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  Nevermind the . . . ?




  OK, I may not have been born yet when Kurt Cobain died (hey, does that mean I could be his reincarnaton? I’ve got the right hair for

  it,1 if nothing else) but have you LISTENED to Nevermind lately? That’s Nirvana’s breakthrough second album, in case you

  are unlucky enough not to be familiar with it already. It was released in 1991, but I swear if it came out tomorrow it would still sound new.




  Let’s not forget that Nirvana were the most groundbreaking band for a whole generation2. I can only imagine what

  it must have been like when Nevermind really was brand new, released into an unsuspecting world of 80s pop, a time when the edgiest rock scene still consisted of Guns N’ Roses and

  similarly big-haired buffoons.




  I’m not saying there’s nothing good around these days – that would be stupid (and, hello? Have you heard of Grimes, or the Internet, or Nando’s, or

  any of the other excellent stuff that wasn’t even around in 1991?) I’m just saying I’m really, really happy to live in a time when I have the luxuries of modern life AND Kurt

  Cobain’s back catalogue at my fingertips, to ransack to my retro little heart’s content.




  Comments




  As usual, Chew – you are the voice of someone else’s generation. And that’s why you’re pretty unique.

  


  

  seymour_brown




  Chew, tell Seymour to stop being such an enabler – you both need to get out more. If he tells you otherwise, don’t listen. Maybe you should

  try an open relationship. Seymour, FYI, there’s no such thing as ‘pretty unique’. A thing, or person, is either unique or it isn’t. End of.




    Nishi_S


	

  Aw, you guys. Et cetera. By which I mean STFU, both of you. Open relationship? Nish, I’m so telling Anna you said that. Anyway, I’m off

  – MIC is starting and you know how I hate to miss it. I’m not even joking. I’ve got a date with E4 and a pack of Hobnobs. Living the dream.




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  





  ‘No, but seriously – don’t you think that I might be pre-empting a big comeback? When all the hipsters are wearing them in six months’ time,

  who’ll be laughing then?’




  ‘I will,’ Nishi says. ‘In six months’ time, Chew – I will still be laughing. At you. Because you’re wearing those dungarees.’




  ‘But –’ I open my mouth to protest, even though I kind of suspect she’s right.




  These dungarees aren’t really doing anything for me. Probably because they’re shiny leopard print, frayed at the edges and have a crotch that’s veering perilously close to

  looking like I’ve done a poo in it. Possibly, at some point in this garment’s weird life, somebody has.




  I give it one last go. ‘You don’t think it has just a teensy Debbie Harry at CBGB’s sort of a vibe to—’




  ‘No, Chew,’ Anna interrupts, accepting no arguments. ‘Nishi’s right. Just . . . no.’




  ‘Now take them off,’ Nishi adds. ‘We’ll meet you next to household tat, OK?’




  I close the curtain of the makeshift changing room and take one last look in the mirror. I’m not too bothered about the fact that my arse looks approximately the size of a small country.

  Well, I kind of am, if I’m honest, but I try my very best not to think about it. I bring other skills to the table, so there’s not much point wasting my life wishing I looked like some

  dreamy Alexa Chung type. It’s never going to happen – sad but true – so I’m pretty sure that coming to terms with the truth this early on in life makes me about 37% more

  productive. Whenever I catch myself obsessing – about my wayward weight, my lack of cheekbones or my weird knuckles – I remind myself that it’s wasted time I could be spending on

  my blog, or learning Arabic, or eating a delicious pizza. It doesn’t always work, but I’m nothing if not a trier.




  Anyway, chub aside, I am most definitely bothered about the fact that I don’t look cool. In any way, shape or form. I look like a demented toddler. I am forced to admit that my friends are

  right.




  So I begin the laborious task of peeling myself out of the second-hand dungarees – worryingly their synthetic fabric is already making me a bit sweaty – and back into the pale blue

  second-hand nightie I’m currently wearing as a dress, along with white tights, ballet slippers and a ratty old-man cardigan. I’m going for Courtney Love circa 1990 – back when she

  had her old-old nose.




  This is to go with my current hair – the bleached-blonde disaster. I make a point of dyeing my hair a new colour once a fortnight at the very least. I try to go for a strong enough

  statement each time that I have to formulate a completely new look around it. Sometimes I even try out a slightly different personality. I don’t have the pain threshold for piercings, and my

  attention span is way too short for a tattoo. The idea of something that lasts forever scares me. Hair dye – bright, brash, but not a long-term commitment – is the ideal mini-rebellion

  for the essentially cowardly girl. Everyone notices it and comments, but if you really don’t like it, all you have to do is stay in and wash your hair ten times in a row. Better yet, dye it

  another colour over the top.




  ‘Hang on a minute – did you say household tat?’ I shout from behind the curtain. ‘You two aren’t nesting already, are you? You’ve only been going out

  for about five minutes.’




