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MONDAY 3RD OCTOBER

10am - Thundersley Road, Goodmayes, Essex.

I’m not usually made up on being the centre of attention.

No, Shiraz Bailey Wood just don’t understand all these wannabe celeb types always wanting to be in the spotlight with the whole world proper beholding their choongness saying, ‘Wow, bruv, you’re amaaaazing!’

That ain’t me at all. I’m all about keeping it real.

But my birthday’s a whole new story. I don’t mind a bit of fuss on my birthday. Y’know, singing songs and pressies and all that? Like maybe one of them well lovely ASDA caterpillar cakes with Smarties eyes and chocolate butter fondant cream filling, the ones that make you feel well sick after two slices, but you still have three anyway, then have a vomit incident on a bouncy castle? And a birthday card from my nan, with a little girl on the front frolicking with a hoolahoop, what Nan buys from the hideous 1980s card shop at the end of a time tunnel, where nans always get birthday cards from. Oh and I LOVE that bit when you open your card and something flutters out with the Queen’s face printed on it, and you take that down to Top Shop and exchange it for jeans or earrings or something you actually want! I like all that sort of birthday thing. And as far as Shiraz Bailey Wood birthdays go, this one ain’t been so bad up to now.

‘Happy Birthday To Yoooooou!’ our Murphy sang to me this morning as I was eating my bowl of Aldi Brekkie Chocobangbangs and watching Friends on Channel 4.

‘Happy Birthday to yoooooou!

You look like you’ve got cat AIDS!

And you smell like old poooooooo!

HAHAHAHAHHAHAHAHAH!!!!!

Happy Birthday Shizbiz!!!’

Murphy was well happy with his song, ’cos he was laughing his head off and then he grabbed my head and ruffled it till my scrunchie stood up like a pineapple. And he blew a farty raspberry sound on my forehead and shouted, ‘HA MOONMASK MOONMASK MOOON MASK! OH MY GOD YOUR FOREHEAD IS LIKE THE MOON!’

‘Murphy!’ shouted Ritu, Murphy’s Japanese girlfriend, giving him a well good dead arm. ‘No say Shiraz got cat AIDS! It not nice to your sister! It not respectful! We been talk about respect Murphy? You be respect to people, you get respect back, innit?’ says Ritu.

‘It’s OK, Ritu,’ I said. ‘I’m used to it.’

‘Soz, Shizza,’ Murph said, laughing to himself but looking a bit guilty, then passing me a box wrapped in shiny purple paper with a pink ribbon.

This is a good example of why my mother is letting Ritu from Japan stay at our house ‘on the sofa’ in Essex when she should be in Osaka finishing her studies. Because Ritu is proper good at making Murph listen to reason. (I just wish she wouldn’t ‘reason with him’ through my bedroom wall every night. OMG RITU IS NO WAY SLEEPING ON THE SOFA AND IT IS WELL RANK! I HAVE TO SLEEP WITH MY IPOD ON SHUFFLE TO BLOCK OUT THEIR WILD GRUNTS O’ LOVE. BLEUGHGHGH!

Anyways, filthy lovegrunts aside, Murph and Ritu bought me a proper nice Ruby and Millie make-up box for my birthday! Beautiful it is too. Oh, and they got me some well expensive moisturiser cream from this posh makeup shop, SpaceNK. I would have been made up about it, but … when I looked closer it was for bloody eye wrinkles!! EYE WRINKLES???

‘Sorry, Shiraz,’ Ritu said. ‘I tell Murphy to buy face moisturiser but he get mix up. It very good wrinkle cream, though!’

‘Oh, oh … no worries, thank you!’ I said, looking at the packet which had this well sad picture on the front of some woman who was proper ancient, about thirty-four years old or something, staring at herself in the mirror probably thinking something proper tragic like, ‘Ooh it’s Friday, best get meself down Marks and Spencer and buy some elasticated waist trousers and a nice broccoli quiche and come home and listen to me James Blunt CD ’cos I don’t need to look bare choong no more what with me being almost dead, in fact the minging trousers will be something smart to cremate me in’.

