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[image: Chapter 1] SATURDAY


Happy First Day of the Holidays!

Well.

Ish.

Everyone apart from me was moody and tired today, considering it’s the weekend and the sun was out and there’s no school for more than seven weeks. Dad emptied the garage and then filled it back up again. Mum went for a walk with her pyjamas on under her coat. Leo lay without moving in the garden for so long that I could only tell he was alive because his eyes blinked. Playing dead all the time is his new thing. Suddenly he just lies around everywhere like a cut-down tree. I definitely prefer him like that.

I stayed busy and made a list of Holiday Resolutions. They are:


	To read more actual plays and not always be on someone’s phone watching talking cats or people accidentally falling over.

	To get some dancing, riding and fencing lessons because they are very useful skills for a proper actor to have.

	To improve my vocabulary.

	To enjoy the rest of being eleven and not take it for granted because Dad says I am getting much too serious and I will miss being silly when I’m older.

	To get a good part in the drama club play. This IS serious. Actually it’s ESSENTIAL, which means absolutely necessary and extremely important.

	To persuade my family that we need a dog.

	To try harder to remember where I have put my bag/trainers/door keys/hairbrush/money.

	To be nicer to my terrible cousin Margaret, Maggie, aka Maxxy Bloom, (rubbish) TV star and all-round general nightmare, because Mum has officially asked me to try harder and it’s not like I have to see her more than once a month online anyway. Thank. God.

	
To write in this diary every day of the holidays, without fail. Because: (a) if I’m famous and a National Treasure one day, it could turn out to be a priceless document; (b) sometimes it’s hard to remember what I think about things; and (c) so I can look back and see if anything actually ever really happens.
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[image: Chapter 2] SUNDAY


Today was Family Day. YAY. There was cooking going on all morning, and me and Leo had to stay out of the kitchen and push the tables together and go around the house trying to find the right number of chairs. Leo got sent next door to Mrs Flintoff’s to borrow three extras and I had to go over later and take her a big slice of pineapple cake. Mum’s family is actually enormous, but because Dad is an only child it kind of evens things out. He calls them the circus and then laughs and rolls his eyes, but I know he likes them really.

Family Day is one of the best days in the whole calendar. I’m already a bit sad that we have to wait 365 days to do it again.

Leo says he can take it or leave it and that our cousins all look fine when they arrive, but there’s only so much crying a person can handle. The youngest one is so new, they haven’t even picked a name for him yet. Apparently, you can have no name for five weeks and then there starts being trouble in the world of red tape. There were lots of suggestions round the table, but nothing stuck. The nameless baby was mostly asleep and every time he woke up, he went the colour of a radish. He smelled of rice pudding and I stroked his cheek and it was the softest thing ever.

The only (VERY) low point was when Mum put her laptop in the middle of the dinner table and all of us had to squash around it (even Leo) and speak to Uncle Robert and the dreaded Maxxy Bloom herself in Los Angeles. They never actually make it to Family Day in person because it is always much too far for them to come. This is what some people would call a Blessing.

Uncle R was nice and called me Daze and Kiddo and Drumstick and Lollipop, as per usual, but Maxxy GLOOM wasn’t even a tiny bit interested in any of us. Not even in the baby. She was mainly staring at her own face on the screen or freshening up her lip gloss or typing super-furiously on her big, fancy phone.

Zero points for effort, if you ask me.

[image: A laptop screen with Maxxy using her phone while sitting next to Uncle Robert waving and saying: Hey Kiddo!]
Description 1



P.S. We are officially not allowed to call her Margaret any more, which meant that Leo did it thirteen times. Hahaha. When he’s annoying somebody else, he’s actually quite funny.

P.P.S. After everyone left, Mum said could we please get some semblance of order back before we all disappeared to our rooms without helping. I went upstairs and looked up semblance in the dictionary that used to be Mum’s and used to be Leo’s and is now all dog-eared and floppy and mine.

It said: the outward appearance or apparent form of something, especially when the reality is different.

This is exactly why I want to learn fencing and new words, so that I can have the semblance of being a classically trained brainbox.
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Drama club TOMORROW, and then two whole days of every single week.

Can’t wait, can’t wait, CAN’T WAIT to find out what our big production is going to be. I’m hoping for Romeo and Juliet. I really think I am ready for Shakespeare. Except maybe with more dance numbers. And less killing.
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[image: Chapter 3] MONDAY


Drama club was AMAZING. I knew it would be.

The big announcement is… we are doing BUGSY MALONE!!!

I am SO excited.

