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      INTRODUCTION


       

TO NOT READ THIS COULD SERIOUSLY DAMAGE YOUR HEALTH!

      Seriously. The crap that I have written down on these pages is probably the most important stuff you will ever read in your
         life. Maybe not as important as ‘Danger 50,000 volts’ or ‘Trespassers will be shot’, but, in terms of importance for the well-being
         of your future existence, this is up there. Trust me.
      

      I know it all sounds kind of melodramatic and like I’m up my own arse, but I can assure you that is not the case. I know this
         because someone once told me to ‘always write your introduction after you’ve finished – that way you know exactly what it
         is you are introducing’. So that’s what I’m doing right now. That is how I know that, by some fluke chance, whilst I was documenting
         one week of the monotony that is my life, something kind of unbelievable actually happened.
      

      Now here I am, sat in the bed of a beautiful girl, and my face is beaten to a pulp. Despite first impressions I’m actually
         a gentle soul – mild-mannered, quiet and a bit of a hypochondriac. Not sure why I just told you that though, I’ve just ruined
         a bit of upcoming character development. But maybe I needed to write that in case you don’t actually continue reading. Maybe
         I need you to know the kind of person I am in case you put the book down right now. You can, you know. I don’t care. In fact
         I dare you not to read! I almost want you not to read any more. But I warn you once again – your future happiness hangs in
         the balance.
      

      Enjoy.






      MONDAY






      
      
      1st Period
Physics

      
      Nob-ache.

      
      Seriously bad nob-ache.

      
      I don’t actually have nob-ache right now, but, as an almost-sixteen-year-old boy, involuntary and unwelcome wang-ons take
         up about 78% of my waking (and un-waking, for that matter) life. Therefore, nob-aches are a large part of who I am and should
         not go unmentioned in a project entitled ‘Myself’. Especially as, when I was suffering from the aforementioned debilitating
         affliction about two hours ago, it occurred to me that to start a story with the word ‘nob-ache’ would be unbelievably cool.
      

      
      ‘I’ve got nob-ache’ is actually how I wanted to start it but, unfortunately, as I don’t presently have any such ache, I didn’t
         want to start this whole thing off with a lie, so I had to settle for the single home-made word ‘nob-ache’ and then go on
         to explain why, in these rambling and incoherent opening paragraphs. Not a great start, but it did allow me to use the word
         ‘nob-ache’ at least seven times, so it’s not all bad, I suppose.
      

      
      
      ‘Sam?’

      
      Shit, the teacher’s talking to me, better pretend to be making notes …

      
      The ‘teacher’ whose Science lesson I have been writing through is called Jane Monroe. She vaguely resembles a mole, in a cute
         kind of way, so obviously not especially attractive, but, given that she is only one of about three female teachers under
         the age of forty in our school, the general consensus amongst most of the male students here is that she’s ‘worth a go’ or
         that she’s a ‘five pinter’. Obviously most of the guys at my school are total dicks – not only are they all completely desperate
         for any form of sex with anybody other than their left hands, but I very much doubt that any of them would still be standing upright after five pints, and,
         if they were, their nobs certainly wouldn’t be. I think the term ‘five pinter’ should really be replaced by ‘I would do her
         in an instant as long as there was no chance of anyone ever finding out about it, and if they did find out then I would have
         to make up an elaborate excuse as to why I did it, like, “I didn’t know what I was doing! I’d had FIVE PINTS!”’
      

      
      ‘Yes?’ I reply to Five-pints-moley-face Monroe with a carefully balanced tone of innocence and deep interest and concentration.

      
      Please don’t come and see what notes I’m making. Please, please, please …!!!

      
      ‘I said pens down,’ she says, eyebrows raised in an impotent gesture of sternness. She’s such a timid little thing that even when
         she shouts it’s kind of cute. I don’t want to give her a hard time though, so I guess the pen is going down and I’ll catch
         up with this later …
      





      
      
      2nd Period
English

      
      Well, there you go – ‘Sam’, that’s my name. I was kind of hoping to use a pseudonym, something cool and mysterious, but I
         guess it’s too late thanks to old Moley-face catching me off guard.
      

      
      I’m in my English lesson now and although I’m not supposed to be doing my homework during the lesson I’m not going to feel
         too bad about it, considering the homework I’m doing is actually for this class. Another factor playing a part in the me-not-feeling-bad
         department is that we’re nearly fifteen minutes into the lesson and we are still waiting for our teacher, Dave Kross, to arrive.
         If this were any other class, with any other teacher, half the students would have seen this as an opportunity to take off.
      