OK, I’ll be honest, the wrinkle cream made me feel sort of spooked out. I don’t like getting older at all. It only seems like about six days ago I was in the bloody headmaster’s office with Uma at Mayflower Academy, getting well nagged for that time Uma wrote MR BOMBLECLOT BUMS CATS on the detention room wall in twenty-centimetre high letters in neon pink Boots Number 7 nail varnish what she’d thieved. OH MY DAYZ we got well shouted at for that! Anyways, that wasn’t six days ago, IT WAS SIX YEARS AGO, WHEN I WAS THIRTEEN! I want this getting older thing to stop now if that’s all right, please. THANK YOU PLEASE BABY JESUS, ta.

Then, my big sister Cava-Sue wanders in looking all excited. Well as excited as an emo can possibly look ’cos even when Cava-Sue is looking well excited, like today on my birthday it’s important that everyone remembers that she is an emo and she’s wearing black on the outside of her body ’cos black represents how she is feeling in her cold, black, emo heart what has been so destroyed by decades of pain and disappointment, man.

Hahahah! Me and Murphy say this sort of stuff to Cava-Sue a lot and laugh our heads off but Cava-Sue doesn’t laugh much back, in fact she says we are both well childish and totally emo-ist which is a HATE CRIME ACTUALLY. And then she goes upstars and puts on her new favourite CD, Tsunami of Suffering by Fire In The Petting Zoo.

We’re only winding Cava-Sue up obviously. Cava-Sue ain’t really miserable - well, not much, and especially not on birthdays. Cava-Sue loves birthdays more than the person having the birthday ’cos it gives her a chance to organise things and get her clipboard and list out and be bossy.

‘Happy Birthday, Little Shiz!’ she yelled at me this morning, pouncing on me and giving me a big hug. My face went in her freshly crimped hair and I nearly got a big Aldi Chocobangbang smudge on the shoulder of her Goodmayes Council Recycling Nazi uniform.

Serious, I’m well proud of Cava-Sue at the moment, ’cos she has just had a promotion at work, which means she is now a ‘Junior Environmental Manager’! This means she don’t only get to hassle folk about their recycling boxes and knock on their door and give them earache for not washing out their baked bean cans. No, NOW Cava-Sue gets to visit schools, too, and talk to kids about saving the environment. She is well enjoying that!

Our Cava-Sue has well been creating havoc and terror through Essex. Last week she got an entire class of eight-year-olds proper widdling their pants hysterical by showing them a photo of a three-eyed fish in Russia and telling them this was all their mothers’ faults for poisoning the oceans with Daz liquid tablets!

Hahahhahah! Cava-Sue is well good with shock tactics, innit? Sadly Miss Khan the headmistress weren’t really feeling Cava-Sue’s speech, and she sent a letter the next day saying my sister ain’t allowed back in St Oswald’s Primary School again any time this century. Still, there’s loads of other schools my sister can visit. Cava-Sue reckons not everyone is ‘narrow-minded and non-progressive’. Good on her.

‘Right, Shiz,’ Cava-Sue said to me this morning. ‘You’re getting mine and Lewis’s present and card later at your special birthday tea! Now you’ve told Wesley Barrington Bains II that we’re having a birthday tea haven’t you? YOU DID REMEMBER??? He knows what time to come?’

‘Yeah, ’course I have,’ I said, really, really hoping I had. I always forget stuff like this. I am beginning to realise I am a rubbish girlfriend. When you’re a full-time proper girlfriend you have to remember all sorts of things like this. It’s like looking after two people, not one. I’m always messing up.

‘Hey, I wonder what Wes is getting you for a pressie, Shizza? He’s such a sweetheart,’ Cava-Sue says to me looking all dopey. ‘Hey, you might get another ginormous bear! Oh Shiraz, remember that bear. The one you could hardly get up the stairs. And remember when he did that thing with the blue Smarties? He saved up all the blue ones ’cos he knew they were your favourites!’

‘Gnnngnngnn yeah,’ I said, sort of laughing but feeling well bad. See, my Wesley is well good at being a boyfriend. He don’t mind remembering enough stuff for two. He loves it in fact.

‘I can’t wait to see what he shows up with today.’ Cava-Sue laughed, starting to make some breakfast.

