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      24 JANUARY

      
      Thursday

      
      The Day of Doom is approaching fast and here I am, even fatter than when school broke up.

      
      Eleven years old and 85 KILOS!!!!!

      
      Just call me the King of Large.

      
      Always been large. Large as a baby, even larger now. Kid Large, that’s me!

      
      Sounds like a cowboy.

      
      Kid Large. Fastest knife and fork in Sydney.

      
      I was pretty much born large.

      
      I know because I’ve seen the pictures and they are woeful. Photos of me, the World’s Pudgiest Kid, line the hall when you
         walk into our house.
      

      
      
      I call it The Walk of Shame.

      
      Photos of Kid Large lining the walls in extremely UGLY frames.

      
      We’re talking frames that should be buried at midnight in unmarked graves.

      
      Nasty frames with weird curly bits.

      
      Ugly, ugly frames! Why can’t parents buy more attractive photo frames, by the way? Maybe a nice, tasteful, dark wood, for example. Or
         at least a less shiny type of glass.
      

      
      Whatever.

      
      I’m changing the subject though, aren’t I?

      
      The problem with all those photos lining the Walk of Shame is — the photos inside the ugly frames.
      

      
      Most of them are of me.

      
      Robbie Chambers, Kid Titanic.

      
      Roly-poly sausage legs and arms with flesh squeezing out all over the place like there’s not quite enough room for all of me. As if they bought the wrong sized baby-skin by mistake.
      

      
      And then there are the closeups. That big moon face. Those dumb trusting eyes.

      
      Eyes that haven’t realised yet how cameras can freeze you in time for everyone to see and make remarks about you for the rest
         of your miserable life.
      

      
      
      Remarks like:

      
      ‘Oh, so he was a big baby as well?’ and ‘Ah! He was always big then?’
      

      
      It’s the ‘as well’ and the ‘always’ that hurt. They mean ‘he was too big then and he’s too big now.’ That’s what they mean.
      

      
      As if I need reminding. As if anyone could not know.

      
      Now that I’m eleven, I make sure no one takes my photo.
      

      
      I seem to sense when there’s a camera around and I dodge out of the way as fast as I can (which isn’t very fast).

      
      Especially when we’re taking a family photo.

      
      Family being: Mum, Dad, skinny brother Kevin, aged nine, and his Royal Highness, the King of Large. No cats — and the dog
         ran away.
      

      
      I make sure I’m always the one taking the picture so no part of me is in the photo at all, unless my thumb accidentally creeps
         over the lens.
      

      
      Mum and Dad understand and they never embarrass me by making a thing out of it, which is kind of them.

      
      And you need all the kindness you can get when you are the King of … You-Know-What.

      
      
      25 JANUARY

      
      Friday

      
      I’m dreading going back to school big time.

      
      And I do mean big.

      
      I’ve put on more weight over Christmas, even though I promised myself I wouldn’t this year.

      
      Most kids come back from holidays brown and healthy looking from getting extra exercise, like bike riding or skateboarding
         or going swimming a lot.
      

      
      Or they get muscles from canoeing or waterskiing or they brag —

      
      ‘We went parasailing again.’

      
      Big fat hairy deal.

      
      Even the kids who just play Nintendo come back taller. But not me.

      
      I’m already fairly tall for my age (166 cms) and I don’t think I have any muscles.

      
      They left muscles out when they made me.

      
      If I had any muscles they would’ve drowned in all the blubber.

      
      So every year I just get rounder.

      
      Larger. More Kingly. Ha, ha, ha!

      
      So why don’t I just do more exercise?

      
      Let me paint a picture of what happens when I exercise.

      
      My belly wobbles and my behind shakes. My  chubby legs stick together from sweat and my face goes the colour of tomato sauce. My armpits gush like twin fountains and
         I feel like a hippawhattalottame. (What a lot of me? Get it?)
      

