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Monday, 3 November

posted by EditingEmma 15.00

Not to be dramatic, but Everything’s. Going. WRONG.

These were supposed to be the ‘best holidays ever’. And yet…

I’m bored.

I’m so bored, I’m boring myself by talking about being bored. Even my own blog is bored of me. I can hear it sighing as I type.

I wish I had something more interesting to write about, but what do you do when your best friend (Steph) is off making her new and exciting relationship official, and your other best friend (Faith) is sunning herself in Madeira? I’ve run out of clothes to design, too. I cannot possibly make any more clothes!! I’ve designed ALL THE CLOTHES.

posted by EditingEmma 15.19

‘Andrew Morton is in a relationship with Stephanie Brent’. 11 mins

They did it, then. Huh. It’s funny… I knew it was coming, but somehow it’s still a bit strange seeing it. I sort of feel like my name should be up there.

posted by EditingEmma 15.32

‘Andrew Morton is in a relationship with Stephanie Brent and Emma Nash’.

24 mins



That’s better.

Steph messaged me:



Hahah! How did you do that?! Sx 15.29

Logged on and changed your name to ‘Brent and Emma

Nash.’ 15.29

Very good. 15.30



Now I’m bored again. Ughhhhh. I bet Steph and Andy are making out right now. I bet Faith is lying on the beach getting an amazing tan. This was supposed to be my new and shiny life!!! Where’s my new, super attractive lover? Where’s my exotic holiday?!?! How can all my friends be off doing cool and interesting things, whilst I’m just sitting here twiddling my thumbs?!??

Still, I suppose it’s an improvement on last term…

Welcome To My New Life

So, last term I was basically the most miserable, mopey human being on the planet after being ghosted by my ex-boyfriend Leon. I spent a lot of time moping on social media, THEN a lot of time trying to fill the Leon-shaped hole with other boys who just wouldn’t fit using social media, which turned out to be the worst idea anyone’s had since Garlic Coca-Cola.

BUT, as a result of all the drama that ensued, good things actually came out of it. I decided to stop stalking Leon (and his super-perfect girlfriend, Anna) and other boys and focus on myself, my interests and friends, and since doing that I have felt so much better about myself. It’s official. For the first time in a long time, I feel like a real, passable human being and am actually excited about things other than a new update from Leon. I’ve quit Biology, which I only ever really took because Leon was taking it (probably one of the worst and most pathetic decisions I ever made in my life). I’ve designed enough new clothes to dress a fleet of penguins (I’m not actually suggesting dressing penguins, but you get my point) and I’m having so much fun with my new fashion blog… (Even if Steph does roll her eyes every time I spend more than five minutes hashtagging.)

In terms of my friendships, I’ve created an ingenious new chat group for me and my pals called ‘Strengthening our Womanly Bonds’. It’s where we can post pictures of ourselves doing everyday things to keep each other in the loop. The more mundane the better. These things may seem pointless and uninteresting, to the untrained eye, but actually over time will bring us closer together and give new and fresh perspectives on each other’s lives… Like…before, I could always conceptualize Steph running a bath, or comb-straightening her hair, but now I actually get to experience it with her.

Faith actually left the group three times, but eventually I wore her down.

All in all, things are technically going OK, I suppose…

So why am I feeling so miserable?!

posted by EditingEmma 16.34

The Best Pal’s New Loved One

Thought about ringing Steph but managed to resist. Sigh. This time last week, believe it or not, me, Steph and Andy were INSEPARABLE.

OK, maybe not inseparable… I mean, I tried. I really did. I thought, if my BFF is going to be with this guy then surely we must be BFFs as well, right?! I guess I assumed that because we both love Steph, and Steph loves us, there’d be some sort of chain there. Like, by proxy, that must mean that I’d love Andy and he’d love me. But it seems as if maybe that’s not the case.

First, I organized this early Halloween celebration (on actual Halloween Mum made me go to a pumpkin-carving class to ‘check out the fit pumpkin carver’) so that we could start bonding ASAP. I dressed as Gandalf, because who wouldn’t want to be friends with Gandalf?

I was mega excited. Hanging out with Steph and her first proper boyfriend was to be a monumental landmark in the history of our lives. I documented it throughout the evening in ‘Strengthening our Womanly Bonds’. (This was actually the third time Faith attempted to leave the group; screenshot below.)



