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For Mam, Dad and Ava Grace, my favourite people in the whole wide world.


In memory of Grandma Frieda.
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Alreet. If you watch the Channel Four show Gogglebox, you might recognize me as the one with the big hair who watches telly with me mam and dad and always sits forward in her chair.1


If you don’t watch the show, you’re probably thinking, That Alan Carr looks all right in a wig.


My name’s Scarlett Sigourney Moffatt.2 I’m twenty-five and I’m from Bishop Auckland in County Durham, which is closer to Inverness than London. I don’t go on red carpets. If a photographer ever shouted out, ‘Who are you wearing?’ I’d be like, ‘Me mam’s top, me mate Sarah’s jeans and some shoes from the Topshop sale.’


But I do have this book, which I am very excited about. People where I’m from don’t tend to write many books, so I’m hoping it does quite well in that little Amazon chart Books>People from Bishop Auckland>People Called Scarlett Moffatt. By the way, my surname Moffatt is not to be confused with Mo Fat, Muppet, muffett or muffin.


I’m mainly excited just to be able to talk about where I’m from cos no one ever has any idea. Round my way, there are lots of people with ponies in their garden and I had a mate come round who was like, ‘It’s dead posh round here, everyone has a pony.’ And I had to tell her, ‘Those are not posh ponies.’


And no one wears coats either. The first time I went to London, I went into a River Island and I just wandered about amazed because there was a whole ‘coat section’. In the River Island near me there are two coats and nobody buys them anyway. If you wear an outdoor layer or tights, people know you’re from out of town. My theory is that it’s all connected to the pasties and tea. If you go down the local high street on a weekday morning, half the kids are covered in pastry crumbs. I call them the pasty kids. They’re eating pasties and drinking cold tea out of their baby bottle. I reckon that’s what gives so many of us superpowers that stop us from feeling the cold.


Anyway, I can’t sing and I can’t bake, so the only time someone like me normally gets on TV is if I’m mortal drunk, flashing my tits, or my fiancé is really crap at planning a wedding. But instead I’m on this amazing show where they film my opinions every week. I mean, not everyone thinks they’re good opinions, but still. I think Gogglebox should get credit just for having people with accents you don’t normally hear on television. I can switch on the telly most nights and there’s no one like me on. That’s one of the reasons people seem to like the show, because it celebrates normal people.


Loads of people on social media are dead nice and say they really enjoy what I say. And I think a lot of that’s because there just aren’t many programmes that listen to what young women from the north think.3


Then there are a few men (it’s always men) who message me on Twitter to talk about the way I look – my hair, my fake tan, my weight – and I just think if they watch Gogglebox and that’s what they take away from it, I feel sorry for them. I heard a comedian talking about people being mean on the internet once and she said you just need to imagine all the men that write this stuff sitting in their pants in their parents’ basements, their fingers orange with Dorito dust, and you immediately feel better.


There’s also a fair few people who assume that because I’ve got a fake tan, fake eyelashes and hair extensions I’m thick. I was on Twitter a little while ago and this guy just kept saying how stupid I was and how I could spell FUDGE with my exam results. I was like, ‘13 GCSEs, 3A Levels, a 2:1 degree and a job as an assessor for medical evidence.’ Then I just sent him two thumbs-up. What was worse was that he didn’t even have a photo for his profile, he was just an egg. I felt like saying, ‘Don’t fucking start with me, you haven’t even hatched.’


It’s more of a general thing, though, isn’t it? I don’t know who made these earth rules, but apparently you can’t be an intelligent woman and have a tan or get your hair done. Or, at least, if you are someone who gets your hair done, everyone assumes you can’t be intelligent.4


And it’s not just nutters on Twitter who are more interested in what you look like. Now I’ve been on telly a bit, I get rung up all the time by magazines who are like, ‘Scarlett, we’d love to have you in the magazine.’ And then there’s always this pause. ‘So have you lost any weight, or gained any weight?’


