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For Brittain, Luci, and Sophie.




Monday 1 January  #HappyNewYearToMe


Did you know that you can marry yourself? How strange/ brilliant is that?


It’s called ‘sologamy’, and here’s why it’s such a good idea:




• The only person you need to actually, like, answer to or tolerate is you.


• No one is ever going to leave you, disappoint you or hurt you.


• We all die alone anyway.





The reason I’m considering sologamy at this point in my life is not because I was secretly hoping to marry Polly one day (euw!), but because the sudden and rather unexpected end of our friendship is teaching me all sorts of vital life lessons. And never let it be said that I’m not a fast learner.


For as long as I can remember, it’s been Phoebe and Polly, Polly and Phoebe – the two Ps in a pod.


Neither of us existed without the other – BFFs since birth.


And suddenly, ding dong, Big Ben strikes midnight, and Tristan Can’t-Even-Ride-A-Bicycle Murphy pops the reality-altering question: Polly, will you be my girlfriend? And just like that, I’ve been literally erased from Polly’s brain.


I’m not even angry about Polly losing her mind. I’m angry about being angry, because I knew (and I did know) it would come to this.


I knew that when she was like: ‘Let’s all go to Embankment and see the fireworks.’ What she actually meant was: ‘Please, Phoebe, can you come along so that it isn’t obvious I’m asking Tristan on an actual date, even though I basically am, because all I actually want is to be alone with him so that we can take whatever it is we’re doing to the “next level”.’


Bleugh!


I never should have gone.


Polly didn’t even wish me a Happy New Year.


Possibly because she couldn’t see me at that point, because the moment the Thames erupted into the meteor-shower-like fireworks extravaganza that must have cost the taxpayer millions, all that existed for her was Tristan’s mouth.


And you know how in films, kisses are always really hot and gorgeous (mainly because the people are hot and gorgeous)? Well, Tristan looked like he was trying to swallow Polly’s entire head.


I was literally sick in my mouth.


Good thing was, though, that I fought my way back to the Tube station as millions of people stood glued to the spot looking the other way, which meant that, apart from the driver, I was the only person on the District line at 0.08 a.m.


I’m at Kate’s until tomorrow because Mum’s at work attending a Syria crisis meeting, and when I let myself in, Kate was like: ‘What happened to you?’




Me: Polly’s got a boyfriend now, so she didn’t need me to stay out.


Kate: I was going to pick you up from the station.


Me: I walked.


Kate: You should’ve called me.


Me: I didn’t.


Kate: Wrong answer.


Me: Sorry. And sorry.


Kate: Better text Polly to say you’re home safe.


Me: She doesn’t care.


Kate: Text her.


Me: I’m going to bed.


Kate: Happy New Year, Phoebe. I love you. Text Polly.





I’m so not texting her.


2.05 a.m.


Polly just called me from the District line.


She was like: ‘I didn’t realize you’d gone.’


And then she was like: ‘Tristan this, Tristan that, Tristan says hi, OMG, Tristan and I are so happy.’


And I was like: ‘Who is this? Can you get Polly, please?’


What happens to people when they fall in love?


It’s like their brain short-circuits. Like they’ve had a stroke.


It’s been the shittest NYE in fifteen years.


It’s been even more shit than last year when Polly puked in my lap after too many Apple Sourz.


3.30 a.m.


I just researched sologamy a bit more, and even though it is a brilliant idea, the people who’ve done it look like proper dicks.


P.S. Polly still hasn’t wished me a Happy New Year.


P.P.S. I think people turn crazy the moment they turn sixteen. Polly was literally normal until her birthday in November.


P.P.P.S. I swear I’m not going to fall victim to love when I turn sixteen, if it’s the last thing I do . . . or should that be ‘don’t do’?


Tuesday 2 January  #TheHappyNewYearContinues


There are 7 billion people in the world.


That’s 7 thousand million. So why, oh why, does my mother think she has to be the one helping out whenever there’s a major catastrophe?


This is how it always goes down:






	Earthquake in Italy:

	Sorry, Phoebe, I’m off to dig some nuns out from under the rubble.






	

	(Dumps me at Kate’s house.)






	Hurricane in Haiti:

	Sorry, Phoebe, I’m off to help all those who didn’t get blown away.






	

	(Dumps me at Kate’s house.)






	Cholera in the Democratic Republic of Congo:

	Sorry, Phoebe, I’m off to rehydrate the Third World. (Dumps me at Kate’s house.)






	Ebola in Africa:

	Sorry, Phoebe, a deadly disease that may or may not be airborne just broke out, and I simply must be there.






	

	(Dumps me at Kate’s house.)







So guess what happened when Mum collected me from Kate’s this morning?


Yep.