Faith Connelly



Why did you just send me a picture of your hallway? 18.31

And your street? 18.32

And your mum’s car? 18.35

And Steph’s street? 18.43

And Steph’s hallway? 18.45

PLEASE LET ME LEAVE THIS GODDAMN GROUP. 18.46



But weirdly, me and Andy didn’t slide as seamlessly into being BFFs as I thought we might… Here are some things I learned that evening, about hanging out with your best pal’s new loved one:



1) Watching Them Bond With Your Friend’s Family Will Feel A Bit Weird

I walked into the kitchen, where Andy was standing with Steph’s sister Jess, putting different flavours of popcorn into bowls. They were laughing together about something, and for a moment I felt this weird rage… Almost as if I was being invaded. Like…hey…that’s my Steph’s sister, not your Steph’s sister. What if the Brents like him better than me?!

It also felt kind of mature. Suddenly mine and Steph’s lives were flashing before my eyes, and we were ancient old women knitting each other spotted nose-warmers. It made me feel like running around the room waving my arms in the air…and also a little bit like mooning them.

Anyway, eventually they stopped their freakish bonding. I think they were distracted by my beard.



2) They Might Not Appreciate Your Costume Genius

In stereotypical boyish fashion, Andy had a plastic mask on top of his head and otherwise looked completely normal.



‘Oh hey,’ he said. ‘Nice…beard.’

‘Why thank you.’

‘I thought you were into fashion?’ he asked, genuinely.



3) They Might Not Appreciate Your Comedy Genius, Either

As I was trying to get to the bathroom, Andy was standing blocking the door. We did that awkward little bobbing-from-side-to-side thing trying to get past each other, until eventually I said,‘You shall not pass!’

He smiled, but it didn’t really reach his eyes.

The evening wasn’t terrible or anything, but I guess we just didn’t totally…integrate? A lot of the time it was just me and Steph laughing together, like how we normally hang out, but, er… With someone else in the room.

I spoke to Mum about it, and she said it sounded as if Andy might feel like a bit of a third wheel, because me and Steph are…well, me and Steph. So then I thought, all right, obviously I need to try even harder to make this work. The next day I ditched the Gandalf outfit as, clearly, he’s not for everyone. I organized bowling, shopping, a trip to the zoo…Hell, I even suggested horseback riding. I photobombed all their selfies. I made little matching bracelets. I bought t-shirts that said ‘The Three Musketeers!’ on them…

… But alas, when I accidentally bowled in the wrong alleyway, knocking down some kid’s pins (who then started crying), Steph creased up, but Andy seemed a little embarrassed. Steph wore her bracelet with pride, but Andy covered his with his sleeve. When they discovered me lurking in the background of at least 75 per cent of their pictures, Steph rolled around on the floor with laughter screaming, ‘It looks like you’re about to KILL us!!’, but Andy seemed somewhat puzzled and afraid.

Though our special t-shirts proclaimed a deep and meaningful camaraderie, it seemed as if neither of us were really feeling it.



Evidence: Making friends with your friend’s partner isn’t as easy as you might think.



I don’t want this to sound as if I don’t like him or anything. I do. He’s perfectly nice. But I just don’t want to spend all my time with him, and he definitely doesn’t want to spend all his time with me.

Eventually, Mum suggested that whilst ‘focusing on my friendships’ was a noble effort, perhaps it doesn’t always mean being together every waking moment, perhaps it sometimes means giving them some space. And whilst getting to know your best friend’s boyfriend is a necessary and worthwhile thing to do, perhaps we both needed some alone time with Steph too. I had to agree that this three-way relationship wasn’t working out, and we’ve since split Steph 50/50…which is totally fair.

I know now that Mum was right. Really, it was ridiculous that I thought we were going to be able to spend as much time together as we did before. Obviously they need alone time and given we spent a hundred per cent of our free time together, something was logistically just going to have to change (because despite what Mr Crispin said in my latest report, I can do basic maths).

The only thing is, when you’re used to spending all of your free time with someone and then you get left with half of it, no matter how fair it is…you are still left with a giant, gaping hole to fill, and a general sense of loss, misplacement and confusion.

I’m so lonely.

posted by EditingEmma 16.20

I never thought it would come to this, but…I’m even, dare I say it, a little bit tired of masturbating.

Hum diddly dum.

posted by EditingEmma 17.54

Yes! Found a brilliant distraction from my pathetic wretchedness. I was just walking past Mum’s laptop, completely innocently, on my way to get a banana from the kitchen and…it was open on a dating website. I couldn’t resist taking a look. (If she really wants me to ‘respect her privacy’, she’s going to have to at least close her tabs. I mean, come on.) It’s clearly a new site she’s joined as she hadn’t answered any of the questions. I decided to help her out:



How do you feel about meeting someone new?

       •   I’m ready for a new relationship

Too keen. Also she’s blatantly still hung up on her stripper ex-boyfriend Olly.

       •   I’m not looking for a relationship

Then why would you be on here? Go on Adult Friend Finder.

       •   I’d rather not say

That’s very cagey.

       •   Let’s see what happens

I’ve gone with this because it is the only response that is halfway normal.