So in my book I’m not talking about weight loss, or diets, or any of that crap. And it’s definitely not going to be a book that’s all about lads. Have you ever heard anyone on The Only Way is Essex or Made in Chelsea talking about something that’s not a drama about a lad? It’s literally ridiculous. I’ve got a nine-year-old sister, and the idea that in the future all anyone will think about is what she looks like, what she had for lunch and who she fancies, rather than the amazing, clever, funny stuff she says, makes me feel so angry. And sad at what people would be missing out on.


But that doesn’t mean I’m sitting here in a homemade wicker cardigan. I’m a huge fan of the drag queen RuPaul, and he has this great quote: ‘We’re born naked and the rest is drag.’ Getting fake-tanned is fun, getting dressed up and doing your hair and doing your make-up is fun. And if you enjoy getting really fit and find it fun, then do it. But do it because you want to, not because anybody else makes you feel like you have to.


I say bollocks to bikini season, thigh gaps, thigh brows and all that rubbish. You’re beach ready when you’re ready to splash about in the sea like a nutter, screaming with your mates. The important thing is that you’re happy with yourself, not that you look like someone who hasn’t seen a biscuit for five years.5


There are people I know who think you can’t be a feminist if you like clothes, which is ridiculous, but there’s clearly something important not getting through.


That’s one of the reasons I wanted to write a book, for any girls that watch the TV and don’t see anyone like them on it. Girls that – gasp – want to feel like they look nice AND have people care about what they have to say. And who come from somewhere where they don’t have people listening to the things they say.


The reason this book is called Scarlett Says is because it’s my book about what me and my mates talk about when we’re together. That’s not to say we spend our time debating politics. Mainly it’s stuff like whether your friends would still love you if you had no knees.6 Or what if you had nipples for eyes? We weren’t sure if you’d also have eyes for nipples, so there was quite a lot of debate about that one. There were two camps. You’d have to have peepholes in your bra to see and some people felt that was just taking it too far.


I’m only twenty-five, so it would have been a bit ridiculous for me to write a full-on autobiography, beginning with me being born and filled with all my wisdom and stuff. I’m the first one from my family to go to university but my nine-year-old sister, Ava, is always saying stuff that makes me realize I’ve got no idea what’s going on. She also has a bet with me that she’s going to settle down before I do because it never really works out for me with the lads where I’m from. I’m just not sure how much wisdom I’ve really got to offer.


So I wanted to write something that tells you a bit about me but without the boring parts, something that makes you laugh and is filled with the kind of random shit I like. (I love random facts. When I tell them to my mates, they look at me like I’m a nutter. But I reckon there’s always something new to learn.)


I really love a night out with me mates, so in this book I’m going to take you along on one with us while I talk about everything from Snapchat fails to shiny tights and dodgy taxi conversations – and loads more. So get a brew on, sit forward on your sofa and get ready to go out on the town. It’ll be all of the fun, with none of the waking up in a bus shelter with doner kebab in your hair.


Top ten random facts that are definitely true


1) Bruce Forsyth is actually older than sliced bread. His mother would have had to slice her own bread until little Brucey was five months old.


2) Margaret Thatcher was part of the team that invented Mr Whippy ice cream.


3) No words in the English language rhyme with ‘month’, ‘orange’, ‘silver’ or ‘purple’ (you’ll no doubt try and find some).


4) In Disney’s Aladdin, Aladdin’s face was modelled on Tom Cruise’s.


5) A law that still exists to this day in England is that you cannot operate a cow whilst intoxicated.


6) More people died in 2015 from taking selfies than from shark attacks.


7) In the UK, it’s illegal to eat mince pies on Christmas Day.


8) Every human being starts out as an arsehole; it’s the first part of the body to form in the womb.


9) The average speed of a Heinz Ketchup squirt is .028 mph.


10) Charlie Chaplin once lost a Charlie Chaplin lookalike competition.
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I want to introduce you to my family first so you know who’s who if you read about them in the book. They’re such a massively important part of my life and I love them all to bits. I’m so lucky to have such an amazing family. My parents have been so encouraging about me doing different things and they really want me to go out and discover the world. Before Gogglebox I’d never been to London, but now I go all the time. Not many people go out of the DL postcode where I live, and I think me travelling about so much because of Gogglebox means that they’ve got a bit more curious too. They don’t get scared when I’m going to London any more and they’ve also started going to new places a bit further from home.


