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For Mike, Finn, Abbie – thank you for keeping me tethered to the real world while I disappear into fictional ones.







January 18th


1.30 pm

Things I need to do this year:


	
1. Keep writing in this diary (don’t quit after one week like Aunt Lee and her yoga classes).

	
2. Research how to control hair growth.

	
3. Install a lock on my bedroom door.

	
4. Convince Dad I’m old enough to get a second piercing.

	
5. Make new friends at high school.






1.40 pm

Nana gave me this diary for my birthday. On the inside cover it says it’s a ‘vintage-style handmade leather-bound journal with an intricate embossed pattern’. I have no idea what ‘embossed’ means but I like how it feels when I run my fingers over the leaves.

Nana’s presents are usually a bit daggy so I was super impressed with this one. I don’t know why she couldn’t just wait to give it to me tomorrow, on my actual birthday, but honestly, who knows why old people do anything?




2.45 pm

I was just lying in the backyard, pondering the meaning of life, when my cousin Gus ran out, jumped on my stomach and nearly made me spew. Then Dad yelled from the kitchen window that if I was going to lie in the sun, I had to ‘put some sunscreen on!’ My family is so annoying.







January 19th


8.20 am

I’m twelve years old today, which means I’m basically a woman, so I don’t know why everyone in this family thinks it’s okay to walk into my room whenever they like.

Dad just opened the door while he was knocking. Why bother knocking at all? I could have been naked! The people in this house have zero respect for my privacy. He might have at least had a present for me when he barged in uninvited, shouting ‘happy birthday, Gracie!’ at the top of his lungs, but he just came to tell me we’re doing presents downstairs at 8.45 am sharp. My father is weird about punctuality.




8.23 am

Gus is in here now giving me a shoulder massage because he’s five and unemployed and can’t afford to buy me a present. He’s a bit useless at it, to be honest. Gus has tiny bony boy fingers, so it feels like someone is poking sticks into my shoulders. Extremely unpleasant.




8.28 am

I just told Gus he could go. Five minutes of pure agony was all I could take. I love my cousin but he’s a lot. Gus is staying with us for a few days because Aunt Mary and Uncle Matt have gone away for some ‘alone time’. I don’t want to think about what that means in case I throw up in my mouth. Oh great, Dad’s back.




8.29 am

My father is clearly losing it. He just came back in (without knocking, again), stared at me with a mournful look on his face, mumbled something about his ‘baby girl growing up’, then walked out again. Seriously bizarre.




8.35 am

As if Dad’s behaviour wasn’t annoying enough, Imogen reckons I stole her silver hoop earrings, which I totally didn’t. She just barged into my room accusing me of theft with zero consideration for the fact that it’s my birthday. I told her to get out, but she just ignored me and started rummaging through my jewellery box, saying ‘I know you took them’ over and over.

I tried shooting her my deathliest death stare, but it’s hard to be intimidating when you’re lying on a pillowcase covered in puppies with the words ‘GROUP PUG’ all over it. Anyway, my efforts were completely wasted. She just rolled her eyes, left all my jewellery in a mess and walked out. I think heard her mutter ‘happy birthday’ on the way, but I probably imagined it. I was tempted to make a crack about her bright-yellow hair dye disaster (Dad said she looks like a glowing canary), but I didn’t fancy having a black eye on my birthday.

Honestly, Dad and Imogen have more respect for the lady who pushes a ‘LOVE JESUS’ shopping trolley up and down Main Road in her Crocs and shouts at the ATM than they do for me. At least they give Crocs lady her space. Why can’t they do the same for me?




9.30 am

Dad’s blueberry pancakes are in my all-time top five birthday brekkies. Even Imogen liked them.

Wait… why am I banging on about pancakes?! Dad got me a SQUIER MINI STRAT ELECTRIC GUITAR!

I actually wanted a Fender Stratocaster, but I just looked up how much they cost and there’s more chance of us having the Pope over for dinner. Mine is technically a copy, but I decided not to point out that Jimi Hendrix would never approve, which is clearly a sign that I’m maturing at a rapid pace now that I’m twelve.