  Fully dressed again, I push the curtain aside, to find that there’s nobody around to hear me. Anna and Nishi have already disappeared out of sight. The charity shop is almost silent, and

  the only person I can see is the old lady behind the till, who is giving me evils like I’m about to stab her for her pension cheque. I smile at her as sweetly as I possibly can as I hang the

  hideous dungarees up where I found them. I make sure that they are in exactly the right place and very, very neat – showing that the younger generation can in fact be courteous and

  helpful.




  I find Anna and Nishi tucked away in a corner, examining a vintage tea set.




  ‘It’s been four months actually,’ Anna says – unlike me, waiting until I’m standing next to them, and using her indoor voice.




  ‘And you’re already buying shared crockery.’ I sigh. ‘That must be true love.’




  ‘Hey, what does a lesbian take on the second date? A removal van.’ Nishi cackles at her own joke.




  ‘Am I allowed to laugh at that?’ I ask seriously.




  ‘No,’ Anna tells me, giving Nish a cautionary look. ‘Because it’s not funny. Anyway, how long have you been going out with Seymour?’




  I suppose I ought to know this. I have to think hard, and I’m still not sure.




  ‘Well, I must have known him properly for nearly a year, I suppose. Because when we met him at that party it was definitely summer – I remember because I had on that yellow playsuit

  I got in Beyond Retro. You know, the one with the palm-tree pattern that looks a bit like something Lucille Ball might have worn in an I Love Lucy Hawaiian holiday special. I have no idea

  when we actually started going out. Ask him – he’s way more likely to remember the specifics.’




  ‘Oh, he’ll definitely remember the exact date. He’ll probably remember what he was wearing and every single witty remark he made.’ Once again Nishi cracks herself up.

  ‘Come on, don’t look at me like that – you know what Seymour’s like. He’s quite . . . self-involved, isn’t he?’




  ‘I’m obviously drawn to self-involved characters,’ I say sanctimoniously. ‘I seem to be surrounded by them.’




  Nishi, clever as she is, doesn’t turn a hair at this. ‘Hey, I’m just looking out for you. That’s what best friends are for. Keeping things real.’




  Anna and I look at each other and roll our eyes fondly.




  ‘Chew’s right, Nish – let’s go and get some food,’ Anna cuts in, diplomatic as usual. ‘I’m starving.’




  Unbelievably we leave the charity shop empty-handed. This is almost unheard of, but it’s been a slow day for chazzing. At least my mum will be pleased – she doesn’t understand

  our ‘morbid fixation on dead people’s crap’. She’s always trying to throw my stuff out when she thinks I won’t notice, or she decides she’s going to ‘draw

  the line’ at taxidermy, or that scary Victorian doll I once brought home.




  We troop across the road to our favourite cafe, Macari’s. It’s like a cross between a school canteen and a 1950s diner. We grab our favourite booth and take it in turns to go up to

  the counter and order. The others get baked potatoes, but I feel like I want to have at least some indulgence in my life on a Saturday afternoon, given the failure of our shopping trip and the fact

  that I still have a hard-earned tenner burning a hole in my pocket. So I order cheesy chips, an ice-cream sundae, a chocolate milkshake and also a Coke because I am thirsty.




  ‘Impressive,’ Nishi notes with a sarcastically raised eyebrow.




  She’s right, even if she does have a slightly smug attitude and a worrying obsession with kale. By the time I’m done, I feel sick. I make sure to leave one overcooked brown chip and

  exactly half of one ice-cream wafer, so that it’s like none of it actually happened; I didn’t finish all that food, so it doesn’t count.




  ‘What are we doing next?’ I ask, slurping air from the bottom of my milkshake.




  ‘Falling into a diabetic coma?’ Nishi suggests.




  I’ve known Nishi since we were five. We’ve been best friends since junior school. We’re more like sisters by this point – I’m an only child and Nish has all

  brothers. By this, I mean that we argue like siblings and don’t feel any need for good manners or common courtesy around each other. I feel totally myself with Nish, in a way I don’t

  always in the outside world. Nobody else quite gets the two of us.




  However, I am properly delighted that she and Anna have got together. They met online, on a Riot Grrrl message board; then it turned out that Anna lives really near us, even though she’s a

  year younger and goes to the fancy all-girls school on the other side of town. Sometimes if we have a free afternoon Nishi and I try and convince her to bunk off and hang out with us, but

  she’s far too strait-laced and we’re not exactly major rebels, so we usually make do with going to Macari’s or the noodle bar together at lunchtimes or after school. Anyway,

  Anna’s always embarrassed about us seeing her in her navy-blue school uniform when we can go to college in our jeans. Or revolting second-hand nylon nightdresses in my case.




  Even though – as I have just been reminded – we have only known Anna for the past four months, she fits right in. It’s great having her in our tiny little gang. They

  don’t make me feel like a third wheel, and it’s like we’re kind of a family, as I’ve been there with them since the beginning. I feel a bit like their child or something. A

  slightly overgrown child who will probably be living with them when she’s thirty, eating all their food and not giving them a moment’s peace. Actually that sounds like a pretty good

  plan for my future adult life – I must suggest it to them; maybe they can get a house with a spare room for me one day.




