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To Carmen and Chloe, the dream-team editor-and-agent combo, who have been there since the very start of Lottie’s adventures. Thank you for believing in her as much as me! PS OMG, how are we on book eight already?!




THURSDAY 16 FEBRUARY

10.44 a.m.[image: ]
Since Bella turned one, she has also turned quite bitey. It’s particularly concerning because Mum goes back to work soon and Bella is going to start at Happy Teddies Nursery, where she will be free to inflict her vampirish reign on the other unsuspecting babies.

She has eight teeth now, and I know this because I counted the number of indents she left on my arm this morning!

You see, I was just minding my own business … watching TV on the sofa … and she waddled over, clamped her jaws on my left arm and WOULD NOT let go.

[image: Bella bites Lottie’s arm. Lottie screams, ‘Owww! Bella, no!!!’]
I tried to pull her off, but unfortunately she has a super-firm grip, and the more I tried to prise her mouth open, the harder she chomped down. I might add that she was also squealing with delight!

Eventually, Mum appeared to find out what all the commotion was.

‘Awww,’ she said, looking at us lovingly.

‘What do you mean, awww?’ I said. ‘It’s not at all awww. She’s trying to take a chunk out of my arm, and it actually REALLY hurts!’

‘Oh, I see … I thought she was kissing you. Bella, it’s not very kind to bite, is it?’ said Mum.

‘EEEE!’ squealed Bella.

‘Mum, she doesn’t understand you – just get her off!’

‘I’m trying to practise gentle parenting, Lottie.’

‘What does that even mean?’

‘It means staying calm and rational,’ Mum explained. Then she turned to Bella and said in a really gentle voice, ‘We don’t bite, do we? Because biting is –’

‘EEEEEEEEEEE!’ squealed Bella again.

‘– not very kind and it can –’

‘EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!’

‘Muuuuuuum, it’s hurting!’

Mum sighed and tried (and struggled) to remove Bella from my arm.

‘She’s got quite a firm grip here, you know …’

‘Yes, I’ve noticed!!’

‘OK, I’m going to count to three and then I’m going to pull her. Ready?’

‘Owwww, yes … Do it quickly!’

‘One … two … three …’

Mum managed to pull her off, but Bella must have been having a lovely time biting my arm as she started bawling her eyes out.

‘Oh dear, poor darling!’ soothed Mum, bouncing her up and down on her hip.

‘Poor darling?! I’m the one who got bitten!’ I said, rubbing my arm. ‘Look! She’s left teeth marks and everything.’

‘ME BITEYYYYYY!’ shouted Bella.

Instead of being concerned about me, Mum actually looked quite proud.

‘Did you know that most babies can’t put two words together until they’re eighteen months old?’ she said.

WHAT?!

‘And also, most babies only have four teeth by the time they reach one,’ she said, completely ignoring my pain and suffering. ‘It’s very impressive to have eight!’

‘It’s not that impressive if you’re using them to commit GBH on your siblings!’ I said.

Mum laughed and muttered something about reporting it to the police.

‘You won’t be laughing if she bites someone at Happy Teddies!’ I told her.

She stopped laughing and looked at Bella. ‘You wouldn’t do that, would you, my sweet baby?’

‘MEEEEEEEEEEEE BITEEEEY!’ shouted Bella again.

I spy trouble ahead …

1.34 p.m.[image: ]
Just been chatting to Poppy on the phone. She’s so super sad about the Amber situ – I know this because she told me about a million times.

[image: Lottie and Poppy talk to each other on their phones. Poppy says, ‘I’m suuuuuper sad, like soooooo suuuuuper sad…’ Lottie thinks, ‘I don’t think I’ve done a poo for two days?!’]
In case you’ve forgotten all the DRAMA from my last diary, here is a little recap for ya. Strap yerself in because it’s a liiiiittle bit complicated …


	* Me and Daniel got together at Theo’s NYE party, and all was good for a bit … until Amber started being all weird with me.