To be honest, I told Wes that what I’d really really like for my birthday, if he was going to spend money, was for him to help me towards buying my own laptop. I’ve got my eye on one in the sale down at PC World, I’ve been saving up all my wages from my new job for it. But if Wes helped me I could get it much sooner. I bloody love faffing about on the internet I do. Not just piddling about on Bebo and MSN and stuff, I love finding out about all sorts of stuff all over the world, places to travel to and things to see and all that. To be honest, and this is a secret I’m not letting anyone know, I’m really beginning to miss not learning anything any more. Like I was when I was doing my AS-Levels. Proper expanding my mind. I totally wish I’d gone back and spoken to Ms Bracket at Mayflower Sixth Form back in September, and asked her about doing the other half of my A-Levels. But I never got it together ’cos I’d just got back from Ibiza, and got back with Wes, and it just sort of never happened. The other half of the AS-Levels are meant to be well hard, though. And I’d need to give up my job and I’d be totally skint if I couldn’t do my babysitting, and my babysitting is during the day when all my classes are! Aggggggh! I feel like all that’s slipping away from me now. A career and all that. That’s why it would be good to have the laptop. I don’t want to forget that there’s a life outside of Goodmayes. I mentioned the laptop to Wesley but he didn’t seem that keen. Dunno why. It’s not like I mind when he plays Grand Theft Auto for six hours in a row some Sundays.

‘Oh my life Cava-Sue, I hope he’s not getting me another bear,’ I said to her, sighing a bit.

Cava-Sue looked at my well serious face and giggled.

‘Awwwww, little Shiz! Look at your face? Cheer up! ’Ere, which birthday is this again!?’ she said, jamming two pieces of her special disgusting high fibre sunflower seed and squirrel bumchunk bread into the toaster.

‘Nineteen,’ I groaned.

‘Nineteen!?’ she squeaked back at me.

Nineteen bloody years old. That proper gives me the bumholeshudders that does.

Nineteen. That well sounds like someone boring and sensible.

OH MY DAYZ - hear me now - Shiraz Bailey Wood will never EVER be sensible END OF! I am the anti-sensible. Like, if I was sensible, would I have gone down Ilford McDonalds with my my best mate Carrie Draper last Saturday and bought Chicken McNugget Happy Meals so we could get the amazing free Disney Movie ‘Parrot Fandango’ toy trumpets? AND then got so well excited with the amazing free toy trumpets that we PARPED and HONKED the aformentioned amazing toy trumpets on the front seat of the bus home, until the bus driver had a proper shitfit and made us walk the last three stops back to Thundersley Road?! Hahahhahaha! The old git said it wasn’t proper music! Hah! We were playing ‘Smack That’ by Akon if he’d been listening proper! It was well amazing choonage. Anyway, does that sound sensible to you?

And if I was sensible would I have gone round Kezia’s house two weeks ago to cheer her up ’cos she’s preggo and grumpy and spent the night making her laugh by calling up the local taxi firm, Call-Me-A-Cab and every time the bloke answered with ‘Hello, call-me-a-cab’, I started shouting, ‘You’re a cab! You’re a cab! You’re a cabbycabbycabCAB!’ Then put the phone down and then called him ten more times until poor Kezia nearly popped her new baby out right there in front of the telly, four months early, from laughing! See, THAT IS NOT SENSIBLE! I am KRRRAZZY - with a capital K and extra ‘r’ and ‘z’s just to keep the ‘madness’ locked in.

And sensible nineteen-year-old people DEFINITELY DO NOT eat Aldi Brekkie Chocobangbangs what make your lips go purple and have so much refined sugar in them they give you swivelly eyes and a sweaty bum crevice. No, I think you’ll find that nineteen-year-olds probably eat mueseli.

‘What you thinking about, Shiraz? You look miles away,’ Cava-Sue said to me this morning. I was staring out of the kitchen window watching our silly dog Penny rolling about on her back on the concrete with her paws in the air, proper loving the morning sun. She was probably rolling about on a dead mouse or something. She can be well rank our Penny, sometimes. Stupid bloody thing, I love her to death I do.

‘Muesli,’ I said to Cava-Sue. ‘What’s in that muesli stuff?’

‘Muesli?’ Cava-Sue said. ‘Oooh, well, all sorts of slow release energy stuff. Locally sourced sustainable foods! Rolled oats, dried fruit …’

‘Dog fangita, bum gravy …’ snortled Murph, under his breath.

‘Bum gravy? What that?’ says Ritu. ‘I no heard that food?’