  When they had their first ‘in the flesh’ date, after months of messaging and then awkward phone calls, Nishi arranged to meet Anna in a Starbucks and made me secretly sit at the

  table behind her, in case Anna turned out to be a freaky old man or something. I sat there wearing a beret and reading a newspaper, mostly trying not to laugh and make a spectacle of myself. Nish

  ended up calling me over to introduce me, and the three of us spent the whole afternoon hanging out in town together. It’s pretty much set the pattern for their whole relationship.




  Most of all, it’s nice to see Nish so happy for once – I love my badass friend, but it’s actually kind of cool to see that she does have a soppy side. In all the years

  that I have known her, I never would have guessed it could happen, but they are properly in love.




  It’s a good thing I’ve got Seymour, otherwise I might feel left out. The fact that this has happened is basically a small miracle – as I would never previously have dreamed

  I’d be able to get a boyfriend like Seymour. I’m still not entirely sure how I managed it. I’d casually admired him from afar at college for ages, but never thought much of it

  – just like half the girls in my year, which is unsurprising, as he is so good-looking and plays in a band.




  Then, somehow, we got chatting in the common room one day when he saw me reading a vintage copy of the NME that I’d bought off eBay. He seemed genuinely sweet and interested, so I

  even forgot to be nervous as I explained to him the cultural significance of Meat Is Murder by the Smiths. We kept hanging out together and actually became friends – he started

  coming round to borrow my charity-shop records or even to ask advice on his band’s demo tapes. It took a while, but things kind of went from there.




  It’s probably a good thing that we were friends before we got together, as I know I’m not really pretty enough to be going out with someone like him – luckily for me I somehow

  eventually won him over with my incessant chatter and encyclopaedic knowledge of Jared Leto films. Handsome boys love that sort of thing, right? Seriously, he looks like when they put glasses on a

  ridiculously handsome actor in an American teen movie, to make it obvious that he’s the ‘clever’ one. He plays guitar and sings in a band called Terminal Ghosts. Despite

  Nishi’s sniping, my friends think he’s cool; my mum loves him. Actually my mum mostly loves him because he has a slightly posh voice and unusually good table manners, plus he once sided

  with her against me in an argument about which of the Bee Gees are dead – but that’s not the point. Even when he’s being annoying, they all generally take his side. It’s

  always like, ‘Chew, what did you do?’ Fair enough, really. I guess we all know I’m punching above my weight.




  Sometimes I have to remind myself that I bring different qualities to the table – like the fact that I do better than him at college, and that before he met me he thought Iggy Pop was just

  some old guy in insurance adverts.




  Anyway, I really shouldn’t have to remind myself that life is pretty sweet at the moment. It’s nice to have this brilliant little group around me, after years of just Nishi and me

  doing our own thing against the tide. It’s like the world has caught up, and being the slightly odd, clever kids has suddenly paid off for us.




  We’ve got our A levels coming up in a couple of weeks’ time, and I’m weirdly excited about the whole thing. I really like all the subjects I’m studying, particularly

  English, which has been my favourite subject for as long as I can remember. I love writing, and it’s been awesome to leave maths and science behind. I’m not a fan of any subject where

  there is only one correct answer – if something is set in stone like that, it’s so boring; that just isn’t how my brain works. It’s probably why I also love really rubbish

  reality TV – I’m all about the journey.




  This is partly why I’m trying to spend a lot of time working on my blog at the moment. It’s a really fun hobby; obviously it’s grossly self-indulgent because it’s all

  about me and the music and other stuff I’m into, and nobody reads it except for my friends and my mum. Still, I think it’s good practice for my writing. I would love to be a journalist

  one day; it’s my dream to become a writer and move to New York. Or at least London.




  ‘We could go and try on ludicrous clothes we can’t afford in Urban Outfitters?’ Anna suggests for our next Saturday-afternoon activity.




  This is pretty much our favourite thing to do. Which is why she’s Nishi’s kind of girl – and mine. She doesn’t need to ask us twice.




  





  Monkey Gone to Devon




  What is it, dear reader, about people called Kim that makes them so awesome? Just this morning, my Musician Boyfriend was making fun of me for my weird

  love of Kim Kardashian and her whole family (although I would like it to be known that Khloe is my favourite Kardashian sister, hands down. I’m not too proud to admit it; I’m all about

  the no-brow, me. I never want to be someone who pretends they’re cool all the time).




  Anyway, I reckon Kim K is basically the new Liz Taylor. And we could do with a bit more of that in the world. I had to point out to my mocking Musician Boyfriend that I am

  also a big fan of other such amazing Kims as Kim Deal (bass player from the Pixies, and also the Breeders, who are a great old band and you should really listen to their song

  ‘Cannonball’ if you don’t already know it) and Kim Gordon (basically the sexy bass-playing godmother of grunge, out of Sonic Youth – Kurt Cobain’s favourite band, fact

  fans!). Actually it got me wondering whether Kim Kardashian might secretly be a really good bass player . . .