Relationship status:

       •   Never married

       •   Separated

       •   Divorced

       •   Widowed

       •   I’d rather not say



What is it with this ‘I’d rather not say’ business? If anyone is actually ticking the ‘I’d rather not say’ option under ‘relationship status’, they should really just make a box for ‘married’. Because that’s what it means, isn’t it.



Children:

       •   Yes

       •   No

       •   I’d rather not say



Genius. I’ve clicked ‘I’d rather not say’.



Personality type:

       •   Adventurous

       •   Confident

       •   Easy-going

       •   Funny

       •   Generous

       •   Reserved

       •   Sensitive

       •   Sociable

       •   Spontaneous

       •   Other



Hmm… I suppose I could put ‘easy-going’ just to be ironic.

Now picking out hobbies. ‘Going to the doctor about various illnesses you don’t have’ isn’t on here so that’s pretty much half her life out. I checked salsa and t’ai chi. I was actually really proud writing about her business and her interior designing stuff, she’s done so well to start her own company… And to raise a child ALONE at the same time… I should probably be nicer to her. Probably.

The thought crossed my mind, thank God I’ve got fashion designing, now, because ‘internet stalking’ and ‘masturbating’ apparently don’t count as proper hobbies.

posted by EditingEmma 17.38

WE HAVE A MESSAGE. FROM ‘JOHN247’.

It says: ‘If beauty were a time, you’d be an eternity ;)’

To think, just thirty seconds ago I was so eager to read this message from this strange man. I feel dirty.

posted by EditingEmma 18.36

Mum stomped upstairs yelling, ‘EMMA! EMMA!’ as if I wouldn’t hear her.

‘WHY am I getting email notifications from strange men saying they’d be happy to give me a full body work-up? Or that I’ve clearly got a case of beautiful womanitis?’

‘It’s better your potential future partner knows about your hypochondria now, Mum.’

Then she launched into a lecture,‘You’ve got no respect for me, blah blah’. Rather ungrateful, if I do say so myself.

‘I was just trying to help!!’ I defended.

‘I don’t need your help.’

‘I think you do, Mum.’

‘I think you’re the one who can play full episodes of Pretty Little Liars in her head, without even turning on the TV.’

She had me there. Anyway, then she stormed off. Woops.



Evidence: Just because you’ve stopped looking for love yourself, don’t interfere in other people’s love lives. Lesson learned.



posted by EditingEmma 23.26

Nagging Thoughts

I’m trying to sleep, but I keep thinking about things. I know it’s completely, completely irrational, but… I feel kind of afraid. Steph’s beginning this whole new thing without me. This feels different to anyone else she’s dated (e.g. Jonno and his fascinatingly small head). It seems…more important somehow. Older. And in all honesty, I’m completely, selfishly terrified. I’ve put all my eggs in one basket and suddenly I’m being expected to share them. Andy’s eating my eggs.

The second thing is that damned, unrelenting thorn in my side: my horniness. I’m usually fine with masturbating but…I don’t know… Ever since being with my ex-boyfriend Greg (who I misguidedly dated to get over Leon, which, even though I did like Greg a lot, was an awful idea) I guess I’ve realized that even if boys can be a little bit…um…inexpert at aiding you with your horniness, they still, somehow, manage it just by being there, in a way that is somehow a bit more fulfilling than masturbation.

I know. More fulfilling than masturbation. Who knew?

So now, all I keep imagining is being with someone who is good at aiding you with your horniness, who is not you, and well…it’s a nice thought.

And a little bit incompatible with being alone.

I’ve tried to quiet my horniness by ignoring it. I really have. Sort of like how leaving a baby alone wailing in a room instead of holding it is meant to be character-building. But thus far my horn hasn’t shut up and developed a good, strong personality, it just keeps persisting louder and LOUDER.

The third thing is…UGH. I hate admitting this. The third thing is that even though I have stopped stalking Leon online, I have occasionally stalked him in my mind. Sometimes his name just comes into my brain. Or his face. Or a moment we had together. Just like one of those stupid montage videos they make of you and another person…but IN MY HEAD.

It’s not all the time or anything, but…it happens.

Anyway, this is most likely because I’ve been on my own a bit these holidays. Everything’s probably fine. I’ve got too much time to think, that’s all. Stupid thoughts!!!

Steph’s coming over tomorrow, thank God. I can stop thinking about myself for a bit and just listen to her talk.


Wednesday, 12 November

posted by EditingEmma 11.15

Stupid Friends

At break, I sat down with Faith and Steph.

‘Guess what I did last night,’ I said.

‘What?’

‘Went to my first after-school activity.’

‘Cool,’ said Faith. ‘The fashion thing? How was it?’

I paused.

‘Faith, I’m not sure you heard me properly. I went to an after-school activity. I stayed at school longer than I was legally obliged.’