      
      But not this class. Dave Kross is without a doubt the coolest teacher who ever walked the earth and I don’t think I know a
         single person that doesn’t agree with me. (Considering he’s the one who’ll be marking this paper, maybe I’ll get a good grade
         for brown-nosing.) Seriously though, without wanting to sound too gushy and pathetic, he is a good guy. I don’t mean he’s ‘cool’ and ‘crazy’ and ‘down with the kids’ and likes to manipulate us, I mean he’s a
         genuine, down to earth bloke who makes us feel like friends rather than students. He even refuses to jump the queue in the
         canteen like all the other members of staff and instead lines up with all us kids – he’s a proper good guy. And also, seriously,
         I really DO want to get a good grade for this work. I know I sound like I don’t give a shit, what with my blatant lack of
         respect for decent grammar and wotnot, but here’s the thing – this exercise is categorised as ‘Creative Writing’, so that’s
         what I’m doing, I’m being creative with my own laziness! And if everything works out, then my creative laziness will get me
         good enough grades to get to film school, where I can make creatively lazy films for the whole world to see.
      

      
      So there you go, I have inadvertently gone and given my main character (myself) motivation for this story – I need to get
         a good grade. Shit. Not only is that extremely obvious, it’s also a complete cliché! And here’s me trying to be original.
         I truly am a dick.
      

      
      Anyway, here I am (a dick, as we have recently discovered), in Dave’s English lesson (our school is pretty laid back – we
         call the teachers by first names and we don’t wear uniforms), and so far I’m the only person with my book out. How much of
         a swot must I look? I’ve noticed a couple of people start to panic as they’ve seen me – head down, writing away furiously
         – and are clearly worried in case I’m working on some last-minute homework that they might have forgotten about.
      

      
      ‘Jack,’ says Cole, who’s sat beside me, shoving my arm, trying to get me to respond.

      
      
      ‘Jack!’ he barks, obviously unaware that I’m writing down everything he’s doing.

      
      ‘Jack, you twat!’

      
      Cole’s a twat and he’s got no nob.

      
      By the way, my name is Jack now. According to Hollywood it’s the coolest name available for a man. Have you noticed how about
         70% of all action heroes in Hollywood are named Jack? I mean the characters, of course, not the actors, which is weird actually
         because thinking about it there are barely any actors named Jack … Nicholson, Palance … who else? (Hey, they were both in
         Batman … weird.)
      

      




      
      
      3rd Period
Biology with Eleanor Wade

      
      I’ve changed my mind. My motivation in this story is no longer to just get a good mark for writing it. My new motivation has
         a name and I call it ‘Eleanor Wade’.
      

      
      There she is – Eleanor, Eleanor, Eleanor … Woof! Sat one row in front of me and one place to the left is the most perfect
         example of a female I have ever encountered. She actually makes me look forward to Biology. (This is where I turn to face
         the camera and whisper, ‘I wouldn’t mind doing a bit of Biology with her!’, sounding a little less cool and a little more
         creepy than intended.)
      

      
      ‘What the hell are you doing?’ Cole just asked.

      
      ‘Nothing,’ I lied.

      
      ‘What did you say about “doing a bit of Biology”?’

      
      ‘Shut up!’ I pleaded in whispers.

      
      Clive Cornish may be a dim-witted, wiggy-haired Science teacher but he has the hearing of a spry kitten (kittens probably
         have good hearing, right?). Plus Clive Cornish is a short wiry thing with a lady’s voice and heavy nipples who likes to compensate
         for his femininities by hurling out detentions like they are sheep on Facebook – and I was never really into that whole ‘throw a sheep at someone’ thing. If he keeps us
         late we’ll end up with no afternoon break, and my bottom needs an afternoon break! Not for shits, mind you, although I probably
         could do with one, but I’m talking about farts. My stomach is gurgling like I just drank a genuine grown-up coffee-shop coffee
         (does that happen to other people or is it just me?), but if I unleash the raging beast here it would be just my luck that
         everyone would get just enough of a whiff to make them feel sick and then Cole would take great pleasure in loudly blaming
         me, whether I was guilty or not.
      

      
      ‘What did you say about doing Biology?’ Cole repeated, whispering this time, which is just as obvious as shouting when he
         shuffles himself to within two inches of my ear.
      

      
      I warningly motioned towards Clive Cornish with my head, eyes and eyebrows. (Does that motion have a name? You know, where
         you clench your teeth and raise your eyebrows in a ‘Not now!’ kind of way? It should do. It’s not really a glare and it’s
         not a nod. Lets call it a ‘glod’.) But subtlety is just not in Cole’s nature.
      

      
      ‘Were you talking to an imaginary camera again?’ he whispered with an eager grin, ignoring my intense glod. (I like it!)

      
      ‘Yes,’ I admitted unashamedly, hoping to shut him up and avoid an inevitably severe mocking.

      
      ‘You’re a bummer!’ he exclaimed, failing to keep his laughing outburst to a whisper. ‘I thought you were trying to quit.’

      
      Oh Jesus, he’s going to crucify me. And he’s going to do it loud enough for Eleanor to hear.

      
      
      ‘Is it because you like kissing boys?’ he asked, unable to control his stupid snigger.

