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            Miss Understanding Blog Entry 
 – 1st October 2009
            

         

         Hey there you.
         

         Well, I’m back everyone! After two weeks’ break, in which I was taken by my grandparents and brought to their cottage in Devon.

         First of all, I must make it clear that I like Devon, even the flooded bits. And I love Granny and Gramps, even though they’ve become overly reliant on Werther’s Originals. And my brother and I spend many happy evenings helping them file junk mail they’ve received from companies trying to sell them cruises or stair-lifts. Or sometimes cruises with stair-lifts. Good times.
         

         But I’m totally hacked off with my mother. I may have bored you with this before, but she is always trying to get out of ‘kid duty’ and happily palms my little brother and me off on any random adult. Luckily my grandparents are sane and humane people who understand the meaning of adult responsibility and seem to like spending time with us, their grandchildren. But Mum’s second adolescence – or third, if you listen to my dad – is starting to get on everyone’s nerves. I definitely noticed mild-mannered Granny rolling her eyes at the kaftan-and-clogs ensemble Mum was wearing when she dropped us off; even Marley has started asking why Mummy looks like Dobby the House Elf. My mother obviously wants us out of the house so that she can have a week of Ashtanga yoga sessions and meditate in peace without me playing The Cold War Kids with the bass right up and Marley using her Peace Pyramid as a fort. We bring on her migraines, apparently.
         

         Anyway, teenage whine over for now. I hope you like the new-look page. As you’ll have noticed, my advice column is no longer hosted by the school’s website. They threw me off whilst I was away.

         I can only think it was because in my last column I passed comment on the fact Ms Chilton had a VPL at the Meet-the-Teacher evening last month. Don’t shoot the messenger, OK? I only mentioned it so that she’d know for next time. Honestly, you try to do someone a favour …

         But if I’m being honest, the school website and I have been going through some difficulties lately.

         I said, ‘How about a trial separation?’

         They said, ‘Error 401 – access denied.’

         I’m OK about it. To be honest I felt oppressed, repressed, and depressed by the attempts to censor my column; they said I was ‘subversive and flippant, and a bad influence on the pupils of Adam Woodyatt Academy’. Whatevs. Listen, school’s a good thing, honestly it is, and the teachers all care and stuff … But jeez Louise, have they not heard of the freedom of speech?
         

         Anyway, to cut a long story marginally shorter, I’ve gone solo, here at Missunderstanding.net, where I truly belong. Yep, not only can you read and write to me for advice, but Miss Understanding’s blog is only a click away!
         

         So welcome to the very first Miss Understanding’s Advice Column and General Gossip Blog (snappy title pending). Loads of emails waiting for me when I got back. I’m flattered, and thanks for bringing me up to speed with what’s been happening at school and this old town we call Allerton, Bucks.

         To the person who emailed to say this was a bitchin’ site, I trust you meant bitchin’ as in fabulous, rather than bitchin’ as in bitchy, cos we don’t bitch here, do we? We just observe. Case in point – Ms Cooper the Science teacher was observed getting into a car with an unknown and much older man outside Zeon nightclub on Friday night. My scout observed she was wobbling more than Amy Winehouse after a let-yourself-go party round Pete Doherty’s.
         

         I’m not being bitchy there, am I? If I were bitchy I might point out to Ms Cooper that white stilettos are downmarket enough even before they get sick on them. But I won’t. Though I will say that next time you see her you might want to observe the right side of her neck. Under the foundation lies a suck-shaped mark. It wouldn’t take the CSI team to work out how that got there.
         

         I’ve had a few emails from readers who want to know more about me. I am flattered, of course, and quite frankly need the attention, but I am supposed to be anonymous. I realize it’s only a matter of time before you figure it out but for now, no deal, as Noel Edmonds said to the six-foot trannie hooker. All I can say is: think of a young Kelly Brook but with a bigger IQ, a smaller nose and less boobage. Hey, we both have brown hair OK? Joking aside, I do like to throw a few crumbs your way from time to time to keep it interesting, so here goes.
         

