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TUESDAY 19TH AUGUST

I am the master of my own destiny.

Well, that’s what Ms Bracket, my English teacher last year, always says.

‘Shiraz Bailey Wood,’ she says. ‘The sky is the limit for a bright spark like you! You could be anything you want. Like an astronaut! Or a lion tamer! Or the Prime Minister! The only thing stopping you is yourself!’

She used to jar my head sometimes she did. She was proper obsessed about us passing our GCSEs. Ms Bracket isn’t bothered about all that ‘Superchav Academy’ stuff. That’s what a lot of snobby newspaper reporters used to call my old school Mayflower Academy, you see. And I’ll say it again for the billionth time…

WE WEREN’T ALL CHAVS, RIGHT!?

(Jury’s out on Uma Brunton-Fletcher, though.)

Ms Bracket isn’t prejudiced and stigmatising towards young people like most grown-ups are. Saying that, she doesn’t take any of our crap either. Like when I told her me and Carrie didn’t need no English GCSEs ’cos we were starting a world famous singing duo called Half Rice/Half Chips.

‘Fair enough, Shiraz,’ Ms Bracket says. ‘But in the event that you don’t become the next Beyonce Knowles you’ll need to get a job to feed and clothe yourself! SO DO YOUR COURSEWORK!’

In the end even I had to admit that passing my GCSEs was a better plan if I didn’t want to end up flogging the Big Issue outside Netto. If you’ve ever seen that YouTube clip of me and Carrie on ITV2’s Million Dollar Talent Show you’ll know why. Oh my days, that was well shameful.

Ten pounds flaming ninety-two pence we spent on those matching red leg warmers and devil horns, then we only get one verse into ‘Maneater’ by Nelly Furtado and this snotty looking judge in trousers so tight you could see the outline of his trousersnake tells me I’m singing like someone strangling a donkey.

Yeah, BARE JOKES, bruv. Jog on.

Not like I cared though. I just laughed in his face. He was like thirty-three years old or something. A proper antique. It’s not my fault if he couldn’t appreciate me being an individual.

Oh well, that’s tea break over. Better get back to work.

2.15pm – I don’t regret nothing in my life. Nothing. I’m always moving forward me. I’m keeping it real. It’s just sometimes, when I’m standing here behind this pan, frying an egg, and I’m proper sweaty and some bloke with a hairy bum cleavage is at the counter moaning on going, ‘Ugggh you’ve made my yolk hard. I wanted it runny. I like my eggs runny!’ … Well, it’s times like that when I remember Mayflower Academy. I think about what a laugh Year Eleven was with Carrie and Luther and Chantalle and Uma and Kezia.

Y’know there was a bit last year when I even started planning to go to sixth form. And I ain’t exactly a sixth formery type of girl if you know what I mean.

But I never thought I’d wind up here at Mr Yolk on Goodmayes High Street making Set Breakfast C two hundred times a day for geezers with bigger baps than me. This was NOT in Shiraz Bailey Wood’s life plan.

‘EAT LIKE A PRINCE FOR £2!!’ That’s the ‘mission statement’ at Mr Yolk. It’s written in BIG CAPITAL LETTERS across the front of my T-shirt. I know I look total butterz in it, but my boyfriend Wesley Barrington Bains II says I look hot.

‘Wifey,’ Wesley says. ‘You could put on anything and you’d look buff, innit.’

Wesley reckons I’ve got it proper cushy working at Mr Yolk ’cos:

1) It’s just down the road from my mother’s house and,

2) I get free dinner every day and they do chicken tikka Pukka pies and,

3) He can pop in and see me on the way to his plumbing NVQ and get his egg roll.

Wesley don’t like his egg runny. Wesley likes his egg yolk quite hard and he likes the ketchup just on the egg white NOT the yolk, with a sprinkle of black pepper on the yolk. The first dozen times I made Wesley’s egg I got it wrong but now I make Wesley’s egg just perfect he reckons. That’s my biggest achievement all August.

I’m dreading picking up my GCSE results next week. I tried my best and everything. I knew that Jane Eyre book backwards by May! I used to go to sleep at night and dream about Mr Rochester on his horse, clip-clopping through Romford and scooping me up outside Time and Envy nightclub and taking me away from Essex.

I tried my total best in that exam, honest.

It wouldn’t be the first time my best wasn’t good enough.