      
      Here we go. Luckily by now I am familiar with the techniques required to placate the giggling moron. (Why am I friends with him?)

      
      ‘No, you idiot,’ I replied out the corner of my mouth, not looking up from my writing, ‘it’s because I like kissing old ladies’
         bottoms.’ I deadpanned.
      

      
      ‘Cole?’ comes Clive Cornish’s nasal voice, bringing Cole to sudden silence. We’re done for! He heard us! Goodbye, play time.
         I mean break time! (Why do I still do that? It’s been five years. I haven’t had ‘play time’ since primary school!) Hang on
         … Clive’s face … the waiting … he’s not telling Cole off, he’s waiting for an answer to something. He must have asked a question!
         Is Cole smart enough to work this out? Please, Cole, do not say ‘Sorry’ – say anything, anything to do with Biology, say ‘Enzymes’,
         say ‘Photosynthesis’, but if you say ‘Sorry’ he’ll know you’re guilty, you’ll be signing your own death warrant …
      

      
      I’m furiously writing all this down, pretending to be deep in my work. Cole has been silent for way too long. Everyone is
         beginning to turn and look. Speak, damn you, speak! Wait … his mouth begins to open … he stutters … a word begins to form
         on his lips …
      

      
      ‘Vulva?’

      
      Shit!

      
      No … wait … Cornish is blushing! He stutters, too … he …

      
      ‘No, Cole,’ he mutters sheepishly, face bright red, ‘anyone else?’

      
      
      A dozen sniggering hands shoot up into the air.

      
      ‘Yes … Eleanor.’

      
      ‘The Natural History Museum?’

      
      ‘Thank you. Yes, it is on display at the Natural History Museum in London.’

      
      Must – keep – writing … anything to keep me from laughing.

   



      
      
      Last Break

      
      We’re sat outside in the tennis courts with our backs against the mesh fence, both pretending to be doing homework when we
         are clearly here because of the bouncy girls swinging their rackets. Jerry Lee Lewis’s ‘Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On’ is going
         round in my head and the sun is warming the back of my neck in a soothing kind of way.
      

      
      ‘Whoa!’ whispers Cole without moving his lips as Caroline Baker bends over, awaiting the delivery of Victoria Jones’ serve.

      
      Things aren’t looking too bad for this afternoon, after all. We just managed to avoid a Clive Cornish close shave by the skin
         of our teeth, I’ve been to the toilet and let out a whole bunch of hardcore farts, and people keep congratulating Cole for
         saying ‘Vulva’ to Cornish with no repercussions whatsoever. Plus, I don’t want to tempt fate, but I did a pretty good job
         of avoiding a mocking from Cole.
      

      
      ‘Not bad, Mish Moneypenny,’ I said to camera.

      
      ‘Cut it out,’ muttered Cole.

      
      Cole is never going to understand my habits of speaking to camera or humming my own soundtrack. He’s not a movies person, he’s a motorbikes and beers person. Why am I friends with him?
      

      
      I smelled her before I even heard her voice. Eleanor has just walked past behind us and I really wish I could turn around
         to see her without looking like a perv.
      

      
      ‘I know,’ she said as she passed, ‘I wish I could just pick him up and put him in my pocket.’

      
      Of course in my head she was talking about me, but in actual fact I think it’s more likely she was talking about the kitten
         that one of the Art teachers had been playing with at lunch (don’t know why).
      

      
      I suppose I should take some time to explain who Eleanor Wade is. Eleanor Wade is not Sarah Carmichael. Or, in other words
         (without having to explain who Sarah Carmichael is, too), Eleanor Wade is a proper girl, a nice girl, a girl who actually
         has some control over the opening and closing of her legs and mouth. She is not the most popular girl in school, not even
         in the top ten, which for me is some kind of a miracle. I can’t understand how she doesn’t have every filthy sports freak
         and rich boy trying to get into her knickers – she is absolutely perfect! Unfortunately for me, though, Sarah Carmichael got
         herself a new boyfriend two weeks ago, which means every arsehole with a hard-on is on the prowl for other prey, and I know
         it’s only a matter of time before these brainless dipshits figure out that Eleanor is possibly the most beautiful and charming
         girl in school. When that day comes the competition will be too great, Eleanor will be fed up and jaded with every boy trying
         to get with her, and my chances will be blown. That is why I have to act fast. However I have to be careful, because whilst
         I don’t even register on the popularity scale, I am not completely unliked – as much as I would like to be invisible, I somehow attract
         attention, people do notice me, and when the predators spy me seasoning potential prey they will pounce without a moment’s
         warning. I have to move fast, effectively and completely below the radar.
      

      
      The best thing I have going for me is the fact that most people don’t even consider Eleanor when they are out on the prowl
         because she never seems to go out with anyone. There was one guy, back in Year 8, who she went out with for three horrifying
         weeks. His name was Scott Saloon (could never work out if the name was cool or twattish, so just to be safe, to make sure
         we eradicated any subliminal association with anything as masculine and cool as a cowboys’ pub, we decided to rename him Scott
         Salon, like a ladies’ hairdressing place – not to his face, obviously, else he’d batter us), she dumped him, he declared she
         was a lesbian, and now he is a dedicated follower of Sarah Carmichael.
      

