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For my niece Lily, who is awesome just the way she is




WEDNESDAY 11 AUGUST
(DAY 19 OF THE SUMMER HOLIDAYS)
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Molly has only been gone for twenty-seven and a half hours, and no one seems to have any idea how much I miss her. It feels a bit like my insides have been ripped out, sloshed around in the washing machine, then stuffed back in again.

My parents are absolutely zero help. I guess, being friendless themselves, they have no clue what it’s like to have your BFF move all the way to Australia. They just say stuff like, ‘You’ll make plenty of new friends in no time, Lottie.’

Like, how old do they think I am? Three? It’s not like it was in preschool, where you’d just bounce up to someone and say, ‘Let’s do gluing!’ then bond instantly over a shared Pritt stick. People are mean out there!

Here’s an example of how my parents treat me like a kid: we just had drive-through McDonald’s for tea, as a treat to ‘cheer me up’, and Dad tried to order me a Happy Meal! I mean … what was he even thinking?!

I did manage to negotiate a Big Mac meal for myself, but the annoying thing was that it just tasted horrible and dry and got stuck in my throat. Mum said maybe it was because my taste buds were finally starting to mature, but really it’s because my heart is broken. I didn’t even enjoy my milkshake that much. It had already melted a bit by the time we got home and was more milky and less ice-creamy than usual, you know? Then I got sweet-and-sour sauce down the front of my favourite T-shirt and it felt like the final nail in the coffin.
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Anyway, with Molly off enjoying the sun and the surfer boys Down Under, I’ve decided to start writing a diary, and here it is. TA DA!

I guess it’ll feel a bit like having someone to talk to over this long, lonely summer. I’m going to illustrate it too, because I love drawing cartoons. When I’m older, I’m going to be a comic-strip artist for a newspaper or a magazine. Might as well get some practice in while I have NOTHING ELSE TO DO.

Here is a picture of my family.
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Dad – does something boring to do with computers, going bald …

Me

Toby – disgusting nose picker

Mum – Works in marketing, quite nice but obsessed with hoovering!



(Note: we don’t all walk around naked. It’s just that drawing clothes takes SO long and TBH I can’t be bothered.)

I guess, as parents go, mine aren’t too bad – that’s if you don’t count them nagging me about my screen time 24/7! My grubby little seven-year-old brother is another matter though. Man, that kid is annoying. Which reminds me … IF YOU ARE READING THIS, TOBY, IT IS PRIVATE PROPERTY AND I WILL GET YOU!

Hmmm … What else can I tell you about myself?

Ahhh, I haven’t told you about my hamsters yet, have I? Here they are!
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Professor Barnaby Squeakington

Fuzzball the 3rd

Sorry not very good at drawing hamsters!!!




I’ve had these guys for about eight months now. They live in my room and they are a bit noisy, but I don’t really mind, as they give great advice. Sometimes I tell them about how bad my day was and they just keep going round on their wheel and stuffing their cheeks full of food, as if to say, ‘Don’t sweat the small stuff, babe. There’s plenty of bigger stuff going on in the world right now!’ and they are so right. They always make me feel better.

Best not to ask about what happened to Fuzzball the 1st and Fuzzball the 2nd though. RIP, guys.

So, yeh. That’s my life in nutshell. I’ve been almost totally abandoned in this big, wide, scary world and in a few weeks I’m going to have to start high school TOTALLY ALONE. Oh, and my name is Lottie Brooks. And I live by the sea in Brighton, in the UK. And I’m eleven and three quarters. I guess you might like to know that too.




THURSDAY 12 AUGUST

I suppose you’re wondering why I only have one friend? Or maybe not, as pieces of paper don’t really wonder about things … But I’ll tell you anyway, as that’s what you’re here for, right?

When I was four years old, I had to wear a patch to correct a lazy eye. I quite liked it at first. I used to pretend I was a pirate sailing the seven seas in search of buried treasure, and I called myself Matey McLobster Legs, which I thought was pretty funny.

That all changed when I started primary school though. I told some of my classmates about being Matey McLobster Legs, and the nickname stuck. Soon everyone was making fun of me. First it was my patch, then it was my clothes, then my freckles, then the way I spoke … I just never seemed to get it right.

There was one girl called Eliza, who had perfect plaits every day, and she was the worst. She spread lots of horrible rumours about me.
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Matcy Mc Lobster Legs Smells of Wee!




None of it was even true. Eliza made it all up. (Mum said I was fully potty-trained by two and a half!)