         I’m a girl and I go to the Adam Woodyatt Academy. There you are. Happy now?

         Speaking of crumbs, I’m still on these gluten-free biscuits ever since Mum decided I was allergic just because I said I had a tummy ache after we had pasta on Tuesday. I’d only said I had a tummy ache so I could get out of watching The Crying Game with her and Marley as I knew there was a scene coming up (you know the one) which I didn’t want to have to explain to either of them. Though I’m sure Mum would have gone off on one about how supportive she’d be if I ever decided to have a gender realignment. No one’s realigning my bits, I can tell you.
         

         God, I miss gluten.

         Anyways, to judge by the size of my inbox I seem to be attending some kind of special school for social retards. Screw-up Academy, I’m going to start calling you.

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            My boyfriend is nearly perfect, he’s buff and says I am too, he writes me little notes saying how much he loves me and when my friend Kayleigh tried to snog him at the ten-pin bowling centre he pushed her away and said, ‘I’m spoken for, innit?’ Now I know Kayleigh’s not that fit, but that counts for something doesn’t it?

            Anyway, the problem is that he’s got bad spots. Some div told him you shouldn’t squeeze them cos that makes them worse, but to be honest with you they totally couldn’t be any worse. They’re huge and yellow and last night one of them popped against my cheek while we were snogging. I had to go and be sick, and when he asked me why I said I’d had too many Bacardi Breezers even though I’d only had three and now he thinks I ‘have a problem with alcohol’. He won’t buy me anything except J2O since then.

            How can I get him to squeeze?

            Love

            Glorygirl89

         


         Dear Glory

         It popped against your face? That’s quite a visual. Now it’s in my head and won’t leave, so thanks for that.

         Yeah, Pizza-face sounds irresistible, but perhaps he’s not quite as perfect as you think he is. For a start if it’s the Kayleigh I’m thinking of, then it really isn’t surprising he pushed her away. This is the same Kayleigh who Fat Gareth literally ran away from at the school musical after- show party last year. And Fat Gareth A) can’t afford to be choosy and B) doesn’t run for kicks.
         

         Secondly, he sounds like he’s got his priorities all wrong. He’s what – sixteen? seventeen? He’s more interested in avoiding future facial deformity than making out with a buff sixteen-year-old? I just don’t get it. Either he’s not really that into you. Or he’s so in love with himself he’s unaware his skin makes you puke.

         But, assuming you genuinely do want to continue seeing this pus-faced control freak, then the solution is simple. Tell him his manly, bristling chin brings you out in a rash and ask him to shave just before he snogs you. No boy possesses enough razor-wielding skill to avoid slicing the tops off his facial volcanoes.

         Just make sure you have a tissue handy as you pucker up, sweetheart. Those babies are gonna bleed.

         Yours

         Miss Understanding

         
         

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            My parents hate my boyfriend because they found out he has been in prison. They liked him before so I can’t really understand it. I really like him and think he’s turned a corner, he’s only missed one probation appointment in six months.

            How can I make them come round to him?

            Yours

            Sally

         

         Dear Sally

         OK, whoa there, mustang, slow down a little. First you have to convince me that you should keep seeing this guy. I mean, what was he in for? Glamorous diamond thief? Then stick with him. Even if he ends up back inside, he’ll probably tell you where he stashed the ice if you occasionally squash a naked boob against the glass during visiting hours.

         Two-bit con-man selling double-glazing to grannies? Then probably not. He has no future, unless he gets discovered on that show where they secretly film dodgy tradesmen and he ends up with his own talk show.

         Creepy sex-register type? Then definitely not.

         Anyway, see where I’m going? I need more info. But if pressed, I’m with your parents on this, dump the jailbird and get yourself a nice lad, like Bradley from EastEnders, only not a ginger.
         


         Luvs

         Miss U

         
               

         

         Dear Miss U

         My girlfriend is well fit, but she makes these horrible sucky, gloopy noises when she kisses me. I tried to talk to her about it, but she got offended and told me she was just being passionate. What should I do?