I knew what was going on as soon as I got into the car, but I didn’t say anything, because I was like: If you think I’m going to make this easy for you, you’ve never been more wrong.


And when we got home, Mum was all awkward like: ‘Sit down with me for a minute, Phoebe.’




Me: . . .


Mum: Look, I have the opportunity to go to Syria for six months and help build a medical centre at a refugee camp.


Me: . . .


Mum: I know six months is a long time, but I promise I’ll be back for your birthday.


Me: . . .


Mum: I’ve spoken to Kate, and she can’t wait to have you.


Me: . . .


Mum: Phoebe, talk to me.


Me: What about? You’ve already decided you’re going, so go. Bye.


Mum: Phoebe, I . . . The people in Syria need help, and . . . I’m a doctor. I help.


Me: When do I have to be packed?


Mum: I’m flying to Ankara tomorrow.


Me: (leaving the room) . . .


Mum: Phoebe—


Me: What? I said it’s fine, so it’s fine.


Mum: I’m sorry, Phoebe.





Sorry? Oh, LOL.


We’re way past sorry.


When I tell people Mum works for Médecins Internationaux, they’re always like: ‘Wow, that’s so amazing – you must be so proud.’ But no one’s ever like: ‘That must really suck when your mum goes away for MONTHS at a time ALL THE TIME to places where BOMBS ARE DROPPING and EVERYONE’S DYING.’


No one cares about what it’s like for me.


I grew up literally without a mother or a father, although Dad’s dead, which is a much better excuse for being absent than Mum’s constant Mother Teresa complex.


Why have a child if you don’t want to spend time with it?


It totally runs in the family too. Nan and Granddad moved back to Hong Kong where they grew up when Mum started uni because: ‘We’ll always be expats, toodle-oo, and God save the Queen.’


I’m never having children.


I wish I could call Polly, but I’m definitely not speaking to her after last night.


And she still hasn’t wished me a Happy New Year.


Wednesday 3 January  #SeeYouOrNot


Mum dropped me off at Kate’s this morning.


In the car she was all like: ‘Phoebe, I know the timing of this is terrible. I know you’ve got GCSEs coming up, and I know how stressful that is, and please, if you need me to stay, I’ll stay. Please, can you just talk to me?’


But I was just like: ‘I don’t need you to stay. In fact, I don’t need anyone to do anything.’ And then I pretended to be doing something important on my phone.


At Kate’s, I took my things up to my room (I’m the only person I’ve ever known to have their own room at their godmother’s house) and shut the door behind me. I didn’t even say goodbye to Mum, but she clearly didn’t care, because she never



a) knocked, or


b) tried to kick the door in.





Mum’s a doctor first and a mum second.


I’ve always known that.


And I stopped doing goodbyes a long time ago.


Thursday 4 January  #FurballCentral


I don’t actually mind staying at Kate’s house. The positives outweigh the negatives, as follows:


Positive things about staying at Kate’s house:




• Unlike Mum, Kate no longer works for Médecins Internationaux and is therefore able to provide me with food, shelter and emotional support.


• She treats me like a flatmate, not like a five-year-old.


• When she goes off on one, I struggle to be offended because she turns so Scottish that I basically can’t understand what she’s saying.





Negative things about staying at Kate’s house:




• I have to take the bus to school.


• The designer cats.





How is it possible that I’ve known those cats forever, but I still can’t tell which is which? I can only ever tell them apart when they’re sitting right next to each other. Just like Kayleigh and Melody Sessions (school uniforms do nothing for identical twins).


The designer cats are going to be a bigger pain in the arse than usual too, because they are currently




• in heat, and


• under strict house arrest (and therefore going nuts), because Kate has scheduled a shag-fest in High Barnet for them so they can have designer kittens at the same time.





And because the cats think my room is actually their room, they’re continuously scratching the door trying to get in and whining because they can’t.


This place is like a mental asylum run by a bonkers Scottish woman.




Cat 1: Meow, meow, whinge, whinge, scratch, scratch.


Kate: Mimi, Mimi, leave Phoebe alone. Mimi, Mimi, good girl. Who’s a good girl?


Cat 2: Meow, hiss, scratch, whinge.


Kate: Sassy, Sassy, come to Mama. Good girl, Sassy. Who’s a good girl?


Cat 1 (throws massive tantrum, knocking over everything that’s not glued to a surface): . . .


Kate: For goodness’ sake, ye total crazy fuckwit. Do I need to put ye in yer carrier?


Me: . . .





Mum always jokes about Kate ending up as a crazy cat lady, but hello – newsflash – it’s already happened.


Who drives their cats all the way to High Barnet to get shagged?