      
      Bike riding is particularly embarrassing because my bu — parts of me spill over the seat. The back tyre squashes flat, and
         people often feel the need to point this out to me as I am riding along.
      

      
      As if I didn’t know.

      
      Skateboarding? I’d break the board in half. I’d look pretty dumb on a skateboard anyway.

      
      And roller blades? Don’t make me laugh.

      
      Now, swimming is something I actually enjoy, but I can’t stand other people watching me doing it because of my body.

      
      People say unkind things when I go swimming.

      
      Sometimes they call out the f-word. (F-a-t).

      
      So I’d rather just not bother, thanks anyway.

      
      I did muster up the courage to go swimming last week though, because it was so hot.

      
      I actually went to the pool. All by myself.

      
      Not a big success.

      
      Here’s how it went.

      
      I get to the pool and as soon as I take off my T-shirt I’m cringing, just waiting for someone to start making fun of me.

      
      
      Some kids stop and look over at me from the side of the pool.

      
      Great.

      
      I hold myself in and try to be invisible. Shoulders up at my ears, I tiptoe to the steps.

      
      Skinny brown kids splash around and jump in from the edge. They’re doing bombs and yelling, having a great time. I so wish
         I was free to do that! Just run to the side of the pool and leap in — SPERLASH! But it would create a tidal wave if I jumped
         in. If I did a bomb it would be nuclear. Ha, ha, ha!
      

      
      Everyone would point and laugh and make tidal wave jokes, which I’ve heard before anyway.

      
      If I was with a huge group of friends, it might be different.

      
      I see these big groups with the one fat kid who always acts the clown and makes jokes about being fat all the time so that
         everyone laughs with them instead of at them.
      

      
      I wish I could be like that, but I just seem to shrivel up inside when anyone notices me.

      
      Large on the outside, tiny on the inside.

      
      (I wonder sometimes how those heavy kids really feel though. I bet even they get tired of always having to be the clown just
         because of their size. Like it’s all they’re allowed to be — the Funny Fat Kid. Because you want to be something else besides your size. I know I am much more than my size.)
      

      
      So anyway, I creep into the pool from the shallow end, down the stairs backwards one step at a time, just terrified of being noticed.
      

      
      Praying:

      
      ‘Don’t see me! Don’t notice me! If you see me, please don’t say anything. Just leave me alone and let me have my swim.’

      
      The water’s cold.

      
      I manage to avoid everyone’s eyes and have a nice swim for a few minutes.

      
      But just when I’m starting to relax, feeling good moving my arms and legs through the water,

      
      ‘Hey look! It’s Shamu the giant whale!’
      

      
      Not very original. Been getting whale jokes at the beach since I was seven.

      
      Which is one reason I hate going to the beach without my family. With my family I’m safe, because people don’t make fun of you so much if your family’s there.
      

      
      And even if they do, it doesn’t hurt so much. It’s like being punched through a cushion — you know it’s happening, but you
         can’t really feel it.
      

      
      Sometimes I go to the beach or the pool with my friend Wick (short for Warwick), but he’s gone away for these whole school holidays with his weird father, worse luck.
      

      
      So anyway, here I am at the pool on my own and feeling like a huge lump, but I keep on swimming anyway and I manage two whole
         laps, which is 100 metres!
      

      
      Pretty good for a kid my size except that I’m really out of breath and a bit dizzy which never happened before.

      
      Back at the shallow end, the two kids who called me Shamu the Whale have thought up some more insults.

      
      They only look about eight or nine and their dad is with them.

      
      (PS I think it’s a shame that parents aren’t teaching kids not to hurt other people’s feelings anymore.)

      
      ‘Hey, Godzilla’s taking up the whole lane!’

      
      ‘Yeah, Blubberbutt, leave some pool for everyone else!’

      
      And their dad laughs.

      
      So I get out of the pool, dry myself off and come home.

      
      If the dad had told the kids to apologise or even just to be quiet, I might have stayed.