I’m going to name my new guitar after the lead singer of my favourite band, Siouxsie and the Banshees. Suz for short. With my new axe AND a new diary, I’m on my way to becoming a world-famous rockstar.




9.40 am

Imogen gave me fairy lights, which are actually really cool, so I was pretty chuffed. But when I was walking back upstairs, I heard her thank Dad for ‘getting Gracie’s present for me’. She obviously couldn’t be bothered getting me something herself. Should have known.





9.45 am

Rudely interrupted again. Dad just stuck his head in to say Lucille is out the front with my present. Our next-door neighbour is nearly a hundred years old, so I should be grateful she remembers my birthday at all. She lives with her son, Joseph, who is about fifty. I have no idea why he’s still living with his mother. Maybe he just couldn’t be bothered leaving home. I don’t understand that at all. I’ll be out that door and as far away from Imogen as possible as soon as I’m of legal age.

Lucille is always bringing round baked goods and presents. The presents are usually handmade and smell like feet, and her fruitcake mostly ends up in the bin coz no one likes it. I think she just feels sorry for Imogen and me because we don’t have a mum. Lucille gave me an orange beanie with giant pompoms on it for Christmas. She must be the only person in the universe who hasn’t noticed that I’ve grown five whole centimetres this summer. I’m a giant. The last thing I need are pompoms adding extra height.

All summer, Dad’s been telling everyone I’m ‘unusually tall for my age’. Like, literally, everyone: his workmates, the checkout chicks at the supermarket, the bloke who runs the pizza shop. None of them care how tall I am, but Dad obviously believes it’s his responsibility to embarrass me on a daily basis. Last week, he told the woman at the pie shop that I’d ‘give the giraffes at the zoo a run for their money’. If there’s a better way to make a girl feel like an alien visiting from planet Loserverse, I can’t think of it.

Oh wait, hang on, yes I can. How about making her go to a school where she doesn’t know a single soul?




9.48 am

Lucille is standing on our front lawn shouting up at my window in an absolute tizzle. I’d better go down before she bursts into my room uninvited too.




9.59 am

Well, Lucille’s totally outdone herself this year. She made me a brown-and-yellow handknitted poncho with tiny pompoms hanging off the bottom. Honestly, it’s the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen. And it smells like feet, of course. She must have spent hours attaching all those pompoms (what is it with this woman and pompoms?). Still, like Dad says, ‘It’s the thought that counts’. She insisted I try it on right there in the front yard, which was the last thing I wanted to do, but what could I say?

The second I put it over my head, Dad was overcome with a very convenient coughing fit, and Gus yelled, ‘Gracie looks like a big woolly wee and poo!’ Thank God Imogen wasn’t there. She would have taken a photo and posted it to Insta with the caption #mylosersister. I’ve stuffed it in the back of my cupboard because Gus is right – it really does look like a woolly wee and poo.


The Woolly Wee and Poo Poncho Song

I got a gift from our neighbour, Lucille.

My true feelings are hard to conceal.

A woolly poncho, what a rush,

looks like it came from a toilet flush.

It’s the Woolly Wee and Poo.

Who would want to wear that? Who?

It smells a little bit like feet

and no one wears wool in this heat.



Who would have guessed that an ugly poncho would inspire the first song in my new diary? Just goes to show, inspiration truly is everywhere if you just look.




4 pm

After a very average start, I’m happy to report that today turned into one of my top five birthdays of all time. My best friends, Viola, Zillah and Jun, came round to give me my presents and I loved them all. I got an AC/DC T-shirt and a guitar keychain from Zillah, a yummy-smelling body cream and chocolates from Jun, and cute silver guitar earrings, cherry lip balm and a new water bottle from Viola. Spoilt or what?!

They all lost their minds over Suz, of course, and Viola insisted I play a bit of ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit’, even though she hates Nirvana. (She’s more of a Taylor Swift girl.)