I felt so lonely and confused. Why didn’t people like me? Why did I have to be the only kid in the class with an eyepatch? And just how did Eliza get her plaits so damn neat?!

Then Molly joined our school and everything changed. I don’t know what I would have done without her. On her first day, she plonked down next to me with her Minnie Mouse lunchbox, offered me a Wotsit and told Eliza-with-the-perfect-plaits to leave me alone. Molly was so funny and confident that she could have been friends with anyone, but she chose me.

Look at how cute we were back then.
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#Love at first wots it




From that moment, we were inseparable #BFFS4EVA!

But now Molly’s gone, and I’m so scared about what I’m going to do without her.

You see, other kids have things going for them – like being loud or sporty or drop-dead gorgeous. Me? I just go bright red whenever anyone talks to me. I spend most of my free time alone, drawing silly cartoons, and that’s not exactly cool, is it? I also have the most mundane mid-brown hair in the entire history of the world. If I’m honest, I’m pretty sure my hair’s to blame for most of my problems. I’d do anything to swap hair with Molly. She has lovely red curls – but the funny thing is that she hates her hair too! I don’t know. Maybe we always hate what we’ve got? Mum says I’m beautiful, but you can’t trust parents to be objective. She’d probably say that if I was an actual potato.
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Don’t you look gorgeous today!

Thanks mum.




It’s all very well saying that I’ll make plenty of friends soon, but what my parents don’t realize is that most people don’t really want to be friends with a potato. I mean, what have potatoes got going for them? I suppose they can become chips, and chips are good … but I’m not sure that chips make for great conversationalists.
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OMG, did you See how hot Jack P. looked today?!

…







FRIDAY 13 AUGUST

WhatsApp conversation with Molly:


ME: Hey, BFF. I miss you soooooooooooooooooo much! How’s it going over there?



MOLLY: I miss you mooooooooooore!! It’s OK. Not seen any cute surfer boys yet though. They all look pretty much as they do in England [image: ]



ME: That sucks. You’ve only been there a day though, so maybe they’re just hiding?!



MOLLY: I guess. It’s also pretty hot, even though it’s meant to be winter. No idea why my parents thought it would be a good idea to live in Australia when our family looks like a bunch of milk bottles wearing ginger wigs!



ME: I know. Did they not even think about the risk of skin cancer?!



MOLLY: Clearly not. I’ll probably end up dead, and then they’ll be sorry!



ME: Yeh, that’d serve them right.



MOLLY: It would!



ME: Bit extreme though … I’d miss you if you were dead! [image: ]



MOLLY: Ahhh, I’d miss you too. Will keep slapping on the factor 50 then (for a while at least).



ME: [image: ] [image: ] xxx


I had thought that chatting to Molly would cheer me up, but it just made me feel sadder than ever. I can’t believe her mum and dad had to ruin both of our lives for a ‘really exciting new job opportunity’.


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:
Why do parents always put their own selfish career goals above their kids’ friendships?!





SATURDAY 14 AUGUST


3.34 p.m.


It is now Day 22 of the summer holidays and I am officially BORED TO DEATH.

I mean, that may be a slight exaggeration, but still.

I wonder if it is technically possible to die of boredom? Probably.
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R.I.P

LOTTIE BROOKS

2010–2021

DIED OF SHEER BOREDOM




Nothing AT ALL has happened.

This afternoon I ate two slices of toast with Nutella and six Jaffa Cakes one after the other (sorry, Mum), then I felt sick and watched some contouring tutorials on YouTube. Contouring seems like a lot of effort, but the results are impressive if you have a big nose and two hours to spare each day. Dad told me off for being on YouTube too much, as apparently it will rot my brain cells. I pointed out that Toby had been playing Minecraft all day and perhaps that wasn’t good for him either, and Dad said, ‘Toby’s only been playing for half an hour, and Minecraft is more educational than make-up tutorials, especially considering you aren’t even allowed to wear make-up!’

Toby had actually been on his iPad for, like, seven hours! You should have seen the look he gave me as soon as Dad’s back was turned.
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Smuggy McSmugface of Smugland




Personally, I think Dad is in denial about his parenting capabilities and would benefit from a bit of contouring himself.


7.11 p.m.


Had spag bol for dinner and it was full of carrots. I mean, it must have been about ninety-five per cent carrots. Why must parents try and put vegetables in everything? If Mum tells me one more time that carrots make you able to see in the dark, I think I shall have to flush my own head down the toilet.

I said, ‘Mum, listen. I can’t eat this. It’s just not agreeing with my constitution.’