         Yours

         Turned-off Tariq

         
               

         

         Dear Tariq

         Been there, done that, got the lip balm. What is it with the sucky people? Can they not hear themselves? It’s bad enough we have to watch other couples snogging on buses or in car parks, why do we have to listen to them as well? It’s not the radio for Christ’s sake. We have visual contact.

         Would she object if you were to continue listening to your iPod during the snog? Other than that, I can see no easy way out of this one. If you really like her, then tell her straight you can’t stand the noise. It’ll probably mean the end of the relationship but maybe she’ll learn for next time, and you can feel good about having helped her at least part of the way on her turbulent journey through this crazy world.


         If you’re not that keen then just dump her without saying why and let her next boyfriend deal with it.

         Shrugs

         Miss Understanding

         
               

         

         Well that’s all for now. As you know, I’m on the run from the cops, so time for me to snap shut the laptop and head to my next secret hide-out. Hope to have another Miss Understanding Blog for you in a few days.

         L8rs losers

         Miss U

      










    
         
         

         
            Miss Understanding Blog Entry 
– 11th October 2009
            

         

         I’ll be honest with you, I’m feeling a little unappreciated at the moment. Not only has it come to my attention that certain members of the school teaching fraternity, not happy with chucking me off the school website, have been making efforts to discover my identity with a view to hauling me up in front of Big Head, but also I’ve had a number of critical responses from members of the student body. My own people.
         

         To the person who wrote: ‘You suck the bigg one, I bet you is a total minga,’ well thanks for your constructive criticism. I shall endeavour to suck smaller ones from now on and pay more attention to my appearance. And to the ‘student’ who emailed to tell me I was an ‘ambassador for my school’ and therefore should stop describing the breakfast stains on Mr Williams’s tie, I say that it could be so much worse. Of all the stains I could be pointing out, what’s a little dried egg yolk between teachers and pupils?
         

         So lighten up people!

         It wasn’t all bad. Jenna Hall emailed to say, ‘Thanks for the laughs; you make me see how funny school can be.’ Which was nice. ‘You’re tops, Miss Understanding,’ writes Charlie Chambers, ‘fancy a shag?’ Er, well, if you’re the Charlie who has a fringe that makes him look like the Dulux dog, then I’m all right, thanks.

         Today I’m listening to Linkin Park because Jake lent me all three CDs. It’s just some incredibly loud, distorted guitars with the mixing volume turned down just enough so you can hear some bloke shouting incomprehensibly into a mic over the top. Hellooo? Mr Park? Why not just play the guitars quieter in the first place? Then you wouldn’t have to shout and we could hear what you are so angry about.

         Still, what do I know about music? Films, now I know something about films. Mum got it totally wrong at the DVD shop last night and came back with Angus, Thongs and Perfect Snogging. Now I used to love the Louise Rennison books but I’m getting a bit old for them now. And as for poor old Marley, well he hardly got through the credits before he had to go and be sick. ‘Why are they giggling the whole time?’ he asked. ‘What’s so funny about kissing?’ I’m with you there, Marley bruv. I quite liked it secretly, even if it was a little young for me. I wonder if the author is going to let the main character (Georgia) grow up and start moving beyond the snogging stage? I bet she’d like to, but isn’t allowed. After all, they toned down the title for the film, it was Angus, Thongs and Full-Frontal Snogging for the book. That’s Hollywood for you. I wonder what the other cleaned-up film titles would be? Stop in the Name of Undergarments or Knocked out by my Winning Smile perhaps? Let’s Blue-sky it. Email me your ideas for toned-down Louise Rennison titles and I’ll post the best suggestions.
         

         Moving right on, I was talking to my BFF Crumpet the other day (and remember Reader, all names are changed to protect the innocent) and she told me she saw The Boy eating the face off some girl from the estate in Clifton. For those of you new to the blog and ignorant of local geography, Clifton is a little village on the Oxfordshire border up the hill. I used to happily live there before my folks split like an infinitive (that’s a very clever literary joke, you know … oh never mind).

