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I’M NOT BEING FUNNY, but have you ever seen your head teacher take the bins out as soon as the sun comes up, in their tatty, too-small dressing gown and ugly superhero slippers? It’s like seeing a giraffe skateboard into school. WEIRD ON EVERY LEVEL!!!!

It’s even worse when your head teacher has overpowering coffee breath, chants a cheery, ‘Good mooooorning, neighbour!’ like they’re permanently stuck on school-assembly mode – and they’re … your dad.

I know, right?

CRINGE.

DON’T GET ME WRONG, Dad’s all right sometimes.
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	He buys me ALL the notebooks and pens I want. All I have to do is mention the words ‘new school project’ and he races to his laptop like there’s a flash sale at BoringShirtsAndTies.com and orders me anything with a twenty per cent off sticker. A girl can never have enough notebooks and pens, right!?
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	Dad also works a lot. So I get way more TV time than he knows about.
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	And at weekends, he makes the tastiest tomato pasta with three different cheeses and not a vegetable in sight. Result!
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But don’t be fooled by my dad’s love of dairy and a big online discount. When it comes to being a totally embarrassing, forever-annoying parent, he’s the MASTER.

Just yesterday, he charged around the supermarket pretending the shopping trolley was a racing car. Every time he vroomed down an aisle or screeched round a corner, strangers would point and snigger or pull their phone out to film him, and I wanted the ground to SWALLOW ME UP. Then, this morning, I caught him dancing to Taylor Swift in the kitchen. He was all wiggly hips and helicopter arms, and I didn’t know whether to cry or throw up. I settled with a loud GROOOAN as I swiped a box of Cloud Puffs from the cupboard and ran back to my room. No one needs to see that before 9 a.m.
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YOU’LL NEVER BELIEVE THIS, BUT THINGS ARE ABOUT TO GET EVEN. MORE. AWKWARD.

Starting next week, Dad and I will be joining Heverton Junior School. I’ll be in Year 4. Dad will be the head teacher. And I have to make sure he does not embarrass me!!!!

Here’s everything I plan to do to fit in:


	Find a new BFF (we moved house at the start of the summer holidays).*

	Impress the teachers by always being on time, having the neatest workbooks, and never forgetting my PE kit.

	Not get lost in the school corridors.

	Get zero scuff marks on my sparkly new school bag.

	Avoid being seen with Dad (at least for the first few weeks). It was fine when I was younger, but now people go all weird the instant I tell them I’m the head teacher’s daughter, so my plan is to BLEND IN.




*I’ve barely spoken to Lola, Logan and Valle all summer, but I grew up with them and they’re used to my clumsy, forgetful ways. They’ve also learned to like Dad’s embarrassing sense of humour. They always called him the funniest teacher at St Jude’s – but I’m not going to be at St Jude’s any more, and Dad’s not a typical teacher. I’ve got to do everything RIGHT if I want to fit in.



I promise to let you know how it goes. I’ll write in you EVERY SINGLE DAY. You won’t miss a moment of the action.

ARE YOU READY?

Let’s go …

[image: ]
[image: ]





[image: ]
ARGH!!! I’m sorry, Diary. I know you’re all sparkly and clean and waiting for me to write in scented rainbow pens across your perfectly neat grey lines, but it’s been THE CRAZIEST WEEK OF MY LIFE!

I know what you’re thinking – Riley Wright, you PROMISED to keep me updated. I’ve been waiting for ALL the gossip. Can’t you do ANYTHING right?!

Well, buckle up, my flicky-paged friend. Now I’m going to write a whole entire WEEK in one go and it’s going to be the BIGGEST DIARY ENTRY EVER.
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PICTURE THIS. On Monday, it was our first day at Heverton Junior School, and Dad said we had to get there EXTRA early.

‘Being on time is a sign of respect!’ he said, carrying a backpack, two flasks and his pride and joy (a box of whistles, miniature whiteboards and a full set of unused glue sticks) to the car.

‘Do you know what else is a sign of respect?’ I said, slumping into the back seat with an exaggerated huff. ‘Not interrupting your daughter when she’s having a perfectly good dream about a pet unipug. And not spilling milk all over her jumper when she’s trying to finish her cereal. Do you WANT me to smell like a baby cow?’

Don’t tell Dad, but I was actually quite pleased we’d made it to the car so early. It meant that Mum couldn’t do a ‘first day photoshoot’, and Ryan, my annoying big brother, couldn’t sneak up behind me and give me THE BIGGEST WEDGIE OF ALL TIME. You only have to look at the old ‘first day’ photos lining the stairs to see how painful they are. Side note: if someone could design pants that stretch up to your armpits, that would be great!