	* By weird, I mean not very nice … Stuff like leaving me out of plans and saying that I’d rather hang out with Daniel than The Queens of Eight Green (NOT true).

	* Amber decided to hold X-Factor-style auditions for a boyfriend (yes, really).

	* I began to suspect that Amber was well jel that I had a boyf and she didn’t …

	* The auditions worked (sort of) and she got together with Casper, who is in Year Nine!

	* But it turned out that Casper was only doing it for a dare, and he humiliated Amber by dumping her in front of everyone (mega cringe).

	* Meanwhile Amber had got us all tickets to the hottest gig in town: the Bad Pancakes. It was meant to be a girly night out to cheer her up … but the problem was that Daniel had also got me and him tickets as a surprise #awks.

	* Being the GREAT friend that I am, I decided to go with my mates. #FriesBeforeGuys, remember!

	* The gig was brilliant, and we were all having the best time (Dad is now a mega fan after he came along as our chaperone).

	* I’ve got a really itchy shin.

	* Ignore that – it’s actually unrelated.

	* Things started to go wrong when I bumped into Daniel, and he asked if we could dance together for a bit. I said no as I didn’t want the girls to think I’d left them, but Amber reassured me that I should, and we organized a place to meet later on.

	* When I tried to meet TQOEG, they weren’t there, and I couldn’t find them anywhere!!

	* I lost them for the rest of the gig frowing face[image: ]

	* After the Bad Pancakes had played their final song (which was EPIC), Daniel and me made our way to the exit and finally found TQOEG, but they were really upset with me!

	* Basically, Amber denied she’d made a plan to meet me and told the girls that I’d just gone off with my boyfriend because I clearly liked him best.

	* It was all LIES!

	* I thought I’d lost ALL my friends! It was sooooooo awful!

	* Shin is itching again.

	* Luckily, the truth all came out when Daniel backed up my story.

	* It also came out that Amber had been PURPOSELY not asking me to come along to gang meetings and pretending to the others that she had – exactly like I’d suspected!

	
[image: ]
* Just call me Detective Inspector Brooks.

	* Amber was not happy about being exposed and she tried to make the girls choose between me and her.

	* They chose me (although TBH they didn’t want to have to choose at all).

	* Amber left the WhatsApp group in a mega strop and started hanging out with Izzy G and Candice AKA TUMGG (The Ultimate Mean Girl Gang).

	* She’s been ignoring us ever since!



So yeh, that’s it – in a (rather large) nutshell. Hope you kept up, cos my brain is a bit fried from having to write it all down.

Oh, one more thing – Amber’s parents are getting a divorce. She’s always said that she doesn’t care, but we think it’s affecting her more than she’s letting on. It would certainly help to explain a lot of her behaviour lately.

We’d been trying to be understanding and help her through it, but she never wanted to talk about it – and now she won’t speak to us full stop. I guess we all kind of assumed she’d just reappear and pretend nothing had happened … but nope. She’s gone totally AWOL.

We are all feeling upset about it (yep – even me!), because no matter what Amber’s done, I can’t forget the good stuff, like the time she stood up for me against Phoebe Pointy Nose at Camp Firefly, how excellent she was at drawing eyebrows on when I had forehead baldness, and how funny she can be (sometimes). Our gang doesn’t feel quite the same without her.

It’s understandable that Poppy is finding it the hardest. She’s been besties with Amber since they were four years old, so she’s really missing her. I think she was hoping I might have some advice, but as Amber’s not been returning any of our messages or phone calls … what else are we meant to do?! Her leaving the WhatsApp group just felt so … final.

2.31 p.m.[image: ]
Shin still itching. I remembered that when I had an itchy ear, Dad said it can be an omen that ‘someone is talking about you’. I decided to google ‘itchy shins omen’ and apparently it means ‘you will have an unpleasant surprise’.