Ava Grace, 9, sister


The poor thing, she looks so much like me we could swap heads. She is a mini version of me – seriously, she’s seen photos of me when I was young and said, ‘I don’t remember going there?’ and I’m like, ‘That’s because that’s not you!’ – but she is much funnier. She’s hilarious, witty and very caring. She also knows a million random facts about life, including that strawberries are an accessory fruit and only girl wasps sting. When I go out with my sister, everyone assumes she’s me daughter. They’re like, ‘Ooh, she looks like you.’ We were at Disneyland and people took pictures of us and were going, ‘Smile for your mummy,’ and I told her, ‘Just go with it, it’ll take too long to explain.’


Because she’s in year five now she has to start thinking about where she’s going to go to secondary school. When she went to her first open day recently me mam put her in white socks, black shoes and black trousers. I said to her, ‘You can get them off for a start.’ Me mam said it was cute but she looked like Michael Jackson. Me mam also put her hair in pigtails so I took them out and straightened her hair. I know she’s only young and I’m not trying to make her into something she’s not, but equally I don’t want her getting bullied like I did. I don’t want anyone to have an excuse to say something mean to her.


Ava asks me loads of random questions all the time, about why we’re here and what heaven is, and I’m like, ‘Ummmm.’ I just sort of make shit up. She also asks me questions about the facts of life and I never know what to say. We saw two dogs at it in the park the other day and she asked me what they were doing. I didn’t want to have to go into the whole sex thing, so I said they were having a doggy hug. When we got back home she jumped on top of my mam’s back and started humping it and when me mam asked her what she was doing she replied, ‘I’m giving you a dog hug!’ I was like, ‘Nooooo!’


Elisabeth aka Betty, 45, mother


My best friend. She taught me how to speak fluent sarcasm. She has that superpower that all mothers have where you can ask them where something is in the house and they know instantly. She is very selfless, the best robot dancer I know and a top Christmas-present buyer. We have competitions to see who can write their name the neatest with their toes. I don’t know why we do that, I think we get bored. Me mam always wins. It’s just as if she’s writing with her left hand – that’s how good it looks, like. I go out drinking with her sometimes. Some of my friends find it weird but it’s my mam and she’s funny as. I don’t get it when people get embarrassed about doing things with their family. I love it.


Mark, 50, dad


A true gentleman. He has set the standard when it comes to finding me a man because he’s a legend. He’s funny without knowing it and always gets things wrong. He has given me my love of conspiracy theories and aliens, and taught me never to be anything but myself. And he’s the first person I’d want by my side in a zombie apocalypse.


Me dad makes me laugh because he gets words mixed up all the time. I almost encourage him to do it because it’s so funny. He calls Little Mix ‘Mini Mix’ (I think he’s getting them confused with Mini Milks, those lollies you’d have when you were a kid) and the other day we were watching The Apprentice and he said, ‘Ooh, they’ve found a cliché in the market there,’ instead of ‘niche’.


He said to us recently that diaries can make you go to the toilet a lot. We were like, ‘Eh? How does that work?’ Then he went, ‘Oh, no, I mean “dairy”, not “diary”.’ How does his mind even work like that? His brain has written out a sentence with the letters wrong and he just comes out with it. I told him he needs to go to the doctor’s or something and get his head looked at.


Nanny, 61


Me mam’s mam. She’s given me any of the wit I have today. She introduced me to Norman Wisdom, Will Hay and Carry On films at the age of seven. She’s the top quiz maker at Christmas and she taught me how to dance to Jive Bunny. Plus she keeps chocolate in her knitting cupboard. Me mam and me nanny had both had kids by the time they were my age, so I’m basically the spinster of the family. Me nanny has a ring waiting for me as soon as I’m engaged. I’m thinking of staging an elaborate Ocean’s Eleven-type thing, so she thinks I’m engaged and I can get my hands on it.