      
      Now … there is a very small possibility that Scott Salon was not actually spreading a spiteful rumour when he proclaimed Eleanor
         a muff-diver, but was actually stating a fact. However, the unhealthy collection of R-Patz pics pasted all over Eleanor’s
         exercise books last year gives me eternal hope. (Please don’t think I’m actually someone who uses people’s abbreviated cock-names
         like J-Lo and LiLo, I’m only using R-Patz because I can’t actually remember his real name. The only thing I can think of is
         Robert Patrick, but I’m pretty sure he’s the bad guy in Terminator 2.) Shame that she is attracted to such a pretty boy as R-Patz (sorry) and not someone with a more geeky Woody Allen quality to him. Still, R-Patz is closer to my league than, say, the women’s rugby team.
         I suppose if she wasn’t so beautiful you would class Eleanor as a geek – she’s hyper-intelligent, always does her homework
         on time and hardly ever shows off any skin. (Which drives me insane! In a good way. I think the ones who don’t show it all
         off have a lot more mystery and appeal to them than the ones who paint it orange and flaunt it for the builders.) Yes, Eleanor
         does seem like a fem-nerd, but on the other hand her sharp yet classy fashion sense and bubbly affability seem to contradict
         any theories of geekdom.
      

      
      And there she is … Eleanor Wade and a couple of friends have just sat down on a patch of grass to the left of the tennis courts.
         She makes my insides warm and squirmy, and I’m sorry to say that I find it hard to take my eyes off her (which makes it all
         the more difficult trying to write this stuff down). She leans on one arm and her thick, dark, curly hair separates around
         her shoulder, teasingly revealing her skin, like a miniature strip show for the easily satisfied. She’s not super-sized and
         she’s not super-skinny. In my opinion she suffers from the Mummy Bear syndrome – she’s ‘just right’. (Is it Mummy Bear’s porridge
         that’s ‘just right’ or is it Baby Bear’s? I don’t know. Should be Mummy Bear – she’s the one in the middle, right?)
      

      
      Hopefully I have painted an accurate description of Eleanor (flawed perfection) and by now you’re probably getting a pretty
         good idea of what kind of person I am (a flawed nobody) and you are probably thinking the same thoughts that haunt my insomniac
         sleep – she’s way out of my league. But I do have one trump card up my sleeve – I MAKE ELEANOR WADE LAUGH! I haven’t spoken to her that many times, in fact barely ever, but the times that I did I always managed
         to evoke at least a few giggles. This is possibly my proudest achievement in life. Eleanor Wade laughs at me – mostly because
         I fall over quite a lot and talk complete gibberish whenever she’s around, but there’s definitely affection hidden somewhere
         in those laughs. You know those dating shows where the bimbo claims to prefer a good sense of humour over body or looks and
         then she goes and picks the dim-witted firefighter or football player over the jolly little librarian? Well, Eleanor seems
         like the kind of intelligent being that would go for the librarian.
      

      
      The way to a girl’s heart is surely through her funny bone.

      
      I just hope I get there first.

      
      My radar has just picked up my worst fear – a predator. Zack Pimento is sat at the opposite end of the tennis courts with
         his gang of pretty-faced clones, and his gaze is locked firmly on Eleanor.
      

      
      Get your eyes off of her, you slimy pervert!

      
      I can see the filthy thoughts filtering through his head like shit through a sieve. He’s not gazing at her longingly like
         I do, he’s leering at her like a filthy animal that has picked up the scent of meat.
      

      
      This is it, Zack – I may not have had a problem with you in the past (other than you being precious and arrogant), but now
         it’s war. I have gone my entire school life without having a single girlfriend and you have had at least three, despite the fact that most people think you
         like boys! I am not about to let you swoop in with your designer clothing and million-dollar grin and take the girl of my
         dreams just for you to have a bit of fun with before you discard her like a fisherman discards a tiddly fish that doesn’t live up to his
         standards. Well I’m going to make sure that this tiddly fish doesn’t get reeled in by your cheese-baited rod. Try all you
         like, but I will do everything in my minuscule power to ensure that she gets hooked on my cheese-baited, NO, love-baited (Christ,
         that’s even worse!), my special-baited rod (I’m beginning to wish I hadn’t bothered with the whole fishing metaphors thing now). Whatever. She’s my tiddly
         fish and I’m going to eat her up before you even—
      

      
      I think I better just stop. You get the gist of it anyway.