      
      But he laughed.

      
      
      26 JANUARY

      
      Saturday

      
      Tried on my summer uniform and guess what? My shorts and shirt are so tight I can’t even do them up!

      
      Mum only bought them last October, too.

      
      Just great.

      
      Mum looked a bit sad, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

      
      27 JANUARY

      
      Sunday

      
      Two more days till school.

      
      I MUST GET FIT!

      
      I will ride my bike this morning and get lots of exercise. I will!

      
      This afternoon we have to go and buy some new school clothes.

      
      Very last minute, but we didn’t realise till last night that my nearly new stuff is just too tight. (So ashamed about that.)

      
      Bike ride was good except for the end bit.

Bradley Neevins and his gang were in the street on their tiny razors.

      
      
      Imagine me on a razor scooter? You wouldn’t be able to see the scooter. Ha, ha, ha! (Not funny, stop laughing!)
      

      
      They yelled out, ‘Big Bum! Big Bum!’

      
      Like I’ve never heard THAT one before! Get some new material, guys. I kept at it though.

      
      Unfortunately so did they.

      
      I tried to keep to the other side so they wouldn’t see me. (Fat chance!)

      
      Until they started making fart noises at me.

Then I had to come home.

      
      Usually fart noises are very funny. They’re in the top five funny things. But not when they’re aimed at me.

      
      So I put my bike away and came inside. Sigh. My life sucks and it sucks big time.

      
      28 JANUARY

      
      Monday

      
      Have gone up a whole two sizes in school uniforms!
      

      
      Not happy, Jan.

      
      Although Mum did make sure we bought a really big size this time, so my new shirts and shorts are loose at least.

      
      In case I grow during the year, she says.

      
      
      In case I put on more weight, she means. I hate my life.

      
      I only feel happy and safe at home.

      
      29 JANUARY

      
      Tuesday

      
      Sound the funeral march!

      
      School is back in session!

      
      At least I like my new teacher. Her name is Miss Wazinski and she said just to call her Miss Was, which is pretty good.

      
      Miss Was reminds me of a big, open room full of fresh flowers and no nasty secret corners. Like that? I told Mum and she said
         I must be a poet. Maybe I am. I do like writing stuff down and trying to arrange words so they sound better.
      

      
      So they better sound.

      
      So better they sound.

      
      Hmm.

      
      Also writing down my experiences helps me with my feelings, which I have a lot of and they’re all mixed up. It’s never just
         one single feeling, worse luck. I’ve always been good with words and expressions and, let’s face it, I have to be good at
         SOMETHING or there would be no point to me at all.
      

      
      
      And I don’t think sport is going to be it for me. Somehow. So writing it is then.

      
      My best and only friend Warwick, whom I call Wick, is not back from holidays yet. He’s still off camping with his strange
         weird father who doesn’t live with Wick’s mum anymore.
      

      
      I hope Wick’s going to be in my class.

      
      In our Year 6 there are three classes — 6G, 6O and 6W (my class). I’m going to pray tonight that Wick is put in my class.

      
      He HAS to be in my class or I will die.

      
      Well, OK, I won’t die, but I’ll be mighty lonely.
      

      
      30 JANUARY

      
      Wednesday

      
      Wick came back today and HE’S IN MY CLASS!!!!! We even sit near each other. It was so great to see him again! He’s thin as
         a candlewick, which is how he got the nickname of ‘Wick’. Plus, you have to admit it sounds better than Warwick.
      

      
      I know we look pretty funny together, what with Wick getting skinnier all the time and me getting un-skinnier. But I don’t
         care how we look together and neither does Wick.
      

      
      We’ve been friends since Year 2 and we’re similar in brains so we can communicate. It’s not like one’s smart and the other’s not. We always understand what the other one is
         talking about because we can easily keep up with each other. You know, mentally.
      

      
      Which is important for a friendship.

      
      And most important of all — Wick doesn’t even care that I’m You-Know-What. (King of Large). And I don’t care that he’s thin.