         (Also, someone asked me to explain who all these people are I keep talking about. Briefly – Poop-chute is going out with Jugs. Crumpet has been my best friend for ages. Jake just kind of floats about and The Boy is… well, he’s this boy I’ve liked for years and we’ve had this sort of on-again off-again thing. Every time I think it’s going somewhere he screws up. Half the time he’s planning our future together and telling me he’s going to keep out of trouble and then next thing I know he’s left me sitting alone in some dodgy café wondering how long I should give him this time.)
         

         Anyway turns out on this occasion he also had his hand down this girl’s top. Now this is about a six out of ten on the downer scale. Not because he has chosen another girl but because it proves yet again that my judgement is well dodgy when it comes to members of the opposite sex. God alone knows why anyone would take advice from me. Yes, me, the biggest disaster the dating world has ever seen. The thing is, I just know what kind of boy my mum would like me to go out with. A creative, middle-class type from the posh side of town. And I’m going out of my way to fancy the opposite. An illiterate loser from the Crimewatch side of town. Yeah, bring it on. If only to see the look of disappointment on Mum’s face.
         

         Anyway, enough about sad old me, must get on to fixing other people’s problems.

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            My girlfriend, let’s call her Nelly, broke up with me just before Christmas and I cried so hard it made my nose bleed. I gave all my Christmas presents to charity I was so miserable. Anyway, I thought I’d got over her and started going out with another girl. But last week I saw Nelly at the skating park snogging Guy DuLancey and I fell to bits again.
            

            My new girlfriend wants to know what’s wrong, but I can’t tell her. I like the new one, but still love Nelly.

            Please, please help!

            Loverboy92

         

         Dear Loverboy

         Oh Lordy, sounds like you’ve got more unwanted baggage than Heathrow’s lost property department. Few things:

         
            1) Why is giving your Chrimbo pressies to charity going to make you feel better? That’s the dumbest thing I ever heard.

            2) I assume your ex-girlfriend’s real name is Kelly. No one’s called Nelly, except Nelly Furtado… or Nelly the Elephant. (Note to wannabe spies: when disguising names, make sure you don’t just change the first letter.) Furthermore, it’s pretty clear you’re talking about Kelly Binns, aka Super-slag. She’s the only Kelly that hangs around the skate park (my spies reveal).

            3) I feel justified in revealing her identity because she called me a flat-chested bee-yatch on my first day!
            

            4) Also I’m not too pleased with your behaviour either, you know? Who died and made you the new Russell Brand? Do you really think I’m going to be sympathetic to some love-sick puppy who goes out with the ‘new one’ just to try and help him get over his slag-lust? If you hold baggage, it’s your duty to drop it off before you get on board the next plane.
            

         

         Solution: break up (gently) with ‘the New One’, then fart in a bottle and take a whiff every time you think about Super-slag. Oh, and in helping to get over her, you might want to aware yourself of the fact she once gave Sean O’Doherty a hand job during assembly.

         Byeee

         Miss Trying-really-hard-to-be Understanding

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            I hate my mum’s new boyfriend. He is such a knob. And don’t say it’s because I miss my dad because I like soooo don’t. How can I get him to leave her?

            Yours

            Grumpy

         

         Dear Hamlet

         You’re being vague; you know I don’t like that. How can I help you people if you don’t give me the material? It’s like going to the doctor and saying, ‘I am unwell,’ and when he says, ‘What are your symptoms?’ you just say, ‘Bits of my body feel bad.’ I’m not House MD, OK?!

         
         Still, having got that off my not-at-all-flat chest, getting rid of new ‘uncles’ is easy. There are two approaches. Firstly you could start calling him Dad, or better yet, Daddy. That’ll creep him out, especially if you start hugging him and crying a bit when he’s trying to watch the football.

         If that doesn’t work, then tell your mother he keeps ‘accidentally’ popping into the bathroom when you’re having a shower.

         If he’s still there in a month, then stage a play in the living room, lose a duel and poison everyone.

         Sorted,

         Miss Understanding

         
               

         

         Laters lemmings.