Brilliant! But I guess my life is already unpleasant surprise after unpleasant surprise, so what difference will one more make?

7 p.m.[image: ]
OOOOH, EXCITING NEWS!

TQOEG WhatsApp Group:


MOLLY: GUYS, I’ve got a REALLY brilliant surprise!



POPPY: OOOOH this sounds intriguing – tell us more!



ME: Does it involve us??



MOLLY: Of course!



ME: Does it involve needles, because I’m scared of needles?



MOLLY: No Thinking Face Emoji[image: ]



ME: Does it involve cockroaches, because I’m scared of cockroaches?



MOLLY: No!



ME: Does it involve plastic cutlery, because I’m scared of plastic cutlery?



MOLLY: What the?! Look, Lottie, if it involved plastic cutlery, cockroaches or getting injections, would it be a ‘REALLY brilliant surprise’?



POPPY: Good point well made smiling with tears[image: ]



ME: Depends on who you ask though, I guess …



JESS: Molly, ignore Lottie – are you gonna tell us or what?!



MOLLY: Well, I’ve been trying to … SO there is a new escape room place in town and apparently it’s really cool and I thought we could go check it out tomorrow. I googled it already and they have space – my mum said she’d treat us Smiling Face With Smiling Eyes[image: ]



POPPY: OOOOOOH that is a good surprise!



JESS: Nice one, Molls (and Moll’s mum)!!!



ME: YAY! I’ve never done an escape room before!



MOLLY: Glad you’re all up for it – it’s going to be so much fun Smiling Face With Open Mouth[image: ]



POPPY: Um, Lottie – one more thing, please tell us why you are scared of plastic cutlery??



ME: Well, it’s the combination of it being bendy and also pretty useless. I still have flashbacks of the time I had to cut a pizza with a plastic knife – horrendous! It makes me shudder even thinking about it.



JESS: Mmmm, that does sound a bit terrifying.



ME: Told you.



MOLLY: I think she was being sarcastic.



ME: Oh.


I must hand it to Molly – it was one of the best ideas I’d ever heard, plus it was the perfect distraction to keep us all from worrying too much about what was going on with Amber.

When I put my phone down, I was feeling quite smug with myself, firstly because we had a great plan for tomorrow, and secondly because my shin was wrong, and I told it just as much.

Shame it was at that exact moment that Dad walked past.

[image: Lottie tells her shin, ‘Ha! So much for the unpleasant surprise omen!’ Lottie’s dad asks, ‘Um, Lottie, why are you talking to your leg?’ Lottie replies, ‘I’m not… I’m talking to my shin.’ Lottie’s dad asks, ‘Is that less weird??’]
8.29 p.m.[image: ]
Arm still hurts quite a bit – have applied a thick layer of Savlon to the bite mark. Bella puts all sorts of nasty stuff in her mouth, and I don’t want it to get infected.


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

If you don’t manage to escape the escape room, do they let you out?! I hope so, as that wouldn’t be very fun if not.


[image: Lottie and her friends are elderly women. There are tally marks on the wall behind them. Lottie asks, ‘How long have we been in here now?’ One of her friends replies, ‘Nearly 72 years, my dear.’]



FRIDAY 17 FEBRUARY

3.29 p.m.[image: ]
Molly’s mum booked the escape room for 11 a.m. so we decided to meet at the bus stop at 10 a.m. to make sure we had plenty of time to get there and do the forms and safety briefing.

When the bus turned up, it wasn’t that busy and we managed to get the four seats right at the front of the top deck. They are my fave, as it feels a bit like you are driving and you get a great view.

‘Anyone got bus snacks?’ I asked, suddenly feeling hungry.

‘I do,’ said Poppy, pulling out a packet of Takis.

‘Amazing! I love Takis,’ I said excitedly.

‘OMG!’ shrieked Jess, looking out of the window next to her. ‘It’s Amber!’