   



      TUESDAY






      
      
      The Bus Journey In

      
      I was far too distraught after witnessing pretty boy Zack leering over my destiny to go to the final lesson of yesterday (History).
         I was even too distraught to go to the library and do some more writing. But to the library I did go, oh yes I did, and in
         that library I concocted a cruel and devious plan. After schemes of biological warfare, kidnap and death threats brewed like
         poison in my cauldron-like skull, I finally settled on a plan, a plan that would put Zack out of the picture, whilst simultaneously
         leaving my conscience entirely guilt-free … almost.
      

      
      For some unknown reason I have taken it upon myself to write a little accompanying piece for this story. Like this one, I
         have written it in the first person, but, unlike this one, it is a fictional piece. It focuses on a fictional character named
         ‘Zed’, who decides to confess his deepest darkest fantasies about a girl that he wishes to ‘taint’. He writes these confessions
         in the form of a letter, which lists in great detail every degrading act he has imagined practising on this innocent girl
         – acts so eye-wateringly sick that I couldn’t dare bring myself to include them as part of this project. In fact I feel ashamed
         to have written such a perverse piece of fiction and I have the unshakable urge to get rid of it as soon as possible. I must fold this sick piece of filth up until
         it is a teeny weeny nubbin of paper and throw it away from my person … if it happens to land in Eleanor Wade’s bag and if
         she happens to assume it is, in fact, from Zack, then it can’t be helped.
      

      
      OK, OK, I know it sounds malicious and devious, but at no point have I written the names Eleanor or Zack on that letter. I
         have merely based a character on the person I believe Zack to be, and apart from the letter Z the only thing that could possibly
         lead Eleanor into believing that the letter could be to her from Zack is if she too believes it to be an accurate representation of the way Zack feels about her. If so, then I have done nothing
         but highlight (and possibly exaggerate) the truth. If not, then she will just assume that one of her friends has played a
         joke on her – no harm done, right?
      

      
      On the flipside I have also come up with a fairly decent plan to ensure that Eleanor and I have the chance to get better acquainted.
         I could let you in on this plan, but it would be far better storytelling if I leave it for you to find out later. (Don’t worry,
         this one is a genuinely innocent plan with no poetic licence on the truth.)
      

      
      I have spent most of this morning’s insanely long bus journey mulling over what conclusion I can bring to my English assignment.
         It’s entitled ‘Myself’, so, kind of obviously, I should finish it with a nicely rounded and succinct summary of who I am,
         who I see myself to be, how I think others see me and what kind of category or group I fit into. But for the life of me I
         cannot decide which group I belong in. I can’t even think of a new category to file myself into. It’s kind of sad. The more I think about it the more it is freaking
         me out – I have no redeeming personality! The whole world seems to get riled at the idea of being labelled, but at least they
         know where they stand. I am an average guy, from an average background, in an average family with an average income. I am
         a nobody! A nobody, stuck on the never-ending bus journey to a nobody’s school.
      

      
      Seventy-two minutes and counting. That is the worst thing about living out in the sticks – it takes for ever to get anywhere.
         Three hours of each day is wasted on the school bus. THREE HOURS! That’s fifteen hours a week. That’s sixty hours a month!
         That’s about six hundred hours a year (accounting for holidays, etc.), which means that in my five years here at this school
         I have spent over four solid months just travelling to and from school! My youth is drifting away in the sands of time and
         I’m wasting it on a twatting bus!
      

      
      I’m getting off. I mean it! Right now, I’m getting off!

      




      
      
      The Hard Walk In

      
      I’m off.

      
      I think maybe I had a little panic attack. Luckily I didn’t get off right in the middle of nowhere, I’m not that messed up.
         I got off at the bottom of town, which is only a mile or two away from school, so with twenty minutes left before school starts
         it’s no big deal. In fact it’s a good idea – with all the early morning traffic the bus has to go through as part of its winding
         route through the centre of town, I’ll probably end up getting to school before it. Although that would be a lot more likely
         if I got up off this bench I am sat on and stopped writing. But I think I’ll wait here just a few minutes more. See, the bench
         I am sat on is situated at the start of the footpath/cycle track that begins at the Drive Thru then runs alongside the canal
         and eventually leads straight to school. Cole and our friend Tim use this path to get to school every day, so I’ll stick around
         for a while in case they haven’t already gotten this far. Since they’re both usually a couple of minutes late, I can probably
         expect to see them appear around this corner any second now.
      

      
      This is pretty cool actually. Why haven’t I done this before? I’ve been riding that bus for five years. If I’d gotten off fifteen minutes early each day I would have saved … Screw
         it, I can’t be arsed working out the minutes, hours and days thing again. Basically it would have been a whole lot better.
         Anything to get off that bus a bit sooner. I hate stepping through the school doors when I’ve just been sat in that filthy
         tin can for an hour and a half and am suffering from long-journey syndrome (bed hair, dead legs, drool-mouth and general zombification).
         Plus, since there are no adults on our bus to maintain any degree of civilisation, the dick-wits on the back seat constantly
         get away with smoking the entire journey, so I spend the whole day stinking of tobacco and getting dodgy looks from any teacher
         that gets too close. A few of the braver/stronger/swottier kids complain to the driver every now and then and that usually
         puts a stop to it. Once, after waiting ages for someone else to complain but no one having the guts, my asthma got so bad
         that I decided to throw caution to the wind and go complain to the driver, except by the time I was halfway down the bus I
         realised that that nob-face was puffing on a cancer stick, too! Dickhead.
      