There’s a designer boy cat up there (also Persian, obvs) who’s going to shag the designer cats all weekend, and then Kate is going to sell the designer kittens for, like, £500 each.


Imagine there are eight of them. That’s £4,000.


This place is going to be furball-central.


Oh, and FYI, the creepiest thing is that the cats are mother and daughter. Imagine a sex orgy with your mother, and then think about this: if you had a baby with your mum’s boyfriend, and your mum had a baby with him too, then your child would have the same dad as your brother/sister, and basically, how gross is that?


Friday 5 January  #Family


Mum sent an email from Ankara telling me about all the fabulous people on her team. How nice for her to be surrounded by such a great bunch. And how equally wonderful for them to be spending so much time with my mother. Maybe they can tell me everything about her one day.


Still nothing from Polly.


This is the longest we’ve gone without speaking to each other. Maybe I should check if Tristan Training Wheels Murphy is holding her against her will.


Saturday 6 January  #HormonalCocktailFromHell


I never texted Polly.


I was thinking of asking her to go to Starbucks, but then I thought I’d feel even worse if she were like: ‘Oh, sorry, Phoebe, I’m already going to Starbucks with Tristan, because Tristan’s my boyfriend now, which means life’s all about Tristan.’


4.00 p.m.


Get this.


I found Kate’s old medical books, and they’re changing my life.


Turns out Polly is the victim of a chemical shitstorm in her brain.


Out-of-control levels of phenylethylamine are basically giving her a personality change. Before her brain chemicals started boiling over, she was a normal person who saw someone like Tristan for what he was/is: a sixteen-year-old loser who can’t ride a bike.


But suddenly – crash, bang, wallop. Love hormones are being released, and now she’s like: ‘OMG, Tristan’s so hot, Tristan’s so wise, Tristan’s everything.’


So here’s what I’m thinking. It’s obviously too late for Polly (may her hilarity, her gorgeous mind, and her infinitely stunning personality RIP), but I can totally prevent myself from becoming a victim of this unfortunate condition, because I’ll recognize the chemical process in my own brain and therefore will be able to react accordingly.


Sunday 7 January  #DisprovingTheTheoryOfEvolution


Polly’s attraction to Tristan Training Wheels Murphy makes no biological sense.


Apparently we subconsciously fancy people we can make superior babies with so the genepool can be enriched, and the human race can grow stronger and better.


But Tristan can’t even ride a bike.


Now, this wouldn’t be bad/questionable/problematic if he could, for example, fly a plane. But he can’t. So what’s going on?


And how has Polly not called me in a week?


Maybe her brain is actually broken.


P.S. Back to school tomorrow, and I’m sure all will be revealed.


P.P.S. I hate that I have to take the bus because I have to get up an hour earlier than usual.


Thanks, Mum.




Monday 8 January  #BackToSchoolHell


I’ve sunk so low that I had to sit with Miriam Patel and her minions at lunch.


She saw that I was lunching solo and invited me to her table like she was Jesus hosting the Last Supper, all gracious, with her arms wide open.


Everyone had to squeeze past Polly and Tristan kissing outside the library.


Bleugh!


Seriously, Polly’s hormonal brain cocktail must be not only potent but also off, because Tristan’s gross. Compared to Polly, anyway.


On our way to biology, I told Polly that her mentionitis was already getting on my tits, because normally she’d be saying things like: ‘The only reason I remember the term chloroplast is because it sounds like an adhesive, but it isn’t.’ And all she’d said to me all day today thus far was: ‘Tristan thinks, Tristan says, Tristan wants . . .’




Me: Can you say one sentence without saying Tristan?


Polly: You don’t get it, Phoebe, Tristan and I are in love.





My God.


Tuesday 9 January  #BraceFace


Miriam Patel has new fluorescent-pink braces, which she’s loving more than life. She’s fake-smiling all day like those teenage twats off Nickelodeon who pretend to be twelve but are actually eighteen.




Miriam Patel: Oh, hi, Phoebe.


Me: Oh, hi, Miriam.


Miriam: I’m so happy for Polly. Aren’t you?


Me: Ecstatic.


Miriam Patel: (grinning, because she’s evil) . . .


Me: (grinning, because I’m choked with hatred) . . .





I suppose I could always have watched Polly and Tristan make out while eating my sandwich, but then there’s the gag reflex.


Wednesday 10 January  #Wankpot


Tonight when I was watching telly, Kate sat down next to me on the sofa and poked me with her foot until I looked at her.




Me: What?


Kate: Why haven’t I seen or spoken to Polly? She usually moves in during weekends when you’re here.


Me: I told you. She’s found someone she likes better. He’s called Tristan.


Kate: Oh, I see.