  I had to remind Musician Boyfriend that he owns a Sonic Youth T-shirt but precisely zero of their albums – whereas I own TWO WHOLE Sonic Youth albums so I WIN. Then

  we had a Skype dance party to Bikini Kill and all was once again right with the world. Good feminist Musician Boyfriend.




  But he does have a point. Sort of. Please let’s not forget that Kim Deal and Kim Gordon should be equally as important to the Youth of Today – women who can

  play instruments; bands that made songs so great I can legitimately say lame stuff like, ‘They don’t make them like they used to.’




  To recap for any new readers – hi, Mister Nobody and Ms Nobody-hyphen-Jones! – my name is Tuesday (yes, that’s my real name – don’t ask) and

  I am an expert in romanticizing an era that I am too young even to remember. I just want to make that clear, so that I can stop getting comments that all say I’m a sad old lady at the age of

  eighteen.




  Yes, I mean you, Musician Boyfriend! And you, Token Lesbian Best Friends (TLBFs for short – catchy, right?). And, OK – hi, Mum. *waves*




  Literally nobody else ever reads this blog. Can’t think why. Oh, what’s that you say? It’s because I’m a sad old lady at the age of eighteen? Meet

  you at Grey Gardens.




  Comments




  Token Lesbian Best Friends? Really?




  anna-banana




  Really, Chew – have we taught you nothing? You’re fired.




  Nishi_S




  Musician Boyfriend? I’m with the Token Lesbian Best Friends on this one. Nought out of ten for imagination. Oh, and hi, Tuesday’s

  mum!




  seymour_brown




  THIS IS MY *ART*, MAN! No more criticizing or I’ll block you all. I’ve got loads of other readers. Loads. *tumbleweed*




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  Tuesday, I thought you were supposed to be revising for your exams up there?




  Carrie_Cougar




  I’m not kidding. Don’t think I won’t block you just because you’re my mother.




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  Dinner’s ready . . .






  Carrie_Cougar




  We *are* having chicken curry, right? If it’s stir-fry again, consider yourself blocked.




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  Gruel for you at this rate, young lady.




  Carrie_Cougar




  This is getting weird. I can actually hear you typing. I’m coming downstairs now so that we can make our hilarious jokes face to face for a

  bit.




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  





  ‘What do you think about leather trousers?’




  Unfortunately I think she’s serious.




  ‘Mum! Isn’t it a bit, like, try-hard sexy housewife?’




  ‘And your point is . . . ?’




  I think for a moment, doing my best to be genuinely helpful. ‘Carol Vorderman. Probably, like, Susanna Reid.’




  ‘Oh . . . I see.’ Her face falls, as well it might. ‘Thanks for ruining my fun. You don’t let me do anything.’




  ‘That’s what teenage daughters are for, isn’t it? To totally cramp your style.’




  ‘Apparently so. Remind me, when are you leaving home?’




  My mum grins and grabs another slice of pizza, turning away from her laptop. Although, I do notice that she first shuts down the window she had open on Topshop.com showing skinny leather jeans.

  I’ve done her a favour, seriously.




  She concentrates instead on the crap film we’re watching while we eat our Saturday-night takeaway. I’ve kind of lost track of the plot, because we’ve been chatting too much

  – but I think Leighton Meester is dying and Ryan Gosling’s going to give her a kidney or something. Tonight’s Netflix was Mum’s choice, not mine. I wanted the new Lars von

  Trier, but she wasn’t having it.




  I don’t mind; in fact, there are few things I enjoy more than dissecting – and secretly enjoying – my mum’s rubbish taste in films. It is quite nice just to chill out

  with my mum on a Saturday night for once. I’ve been out with Nish and Anna all day, and she’s been on an afternoon coffee date – we both arrived home at about the same time,

  impromptu, so we decided to put on our pyjamas and order a pizza.




  My phone beeps. I quickly check the message before going back to squirting ketchup on to a pizza crust.




  ‘Was that Seymour?’ my mum asks.




  ‘Mm-hmm.’




  ‘What did he say? Have you replied? I hope you were nice to him. How come you’re not seeing him tonight, anyway?’




  ‘Calm down, Mother. His band are playing a gig in Reading tonight. There wasn’t room for me in the car, but it’s OK – it was a bit far for me to go anyway, since I have

  revision and blogging and stuff to do this weekend. God, the way you go on, I’m sure you like Seymour more than you like me.’




  ‘You’re lucky, that’s all,’ she says. ‘You’ve got this gorgeous boy wanting to go out with you, and I couldn’t get a boy to call me back after the

  second date when I was your age. Still can’t actually.’




  ‘Hey – not lucky, just sensible! I’ve learned from your mistakes. Don’t go for the douchebags.’




  ‘I wish I could learn the same lesson . . . Well, send Seymour a kiss from me.’