      
      Oh yeah, and speaking of dickheads there’s another unwelcome long-journey syndrome – nob-ache. Full-on, ball-numbing, pant-ripping
         nob-ache. I mean it. Eighty-six minutes of unaccountable erection, cramped up in one position, in seats as comfortable as
         a concrete pillow and enough leg room to give an umpa lumpa a serious case of deep-vein thrombosis. It’s no merry-go-round.
         Plus then I have the whole joy of figuring out a way of getting off the bus whilst hiding the raging Beast of Boneville that
         is trying to break its way through the fly of my jeans (a carefully positioned school bag is usually the only answer until you get the
         chance to wrangle the monster and harness it in the reliable grip of Old Mr Waistband). It’s moments like these I thank Jehosifer
         that I go to a school that doesn’t wear uniforms. What must life be like for those sorry sons of bitches who have to live
         with the puny defences supplied by Mr-100%-Cotton, weak as shit, thin as tissue paper school TROUSERS?!
      

      
      I’m assuming this whole nob-ache thing is common among adolescents and you grow out of it by adulthood (at least I seriously
         hope so, I really do not want to be concluding this project by pigeonholing myself as a ‘Pervert’). I see far too many grown
         men wearing cotton trousers BY CHOICE for nob-ache to be a lifelong affliction. No one would wear such flimsy nob protection
         if there were a possibility they might suffer a huge ninety-minute boner as a result of sitting in a seat. No, choosing the
         correct clothing for the lower region is as important to us guys as the right body armour is for a warrior about to march
         into battle. The first line of defence is snug, robust, elasticised underwear. This helps ensure that the evil is kept flat
         against the pelvis, rather than charging straight ahead as if about to take part in a jousting contest. The next line of defence
         is undoubtedly a thick, hardwearing, heavy-duty pair of jeans – something that’s got a fighting chance should the first defences
         fail (which, if the beast approaches from the wrong angle, they are liable to do). The jeans must not be too baggy or a circus
         tent situation will be a very likely outcome. Nor must the jeans be too tight, or one of two outcomes will be your downfall – 1: the beast will stay flat against the hip, but will be as obvious as a shotgun in a gymnast’s
         leotard; 2: the beast will tackle the denim head-on and will more than likely lose the battle, resulting in a loud ‘snap’
         followed by a howling scream of agonising pain (not sure if that would actually happen). When picking the fit of a pair of
         jeans you must always think Mother Bear (or Baby Bear, still don’t know). One more piece of wisdom I have learned these many
         years on the battlefield – at every available opportunity it is essential to reposition the evil stick to point diagonally
         upwards. A surprise down-the-trouser-leg attack can be disastrous, resulting in a visible lump, a severe limp and the near-impossible
         task of repositioning (like trying to unsheathe a four-foot sword from its scabbard in a three-by-three toilet cubicle).
      

      
      I’m quite sure that for people who do not suffer this horrific disability, this all sounds very petty and puerile – why not
         just think about Margaret Thatcher, Winston Churchill or any other British prime minister? Of course, what these people clearly
         do not understand is that, yes, in the big scheme of things this is fairly petty, but 95% of the time there is nothing sexual
         about it. The willy has a mind of its own! You could be quietly considering complex chess manoeuvres when suddenly an unprovoked
         attack of the trouser-snake renders you incapacitated for sixty minutes. (And no, it has nothing to do with ‘pawn’ – pah!
         Get it? ‘Pawn’! No? Sorry.) I guess the whole nob-ache thing is just another symptom of growing up, along with spontaneously
         wet armpits when you’re not even warm, or having a face full of spots when you’ve been washing five times a day and eating nothing but salad and steamed vegetables. It is these evil
         manifestations of puberty that cause us teenagers to get bullied by the popular wankers (who are mostly evolutionary freaks
         who are immune to all the above), to spend all our hard-earned cash/lunch money on rip-off quack remedies, and to lose all
         traces of self-esteem we may have once had. These are the things that grown-ups forget about when they laugh at us for claiming
         that life is tough.
      

      
      Anyway, getting off the bus early is clearly a good thing. On the plus side it means I get some exercise and fresh air (good
         for the spots), which also relieves any ‘stiffness’ acquired on the long haul. On the negative side, the long walk means awakening
         the (until now) dormant waterfalls under my arms. However, this problem can be remedied by carrying a fresh T-shirt and a
         can of deodorant in your bag at all times.
      

      
      ‘Oy, numpty!’ bellowed Cole cheerfully, just as I had given up waiting for them and begun to get off the bench with my bag
         in front of my crotch, purely out of precautionary habit. ‘What happened? They throw you off the bus for being such a numpty?’
      