‘Berries, nuts,’ says Cava Sue, ignoring them both. ‘Much better than that choco-sugar crap you’re eating there. Hey! I could get you some down Romford farmers’ market? There’s a woman down there called Spiderflower who’s a white witch, right? Six toes she’s got on one foot! Awful nice she is! She makes her own muesli in her bath!! She crushes the pecan nuts herself with her heels!’

‘Nah, s’alright,’ I said, feeling a bit chundersome. I’ll stick with my Chocobangbangs.’

‘OK, well I’m off to work now,’ Cava-Sue chirped. ‘How many babies you looking after today, aside from my Fin? Two?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘Kezia’s mum is bringing Tiq for a few hours and Colette is dropping off her little boy Rudi until three this afternoon.’

‘Bloody hell,’ said Murph, standing up and grabbing his rucksack. ‘It’s gonna be baby central here. I am definitely going to college.’

‘I walk with you for fresh air,’ said Ritu. ‘It my day off from Mr Yolk today.’ Then the pair disappeared off out of the door, holding hands and pinching each other’s bums, and looking all well happy and loved-up.

‘OK, Shiz,’ Cava-Sue said, grabbing her handbag. ‘Fin’s just had his morning bottle and he’s sitting in his cot playing with Macca Pacca. You’re fine with everything aren’t you?’

‘Yeah, totally fine,’ I said. ‘Stop fretting.’

‘And you’ll be OK if he starts screaming? His ear’s still a bit funny. It’s a bit gooey. He’s not over that cold thing he had.’

‘He’ll be fine. Just go to work, Cava-Sue!’ I said.

We’ve been through this three times a week for the past five weeks.

‘And what will you do if he suddenly gets a temperature or a rash!? Or he starts coughing again!?’ Cava Sue said doing her weird, mental-mother, wide-eyed face.

‘I’ll just shove him in the under-the-stairs cupboard and tell folk the pikeys took him,’ I said to her.

‘You’ll do what!!?!’ said Cava-Sue.

‘I’ll call the medical centre and book an emergency appointment with Dr Gupta,’ I said.

‘Awwww, thanks, Shiz! You’re a star, honest to God you are!’ Cava-Sue laughed. ‘I don’t know how you’re so calm with all these babies! You’re a natural, you are! You’ll be amazing when you have your own!! It’s a gift Shiraz, honest. I dunno how you spend all day here with three of them. I’d go bloody full blown mental!’

‘Yeah,’ I said, sighing a bit. ‘I rock, I know.’

After everyone had cleared off I stood there for a bit looking at myself in the mirror above the fire place, with my hoodie on over my pyjamas and those gold hoops on that my Wesley bought me as our getting-back-together-for ever after Ibiza gift.

‘OH MY DAYZ!’ I thought, ‘I’m sure I look older and more boring than I did yesterday!!!’

This is how it begins, innit? First the boring face, then the elasticated trouser eye cream, then the box of sensible mutant toe-cheese muesli for breakfast. THIS AIN’T HAPPENING TO ME! I’VE GOT TO SORT THIS OUT!!



10.45pm - in my bedroom.

No one seems to have sussed yet that I’ve left my own party and went to bed. Not that it wasn’t a good night, it was well funny having all the Woods and assorted hangers-on all in one room. I love ’em all to bits I do. I love the bones of them. It’s just that I’m a bit knackered and my Wes brought his copy of Guitar Hero III round and it’s all got a bit messy down there. My ears are proper ringing ’cos we’ve had the telly up at full volume blaring, ’cos Nan’s husband Clement’s hearing aid battery has gone flat. He reckons he can’t hear Enter Sandman by Metallica unless he stands right next to the screen with the sound up at level ten!

Clement well loves playing to Metallica which is bare jokes ’cos he is eighty-three years old and only listens to Gardener’s Question Time on Radio 4 usually. I’ve said to our Wes and Murph in private that I don’t reckon a pensioner should be getting so over-excited, and if he carks it right there on Mother’s good Littlewoods rug then it’s THEIR RESPONSIBILITY, ’cos they encouraged him to play battle mode with them! Murph and Wes both just laugh at me and tell me to chill out and stop fretting.

Anyway, tonight was a typical Wood family affair full of laughing and chatting and joking and eating and arguing. And of course at least one situation where one of us was nearly in tears and another one of us was getting all het up with them and someone else was stepping in shouting, ‘Oi! Come on? We’ve all had a drink! This is supposed to be a party!’