WEDNESDAY 20TH AUGUST

OH my gosh, today at Mr Yolk was proper DULL. OK. I tell a lie, there was one exciting bit at about 3 o’clock when we totally ran out of one quid coins and Mario (Mr Yolk himself – Goodmayes’s biggest celebrity) let me get the bus to the Lloyds TSB in Ilford Mall and get some.

So I take one of my detours round by Greggs the bakers and I spot Kezia Marshall and we both buy a gingerbread man in the shape of Bart Simpson. Then we sat on the wall outside Claire’s Accessories chatting about Kezia’s bump. Last year everyone thought Kezia was pregnant by Luther – then it turned out a false alarm. Then it didn’t. Kezia really was pregnant by Luther. Even my mum was shocked at that.

Kezia’s bump is well big now. She looks like one of them Teletubbies with her red hair and orange hoodie and big belly. Like LaLa or Tinky Winky, me and Carrie couldn’t decide. Kezia kept pulling down the front of her shelly bottoms and making me feel the bump kicking. Kezia didn’t mind which passers-by saw the bump and pretty much all the rest of her downstairs bits too. (Safe to say, ginger is Kezia’s natural hair colour.) I didn’t feel like my gingerbread man much after that. I worry about Kezia a bit. Kezia says Luther ain’t calling her much no more like he used to. Kezia says all their mums and dads are trying to sort something out. Poor Kez.

I asked about baby names and Kezia says she likes Usher for a boy or Latanoyatiqua for a girl. Then she’s going to double barrell the surnames. Latanoyatiqua Marshall-Drisdale! Oh my days – by the time the poor kid’s got that spelled in potato prints at school the day will be over.

I went back to Mr Yolk and Mario was all up in my face giving it. ‘Where you been? I give you ten minute!’ So I said I had menstrual pain in my womb and had been in Boots looking at the ladies intimate problem counter, then Mario pushed away his beans on toast and made a face like ‘Too much information’ and got back on the phone to his bookie.

See, even the exciting bits at work ain’t that exciting. Only fifty more years and I can retire.

8pm – My mother – Mrs Diane Wood – says work ain’t meant to be exciting. Mum reckons the important thing is that I’m bringing home some cash and earning my keep. This ALONE should be exciting enough for me Mum reckons. Yeah, she is barking mad. I love my mother ’cos like you have to don’t you, but she is a proper mental sometimes when she says stuff like this.

I said to her, ‘Mother have you ever cleaned out a deep fat fryer and had your bum cheek pinched by an eighty-six-year-old customer with missing bottom teeth for £3.50 an hour?!! It AIN’T EXCITING, right?’

‘Oh, Shiraz. Give it a rest. Real life ain’t never exciting,’ my mother sighed. She was half-staring at Emmerdale, where some vet had his arm up a cow’s bumhole. ‘REAL LIFE AIN’T NEVER EXCITING!’ my mum said again, ‘That’s why I pay for this bleeding Sky+ subscription!’

I gave her £50 out of my wages towards my keep and she rolled it up and stuck it in her pocket. Then she rubbed Penny, our obese Staffy, and said, ‘Woohoo Pennywenny! More Thornton’s Continental Assortment for you and me. Ooh we like those coffee truffle ones, don’t we?!’

She’d better be joking.

I went to my room and put cotton balls in my ears to drown out the noise and carried on with this book I’m reading called Pride and Prejudice by a bird called Jane Austen. Ms Bracket said I would like it and I do. It’s proper old. It’s about this woman called Elizabeth who fancies this well-minted proper buff bloke called D’ arcy who is sexy but up himself. I can’t stand lads like that.

10pm – Carrie just texted. Carrie’s going to schlep over tomorrow and do me some false nails. Carrie says she’s going to use some stronger glue this time. Carrie says she’s still a bit freaked out about the last time she did them. One of them fell off at work when I was making the tuna mayo and Mario had to give some old geezer the heimlich manoeuvre when one got jammed in his windpipe. That was definitely exciting. Just, like, not in a good way.

THURSDAY 2IST AUGUST

This house is driving me MAD. You never get a minute of peace unless you actually get into your bed then pull the duvet over your head and shut your eyes and even then my gigantic little brother Murphy will be poking the duvet saying, ‘Ere Shizza, the toaster’s got all black smoke coming out of it. Is it meant to do that?’ Or my mother will be in my room going, ‘Ooh lying down are we? All right for some! It’s your turn to pick up the dog turds in the back garden. I’ll get you the shovel!’