         PS Someone who was in a staff room and saw a memo they shouldn’t have tells me that Mr Collins thinks he knows who I am and is going to ‘flush me out’ like I’m some kind of foreign object lodged in an ear canal.

         Well, come on then Syringe-man, do your worst.

         Miss I-will-not-be-moved, Understand?

      

      








    
         
         

         
            Miss Understanding Blog Entry 
– 19th October 2009
            

         

         I was talking to my friend Crumpet the other day about the environment. We’ve been doing this project about waste and recycling and stuff. ‘I never understood the problem with landfill sites,’ Crumpet says to me. ‘If we don’t fill land, then we’ll just end up with big holes everywhere.’
         

         And can I just say, Crumpet got eleven GCSES and came second in her year. If she’s the cream of the new generation, this planet is doomed. Sorry. We may as well all buy the new, six-litre fuel-injected Ford Clarkson on a credit card, swathe the planet in plastic bags and make our last few years as comfortable as possible.

         On to Boy News:

         Hmmm, now not sure what to make of this. So thought I’d just cut-n-paste and ask for your advice this time. Received this yesterday.

         
         

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            I am a guy, sixteen, at your school. I think I know who you are, and if you are who I think you are, I just wanted to let you know I fancy you. I can’t work up the courage to say it to your face, but I think you’re really pretty and sweet.

            Only thing is, I’ve started reading your blogs, and I don’t really think I like them. Now don’t get me wrong, I think you’re funny and clever, where did you learn to write like that? Not at Woodyatt I reckon. But I think sometimes people really need help and you don’t give them the right advice.

            Sorry to come at you out of the blue like this, but hope you understand. I’d feel bad if I didn’t say what I thought.

            Yours

            Average-looking-but-quite-sweet-if-slightly-bumblingguy

         

         OK, so my first thought was that this is a teacher pretending to be a boy at my school in the hope of flushing me out. Like a reverse honey-trap. But then I thought, what if it’s genuine? What if there is some well-fit boy with a secret crush on me (or on some better-looking girl he thinks is me, more likely), what would I do? Since people have been calling me insensitive recently, let’s take this at face value and see where it gets us.


         So, Average-looking-but-quite-sweet-if-slightly-bumblingguy (can I call you Al?). I want you on the table, er … but not in a weird way. I think you should make yourself known to me. Let’s talk about this over a smoothie at The Bridge Café – if you’re easy on the eye, I might let you live. You know where to find me, just tell me when in a private SMS. Or send another email to Anya@missunderstanding.net. Just be prepared for me to publish and be damned.
         

         Gossip Corner. In keeping with the current theme of secret identities, I won’t directly name today’s featured teachers. So who were the two mystery staff members seen furtively exiting the sick room on Tuesday, looking anything but sick, and ever so slightly dishevelled? Answers by email please.

         OK, emails. I love ’em, Keep sending them, by all that’s short and curly, I do love to read about your tragic lives.

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            I’m sixteen, straight and female.

            I’ve been seeing this guy; I’ll call him Trev, which is nothing like his real name, before you start trying to guess. He’s really sweet and I like him a lot. He’s not pushing me or anything, but I think I want to sleep with him. I hadn’t planned to have sex until I was eighteen. But I feel I’m ready now. His parents are away this weekend and he’s invited me over. Mum thinks I’m staying at my friend’s house so we’ve got all night.
            

            I’ve already been out and got condoms. Should I go through with it?

            Kisses

            Worried

         

         Dear Worried

         I can’t make that decision for you, but let’s face it; you’re going to do it anyway, aren’t you? You just want me to give you my approval.

         I’m not going to do that. That’s got to be your choice and if you’re unsure, then definitely don’t do it. And if you do go ahead with it, be careful, OK? Don’t forget the condoms, don’t forget to put one on, and don’t forget to tie a knot in it afterwards or else you’ll be scrubbing the carpet at two in the morning.
         

         Let me know how it came out, as it were.

         Love

         Miss U

         
               

         

         Via text:

         DEAR MISSES UNDERSTANDING,
         

         ALL RIGHT?
         

