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  Windows Live Messenger



  




  Em the Gem says:




  Hiya Cass – how ya doin?


  





  Cass X says:


  ok thanx. Xept for nightmares & panics – u know. [image: ]


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Yeh. I no. I’m still getting them, urs must b 100x worse


  





  Cass X says:




  I spose we have 2 live with it.


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Jen – social worker, not Jen in PE – a says write it down.


  Better out on paper.


  





  Cass X says:




  I try not to think about it all – just push it away.


  





  Em the Gem says:


  yeh – but that makes it worse, doesn’t it? I’m going well loopy.


  





  Cass X says:




  I’m totally round the bend. Its not much fun, I can tell u.


  





  Em the Gem says:




  We gotta do something.


  





  Cass X says:




  Agree – but writing will make us think about it.


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Jen said u take control.


  





  Cass X says:




  How does she know?






  Em the Gem says:




  I dunno. Jen knows these things. Im gonna try. Can we do it together? [image: ]


  





  Cass X says:




  What meet up & do it?


  





  Em the Gem says:




  No. Here or by email.


  





  Cass X says:




  What – you write a bit, then me?


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Yeh, attachment. Then we can run it off & put it together.






  Cass X says:




  What for?


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Jen reckoned if put tog like a book, I’ll feel more tog 2. Should work for u 2.


  





  Cass X says:




  I dunno. I’ll think about it.


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Don’t think – just do. Must b better than now.


  





  Cass X says:




  There r lots of bits I don’t know. Maybe I should face up to it lol! [image: ]


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Lotsa bits I dunno 2.


  





  Cass X says:


  ok we’ll have a go. Tell me everything.


  





  Em the Gem says:




  Write it dead honest then? No covering up?


  





  Cass X says:


  ok. No promises mind, cos I’ll have 2 start first & don’t know if I can. [image: ]






  Em the Gem says:




  C if u can. Pls [image: ] C u ltr – gotta go. Susie’s calling me 4 t. Bye


  





  Cass X says:




  Bye 4 now.




  




  

    

      	That night!! Chapter 1



      	Friday, 11 April 6.31 PM

    


  




  From: cassandra briggs [cassab88@yahoo.co.uk]


  To: Jennings, Emma


  Chapter 1.CB.doc



  





  Hi Em




  I’ve made a start. Here’s my first piece. I could’ve started with what happened earlier and written about that row I had with Mum – or the day before that when Mum’s friend told on us – but I think this is the real beginning. I’ve begun with the night when I made the biggest stupid mistake of my whole life.




  It was awful writing it. I felt quite upset and I’ve had really bad nightmares. I started three days ago. It was the first time I’d really let myself think through what happened.




  It feels like putting together fragments. Little fragments of our lives. All those pieces I’ve been trying not to think about. It’s really strange.




  Love


  Cass x


  PS I numbered it 1, like a chapter in a book, so you can do chapter 2.




  
1


  


  by Cass





  I shouldn’t have been there that night, really. I don’t know if I told you before but my Mum thought I was doing revision for my mock Biology GCSE with Hayley (you know her, the brainy one who never stops talking). Anyway, that’s where I said I was going. I had to get out of my house after what my Mum had just tried to ‘discuss’ with me in a ‘mature manner’. I did set off to go to Hayley’s, but I reached the end of the road and just stuffed my revision cards into the pocket of my parka and turned left instead of right to go towards your house. Being with you was strictly out of bounds – you remember why! I wish now that I’d been a good girl and gone to Hayley’s. Nothing personal, but the way things worked out . . . well, you know.




  But there we were, 15 minutes later, with Jackie and Liz, in the Tesco car park. I’m not sure why you said we’d meet the boys there, it’s fine in the summer but in December the wind whips across from the fens and it’s always absolutely freezing. It was so cold we were clapping our hands together and stomping up and down as if we were at some rave. Then you showed us some dance steps and before long we morphed into a girl group – mimicking your crazy movements and all singing ‘Rocking around the Christmas Tree’ into imaginary microphones. I don’t know what the evening shoppers thought of us.




  Despite the cold, I was feeling really excited. Remember how much I liked Spider? Up until that night I’d worshipped him from afar, well, from behind you, I suppose. I was really shy. (Still am, except when I’m singing!)