Pappy, 66


My granddad is the top Christmas dinner and Sunday lunch maker. He loves a good laugh and his key catchphrase is ‘Never in the bloody wide world.’


Aunty Kirsty, 36


She’s mam to me cousins Joshua, who’s nine, and Noah, who’s two. They only live five minutes away from us and I always pop round for a brew. Kirsty introduced me to make-up as a child, for which I am forever grateful. She’s the top host of our monthly family tea parties. Joshua and Noah are hilarious. Joshua can read a Harry Potter book in a day, and Noah gets us to take him to Currys because he’s obsessed with Dysons.


My friends


My friends are mint and they’re so important to me. I went to primary school with my best friend Sarah and we even went to uni together. I helped her to get together with her fiancé. I would trust her with my life. When I was younger I thought friendships were all about quantity, but now I realize it’s much more about quality.


My other best friends are Sam, Hannah, Billy and Kelly. There’s a little group of us who do everything together. They don’t care that I’m on telly and it’s important that they were my friends before I was on Gogglebox. They watch it but it’s not a big deal, and they’ll phone me afterwards and say, ‘You don’t know what evaporated milk is? Seriously?’


They’ve all got really good jobs but no one takes themselves too seriously. Sam is an accountant, Sarah is an occupational therapist, Kelly is the sales manager for a bathroom store and queen of the fun night out, and Billy used to be an STI nurse and she’s got some stories. Honestly, sometimes when we go into a nightclub, you can see someone recognize her and their face is priceless. She’s always really good at never saying anything because of confidentiality, but you can just tell from their face when they see her. Hannah speaks three different languages and works for a hotel chain, but as soon as we’re together we’re like kids again.


When it was Easter last year, we were out in town and there were loads of decorations up of like eggs and bunnies and stuff, and there was one of Jesus. And Billy was really confused, saying, ‘What’s Jesus got to do with Easter?’ She thought it was Christmas when he was born and died. I let her know that wasn’t true but then we were talking about how unfair it was that Jesus had Christmas and his birthday on the same day, because he’d only get one set of presents. But then we thought, to be fair, he did get loads of presents from those kings and the shepherds so it all evens out.7


My friends and I are really supportive of each other. There’s no jealousy there whatsoever and part of the reason your friends are your friends is because they make you feel good. If someone is feeling shit because a lad hasn’t texted them back, that lad is instantly a knobhead, and if someone has been bitchy about someone in the group, we’re there to make them feel better. Lads come and go, but if you’ve got good friends they’re with you for life.


We stick together through everything. None of us are just into how we look and all we want to do when we go out is have fun. I can totally be myself in front of them. Even if I’m talking for ages about metal detectors they listen to me. We’ve got a proper girl code too. If one of us has been out with a boy, the rest of us have to stay away from him, and we have to like everything each other likes on social media.


Now, I think that’s everyone, so we’re ready to get going on our night out.
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. . . get glammed up
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Scarlett’s Favourite Random Facts




Susami Bay in Japan boasts the world’s deepest postbox, which is 10 metres underwater.







Artist Leonardo da Vinci invented scissors.







PSYCHO was the first film ever to show a toilet being flushed on screen.







Now having said this book’s not all about diets and lads, I’m about to spend the first part of it talking about the massive efforts I put into getting ready when I go out. For some people, that might not make sense.


All I can say is that I feel a lot more confident when I’ve got make-up on and I’m wearing a new outfit. I feel like I put a whole new persona on. Some people might say I shouldn’t have to put on a persona to feel confident and THAT’S THE WHOLE POINT, SCARLETT, but that’s something I think we can leave for debating on a Monday morning, rather than a Friday night.8


The only thing I know is that when I’m getting ready to go out with my friends, it makes me really happy. I don’t feel like I’m doing it for anybody else.


Everyone worries about their appearance. I reckon it’s better to be honest about that, so I’m just going to get it all out the way in one go upfront.


