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To Zoë Telford-Reed, for sending me my first-ever piece of fan mail and making my day!




FRIDAY 21 JANUARY

I’m back! Sorry it’s been SO long but I have finally purchased a new diary and I am looking forward to filling you in on all my exciting adventures … or I guess embarrassing adventures if we are being entirely honest, which is our thing, right?

[image: ]

Oh so Shiny and New

PRIVATE PROPERTY OF LOTTIE BROOKS KEEP OUT OR FACE SEVERE CONSEQUENCES



(I’ve not figured out what the consequences will be yet but trust me – and I’m speaking to you here, Toby – you won’t want to find out!)

Anyway, did you miss me?

No?!

Well, that’s a bit rude!

Only kidding.

I guess it’s only been about a week, but it feels like longer IYSWIM because A LOT has happened since we last ‘met’. How about a handy list to fill you all in, eh?

OK, here we go. Stuff that has happened in the last week includes:

[image: ] Mum’s still in hospital, but she’s finally coming home tomorrow. We’ve been to visit my new baby sister, Davina – I mean BELLA (must get that right!) – a couple of times and she is très cute! I mean, she doesn’t do much yet, but I guess we need to give her time as she’s still only ten days old.

[image: ] It’s been SO wonderful having Molly back from Australia – we’ve seen each other almost every day and it’s just like old times!

[image: ] Amber and Poppy have been mostly staying out of my way. Phew.

[image: ] I’m kinda still a little bit keen on Daniel. Like a real tiny bit. Almost nothing really.

[image: ] I absolutely do not spend loads of time sitting at my desk daydreaming about him and drooling all over my diary.

[image: ]

I NEVER do this




[image: ] Oh, who am I even kidding? I REALLY like him. But shhhh, don’t tell anyone, OK.

[image: ] Argh, and now I have ACTUALLY drooled on the page! Maybe if I give the drool a face it’ll look less disgusting?!

[image: ]

Hi I’m a blob of drool called Nigel!

Urgh Soz I’m So gross!




[image: ] Why do I ramble so much?! One minute I’m giving you an update on my life and the next I’m banging on about Nigel the Blob of Drool. What were we even talking about again?

[image: ] Oh, yeh … Dreamy Daniel! (He’s soooo nice.)

[image: ] I might need you to occasionally shout ‘GET A GRIP, LOTTIE!’ if I start going on about him too much – promise? I’ll pretend you said ‘yes’ – thank you.

[image: ] Hmmm. What else? The hamsters are still as CUTE AS EVER. I bet you missed them more than me, huh? They are extra delighted right now because I got them some new hammocks for their cage …

[image: ]

living our best lives!

oh, yeh baby!




PS Hamsters absolutely deserve to live their best lives because their life expectancy is only two to three years on average, which seems incredibly unfair. But shhhhhh, don’t tell Fuzzball the 3rd and Professor Squeakington that as I don’t want them to get upset.

PPS I’ve drawn them with cocktails because I thought it was funny but, just to be clear, hamsters DO NOT drink alcohol. If you start putting gin and tonic in their water bottle, then I have a feeling that they may live A LOT less than two to three years. Also, your parents might be very cross with you for stealing their precious gin. You have been warned!




SATURDAY 22 JANUARY

[image: ]


9.45 a.m.


Today’s the day Mum comes home! I cannot wait. I mean, at first it was kind of fun having Dad being the only parent because he was much more relaxed about certain things like putting dirty clothes in the laundry bin, making beds, homework and (mostly) screen time. He’s just super gullible – he’d say things like, ‘How long have you been on your iPad, Lottie?’ and I’d go, ‘Oh, only about five minutes, Dad,’ and he’d go, ‘Oh, that’s fine – carry on then.’

Usually I’d been on for about two hours! Sucker.

The downside was his cooking. Not that he didn’t try. I wish he hadn’t tried and had just served us nuggets and pizza – that would have been fine. The problem was that he was so keen to show Mum what an ‘amazing husband and dad’ he was that he kept trying to cook things WAY beyond his means and then getting it spectacularly wrong.

I mean, last weekend he tried to do a Sunday lunch without purchasing any of the vital ingredients. Like a chicken or a joint of beef. So, we had ‘roast fish’, which was basically incinerated salmon covered in gravy. It wasn’t even a fillet – it was one of those whole ones with a face and everything!

[image: ]

Come and get your delicious roast Fish!




Me and Toby were traumatized, I tell you!