  That night I sensed things would be different. And as soon as he drove into the car park, I knew I was right. We stopped our singing and dancing act and watched him climb out of his motor. For some reason he noticed me – unless you’d already told him I had a crush on him, did you? Spider was so fit, I couldn’t believe he would look at me twice – I used to think I was really ugly. What Spider said went, and that night, he smoothed back his beautiful black hair, which always looked tousled before he had it all cut off, and he looked straight down at me with those huge brown eyes. I felt the heat rise up through my body and spread right up into my face. Then he spoke. His voice carried across the car park, loud enough for everyone to hear, like some great announcement,




  “Cassie babe, you’re with me. Rest of you go with Jock and Adam.”




  I kept thinking, Me, me, he wants me, over and over again.




  But I just froze to the spot. All you girls were nodding and smiling – Jackie whispered ‘Go for it Cass, go for it.’ No way could I get out of this without looking a right idiot, and anyway I really wanted to go. So I stopped thinking about what my Mum would say and slowly sauntered over to him.




  I climbed into his motor looking as cool as I could. I was so busy trying to look unfazed that I forgot all about the seatbelt, not that it would have made much difference at that point, I felt too gooey to be able to do anything as practical as clunk-click.




  So there I was, sat beside him like the cat who’d got the cream. His car was super clean inside and smelled of new polished leather. I kept my hands on my lap so that I didn’t leave fingerprints on the seats. It was great when he was driving us down the A10, he talked really nicely about all sorts of stuff, but mostly about his car. I could hardly answer, I couldn’t think what to say. I had to keep controlling this great grin that kept trying to creep across my face. Every now and then he gave me that little sideways smile, you know the one. It was awesome. My heart was beating really fast. I imagined all the places we might be going, maybe the cinema, a night club or even just Pizza Hut, perhaps.




  Everything was cool – till we got on the A14. I think you were right behind us then, weren’t you? Jock overtook us as soon as we’d gone round the roundabout and onto the dual carriageway.




  Spider stopped smiling at me – he just snarled and swore at Jock. Then he put down his foot and we sailed past. No contest really – Spider’s motor had all the power. But then you lot caught up and you all waved and managed to overtake us when we were stuck behind a beet lorry. Again, no problem to Spider, he just roared past the lorry and you in one go. I can remember you leaning out of the window, with your hair blowing round your face and your purple lips moving up and down making all those strange shapes – what were you shouting? Do you remember? Your face looked kinda distorted with the wind. It made me laugh. Oh, by the way, that was my Violet Sensation lippy, you never gave it back.




  It was fantastic waving when we passed you again – exhilarating, powerful. Then Spider put his foot down and the car took off. I was jerked back in my seat as we flew down the road. Must’ve been doing 90 at least and still getting faster. Really fast. I was laughing at first. Then he didn’t slow down and overtook two cars by going into the inside lane. That’s when I stopped feeling excited and grabbed the seatbelt, fumbling with it to try to get it fastened. I no longer cared what Spider thought, I was going to wear it. There was something jamming it, I couldn’t get it to click. My heart started to pound. I felt sick and dizzy.




  “Spider, slow down, please” – my voice sounded feeble, almost squeaky. Spider laughed.




  “Spider, slow down, slow down!” I clutched at his arm and he shrugged me off.




  “We’re just getting going, Babe, hold on tight!”




  “Stop being so stupid, just stop it!!”




  I was yelling now – shrieking at him. I’d totally given up all thoughts of impressing him – I just wanted out of that car. Now.




  “Stop and let me out!!”




  Spider laughed again.




  “You scared, Babe? That’s cute.” He turned towards me, reached over and stroked my face. “You’re even more beautiful when you’re frightened, Babe.”




  He kissed the ends of his fingers, then pressed them on my mouth. I couldn’t have cared less.




  “Just concentrate on the road!” I yelled.




  Then it happened.




  Don’t ask me why, but what had been a race, going real fast, turned into a slow, horrific nightmare.




  The great curving swerve came first. Spider, turning back to face the road, had seen that we had drifted into the other lane – he grabbed the wheel, yanking the car back too far for the speed we were going at. The right side of the car crashed into the central barrier and bounced off it. We went into a spin. Strangely, I had time to imagine we were on the Wurlitzer at the fair – the lights of other cars creating a dazzling whirling effect. Spider gave up struggling to hold the steering wheel. He was screeching now like a little kid. Then, Em, you’ll never believe what he did next –




  He closed his eyes.