      
      By the way, obviously I’m not writing this all down whilst actually walking, it’s about twenty minutes later now and once
         again I am sat at a desk, but hopefully everything is fresh enough in my memory.
      

      
      Although I couldn’t see him, I knew Tim must be somewhere behind Cole (he’s quite small and Cole’s quite big) because a) Cole
         was showing off and being a prick (which he always does in front of Tim), and b) I could hear Tim sniggering.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ I replied.

      
      ‘’Appy days!’

      
      There was no need for Cole to say ‘’Appy days!’ here, he just likes to shoehorn it in as often as possible, along with ‘numpty’
         and ‘Calm down, dear!’ It’s one of his least endearing qualities.
      

      
      ‘Aren’t you bored of saying that yet?’ I moaned.

      
      ‘Calm down, dear! Too much of a numpty for insults?’

      
      ‘No, I’m just fed up with you and every other idiot saying things like “Calm down, dear” and “’Appy days” and “numpty”. It
         pisses me off. Insult me as much as you like, doesn’t mean anything coming from a nud-fuggler like you, but at least try to
         do it without using the same bullshit phrases that Connor Clarey and his nob-face army all use.’
      

      
      ‘Jesus, we’re only having a laugh, you big …’ Cole struggled to think of an insult of his own, ‘… stupid frickin’ …’ here
         it comes … ‘nincompoop!’
      

      
      Even with Cole’s limited cerebral abilities he somehow always manages to say the right thing when under pressure. OK, so nincompoop
         isn’t a completely original insult, but it’s quite possibly the funniest one I can think of. I tried hard not to laugh, but
         my attempts were futile, which only made it seem even funnier, until it became one of those stupid moments where everyone
         ends up laughing uncontrollably, like the finale in an episode of Digimon.
      

      
      It’s true, though – the whole calm down, dear, ’appy days stuff – I can’t stand the way Cole and Tim are so quick to jump
         on the bandwagon with anything popular. (When those Scoubidou things were popular, Cole and Tim collected them. When they were out of fashion, Cole and Tim ridiculed the
         kids that still collected them. In Year 9 Tim actually bought himself a pair of Ugg boots off eBay. Apparently he was THIS
         close to wearing them to school before his mum told him he was wearing girls’ shoes. This year they’re harassing their parents
         for iPads.) It shames me to know that my friends are barely any different than every other arsehole around. I’d like to think
         they had something more unique about them, but as each year passes they lose more and more pieces of who they once were and
         become more and more like everyone else, to the point where I think to myself, ‘If I had only just met these people, I would
         probably hate their guts.’
      

      
      
         The Most Annoying Fad Phrases

         3. Legend! (has replaced ‘Nice one!’)

         2. Sack That (has replaced ‘Screw that for a laugh’)

         1. Mint (has replaced ‘Sweet!’ As if sweet wasn’t annoying enough, they then had to go and get specific)
         

      

      
      I think that fads and fashions are possibly one of my biggest hates. They can turn me off anyone or anything. Take, for example,
         The Killers – I used to love The Killers! I had some import CDs that my uncle brought back from America, along with a load
         of other stuff, most of which was crap, but The Killers soon became one of my favourite bands. And the best thing of all was
         that no one over here had even heard of them. They were my band.
      

      
      
      ‘What sort of music you into, Jack?’ I remember Matthew Lilly asking.

      
      ‘I’m really into a band called The Killers right now,’ I mentioned.

      
      ‘The Killers? Who are they? They sound shit!’ was his response, which was clearly the plan all along, no matter what band
         I said, just to make the girls around us laugh, to make him look dominant and me look stupid.
      

      
      I didn’t care though. In fact it pleased me that no one had a clue who they were. It meant the music had no stigmas attached.
         It was my secret. But then the dreaded day came – the stereo was on in our Art lesson and so far it had been churning out
         all the usual garbage, but then, as I was washing my brushes in the sink, I thought I heard a familiar tune. I turned off
         the tap and there it was – my music blaring out the speakers. At first I assumed that someone had put a CD on.
      

      
      ‘Is this The Killers?’ I called out, trying to find out who had put it on, but the only response was a cocktail of blank stares,
         frowns and ‘I don’t care’ shrugs. That’s when I realised it was much worse than one other person having my album – it was
         on the radio! It was being shared with millions of listeners all over the nation! Those bastards!
      

      
      Of course it wasn’t long until they were everyone’s favourite band and ‘Somebody Told Me’ was playing over and over in every
         shop, every common room and on every MP3 player. Even Matthew Lilly had one of their T-shirts and was claiming that he had
         discovered the band years ago, way before everyone else. That was the point that I threw my albums out – they had been irreparably tainted. Since that day I have not allowed myself to get too attached to any
         bands. I’ve tried my hardest to only like shit bands that will never become popular, but, well, they’re mostly shit.
      