She blinked. ‘Congratulations?’

‘What?! Come on! This is big!’

‘I stay behind to finish my art projects all the time,’ said Faith.

‘I have football practice on Tuesdays and monthly matches on Saturday,’ said Steph.

I sighed. ‘This is just like becoming a pen-writer all over again,’ I said.

‘What?’

‘So in primary school, you know how you use pencils, and then graduate to pens?’

Faith shrugged. ‘Can’t remember.’

‘Well in our class it was a really big deal. The first pen-writer, Gail Wandsworth,’ I said her name with venom, ‘was treated like bloody royalty. Her pen was bestowed upon her like a knighthood and everyone clapped. And she was all, I’m Gail, everywhere I go I leave a trail of permanent ink that smells like roses and superiority. Gail… ugh. Then there was Polly Kendrick, and Dan Sharma…’

‘Are you going to go through your whole primary school class?’ asked Faith.

‘Shh,’ said Steph.‘I want to see the depths of her bitterness.’

‘And by the time it got to me, loser Emma Nash, pen-writer number fifteen, NO ONE CARED ANY MORE. Does my achievement mean any less because I got there a bit later? Do my successes not mean anything on their own? Must they constantly be compared to that of my superior friends and peers?’

‘You’re right.’ Faith patted me on the shoulder. ‘Well done.’

‘I just don’t feel like you mean it.’

‘Better show appropriate enthusiasm, Faith,’ said Steph, ‘You don’t want to end up like Gail, buried in a shallow grave with a pen stuck down her throat.’

Why do I bother?

posted by EditingEmma 13.55

Steph came with me to look at the fashion show sign-up sheet, to see what teams I’m on. I got social media and design like I wanted!! Score!!! Then Steph pointed at a name lower down.

‘LEON is doing it?!’ she shouted.

‘Yup.’

‘Agh, WHAT. WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME.’

‘It’s no big deal.’

‘It IS a big deal. AGH. That’s so ANNOYING. This was something you were just doing for you. And he has to ruin it with his stupid…annoying…presence!! Ugh, why doesn’t he just cheese off, seriously!!!’

‘Cheese off?’

‘It felt right in the moment.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I said, ‘he won’t ruin it.’

‘AGH!!! It’s so UNFAIR.’ She shook her fist at a passing Year 7.

‘Steph, really!’ I took hold of her fist. ‘I was a bit shocked and at first I was very…aware of him in the room…but after a while I just got on with it and forgot about him.’

‘Really?’ Steph peered at me.

See. I can’t lie to Steph.

‘OK, I didn’t totally forget about him. But I nearly did. I promise. He’s not going to ruin it.’

‘He’d better not,’ said Steph. ‘Remember this is something you’re doing for you and ONLY YOU.’

‘I’ll remember.’ I nodded. ‘Anyway, he’s doing set with C-Holz, so I’ll barely ever see him.’

‘They’re letting Crazy Holly do set?’ Steph exclaimed.‘Isn’t that a health and safety hazard?!’

‘Probably.’

She got distracted then, thankfully. Because I don’t think I was doing a great job of convincing her. But she really needn’t be worried. I’m definitely not thinking about him.

posted by EditingEmma 20.19

Why Is My Mother Incapable of Dating Men With Normal Jobs?

Mum came into the kitchen, looking a bit glamorous for a Wednesday night…

‘Where are you going?’ I asked.

‘Out,’ she said.

Expansive.

‘You’ve got a date?’ I prodded.

‘…Yes.’

‘With who?’

‘The nice man we met on Halloween.’

‘Oh my God, the pumpkin carver!!!’ I practically screamed.

Mum sighed. ‘His name is Graham. And he’s a vegetable artist.’

I stopped. I stared.

‘A what?!’ I repeated. ‘What the hell is a vegetable artist?!’

‘Must you be so obsessed with my boyfriends’ jobs?’ Mum sighed. ‘Can’t you ever just focus on their personalities?’

‘I will, once you go out with someone who’s an electrician, or a plumber, or in advertising, or sales… What about sales, Mum? What about a nice, normal salesman?’

‘I don’t want to date a salesman. I want to date Graham.’

‘Well then. It’s up to you. But I’m afraid I’ll have to keep referring to him as the Pumpkin Carver.’

‘Vegetable artist,’ she replied, through gritted teeth.

She left before telling me what that meant, exactly. I’m sure time will tell.


Thursday, 13 November

posted by EditingEmma 17.01

Friendships Take Actual Work: A Realization

So, in amongst all my terrible friend-making, I’ve been comforting myself with the fact that at least mine and Gracie’s friendship is totally solid now. Well, I was in for a rude awakening from the cold mackerel of truth. This afternoon I was sitting with her, giggling at ‘worst sex injuries’ on the internet (which I’ve got to say, doesn’t inspire me – the most clumsy person in the universe – with much hope for my future) when she said, ‘So, when are you going to start dating again?’