And there was the usual moment when Penny our dog had too many sausage rolls and started coughing up flecks of pastry and her snout had gone a bit green and my mother starts shouting, ‘Oh my god! Penny is having a stroke! She’s having a stroke! Call the vet!’

And Dad shouted, ‘No she’s not, she’s just bloody ate herelf silly as usual, let her out for some fresh air!’

And as usual our Cava-Sue stood on the sofa and gave one of her speeches about ‘taking stock of the year what’s just past’, which basically just meant reminding everyone in fine detail about the fact I gave up my A-Levels to go to London and worked as a Magic Elf in a Christmas grotto before going off to Ibiza and getting a job in a nightclub foam party where I had to scoop up real life human poos off the dance floor at the end of the night with a dustpan and a spatula and then got stranded there with no money and had to live on one packet of Cool Blue Doritos for six nights by rationing myself to two in the morning and two for dinner, and even that went tits up when I came back one day and found a mouse had peed on them.

‘Hahahahahhahahaha!’ laughed Murphy. ‘They should make your life into a film, Shizshoz! SHIRAZ BAILEY WOOD THE MOVIE!’

‘A bloody horror film! That’s what it sounds like to me!’ tutted my mother, giving me one of her best, ‘I know you’re my flesh and blood but Shiraz you’re a total bloody embarrassment’ faces.

‘The thing is,’ I said to everyone, going all red, ‘all that stuff only sounds bad when you say it all together like that!’ Well everyone just burst out laughing then and made sarcastic remarks. OK, everyone aside from my Wesley who didn’t really say anything ’cos none of these adventures Cava-Sue mentioned involved Wes ’cos we were split up for ages last year. In fact at that time Wes was going out with that mutant from the planet swampdonkey, Susan bloody Douvall, or ‘Sooz’ as she’s known. Sooz who works in Boots and spends all day selling bum ointment and intimate vaginal wipes. Sooz, who - instead of jumping in my grave the moment me and Wes split up - could maybe have used her time better flexing her 30%-off staff Boots discount card on some GHDs and a big tub of Sleek It Down serum, ’cos her hair looks all fuzzy like tramps’ armpits! And it’s not that I’m jealous of Sooz or nothing for having gone out with my Wes, ’cos I’m NOT. Wes says it weren’t much fun seeing her anyway, in fact he was thinking about me all the time. Well Wes always says that, bless him. And I’m sure at least some of the time he must have been thinking ‘Oh baby Jesus, Lord above why am I not with Shiraz and why am I now going out with a bird with such out-of-control hair that we ain’t allowed on the premier balcony down Vue cinema ’cos everyone else wants their money back ’cos she obscures the view of the movie?’ HAHAHAHAHHA!

Oh I don’t mean this really, I’m being awful.



My Wes looked well handsome tonight. He had on his pale-blue, stripy Penguin polo shirt and his dark-navy True Religion jeans and some fresh white Nikes and a black baseball hat and his gold chain. My Wes looks nice, when he makes an effort. He looks like a slob sometimes though, when he’s just hanging about the house playing Nintendo, I have to tell him to bloody get dressed! That bloody Nintendo does my head right in sometimes. One thing’s for sure, my mother loves Wes more every single day he’s alive. Especially when he turned up tonight and got well stuck into the birthday buffet, ’cos mother was fretting she’d bought too much. Oh my dayz, he even ate all the pork and apricot party vol au vents that my mother only shoved in the trolley to make up her Iceland ‘five for £5’ offer, even though the picture on the box made the pork bit look like old boiled snot with bum droppings in.

‘Mmmm, Diane! These are well nice, innit!’ Wesley said, heaping them on his plate along with a handful of cheesy footballs and a big thick ham sandwich which was giving me the bumshudders ’cos it was made from that ham in a can stuff with big lumps of yellow jelly stuck all over it. The sort of ham that only appears at Christmas and birthdays and the rest of the time is eaten only by Satan himself, after a hard day’s graft down his firey pit.

‘Oh Wes, I can always rely on you to pull your weight!’ my mother said, loading his plate with more mini pork pies and mini sausages on sticks. Actually, now I come to think of it, my whole bloody birthday buffet was made of pig, well aside from the cake which I’m sure probably had an old hoof in it somewhere under the buttercream icing.