We all sprang out of our seats and pressed our faces against the glass. She was right! There was Amber, standing outside Starbucks with Candice and Izzy G, chatting and laughing together. I noticed Amber was still wearing her hair in a high bun, just like the other girls.

[image: ]
‘Do you think they’re going to get Frappuccinos?’ asked Poppy sadly. ‘Because that was our thing.’

‘Maybe,’ said Molly, looking equally disappointed.

‘Oh no,’ I gasped, noticing their heads had swivelled in our direction. ‘They’re looking our way.’

We dashed back to our seats, as fast as we could, and all stared out of the front window as if nothing had happened.

‘Do you think they saw us?’ I whispered a few moments later.

‘Probably,’ said Molly, grimacing. ‘Urgh, they’ll think we’re total losers, staring at them like that.’

‘Oh, who cares what they think,’ said Jess. ‘We know we’re NOT losers!’

Neither Poppy or Molly seemed particularly convinced …

I had to back Jess up. ‘And I’d much rather be on my way to an escape room than going to boring old Starbucks,’ I told them. ‘Come on, guys, we’re going to ace this and get out of the room quicker than anyone has ever done it before.’

This worked temporarily, but I really shouldn’t have made such a bold claim, because we were far (FAR, FAR, FAR) from the quickest people to solve the room …

When we arrived, we went to register at the desk and there was a guy who greeted us who was wearing a badge that said: ‘Hello, my name is Martin!’ Martin seemed nice and friendly (at first anyway) and he told us that they had two different experiences available. As we were the only booking for our time slot, we could choose which one we wanted to do. It was between Haunted House or Space Quest.

[image: ]
We had to debate this for a little while. I thought the Haunted House challenge might be a bit scary because ghosts might jump out at you, but Poppy thought the Space Quest might be a bit scary because she gets claustrophobic and being stuck in space would be her worst nightmare.

I pointed out that the escape room wouldn’t involve being in an actual rocket in actual space, which I thought was a good point, until she said that it wouldn’t involve actual ghosts in an actual haunted house either.

Touché!

The others were happy to do either option, so in the end I agreed to do Haunted House, because the most important thing was to cheer up Poppy. (The added bonus was that it bought me some great BFF bonus points too, hurrah!)

We had to put all our belongings and phones into a locker and then we were ready to begin. Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin went through the really boring safety briefing/rules and told us that, when he unlocked the door, we would have exactly one hour to solve the room, and that if we got stuck, we could press the intercom by the door to ask for clues (which sounded a bit like cheating to me).

‘What happens if we don’t complete it in time?’ I asked.

‘Then you’ll be locked in the haunted house FOREVER,’ said Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin, chuckling (in an evil way).

‘Really?!’ I said.

‘Um, no,’ he replied, looking at me strangely. ‘I’ll just let you out. But obviously you will have failed.’

I breathed a sigh of relief.

‘We can’t fail though!’ said Molly, sounding horrified.

Jess got a serious look on her face and beckoned us in for a group huddle.

‘TQOEG DO NOT FAIL!’ we all chanted.

‘OK, girls,’ said Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin. ‘Are you ready?’

For some reason, I decided to shout my response almost directly into his face.

[image: Poppy, Jess and Molly cringe and watch Lottie shouting into Martin’s face. Lottie shouts, ‘We were born ready, Martin!’]
Poor Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin took a step back and started rubbing his ear in an annoyed way.

OOPS. Maybe that was slightly intense.

‘Oh, erm, sorry about her,’ said Molly, looking embarrassed. ‘She’s a bit …’

‘Yeh,’ continued Poppy. ‘She’s a bit –’

‘She’s fine,’ interrupted Jess. ‘Now, are we going to do this thing or what?!’

And, with that, he unlocked the door …

We all stepped in. It was very dark, but as our eyes adjusted to the dim green-tinged lighting, I saw we were in a large open-plan living room and kitchen. It was all very old-looking, like nobody had lived there for years. The walls were covered in mould, and cobwebs hung from the lights and covered the windows.