Afterwards, they helped me hang my new fairy lights in my room while we yapped about starting high school in ten days. Zillah’s stressed about learning French, Jun is scared she’ll have to cut up a rat in Science and Viola’s worried about everything. (The girl hates change.)

We also talked about the tragedy of me going to a different high school.

‘What are we going to do without you?’ Zillah wailed.

‘Don’t!’ I groaned. ‘I can’t even. I’m DREADING going to Middleton!’

‘At least you can join a band there,’ Viola said. ‘West Meadows High only has a jazz ensemble, and Dad says they’re insufferable.’

Viola’s dad has been teaching at West Meadows High for yonks, so she knows all the goss.

‘You should just send them the video from our grade six graduation as your audition,’ Jun said. ‘That was awesome.’

Zillah agreed. ‘You’ll be straight in when they see that.’

I tried to act humble. I really did.

‘Nah,’ I said. ‘I’m not THAT good!’

‘You are!’ Viola said firmly.

I am. After I played at the school fete a couple of years ago, some of the teachers started calling me ‘Slash’ after the legendary 80s rock guitarist. I was stoked at first, until they started doing old-person air guitar moves when I walked into their classes. It was mortifying. For them, not for me.

I’ve played electric guitar at a bunch of school events over the last couple of years, including our grade six graduation, but I’ve never been part of a band before. I can’t wait.

When Viola went to the loo, I left Zillah and Jun to untangle the rest of the lights and followed her down the hallway. But when I started shouting suggestions at her through the bathroom door, Viola told me to go away. She has a thing about people listening to her on the toilet. I told her last year that best friends should be able to hear each other wee without it being weird, but she experienced an early childhood trauma when she was six years old and has serious issues. Viola was reading Jane Eyre on the loo with the bathroom door open when her older cousin walked in, saw her, laughed, then ran out to tell the whole family. Mortifying.




5.15 pm

Anyway, back to this morning.

When Viola came back, we finished putting up the fairy lights, I changed into my new AC/DC T-shirt and my favourite baggy jeans, and Dad dropped us all off at the Meadow Gate cinema to see the new Marvel movie. It was okay but soooooooo long. (I’m more of a DC girl anyway.) Then Zillah’s mum picked Jun and Zillah up, but Viola had ‘nowhere to be’, so we got some hot chips and sat in the park to talk some more about year seven.

Viola said she really hopes she’s in Zillah’s or Jun’s class because she’s worried about people not liking her or being left out. Viola usually doesn’t care what people think, which is one of the reasons I adore her, so I was surprised to hear her say this. Starting year seven obviously does strange things to people.

I told her she’ll be fine, but I only said that to make her feel better. To be honest, there’s a good chance she’ll have serious issues making new friends. As Dad said once, ‘Viola Clarke is an acquired taste, like beer or ox tongue.’

It’s probably one of the few times he’s been right.

I love Viola, but people find her a bit odd because she uses words like ‘distasteful’ and ‘nevertheless’. She also wears old-fashioned clothes, like her long black velvet skirt that’s covered in little sequinned stars and her houndstooth flat cap. She loves that hat and she wears it ALL the time. I’m used to Viola’s quirky style, but the kids at her new school might think she’s a bit weird. Luckily, most of our grade six class are going to West Meadows High too, and they all got used to Viola years ago.

She might be quirky, but Viola is also one of the smartest people I know, probably because her parents didn’t let her watch TV or go online until a couple of years ago. (Imogen says Viola’s parents are ‘dinosaurs living in the dark ages’.)

‘What are you most worried about?’ Viola asked as we scoffed our chips and shooed the skanky seagulls away.

‘Missing you,’ I said.

Just saying the words out loud made me want to cry.

Viola let out a heavy sigh and said, ‘Me too. I wish I was coming to Middleton with you.’

We’d tried our best to convince Rusty and Sue, Viola’s parents, to send Viola to Middleton Grammar with me, but Rusty is the art teacher at West Meadows High, so her parents had always planned for her to go there.