[image: ]

IN THE CAR, DAD WENT OFF ON ONE ABOUT HOW HE NEEDED ME TO SET A GOOD EXAMPLE AT HEVERTON JUNIORS AND DEMONSTRATE THE BEHAVIOUR OF A GRADE-A PUPIL.



BIG PROBLEM ALERT: I – Riley Wright – am NOT a grade-A pupil. I wish I could call myself Ambitious, Athletic, Amusing and Astoundingly Awesome. But if I drank a truth potion, I’d say I was Awkward, Accident-prone, and Annoyingly Average. (I can only say that to you, Diary, obvs. You’re great like that. You don’t judge. You don’t answer back. You don’t laugh at me when I spell things wrong.)

Anyway.

Dad gave me this whole talk on the way to school about the importance of looking smart and presentable.

It didn’t work.

But, you know, maybe if he gave me a bit more time in the morning … I’D LOOK LESS LIKE AN ELECTROCUTED CHICKEN!!!!
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WE SPENT THE REST OF THE JOURNEY TO SCHOOL CHATTING ABOUT DAD’S SQUISHED NECK.

We could have been arguing about important things like how I should be allowed to wear lip gloss to school, or how I neeeeeed those cute panda trainers with the rainbow laces that we saw online at the weekend, but no. The topic of conversation was a TOTALLY RANDOM squished neck.

Dad must’ve tied his tie at least twenty times before leaving the house. For some reason, chonky-hamster-struggling-to-breathe was the vibe he went for.

‘The tighter the knot, the smarter you look,’ he announced as we turned into Heverton Road. And that was basically that.

I was properly worried he’d cut off his blood circulation – but now I had bigger problems to think about. The closer we got to school, the more my tummy wriggled. Would someone want to be my BFF? Would my teacher be nice? Could I stay far enough away from Dad so nobody saw the family resemblance?

Dad swung into the special RESERVED FOR HEAD TEACHER parking space.

It was right outside the school gates.

Right where ALL the kids and parents were waiting in the queue for Breakfast Club.

Right where I realised my plan to blend in was about to FAIL before it had even begun.
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AS SOON AS I GOT OUT OF THE CAR, I COULD FEEL THE KIDS AND PARENTS STARING.

Fifty per cent of me felt like a celebrity with swishy hair and a mega-watt smile.

The other fifty per cent felt like a caged animal who needed a nervous poo but was trying to look super confident and not at all gassy.

I probably looked something like this …

[image: ]
[image: ]
I DIDN’T KNOW WHAT TO DO. Smile? Wave? Give them my autograph?

There was no going back now. Half the school had seen me arrive with Dad, so I had to think of a Plan B. QUICKLY! My panicky brain gave me three options:
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	Scream at Dad to drive home immediately and NEVER return.







	Hide behind Dad’s chair, wait until everyone leaves, and deny I was ever there.
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	Confidently get out of the car, hold my head up high, and act like I was an actual celebrity.
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Which one would YOU go for, Diary?

I went for … (dramatic pause) … Option 3.

I closed the car door at the same time as I reached for the scented gel pens in the front pocket of my new backpack. If I was going to spend most of the day handing out Daughter of the Head Teacher autographs, I might as well use my fancy pens, right?

WRONG!!!!!!

As I slammed the car door, the sparkly strap on my backpack got caught around the handle. But instead of letting go like a normal person, I held on to my bag even tighter – and full-on HEADBUTTED the car.

There was a donk sound and everything.

I spun round with a casual hair flip, but the laughing had already started.
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‘Oh dear!’ a parent said from the other side of the gate. ‘Is the little lamb OK?’

‘You could’ve heard that WHACK from space.’

‘Someone get the Accident Report Book.’

‘MUUUUUM? IS THAT THE NEW DEAD TEACHER?’

Dad jumped into Superhero Head Teacher Dad mode.

‘She’s stronger than she looks!’ he shouted, waving their concerns away with a flap of his hand. ‘And yes, I’m Mr Wright! Your new head teacher! I’m a while away from being dead, but let’s see how I feel at the end of term, hey?’

He pulled his box of whistles, whiteboards and glue sticks out of the car, and waved it above his head like it was all the proof they needed that he definitely was the new head teacher.