  ‘Coo-coo-ca-choo, Mrs Robinson.’




  ‘Daughter, has anyone ever told you you’re too witty for your own good sometimes?’




  My mum is definitely feeling restless at the moment – I know all the signs. It’s been about six months since she and my last ex-stepdad broke up. She gets cross with me when I say

  things like ‘my last ex-stepdad’ because she thinks it makes her sound bad. To her credit, I suppose I should add that at least she’s never made me wear a hideous bridesmaid dress

  or tried to make me call any of them ‘Uncle Andrew’ or ‘Dad’, or anything repugnant like that.




  ‘After all, you’ve only had two stepfathers, barely even plural – you make it sound so much worse than it really is,’ she protests. ‘People would think I was Henry

  VIII, the way you go on!’




  But it is technically true. It’s now getting to the point when this is about the longest she’s ever been without a serious boyfriend. Since she was fifteen, as she’s

  always telling me. She hates not having a boyfriend, or preferably a husband. I sometimes think she’s a bit like the Sandra Bullock of relationships – a great actress who has the

  tendency to pick really bad films.




  I honestly don’t understand it. I’d never had a boyfriend before Seymour, and I’m still not really sure what having a boyfriend is supposed to be like. We just ended up hanging

  out together so much as friends that I suppose it seemed like the logical thing to do – unromantic as that sounds. We didn’t ever really have a conversation about it, and it was like

  one day he had decided that I was his girlfriend. I wasn’t about to complain, and everyone is still telling me how lucky I am to have a boyfriend like Seymour. They don’t know

  that he secretly spends forty minutes every morning making his hair look like he hasn’t tried, or that he only pretends to have read Jack Kerouac.




  It’s not really what I always imagined – but, to be fair, it’s probably for the best that it hasn’t been like all my crazy Kurt/Courtney or Sid/Nancy fantasies.

  We’re both still taking things very cautiously, even after a year or however long it is – which, most of the time, suits me just fine. I think we’re still both finding our feet

  with figuring out what being more than ‘just friends’ entails – we can both be pretty awkward.




  Luckily I’ve always been determined not to be one of those girls who gets carried away by having a boyfriend, forgetting all her friends and letting her principles fly straight out of the

  window. So far, that definitely hasn’t happened and I don’t think either of us is in any danger of getting totally carried away.




  I suppose it’s unsurprising that I might choose to be more sensible than my male-fixated mother, but I don’t like to sit about getting too Freudian about it. I can’t stand

  people who feel sorry for themselves and blame everything on their parents. I’ve got better things to do, like just getting on with it.




  Whenever I am in danger of feeling down about having no dad – not to mention a mum who sometimes forgets that I exist – I remind myself that other people have it a lot worse. From

  what I’ve heard, having a nuclear family can be very overrated. Sometimes I just feel a little bit left out that I’ve never had one, that’s all. It’s yet another one of

  those things that I Just Don’t Think About. Sometimes it gets a bit exhausting trying to remember all the millions of things I choose not to obsess over, but it’s better than the

  alternative. If I’m not careful I’ll get neurotic about not being neurotic.




  Besides, I really like my mum – or Carrie, as she’s more commonly known. Leaving to one side all her own neuroses, general madness, failed relationships and the fact that she chose

  to call me Tuesday, we really get on. I was named after my mum’s favourite actress, Tuesday Weld – who, as far as I can tell, was famous for being beautiful, a child star and a

  girlfriend of rich and famous men. I am not, and nor do I ever intend to be, any of these things.




  ‘Anyway, do you think you’ll see today’s date again?’ I ask her.




  ‘Put it this way – he said that he’d bet I was stunning when I was thirty. This from a man with a paunch and quite alarming hair growth from his left ear, who picked his nose

  behind the menu.’




  ‘Yikes.’




  This is not only rude but grossly unfair. My mum is better-looking in her forties than I am at eighteen. Seriously. This is not only due to our respective ratios of skinny leather jeans to

  second-hand granddad cardigans. Our looks are about as similar as our life priorities – my mum is tanned and toned with meticulously highlighted hair; she’s into yoga and spinning, and

  she tries every celebrity diet fad going. I’ve rarely ever seen her without lipstick on, and I don’t think she has ever left the house with unshaven legs or bedhead. She really makes me

  laugh sometimes – in fact, we baffle each other in equal measure – but most of the time we manage to go for a ‘live and let live’ kind of tolerance policy in our little

  household. With frequent but well-meaning jokes at each other’s expense.




  I must admit – although I want her to be happy – I’m enjoying this interval of it just being my mum and me at home, before I go off to university. It’s relaxing, and

  it’s nice to spend time with her when she’s not obsessing about a man and putting him first.




  Obviously I hope she finds herself a lovely new husband immediately once I’m out the door – after all, that’s what she’d like most of all. A really nice one this time,

  who’ll stick with her and realize that she’s even more amazing than she looks.