I told her that Polly doesn’t even know Mum’s gone to Syria, and how she still hasn’t wished me a Happy New Year, and that Tristan basically ruined everything Polly and I had, and that he’s always there and touching her, and that I don’t ever get her on my own any more. And that he doesn’t know how to ride a bike.


Kate was just like: ‘What an absolute wankpot.’ And then she put one of the designer cats on me and told me to stroke it because apparently that makes you feel better.


It didn’t.


Thursday 11 January  #NoThanks


I locked myself out this morning and had to go to Kate’s charity shop after school to get keys.


Apart from Pat, who I’ve known all my life and I can’t remember not hating, here is the other main issue I have with the charity shop: most of the clothes that they’re selling people have died in. Relatives then shoved those clothes, plus the contents of the dead person’s home, into bin bags and dropped them off outside the shop in the middle of the night (and we all know what happens when bin bags are left in front of shops or homes: vermin, vomit, vandalism).


You should see their assortment of bric-a-brac (FYI, bric-abrac is a fancy term for ‘random shit nobody needs’). Examples:




• Ancient Royal Wedding mug featuring a washed-out Princess Diana with a massive chin. (Vile.)


• Arsenal salt and pepper shakers. (Just crap.)


• Thimble with IBIZA written on it. (What?)


• Christmas soap collection from Boots circa 1971. (Rancid.)





And last but definitely not least, my personal favourite, and a genuine bargain at only £3:




• A dried-up yet fully inflated puffer fish with plastic googly eyes stuck on. (Why?)





When I walked in, I was like: ‘Yes!’ Because it wasn’t Pat behind the till, but a guy with Down’s syndrome who was a bit older than me.


He didn’t say hello, and so I didn’t say anything either, which I thought was fine because it’s a charity shop and not Lush, where the sales people are all like ‘Hiya’ and in your face for half an hour.


I could hear Kate through the open door to the stockroom, and I thought I’d walk straight in. When I passed the till, the guy took a deep breath in, then shouted: ‘Kate! Customer!’


I literally had a heart attack and swung around to look at him and say something, anything, and our eyes locked.




Him: (so loud) Kate! Customer!


Me: . . .


Him: (even louder) Kate! Customer! Kate! Customer!


Me: Shut up!


Him: . . .





Then a girl in a school uniform with the bluest icy-blue eyes I’ve ever seen in all my life appeared from the back room, and she looked at me like: Did you just tell a person with Down’s syndrome to shut up? And I looked at her like: Well, yes, because why would I discriminate just because he has a learning disability?


Then she went: ‘You OK, Alex?’ to him. And to me: ‘Can I help you with anything today?’ And I told her I was there to see Kate, and suddenly she looked at me like she totally had me figured out, and she was like: ‘Are you Phoebe? I’m Emma. Kate’s in the back – do you want to go through?’


I nodded, and the second I moved, Alex shouted: ‘Kate! Customer!’ again, so loudly, I swear it made all the shitty bric-a-brac rattle.


I flinched, which I know Emma thought was hilarious because I saw her biting her lip like she was afraid to laugh in my face.




Me: (to Alex) Do you have to be so shouty?


Alex: I’m Alex.


Me: I know.


Alex: Hello. Nice to meet you.


Me: . . .


Alex: Those who aren’t seen must be heard.


Emma: (nodding) . . .


Me: . . .





Turns out, I didn’t escape running into Pat after all, because she was in the back with Kate. Apparently she doesn’t really do the till any more because she has now taken on a more ‘administrative role’ (pricing bric-a-brac).


She looked me up and down, as usual, and it was so obvious that she had a million things to say about:




• my hair,


• my face,


• my school uniform, and


• my mere existence.





I was just like: ‘Pat.’ And she was just like: ‘Phoebe.’


Kate tried to talk me into staying and helping out, but I was like: ‘No thanks, I’m busy’ (lie).


She told me that Emma and Alex are really nice, and wouldn’t it be great to make new friends, but I was like: ‘Thanks, but I don’t need friends, because, you know, lesson learned. Besides: Pat.’


P.S. On my way out of the shop, Emma was all friendly like: ‘Nice to meet you, Phoebe,’ which confused me, because looking back now, maybe the way I spoke to Alex wasn’t ideal.


I ended up not saying anything to either of them when I left.


P.P.S. I think I’m socially awkward.


Friday 12 January  #DoubleStandards


It appears that now we no longer have to hunt for food, some people have become too stupid to even purchase food, and in my opinion, this should affect evolution.


I watched a woman throw a massive tantrum at the shops today when she was asked to use a self-service check-out machine.


She was like: ‘I simply refuse to use these!’


I bet she wouldn’t ‘simply refuse’ state-of-the-art keyhole surgery, though.


I wanted to message Polly about it, but I didn’t.


