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Cathy Hopkins lives in North London with her handsome husband and three deranged cats. She has had over twenty books published, and is currently working on the next installments in the Truth or Dare and Mates, Dates series. Apart from that, she is looking for answers to why we’re here, where we’ve come from, and what it’s all about. She is also looking for the perfect hairdresser.


“You know what I really admire about you?” said Simon just as I opened my mouth to explain.


“What?”


“Your amazing attitude. You don’t let anything faze you. Its the kind of attitude that we’re always being encouraged to have at school. But you don’t have to learn it. It’s natural with you. You’re one of life’s winners. Other people give up before they’ve even begun, but not you. You go for it.”


Gulp. How can I possibly tell him now? I thought. Shatter his illusions that I am a tip-top winner-type person?


Er. I don’t think so.
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Love Train



“Nesta, is that you?” said Lucy’s voice at the other end of the phone. “You sound weird. Where are you?”


“In the loo, on the train from hell,” I groaned.


I could hear her laughing. Why do people always think it’s funny when my life turns into total disaster?


“No, seriously. It’s a nightmare. We’re stuck in the middle of nowhere. I should have been home hours ago.”


“Sounds like you’re in a bucket,” said Lucy. “The phone’s all echoey. Anyway, what are you doing in the loo? You’re not stuck in there, are you?” She started laughing again.


“I am in here,” I said primly, “to talk on my mobile without the whole car listening in and hopefully to get some sympathy from someone who’s supposed to be one of my best friends.”


“I am sorry, Nesta. It’ll get going again soon.”


“What are you doing?”


“Watching telly. There’s a repeat of Dawson’s Creek on. Going to Izzie’s later.”


“Lucky thing. I wish I was there. I can’t bear this much longer. I’m bored out of my mind.”


“Haven’t you got a book with you?”


“Read it.”


“Magazine?”


“Read it.”


“Call Izzie.”


“She’s out.”


“Then go and chat to one of the passengers. That’ll make the time go faster.”


“Don’t even go there. I’ve got the Family of Satan sitting behind me. Remind me never to have kids.”


“I thought you liked kids?”


“Yeah. But I couldn’t eat a whole one. Honestly, it’s awful. This little boy behind me is driving me bonkers. Banging on my seat, arguing with his sister, playing some irritating computer game that makes a noise like a police siren. And his parents are just sitting there like he’s the most adorable creature ever. I wish they’d tell him to zip it.”


“So move. It’s Saturday. Go into weekend first and pay the extra. Have you got enough?”


“Yeah. I moved already. Dad gave me the extra. But because it’s Easter, the train’s massively overbooked and there aren’t enough seats, so they’ve moved everyone into first class. And the heating’s broken. And there’s no buffet car! I can’t even get a Coke. Stop laughing. I don’t see what’s so funny.”


“Sorry, Nesta,” said Lucy. “It’s just the thought of you hiding in the loo. You get to go to all the trendiest places.”


“Yeah right. Hysterical. Phworr. It smells awful in here; I think someone’s been having a cigarette. Just a mo, I’m going to spray.”


I got out my CK1 and squirted into the air. “That’s better. I’m sooooo bored, Lucy. Entertain me.”


“Go and sit back down and try some of that meditation we did at school.”


“Oh, gimme a break. That’s Izzie’s thing.”


“So when will you be back?”


“Dunno. Never, by the looks of it. I’m clearly being punished. I’ve died and gone to hell and am going to be stuck on this train with all these mad people for eternity.”


“You’re such a drama queen, Nesta. You’ll be back before you know it.”


“I wish. Dad dropped me at Manchester at one o’clock and the journeys supposed to take threehours. We’ve already been on the train that long. And now we appear to have broken down…. Though there’ve been no announcements to tell us what’s going on. What shall I do?”


“Er, I don’t know. Put some makeup on.”


“Good idea.” I got out my makeup bag and began to put on some lipstick. “Oh, hold on a mo,” I said as the train suddenly lurched forward causing me to smear my lipstick in a gash up my cheek. “Oops. I think we’re off. Yep. We’re moving again … Lucy, Lucy …?”


My mobile cut out, so I checked my appearance in the mirror and gave my hair a quick brush. I wondered if I should spend some more time in there plaiting it. Or maybe I should leave it loose. There was a boy who’d been checking me out the whole journey. He was quite good-looking. People say my hair’s one of my best features: It’s long right down to my waist. I decided I’d leave it loose. I wanted to look good for when Boy. In The Corner made his move. It had to be only a matter of time.


Passengers were staring at me as I made my way back down the car. I’m used to it by now as people always look at me. Izzie says it’s because I stand out in a crowd as très good-looking, but sometimes I think it’s also because they can’t make out where I’m from. I can see their brains are going tick-tick-tick trying to work out what nationality I am. Actually my dad’s Italian and my mum’s Jamaican. Sometimes I tell people I’m Jamalian or Italaican. That confuses them.