  That’s when I went all calm and started to pray. I reached across him and pushed on the steering wheel trying to avoid the side of the car immediately in front of us. It swerved and we got past – I remember a small face turning to me from the back seat, eyes wide open, her silent scream filled with Spider’s hollering. With an almighty bump we came off the road and I lost hold of the steering wheel. Spider’s souped-up-rubbish-on-wheels shot across the verge and there was this huge splintering thump as we hit something and I shot through the windscreen, sliding across what was left of the bonnet.




  The world stopped. Then I was crumpled up on the ground smelling the musty wet grass in the dark, surrounded by all these glistening little pieces of broken glass. The pain in my neck was excruciating, it was hurting me to breathe and there was something gritty in my right eye. As I put my hand up to it, I could feel nothing but wetness – slimy wetness. Then everything was turning, turning, I couldn’t focus.




  The darkness crowded into me.




  




  Chapters 2 & 3 about calling the ambulance and seeing your Mum




  Saturday, 12 April 12.20 PM


  





  From: Jennings, Emma [mailto: ejj9@hotmail.co.uk]


  To: cassandra briggs


  Chapter2.ejj.doc


  Chapter3.ejj.doc


  





  Hi Cass




  Reading your stuff was awful! Not ‘cause of how you wrote it. That was cool. Just that it brought it all back.




  I’ve done two bits (impressive, eh?). That’s ‘cause when I finished the first one, I realised there was more that happened afterwards that you didn’t know about.




  But, before you get reading I’ve got two things to tell you.


  1, no way did I tell Spider you fancied him. Everyone knew though, it was that obvious!!!!


  2, I chucked that lippy away. Sorry. It brought back too many bad memories. I’ll buy you a new one if you want. Not that colour, mind. It gives me the shudders.




  Oh, and the thing you crashed into was some farm machinery. So here you are. Chapters 2 and 3 of the book that will make us famous! (Ha,ha J)




  Luv and hugs


  Em xx


  Ps I was shouting “slow down you ****** fool,” to Spider.




  And Jock sends his best and hopes you are ‘coping and improving’. His words not mine!




  
2


  


  by Em





  I thought you were dead when we pulled up behind you. I jumped out and so did Jock. It seemed to take forever to run round to the front of the car where you were. That nutter Spider had hold of your arm and trying to drag you up. He was shouting “Get up babe, get up!” over and over. Apart from his crazy mind, he was fine. The airbag thingy had popped out of the steering wheel just like it was meant to. He had got out with hardly a scratch. Shame there wasn’t one for you.




  I started shouting at Spider




  “Get off her, leave her. She mustn’t be moved. Stop that.”.




  Jock was quieter, more patient with him.




  “Come on, mate, let go of her now. She can’t get up. We’ll get some help. You just leave her there.” Then Jock pulled Spider away from you, talking to him all the time. You made some dreadful gurgling noise. That’s how we knew you were alive.




  With Spider out the way, I sort of went into trying to organise things fast. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, but was trembling too much to use it. Jock took it from me and rang for the ambulance. I knelt by you and listened for your breathing. Your face was downwards, so I was worried you’d suffocate. I couldn’t think whether I was meant to turn it or not. My mind was going round and round trying to remember stuff from when I went to St John’s ambulance for a bit. Mind you, that was two foster homes ago. I knew I had to see if you were conscious.




  “Cass, can you hear me. It’s me, Em. I’m here, I’ll help you. Can you hear me?”




  You didn’t reply. Meanwhile, Jock was talking to the ambulance service. We had to do a sort of relay thing with me shouting out what was wrong with you and Jock saying it all again into his mobile. My stomach was turning over that bad I could hardly get the words out. I was shaking all over. Jock’s mate Luke came over. He took off his jacket and put it round me. Then he went and got Jackie’s furry coat for me to put over you.




  You were covered in blood and definitely unconscious. I was that scared, I thought you might bleed to death. Yes, right there in front of us with me having no idea what to do! Your leg was at a funny angle underneath you, and your breathing was awful. It was still gurgly, but rasping too. The ambulance people asked Jock to ask me if there were any bones sticking out. I couldn’t see. You were wearing that great long purple hoody-jacket thing under your parka. And jeans. I daren’t move you to drag those off. I know you want to know exactly what it was like, so I’ll tell you. Everything was just this bloody mess. Literally it was, I’m not swearing here. The ambulance people asked if you had head wounds. I couldn’t see any. There was loads of blood coming from somewhere, though.




  “Tell them I think it’s her face. I can’t see – and I’m worried she can’t breathe with her face in the mud.”