‘And THIS is my daughter!’ he exclaimed. ‘Riley Roo! I promise she’s not always this dishevelled.’

My stomach dropped.

Riley Roo? RILEY ROO? THAT’S how he introduces me on my first day of school? With the nickname he used when I was three? Was he trying to RUIN MY LIFE FOREVER!?
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ONCE MR GRUMPY FACE* THE CARETAKER UNLOCKED the main gate, everyone rushed towards Dad like he was a pop star, or that guy from the chicken shop that hands out free chicken wings after 9 p.m.


*Mr Grumpy Face isn’t his official name but just picture the grumpiest face you’ve ever seen and then times it by a hundred and you’ll be close to how grumpy Mr Grumpy Face looks!
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Dad put his box on the ground and shook everyone’s hand as they walked through the gate, trying to answer a million questions at once. His face looked lobster red, his forehead was sweating, and his smile was straining. He needed to loosen his tie, PRONTO.

Some people even shook MY hand, which was unnecessary, weird and bit unhygienic. I found myself saying things like, ‘My head is fine, thank you,’ and ‘No, I don’t think I have concussion.’

In the kerfuffle (yes, that’s a real word!), a girl with curly black hair and the smiliest smile popped up in front of me.

‘Heeeey, Riley Roo!’ she squealed. ‘I’m Emmie. Emmie Wemmie. Although the guy in the too-tight tie will probably call me Emelda.’

The girl was like a human jack-in-the-box. She had so much energy, she jumped up and down in front of me and attracted even more attention.

‘I think he likes his tie like that,’ I mumbled, ducking behind my broken – AND TOTALLY SCUFFED – backpack. ‘He says, The wetter the snot, the smarter you look.’ Wait, that didn’t sound right.

Emmie suddenly started waving her hands above her head, shouting,
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I hid more of my face behind my bag. ‘That guy,’ I whispered, ‘is my dad.’

‘OHHHHHH!’ Emmie hollered. ‘WHY DIDN’T YOU SAY SO? OXYGEN MASK FOR RILEY ROO’S DAD! OXYGEN MASK FOR RILEY R-’

‘SHHHHH!’ I begged. ‘Your voice is so loud you could be a fire alarm!’

Emmie beamed. ‘That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me!’

‘Also, my name is just Riley,’ I added. She started banging on about Dad’s tie again, so I pulled her behind my backpack too and yelled the only thing I could think of. ‘Can you library show me?’

Argh! The words hadn’t come out right. My brain was majorly mushy from all the panic! I needed somewhere quiet to go over my plan, but judging
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	She found it at the start of Year 3.

	She was trying to find her coat in the lost property bin when she accidentally fell into the bin and the bin fell on top of the door. Ouch!

	It was just an empty cupboard to begin with: a few shelves, a couple of spiders, and the old bike box.

	She took books in from home and borrowed some from the school library. The fairy lights were left over from the Christmas Fayre.
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	Street dancing – I once pulled a muscle trying to walk in a straight line.

	Cake baking – I get too impatient and scoff all the ingredients.

	Skateboarding – two words … FACE PLANT.

	Chess – YOU try staying awake in that game!!!
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	Mum POUNCED on us when we got home after the first day and insisted on dragging us into the garden, cleaning our shoes and smoothing down my hair for a ‘proper’ family photoshoot. She kept us out there for FORTY-FIVE MINUTES, took over ONE HUNDRED photos and (thanks to Ryan, who couldn’t stop laughing) I had an AWKWARD WEDGIE FACE in at least ninety-nine of them.

	Harper hasn’t talked to me since the argument-in-music-class thing. I’m happy about that, but I feel a bit strange too.

	Miss Patel has asked me to take the register to the school office every day (which made me feel really important. I did get lost in the corridors, but it meant I missed a bit of maths – YAY!).

	Everyone has been practising for the talent show at break times, so Emmie and I have hidden in the Secret Understairs Library every day.

	Some Year 3 kids came up to me in the playground to ask if Mr Wright was my dad. I expected them to laugh when I gave them an awkward, ‘Er, yes,’ but they just shrugged and walked away. I guess that’s kind of a win?

	On Thursday, Emmie brought in an extra large bag of salt and vinegar crisps and we scoffed the LOT!

	On Friday, JJ smiled at me in the playground. (I may have waved back a bit too enthusiastically – cringe – but I turned around just before I walked into a door, so GO ME!)
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	Humming

	Sliding down corridors

	Fitting more than ten crisps in my mouth
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