine pounds so . . .’

‘OK, NINE POUNDS THEN.’

Let me tell you, this thing is mad, right! It’s all yellow and black and scaly and it’s got, like, eyes on the side of its head! I can’t buy a lizard . . .

. . . can I?

OK, woah.

Bear with me here a second.

Here’s what I’m thinking, right . . .

If everyone around school hears that I rescued a rare lizard, they’ll be like, ‘Wowzers, is she related to Attenborough? She is SO cool AND environmentally friendly!’ And then everyone will wanna be my mate!

‘Buy me!’ squeaks the lizard. (I told you, things talk to me!)

‘Actually,’ I say quickly, reaching into my backpack pocket for some cash. ‘I’ve changed my mind. I love lizards. I’ll give you a fiver for it.’

‘FIVE POUNDS, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN! FIVE POUNDS FROM THE STUPID NEW GIRL. GOING ONCE . . .’

Uh oh . . .

‘. . . GOING TWICE . . .’

He took five pounds without even bargaining, what a terrible businessman. Alan Sugar would totally fire Charlie if he was on The Apprentice.

‘SOLD! Here you go!’ He snatches the fiver from my hand, thrusts the tiny speckled reptile at me and runs off. Now that the spectacle of the auction is over, everyone drifts off home for the evening.

What am I doing? I am alone in the playground with a lizard for company! I stare down at his little scaly face and wonder where the hell to put him.

‘Sorry, little guy . . .’ I wince, tucking him down my school shirt. It’ll be nice and warm for him in my bra – plenty of sweaty toilet roll for him to nestle down into. ‘Let’s get you back to Number 64.’

TUBS IS GONNA KILL ME!

3.51 p.m.

OMG, DO LIZARDS HAVE TEETH!?

4.14 p.m.

Missed the school bus! Had to wander the streets with a lizard scurrying round my top trying to find the number 201 bus, which I know stops outside the big ASDA near ours. Nightmare. BUT a boy just got on board. He’s older, proper unreal and he’s staring STRAIGHT AT ME. He looks like Harry Styles, if Harry Styles worked at B&Q. His name badge says ‘Alex’ and let me tell you, Alex can’t keep his EYES off me!

4.16 p.m.

Have decided to give him Frisky Eyes. Frisky Eyes is when you’re all lusty for someone so you flutter your eyelashes at them so they know how single you are. You must flutter them properly though, ’cause if you do it too fast, it looks like a bug has flown into your eyeballs and you’re trying to blink it out before it lays eggs in there.

4.17 p.m.

No reaction. Weird?

4.18 p.m.

Ah. Turns out he was staring because my lizard was hanging out.

5.32 p.m.

Nicked Tubs’s best saucepan as a temporary home for my new pet. Just gotta hope she doesn’t need it for tonight’s dinner. It was the only thing I could find. I perch on my bed and pop the lid on, slightly askew so my lizard friend can breathe. Hope I don’t kill it on its first night. Have decided I won’t tell Tubs about our new ‘house guest’ ’cause I’m not sure she’ll be too thrilled that the only friend I made today has scales . . .

5.47 p.m.

‘INDI!!!!!’

Most people’s mums just say ‘Hello!’ or ‘I’m home!’ when they come through the front door. Mine screams, which I think is her way of keeping me on high alert. It’s proper not good for my nerves.

‘Yeah?’ I yell back hurriedly, closing my door from the inside so she can’t see my reptile.

‘How was yer first day?’ she calls, hanging up her coat.

I shout through the crack in my door and push the saucepan under my bed with my foot in case she comes in. ‘Hated it. Don’t wanna go back.’

She tuts. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. I bet yer were great! Anyway, d’you want some good news? I’ve got yer a Saturday job!’

WHAT!?

‘Er, what?’ I say, opening my door and scooting after her into the living room.

Tubs sits on the sofa, unzips her boots and pulls them off. ‘Well, on me way back from me interview, I popped into a few local shops and found you a great deal. Pay ain’t bad, y’know – they offer minimum wage for someone your age, but you get regular breaks AND . . . they do yer lunch for yer! And it’ll keep yer busy while I’m at work. Don’t want yer getting bored, do we?’

‘Where is it?’

‘. . . I mean, you’ll have to wear the hairnet, of course, ’cause that’s just health and safety. Don’t want you going up in flames, do we? Alan did say you’re not supposed to be near the cooker at your age, although I did mention to him that getting a few lessons would be good for yer . . .’

‘Who’s Alan?’

I follow her into the kitchen as she rattles on, ‘. . . because then you could start makin’ us tea in’t evenin’! And we’ll have a bit more money coming in and – oh! On top of the hairnet goes these little hats and they do actually look proper cute and—’

‘TUBS, WHAT HAVE YOU SIGNED ME UP TO?’

‘. . . The Jolly Fryer. Chippy, just round the corner, every Saturday,’ she says, switching on the kettle and avoiding eye contact with me.

A CHIP SHOP!?!????

‘JESUS CHRIST!’ I roar.

‘I BEG YER PARDON!?’ Tubs roars back.

‘Sorry! And sorry to you too, Jesus,’ I say quickly. Tubs always makes me say sorry for being blasphemous. ‘But no, Tubs, I’m NOT working in a chip shop. It’s a violation of my human rights. Surely this goes against your Christian values!? Besides, I’m busy.’

Tubs pours hot water into two mugs. ‘Busy? Doin’ what? What yer doing every Saturday, Indiana?’

‘Dog shelter,’ I lie.

‘You hate dogs.’

‘I meant CAT SHELTER.’

‘You’re allergic to them!’

‘ARGH!’

Tubs rolls her eyes and passes me my tea as a peace offering. ‘Yer first shift starts next Saturday.’

Here’s the thing with mums. You can’t negotiate with terrorists.

11 p.m.

Can’t sleep (again). Listening to The Smiths. They’ve got a song called ‘Heaven Knows I’m Miserable Now’ which is fitting, because this chip shop thing is probably gonna be the end of my life as I know it. Making a pros and cons list in my new art sketchbook.
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Hmm, tough one. I guess it would help Tubs out. Over dinner, she was telling me that the job interview she had was for a cleaner at the hospital. She’s always been a cleaner, Tubs. Back in London she used to clean rich people’s houses, vacuuming their Persian rugs and wiping their gold statues down and polishing their corgis and stuff. Sometimes she’d be out of the house for, like, fourteen hours, and I’d always think, Wowzers, she works loads, so we must be WELL rich! but recently I’ve started to think that maybe cleaners don’t get paid that much after all ’cause Tubs seems way more worried about money now than when Dad was about.
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