  They told me, through Jock, how to gently take your head in my hands. It was difficult because you were right up against the metal of the farm machinery. I managed to turn your head a bit to make sure you got some air. I’m trembling here again as I write this, ‘cause that’s when I saw your face.




  Sorry, Cass, you wanted to know what it was like. I’m not sure I can tell you exactly. I can hardly bear to think about it. I was sick. Right there beside you. Really sick. Jock leant over so he could see you and he went dead white. He looked like he might faint. It seemed ages till I heard him say into his mobile,




  “There’s not much of her face left, far as I can see, and there’s just blood where her right eye should be.” That was a fair description, Cass, it looked as bad as that.




  I reckon Jock decided there wasn’t much we could do for you once we saw how bad it was. He just came and sat by me, turning me away from you and I leant on him and we both just clung to each other.




  Jackie and them wanted to see what you looked like. Jock shouted at them to get away. Then they all went and sat above us on the bank, sharing ciggies. We all just waited, listening to that ghastly noise you were making. I started whispering “please make her all right, please make her all right” over and over again. I was rocking back and forwards like some little kid.




  “The ambulance is coming, it’s ok Em,” said Jock. We both knew it wasn’t. I remember looking up and counting stars to try to take my mind off your face. All the time I was listening for your next breath.




  It seemed like hours before the ambulance came. Then there was this great bustle of action with people asking me what had happened. I tried to tell them, only we were quite a way off so I hadn’t really seen. Jock had slowed right down with Spider driving like such a loony. Then it was Police and I had to say it all over again. The cops told us all to go. They seemed to think we weren’t really witnesses as such. By then, the ambulance people had trussed you up on some board thing and hidden your face. Then they put you in the ambulance with Spider who just had a neck collar. Not that he needed it, lucky thing. I asked to go to hospital with you, but there was no room in the ambulance. They said your Mum would be there by the time they arrived, so go home.




  Jock was great. He dropped the others back at Tesco’s car park. Then he took me back to my foster mum’s. When we walked in, she started to throw a wobbly when she saw all that blood over me. Jock just talked her through it and explained it wasn’t my fault. ‘First on the scene’ he said – he sounded like a policeman, you know how solemn he can be. Susie always thinks it’s my fault if someone’s in trouble ‘cause, fair enough, it usually is. I did feel to blame, though. We all encouraged you to go with Spider. Bad move. Bad, bad move. Sorry, Cass.




  Susie made us both a hot cup of tea with loads of sugar. I didn’t like tea then, but just holding the warm mug with both my hands felt good. Taking sips seemed to calm me a bit. Jock told her how I’d looked after you. Not that I did much, really, but I was well grateful to him for leaving out the bit when I was sick as a dog. And when I was blubbering like a baby. Susie seemed real proud of what I’d done. After Jock had gone she ran me a hot bath with lavender scented candles and her best bubble stuff. Bit OTT, but nice. I kept thinking about you, Cass. I couldn’t stop crying. Not while I had my bath, nor even after I’d gone to bed.





  I gotta stop here for a bit, and have a breather. I’ll do the next chapter later.




  
3


  


  by Em





  I didn’t see you while you were in intensive care. It was relatives only. Your Mum was there 24/7 for the first few days. I think your Dad came from Leeds as well, some of the time.




  The suspense was killing me. Jackie phoned and said the rumours at school were flying and they weren’t good. I didn’t even know if you were going to live. So I waited three agonising days and then went round to see if your Mum was back. That was on the Monday evening




  Your Mum opened the door and I said I’d come to see how you were. She just stared at me. Can’t say as I blame her. She looked real tired and white. She hadn’t got any make-up on. I kept saying ‘I’m sorry Mrs Briggs, so sorry’. She nodded then, and opened the door. I hardly dared go in.




  Your mum walked into your front room and sat down on the sofa, like I wasn’t there. There were Christmas cards on the mantelpiece and windowsill, but apart from that the place was a mess, for her. She’s usually right tidy, isn’t she? Piles of clothes covered one of the chairs. A plate of egg and bacon sat on the telly. Maybe Carl had cooked it for her earlier. It didn’t look like she’d touched it.




  I sat there for a while, waiting for her to say something. She was half-lying on the sofa with her legs drawn up under her. Every now and again she did a great big sigh. After a bit I got fidgety, so I went and made us both a cup of tea. It took some time and lots of opening and closing cupboards to find everything. Your mum hadn’t even moved when I brought the teas back into your front room. It was ages till she spoke. She was looking down into her mug. Mine was too hot to hold, but she had hers in both her hands.