34 Thundersley Road is always proper hectic. Especially when me and my mum and my dad and Murphy and my big sister Cava-Sue and her bloke Lewis and my bloke Wesley are all in at the same time. Nan comes round a lot too. And sometimes she brings her mate Clement from Bingo.

Dad says he’s thinking of installing a ticket system on the loo door like at the Tesco cheese counter so he stands a chance of taking a dump. We all laughed our heads off when he said that ’cept Mum who told him to stop being so filthy. My dad don’t say much but when he does he is bare jokes.

There was a bit last year where our Cava-Sue got well rinsed out with Thundersley Road and was proper sick of sharing a bedroom with me and sick of our bunkbeds and sick of Mum bending her ear about her looking all emo and sick of Goodmayes altogether so she did a runner to London. But me and Mum really missed her so I got us all on Fast-Track Family Feud and got her back.

Yeah, good idea Shiz.

I didn’t know two months later she’d move her flipping boyfriend in here too!

‘Lewis’s mother Vera is moving to Benidorm!’ Cava-Sue says last February. ‘She’s setting up an English lesbian mock-Tudor theme pub called the Fistwell Inn and making my Lewis an homeless! She says Lewis can fend for himself! Can you belieeeeeve it? He’s only nineteen! What’s he going to dooooo??!’

No sooner had Cava-Sue begun hinting loudly that she was moving out again to be with Lewis than the floppy-haired emo git had moved his collection of charity shop shirts, ties and nose rings into our house.

I was turfed out of the room me and Cava-Sue used to share. Then Mum dispatched Dad off to B+Q to buy some MDF boards and Murphy’s room was halved in two with MDF and me and Murph both got half a room each. I still ain’t seen the funny side and I don’t care who knows it.

‘I don’t know what’s wrong with your mush!’ Cava-Sue said tonight when we were making food. ‘You always used to jar my bloody head in that bottom bunk about not having your own space!’

This made me proper angry. ‘Yeah, fair play Cava-Sue,’ I said to her. ‘But now I’m living in a three by four squared plasterboard space with no bleeding windows! There’s geezers in that Abu Graihib terrorist compound who see more daylight than I do! I ain’t happy!’

‘Oh you’re so bleeding dramatic! It’s not for ever! Me and Lewis are going travelling soon remember!’ sighed Cava-Sue poking a Linda McCartney vegetarian sausage with a spatula.

‘DRAMATIC!?’ I shouted. ‘Maybe if your bed was separated from Murphy’s by a five centimetre thick piece of posh cardboard and you could hear him grunting his bleeding way through Nuts magazine you’d feel bleeding DRAMATIC too!’

That well shut her up.

10pm – My best friend Carrie just came round and did mine and Cava-Sue’s nails. She did mine hot pink with acrylic tips and did Cava-Sue’s dark purple. Carrie says I look well pretty with mine all long and that I’m looking proper womanly nowadays. Carrie says no wonder Wesley Barrington Bains talks about marrying me one day. Carrie says I’m proper lucky to have found true love and know someone will love me for ever. I suppose I am.

Carrie says she’s well bored hanging about the house with her mother, Maria, and she wishes she had a job too. I said I’d ask Mr Yolk if he needed anyone to help fry eggs.

‘’Ere don’t be daft, Shiz,’ Carrie said. ‘Once the GCSE results are out next week we’ll be going back to sixth form right?!’ Bless her. We are so NOT going to Sixth form. She is proper delusional.

All I remember about the English Writing to Argue, Explain or Advise GCSE Paper is spending three hours trying to convince folk – over a load of different exercises – that the theme parks of Florida were a steaming good place to go on holiday.

I mean, fair enough, I know I did better than Kezia Marshall cos when I looked over at Kezia fifteen minutes into Paper One. I swear she was colouring in a doodle she’d done of a pram. But I don’t think I did brilliant. The whole thing was a proper stress-out and the faster I wrote the more I began to get proper mixed-up and think bleeding hell I don’t know if I’m putting apostrophes in the right place or using commas right or nothing. And all I seemed to keep saying was that dolphins were well good fun to swim with and by the time the bell went I’d began to think that I weren’t even spelling the word dolphin right and I could feel my throat and my eyes beginning to hurt like I wanted to cry. But I didn’t cry ’cos I never ever cry in front of no one at school and I weren’t bloody going to start then.

Carrie said that in her exam paper she didn’t even argue that Florida was that good or nothing ’cos she went once with Barney and Maria in Year Eight and it wasn’t no way as good as Dominican and the only thing she remembers was that there was tonnes of mosquitos at Wacky Water World and one of them bit her on the lady garden.