I’ve begged Dad a zillion times to send me to West Meadows High with all my friends but he said it was ‘non-negotiable’. I have to go to Middleton, just like Imogen, because that’s where Mum went. Dad had to save for ages because Middleton is so expensive, and I know it’s a big deal for us go to Mum’s old school, but what about what I want? My father clearly couldn’t care less that he’s ruining my life. Grown-ups can be incredibly selfish. I guess I could ask Imogen for advice on making friends and becoming as popular as her, but unfortunately she hates me.

‘At least you have Zillah and Jun,’ I told Viola. ‘I have to make a whole new bunch of friends.’

‘Everyone will want to be friends with the person who was voted “Most Likely to be a Rock Goddess”,’ Viola said, rolling her eyes. ‘You never had trouble making friends in primary school, Gracie Sparks.’

This was true, but it was also true that the last time I had to make new friends was in prep, and back then all I had to do was share my Twisties.

‘Besides, you do know someone,’ Viola said with an evil smile. ‘Margot Pederson.’

‘Very funny!’

I threw a chip at her head, but it missed and a seagull jumped up and swallowed it whole. It’s a wonder it didn’t choke to death.




5.30 pm

Margot Pederson went to our school but we’ve never had a single conversation. I know a little bit about her, like that she has a short brown bob, terrible posture (she’s always leaning forward like she’s trying to fold in on herself), pale skin and a sour expression on her face. Also, her school dress was always at least ten centimetres longer than everyone else’s.

I don’t think anyone was mean to Margot, not that I saw, but I don’t think she had proper friends. Sometimes I saw her following people around at recess and lunchtime, but it was more like she was hanging around on the edges of groups without really being in them. Also, I once saw her pick wax out of her ear and wipe it on her school dress, so let’s just say I’m not exactly thrilled at the idea of Margot being the only person I know at Middleton.




5.40 pm

Can’t stop thinking about the ear wax thing now.




6 pm

I feel like you know more about Margot Pederson than you know about me, diary. So, here are some need-to-know facts about Gracie Sparks (me) at this moment in time…


	
1. I’ve lived in West Meadows for twelve years. So, basically, my entire life. Nana and Grandpa bought a house here when they first got married, then Mum and Dad bought a house a few blocks away when they got married, which seems completely insane to me. When I buy my own house, it’s going to be at least three suburbs away from my family. A woman needs her space.

	
2. We live four blocks from Nana and Grandpa, two blocks from Viola and three blocks from the old oil refineries. Sometimes when I open my curtains at night, I can see the tops of the refineries from my bed, which I find strangely calming. Imogen doesn’t like them. Once I heard her tell her best friend, Lulu, that being so close to them makes her feel like she’s living in the Industrial Revolution. (My sister can be very dramatic.)

	
3. I spend lots of time with my grandparents. Nana is fun, loves going to Sylvia’s Salon to get her hair done, watches The Bold and the Beautiful and drinks gallons of tea. Grandpa loves playing lawn bowls, talking about marrows and reliving his ‘days of glory’ performing on stages all over the country when he was a ‘young lad’.

	
4. As you already know, I live with my dad and sister. Imogen is fifteen and an amazing dancer, but I’m not going to give her too much praise because she mostly makes my life a misery. Dad is forty-two (or maybe he’s fifty-two… I’m not really sure) and is a pretty good cook, and is obsessed with cricket, which ruins my life every summer. He has a job at a car company, and when anyone asks about work, he says it’s ‘better than a kick in the teeth’.

	
5. We also have a golden labrador called Buster who is very greedy and once ate an entire Ugg boot.

	
6. I don’t have a mum anymore. She died when I was nine.






6.45 pm

Gus has found some kind of electronic toy that sticks to the wall and says ‘GOOD JOB!’ in a high-pitched robotic voice whenever anyone walks past it. It’s super annoying.