  “Why was she there? I thought she was at Hayley’s.”




  Her voice was flat and slow.




  “I don’t know. She just turned up on the doorstep and said she’d come to see me.” I paused. Your mum looked up, her eyes were blank. She seemed to be waiting for more.




  “I was on my way out. Susie wasn’t in ‘til 9 so I thought I’d go and meet everyone up in the car park for a bit.”




  “Susie?”




  “My foster mum.”




  “Oh, I didn’t know. Cassandra didn’t tell me you were fostered.”




  “I live with Susie. She’s on her own, ‘cept for her little boy Sam. He’s 18 months old and well cute.”




  She nodded, so I started telling her about the eight different foster homes I’d been in before. But she’d gone all quiet and was staring into her mug of tea again, so I gave up. She did a great long sigh and I wondered whether to leave. But I felt like looking after her, Cass. And you know how scared I was of your Mum before then. Now I didn’t like to leave her on her own.




  “Where’s Carl?” I asked.




  Your Mum looked at me like she’d forgotten I was there.




  “I think he’s gone home, or he may be down the pub.”




  I was real worried about your Mum, Cass. This wasn’t like her at all. I tried asking after you again. This time she replied,




  “She’s still in the intensive treatment unit.”




  “How is she?” I wanted to ask whether you were awake, whether you knew where you were, you know, whether your brain was ok. I thought I’d better not.




  “The plastic surgeon will see her when she’s on the main ward.” She looked at me and her face changed. Her eyes went like she was giving me the evils and she said, really quiet and careful:




  “She’ll never be the same. She will never ever be my beautiful Cassandra again.”




  I didn’t know what to say.




  Your mum put down her tea and put her head in her hands. She was sort of curled over with her elbows on her knees. I wondered if she had started to cry. I didn’t know what to do. I began to feel like everything was my fault. I needed to get away. I stood up and started to put on my coat. Then I realised your card was in the pocket. I held it out towards your mum.




  “I’ve got this for Cass, I mean, Cassandra. Would you take it for me?”




  She nodded and took it.




  “I’ve got to go now, Mrs Briggs. Can I come back and see you another evening?”




  Your Mum didn’t even answer me. She looked up, but not at me. She was staring across the room towards that big photo of you that’s done like a painting.




  I walked back up the hall and let myself out.


  





  I wanted to go and see her again but I couldn’t go on the Tuesday ‘cause of all that stuff I had to have in for Child Development. It was well overdue. I hadn’t even started on my kids’ picture book, but Susie knew what was needed ‘cause of Sam. So she helped me with deciding how to do it and I drew all the pictures, which worked out quite good. Then I wrote a bit about what I’d done. I had to make it sound like I’d been working on it for weeks, mind. You know, even that appraisal bit looked quite good once I printed it off. Did you know I got a B for that project? I was well chuffed.




  Anyway, when I went back on the Wednesday, your Mum opened the door and said




  “You again”.




  She let me in though.




  I followed her into your front room and stood there, not knowing what to do. Your Mum stayed standing up too – just looking at me. Made me feel right awkward.




  “How’s Cass?” I said.




  Your mum didn’t answer for ages. The room felt like it was shouting what was in my head, which was “talk to me”. She did.




  “She’s not good.”




  “Oh, I’m sorry.”




  There was a silence. I wanted to know whether you liked the card, but I was worried about asking. Then I thought if you were real bad you might be dying and you wouldn’t even know I cared about you. I had to know.




  “Were you able to give her the card?”




  “Card? Oh yes, the card. Yes, she saw the card.”




  “She’s conscious then?”




  Your mum answered in this really flat voice.




  “She opened her eyes and started trying to talk this morning. But the doctor sedated her again, because she needed to be kept still.”




  Then your Mum told me you had your arm in plaster, your leg all wired up and some broken ribs. She didn’t say anything about your face or your eye.




  Your Mum looked straight at me and said, very slowly, “They say she’s lucky to be alive.” I couldn’t think of anything to say.




  She went a bit quiet then. I made her a cup of tea. I thought she might tell me off today, for taking liberties or something, but she just said “thanks”.




  We sipped at our tea in silence. Every gulp I made sounded like this real loud noise and that clock of yours on the mantel-piece was ticking like some bomb. Then, finally, when I thought she’d never say anything again, so I’d better just go, your Mum started asking me questions.




  “Has Cassandra been round to yours often on a school night?”




  “Er, no. Not often. But a few times, maybe three.”




  “I see. And what do you know about this boy whose car she was in?”