I thought it sounded sort of intelligent to use a big word, and it was better than saying ‘Ewwwww, GROSS!’ which is what Toby does, but Mum looked like she was about to burst into tears. I don’t know what’s got into her lately, but she seems to be on the verge of a nervous breakdown. I mean, chill out. It’s just dinner.

Dad said, ‘Lottie, don’t be rude. Your mum’s gone to a lot of trouble to make this lovely meal, and the least you can do is sit there and eat it nicely.’

‘But, Dad, I’m sorry. I just can’t. It’s making me feel all queasy.’

‘Give me one good reason why you can’t eat your dinner, young lady.’

‘Well, I’ve decided to go vegetarian actually!’

This is in fact something I’ve been considering for a while, because I love animals. The main problem, though, is that vegetarians aren’t allowed to eat bacon, which seems terribly unfair because bacon is just SO delicious!

Dad said, ‘That’s funny, seeing as you hate eating vegetables.’

‘That’s not true,’ I said. ‘I like chips and they are a vegetable. And I like tomato sauce. So these days it’s pretty easy to be a vegetarian even if you don’t like vegetables! There’s loads you can eat.’

‘Oh, really? Like what?’

‘Ummmm, margherita pizza.’

TBF I could quite happily live off margherita pizza for the rest of my life.

Anyway, the most important thing I wanted to tell you about today was that I’ve come up with a plan. Drum roll please!

Are you on the edge of your seat?

No?

Oh well.

Here goes …

THE PLAN: I am going to reinvent myself over the summer and become a new Lottie! More confident and that sort of thing, so that I can start high school and become instantly popular and worshipped by all my adoring fans!
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THE REINVENTION OF LOTTIE BROOKS

Swishy hair (highlights?)

Cool clothes (can’t be bothered to draw them)

Confidence oozing from Pores

Adoring fans




Or I’d also settle for just flying under the radar but having someone to eat lunch with, so that I don’t have to stuff my sandwiches into my mouth as quickly as possible then hide in the toilets for the rest of break.

Will anyone actually be able to look past my potato-ness, my skinny legs and my complete lack of social skills? We’ll see.




SUNDAY 15 AUGUST


5.22 p.m.


Life’s been pretty tough since I became an accidental vegetarian.

Today started badly. I woke up to the smell of bacon. Dad was cooking it downstairs and wafting it through the house with a magazine. ‘Mmmmm, bacon!’ he kept calling out. ‘Sooooo crispy and delicious!’

Sometimes I don’t know who’s the kid and who’s the grown-up around here.

I poured myself a bowl of Shreddies and pretended to really enjoy them because I didn’t want to give Dad the satisfaction of thinking he had won.

‘Mmmmm, Shreddies!’ I said, rubbing my tummy. ‘Sooooo nutritious and … brown.’ But I don’t think I really convinced anyone – especially not after I nearly choked on a particularly dry mouthful.

Unfortunately for me, Dad left a spare bit of bacon out on the kitchen counter. I tried to ignore it, but it kept winking at me. I couldn’t help myself. I quickly stuffed it into a bap, covered it with ketchup and was just about to take a massive bite when Dad jumped out from behind the fridge. He’d caught me red-handed.
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OH GOSH LOTTIE – NO!

REMEMBER YOUR PRINCIPLES!

ARGH! WHY DO PRINCIPLES SUCK SO MUCH?!




I put that bacon bap down, thanking Dad graciously for his concern.

I didn’t give up. No, not me. I don’t fall at the first hurdle. I just kept plodding on and on. By teatime I realized that no meat had passed these lips for ONE WHOLE DAY!*

* If you don’t count the fact that I ate a Peperami from the fridge this afternoon without thinking … Oops. How much meat is even in a Peperami anyway? I mean, maybe they are just a salami-flavoured meat substitute?

Just googled it. They are 100 per cent pork, so possibly the least vegetarian thing you can eat. Dammit.

As I say though, it was an accident. So: YAY! GO, ME!
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6.45 p.m.


I was doing so well. I was so proud of myself.

Then Mum went and ruined it all by shouting up the stairs, ‘Lottie! I’m making chicken nuggets and chips for dinner. Do you want me to do you some broccoli, since you won’t be able to eat the chicken?’

I didn’t want to be difficult, so I just said, ‘Oh, I guess I’ll eat the chicken nuggets if you’ve already made them …’

‘It’s fine,’ she replied. ‘I’ve not started cooking them yet, so it’s very easy to boil veg for you instead.’

‘Well, I’m sure it’d just be easier for you to cook us all one dinner though. I don’t mind.’