In fact, I’m still having nightmares about it now … often really strange ones where the salmon’s got funny little arms and is playing a tiny guitar. It’s super weird.

[image: ]

Would you like to Sing with me, Lottie?

AHHH! No! Go away, you weird fish!

Oh dear. That’s a bit unkind!

Soz




Hmmm … maybe I was being a little unkind, but I just don’t want to sing songs with a dead aquatic animal when I’m trying to get my beauty sleep, OK? The fact that Mr Fishy could play a blimmin’ good version of Harry Styles’ ‘Watermelon Sugar’ is beside the point!


4.16 p.m.


Wahoo, she’s back! There are now five people living in this house, which seems insane. Or seven if you count hamsters as people, which I actually do.

I mean, they are more competent at most things than Toby so that’s got to count for something, right?

Anyway, I’ve been cuddling Bella all afternoon. She smells amazing, a bit like a strawberry milkshake, mmmmm.

Mum looks a bit different though, like really tired.

I said, ‘Wow, Mum, you look tired!’

She said, ‘Thanks, Lottie.’

‘Yeh … you’ve got really big bags under your eyes.’

‘Mmm … Thanks, Lottie.’

‘And dark circles too … Also your skin looks kind of grey.’

‘Thanks very much, Lottie.’

‘You look quite a lot older actually …’

‘YES, OK, YOU’VE MADE YOUR POINT NOW. THANK YOU, LOTTIE!’

I said, ‘Geez, Mum. There’s no need to shout. I was only making an observation!’

I guess maybe having a baby ages you or something …

[image: ]

Mum before Bella

Mum now




I don’t know why though … So far it all looks easy to me as all they seem to do is sleep.


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

Remember to buy Mum some rejuvenating anti-ageing face cream for her birthday. She’ll love that.





SUNDAY 23 JANUARY


4.24 a.m.


Just woke up to a truly disturbing noise. Sounded a bit like a squirrel being beaten up by a fox. That might be a bit of a weird analogy though, because, come to think of it, I’m not sure I’ve ever heard a squirrel make a noise. Must look that up later.

I went to investigate and turns out it was Bella! I was flabbergasted (love that word). I mean, how can one teeny-tiny baby make that much sound?!

‘What is it, Mum? What’s wrong with her?!’ I said.

‘She’s hungry, love. She just needs some milk.’

‘Can she not wait until breakfast like a normal person?’

Mum laughed. ‘Unfortunately not, Lottie. Babies have very small tummies, so they need to eat very frequently to begin with.’

All seems pretty uncivilized to me.


4.47 a.m.


Couldn’t sleep because I kept thinking about the squirrel question. Crept downstairs to look it up on my phone – yes, my mum is one of those annoying people who bans phones in the bedroom (except for hers, of course, which she is allowed to look at 24/7 – unfair).

If you are interested, I found out that squirrels do actually have a wide range of vocal features, including squeaks, grunts and barks. Fascinating!

I’m still finding it hard to sleep though, as I don’t like to think of squirrels barking – it seems rather uncouth.

[image: ]

Woof Woof!

I wish I didn’t know this





10.02 a.m.


I was rudely woken up by Dad shaking me. ‘Lottie, wake up! It’s OK. I’m here.’

‘What’s going on?!’ I was really confused.

‘I thought you were having a nightmare!’

‘No … I was just dreaming that I was a … squirrel.’

It was a rather nice dream TBF. Certainly nicer than being threatened by Mr Fishy and his tiny guitar anyway.

‘Oh, right … well, I guess that’s OK then. It just sounded a bit like you were barking.’

‘Oh, ha ha … no. You must have been mistaken.’

God, I’m weird.


4.12 p.m.


Man alive, babies can make quite a lot of noise.

Bella seems to have stopped sleeping all the time and replaced it with crying all the time.

She has now been screaming for two solid hours. Nothing anyone does seems to help.

I asked Mum what was wrong with her this time and she said, ‘I think she needs a burp.’

Imagine crying for hours because you need a burp. I mean, just get it outta ya, girl – we’re all family here!


5.47 p.m.


Other things that Bella cries about …

[image: ] Being hungry

[image: ] Getting changed

[image: ] Having a bath

[image: ] Being put in her basket

[image: ] Going to sleep

[image: ] Waking up

[image: ] Doing a poo

[image: ] Doing a fart

[image: ] Loads of other stuff that no one has any clue about

I mean, talk about being melodramatic!


6.33 p.m.