I was a funny-looking kid. I had a big football head and a monobrow, even when I was really little. Me mam got my ears pierced when I was eight months old, maybe to make me look prettier, but I think that’s child abuse. I always say to her, ‘Mam, I did not need accessories at that age.’ What possessed her to do that? Why would you put a needle through a baby’s ears for fashion? I clearly wasn’t arsed about having little gold studs back then. She says people used to think I was a boy, so maybe that’s another reason she did it? So people actually knew I was a girl? Me mam used to say I was cute but I don’t think I was to be honest. I think she’s just saying that. She says that all the old ladies on the bus used to stop her and tell her what pretty eyes I had. I reckon that means we just got on the bus a lot. Basically we rode back and forth on the number 6 bus till someone said they liked me eyes. Then we could go home.


As I got older, I could eat an apple through a letterbox with my teeth, my massive monobrow was like Ed’s from Ed, Edd n Eddy and I had a bright orange face because I was fake-tanned for ballroom dancing. I didn’t own any straighteners so I had hair like Sideshow Bob, and the result was a very odd-looking, awkward girl.


On top of all that, my dentist wanted to give me a head brace. I’m not being funny, but the one thing that could have made me even less cool at that moment in time was a head brace. I got the piss taken out of me enough for the way I looked as it was, and he wanted to send me to school with a fucking head brace on? He could have saved a lot of time and cut out the middleman by locking me in a room and shouting insults at me through a megaphone himself.


I remember telling me mam a head brace was social suicide and there was no way I was going to wear one. The compromise was that I wore block braces instead, so I couldn’t close my mouth and I had to walk around looking like I was constantly surprised or scared. When I look back at my massive ’brows, giant hair, weird-coloured face and permanently half-open mouth, leaving aside the fact that anyone that bullies someone is a massive dick, it’s pretty obvious why I was a target for bullying.9


I also liked programmes that all my mates thought I was weird to watch. I loved Red Dwarf, The Young Ones, Blackadder and Bottom. I used to really fancy Rik Mayall in that. I cried so much when he died. Watching all that stuff is where I got my sense of humour from. I used to love Steptoe and Son, but when I talked about it at school everyone looked at me like I was mad, so I’d shut up about it. That and the fact I did ballroom dancing (which we’ll come back to a little bit later), which everyone called old-fogie dancing, meant that I was basically socially untouchable at my school.


I used to love the Jacqueline Wilson books when I was little. And me dad said to me the other day, ‘When you were a kid you always used to want us to die or for you to turn out to be adopted. You used to say, “Please can you put us in the foster home for a week, just so I can have an adventure.”’ I used to ask them to leave me in a B and B because I always thought it would be amazing to be brave under difficult circumstances. I was dead jealous of Tracy Beaker.


I also believed in Father Christmas till I was twelve. I was in year eight and I remember the teacher saying something about Santa not being real and I put my hand up and said, ‘Sorry, what did you say?’ And everyone really laughed so I had to pretend I was joking, but then I went home and I was devastated. ‘Why did you not tell me? I looked like such a weirdo.’ And me mam was just like, ‘I’m really sorry, I just wanted to keep you as a kid as long as possible.’10


I was one of those kids that wore my hair in two plaits until I was far too old. Some kids at my sister Ava’s school now wear make-up and that’s a primary school!


It wasn’t until I was fourteen, and I came back from the summer holidays before year ten, that a load of things happened at once to change things. I discovered plucking your eyebrows, the braces came off, I got some really cheap (quite shit) hair straighteners, puberty kicked in11 and suddenly everyone wanted to be my friend.


All of this is just to say that I think sometimes you can be made to feel like you’re weak or something if you want to fit in. Quite often you’ll get some amazing, beautiful person telling you that what you’ve got to do is be yourself. That the right thing to do is to walk your own path and all that. But the problem is, it can be really lonely on your own path. You can be yourself as much as you like, but being yourself might mean you want to fit in.


Like most girls, I have been on diets in the past but they always last about two days. As soon as you say you’re on a diet all you want to eat is sugar and carbs. I did a detox diet once which was supposed to rid my body of toxins, but I got such a bad headache that after two days I went to Asda and bought myself a baguette and some Lurpak and I nearly ate the entire tub of butter. Now, I’m not saying do that as a regular thing, but I also don’t reckon living on hot water, cayenne pepper and maple syrup is the way to go.