         HOW CAN I GET THIS GIRL TO GO OUT WIV ME, BRUV? I TXTD HER AND AKSED HER TO GO TO THE CLUB AT THE UNI ON SAT COS YOU KNOW THEY DON’T CHECK YOUR ID BUTT SHE SAID SHE WAS WASHING HER HAIR. THEN MY MATE BEK SEZ SHE’S ONLY OUT AT ZEON ON SAT WIV HER M8S. WOT SHOULD I DO? SHE’S BARE FIT AND I RECKON SHE’D PUT OUT AFTER A BIT OF CIDER.
         

         GEX
         

         
               

         

         Dear Gex

         You sound quite a catch. Sure this girl’s right for you? Why don’t you forget about her and ride off with me on the back of your skateboard?

         No? Oh well. What I suggest, Gex, apart from learning some remedial English, is that you put your actual face in front of her actual face and actually ‘aks’ her, IRL and F2F, if she’d like to go to the club with you. Hmmm?

         Eye contact is the key here. Leave your mobile at home and talk to the girl.

         Oh and one more thing. Smile. Girls like that.

         Good luck

         Miss I-give-upon-these-people Understanding

         
               

         

         Blue Sky Corner – OK, I asked you to come up with suggestions for more wholesome titles for the film versions of Louise Rennison books. I was deluged by an avalanche. I weeded out the libellous and the pornographic (I said tone down, you morons) and here are the best of the rest.


         Luuurve is a Many-Trousered Thing should really be, Luuurve is a Silver-Ring Thing, says the canny Georgia Banks.
         

         It’s OK, I’m wearing Really Big Knickers could become It’s OK, I’m wearing Thick Woollen Tights suggests Sonia Bailey.
         

         Blake Grimshaw thinks Dancing in my Nuddy-Pants might be more accessible if it were changed to Dancing in my Sensible Shoes.
         

         And That’s When It Fell Off In My Hand reads much better as And That’s When It All Went Amiss according to Jared Freeman.
         

         Bubbles Gosling seems to think ‘… Then He Ate my Boy Entrancers should really be changed to Then he Ate my Pumpkin Pie, but quite frankly I think that’s ruder.
         

         And finally, Ben Noakes says ‘… Startled by His Furry Shorts could be Startled by His Furry Hamster. Same comment, Ben.
         

      










    
         
         

         
            Miss Understanding Blog Entry 
– 10th November 2009
            

         

         Bonjour M. Woodyatt. Today we parlez in la Franglais, d’accord? After tout, our French oral examinacion is très prochaine. Nous must practise! Maintenant! Nouveau this semaine, je …
         

         Oh mon dieu, I can’t keep it up.
         

         Had a bit of a conversation with Mum earlier tonight. I mention it because we don’t have a lot of conversations in our house. This is on account of Jocasta (as I’m going to call her) not being at home very much:
         

         ‘What are you wearing?’ I said, as she moved around the teetering kitchen trying to find things under piles.
         

         ‘What? This? It’s a smock,’ my mother said. Her flyaway blonde hair floated winsomely about her as she passed the open window.

         ‘You look like Miffy,’ I pointed out. ‘Please tell me you’re not starting ceramics again.’

         
         ‘I’m not starting ceramics again,’ she said. ‘I never gave up on the ceramics. I have been resting. Besides, I can’t find the clay.’
         

         ‘Oh, I chucked it,’ I said.

         ‘What? Why, darling?’

         ‘Because Marley was eating it.’ Which was true. Marley had been eating it. He eats everything. Took me ages to work out why I was getting through so much Daniel Frieda Brilliant Brunette.
         

         ‘Oh,’ Jocasta said, not at all concerned. ‘Funny little fellow.’

         ‘So, if you’re not doing pottery,’ I went on. ‘Why are you dressed like an apple farmer?’

         ‘I told you, darling,’ she said airily whilst rummaging through a drawer, ‘I’m off on my retreat this weekend. I just need to find my keys.’

         ‘This very weekend? You’re leaving … now?’ I closed my eyes and thumped my head down on to the French book resting open on the wooden table in front of me.