6.50 pm

Just heard yelling. Poked my head out of my room to see Imogen pulling Gus’s beeping thing off the wall and running down the hallway with it. Straight to the bin, I’m guessing. Gus is yelling at her to bring it back, and Dad is yelling at them to stop yelling. Buster thinks it’s all a game and is chasing Imogen down the stairs and barking his head off. Utter bedlam.




6.52 pm

Buster just jumped up on Imogen and knocked the annoying beeping thing out of her hand. It smashed on the floor, so now Gus is crying. Imogen is trying to cuddle him but he’s screaming, ‘Naughty Imogen!’ over and over. Just another peaceful night in the Sparks house.

My hand is starting to hurt from all this writing.








January 20th


11.15 am

Viola just called to ask if Imogen will find it ‘disagreeable’ if I hang out with her at school.

‘What do you reckon?’ I scoffed.

‘Yes, I thought as much,’ said Viola.

I know Imogen will find it highly disagreeable because the other day in the kitchen when I asked her to pass me a glass, she said, ‘Just because we’re going to be at the same school, you better not annoy me every five minutes.’

In other words, ‘Don’t embarrass me in front of all my cool friends.’

I was about to tell Imogen that I’ll be too busy hanging with my OWN cool Middleton friends to annoy her, but when I turned to deliver my sassy response, she was gone. So rude.

Does she seriously think I’m going to be an embarrassing loser who wants to hang out with my sister because I don’t have any mates? Imogen obviously has no clue about how cool and popular I was in primary school. (She could have seen it for herself at my grade six graduation, when I was showing off my mad Rock Goddess skills on stage, but she was on her phone every time I looked at her.)

Then Viola said, ‘I think you should catch up with Margot before school starts. The two of you may have more in common than you suspect.’

It’s a bit much when Viola uses words like ‘suspect’ instead of ‘think’, and ‘disagreeable’ instead of ‘annoyed’, but she’s also taught me cool words like ‘discretion’ and ‘rapture’ so I can’t really complain. ‘Swings and roundabouts’, as Nana says.

Viola got her classy vocab from her parents, Rusty and Sue. They read lots of fancy books to Viola when she was little because they’re arty-book-museum types. So, while my parents were reading Enid Blyton to me at bedtime, they were reading Viola Pride and Prejudice.

My first conversation with Viola in kindergarten went something like this:

Me: Hi, I’m Gracie.

Her: Delighted to meet you, Gracie. My name is Viola Clarke.

Me: Do you like The Wiggles?

Her: What are The Wiggles?

Me: You know… the ‘Big Red Car’?

Her: My mum has a green car and it’s only small. But we do have a big red wheelbarrow. Would you care to see it one day?

I knew straight away that Viola Clarke was the most interesting person I’d ever met (apart from my grandpa, but that was only because he could take all his teeth out at night), and now she knows me better than anyone. Like, she knows I love making lists, especially top five ones, and that I touch light switches three times before using them when I’m stressed. (No idea why… it must be a superstitious thing I picked up from Nana.) But I ‘suspect’ that Viola is wrong about Margot and I having anything in common.







January 21st


3.30 pm

Margot Pederson and I officially have zero in common.

Today was as awkward and frustrating as watching Dad type with two fingers on his laptop. I forced Viola to come with me because there’s no way I would have coped with Margot on my own, so she came to our house this morning and Dad drove us both to Meadow Gate Shopping Centre – the setting for the worst catch-up ever.




3.45 pm

We’d arranged to meet Margot outside Kmart at 11 am, and she was already there, waiting, when we arrived.

Viola walked straight up to her. ‘Hey, Margot!’ she said in her chirpiest voice.

‘Hi,’ I said, less chirpy.

Margot just stared down at her feet and mumbled something into her chest. Viola and I had no idea what to do or say next. Finally, after what felt like a three-hour awkward silence, Viola said, ‘Wanna go check out that new vintage shop?’

I nodded. ‘Sure.’