‘It’s no hassle, honestly. I wouldn’t want you to compromise your beliefs for my sake.’

‘Um …. nah … I’ll just have the nuggets.’

I swear I heard her and Dad laughing!

So I’m no longer a veggie. It’s not really my fault. I mean, how am I meant to pass up bacon and nuggets in one day? I’m not made of stone!

I think I’ll try again in a couple of years, when I have a little bit more self-control.


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:
Why are so many delicious foods made out of meat?






MONDAY 16 AUGUST

The hammies are laying on the guilt about my poor performance as a vegetarian. It’s easy for them to be judgemental though. They’ve never tried a Quarter Pounder, have they?!
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MEAT IS MURDER!

ALL YOU NEED IS SEEDS!







TUESDAY 17 AUGUST

After my big reveal of THE PLAN, I haven’t done very much about it. What I have been doing a lot of is watching TV and staring at my phone. Wait – that counts. It’s research, OK!

Mum just came into the sitting room and said, ‘What are you going to do today then?’

It wasn’t really a question but more an accusation.

Then she said, ‘Unless you are doing something super important, then perhaps you should get some fresh air by coming to help me with the shopping?’

Some parents do cool, fun stuff with their kids over the summer – things like going to Alton Towers or seeing a London musical. What do I get? Going to the supermarket! I mean, how much fresh air does Mum seriously think I’m going to get in Tesco?!

So I said, ‘I am doing something pretty important actually. I am pondering how I only have thirteen followers on Instagram, while Kim Kardashian has over two hundred million.’

I mean, that’s over three times the population of our entire country! Mad. Maybe if I was allowed a public profile I’d be able to give Kim a run for her money, but for the time being it looks like I’m stuck on double figures.

Mum groaned. ‘If you don’t get off that Insta-whatsit right now, I’ll be forced to put your phone on eBay and get you a … What’s the opposite of a smart phone? You know, one of those phones with no Wi-Fi or apps …’

Then Dad walked in and said, ‘I’ve got it: a dumb phone!’


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:
Am I the only one in this house with a functioning brain?!





WEDNESDAY 18 AUGUST

Today I got dragged out for some ‘nice family fun at the beach’, because it’s apparently ‘a shame to waste such a beautiful day just sitting about indoors’.

Sitting in a dark room looking at TikTok is hardly a wasted day, is it?!

I don’t think old people understand kids these days. They just remember their youth without phones or YouTube or KitKat Chunkys or … well, anything good at all really, and they think we should all be outside building dens and playing on rope swings. I mean, it’s not 1980s any more. Kids like screen time, OK? Get with the programme.

I wouldn’t even mind so much, except that they spend half their lives ignoring me while scrolling through Facebook and sharing ‘hilarious’ memes about how awful being a parent is. They’re just SO hypocritical!
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HELLO HELLO CAN ANY BODY HEAR ME?!

HELP HELP!

MY ARM IS on FIRE!

POISONED!

DYING!







THURSDAY 19 AUGUST

This afternoon I was in my room, quietly minding my own business, when Mum poked her head round the door without knocking. I mean, I could have been naked!

‘Hey!’ I yelled. ‘What have I got to do to get some privacy around here?’

‘Oh, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before, Lottie,’ she said. She was laughing.

‘I’m nearly twelve, MUM!’

‘OK, I’m sorry, love. Next time I’ll knock. Anyway, I just popped up to tell you that I’ve invited Liv over to give you some advice about starting school. I know you’re feeling a bit worried about how you’ll fit in and make friends.’

‘Oh, Mum!’ I groaned.

(FYI Liv is my super-trendy thirteen-year-old next-door neighbour.)

‘Oh, honey. I know you don’t like me interfering, but it’s not easy starting a new school. Especially not when you are shy.’

‘MUM!’

I mean, could she have made me sound any more like a loser?!

‘It’ll be good! Liv is lovely. She said she’d be delighted to help, and she’ll be here in ten minutes.’

‘WHAT?!’

I could not believe my mum had invited just about the coolest person I know to come to my house in ten minutes’ time.

I glanced around my room and panicked – it looked like it belonged to a six-year-old. I mean, I still had all my Sylvanian Families on display! (Just for the record – I don’t play with them any more. I just quite like having them set up on top of my chest of drawers, OK.) I swept them all away – baby bunnies went flying out of the nursery, and a mini baguette from the bakery pinged me in the eye. ‘Sorry, guys!’ I said, as I shoved them all under the bed.