P.S. Mum sent a WhatsApp this afternoon, but I haven’t looked at it.


Saturday 13 January  #DesignerCatHell


Since I’ve been seen taking the bus to and from school for a week, Polly has cleverly deduced that I’m at Kate’s, and so today, she was like: ‘Is your mum away for long?’




Me: She’s gone to Syria, so who knows when she’ll get back. If she gets back.


Polly: Phoebe, don’t say that. You can’t say that.


Me: I just did.





I honestly expected more from Polly. What’s everyone’s problem with the truth? Mum’s job is dangerous; we all know that. But instead of admitting it, everyone’s always like: ‘She’ll be fine.’


According to the internet, over four hundred thousand people have died so far in Syria. That’s almost the population of Manchester. And I’m sure all their friends and family were like: ‘Oh, they’ll be fine.’


It’s always other people, until it isn’t.


Like, I hate it, but at least I don’t bury my head in the sand about that, so if anything were to happen to Mum, I’ll be emotionally prepared.


In other news, the designer cats broke into my room and went to sleep on my school uniform.


And how is it possible that Kate doesn’t own lint roll?


It took a whole roll of Sellotape to get those beige designer cat hairs off.


I should lock my door, but then Kate will think I’m antisocial (which is probably actually true, and maybe the real reason I secretly love the idea of sologamy, and self-service check-out machines).


Sunday 14 January  #HelloFromTheOtherSide


Mum called.


She’s still in Ankara, and apparently it’s freezing, and she’s not having a nice time.


Good.


P.S. Polly hasn’t messaged me all weekend.


Instead, she’s posted a new Instagram story of her and Tristan feeding each other pizza.


Everyone’s like: ‘Aww! You’re such a cute couple.’


Lies.


Tristan’s vile.


Also, what’s wrong with you? Just eat your pizza like a normal person.




Monday 15 January  #Hysteria


Today, we were in the toilets, and Polly was being all ­ dramatic, like staring at herself in the mirror, and then she was like: ‘I love Tristan. Do you think it’s too early to tell him?’


I was like: ‘It’s literally been two weeks, so yes, it’s way too early.’


And then Polly got proper angry like: ‘Why would you say that, Phoebe? You’re my best friend.’


WTF is wrong with everyone?


I googled true friendship and came across this definition: True friendship is when someone takes a position in your best interests in a crisis.


Polly was having a crisis, and I was taking a position in her best interest.


Seriously, everyone needs to calm down.


And I refuse to lie to people about insignificant crap like that.


Tuesday 16 January  #DesignerCatDisaster


The cat got out. No!


Which means I destroyed Kate’s dream of an early retirement, because the cat’s most likely being shagged by a feral non-designer cat as I write this.


I only left the door ajar for a millisecond because I had to put the bin out, and next thing I knew, it bolted out of the house like Wolverine on speed. I tried to catch it – but try catching a horny cat.


All I could do was stand by and watch its beige designer-cat ass disappear over the fence.


Noooooooo.


I tried calling it for ages. I even walked up and down the street looking for it for, like, an hour – but nothing.


So when Kate got home, I was like: ‘I’m totally sorry, but the cat got out, and I can’t find it anywhere, and I promise I tried.’




Kate: Oh no. Which one?


Me: . . .


Kate: (shaking her head, tutting, because she knows I don’t know which is which) . . .


Me: I’m so sorry.


Kate: I’m sure it was an accident.


Me: I actually think the cat planned it.


Kate: . . .


Me: Not funny, I know. I’m really so, so sorry, Kate. It just got out.


Kate: (taking a deep breath) Well, it can’t be helped now.





You know when people say: I’m not angry. I’m just disappointed.


That.


Kate says the cat will only come home once it’s been shagged. Natural instinct, apparently. So now only one cat will have designer kittens, and all the others will be cheap knock-offs.


Instead of Chanel they’ll have to be called Shanel.


P.S. I realize it’s actually not funny.


Wednesday 17 January  #OnwardsAndUpwards


I feel so bad about the designer-cat debacle that I’ve decided I need to get a job ASAP and pay Kate back the money she lost.


In an ideal world, the designer cat could have had four designer kittens and, according to the internet, your average squishy-faced Persian designer kitten costs £500, which means I owe Kate £2,000. Though it’s probably going to be more, because Kate’s probably not going to be able to sell the knock-off kittens. And then she’s going to have to feed them too, because I’ve concluded that if she can’t find owners for them, she would never




a) give them away to Battersea, or


b) drown them.





So this is what I was thinking:


Minimum wage for people under eighteen is £4.20 per hour (rip-off alert).


£2,000 ÷ £4.20 = 476.19


So I’m going to have to work 476 hours to make up that money.