When it came to pressie time everyone gathered around and my mother gave me a card from her and my dad with a £25 Top Shop voucher in it!

‘We’ve not got a bloody clue what you want, love, so you can treat yourself!’ she said. Bless her! I’m going to buy myself an amazing fancy going-out dress with it! Something short and a bit sexy I reckon. Something to go clubbing in! Well, if my Wesley ever wants to go out clubbing again. He always wants to stay in these days. Never mind, I’ll go with Carrie instead. I’ll just bloody ignore what Wes says about me hanging about with Carrie so much.

Wes reckons I’d be better off not hanging around with Carrie Draper, what with her having been in trouble with the police and everyone knowing. Wes keeps saying that Carrie is a bloody liability and he’s not trying to be like my dad or nothing but he just loves me and he don’t want me to get into no more trouble. Wes says that Carrie is bad news, and she’s been lucky so far but her luck will run out one day and I KNOW HE’S GOT A POINT. But that’s the thing, he ain’t my dad and I’ll do what I want and oh it’s my birthday so I’m not going to think about this any more.

So then Cava-Sue and Lewis gave me their gift. The first bit was a big thick book which was called Kick-Ass Women in History: A Beginners Guide to Feminism by Angela Spout. Well Murphy let out a big fake snore when he saw it and my mother just sighed and said, ‘Oh, Cava-Sue?! You could have got Shiraz something worth reading, like a proper good book. ’Ere hasn’t Tiffany Poole the glamour model who is married to Peter Flazio the footballer got a new novel out at the moment? Forever Love it’s called! I saw it on the telly! It’s a bestseller y’know!?’ Well, Cava-Sue hissed and made a face and said that the Tiffany Poole books ain’t exactly what she’d call a proper good book. No, the book she’d given me was all about great role models, kick-ass women, like Queen Elizabeth the First and Hilary Clinton and Madonna, and not forgetting Joan of Arc - who, Cava-Sue reminded everyone, was BURNED at the STAKE in 1431 at the age of nineteen for leading the French Army to several bloody victories while channelling visions from God!

Well no one said much after she said that, until my dad mumbled, ‘Well she sounds like a right laugh,’ and everyone started laughing except for my sister. Well Cava-Sue just made a loud tut sound then and gave me my second present. It was a small box with a ribbon around it. Inside was this small white plastic cup thing. It looked like the top off the Anchor squirty cream or a tiny egg cup or something.

‘What is it?’ I said to her.

‘It’s the most amazing thing ever!’ said Cava-Sue.

‘It’s quite bendy!’ I said, squishing down the sides of it. ‘What is it!?’

‘It’s going to change your life for ever! It’s going to change the planet, Shiraz!’ said Cava-Sue, proper triumphantly.

‘But what is it?’ said my mother, peering at it, getting her glasses out of her bag.

‘Yeah, what is it?’ said everyone, staring at the little cup.

‘It’s a mooncup!’ said Cava-Sue proudly.

‘A whatcup!?’ I said.

‘A mooncup! It’s a re-usable, environmentally friendly, menstruation device!’ announced Cava-Sue. ‘So women don’t have to pollute the oceans with our waste products! You use it, then you wash it out and use it again the next month!’

‘Oh my dear life,’ said my mother, stepping backwards, holding on to the sink for support. ‘That’s not what I think it is, is it? You don’t … shove that thing in your … I mean … ? Cava-Sue, have you gone beserk?’

‘HahahahahhahahhahahAMAZING! It’s a re-usable tampax!!!’ laughed Murphy, almost dying with delight. Ritu tried to hide her entire face behind a plate of vol au vents.

‘Mother!’ quacked Cava-Sue. ‘We all have to face up to our environmental legacy, yknow! Do have any idea how many tampon innertubes are floating about in the Pacific Ocean right now? Do you? Eighty-seven MILLION!’

‘Flipping heck? Which poor git had to count all those?’ said my dad, munching a pork pie in a matter-of-fact manner, as if years of living in a small house with three women had proper warped his ideas of inappropriate and appropriate conversation.

‘No one COUNTS them father, that’s just official statistics!’ says Cava-Sue, ‘It’s on the internet!’
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