What else? My bedcovers – they have unicorns and rainbows all over them. I love unicorns and rainbows, but do high-school kids love unicorns and rainbows?! Probably not.
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Hey! unicorns are very fashionable right now thank you very much!




I covered my bed with clothes, then shoved my unicorn slippers in the wardrobe along with my collection of JoJo Siwa bows and Matty B and Justin Bieber posters.

Then I heard Mum shout, ‘Lottie, Liv’s here!’

And suddenly there she was, standing in my room! Liv has long brown hair with blonde balayage. She looked SOOOOOOO cool. Like, the coolest person I’ve ever seen. Or at least had a conversation with.

I said, ‘I love your hair, Liv! It’s gorgeous.’

‘Yeh, I know,’ she replied.

‘Would you like a drink, Liv?’

‘I’ll have a coffee please.’

How sophisticated is that? She drinks coffee like a proper adult!

I made us both a coffee, and I won’t lie: it tasted absolutely rancid. But I tried to sip it like a stylish Parisian nonetheless. Not quite sure I pulled it off.
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Don’t you just adore coffee babe?

Oh. totally … babe.




Then we sat on my bed and Liv said, ‘Look, high school is brutal. I’ll help you as much as I can, but only in secret, OK? I’m going into Year Nine next year, and Year Nines definitely don’t speak to Year Sevens.’

‘OK.’

‘Great. Well, first thing to know is … Hang on. Wait a minute. Is that a Sylvanian Family rabbit on the floor?’

I looked down and to my horror saw that Mrs Fluffy Bottom was right by my foot. ‘What?’ I said. ‘No … errr … Well, yes, I guess it is … but it’s not mine … It’s my brother’s. He loves those stupid things.’

Then I reached down and picked Mrs Fluffy Bottom up and lobbed her into the bin. Luckily, I didn’t miss. (I shall apologize to the Fluffy Bottom family later.)

Next, Liv said, ‘OMG, is that a Justin Bieber cereal bowl?’

‘What? No! Errr … I can’t believe my brother has been eating cereal in that stupid bowl in my room again!’
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OMG. That’s Sooo Pathetic!

Belieber 4 EVA




‘Your brother sounds weird.’

‘Yeh, he is.’

‘So,’ Liv said. ‘What music are you into?’

‘I … um … Well, not Justin Bieber, obviously. He’s lame. I like … um …’

COME ON, BRAIN!

‘I’m into grime,’ said Liv.

‘YES! GRIME! Me too. I mean, yep, I love a bit of grime.’

‘Cool. Who’s your favourite artist?’

‘It’s … errr … it’s … Scratchy … Brian.’

SCRATCHY BRIAN?! Where on earth did I get that from?

‘Weird, never heard of him …’

‘Well, that’s probably because Scratchy Brian is pretty new on the … block. He’s quite underground right now.’

‘Riiiiiiiiight.’

Liv was clearly unconvinced.

So I’m not sure I made a good impression, but I was proud of myself for thinking on the spot. At least Liv is under the impression that Toby is the Sylvanian Family/Justin Bieber fanatic and not me.

Anyway, the best thing about her coming over was that she eventually gave me loads of great advice for starting Kingswood High, and it was all really useful in relation to THE PLAN. Here’s what she told me.


HOW NOT TO BE A LOSER IN HIGH SCHOOL


	        1. Your skirt should be short, but not so short that you get sent home to change.

	        2. Wear as much make-up as you can get away with, but not so much that anyone can tell you are actually wearing it.

	        3. Don’t try too hard in class or you’ll look like a geek, but equally don’t not try either or everyone will think you are stupid.

	        4. Never eat the cottage pie. Someone found a rat’s tail in it once.

	        5. Your choice of pencil case says EVERYTHING about you, so pick carefully.

	        6. The janitor’s cupboard is haunted by the ghost of a Year Ten pupil who accidentally got locked in there for the whole summer and starved to death.

	        7. Do not even bother starting school if you don’t have a bra.



[image: ]
Or I guess when I say ‘really useful’, what I mean is ‘confusing’ and, um, ‘TERRIFYING’!

The worst thing is that I don’t have a bra. I’m going to have to figure out how to convince Mum to buy me one, even though I have nothing to put in one … How am I supposed to bring that up in a conversation?! ‘Oh, hi, Mum. I know I’m incredibly lacking in the chest department, but I NEED a bra or everyone at high school will think I’m a baby.’

Liv did give me her phone number and said I could text her if I ever needed any advice – but she reminded me not to approach her in public, as she’d be mortified if anyone thought we were friends. How kind
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