  Although men have drifted in and out of the scene, it’s really always been just me and my mum, when it comes down to it. My dad moved out when I was three and never came back, so I

  don’t even remember him. I’ve never had a father figure who has lasted for any notable period of time. I think my mum spends more time worrying about this than I do. I’ve trained

  myself not to lose too much sleep over the fact that I don’t have a proper dad, or even a decent stepdad.




  I’m too busy pondering the important things: like the perfect winged eyeliner, or whether I would still fancy Kurt Cobain and River Phoenix if they were middle-aged rather than dead; how I

  can make myself more like Lena Dunham or Tavi Gevinson, but with Jemima Kirke’s looks and wardrobe. I don’t have time for the trivial stuff. Honestly . . .




  





  Sweet for Sour Apple




  My first-ever crush was on Leonard Cohen. Not even kidding. I mean, so what if I was eleven and he was seventy-five – in ten or twenty years, who

  would care about the age difference anyway, right?




  Then, when I was nine, I dressed up as David Bowie for Halloween (Ziggy Stardust era, natch). Strong look. And, yes, there is photographic evidence.3




  Therefore I would say it’s pretty unsurprising that, as a precocious thirteen-year-old, my favourite band was Sour Apple. Yes, dear reader, my bedroom wall was

  plastered with pictures of Jackson Griffith.4 Jackson said himself that Sour Apple was a band for sixteen-year-old girls (I was precocious,

  remember?) and their mums – he was right. Sour Apple are about the only band my mum and I agree on. We had a picture of Jackson stuck on the fridge for a while, and we always listened to

  Come On Over (Please Leave Quietly) on repeat on the way to school, singing along and for once in total harmony (on a metaphorical level, you see; neither one of us can actually sing in tune).

  My mum liked them because they were modern – and she had even more of a crush on Jackson Griffith than I did. I liked them because they sounded a bit like a cross between Nirvana and Cat

  Stevens. We both still love Jackson Griffith.




  So, my mum and I have both been saddened to read about Jackson’s current, ahem, difficulties. I hope the news that he is taking a break due to

  ‘exhaustion’ is true – that he just needs a really long nap in front of the telly and he’ll be back on top form again, rather than something more sinister. Hugs not drugs,

  Jackson!




  Comments




  That model he was married to left him, right? Hey, I can overlook the rehab rumours for a voice/face like that. Your next stepdad?




  Carrie_Cougar




  MOTHER!!! HE’S STILL ONLY 23 YEARS OLD!




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  Lighten up, kiddo. I’m hoping that my fifth husband hasn’t even been born yet. And aren’t you meant to be revising?

  Boom.




  Carrie_Cougar




  hey I don’t think i’ve ever had a mom and daughter fight over me before – this is pretty cool . . . nice website and i’m not just

  saying that cuz you said sweet things about me – ps dont believe everything you read!!




  jackson_e_griffith




  Ummmm . . . . . .




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  hey.




  jackson_e_griffith




  This is a joke, right? Someone is winding me up, and given the scale of my readership, that narrows it down to one of about four people. Nishi, is that

  you?




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  I hope so, or I should probably be worried right now! :-/




  seymour_brown




  I think I can say with quite a lot of certainty that you don’t have anything to worry about, seymour_brown !! x




  Tuesday-yes-that-is-my-real-name-Cooper




  





  Seymour and I are sitting at our favourite table in our favourite Japanese restaurant. I can’t believe that I am a person who would actually have a favourite Japanese

  restaurant with ‘my boyfriend’. Still, it’s just the weird way it’s worked out – I’m not changing for anyone.




  As if to prove this, I am wearing old three-stripe tracksuit bottoms and a ripped checked shirt with the same granddad cardigan I’ve been wearing all week. You know what it’s like

  when you have one item of clothing that’s all you want to wear, at least for a while? Everything else just feels wrong, until the next favourite item of clothing comes along and replaces it.

  I think I’ve got quite a badass look going on, but my mum actually laughed out loud before I went out the door. Then she rolled her eyes and muttered something about it being a wonder that I

  had such a handsome boyfriend, or any boyfriend at all. Which I guess proves that I fulfilled my chosen objectives with tonight’s outfit. It’s a good thing I’m not easily

  offended.




  Anyway, I’m not totally out of place. When I say ‘favourite Japanese restaurant’, don’t go picturing some Michelin-starred celebrity haunt. It’s a really cool,

  authentic cafe called Moshi Munchers, with plastic chairs and strip lights, where you order food by number at the counter and the only drinks you can get come straight from cans in lurid colours

  with Japanese writing on them, so I have no idea what they actually are.




  I’ve got a row of tiny bowls in front of me filled with miso soup, pickles, steamed dumplings and octopus balls (yes, really – they sound gross but they’re the best), so I am

  happy as I fill my face clumsily with my chopsticks.




  ‘How did the gig go?’ I ask Seymour, through a mouthful of food.




  ‘Chew – chew,’ he says in mock exasperation.