I think there’s too much emphasis on what people look like. People now don’t eat as much chocolate at bloody Christmas because they’re worried about how they’ll look on a beach six months later. It’s six months away. Life is too short.


Now I don’t even bother with dramatic health kicks. I do try and cut out crap as much as possible but I hate that feeling of guilt if you fall off the wagon when you’re on a more extreme diet. It makes you feel worse than ever and half an hour later you find yourself in KFC ordering one of everything on the menu, with extra fries. The bottom line is your life is not going to get magically better if you lose a few pounds. But cake is definitely delicious. Eat the cake!12


My friend has a theory that it’s all about making women as weak and small as they can be. If they’re not eating, then they’ve got no energy to make noise. They’re basically these shaky little pale things in the corner that don’t take up any space. Any diet that doesn’t give me the energy to dance for four hours with my mates isn’t for me.


There’s that saying ‘Nothing tastes as good as skinny feels’. Whoever came up with that, you haven’t eaten enough types of food, man. I could list you five things right this minute, just beginning with the letter M, that taste more delicious.


These days I really don’t mind if people like me or not. I would never change who I am to fit in with how other people may want me to be. But I totally get that desire to be like everyone else and the feeling you get when you think you never will be. I’ve never forgotten what it’s like to feel on the outside of everything and that’s why my friends are so important to me, because they’re people I can have a laugh with, rather than people who just stand around the edge of the dance floor looking cool. When being nice and kind gets you nowhere, don’t change the person you are, change the people you’re talking to!
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Know your north-east slang!




Geordies: those from Newcastle. Or, as we say, the Toon. Not to be confused with . . .


Mackems: Sunderland folk


Smoggies: those from Middlesbrough, home of the parmo (deep-fried chicken in breadcrumbs topped with béchamel sauce and cheese)


County Durhamers: the greatest of the north-easterners. Also known as Durhamites and pit-yakkas. Durham is the birthplace of Denise Welsh, Mr Bean and, of course, the Moffatts


Way, aye: yes, or of course


Howay, man: come on or hurry up


Gan yam: going home


Marra: friend


Mortal: drunk


Scran/bait: food


Bairn: child


Radgie: a really crazy person or when you are in a mood


Gadgie: anyone who has male bits, basically


Canny: nice/pleasant, or a value of measure, e.g. ‘That dog’s canny small, like.’


Geet walla: very, very large


Netty: toilet
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. . . failing to prepare is preparing to fail






[image: image]










Scarlett’s Favourite Random Facts




The GUINNESS WORLD RECORDS book is the book that gets stolen most often from public libraries.







Most Muppets are left-handed.







There are more stars in space than there are grains of sand on all the beaches in the world.







I don’t know about you, but any night out with my mates will usually start with pretty much an entire week’s worth of chat on our Facebook group so we can work out where we’re going and what we’re wearing. As soon as one weekend is over, the planning starts for the next one. There are about fourteen of us in our group but there are a couple that are just observers and don’t contribute. I think it’s nice that there’s a real mix of people, and none of us have got any airs and graces. All of my mates are dead down to earth. I used to go out in Newcastle sometimes with another group of girls and it just wasn’t the same. They were nice enough but they were really posey and not a lot of fun. They sat in booths being really sedate, sipping overpriced cocktails and not speaking to each other.


Sam or Kelly usually decide where we go. They’re the shepherds and we’re their sheep. We’ll spend all week planning our outfits and we’ll post photos of potential ones so everyone can give us feedback. It’s so sad, but it’s essential! I reckon a lot of the time planning a night out is more fun than the night itself.


I’ll be out at work and then when I get home and check me phone at the end of the day I’ll have about 176 messages to read from the group alone. I dread to think how much time everyone wastes messaging rather than doing their work. Basically all our employers should get together and invoice Facebook for the time we all spend making the site more valuable by spending all our time on it. I can’t be arsed to read all the messages so I’ll ask someone for a summary at the end of the day and just get the highlights so I know what’s going on.