         ‘Yes, I’m sure I mentioned it this morning.’

         ‘No, you said you were going to work on your aura this weekend and that you’d rather I didn’t play the new White Stripes album any more.’

         ‘He has a terribly jarring voice,’ Jocasta said, trying to gather up all of her unruly hair in order to shove it through a scrunchie. ‘And Meg’s drumming isn’t all it could—’

         
         ‘Look, sorry to interrupt you, Simon Cowell,’ I said, ‘but just to be absolutely clear – does this mean I’m babysitting again?’

         ‘Oh sweetheart. Marley doesn’t need babysitting. He’s seven.’

         ‘He’s six!!’ I cried, losing it finally. ‘And the only reason you think he doesn’t need babysitting is because you don’t ever do it. You always get me to look after him. When’s the last time you made him dinner?’

         ‘He cooks for himself, like you, clever boy. Marley is extremely independent. He made himself a toasted sandwich the other day.’

         ‘Yes, with birthday cake and ketchup filling.’

         Mum stopped her faffing and sat down opposite me. She tried to give me her I-love-you-really-youknow look.

         ‘Sweetheart, you know it’s been difficult for me since your father and I split.’

         ‘What are you talking about?’ I said, rolling my eyes. ‘It hasn’t been difficult for you at all. Dad bought you this house; he sends you money so you don’t need to work. You spend most evenings out with your friends or off doing your yoga, or Reiki or Scientology. The only course you haven’t done is the Staying at Home and Cooking Your Kids a Decent Bloody Meal one.’
         

         ‘Darling, I do appreciate you, you know. Both of you,’ she said, fingertips to her lined forehead. ‘You’re such wonderful people; if you weren’t so strong I … I don’t know what I’d do.’
         

         At this point I simply gaped at the woman who gave birth to me. People? I thought. We’re not people. I’m a teenager and Marley’s a child. Why does she treat us like we’re her support group?

         ‘Don’t give me that, Mum,’ I said. ‘Last week you packed us off to Devon with Gran and Grandpa so you could have some rest. Because we’re just so exhausting, aren’t we? And now we’re back, you’re off on a retreat for the whole weekend. Retreating from what I’d like to know. Is it us?’
         

         She stared back at me for ages, then, ‘It’s not you,’ she half whispered in a cracked voice. ‘My migraine’s coming back.’ She massaged her temples. ‘I’ll be back Sunday night darling. You can call your father if you need anything; he’s only a fifteen-minute drive away. Please don’t forget to put the bins out.’

         I listened to the front door slam and sat staring at the wall for a bit. Then I popped upstairs to check on Marley. He was sleeping face down, still wearing his Wolverine outfit. Poor Marley. He’d spent most of the day lying on top of the bookshelf in the hall waiting for one of us to walk by so he could slice the top of our heads off. As Jocasta had been downstairs engrossed in Tom Cruise’s biography and I’d been lying on my bed, moaning and listening to the Juno soundtrack, he’d had a disappointing haul of scalps.
         

         I removed his claws and left him to it. Then I went back downstairs, opened a tin of beans and tipped them into a saucepan on the Aga. I sat back at the table, gave up the French for the night and decided to write a little bit to people who might care about my tragic life.

         What would I do without you, my friends?

         PS OK, in a BBC News-style effort to produce balanced reporting I should point out my discovery of a Sainsbury’s New York cheesecake and a Waitrose banoffee pie in our fridge, for me and Marley respectively. I should also point out that Waitrose and Sainsbury’s are not exactly close to one another. My mother schlepped all the way from one side of Allerton to the other to get each of us the treats we like. It nearly kills me to admit it, but Jocasta is actually quite a kind person when she tries.

         PPS This doesn’t make up for the rest of it.

         PPPS This cheesecake is bloody lovely, though.

         
               

         

         Yes, almost all of you got it right. The two teachers popping out of the gym store cupboard last week were none other than Mr Graves the PE teacher, and Ms Cooper, the flame-haired vixen of Adam Woodyatt Academy. Not content with digging for gold at Zeon, she’s taking time out of her busy schedule to help deflate Mr Graves’ balls.
         