If I get a weekend job, let’s say for twelve hours, that would mean earning £50.40 per week.


£2,000 ÷ £50.4 = 39.68


Conclusion: It’s going to take me just under forty weeks to pay back the money I owe Kate.


That’s almost a whole year. How depressing.


Thursday 18 January  #CurriculumVitae


I’ve done my CV, and it’s proper shit.




Phoebe Alexandra Davis


Curriculum Vitae


3 Rochdale Close, Wimbledon, London SW19 1AL


Phone: 07965500713, Email: phoebead666@gmail.co.uk


I am fifteen years old and am currently looking for part-time employment on evenings and/or weekends.


Education


Currently attending Kingston Academy. Straight-A student (apart from English Lit, Art and History).


Other


I was awarded my cycling proficiency diploma in Year Five. In my free time, I enjoy going to the cinema.


References are available on request.





I wouldn’t even give myself a job, but what can I possibly put on it that makes me sound interesting? I’ve done nothing in my life.


Friday 19 January  #ReturnOfTheDesignerCat


The runaway designer cat is back.


Apparently it took no more than seventy-two hours for it to get shagged.


Today, Polly said that she feels like she hasn’t really seen me for ages.


I can’t think why she would feel that way . . .


Anyway, I figured I’d give her a break because of her hormonal imbalance, and I agreed to go to the cinema with her and Training Wheels tomorrow.


Only now I feel like I’m the one with the hormonal imbalance, because why would I agree to that?


Saturday 20 January  #CinemaDateHell


I got to Kingston ridiculously early because I forgot that on a Saturday, the bus only takes fifteen minutes versus an hour during school traffic. I went into the Bentall Centre to kill time, and guess who was there, right outside Starbucks, pretending to talk on her phone?


Miriam Patel.


And she was wearing the teeniest, tiniest belly top and no coat, even though it was, like, minus three outside.






	Me:

	(thinking, Whyyyyy are you everywhere?) . . .






	Miriam Patel:

	(ending her pretend conversation) Oh, hi, Phoebe. Are you on your own? I’m meeting the girls at Starbucks. Feel free to join us.






	Me:

	Oh, hi, Miriam. No, thanks. I’m going to the cinema with Polly and Tristan. (Why, oh why, did I even have to mention him?)






	Miriam Patel:

	(scrunching up her face like she’s sucked on a lemon) Really? Because you know what they say: Three’s a crowd.







I know that she only says these things because she’s trying to get a reaction, and I really wish she didn’t annoy me so much, but she does. She makes me bilious. I hope beyond hope that she froze to death in her teeny, tiny top.


Unsurprisingly (because deep down, I knew) things got worse. From the moment we said hello, it was awkward-central with Polly and Training Wheels. How is it possible that two people who used to talk all day every day since the beginning of time suddenly have nothing to say to each other?


Polly was trying so desperately to start a conversation between the three of us, but all I could see in her huge, dark eyeballs was her silent apology for no longer loving me the most.


And that’s fine.


I get it.


Things change.


But what happened next wasn’t fine at all.


Turns out, Polly and Tristan didn’t really want to watch the film but spend one hundred and twenty minutes snogging instead.


All I could hear in my left ear was wet, juicy, tongue-y kissing noises, and at one point, I swear she actually put her hand on his crotch, which, like, no!


I’m never going to forgive Polly for this.


Before Tristan, she never would have been that person. She never would have invited someone out only to then exclude them. She was the best person I knew. And now she’s just like everyone else: self-absorbed and wanting to have sex, sex, sex.


When I got home, I went straight to my room and shut the door. Kate knocked a bit later to ask if I was OK or if I needed to stroke a cat. I told her I was fine, but I think she knows I’m not.


I’m not even sure what’s upset me most: Polly reaching for Tristan’s crotch, or Miriam Patel being right about three being a crowd.


Sunday 21 January  #MedecinsInternationaux


Mum WhatsApped from Ankara.


She looked like shit already, and they’re not even in Syria yet, but they’re going tomorrow.


She said she doesn’t know when she’ll be able to WhatsApp next. Same old, same old, blah blah blah, yawn.




Monday 22 January  #IHateEveryone


I’m not going to watch the news any more.


I mean, diseases spreading is one thing, same with earthquakes, hurricanes, typhoons, erupting volcanoes, etc. But wars?


They flew drones around Aleppo, or maybe I should say around where Aleppo used to be when it was still an actual place with houses and shops and schools, because now it’s just a pile of rubble. The place has literally been bombed to shit.


They showed a legless woman being wheeled down what once upon a time could have been a road in a shitty, broken wheelchair to a makeshift hospital that was basically just a room where people were lying on wooden planks.


Why are we doing this to each other?