‘I’m not,’ I said.

She laughed.

‘What?’ I asked.

She realized I was being sincere then, and nodded in a way I imagine she thought was supportive.

‘Gracie,’ I said. ‘People don’t have to have a love interest to lead a worthwhile and satisfying life.’

‘I know,’ she said.

Silence.

‘People don’t. You do,’ she added.

And for some reason, even though it’s completely a comment I would usually expect from Gracie, it sort of stung me out of nowhere. I’d foolishly let my guard down, because I think somehow I thought our relationship had just… I don’t know…magically transformed over the holidays. But no, here we were, just the same people as we were last term.

After she said that she went back to the laptop, as if nothing had happened, and I sat back feeling grumpy and childish. I decided to ignore her until she noticed and then go to lessons. But, clearly too enthralled by genital piercing mishaps, she didn’t notice me ignoring her… And during this time, I had time to cool off and assess my options. I thought…



       1) I can carry on ignoring her

       2) I can snipe back at her

       3) I could actually say something



1 and 2 are definitely how I’ve spent my entire life with Gracie, up until now. I took a deep breath. I so badly wanted to walk off and scribble ‘Gracie is a butt’ over my work all afternoon (it’s very therapeutic). But I thought about my resolutions. If I wanted things to change, I was going to have to change them.

‘Gracie.’ I broke my silence (that she hadn’t yet noticed). ‘I feel like we need to chat.’

She looked up from her screen. My heart started thudding.

‘About what?’

‘Um, important relationship stuff.’

‘Oh,’ she said. ‘All right…’

She leaned back in her chair, looking at me expectantly.

I continued. ‘It’s just… Er.’ Oh God, this was hard. I swallowed. ‘I know we’re all good now and that’s great, but I feel like we can’t have a fight, clear the air and then just move on. I feel like maybe we need to talk about how we’re going to change our relationship, otherwise we’re just going to fight again. And clear the air. And fight again. And it will be an endless cycle of fighting and air-clearing until we have no air left to clear. Our friendship will be trapped in an airless room and die.’

‘Uh huh,’ she said, looking at me like I’d just put on a hat in the shape of a pineapple.

‘Right.’ I ploughed on regardless.‘So I’ll go first, then. I feel like…sometimes you unnecessarily make me feel like I’m being weird. Like just then. And it’s mean.’

‘Ooookay,’ she said.

‘There!’ I shouted. ‘You’re doing it again! Talking about our relationship is not a weird thing to be doing!’

She sighed. I waited.

‘All right,’ she relented. ‘I don’t think you’re weird, but this makes me feel…uncomfortable. I don’t really like talking about this. So maybe it’s a defence or something, I don’t know.’

‘GOOD!’ I yelled, doing a little dance. ‘Progress! Get it all out in the open, Gracie!’

She paused.

‘But then sometimes I do think you’re weird.’

‘Point taken. Your turn.’

‘All right, um, hmm. OK. I feel like sometimes I can’t say stuff around you because you make everything into a joke. It makes me feel like everything I say is being mocked. You never take me seriously.’

Just as she said the word ‘seriously’ she looked all pouty and I reflexively pouted back at her. She huffed and crossed her arms.

‘Oh, I see, this is one-way criticism.’

‘No, no, I’m sorry!’ I yelped. ‘It was my facial muscles. They just do silly things on their own. I do take you seriously!!’

She nodded.

‘All right, you go.’

I took a breath.

‘OK. I feel like…whenever something bad happens to me, you react in a way that makes the whole thing seem worse. Like, OH MY GOD THAT’S AWFUL, and then I feel ten times worse…like you’re rubbing it in, or something.’

She paused.

‘I feel like, that’s actually me being genuinely sympathetic. Because if half the things that happened to you last term had happened to me, I’d be mortified.’ She shuddered.

I know I found my mum’s Tinder profile, had a date where literally the only five words spoken were ‘Do you want a Minstrel?’ and accidentally went out with a thirteen-year-old, but really, does she need to shudder?

‘See! You just did it, just then!’ I shouted.

She sighed. ‘It looks like we’re set in our ways.’

‘No, come on, we can do this. Um… Maybe we could make a signal? So, you know, whenever I don’t take you seriously, or you make me feel unnecessarily weird, we could, erm…hoot like an owl?’

She looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

I hooted like an owl.

‘Our signal is not going to be an owl!’ she whined.

I kept hooting.

‘Stop it! What about…looking at our phone?’

‘Bit confusing. What if I genuinely need to look at my phone?’