Being hard to identify comes in useful some days, though, like when I’m out with Lucy and Izzie and we’re in a mad mood. We pretend that we’re foreign students. I pretend I’m Spanish or Indian. I could be either. Lucy pretends to be Swedish, as she’s got blond hair and high cheekbones and can do a really good accent. And Izzie, for some reason, always pretends to be Norwegian, though with her dark coloring and beautiful eyes she’s a typical Corrs-type Irish colleen.


As I squeezed past various irate people sitting in the corridor on their suitcases, an announcement came over the loudspeaker.


“We apologize for the delay and lack of seats, but we are on our way again and will be arriving in Birmingham in a few minutes. However, due to a problem with the engine, we will be stationed there while the engineers rectify it. We will be arriving at Euston approximately two hours later than scheduled.”


A moan went through the train, then a chorus of voices as people got out their mobile phones and began dialing.


“Martha, I’m outside Birmingham. Dunno what time we’ll be back. I’ll get a taxi.”


“Tom. I’ll be late as the trains stuck. I’ll call when we’re a bit closer.”


“Gina. Damn train’s late again. Call you later.”


On and on it went through every car.


Then I realized I couldn’t find my seat. I checked the other passengers, thinking that maybe I was in the wrong car. But no, there was the Family of Satan. Cute Boy. In The Corner. Oh no. Someone was in my seat. An old dear with white hair and glasses. She’d made herself comfortable with a flask of tea and an egg sandwich. I couldn’t possibly ask her to move. It would be mean.


I looked around the car, but there weren’t any other seats. Oh well, I’ll just have to stand, I thought. For two and a half hours. Whoopee. Not.


But the gods decided to take pity. A few minutes later, we pulled into Birmingham and, hallelujah, the man opposite Cute Boy got up to go. The boy looked at me and nodded his chin at the seat opposite him. Fabola, I thought, and made my way over.


As the train lurched to a stop, I lost my balance. Given the day I was having, the next bit seemed inevitable.


“Hi,” grinned Cute Boy as I fell straight into his lap. “Actually, I was thinking of the seat opposite. But this is okay by me.”


I could tell he expected me to leap up all embarrassed, so I decided to outcool him. I stayed where I was for a moment like I was really comfortable and gave him one of my best seduction looks—the one with a smile and one raised eyebrow.


Then I got up.


“Yeah. Maybe later” I said as I took the seat opposite.


“Oh. Okay. Right. No prob,” he said, looking flustered. “Er, I’m Simon. Hi.”


“It was so romantic,” I said to the girls later that day as I helped myself to a salt-and-vinegar Pringle round at Izzie’s. “Like in a film. I just fell into his lap. If anyone ever makes our story, I think I’d like that guy who plays Angel on Buffy to play his part.”


We were in Izzie’s bedroom. The train had eventually got into London at six thirty. After Mum had picked me up and I’d dropped off my stuff, I begged her to let me go out. This was urgento. Not only had I not seen the girls for three whole days, but I had so much to tell them.


“Your story! But you’ve only just met him,” said Lucy, taking a swig of Coke.


“And knowing you,” said Izzie, “it was, like, fall accidentally on purpose.”


“It was not,” I said. “The train lurched.”


Izzie pulled one of her yeah-right faces, but Lucy looked all ears, she’s such a romantic herself.


“So tell us all about it,” she said, settling on to the purple beanbag on Izzie’s floor.


“Well, the rest of the journey whizzed by. We talked nonstop. Before we knew it, we were pulling into Euston….”


“What’s his name?” asked Lucy.


“Simon Peddington Lee. He lives in Holland Park and he’s eighteen.”


“What does he look like?” asked Izzie.


“Tall, dark, and handsome. Lovely brown eyes.”


“What was he doing on the train?”


“He’d been up to have a look at Saint Andrews University, to see if he’d like to go there after A levels. I’ve decided I might go there as well after school. It really is the place now.”


“That’s where Prince William goes, isn’t it?” said Lucy. “He’ll be finished by the time you get there.”


“Does Simon know him?” asked Izzie.


“No. But one of his cousins does. From Eton.”


“Does Simon go to Eton?” asked Lucy.


“No, he goes to some other private school. I forget the name. In Hampshire somewhere. He’s a boarder.”


“So he’s a posh boy?” said Izzie, then put on a silly snobby voice. “Peddington Lee.”


“He’s not snobby or stuck-up or anything,” I said, ignoring her. “I told him I went to a private school as well.”


“But, Nesta,” said Lucy, “that’s a lie.”


“No, it isn’t,” I laughed. “Our school is open to the public. And I think I may change my name—you know, make it hyphenated as well. It could be Nesta Costello-Williams by using my dads then my mum’s name. Or should it be Nesta Williams-Costello?”


“Oh, don’t even go there,” said Izzie. “Just be yourself. Nesta Williams sounds just fine.”


“Nesta Top Toff Totty,” giggled Lucy.


“I thought you’d be pleased for me,” I said, feeling hurt. “I’ve met someone I really like.”


“I am pleased,” said Lucy. “But are you sure you want to get involved with a boy who might be going away soon?”


“Not until autumn. It’s only April. Then if we still like each other I can join him up in Scotland when I finish school.”


“I thought you wanted to be an actress,” said Izzie. “I bet they don’t do drama at Saint Andrews.”