Margot didn’t say anything, so we took that as a ‘yes’ and the three of us headed down the escalator. We must have been quite the sight. Me in my denim shorts, thongs and bright-yellow Superbats T-shirt, Viola wearing her black Doc Martens, knickerbockers, a white T-shirt and her flat cap, and Margot in grey tracksuit pants, an oversized white T-shirt and her usual sour expression. I couldn’t tell if she didn’t want to be there or if she was just nervous. Either way, Margot hardly said a word the whole time we were in the shop. Viola and I gasbagged away while Margot just tugged on her low ponytail and shuffled around behind us. When she did speak, it was just to agree with everything we said.

Like, when I said, ‘Hey, Margot, don’t you reckon it’s weird that we’re the only two West Meadow grade sixers going to Middleton?’ she said, ‘Yeah, it’s weird that we’re the only two.’

Then Viola said, ‘Maybe you two should get the bus to school together?’ and Margot said, ‘Oh, yeah, maybe we should get the bus together.’

I decided to ask a direct question, positive it would force an original thought out of her (I seriously deserve a medal for effort), but I was wrong.

‘What do you think of the Middleton uniform?’ I asked. ‘The colours seem like a bold choice.’

‘Yeah, the colours are a bold choice.’

Honestly, it was like hanging out with a parrot.

At one point, Viola pointed at Margot’s pink sparkly iPhone and said, ‘Exquisite case.’

Margot immediately perked up and gushed, ‘Yeah, Mum said I could have a phone because I’m starting high school. I chose the case.’

This just made me even more annoyed because Dad says I can’t have a phone until I’m thirteen as ‘that’s when Imogen got hers.’ This is just further proof that my father is determined to ruin my life. He had to get Margot’s mum’s number off the grade six contact list to organise today, which is SO embarrassing. I may as well be a toddler. Do you know how embarrassing it is to be twelve years old and to have your dad organising your social life?

(Of course you don’t. You’re a diary.)

At least he had to get me a laptop for year seven coz it’s school policy, so I’m not totally in the dark ages. I bet Dad would love it if I were only allowed to use chalk and one of those tiny blackboards kids wrote on in the 1800s. Actually, Viola would probably love that too.

‘Shall we go for bubble tea?’ Viola suggested when we left the shop.

‘Yep!’ I said, desperate to keep moving.

As we got near Bubble Central, Margot went red and started fidgeting.

I frowned. ‘Are you okay?’

I thought she might be having a nervous episode. My Aunt Josie has those sometimes.

‘Yeah,’ Margot whispered. ‘It’s just… the guy who works at Bubble Central is sooo cute.’

I looked over at the boy standing behind the counter and wondered if Margot was due for an eye test. His eyebrows were even thicker than mine, and I could see a greasy mullet poking out from under his orange work cap. He was wearing a yellow apron – an unfortunate look for any teenager – and his vacant expression told me he didn’t have much going on up top either. I glanced at Viola to see her reaction to Margot’s diabolical statement, but she was already studying the menu board.

We ordered our drinks and Margot was so nervous that she barely managed to squeak out the words ‘Strawberry Boba’. Once Bubble Tea Boy handed them over, the three of us found a table and Viola and I spent the next twenty minutes trying to get a conversation out of Margot. We talked about music, movies, bands, books and all the other important life stuff, but Margot just nodded and stared down at her Birkenstocks. Dead boring.

When no one had said anything for about an hour (at least, that’s how long it felt), Viola pointed at Margot’s rainbow-coloured toenails and said, ‘Oh, Margot! I absolutely adore your nail polish.’

Her face lit up again, just like it had after Viola’s phone case compliment.

‘Thanks,’ Margot said. ‘I did them last night.’

Viola nudged me. ‘We should paint our nails one day.’

She glanced down at my feet then and frowned. ‘Did you shave your toes again, Gracie?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, trying to wiggle them, but the bandaids made it tough.

Margot’s eyes went wide. ‘You shave your toes?’

A few heads swivelled in our direction because of course THIS was the loudest she’d been all day.