And then it’s on telly, and we casually watch it over dinner.


P.S. I think Polly knows Saturday didn’t go well, because this morning she was like: ‘Do you want to have lunch together?’


But I was like: ‘Sorry, can’t. I have to go to the library.’


I don’t even know why I made that up, and I contemplated changing my mind for a moment, but then I saw her feeding Tristan carrot sticks, and I congratulated myself on my life choices.


Tuesday 23 January  #Rude


I bought individual plastic wallets for my CVs.


Kate was like: ‘A lot has to be said for presentation, Phoebe. Well done. Maybe also smile when you talk to people.’


OMG.


Wednesday 24 January  #JobSearchTake1


January must be the worst month of the year to go job hunting.


No one is looking for staff.


I went round the entire Bentall Centre after school, and in every single shop, they were like: ‘Sorry, we just had to let all our Christmas temps go, so we’re not recruiting right now.’


Whyyyyy?


Thursday 25 January  #JobSearchTake2


I did the whole CV thing again in Wimbledon today.


At this rate, I’m going to need someone to drop dead the moment I’m sliding my CV across the counter.


Another complication is that a lot of people don’t hire anyone under sixteen, which is really unfair, because I’m in the same year at school as all these people who are already allowed to work but don’t want/need to.


On the way home, I walked past the charity shop, and I looked in the window to see if Kate was there, but she must have been in the back.


Alex was behind the till again, and he was chatting to Emma, who was holding an armful of blouses on hangers.


They caught me peeking in like a crazy stalker person, and Alex waved at me. I waved back, and then Emma gestured for me to come in, but I gestured like: Sorry, I have to go.


Maybe I should have said hello.


Mum messaged saying it’s taking them forever to travel through Turkey. Apparently the weather is really bad, and their cars and vans keep getting stuck.


I told her I was looking for a job because the stupid cat got out.


Friday 26 January  #BoxesTicked


I gave my CV to Kate to have a look at, and she was just like: ‘Yes, but no.’


Half an hour later, she emailed me this:




Phoebe Alexandra Davis


Curriculum Vitae


3 Rochdale Close, Wimbledon, London SW19 1AL


Phone: 07965500713,


Email: phoebead666@gmail.co.uk


Enthusiastic and experienced customer service professional who enjoys being part of a team. Strong work ethic, ambitious, goal oriented and quick to grasp new concepts and ideas. Able to work well on own initiative and can demonstrate high levels of motivation. Even under significant pressure, possesses ability to perform effectively. Reliable and punctual with exceptional organizational and customer service skills.


Currently looking for part-time employment on weekends.


Education


Kingston Academy


I am in Year Eleven and will sit my GCSEs in June. Next year, I am looking to going into sixth form to prepare for my A-level exams in Mathematics, Biology, Physics, English Literature and Language as well as History and Sociology.


Work Experience


Cancer Charity Shop, Wimbledon


I have been a regular volunteer for many months. My duties include sorting through donation bags, steaming and tagging clothes behind the scenes, as well as customer service on the shop floor. I thoroughly enjoy working with such a diverse clientele, and I am always looking to build a positive rapport with my customers.


References are available on request.







Me: I thought you’re not supposed to lie on your CV.


Kate: We’re stretching the truth, Phoebe. It’s not the same.


Me: Always looking to build a positive rapport with my customers? I hate people.


Kate: You’re the one who wants to venture out into the corporate world, pet, and let me tell you, there are rules. You need to walk the walk. You need to talk the talk. It may all be a big bucket of bullshit, but the only way to success is by ticking all their boxes.


Me: (looking at my CV) This ticks boxes?


Kate: (making ticks in the air) Tick, tick and bloody tick.





P.S. I’m not sure I want to tick boxes.


Saturday 27 January  #IncestAlert


I tried to apply for jobs online today, but I ended up accidentally Instagram-stalking Emma. I’ve been thinking about her, but only because I basically don’t get why she’d want to volunteer at that place. First I thought she was doing her Duke of Edinburgh, but Kate told me Emma’s been there for months, and I think for the Duke of Edinburgh, you only have to be there for a couple of hours.


It took me ages to find her on Instagram.


Annoyingly her account is private, and all I can see is her picture, which is of her and what must be her boyfriend dressed up as Luke and Leia from Star Wars, which is a bit wrong, because Luke and Leia are actually brother and sister.


I wonder how long they’ve been together.


P.S. Emma looks amazing as Princess Leia.


P.P.S. I wonder who Luke is.


Sunday 28 January  #MyOwnBestFriend


I asked Kate if she thinks it’s OK Mum’s always dumping me at her house, and she was like: ‘I actually love it when you stay with me, Phoebs. So yes – it’s better than OK.’