‘OK. Blink three times?’

‘That’ll do, I guess,’ I conceded.

Silence.

‘… I still preferred the owl, though.’



Evidence: Friendships take just as much work as romantic relationships.



Anyway, I feel like this was an important moment for us. For me. Instead of going away feeling like I’d chewed on Crazy Holly’s snack bag of lemons all afternoon, we’re actually ok. It just takes…effort?

Maybe I should start making an effort with more things…Like, contouring my face. Or eating super foods.

Then again, slow and steady and all that.

posted by EditingEmma 16.39

Damnit!

Aghhh. I’m SO annoyed at myself. I said that I wasn’t going to let Leon… I mean, Oh Nameless One…affect me. But here I am, the first after-school designing session for the fashion show, and what is he doing?

Affecting me.

I came in to start working on a shirt (blue/green silk, buttonless, flowing) and, lo and behold, he was in the room. We made eye contact as I came in and he immediately left.

His friend Charlie came in a minute later.

‘Hey, have you seen Leon?’ he asked.

‘He left.’

Charlie frowned. ‘Oh. I’m sure we said to meet here. Hey, amazing material, by the way.’

‘Thank you,’ I said absently.

And I shouldn’t have let it, I know, but it kind of bugged me. Because then all those familiar thoughts started creeping back in. What’s he thinking? Why did he leave the room? Was it because of me?

How is it fair that as soon as I’ve managed to kick stalking him online, he starts getting constantly shoved in front of me IRL?

Well, I refuse to dwell on this any longer. Maybe he left the room because it was too awkward. Maybe he left the room because he wanted a sandwich. It makes no difference to me.


Friday, 14 November

posted by EditingEmma 11.15

The ‘Race’ (That Apparently I’m In Without Even Entering) Was just sitting around with Gracie when she suddenly said, ‘I guess Steph’s going to win, then.’

‘Win what?’ I asked. Had she entered some kind of competition I didn’t know about?

‘You know,’ said Gracie.

‘No, I really don’t.’

‘You know.’ She raised her eyebrows.

When I didn’t respond she sighed, and said, ‘She’s going to lose her virginity.’

‘I…what? How is that winning?!’

‘Well, she’s going to be the first one.’

I paused, stupefied.

‘… Do you mean winning against all the rest of us?’

She looked at me like I was really, really dumb.

I blinked three times.

‘I’m sorry, I just refuse to believe you haven’t thought it.’

‘I honestly, swear to God, have never thought about it like that.’

Gracie sighed.

‘All right fine you’re an oblivious loser, but you’re still a loser.’



This is confusing to me on so many levels. Firstly:



       •   Different people are ready at different times. So does my ‘race’ begin from the moment I’m ready or the moment that my best friend is ready? Surely that would be like starting off Usain Bolt about a year behind everyone else on a track and calling it fair?

       •   Or is this not about being ready at all? But then does that mean you’re just supposed to do it, even if you’re not ready? Why would that be winning? Surely doing something you don’t want to do just for the sake of it is actually losing?

       •   Even if someone is ready to lose their virginity, they still have to find someone else to lose their virginity with, which seems purely circumstantial to me. I can’t just order up someone I like enough, who likes me back (and I did learn this the hard way).

       •   Surely this would all logically entail that people who’ve had sex are superior to people who haven’t. I’m just not sure this makes any sense. At the end of the day it’s really just a bodily function, with two people involved instead of one. Or is it the fact that someone else wants to have sex with you that makes you superior? But in that case, all we’d have to do is walk into any old seedy club and I’m sure there’d be hundreds of creepy men there willing to have sex with any one of us.



I showed this list to Gracie. She just shrugged.
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Can You Tell If Someone’s A Virgin Just By Looking At Them?

Gracie seems to think so, because she keeps staring at Steph and saying stupid things about her appearance being virginal or non-virginal.

‘Look at that walk,’ she said. ‘That’s definitely a non-virgin walk.’

I looked at Steph, walking across the sixth form centre.

‘It’s not,’ I said.

‘Well for one thing, she’s strutting.’

‘Steph always struts.’

‘Nooo.’

‘Yes.’

‘No way!’

‘Yes, you just never noticed before because you didn’t used to analyse her every move.’

‘Look at the way she bites into the cookie!’

I looked again.

‘She’s hungry.’

Gracie fixed her eyes on Steph and furrowed her eyebrows.

‘But then again, that was a very virginal sneeze.’

‘Oh for God’s sake. She’s still a virgin, all right.’

‘Was it the sneeze?’

‘NO.’

‘Well how do you know?’

‘I just know.’

‘How?’ Gracie needled. ‘I’m going to need solid evidence.’

‘Solid evidence like a sneeze?’

She shrugged.

‘I just KNOW, OK.’