‘Uh, yeah.’ I nodded. ‘I inherited my dad’s hairy eyebrows, legs and toes.’

‘Is there really that much hair on your toes?’ Margot asked – again, way too loudly.

‘Have you seen a yeti?’ Viola said.

Margot nodded.

‘Worse.’

I lunged out of my seat to put Viola in a headlock, but she dodged it, so I ended up sprawled on the sticky gross food court tiles. Viola laughed so hard Mango Fruit Tea spurted out of her nostrils, which only made us both laugh even more, and Margot just sat there and stared at us like we were aliens. I don’t think we’re going to be best friends anytime soon.




4.30 pm

Okay, so we’re not going to be besties but maybe I should look at my ‘friendship’ with Margot as a business arrangement. Obviously, I’m too cool for Margot. But I don’t know anyone else at Middleton and I don’t want to be a loner in my first few days of year seven. As soon as the other cool year sevens get to know me, we’ll start a cool group, and when that happens I’ll bring Margot in to the group too, because that’s the kind of person I am. She’s going to need a friend like me at Middleton. A girl like Margot Pederson could be eaten alive in high school.







January 22nd


10.45 am

I forgot to say that we bumped into Jun and Zillah at the shops yesterday too. I could see that they were shocked to see us with Margot, even though they said hi to her in a friendly way, but then Zillah made one of her ‘OH!’ faces.

‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘You guys are both going to Middleton, aren’t you?’

‘Yep,’ I said, trying my best to sound perky.

Margot just stood there, not saying anything as usual. Then Viola asked if Zillah and Jun had got their year seven textbooks yet, and the three of them started talking about all the stuff they need for West Meadows High. Suddenly I was the one standing there all silent and awkward, and my stomach went a bit fluttery. I know Viola and I will ALWAYS be best friends, even if we’re not at the same school, and I’m pretty sure I’ll stay friends with Jun and Zillah too, but I’m still super jealous they’re all going to the same school without me.




10.55 am

I’m also jealous of their uniform, which is heaps better than Middleton’s. They get to wear a blue-and-white checked dress or charcoal pants with a white polo.

When Viola modelled the dress for me, she looked super cute, even with her houndstooth beret, which she added to ‘Viola’ it up. My uniform, on the other hand, is a purple-and-green checked dress, purple blazer and green tie. The one time I tried it on, it looked like the Joker had hurled all over me.


The Purple-and-Green School Uniform Blues

My uniform is so ugly. The ugliest I’ve seen.

Some parts are purple. The other parts are green.

It’s like grapes and peas were thrown at a dress,

and Middleton Grammar loved the ugly mess.

My dad says it’s cute, but he cannot see

this ugly uniform is not for me.









January 23rd


11.20 am

Aunt Lee came over with my birthday presents this morning. She’s four days late but I’m prepared to let it go because she’s my favourite aunt. I got a Siouxsie and the Banshees biography and a Blondie T-shirt. I was super happy with those but then she said there was another present out the front. I ran outside to find a blue bike with a brown leather seat, fat brown tyres and a big red bow on the handlebars.

Aunt Lee gestured to it like it was a prize on one of those cheesy game shows. ‘Do you like it? It’s a classic Lekker!’ she said.

I had no idea what a Lekker was, but I gave her a huge hug and told her I loved it. It’s gorgeous, and a new bike is well overdue. I’ve had the same one since I was eight, and it’s way too small for me now. Whenever I ride it, I’m paranoid that someone’s going to think that I’ve stolen a bike from some poor prep kid.

Dad was standing there with a frown on his face the whole time, but I didn’t care because this was my moment, not his. I don’t know why he even followed us outside.

‘That bike is way too expensive for a twelve-year-old girl, Lee,’ he said.

I wanted to strangle him.

‘It’s not!’ I insisted. ‘It’s awesome!’

Aunt Lee gave her brother a withering stare.

‘This is my present to my niece, and it’s nothing to do with you, Kev,’ she said. ‘So, butt out.’

