

        

            

                

            

        


    





Also by Katie Kirby


Hurrah for Gin










Daily Struggles of Archie Adams


 


 


Katie Kirby


 


[image: ]


 


www.hodder.co.uk










First published in Great Britain in 2017 by Coronet 


An imprint of Hodder & Stoughton


An Hachette UK company


 


Copyright © Katie Kirby 2017


 


The right of Katie Kirby to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


 


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


 


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


 


ISBN 9781473662018


 


Hodder & Stoughton Ltd


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


 


www.hodder.co.uk










To Mum and Dad for not selling me


to the circus when I was two.
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Hello, my name is Archie and I start this diary on 25 February in a notebook I have been given to draw pictures of sunshines and flowers and farm animals in. Instead of doing those nice things I have decided to document my inner turmoil so that future generations of small people won’t be so horrifically misunderstood.


You see there seems to be this new ‘trend’ of parents moaning about us on social media and I get so sick of hearing their one-sided discriminatory accounts! It’s all . . .
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I mean where do they get off speaking about us like that, are they forgetting we’ll be choosing their nursing homes one day?


Anyway, before we begin, here are some fun facts you might like to know about me:


Age . . . I am 2¼ years old – I know not much of this arbitrary thing called ‘age’, only that it is mostly used as a weapon against me and all the things I cannot do – use big-boy scissors, drive a car, drink beer, attend an all-night rave, etc.


My family are . . . Mummy (highly strung, bit shouty, nice ears), Daddy (funny at times, bit pointless, good at farting) and Mr Fluffy the cat (moody, bit of a dick, stinks).
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I live in . . . A place called London, which is apparently one of the most expensive places in the entire world. Daddy refers to our house as ‘the shithole’ even though it cost about a twelvety billion pounds.


Things that make me feel happy . . . Public nudity, mindless violence and Kinder Surprises.


Things that make me feel sad . . . Broken snacks, the concept of sharing, and getting crap toys in aforementioned Kinder Surprises.


Favourite foods . . . I am a strict follower of the trendy #BeigeFoodDiet.


Least favourite foods . . . Vegetables (any), sauces (any), colourful foods (except sweets). Broccoli as a concept makes me very angry.


Hobbies . . . iPad and telly.


Favourite book . . . Toys R Us catalogue.


Heroes . . . Chase from Paw Patrol.


When I grow up I want to be . . . Chase from Paw Patrol.


Five people (living or dead) I would invite to my fantasy dinner party . . . Chase from Paw Patrol, Father Christmas, Jesus, Darth Vader and Laa-Laa from Teletubbies.










[image: ]


I got up extra early today. I know this because when I cheerfully shouted, ‘MORNING, MUMMA!’ she responded with ‘IT’S FOUR FUCKING THIRTY!’, which was pretty rude and uncalled for.


Apparently anything that starts with a 4 or 5 is not a socially acceptable time to get up in the morning . . . according to them! Works for me as I get more iPad time because no one else seems to be able to speak or function.
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Later on Daddy went to the shops and came back with a thing called a Gro-Clock because they ‘just can’t take it any more!’ It is supposed to be a fun game that involves not getting up until the sun comes on. Except it doesn’t sound very fun.


Apparently tomorrow I’m to try really, really hard to win the game.
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Tried really, really hard to wait for the sun but was ridiculously bored by 4.47 a.m.


I can’t help being a morning person and I don’t understand why other people seem to have such an issue with it?


Mummy looked tired and miserable all day. Probably drank too much Prosecco last night. I played her Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony on my VTech Move and Groove music station to cheer her up.


Daddy said it was nice at first but was starting to get a bit irritating after two and a half hours. Ungrateful bastards.
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I go to Little Angels Day Nursery three days a week, which is like an institution for poor neglected children whose parents don’t love them any more.


While I am there, Mummy goes to work, where her job is to drink hot coffee and do ‘important things’ on a computer. I cry every time I get dropped off to make her feel like a career-obsessed bitch, but the joke’s on her as I actually really like it. Am such a trickster – Ha ha!


My best friend at Little Angels is called Amelie The Magical Unicorn but as we are such good friends I’m allowed to call her Amelie for short. She wears a unicorn horn every day because that is what she is going to be when she grows up. She’s nearly three and very sophisticated – she doesn’t wear nappies any more and is learning to wipe her own bum.


Amelie hangs out with me because she feels sorry for me only being two and a quarter, and I hang out with her because she’s dead clever and knows EVERYTHING!
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Today we had a ‘You and Me Yoga!’ class. I nailed my Modified Cobra and Noah cried because he can’t even do the Downward Dog without falling over sideways. So pathetic.


Mummy resents the fact I do yoga, as apparently it’s one of the reasons nursery is so ridiculously expensive. That and the fact that we eat organic free-range pineapples, do daily meditation and are learning to speak Mandarin.


Amelie reckons that pineapples should be free to wander wherever they choose and that Mummy should stop being so tight.
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Fridays and Mondays are AMDOF days, which stands for Archie and Mummy’s Day of Fun because it’s just us two and we can do whatever we like! Sometimes we go to playgroup, sometimes we go to the park, sometimes we go and make a complete spectacle of ourselves in Waitrose – the world is our lobster!


. . . although apparently it’s hard to be enthusiastic when you’ve been up since 4.53 a.m. Spent the morning watching back-to-back episodes of Paw Patrol on Netflix while Mummy drank back-to-back cups of coffee while hunched over the Nespresso machine.


We had lunch on the sofa – a Pot Noodle for Mummy and a packet of Dairylea Lunchables for me – we are dead classy like that! Only ate the biscuits. Posted the cheese down the back of the radiator. Stored the ham in the back of Postman Pat’s van in case of emergencies.


Said I was still hungry and she chucked a six-pack of Quavers at me. #WinningAtLife.
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