‘All right, all right,’ she said.

We sat in silence for a moment.

‘But she’s got a distinctly ex-virgin glow,’ she added in quite a disturbing voice.

I didn’t say anything else so that she’d leave it alone. Because the truth is… I mean, now that she’s said it… I actually don’t know whether Steph’s had sex or not. I mean, I’m pretty sure she hasn’t. But I don’t know for definite. Ugh, I don’t want to admit that!! I don’t want to admit there’s a possibility she might have had sex and might not have told me, because we tell each other everything.

EVERYTHING.

She definitely would have told me, right?! She would have discussed with me, if she was even thinking about it?

RIGHT?
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Must Leon be EVERYWHERE?! Even When He’s Not Technically In The Room?

Just did my second designing session for the fashion show. Thankfully, this time **** was nowhere to be seen…but his friend Charlie was. He started talking to me when I came in.

‘Hey, can I ask your opinion, Button Queen?’ he said. ‘These or these?’ He held out two kinds of grey buttons.

‘Uh…’ I said.

It was really nice being asked my opinion about a fashion thing, and I did want to talk to him about it… But also what popped into my head when he spoke to me was, I wonder if Leon’s spoken to you about me? I wonder what you know about Leon right now, that I don’t? etc., etc. And it’s unfair of me, I know, but even speaking to Charlie is a little bit of a reminder of the person I would much rather forget.

‘Those, I think,’ I eventually answered and sat down at my station.

I’m not usually stand-offish, but if I’m really going to stop thinking about Leon, fraternizing with his friends just isn’t going to help. I must maintain a safe distance from all things Leon. I mean ****.


Saturday, 15 November
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Why Did I Sign Up For This, Again?

So, as part of my role on the social media team, it’s my job to create the event for the show. And now, sitting and staring at the blank event, I’m wondering why on EARTH I volunteered for this.

‘Steph! Help me!’ I shouted on the phone.

‘Uh huh.’

‘What do I say on the event description?’

‘Umm…’ I could hear her chewing on something. ‘Be super chill and casual. Like you’re doing this really fun thing people can come to, but ultimately you don’t really care whether anyone comes or not.’

‘OK. Got it. Chill and casual.’



Hey you crazy cats. Some of us have been making some cool clothes and it would be great if you came to see our show. Or Not. Whatever. No pressure.



Rang Steph back, and read it out to her.

‘“Crazy cats”?’ she repeated. ‘Crazy cats?! Since when do you live in the Fifties?’

‘I was going for off-the-wall,’ I said.

‘Hmm, works for Crazy Holly, because she legit doesn’t care…not so much for you.’

‘All right all right, what else needs to go?’

‘Um, ALL of it.’

‘All right, fine, clearly I can’t do casual. I’m going for heartfelt.’



Hello, everyone. We’re working really, really hard on this fashion show, and it would mean a lot to us if you came down to see the fruits of our labours. It’s for a good cause, so please think of the children.



‘Sounds vaguely threatening,’ said Steph.

‘All right, well…’

‘And a bit intense.’

‘OK, I’ll…’

‘And what is fruits of our labours? Now you sound like you’re in the nineteenth century.’

‘Oh my God, I GIVE UP. How does anyone write these things?!’

‘Look, you’re overthinking it. Go again. You’ll get there. I BELIEVE IN YOU.’



Come to our super cool fashion show…



‘Hello, Desperate Paul.’



Join us for a night of fun…



‘Exactly what Mr Morris would say.’



Be there or be square…



‘Oh my God, Emma. I’ve stopped believing in you.’
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It took three hours but I finally concocted a casual and fun-sounding event description (no thanks to Steph). Now I just have to ‘invite’ people.

Oh my God. There are about five hundred people to invite.

Hovering over the button…

Done.

… And now there are literally five hundred people invited and one ‘attending’.

Me.

OH MY GOD. What have I done?! Why didn’t I prepare?! Why didn’t I have Steph on standby to click attending immediately?! Now she’s having dinner, aghhhh!!
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Called Gracie.

‘Gracie, please go online, I just invited you to something.’

‘Yeah, I saw.’

‘You saw?! What?! WHY haven’t you said yes yet?!’

‘Well, then it would just be me and you attending…’

‘Oh my God.’

‘Bit keen, you know.’

‘Click attending NOW.’

‘Um, yeah, I will.’

‘You mean you will, when some other people have!!’

‘Well…’

‘Gracie. That’s ridiculous. What if everyone did that? Then no one would ever click attending for anything, EVER.’

‘Oh, er, sorry, Emma, my dad’s calling me…’

‘NO HE ISN’T.’

‘What’s that, Dad? Oh, all right, yes, I’m coming!’

‘Gracie Morton, do not hang up on me!’