         I meant basket balls!
         

         
            Hi there Anya, it is Anya, isn’t it? I mean, you are Anya? And also Miss Understanding? Anyway, enough of this smooth talk. I’d really like to meet up with you. The Bridge Café sounds great, how about 5.30 on Thursday? PM I mean. After school.

            Yours

            Al

         

      

      








    
         
         

         
            Miss Understanding Blog Entry 
– 2nd December 2009
            

         

         First things first. I need to quickly fix your lives for you before I depress you with tragic tales of my own dismal existence.
         

         
            Dear Miss Understanding

            I’m male, straight and sixteen.

            Help me! I’m in love. Problem is, it’s with a teacher. I can’t say who, but she’s beautiful, and only a few years older than me. Madonna was like ten years older than Guy Ritchie. So it’s not that weird is it?
            

            Anyway, I think she likes me too; she’s always laughing at my jokes and gives me much better marks than I get from any of the other teachers – and Bonny Greaves said she saw her checking out my butt in Assembly. I can’t concentrate on my History essay because I’m always thinking about her.

            
            Should I ask her out?

            Jube93

         

         Dear Jube

         Jube? … Jube? … Hello? Anyone home?

         Let’s pretend for an instant, that your brain is not totally overwhelmed by testosterone and that this woman does have a stupid crush on you. For the love of Davina McCall, can’t you see this is only going to end in bad times?

         Chances are if you stripped naked and offered yourself to her on a plate she’d slap your spotty backside and send you back home to mummy, but on the million-to-one chance that she’d lose control of her sanity and enter into a summer-spring romance with you, it would only be a matter of time before you both get found out. She’d get fired, you’d be grounded for the rest of your days and do nothing but cry into your pillow and spout awful poetry when you should be studying for your History finals.

         You don’t love her. Leave her alone. Find a girl your own age. Or better yet, leave all the girls alone until you’ve finished school. That’s what uni’s for.

         Yours

         Miss Cruel-to-be-Kind Understanding

         
         

         
            Dear Miss U

            Mum won’t let me go to Kelly Binns’s party on Saturday. Any advice on how I could make her change her mind?

            Yours

            Bluegrass

         

         Dear Bluegrass

         What!?? Super-slag Binns is having a party and this is how I find out about it?! I feel snubbed. The social event of the season so far and my invitation seems to have gone astray. I’m truly gutted, everyone knows Mr Binns works for Yoof Beverages and the rumour is he’s bringing in two tankers-full of alcopop, one blue and the other red. Which I guess means the flowerbeds on the Brickford estate are going to be a lovely shade of purple come Saturday morning.

         Seriously though, are you sure you want to go to this party? I can tell you now how it’s all going to pan out:

         7.30 pm – losers arrive, sober and dull

         8.30 pm – everyone else arrives, pre-loaded and menacing

         9.30 pm – discussion and sampling of ringtones

         10.30 pm – discussion and sampling of nose-rings

         11.00 pm – losers’ curfew

         11.30 pm – first vomit.

         12.30 am – first fight

         
         1.00 am – first vomit during fight

         1.30 am – people start refusing to go home when asked

         2.30 am – shoving match on pavement with complaining neighbours

         3.30 am – Team Asbo arrive with drugs

         4.30 am – police arrive.

         Then next morning everyone will check Facebook to find out what they got up to and they’ll be talking for weeks about just how many litres of alcopop were pumped out of Saskia Garfield’s stomach, or how many stitches Jez Morton got above his left eye and how many boys had their hands down Kelly Binns’s jeans during the course of the party …

         Actually, come to mention it, it does sound like fun. Maybe I should chavcrash? No one knows me anyway, they’ll just think I’m some local hooch.

         Look, getting permission to go is easy, tell your mum it’s not actually a party but a charity event organized by    parents to raise money for a life-saving operation in America. If she asks for details tell her Kelly needs an urgent personality transplant as hers is twisted and decaying.
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