      




      
      
      Nuggets

      
      As we strolled into the school grounds I saw two things that made me feel that today might be a good one – a) my bus was running
         late and was only just pulling into the bus bay at the same time as us, and b) Zack Pimento was chatting with one of his girly
         friends (who was walking on his left), and his lecherous eyes were checking out some Year 9 girl on his right. This doesn’t
         mean that he’s not going to go after my Eleanor, I know, but it does mean two other things – a) he seems to leer at most girls so it is unlikely that he has singled Eleanor out as his soul mate and will therefore not be putting 100% of his efforts
         into her, but will probably spread his ‘charms’ amongst a few different possible applicants, and b) seeing his slimy perving
         makes me feel a whole lot less guilty about slipping that note into Eleanor’s bag on our way out of school yesterday.
      

      
      Last night I was beginning to feel anxious about the whole thing. I felt guilty for stitching up Zack, who in all honesty
         isn’t a major arsehole; I felt deceitful for trying to trick someone who I am supposed to respect and wotnot (Eleanor); but
         worst of all I was feeling extremely paranoid that someone might have seen me put it in her bag. I had dropped the note through the top of Eleanor’s bag whilst half the school were bottlenecked in the entrance hall in the big
         rush to get out through the two double doors and home. It had seemed like a good time to do it because it was so mad-busy
         that no one would notice a few tugs on their bag and no one was going to waste time to see what other people were up to when
         they only had one thing on their minds – ‘Get home, get home, get home!’ But after I dropped the note in her bag I realised
         that Helena (a friend of Zack’s) was walking right behind me! I’m sure she didn’t see anything but the moment kept playing
         over and over in my head until it became crystal-clear slow motion, revealing a sly sideways glance from Helena the moment
         the note left my fingers. Of course in reality I hadn’t even seen Helena’s face, she could have had her eyes shut for all
         I know, but my paranoia has ways of making me expect the worst of a situation.
      

      
      ‘Chin-tickler!’ blurted Tim as we walked through the entrance hall discussing new and original insults.

      
      Tim had been suggesting this little nugget for the past eight minutes but had yet to receive any response, good or bad, from
         either Cole or myself, so every forty-eight seconds or so he would excitedly blurt it out, trying to sound like he had only
         just come up with it but actually sounding like a Tourette’s sufferer with an extremely feeble vocabulary.
      

      
      ‘I still think butt-nugget’s a good one,’ said Cole, sounding almost philosophical about the subject. ‘Or maybe cock-nugget.
         What do you reckon?’
      

      
      ‘Chin-tickler!’

      
      ‘Well,’ I mused, ‘cock-nugget has a nice ring to it, but if you’re wanting it to catch on you need something that doesn’t have an established swear word in it already. People like insults that they can use in front of teachers and not get
         bollocked because the teacher doesn’t have a clue what it means.’
      

      
      ‘True.’

      
      For some reason Cole wanted to come up with an insult that would catch on and eventually be used by everyone in the school
         and beyond, which, for me, defeats the whole purpose of coming up with your own insult, but hey.
      

      
      ‘So butt-nugget, then?’ confirmed Cole.

      
      ‘I like it, but it’s still not going to catch on in front of teachers, it’s too descriptive, too self-explanatory, you need
         completely brand new words that they just won’t have a clue about.’
      

      
      ‘Like “twat”,’ laughed Cole.

      
      What Cole was referring to is that, somehow, two years ago, Clive Cornish was the only living human to not realise that ‘twat’
         was a swear word, and for two whole months we managed to get him to use it almost every single day in substitute for the word
         ‘twit’. Burned into my memory for eternity is the time that Cornish told Tim to, ‘Go to the principal’s office and explain to him why you’re being such a silly little TWAT!’ then Cole laughed sandwich out of his nose and fell off his stool. Christ, I nearly shat myself. Unfortunately someone must
         have tipped him off because Cornish never used the word again after that day.
      

      
      ‘What about gruff-nugget?’ I suggested.

      
      Cole looked at me as if I had discovered the cure for cancer.

      
      ‘Fuuuuuck!’ he whispered in breathless awe.

      
      
      I knew that one would appeal to him. ‘Gruff’ is the word that Cole claims to have ‘invented’ for the patch of pubic hair that
         sits between your balls/fanny and your butthole, like the beard of Billy Goats Gruff (an appendage I am still yet to discover/grow
         on my own body).
      

      
      ‘Chin-tickler!’

      
      And so we settled on the phrase ‘gruff-nugget’, which Cole claims is a perfect word to describe the uncomfortable attachments
         to the ‘gruff’ the day after eating crunchy peanut butter. I’m sure we could have done better but we had to leave it there
         whilst register was being called and I had to have a very important chat with a girl called Alice White. She is to be a pivotal
         part of my plan to woo Eleanor, which, if all goes smoothly, could be in full swing by this afternoon.
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