  ‘So-rry,’ I reply sarcastically.




  I open my mouth to show him both its contents and my annoyance at him trying to tell me what to do – Seymour can be very squeamish, not to mention prim and proper, sometimes. He looks away

  and waits until I’ve swallowed before replying.




  ‘It was quite worthwhile, I think, thank you. I talked to some other bands and some promoters. It was good. I’m sorry you couldn’t come; I think you’d have enjoyed it.

  What did you get up to?’




  ‘What do you think I got up to?’




  ‘OK, let’s see . . . Hanging out with Nishi and Anna? Buying crap from charity shops? Writing your blog? Exchanging fashion and beauty tips with Carrie?’




  ‘Ha ha. You’re almost exactly right. You know me so well. Carrie sends you a big kiss, by the way. With tongues, probably.’




  ‘Thanks for that, Chew. Nice image, not weird and gross at all. I’m just glad she likes me. She’s cool, your mum.’




  ‘Yeah, I know. I’m pretty lucky actually,’ I agree. ‘How are all your lot?’




  I have to force myself not to make an involuntary face as I say it. Seymour, unlike me, has the most nuclear of families. His parents are still together. He is the oldest of four children. His

  grandpa even lives in an annexe next door. All of Seymour’s family are ridiculously ‘lovely’, in a way that means they do not understand anything or anyone who is not completely

  and appropriately ‘lovely’ at all times.




  The first time I went round there for Sunday lunch I tried to help by carrying some plates through from the dining room into the kitchen – where I overheard Seymour’s mum, Elaine,

  talking about me and using the incomprehensible abbreviation ‘NQOT’. It was only when I asked my mum about it later – careful not to let on where I’d heard it – that I

  found out it’s a horrible, snobby phrase that means ‘Not Quite Our Type’.




  I’ve never said anything about it to Seymour or anyone else – and I just made a massive effort with Elaine from then onward. I’m pretty sure I’ve won her over by now

  – I hope so, anyway – and she’s quite nice to me these days, even if she isn’t the funnest person in the whole world. I would never upset Seymour by saying anything critical

  about his family, so there’s no point even thinking about it. Bygones and all that.




  It’s only occasionally I still worry about that sort of stuff around Seymour’s family now. Like, I’ll inadvertently use the wrong fork or admit to liking TOWIE and

  they’ll ban me from their house forever.




  ‘How are my family? What do you think?’ Seymour laughs, pushing his glasses up his face as he does so. ‘My mum’s on my back twenty-four hours a day about A

  levels, even though they haven’t even started yet. She and my dad actually sat me down after Sunday lunch and asked me when I was going to consider giving up the band for the sake of my

  “academic career”. It’s a bit worrying actually. I tried to tell them that it’s not likely to happen any time soon, but I don’t think they really get it. So then of

  course –’ he looks over at me guiltily – ‘they said I should probably lay off seeing you so much, at least until the exams are over.’




  I’ve seen this one coming for a while; I’m surprised he hasn’t. I try my very best to compose my face into a neutral position, as I know there is absolutely no point getting

  cross about this, and Seymour gets very upset at the slightest sign of conflict.




  Inside, I feel really unfairly got at. Because of how we both are, just due to our natural personality types, people seem to make a lot of assumptions about Seymour and me. I mean, he’s

  the one who’s in a band, even though to look at him he may not seem like the most rock ’n’ roll type. In fact, he lives and breathes it – and as a result he doesn’t

  care about college nearly as much as I do.




  Elaine might like to think that I’m ‘NQOT’ – I suppose because I’m loud-ish, not particularly posh and definitely not smartly dressed – but if she bothered to

  ask me, she’d actually find that I’m a pretty good influence on her outwardly quiet, sweet son. I’m more focused on my writing than anyone else I know of my age. I know my blog is

  just a small, silly thing, but I work hard on it. I’m desperate to go to a good university and do something interesting with my life.




  Sometimes I really wish I could be more the quiet, enigmatic type. Quieter, smaller – less. Life would be a lot easier. But whenever I try, no matter how hard, it’s

  impossible to keep it up for long. It feels like trying to hold my breath underwater. I’ve always been crap at swimming.




  ‘Well, what can you do?’ I shrug and give Seymour a reassuring smile. ‘I mean, you can understand why they’d want to make sure you give it your best go.’




  In reality, although it annoys me that Seymour’s parents would jump to conclusions about me as usual, this time I do think they have a point. In a small way it’s a bit of a relief. I

  want to make sure I do the best I possibly can. This actually might prove to be the perfect excuse – Seymour can be a bit touchy, and I don’t want to risk an argument.




  ‘You’re so cool,’ Seymour says blithely. ‘Look, shall we go? It’s a weeknight and it’s nearly ten. You know what my mum can be like. I’d rather not be

  butchered in my prime.’




  ‘Sure,’ I find myself saying, even though it’s closer to half past nine and I really fancied a pudding. Hopefully my mum will be around when I get home – I need to stay

  up and finish a blog post I started earlier anyway, so it’d be nice if she and I could hang out together for a midnight chocolate feast.