‘SorryEmmagottagoloveyouuuuu.’

Then she hung up. How dare she!!! How dare she!!!



@Em_Nasher

@GracieMorton1 Just listening to ‘You’ve Got A Friend In Me’, what a tune



@Em_Nasher

@GracieMorton1 Oh and, ‘With A Little Help From My Friends’



@Em_Nasher

@GracieMorton1 ‘Best Friend’



@Em_Nasher

@GracieMorton1 ‘My Forever Friend’



@GracieMorton1

@Em_Nasher All right the others maybe, but I just googled & you are not listening to ‘My Forever Friend’

posted by EditingEmma 18.27

Phew, ****’s friend Charlie clicked attending. Feeling marginally less anxious now.

Marginally.

Oh, and **** did too. Not that I noticed.


Sunday, 16 November
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The Word ‘Virgin’

I’ve been thinking about the word ‘virgin’, because we’ve used it a lot recently. I really, really don’t like it. I think because either way you use it, there’s some sort of negative connotation. It’s really hard to use it and simply mean ‘person who has not had sex’. It usually comes out like…virgin = loser. Which implies if you haven’t had sex by age sixteen, you’re some kind of weirdo. Or…virgin = pure. Which makes sex seem like this sort of bad, sullying thing.

I’ve been repeating it to myself under my breath, to try and remove all the connotations and simplify it’s meaning.

Virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin virgin.

But it just hasn’t worked. I simply cannot use the word ‘virgin’ in the literal sense.

We should come up with new words like…um… ‘non-sexer’ or ‘oui-sexer’. Always said in French accents. Because nothing said in a French accent can have a negative connotation.
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Friendship Mission: Reboot

I don’t know if it’s Gracie going on about Steph’s virginity, which is making me feel like Steph’s a million miles away from me in adult-land, or whether it’s the fact that a certain person keeps cropping up IRL, which is maybe…just a tiny, minuscule bit…giving me the urge to click on his profile…but all of a sudden I feel kind of lonely. I reached for my phone to message Steph, about it getting harder to resist clicking on him, and then put it down again. How massively immature would she think I was? I mean, there she is in this new, amazing relationship, and I’m still trying to resist cyber-stalking someone I barely even dated at all. We were so on and off that we never even got to that stage. She’s probably so bored of it by now.

I was feeling a bit down and lost, when I started to wonder if I gave up too quickly on the hunt for a new buddy.

What happened with Anika and Hannah were setbacks, to be sure, but that doesn’t mean the last girl on the list isn’t ripe with potential life-affirming friendship…

I mean, where would we be if people didn’t see their missions through to the end?! If James Cook and his crew had turned around and said, Hey, guys, it’s kinda cold? Who cares about crossing the Antarctic Circle? Let’s go home and buy a snow machine? (Actually, that’s probably exactly what I would have done, but anyway.)

No. I will NOT abort my mission yet, only one week into school. And last up on the list is Kayleigh Spencer, Cat Lover Extraordinaire.

I’m currently in the process of digging up lots of cute cat pictures online and littering everyone’s feeds with them. Hello my furry, feline friend-enticers.
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Right. Obnoxious amount of cat pictures = posted. I’m feeling so much more upbeat than I was earlier. No uptake from Kayleigh yet. But I’m sure it’s only a matter of time…


Monday, 17 November
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When I came in this morning, Steph and Gracie were clucking around like chickens.

‘Faith’s new girlfriend is coming to Battle of the Bands on Saturday!’ Gracie filled me in.

‘Oh my God!’ Steph squawked. ‘The mysterious Claudia.’

‘I’m glad she’s coming,’ said Gracie. ‘It will be so nice to meet her.’

‘Yeah, come to think of it…Faith hasn’t said that much about her,’ I pondered.

‘I think she’s scared of putting too much pressure on it, too early,’ said Steph.

Avoiding putting too much pressure on things too early. Huh, there’s a novel thought.
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Walked to Art with Faith.

‘So Faith,’ I said. ‘I hear, Clauuuudia’s coming to Battle of the Bands.’

‘Yes, Claudia is coming,’ she said.

‘What’s Clauuuuuuudia like?’ I asked.

‘She’s…Well… ’ I could feel Faith’s happiness and discomfort radiating from her in equal measure.

‘She’s PERFECT,’ I finished for her.

‘Ugh!’ said Faith. ‘This is exactly why I didn’t want to talk about it.’

‘Does she have dreamy eyes?’

‘Stop.’

‘Does she…understand you?’

‘You’re the worst.’

I am the worst. But I’m also massively, massively trying to distract myself from the fact that, from the event flyer, I can see Leon’s band are performing. How can I ignore him whilst he’s doing that? Would it be weird to wear an eyeless balaclava?
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Dear God No

Just
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