      
      31 JANUARY

      
      Thursday

      
      I don’t think I could stand school without Wick.

      
      Our mums are pretty good friends, but his father hasn’t lived with Wick and his mum for years so he’s sort of a stranger to
         them. A weird, strange stranger.
      

      
      I’ve met his father a few times, but his words are prickly and pointy and I always feel like he’s going to hurt my feelings
         any minute. Sometimes he says things about what a big boy I am in a sharp sort of way, so I can’t tell if he likes me or not.
         I try to stay away when Wick’s father visits.
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      1 FEBRUARY

      
      Friday

      
      Black Friday.

      
      PE. Need I say more?

      
      First PE for the year. It’s separate from sport and we only have it because our school has a proper gymnasium that McDonald’s
         paid for. Lucky old us.
      

      
      Got laughed at when I was getting changed as usual, but I was too worried about the new PE teacher to care. Heard it all before
         anyway.
      

      
      Did I mention I hate PE? I can’t do half of the things we’re supposed to do.

      
      Hate it. Really, really.

      
      Especially with this new guy — Mr Adesso. Long, black hair in a ponytail, talks with an accent and makes me do every single activity! Even somersaults. Wouldn’t let me out of the hard ones like the last teacher used to do.
      

      
      PE is total rubbish. PE blows chunks.

      
      We had to run around the oval at the end and I got so dizzy I thought I was going to pass out. I told Mr A and he said it
         was probably from doing somersaults, but I don’t know if that’s it. Felt funny all day after that. Kind of light-headed.
      

      
      Maybe I’m getting a summer cold from the swimming the other day?

      
      2 FEBRUARY

      
      Saturday

      
      Weekend! No school for two days! Happy, happy, joy, joy!

      
      Wick and I are going down to the pool for a swim. We’ve got homework to do, but Dad said I could do it later because swimming
         is good for me and he wants to encourage it.
      

      [image: image]

      
      Pool was good. Some kids laughed at me when I was duck diving and made jokes about my ‘gigantic bum’, but I didn’t care so much because I was with Wick.
      

      
      We just laughed right back at them and made jokes about their bad haircuts. Ugly number ones and one kid even had a mullet!
         What were his parents thinking?
      

      
      Wick stood on my shoulders and dived off heaps of times until the pool guy told us to stop and pointed to the sign. So we
         swam up and down and I managed three laps this time (150 metres!) but I can’t swim as fast as Wick of course because he’s
         like a tadpole.
      

      
      Then my heart started thumping and it made me feel funny so I swam over to the closest steps and got out. Wick saw me so he
         got out too and came over to see if I was all right.
      

      
      I told him I was OK, but I could still feel my heart going BANGBANGBANG.

      
      I heard it beating in my ears, which has never happened before.

      
      Felt scared.

      
      Walked back to the bus stop, which was up a steep hill so I got dizzy again, but when the bus came it was air-conditioned
         and I started to feel better. Must have a virus.
      

      
      
      3 FEBRUARY

      
      Sunday

      
      Still don’t feel so good.

      
      Going to stay inside this morning and rest.

      
      Mum, Dad and Kevin have gone to church, but I’m staying home and taking it easy.

      
      This afternoon, Wick is coming over and we’re going to ride our bikes and then have pizza.
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      LATER

      
      Got dizzy again halfway through the bike ride so had to come home. Too hot to exercise anyway.

      
      Must have sunstroke.

      
      4 FEBRUARY

      
      Monday

      
      Boring day. At least I didn’t get dizzy.

      
      5 FEBRUARY

      
      Tuesday

      
      Sports afternoon. Gotta love sport. Not.
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      LATER

      
      Was worried about what sport I’d have to do this year. Really hoped it wasn’t going to be basketball — way too much running
         plus I stink at basketball. But it turned out to be soccer so that was OK after all and I was worried for nothing.
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