  Seymour, like the well-brought-up gentleman he is, offers to walk me home. I only live ten minutes’ walk away and it’s kind of on his way – but it’s still nice of

  him.




  ‘Do you want to pop in and say hi to Carrie?’ I ask when we’re turning the corner into my road and I can see that the lights are still on in my house.




  ‘No, thanks – I’d better not.’




  ‘Are you sure?’ I persist.




  Even as I’m saying it, I already know what his answer will be and I kind of wonder why I bother putting myself out there at all.




  ‘No, I really do have to get home. Sorry,’ he mumbles awkwardly, surprising neither of us.




  I try not to take it personally, or get all hung up on things, but sometimes I have the sneaking suspicion that Seymour should be a bit less sensible. He knows that if he comes round to my

  house, my mum is much more lax about stuff than his parents are – if he wanted to, we could still have a clear hour alone in my bedroom, while my mum watches telly downstairs and pays us no

  attention. Way too often, Seymour is more interested in getting home to play guitar or spend hours chatting to other people on Facebook. I’m not sure if it’s me or him, but I’m

  pretty sure this is not normal.




  Before we get too close to the house, we stop and kiss goodnight. We both know the drill by now; we’ve done this enough times. No tongues – Seymour takes quite a bit of warming up

  before that’s permitted, and he is remarkably prudish when a parent is within approximately a two-mile radius, so it’s not even worth me giving it a go. I’m not risking getting

  shot down again so soon.




  After five seconds or so he pulls away and starts walking towards my house again, not pausing to wait for me. He always walks me all the way to the front door.




  ‘Hey, I just remembered,’ he says, ‘did you see that weird comment on your blog? Some guy pretending to be Jackson Griffith. I hope he’s not some nutter that’s

  going to start bothering you.’




  I laugh it off. ‘I don’t think we need to start worrying quite yet – I’m just pleased that someone other than you and my mum has looked at my blog, though I still think

  it’s probably Nish winding me up. Hey, maybe it really is Jackson Griffith.’




  ‘Then I really should be worried. My mum wouldn’t have to stress any more then – I’m sure you’d dump me in a nanosecond and run off to LA, or wherever it is that

  he’s rock-’n’-rolling himself to death these days.’




  ‘Yeah, right. I don’t think you need to lose any sleep over it tonight. Thanks for walking me home – text me when you get in, yeah?’




  ‘Of course, and I’ll see you at college tomorrow. Night, Chew.’




  I stand on the doorstep and wave until he disappears. I’m glad my mum is still awake, because I’m not tired at all.




  





  PJ Hardly




  When I was a kid, my mum used to listen to Kate Bush a lot in the car. My earliest memories are of wailing along from my booster seat in the back, along

  with the whole of The Hounds of Love and Never for Ever. I still know all the words now. ‘Running Up That Hill’ would be one of my Desert Island Discs. I spent a lot

  of time perfecting my crazy Kate Bush dance moves.




  Crazy was the key you see.




  I’m sure it was the early influence of Kate that got me into the idea of beautiful, talented and mad women for evermore – from PJ Harvey to Björk to

  Florence. It’s a deep lifelong love in me.




  Basically I wish I could be beautiful and talented enough to be that barking mad and get away with it. I want staring eyes and cloudy hair like Kate Bush. I want to stand

  on a hillside in a thunderstorm quoting the Brontë sisters in shrieking verse. There’s something deeply sexy about being that mental, right? Well, so long as you’re good-looking

  enough. Then you’re fascinating and different, and just too divine for this world. Otherwise, you’re just mental and/or a bit silly.




  If I tried this, my mum would tell me to brush my hair and my friends would all laugh at me. (They frequently do anyway, obviously – have you met me?) So I’ll

  stick to dancing in my room in my old jazz leotard with my charity-shop shawl, thanks.




  Comments




  Aw, Chew – you are a special little snowflake. Now brush your hair. Love ya!




  Nishi_S




  nice piece. I only found yr site cuz I was googling myself . . . but I’ve stuck around for the writing! Stay beautiful!




  jackson_e_griffith




  





  The canteen at college is so much better than school ever was. It’s massive and there are different stations where you can get pizza or baked potatoes, instead of just

  one rubbish shepherd’s pie with grey meat.




  Nishi and I are sitting at our usual table. It’s not like it’s a particularly amazing table but we’re creatures of habit.




  ‘How was your date with Seymour last night?’ Nishi asks me.




  ‘Date?’ I screw up my face. ‘And how was it? You know us so well you might as well have been there. We went to Moshi Munchers; we had miso soup and those really

  amazing dumplings, and I ate about a million of those octopus balls that everyone else thinks are really gross. He walked me home, then I watched telly with my mum and stuffed my face with

  chocolate biscuits because I am a fat, disgusting piglet with no self-control gene. Standard. It was fine.’
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