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For my amazing stepdaughters, Rosie, Heather and Robin, who actually are musical
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Guess Who?


[image: image]


Today is Valentine’s Day and I have a card! It was on my bed when I got back from school. It said ‘Jelly’ on the front of the envelope in my mum’s handwriting . . .


[image: image]


[image: image]


It wasn’t very romantic . . .


Inside it said . . .


[image: image]


But Sandy Blatch can’t [image: image] me!! He has been very clever, I have to admit.


He has copied my mum’s handwriting perfectly, and pretending it was from our dog, Fatty, was genius (Mum always does me a card from Fatty). I’m not sure how Sandy got into our house to leave it on the bed but I know he is very good with a [image: image] ladder and an open window from the time he rescued Mum from the Room of Doom when she got locked in there during my [image: image]


Mum [image: image] at me when I went downstairs.
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[image: image] I called a Faithful Club meeting at our headquarters (the shed in my garden) so I could show off about my card. The Faithful Club has been going since junior school but as it is a bit [image: image] to still have a club at Big School it is now a secret club. The members are me, my best friends Myf and Roobs and my neighbour Ricky Chin (occasional boy member – he only comes when there are biscuits).


Myf and Roobs were extremely jealous of my card because neither of them had got one . . . EVER.








[image: image]
















[image: image]












–2–


Gooseberry Fools


[image: image]


The next day at school I was wandering along the corridor with Myf and Roobs feeling [image: image] and excited that I might see Sandy.


‘Look, Jelly,’ Myf shouted, pointing at a poster. ‘Sandy’s band’s playing!’


Myf is fairly untalented at most things but she is VERY good at shouting.
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Sandy Blatch sings and plays keyboards in [image: image] (an [image: image] tribute band). [image: image] had been our [image: image] band (along with six million other [image: image] girls) – but since Buster Bauble (the lead singer and Sandy look-a-like) had left to go solo [image: image] had got a bit rubbish and we went off them a bit. Buster Bauble’s solo career hadn’t worked out and he’d gone a bit [image: image] then sunk into obscurity. And then [image: image] had split up.


We were standing staring at the poster when Sandy suddenly appeared beside us.
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That was annoying – Cicily Fanshaw is the most competitive girl in the school. Even though she was small she always won everything by sheer determination – running races, the shot-put, the high jump, the triple jump – and now she was interested in boys she was probably going to apply the same willpower to that.
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I felt a little [image: image] She would probably try to steal Sandy away from me. (Not that he was really mine to begin with.)


After Sandy’s band did the music at my mum’s wedding at the end of the summer and Sandy had admired my ears and pretty much said he liked me, I’d gone very [image: image] and made a muck-up of everything. The first week back at school for the autumn term I kept surreptitiously [image: image] around for him . . .
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. . . and whenever I saw his scarf out of the corner of my eye (it was very bright and stripy) I would studiously look at ANYTHING rather than HIM.
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And if I saw his scarf coming my way I would turn on my heels and hurry off . . .
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Then one day Sandy’s best friend and guitarist in [image: image], Benji Butler, caught me coming out of the girls’ toilets and presented me with THE SCARF!
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I went extremely [image: image] but took the scarf and gave him mine (slightly wishing I hadn’t wiped poached egg off my chin with it earlier at breakfast).


I hurried off to a dark corner of the corridor and sniffed it – it smelt of Sandy.


At our school, wearing each other’s scarves means you are ‘going out’ with each other, which very rarely means going out anywhere, or staying in anywhere, or in fact even speaking to each other. But Sandy had other ideas – he actually did seem to want to go out with me. Every few weeks he would have another bash, but I always made an excuse and said no.


UNSURPRISINGLY, after a few months he slightly gave up and cooled off, though we were still wearing each other’s scarves. And then of course I [image: image] regretted being so shy and wished I’d said yes at least once.


But now Sandy said,








[image: image]










A date! He was asking me on another date!


So this time instead of saying ‘No’, out of embarrassment, like I normally would, I said ‘Yes’ in an [image: image] way.








[image: image]










Roobs said, ‘I suppose no one’s interested in an O.M.G.! tribute band now the real O.M.G.! have split up?’


‘Well . . .’ Sandy smiled. ‘We’ve got a small local following of ex-O.M.G.! fans who come along to our gigs.’
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he said, and walked off whistling.
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I pretended to be annoyed that Myf and Roobs had invited themselves on my date, but really I was relieved.


What if Sandy took me somewhere afterwards? Or walked me home? He might [image: image] me. I went [image: image] just thinking about it.


[image: image]
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Haddock Alert


[image: image]


I had trouble sleeping that night and started feeling less confident about my Valentine’s Day card. I decided there was a very teeny SLIGHT chance that it WAS from my mum via the dog.
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The next day at school during Miss Haddock’s Social Science lesson I also started feeling unsure about my ‘date’ . . .
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I started with a jolt and looked up. Miss Haddock was standing over me. I’d been so lost in thought I’d been [image: image] on the desk without realising. She always calls me Jellifer because of a misunderstanding on the first day of secondary school . . .
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‘Hmph,’ she grunted now and continued droning. ‘So if the law states that you must pay certain taxes . . .’
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Don’t write on the desk, Jellifer!!!!!


Miss Haddock yelled again, making me [image: image] out of my skin.
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I sat up and tried to look alert.


But the next thing I knew, I was absorbed in my own thoughts and doodling on the desk again . . .
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DON’T WRITE ON THE DESK, JELLIFER!!!!
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I already had a detention for being loud earlier in my favourite lesson, [image: image], with my [image: image] teacher, Miss Jasmine. Unfortunately, I’m NOT her favourite pupil.
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Sin Bin


[image: image]


We had to do detentions in a room everyone called the Sin Bin. Today it was just me and Sonja Perkins, the most frightening girl in the school – rap fan, arm-wrestling champion and general [image: image] person.
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On duty in the Sin Bin today was the Nicest Teacher in the Whole School: Mrs Lilac. Mrs Lilac was always nice and [image: image] lost her temper, was never sarcastic OR irritable. Even the average very, very, VERY nice person is a bit not very nice sometimes. They might release a small tut or wrinkle their brow into a minuscule frown or eject an almost silent sigh – or something.


But Mrs Lilac [image: image] tutted or sighed or frowned. She was always, always, ALWAYS nice – and everyone was nice back.


It would be [image: image] not to be.


The thought of Mrs Lilac’s hurt face looking back at you if you were anything but NICE was enough to put even the meanest person off being mean. Or the thought of her not REALISING you weren’t being nice and being SUPER NICE back, beaming her big [image: image] smile at you, would make you shrivel with shame.


Mrs Lilac was the Drama teacher and when she walked in it was impossible for Sonja and I to keep up our sulky posturing.
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