I’ve seen the film already, but I’m going to watch it again and again before auditions and learn the story and all the dances and everything else there is to know about it. It is so important to do all the proper research when you are going for a main part. I know Bugsy Malone isn’t Shakespeare, but it’s still really, really good. It’s all about gangsters and cocktail bars and there are loads of great songs and in the film they use pretend machine guns that squirt whipped cream at everyone. Even the boys are actually really excited.

The parts I am going for are Tallulah or Blousey Brown but mainly Tallulah because her costumes are about a hundred times better.

Mrs Dawkins got up on the stage to tell us the Big News. Her jewellery looks like toddler toys and when she waves her arms around, she sounds like wind chimes or plastic cups falling out of a cupboard. We all sat in the audience, even the people from music club, and I imagined everyone watching me up there on opening night, under the lights in a sequinned flapper dress. Obviously, I didn’t tell anyone that out loud, just to myself, in my own head. And in here, in my private diary, which no one but me is allowed to see.

[image: Daisy in costume performing on stage, surrounded by roses thrown by the audience.]

Mr Harding was up on the stage as well because he is doing music club again. I think he has just been somewhere hot. From where we were all sitting, he looked like he was still wearing swimming goggles.

There are lots of new people this time who I don’t know. Three girls called Tilly, Ocean and Lola, who all dress the same. One girl with black eyeliner on called Ruby Taylor and a boy called Olivier Doyle with a French accent and extremely shiny hair.

Ocean said he winked at her, and Ruby Taylor said out loud, ‘Nobody cares.’

She’s so brave.

Ruby Taylor actually sat next to me. I was on the end of a row, so my other neighbour was thin air. Mrs Dawkins told us to put our names down on the noticeboard in the right columns; CAST or ORCHESTRA or BACKSTAGE.

My name is at the top of the CAST column on the noticeboard. Ruby Taylor’s is second because we did it together.
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It was SO GOOD to be back on the stage.

We did loads of warm-up exercises like running around and pretending to be all types of egg and different trees in different weathers and just getting FULLY into our bodies, as Mrs Dawkins likes to say.

OH! Scarlett and Soocer were there too, obviously. BEST FRIENDS REUNITED.

It’s the first time I’ve seen them since school ended. Even though nothing exciting has happened to me yet this holiday whatsoever, Soocer has got a new haircut and Scarlett’s had her ears pierced. She said the noise was very up close and super loud, but it didn’t hurt at all.

She has little heart-shaped silver earrings and they really suit her. And Soocer’s hair looks so good.

My friends are the best. I’ve really missed them.
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When I got home, I asked Mum if I could have a sleepover. Maybe in a tent in the garden. We could cook marshmallows over a fire and stay up late telling ghost stories with torches under our faces. And we could talk about Bugsy Malone. I’m already looking forward to it even though Mum hasn’t said yes yet, and our tent went mouldy after last year when we went on holiday in Devon in the torrential rain.

I am beyond tired, but in the best possible way. I feel like I am made of happy cement and I couldn’t write any more tonight if I tried. I am going to sleep for a hundred years. And dream of acting.

Goodnight!
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[image: Chapter 4] TUESDAY


Mrs Dawkins’ assistant director is called Miss Black, but she says we are allowed to call her Helen. She went to drama school and she has been in a real-life play in the actual West End of London. Her hair is so blonde it’s almost white, and I think it looks brilliant, but Ruby Taylor said her roots are going to be a nightmare to maintain. She knows loads about hair-dying and other stuff because her mum is a professional qualified beautician who does the hair and make-up on that TV show that Dad can’t stomach about ballroom dancing. She said I would be surprised what some people do to make themselves look good. Then she went back to painting her nails green with the flipchart marker.

I’m so glad we are already friends.
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Drama club was brilliant, again.

It’s the tenth anniversary this year and so instead of three smaller productions, Bugsy Malone is going to be our one and only great big MEGA signature show in November and we are working our way towards it slowly and then rehearsals will get more intense and also Mrs Dawkins said it’s going to be the one that people talk about for years to come.

I am looking forward to the intense part.

November is a VERY long time to wait. And it’s more vital than ever that I get a proper part and don’t just be a tree in the background or one of the chorus or an old lady in a bedsheet or somebody puny and pitiful that walks on and says about three lines and then walks off again and that’s it until the curtain comes down.

I honestly believe my time has come.

Also, it would be nice to be able to tell my superstar cousin on our next monthly call that I have a lead role in a proper play. It might not be on actual TV, but it’s still something, and fingers crossed she might remember I exist, and that we actually have something in common, e.g. our love of drama. In fact, I’m the one who is interested in serious stagecraft, and she is way more light entertainment/fluttering her eyelashes at the camera. It would be great if she could stop looking down on me from such a great big height.
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