I hadn’t thought of that. “They might. And anyway, I think it’s best to keep all your options open at our age.”


Izzie burst out laughing. “You sound like my mum, Nesta. Did he ask to see you again?”


“Yeah. We’re going riding.”


“Riding! As in horses?”


“Yeah.”


“Doh. Have you ever actually been on a horse?”


“No, but I’m sure I’ll soon get the hang of it.”


Lucy and Izzie exchanged worried looks.


“You did tell him you’ve never ridden, didn’t you?” said Lucy.


“Course not. It can’t be that difficult.”


“Uhh, Nesta …,” Lucy started.


“No,” interrupted Izzie. “She’s going to have to find out for herself….”





Nesta’s Diary


Guess what? J’ai un boyfriend nouveau. Il s’appelle Simon Peddington Lee and he’s lush. He’s already sent me a text message. :-» Which means “a huge smile.” And BCNU.


I sent him back one )))) Then CUL8R.


I wish I could tell the future, as I think he may be The One. I haven’t fancied anyone for ages. And I’ve never been in love. Not properly. He seems more grown up than all the rejects I’ve been out with in the last year and has nice legs, really long, and a très snoggable mouth.


Rejects since I came to Londres:


Robin:   (1 week going out last Sept) Sweet but boring. Stares off into space in what he hopes is a cool way but I think makes him look like a right plonker.


Michael:   (2 dates in October) A user and a bad snogger who likes to bite.


Nick:   (1 date in December) Disgusting, Uses too much hair gel. Has strange habit of trying to lick girls’ ears out. Not pleasant.


Steve:   (Jan) Quite like him but was juvenile and smaller than me.


Alan:   (3 weeks in Feb) Half and half He said he wants to be a doctor and tried to put his hands down my jumper to examine any problems. Pathetic.


My brother Tony has another new girlfriend and apparently he dislocated his jaw after a snogging session. How did he manage that? I don’t know whether to tell Lucy or not. Must check out state of play with them now as they were an item last year. Girls always fancy Tone but he was v. hung up on Lucy.


Izzie’s having a bit of a SOHF (sense of humor failure). I don’t know why, as she is going out with Ben the lead singer from King Noz and is happier than ever.


Am v. v. tired. ZZZZzzzz
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Hard Times



Mum’s been kind of quiet since I got back from Manchester. She usually sings in the morning. Badly, I have to say, but I don’t tell her that. But today, she’s sitting in the kitchen, reading the morning paper and not looking her usual self at all.


I pulled up a stool next to her at the breakfast bar. “Are you missing Dad?”


“Sure,” she said. “Course I miss him, but I’m used to him working away. Why do you ask?”


I gave her my Inspector Morse you-don’t-fool-me look. “You seem a bit low. Was it because I raced off to see Lucy and Iz last night and didn’t stay to catch up with you?”


Mum laughed. “No, honey I’m kind of used to that as well.”


“Okay, then. Sure you’re okay?”


“Sure,” she smiled.


“Okay. Then can I have horse-riding lessons?”


“Horse-riding? Whatever for? You’ve never shown any interest in horses before.”


At that moment my brother, Tony, trudged in. His hair was sticking up all over the place, and he was still wearing his robe and yawning sleepily. “Yeah. What do you want horse-riding lessons for? Who do you want to impress now?”


“Unlike some people present,” I said, “I don’t have to impress.”


“Some boy, I expect,” continued Tony.


“Actually I did meet a boy on the train back yesterday….”


“I knew it,” said Tony as he stuck his head in the fridge.


“Well, he’s invited me to go riding,” I said, trying to resist the urge to push the rest of Tony into the fridge and close the door behind him.


“Where?” said Mum.


“Somewhere down near Hyde Park. Kensington, I think. He gave me the address. I’ve got it upstairs.”


“When?” said Tony, coming back out of the fridge with orange juice and croissants.


“Tomorrow.”


Tony plastered his croissant with raspberry jam, then sat at the bar. “And you were like, going to learn how to ride in one afternoon? Get real.”


I stuck my tongue out at him. “Thought you’d dislocated your jaw from snogging too much. How are you even going to chew?”


“Same way you’re going to horse-ride,” he said, grimacing as he took a bite. “With difficulty. Anyway, it’s not dislocated. Just a bit sore.”


“Serves you right. I can go, can’t I, Mum?” I said. “Horse-riding?”


“Actually,” said Mum, “I’ve been wanting to talk to both of you about something. I was going to wait until your dad was back, but this is as good a time as any.”


Oh NO, I thought. Mum and Dad are splitting up. Please no. I remember Izzie telling Lucy and I about when her parents separated. It started exactly the same way. She noticed her mum was unhappy. Her dad hadn’t been around for days. Then the conversation, “I’ve been wanting to talk to you about something.”


“No. NO!” I cried. “Have you tried Relate? Marriage counseling? You mustn’t just give up. You have to work at relationships.”


Mum and Tony stared at me as though I was mad.


“What are you going on about, Nesta?” said Mum.


“Divorce. Please, please, for me and Tony, give it another try.”


Mum cracked up laughing. “I’m not going to get divorced, Nesta. I’m very happy with your father.”
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