Just had a shower, was all fresh, clean and smelling like a daisy field, when Mum said, ‘Can you hold Bella for a minute, Lottie? I just need a wee.’

I said, ‘Sure, no probs,’ like the helpful daughter I am.

Next thing I knew …

BLURGH.

ABSOLUTELY COVERED IN BABY VOM.

Toby’s comments absolutely, categorically, didn’t help.

[image: ]

Yuck! You’ve got mum’s boobie juice all over you!




So I had to have another shower as I didn’t want to turn up to school tomorrow smelling like a mouldy bowl of cereal that’s been left under the bed for two months (which I’ve obviously never done).

FYI I’ve definitely changed my opinion now – babies are absolutely minging!




MONDAY 24 JANUARY

I don’t think I’d ever woken up feeling glad it was a Monday morning, but today I was pretty glad to get out of this noisy madhouse because, in comparison to being at home, school feels like going on a spa break.

Also it was a really great day because I got some super-exciting news …

I was sitting in registration chatting to Jess about our favourite flavours of Pot Noodle – mine is Chicken and Mushroom (which is weird as I hate mushrooms IRL but I pick them out) followed by Beef and Tomato. Hers are Chinese Chow Mein and Bombay Bad Boy. I was impressed – I’ve always thought Bombay Bad Boy would be way too spicy, but maybe I’ll give it a try.

Anyway, I’m digressing. What was I talking about again??

OH YES! The mega-exciting news – our Pot Noodle discussion was interrupted when my phone buzzed. It was a text from Molly.


MOLLY: OMG GUESS WHAT! I GOT A PLACE AT KINGSWOOD!!!!!



ME: OMG!!!!!! NO WAY!!!!!!!



MOLLY: YES WAY!!!!!! AND GUESS WHAT???????



ME: WHAT?!???!?


MOLLY: I’M GONNA BE IN YOUR FORM ROOM!!!!



ME: OMG NO WAYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY!!!!!


I mean, maybe we overdid the caps a bit but, crikey, I was a bit excited!

‘What is it? What is it? Tell me!!’ begged Jess, trying to get a look over my shoulder.

‘It’s Molly. She’s starting here next week!’

‘Oh, wow! That’s amazing! I can’t wait to meet her.’

I grinned because having my two very best friends in the same class is going to be the BEST THING EVER.

‘What are you two squealing about?’ said Amber, leaning over to find out what all the commotion was about.

Part of me just wanted to tell her to mind her own business, but I’m determined to be a bigger person than that this year.

[image: ]

Lottie 2.0

The extra-mature version!

I’M A GROWNUP!



(NB I don’t mean extra mature as in the type of cheddar … I don’t smell of cheese … I hope!)

‘I just got a text from my best friend Molly. She’s going to be joining Seven Green next week,’ I explained.

‘Your BEST friend?’ she said. ‘I thought Jess was your BEST friend.’

‘Well, she is … They both are. You can have two best friends, you know …’

‘Really?’ she said, smirking. ‘You know what they say … Three’s a crowd!’

‘I don’t care what they say. It’s going to be brilliant.’

Amber gave me her best bored look. ‘Yeh well, whatever. She’s probably a total geek like you guys anyway.’

‘Ignore her,’ whispered Jess. ‘She’s just trying to get a reaction.’

I sighed. ‘I know.’

‘So …’ said Jess. ‘When am I finally going to get to meet the famous Molly?’

I frowned. I couldn’t believe I’d not introduced them yet, but so much had been going on in the last week that there had literally been no time! What with catching up with Molly and visiting Mum in hospital, I’d been busy every day after school.

‘How about Thursday?’ I suggested. ‘Come round to mine and you can meet her AND Bella!’

‘I can’t wait!’

When I got home, I told Mum I’d invited Molly and Jess over. She looked a bit put out to be honest.

‘I’ve just got out of hospital, love. Can’t it wait a while?’

‘NO! It’s super urgent, Mum. Molly and Jess haven’t met yet and they are the two most important people in my ENTIRE LIFE!’

‘Well, thanks very much!’

‘Apart from my family of course.’

‘Glad to hear it. OK, love, I’m sure we’ll manage. What’s another two mouths to feed, hey?’

‘YAY! You are the BEST mum I’ve EVER had.’

‘How many mums have you had?!’

‘Oh, yeh. Good point.’