I said, ‘Ere Carrie, you never wrote that in the exam did you?’ and Carrie says ‘Yeah, course I did Shizza. I was keeping it real.’

We are DOOMED.

FRIDAY 22ND AUGUST

So I got home from work tonight and gave my hair a lather-rinse-repeat-wash to get out all the smell of chip fat and I began GHD straightening it and putting on some blusher and finding my charm bracelet when my mum shouts, ‘Wooooo-hoooo, Shiraz, LOVER BOY is here!’ So I go look out of Cava-Sue’s bedroom window and Wesley is outside parking up his banana-yellow Golf.

He gets out of the car and he’s got on his black Kappa shelly bottoms and his navy Hackett sweatshirt and his pink Hackett shirt underneath and his hair’s got styling wax in it like he always does when it’s the weekend and he’s proper making an effort. I watched him lock up the Golf, turn to walk away, then turn around and check it out for a bit, then walk back to it and examine a mark on the bonnet. Wesley loves his car.

My stomach still feels a bit funny when I see Wesley. Not as much as it used to when I first ever met him but I still reckon he’s buff and all that in his own way. He’s a well lovely person too. And it’s not like everyone can go out with someone proper choong like Ashton Kutcher can they?

Everyone in my house loves Wesley. The minute he walks in our house my mother – who can be a right old puffadder – is up making him a cup of tea and my dad is asking him what he reckons about the new West Ham transfer and my brother is trying to get him to play Decapitation Nation on PS2 and even Cava-Sue takes her clonking great clown’s feet off the sofa and lets him park his bum.

‘’Ere, Wesley, you couldn’t have a look at our khazi could you?!’ my mum was shouting through from the kitchen as I came downstairs. ‘It ain’t filling right up when you flush!’

‘Mother! Wesley don’t wanna look at our khazi!’ I said, looking around for my other hoop earring.

‘Oh, I don’t mind, innit,’ Wesley said smiling. ‘I got some tools in the boot too if need be.’

‘In the boot, Wesley!?’ shouted Mum. ‘You don’t wanna be carrying those tools round with you in yer boot! They’ll get thieved round ‘ere.’

‘Well he never knows when he’ll need them, Mum,’ I said, trying not to sound narky. ‘He never knows when we might have a bloody toilet emergency.’ Wesley laughed and started to go upstairs.

‘’Ere, Wesley love, do you want a sandwich?’ shouted Mum. ‘I got a tin of corned beef opened here for the dog.’

‘Nah Mrs W!’ shouted Wesley. ‘I’m taking Shiraz for some nosh before we go to Vue, innit.’

‘Oooh! Out for a meal!?’ gasped my mum. ‘Very posh. ’Ere, you’ve got a good one there, Shiraz! I never got taken for no food when I was courting, did I, Brian? You never bought me a meal.’

‘You’d never have shut up long enough to eat it,’ muttered my dad from behind his Daily Star.

‘What’s that?’ shouted my mother.

‘I said, I was so in love I never felt like eating,’ said my dad.

After half an hour of Wesley crouching in our bathroom with his head in the toilet cistern we finally left.

Me and Wesley went to Shanghai Shanghai in Romford Leisure Park for the All You Can Eat buffet then we went to see TurboChase Terror II starring The Rock and Carmen Electra. The movie was about some geezer who had stolen a diamond but he didn’t know he’d stolen it until he was being chased by The Rock and was being propositioned by Carmen Electra who spent the whole of the film lying about on car bonnets wearing tops that didn’t fit her. I didn’t really want to watch TurboChase Terror II but Wesley was proper keen. I wanted to watch this film called The Magician’s Maze what I saw a thing about on telly the other night. It’s about these kids who are left to run the world after a big nuclear war. Proper creepy it looked. But Wesley saw on the poster that it had subtitles and he was like no way.

‘Aw Shiz, I just wanna watch something. I don’t wanna read too, innit,’ he said, when we were choosing our buffet. ‘I don’t wanna feel like I’m back at school.’

‘Oh … S’alright,’ I said. ‘I ain’t bothered.’ I tried to pull my face like I wasn’t bothered but Wesley could see I was a bit so he paid the extra two quid a head so I could eat stuff from the duck section.

Like I say, he’s well lovely like that is my Wesley.

MONDAY 25TH AUGUST

Today was PROPER WEIRD.