Failbook


I don’t know how humans coped before they had WhatsApp or Facebook to plan a night out. I can’t get my head round the idea that they just agreed a time and a place and that was it. My dad was talking about this the other day, how when he was young you didn’t have mobile phones, so you just had to make arrangements and then turn up. It blows your mind.


Facebook is definitely a great way to organize a night out but I think it becomes quite dangerous when it’s the first thing you look at when you wake up in the morning. I deleted the app from me phone because I spend so much time looking at it. It’s a bit of a ball-ache having to put in your email and password when you want to go on it, so my laziness means I look at it less.


The only thing I don’t like about Facebook is the way people check in constantly. The worst thing is when people check in at the gym and put ‘leg day’ or ‘abs day’. So fucking what?


I know this lad who is always sitting around messing about on his phone when I go to the gym. When I went the other day he was doing it for about an hour and when he left I saw that he’d posted, ‘Hardcore workout. I’m going to have jelly legs in the morning.’ What? From fucking texting?


Even when we’re doing our pre-pre-drinking at one of the girls’ houses me friend Sam will check us in. Why? Why do people need to know whose house we’re at? I don’t want strangers knowing my every move.


Sam even checks herself in when she’s in bed. Again, why? The worst is when she checks us in at Bargain Booze when we’re getting our drinks for the night. I don’t want anyone to know I go there. She also checks us in wherever we’re out eating, so if I’ve told me friends I’m on a health kick and then she checks us in at McDonald’s, I’m done for.


I’m one of those people who is guilty of blocking people on Facebook if I fall out with them. I do it to me mam all the time. If we’ve had an argument, I’ll unfriend her because I know she checks my Facebook a lot. It’s so pathetic but if you’re angry you get a little bit of pleasure out of unfriending someone. If anyone did it to me, I’d properly kick off, though.


I was really angry when I heard about the dislike button coming in. It’s such an easy way to bully people. I see loads of statuses I think are twatty but I just ignore them. I think it would be mean to ‘dislike’ what someone writes and I hope it never happens. Sometimes when I look on Twitter it seems like some people are only there to give people grief. I genuinely feel bad for them. Sometimes I’ll tweet the people who’ve written the nasty comments and say, ‘Are you happy with your life?’ I feel sad that they think it’s OK to do that, and I don’t get it. It’s like going up to someone in the street and saying, ‘Your hair’s shite.’ You don’t know that person, so why would you say that?13


The other thing with Facebook is that it’s a bit of a fantasy world for some people. They make out their lives are amazing. I know this girl who really doesn’t like her boyfriend and yet she messages him where everyone can see, saying, ‘Can’t wait to see you later.’ She could use that energy she wastes typing on dumping him.


#Datenights


Fucking #datenight. It drives me mad when people put that on social media. I just don’t understand why everyone needs to know you’re going out with your other half. When I’ve had boyfriends, I haven’t felt like I have to put our every move on Facebook.


People will buy a meal and eat it at home and put up a photo saying #datenight. It’s not a bloody date night; you’ve just bought a ready meal and you’re sat in your own house with the person you live with.


Too many photos!


OK, my final moan about Facebook is this: we don’t need to see pictures of everything people’s kids do. ‘Here’s little Johnny eating.’ ‘Here’s little Johnny in the car.’ ‘Here’s little Johnny on his potty.’ Unless your kid is tightrope walking or speed skating, I don’t want to see that shit. I don’t care if your baby is smiling. It’s probably wind anyway.


And if I see one more ‘first day at school’ photo . . . How many kids do I need to see in their uniform? Surely parents realize that everyone else is doing it and it’s boring? Do they think their kid is cuter than everyone else’s? Me mam tried to put a photo of me little sister Ava up, but Ava refused to let her do it and she’s only nine. I felt dead, dead proud of her. A friend of mine is a postwoman and she posted a photo of herself in her uniform and wrote, ‘First day at big work,’ which was really funny.
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