TUESDAY 25 JANUARY

I’ve come to the conclusion that I just can’t talk to boys, and by boys I really mean Daniel. When I try, it’s like my mouth is full of jam and none of the words come out right. Take today, for example …

Actually, before I tell you about that, here’s a brief recap on the me-and-Daniel situ (just in case you didn’t read my first diary) …

[image: ] We first met in science class and before long he started saying hi and smiling at me when I saw him. Eek!

[image: ] He asked me to dance at the autumn disco but, because I was so gassy after drinking too many fizzy drinks, I couldn’t reply in case I burped in his face.

[image: ] I started worrying that maybe I’d blown it …

[image: ] But then he followed me on Instagram – OMG!

[image: ] He said I looked cute in my ‘cute lil’ cupcake’ swimming costume even though I looked like a deranged ballerina.

[image: ] I started thinking maybe he liked me!

[image: ] Then he got a bit cold with me after I fell out with Jess. [image: frowning face]

[image: ] After me and Jess patched things up he sent me a text saying ‘Happy Christmas!’

[image: ] He started smiling at me again – YAY! [image: smiling face]

[image: ] After we came back from the school holidays I suddenly noticed that he was super-extra hot and the rest, as they say, is history.

*Cut back to present day*

Where was I again? Oh, yeh. Talking to boys, urgh.

So, we had science first thing this morning. I always feel a bit nervous as I know I’m going to be seeing Daniel – he sits just behind me.

As I walked in, this is how the convo went. Please don’t laugh …

[image: ]

Hey, Lottie!

Oh, h … h … hi Laniel …




I mean … LANIEL?!?

Sigh.

Worse still, Poppy and Amber heard too and burst into a fit of giggles. They were whispering about me throughout the whole lesson.

‘Did you hear what she said?’ sniggered Poppy.

‘I know … Laniel? So embarrassing!’ said Amber.

I didn’t want them to have the satisfaction of knowing they had got to me, so I pretended to be utterly enthralled listening to Mrs Murphy talk about the chemical composition of a banana. Inside, however, all I wanted to do was crawl into a hole and hibernate for like SEVENTY-EIGHT SQUILLION years.

[image: ]

psssst … any room down there for me?!

Nah, mate. Dig your own hole … I got enough problems of my own!







WEDNESDAY 26 JANUARY


7.27 a.m.


Tomorrow is the big day when I introduce Molly and Jess to each other, and I can’t stop thinking about it. I should be excited about my two BFFs finally meeting, but instead I feel kind of nervous. I can’t quite work it out – what do I have to feel nervous about?

‘What do they mean when they say three’s a crowd?’ I asked Dad while shovelling Coco Pops into my mouth at breakfast.

‘Have you not heard the saying, love? It goes: two’s company, three’s a crowd. It’s just that quite often in a group of three, you may get someone feeling a bit left out because two of the people get on better together, that’s all.’

‘Oh,’ I said.

‘Why do you ask?’

‘Nothing … just something someone mentioned at school.’

I pushed my bowl away. I was getting an uneasy feeling in my tummy. What a waste of good Coco Pops though, and they weren’t even supermarket own brand!

[image: ]



THURSDAY 27 JANUARY


7.01 a.m.


Didn’t sleep well last night. I finally figured out why I’m feeling so nervous. It’s because I love both Molly and Jess to death, but what if they don’t like each other?

Damn Amber for putting these stupid thoughts in my head.

I looked at myself in the mirror to give myself a bit of a talking-to: ‘Look – listen, Lottie, it’s going to be fine! We are all grown-ups now (sort of).’

I turned to the hammies for backup – but they weren’t very reassuring …

[image: ]

It’s going to be OK right, guys?!

Got any more Strawberries, love?!

Na, you’re deluding yourself!





6.25 p.m.


Well, that went OK. I think.

I mean it was a bit awkward in parts, but nothing is ever perfect, right?

When me and Jess got home from school, Mum was in a right tizz.

‘Lottie, I’ve not had time to even think about dinner today so I’m just going to have to order you a pizza, I’m afraid.’

‘Nothing to be worried about, Mum. We are MORE than happy to pass on a home-cooked meal,’ I said, winking at Jess.

‘Thank you, Lotts. Now listen – will you girls look after Bella for fifteen minutes while I give the place a quick hoover?’

I still don’t get why adults are so obsessed with hoovering. I NEVER notice crumbs on the floor, but they seem to make my mum super stressed.

‘Sure thing, Mrs Brooks,’ said Jess. ‘Can I hold her?’

‘OF COURSE!’ said Mum, perhaps a bit too keenly. ‘And call me Laura.’