On Mondays Mario always gets obsessed with bleaching the tea cups. Don’t flaming ask me why. He seems to think it’s well important that the clientele always get a proper sparkling white tea-cup, when obviously BACK IN THE REAL WORLD it totally isn’t. Half the geezers who come in Mr Yolk for set breakfast C wouldn’t give a monkey’s if you served them tea in one of my Nan’s old fluffy slippers with a corn plaster left in the toe. They ain’t fussy. But I don’t argue with Mr Yolk as to be honest it’s quite nice having a bit of time out back faffing about with my yellow Marigold gloves on, listening to Kiss 100.

So anyway, it’s 10am and I’m at the sink up to my elbows in Domestos when Mario comes in and he goes, ‘Hey Shirelle, your little friend is here to see you.’ So I’m like, ‘Which one?’ And he goes ‘One with all pink mouth and surprise face,’ so I know right away he means Carrie ’cos Mario has never understood what’s going on with Carrie’s eyebrows, which she plucks into proper thin arches these days.

Carrie has been really experimenting with her look ever since she got this book for Christmas called Butterz to Babe in Thirty Days! by this girl called Tabitha Tennant from Dagenham who got kicked out of Big Brother for cheating but now runs a beauty academy in Covent Garden in London. Tabitha is Carrie’s heroine. Tabitha is the woman who started off the ‘cupid-bow’ lips trend this summer where you paint your lipstick on in hot pink in dramatic arches like a doll. Carrie does that a lot at the moment.

So I take off my gloves and come through and right enough there’s Carrie all made up, cupid-bow lips, two tone eye-shadow, wearing a stripy off the shoulder top with a pink bra strap showing and jeans and big hoops looking like she’s off to Down to Life in Romford to see DJ Platinum. She looks at me and pulls a proper annoyed face and goes, ‘Shizza, are you a mental or something?’

And I’m like, ‘What?’ and she’s like, ‘You were meant to be taking this morning off! I been calling your phone since 8am? Why you not showing me no love?’

So I goes, ‘I’ve been frying eggs you clown, I’m at work.’

Carrie laughs and says, ‘I know you’re at work, but you’re meant to be picking up your GCSE results!’ and suddenly I remember and I feel all sick and proper anxious again just like when I finished the English exam and looked back through all that crap I’d scribbled about the dolphins.

‘Oh God, yeah,’ I said to her. ‘I’ve been blocking it out mentally.’ Carrie just shook her head and sighed.

‘Oh come on, Shiz,’ she said quite impatiently. ‘I wanna know what we got.’

‘But I’m busy,’ I mumbled, ‘I’m bleaching cups.’

‘Mmm … yeah whatever,’ said Carrie. ‘Leave it to me.’

Then Carrie wandered over to Mario who was sitting in the corner studying the racing section of the Sun with a pen in his mouth.

‘Mr Yolk?’ Carrie said, making her voice even softer and tilting her head to the side. ‘Mario?’

‘What you want sweetheart?’ he said.

‘Mario? Is it OK if I borrow Shizza for a while? She has a doctor’s appointment what she’s clean forgotten about. I said I’d go with her … for moral support…’ Carrie was doing a loud whisper now, ‘Shiraz is a bit EMBARRASSED to ask you, y’know? It’s one of those downstairs things.’

Carrie pointed in the region of her thong.

‘Downstairs?’ said Mario, then his face proper crumpled, ‘Oh … Go! You women and your bits. It never end. I have enough of you. You got an hour. Then Shirelle she come back and do lunch busy time. Go!’

I grabbed my pink hoodie and pulled it on over my apron and we skipped out of the door.

‘I can’t bloody believe that always works,’ I said to Carrie.

‘I know, why do men always fall for that?’ Carrie laughed, ‘That Mr Cleaver who did athletics at Mayflower actually thought I was on the blob four times a month.’ We both laughed well loud then ’cos just the thought of it was bare jokes.

Me and Carrie got the bus down to Mayflower Academy, listening to the new Roll Deep on her Nokia and eating Maltesers which to be honest felt like stones in my gob ’cos I was feeling proper nervous. When we got to school we had to go to the brand new assembly hall which had just been re-opened after the fire at Christmas. We got in the queue for our results. Everywhere you looked there was all my old year with mobiles clamped to their ears, holding brown envelopes. Sean Burton was there dancing about waving his envelope in the air making a squeaky sound which didn’t actually mean he’d passed or nothing ’cos he’s proper flamboyant at the best of times. Kezia Marshall was sitting on a seat with her envelope resting on her bump looking at her result slip looking proper sad.
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