‘What do we do? What do we do?!’ shrieked Poppy.

‘There’s a scroll on the table,’ said Molly, who’s always the calmest and most logical of the group.

We all dashed over to read it.


To whoever finds this note,

I moved into this house with my family, with plans to renovate it and make it into our ‘forever home’. However, we quickly became aware that there was something wrong. We heard strange noises in the middle of the night, footsteps on the creaky floorboards, an eerie music box, and the sound of a child crying or giggling. Upon further investigation, we learnt that legend has it that this house is possessed by a cursed doll that is responsible for the deaths of an entire family who lived here forty years ago.

My wife wanted to move out immediately. She was terrified, as were Laurence and Polly, our two children. But I was stubborn, believing the rumours were ridiculous and it was most likely some local kids playing a prank on us.

One morning we came down to breakfast and found that someone had carved ‘LEAVE NOW, BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE FOR YOU ALL!’ into our kitchen table, along with a picture of a skull.

The next day, I woke up in the house and I was alone. My wife and children had left in the middle of the night, and they refused to come back. I have tried to sell the house, but no one wants to live here. So I return day after day, looking for the doll in the hope of freeing the house from its evil curse.

Perhaps you can help me? I need to find the cursed doll and get my family back!

Yours desperately,

Ronnie Reynolds



[image: ]
‘OMG, THAT IS SERIOUSLY SCARY!’ I said, backing away into a corner.

Jess didn’t look convinced either. ‘I’m not sure I want to find that doll,’ she said.

‘It’s – it’s not real … is it?’ stuttered Poppy.

‘Of course it’s not real, guys!’ Molly reassured us. ‘We need to get a grip and do this as a team. Right, let’s start by looking for clues.’

Each of us went to a different area of the room. I started looking through the kitchen drawers, and Molly went to work on a skeleton jigsaw puzzle. Jess discovered an old piano that you had to play a tune on, and Poppy … well, she started talking to a kettle for some reason.

[image: Poppy holds an electric kettle and asks, ‘Do you know where the cursed doll is?!’ The kettle replies, ‘No, but I like your hair.’]
Then the phone rang. I grabbed it and we all gathered round. (It was like an ancient relic from the 1980s where the receiver is attached to the base with a wire!)

‘Hello?’ I said, my voice shaking.

For a while there was silence and then someone began to laugh. It sounded like a baby. Then it started to speak. It had a voice like one of those talking dolls that you can feed and change their nappy. ‘I’m so glad you’ve come to play. I get very lonely here on my own. Would you like to stay for dinner? My favourite is kidney pie!’

I just said, ‘No, I would not, you creepy baby!’ and hung up.

The girls were a bit annoyed as, apparently, I should have stayed on the line and listened for more clues, but how was I meant to know that? My natural instincts told me that if a creepy baby invites you to dinner, you decline the offer!

We carried on searching.

‘Look inside EVERYTHING!’ shouted Molly.

She seemed quite stressed out. I had never noticed how competitive she was before, but it was clear she really wanted to escape in good time. Remembering that today was about cheering up Poppy, I picked up my pace (although TBH Poppy didn’t seem too bothered and was still talking to the kettle).

‘Oh, there’s a coffin over here!’ I said after discovering it in a dark corner. ‘Has anyone checked inside?’

No one had, so I tried to prise it open, but it was firmly shut. The girls ran over to help and we managed to get it open a crack.

‘Is there anything inside?’ asked Molly.

It was dark in there and I couldn’t see much through the gap, but it was just about wide enough to get my head in … so that’s what I did.

BIG MISTAKE.

‘Is the doll in there, Lottie?’ asked Jess hopefully.

‘Nooo, sorry, guys,’ I said as I tried to pull my head back out.

Hmmm. So, this was the point that I realized that I could not remove my head. To say that I was a bit freaked out was an understatement. I mean, just imagine how you would feel if you had your head wedged inside a coffin!