This immediately set Gus off. He started yelling ‘BUTT’ over and over and doing his infamous ‘butt dance’, which is basically him just bending over and smacking himself on the bum. Finally, Aunt Lee picked him up and slung him over her shoulder.

‘Come on, Gus,’ she said. ‘Let’s go inside so Uncle Kev can make us some coffee.’

Gus giggled. ‘I don’t drink coffee, Aunt Lee!’

‘Never too young to start,’ she said.

Dad and Buster followed them inside and I was finally able to have a moment alone with my new awesome present. It does look a bit too expensive for me, although I’d never admit that to Dad. I won’t be able to chuck this one on the ground like I did with my old bike, which is kind of a shame.




12.50 pm

Aunt Lee can afford to buy me expensive gifts like the Lekker because of her rich-person city job. She’s a corporate investment banker, or something like that, and is LOADED. She even flies business class, which just proves how rich she is, but Dad refuses to take money from her. Even if we actually need it. Whenever Aunt Lee offers us a loan, he carries on ‘like a pork chop’ (direct quote from Nana), yapping on about how we ‘don’t need charity’ and how we’re ‘doing absolutely fine’. Aunt Lee eventually stopped offering. Now she just buys us fancy presents instead. I, for one, am very happy with this arrangement.

If Nana had been here today and heard Dad banging on about the bike being too expensive, she’d have said, ‘That’s not your dog.’ This is something Nana says a lot – usually to Dad, when he’s complaining about how our neighbours are renovating their already ginormous house. I think it means: ‘Don’t worry about something that has nothing to do with you.’ But who knows with Nana. She says a lot of weird stuff, and I only understand about half of it. It will probably make more sense once I start high school.








January 24th


10.30 am

Dad says I have to go to the cricket club with him and Gus this afternoon because Imogen is going to Lulu’s. I told him I’m old enough to stay home and look after Gus, but my father clearly thinks I’m still five years old.




10.37 am

Imogen is Miss Popularity at Middleton Grammar, and has loads of friends, but Lulu is her best and oldest friend. They’ve been besties since kindergarten, same as me and Viola. I love Lulu – mainly because she’s way nicer to me than Imogen – but in the last year or so she’s been a bit different. When I was little, she and Imogen let me hang out with them and Lulu always gave me the best piggybacks, but now when she comes over, she just says, ‘Hey, Gracie!’ then goes straight to Imogen’s room. There’s no way they’ll let me hang out with them at Middleton.




11.40 am

I’ve got a pimple the size of a basketball on my chin. It had better be gone by the time school starts.




11.42 am

Definitely not going to pick it. Don’t wanna make it worse.




11.44 am

I’m just gonna let it go away naturally.





11.50 am

I picked it and now it won’t stop bleeding. Awesome.




2.15 pm

Pam works in the cricket club canteen and thinks she’s hilarious. Every time she sees me, she says, ‘Gracie, you’ve got so tall! If it rains, you’ll be the first to know!’ then laughs at her own joke. Today was no different, but since she usually sneaks me a party pie afterwards, I’m willing to smile at her terrible jokes in exchange for a free lunch.




3.50 pm

Last year, Kate Farnsworth, a girl in my class, told everyone she’s planning a full personality and image makeover for high school. This was a wise decision for Kate because she was a big dobber who picked her nose and ate it, and no one wanted to sit next to her. But it’s different for me. I was a primary school Rock Goddess, so I’d like my social status to stay the same, thank you very much. It’s crucial that I keep my cool reputation alive and well at Middleton Grammar.




8 pm

Aunt Mary and Uncle Matt came over tonight to collect Gus. They stayed for a cup of tea and sat way too close to each other for my liking. The whole time they were here they kept giggling and pinching each other. I was mortified, but the pretty beaded necklace they brought back for me almost made up for it. Almost.





9.15 pm

The house is way too quiet and I’m going to miss having Gus around. I won’t miss his farts stinking up my room every night though. That child has serious gas issues. Viola said it’s probably a sign that he needs more quinoa in his diet.
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