Then I asked if she thinks it’s OK that Mum’s currently en route to Syria of all places, and she said: ‘Your mum’s my best friend in the whole wide world, and I may not always agree with her, but I’m always on her side. Do you know what I mean?’


I don’t.


And I’m not just saying that to be difficult.




Monday 29 January  #InYourFace


Miriam Patel invited me to Jacob’s party next weekend, and because I was standing with Polly and Training Wheels (who are now one singular entity because they are literally always attached) at the time, I was just like: ‘Thanks – I’d love to come.’


Later, Polly said she thought I hated parties, but I was like: ‘No, I don’t.’


Which is a blatant lie, because there’s literally nothing that repels me more.


Tuesday 30 January   #SorryNotSorry


Today at lunch, Miriam Patel went on and on about how she and Jacob are sleeping together, but aren’t “official”, and that that’s totally OK for them.


And I hate to admit she has a point, but she does, because why should she have to be like Polly – all ‘I love you, I love you, I love you’ like a crazy person? Maybe Miriam just enjoys having sex. Everyone is different.


Then she got half a pine nut stuck in her braces, but I didn’t tell her, and let her prance right into her geography presentation.


Wednesday 31 January  #Falling


Tonight, Mum WhatsApped and was like: ‘How’s Polly?’ And I was like: ‘Brain-dead and floating in an oestrogen-induced delirium.’ And Mum was like: ‘Oh, don’t be mean, Phoebs. It’s a nice thing for her. Just wait until you fall in love.’


I was just like: ‘I will never fall in love.’


And what a stupid expression that is in the first place: To fall in love.


Like you fall into a ditch or something.


Maybe people need to look where they’re going.


Thursday 1 February  #WorstNightmare


I told Kate I was invited to Jacob’s party hoping she’d say I wasn’t allowed to go, but of course, she was like: ‘Great. I can drop you off and collect you if you like.’


I told her I’d take the bus because, let’s face it, it’s not like I’m going to be there for long.


I have nothing to wear, and everything I do have is covered in cat fur.


I hate my life.


Friday 2 February  #consumerism.com


Now that it’s February, everyone has jumped on the bandwagon that is the pointless frenzy about Valentine’s Day. I reckon Valentine’s Day was only invented so people don’t die of absolute boredom in winter.


After the Christmas sales, everyone’s like: ‘Now what?’


Enter: Saint Valentine. And off we go again, spending money on meaningless crap, chocolates that now have hearts on them instead of Father Christmas, and stupidly overpriced cards.


I actually saw a card that said, Happy Valentine’s to a Great Sister-in-Law.


What does that have to do with anything?


Oh, and because love is in the air, the much-less-horny mother designer cat of the very-horny-escapee daughter designer cat is going in for the shag-fest.


Kate’s decided to only take that one up to High Barnet now because the other one is most definitely already up the duff, and the dirty weekend costs, like, £500 per cat.


I wonder if you can buy shares in designer cat sperm, because Kate should.


In fact, I should.


Saturday 3 February  #PartyHell


I knew I’d have a terrible time at Jacob’s, and I did.


If it’s at all possible, I hate parties more than ever now that people have turned them into communal make-out sessions.


Tonight, we played this game called Seven Minutes in Heaven, which is actually seven minutes in the toilet.






	Miriam Patel:

	(dressed like she’s forgotten to put on actual clothes and looking at me specifically): ‘I would just like to mention that not everyone in this room is sixteen and therefore old enough to be legally sexually active. That means intercourse, FYI.’






	Me:

	(dressed in actual clothes) ‘Intercourse. LOL.’ (Because who says that?)






	Miriam Patel:

	(giving me a death stare): . . .






	Me:

	(considering her sky-rocketing levels of phenylethylamine): . . .







Anyway, I ended up spending seven minutes in the loo with Travis Monahan.


I suppose it was OK. Not that I would EVER have sex with him, because I basically don’t even know him, and why would I want to snog a random person right next to a toilet? But we both like Doctor Who, so we talked about the latest series, and we agreed it was excellent.


When we came out, it was clear that no snogging/sex had taken place, and the only person who spoke to me all night after that was Annie, who also has no friends, although I think she’s a bit more tragic because she never had any to start with, and she only gets invited because she brings booze (and nobody knows where she gets it from, which adds mystery, and people love that).


We sat on the sofa together and watched one happy couple after the other disappear into the toilet and reappear again seven minutes later.


Yawn.


Miriam Patel and Jacob went in together, and when they came back out, Miriam was all like: Look at me, don’t look at me. And then Annie went: ‘Miriam, come here.’ And Miriam obviously thought that Annie wanted to hear details, but then Annie gently raised her hand to Miriam’s face and casually picked a pube off of her cheek.
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