‘Make sure you support her head,’ I instructed as Mum passed Bella to Jess.

‘Oooooooh my gosh, she’s so tiny and adorable,’ cooed Jess.

‘Just wait till you smell her head!’ I said, feeling like a very proud big sister.

She sniffed her hair. ‘STRAWBERRY MILKSHAKE!’

‘I know, right,’ I said, laughing.

Just then the doorbell rang.

‘That must be Molly,’ I said, feeling a familiar lurch in my tummy.

‘Please let this work out OK,’ I said to myself, and I pulled the door open.

’HEY, BESTIE!’ Molly said, giving me a hug.

‘Hey yourself.’ I smiled. ‘Jess is already here.’

‘Great.’

We walked through to the lounge where Jess was still sitting cuddling Bella.

‘Sooooo … Molly, this is Jess, and, Jess, this is Molly,’ I said, butterflies flitting around in my tummy.

‘Hi, Jess,’ said Molly, cool as anything. ‘It’s so good to finally meet you.’

‘It’s lovely to meet you too, Molly! I’ve just met Bella for the first time as well. Isn’t she gorgeous?’

‘Very! And have you smelt her head?’

‘Yep … strawberry milkshake, right?’

They both started laughing and I grinned. The knot in my stomach was easing – I knew everything was going to be OK.

I never really had anything to worry about. It was just stupid Amber putting stupid thoughts in my head.


THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

Do not listen to anything Amber has to say EVER AGAIN.





SATURDAY 29 JANUARY

Went to New Look with Jess and Molly. None of us had any money so we just went to try on stuff. We did that thing where we all pick each other outfits – the more ridiculous, the better.

It was pretty annoying though, because no matter what we chose for Molly she just looked incredible, whereas more often than not me and Jess looked kind of goofy. She even managed to make a plain black T-shirt dress look amazing.

[image: ]

Wowee!




Jess goes, ‘Molly, that makes you almost look like a proper adult!’

‘It’s because you have actual boobs,’ I agreed, suddenly noticing how much older she looked since she came back from Oz.

‘Yeh, I went to town last week with my mum and I’m officially a B cup now,’ she said.

I tried not to feel jealous, but as I looked down at my flatter-than-flat chest it was hard not to. You see, I’m still a bit behind everyone else in the puberty stakes. This may be TMI, but shall I give you a little update? I mean, we are all friends here, right? So …

1. My chest area feels a bit sore, which according to the book my mum bought me means that ‘breast growth is imminent’ but er hello … I’m still waiting!! If anyone is listening, then I’m twelve and a half now so it seems only fair I get some boobs soon.

2. I now have a total of three pubic hairs. Oh, and some kinda fine underarm hair too. I might try shaving it soon, but it seems OK at the mo.

3. I have the dreaded BO and I now have to shower EVERY day. Oh, how I miss the days when I didn’t use to smell. I didn’t notice the change much at first, but then Mum started dropping some subtle hints and eventually yep … I had to admit she was right.

[image: ]

Lottie, go shower! you absolutely stink!

Charming!




4. I also have to wash my hair much more often as it’s turned into Grease-ball Central. I used to get away with washing it twice a week, but now it’s every other day and even then sometimes it looks as if I’ve rubbed it in butter by the morning. URGH. How is that fair????

5. My skin is deffo oilier too but luckily, apart from a few small spots, I’ve escaped any major breakouts (so far – touch wood).

6. Period still AWOL. Luckily, it’s the same for Molly and Jess – I wonder who will be the first?! I just hope I’m not the last.

It wasn’t long before the sales assistant started side-eyeing us and making snooty comments like, ‘Are you actually planning to buy anything, girls?’

I mean, how rude! We’d only been there like two and a half hours.

I do get that it must be annoying putting away huge amounts of clothes that we were never going to buy, but it’s not like she wasn’t getting paid for it.

To make a point, Jess bought a pair of sunglasses that were reduced to 99p.

[image: ]



SUNDAY 30 JANUARY

Dead excited right now as Molly starts school tomorrow! She came round this afternoon to show me her uniform and check she hadn’t made any major fashion misdemeanours – as if she would!

We made plans to walk to school together tomorrow. Molly lives the furthest away, so she’ll call for me first and then we’ll walk together to pick up Jess, who is closest.

Then we’ll call into the newsagent’s and spend our remaining pocket money on bubblegum to secretly eat in double science (we sit near the back and Mrs Murphy is pretty blind anyway).
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