At first, everyone thought I was joking, but then Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin came in the room and told us off for tampering with the set. He said that he had specifically told us not to try to open things that did not easily open, as they may be for decorative purposes only.

I said, ‘Well, you didn’t specifically say not to put your head in a coffin, did you?’

I was feeling a bit annoyed because my head and neck were now hurting, and he could have been clearer.

Jess and Molly started pulling at my limbs and trying to lift the coffin lid, but it wouldn’t budge. Poppy meanwhile was being utterly useless and jabbering on about her beauty regime to her new BFF, the kettle.

Nothing worked, Diary! We ended up having to dial 999. Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin was too embarrassed to talk to them, so we left it to Molly.

[image: Lottie’s head is stuck inside a coffin. Jess and Molly pull at her limbs, while Poppy talks to the kettle. Molly shouts, ‘1, 2, 3 Pull!’ Poppy tells the kettle, ‘Mmm, I’ve been taking my skincare much more seriously this year…’ The kettle replies, ‘You can tell!’]
‘They’re asking what service you require,’ she said. ‘Do you want an ambulance or a fire engine or the police?’

‘Ask them who they usually send when someone has their head stuck in a coffin,’ I said.

Molly relayed this question, and the operator was obviously a bit alarmed, because then Molly said, ‘Don’t worry – it’s not a real one! We aren’t grave robbers or anything.’

Then we all listened to Molly trying to explain what had happened to the operator, which I think everyone (except me) found amusing.

‘It’s part of an escape room. Yes, yes, it’s gone a bit wrong. I think she’s still breathing, yes. Mmm, she often does stuff like this. Ha ha, no, not on purpose – she’s just the type of person who gets herself into … ridiculous situations. It’s quite dark in here, but her skin does look pink, yes. She’s still talking, mm-hmm. Mostly complaining about having her head stuck in a coffin, et cetera, et cetera. Always been like this, yes. Possibly dropped on the head at birth.’

The operator sent a fire engine in the end. And it took ages! Probably because Molly didn’t make it sound very serious.

They freed me in about two minutes with a crowbar and had a good laugh in the process. I apologized for wasting their time, but they said they didn’t mind and that they’d had a quiet day rescuing seagulls and cats, so it was nice to mix things up a bit.

[image: Two firefighters speak to Lottie. One of them says, ‘Next time you see a coffin, try and resist putting your head in it!’ Lottie replies, ‘I will.’]
Hello-My-Name-Is-Martin was nowhere near as nice. He was actually pretty cross because he’d had to close the Haunted House room for the rest of the afternoon.

‘Did we complete it then, Martin?’ asked Jess hopefully.

‘No, you did not. You took three hours and twenty-seven minutes to get out, which is the longest anyone has EVER taken! AND you didn’t solve ANY of the clues.’

So, we actually became the worst-ever escape-room solvers in Brighton (possibly even the world). An achievement in itself!

‘Can we make a pact?’ I said to the girls on the bus journey home.

They all looked at me suspiciously.

‘Nothing bad …’ I explained. ‘Just, erm, maybe we can agree that what happened in the escape room stays in the escape room?’

They all nodded in agreement.

‘I’m sooo sorry we didn’t escape,’ I told them. ‘I totally ruined it.’

‘You really didn’t,’ said Poppy. ‘I had the best time – that kettle was so complimentary!’

That made us crack up laughing so much that an old lady sitting behind us told us to be quiet.

7.01 p.m.[image: ]
Mum announced we were having a family meeting over dinner today. Family meetings always mean Mum and Dad want to talk about something serious in a bad way, so I wasn’t particularly looking forward to that, or the strange-smelling casserole she was cooking.

Turns out I was right to be wary (on both accounts).

‘So, as we all know. I’m going back to work in just over a week,’ said Mum as she started dishing up.

‘Yeeeeeeesss …’ I said.