  “Spider? Oh, I’ve known him ever since I came to live here. That’s nearly a year. He’s at college studying mechanics.”




  “And did Cassandra meet him often?”




  “I don’t think so.”




  “I can’t understand why she didn’t tell me about him.”




  I didn’t tell her that it was probably because he wasn’t your boyfriend or anything, so there was nothing to tell. Wish I had really, that would have been a real good idea, as things turned out. Mind you, if he had been your boyfriend, I don’t think you’d have told her. You were too mad with her about Carl wanting to move in.




  She carried on asking me stuff and I just kept telling her I didn’t know. I didn’t want to betray you, Cass. Your Mum didn’t give up,




  “Where did Cassandra meet Stephen Rider?” she asked. “Was it at your house?”




  That put me in a bit of a spot really, so I told her ‘no’ and that Spider was just a person who was part of the group and we’d bumped into him a few times. I didn’t think you’d want her to know you’d been hanging around with all of us in the car park.




  “Did you know he is only just 17?”




  “No,” I didn’t know what your mum was getting at – did she think he was the wrong age for you, or what?




  “And did you know he hasn’t even passed his driving test?” Honest, Cass, I did not know that, or no way would you have got in that car. Spider’s been driving various motors for the past year, so I just assumed he was legit. Anyway, he said he was 19, and ‘cause he’s at college, we believed him.




  I tried to tell your Mum I didn’t know, but she wasn’t listening, just going on about Spider.




  “He’s not even learning! Apparently he hasn’t even got a provisional licence. What my daughter was doing in his car, I do not know.” She was talking real fast and hard. “What he has done to her is diabolical. He ought to be locked up. She will never be the same again. He has ruined her life. And what for?”




  I just shook my head. I didn’t dare say anything.




  “Just to show off!”




  She banged her cup down on the coffee table as she said this. Her tea went everywhere. She just sat and watched it dribble onto the carpet.




  “I’m real sorry about what happened Mrs Briggs. I hope Cass gets better soon.” I knew that sounded pathetic, under the circumstances.




  Your mum didn’t take her eyes off the dripping tea. She seemed quiet again.




  I stood up to go but remembered I’d brought some fruit pastilles, you know, those sugary ones you like. I pulled them out of my coat pocket,




  “Please would you give Cass these from me?”




  Oh, Cass, it was awful. Your mum just stared at the sweets like they were poison. She turned her head away from me, but not before I saw her eyes glistening with tears. She stood up and picked up the cups, walking back into the kitchen. I was still holding the sweets. I think she was trying to get her act together, because when she came back in the room she told me quite calmly why sweets were ‘inappropriate’. I’m sorry, Cass, I had no idea. No-one had told me you had tubes and things to feed you.




  I put the pastilles back in my pocket and left.




  




  

    

      	I love fruit pastilles!! & Chapter 4



      	Tuesday, 15 April 9.23 PM


    


  




  From: cassandra briggs [mailto: cassab88@yahoo.co.uk]


  To: Jennings, Emma


  Chapter 4.CB.doc






  Hi Em




  Thanks for buying me those pastilles! That was really nice of you. They should’ve liquidised them and fed them to me down the tube!




  I knew my mum must have been fazed by what happened. She was so weird in hospital – well, you’ll see, I’ve written about it in this chapter. I suppose it must have been awful for her. It was really odd the way she was with Spider, though. Sometimes she was really mad with him – like when she spoke to you – and then another time she was extra nice and seemed to be trying to get us together. I’m still not sure what that was about.




  Do you know, I think she’s even more confused than I am. That’s scary, isn’t it?




  Anyway, here’s chapter 4. It’s all about my face, a Welshman and a freak show.




  Must go – got to do physics revision, I’ve been sent a mock exam to do at home tomorrow, because I missed the one in January – uugh! [image: ]




  Luv


  Cass x




  
4


  


  by Cass





  I don’t remember regaining consciousness – apart from a vague feeling of coming back. Like being in a dream and then you’re not and then you are again. Even the last few days of those two weeks, when apparently I was with it, are fuzzy now. I can just remember bleeping noises and people bending over me. And the pain – so much pain – coming and going as I drifted in and out of focus. My Dad says your brain is very good at crossing out stuff you can’t bear thinking about, but I’m not sure he’s totally right. It’s not just the pain I can still remember. Going through the windscreen, that’s what most of my nightmares were about. And yelling ‘stop, stop, STOP!’ as we go faster and faster.
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