‘Well, I’m going to be pretty busy, juggling work, nursery pick-ups and drop-offs, you guys, cooking, cleaning, life admin, so I’ll need a bit more help and support around here.’

‘Your mum is right,’ said Dad, looking serious. ‘It’s time you both started helping out around the house a bit more.’

‘Oh, whaaaaaaaaat?’ groaned Toby.

‘Don’t be rude, Toby,’ scolded Dad.

‘And I’m also including you here, Bill!’ said Mum.

‘Oh, whaaaaaaaaat?’ said Dad, before quickly adding, ‘I’m joking, I’m joking!’ as Mum gave him a death stare.

Seeing as everyone else had got it spectacularly wrong, I decided to use the opportunity to play the perfect daughter. ‘Sure, Mum. You know me, I’m always happy to help.’

‘Ah, thank you, Lottie. I really appreciate that,’ she replied. ‘Now, let’s eat before this gets cold. It’s a new recipe I saw in a magazine called ‘easy-peasy broccoli and bean casserole’.’

‘YUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!’ said Bella as she grabbed a fistful off her plate and lobbed it against the wall.

I guess she was only saying what we were all thinking …




SATURDAY 18 FEBRUARY

9.25 a.m.[image: ]
Woke up feeling all philosophical this morning (and, yes, I did have to look that spelling up).

I started thinking how weird and complex life is, and why we exist.

Then I started to wonder if I’m even real. I mean, maybe I’m a component in some sort of highly sophisticated computer program …

Or maybe … I’m real, but no one else is.

Maybe everyone else is just a simulation in my head …

Then I started to freak out, so I had to have a bowl of Frosties and watch some YouTube nonsense to bring me back into the real world.

9.43 a.m.[image: ]
Decided to chat to Mum about my philosophical wonderings.

[image: Lottie asks her mum, ‘Mum, do you ever wonder if you are real?’ Her mum holds a basket full of laundry and replies crossly, ‘Stop asking silly questions, Lottie!’ Bella crawls to her mum’s legs and attempts to bite it, saying ‘Bitey!’]
She was not very forthcoming. Apparently, she’d been up since 4.30 a.m. but how was I to know?

10.04 a.m.[image: ]
I didn’t even bother asking Dad and Toby, as they were being ridiculously immature (as usual) and I knew I wouldn’t get a serious reply.

[image: Lottie’s dad holds his hand to Toby and says, ‘Pull my finger…’ He passes gas and makes Toby laugh. Lottie covers her nose and says, ‘Disgusting.’]
10.19 a.m.[image: ]
Tried to ask Pot Noodle, but he was too busy chasing his own tail.

[image: Lottie asks Pot Noodle, ‘Is nobody in this house able to match my levels of intellectual superiorityness?’ Pot Noodle chases his tail and thinks, ‘Nearly got it, nearly got it!’]
10.59 a.m.[image: ]
Thank goodness for my hammies! I think I would end up brain-dead living here if it wasn’t for them. Well, Professor Squeakington anyway …

[image: Two hamsters speak to Lottie. One says, ‘The very act of questioning your being proves you do exist. As René Descartes said… “Cogito, ergo sum!” The other says, ‘I did a wee and it smelt like strawberries.’]
12.51 p.m.[image: ]
Just had a Babybel. Not had one for ages, so I was quite excited when I saw them in the fridge. They are so much fun to peel, and I like the kind of soft-but-firm texture and seeing your own teeth marks – the actual taste, though, I always find a little disappointing.

1.14 p.m.[image: ]
OOH – message






































































4.45 p.m.[image: ]


[image: Babybel is carved into six shapes: 1. Ninja, 2. Superhero, 3. Penguin, 4. Pirate, 5. Monster, and 6. Spider.]








[image: Bella chases Daniel, saying, ‘Bitey Dan Dan!’ Daniel screams and Lottie shouts, ‘Run, Daniel, Run!’]
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