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‘A laugh-out-loud, brilliantly funny story that took me straight back to my teenage years and my own secret diary. Clever, time-bending, and irresistible. I can’t wait to see where Lily goes next’
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5.04 p.m. Thursday 18th December, 2025

There are three things you need to know about me but, unfortunately, I can only tell you two.


	My name is Lily Tripp

	I turn thirteen in two weeks



There’s currently a bearded man on our kitchen counter going on and on about ‘living in the present’ – he’s saying it over and over again because my mum is too busy chopping potatoes to swipe to the next video on her phone.

‘Ladies –’ he’s grinning, staring up at the constellation of ceiling lights above him – ‘free yourselves from your pasts. Learn to live in the moment.’

That’s what I’m doing right here, right now. I’m becoming the most present person to ever live in the present precisely because of my past, which – not to brag – contains the most past of any past that’s ever passed.

Sorry, that might’ve been a little deep. You can tell I’m new to this whole ‘diary’ thing.

I’m sitting at the table scribbling in this old, bent spiral notepad with my purple glittery gel pen that used to smell like grapes. My mum is making a cheesy potato bake. My fourteen-year-old brother, Harry, is being a cheesy potato bake – shouting, ‘It’s-a me!’ every time he kills a mushroom-looking thing in Mario. My dad (who’s an accountant) is in the other room with the old-school calculator he takes everywhere, even to the loo.

‘Lil, will you help me grate some cheese, please?’ Mum’s just asked. I know I should’ve started grating instead of writing that down, but I’m trying to stay in the moment.

‘Can’t Harry do it?’

‘Not after what happened last time.’

‘Ugh.’

Right, I’m back. Sorry about that little smear of ched. So the best thing about living in the moment right now is that I don’t have any homework because it’s almost the Christmas holidays. The biggest (and, I think, only??) thing I have to worry about is that tomorrow is non-uniform day and Harry spilled banana milkshake all over my fuzzy chequered cardigan. You actually can’t see the stain, but there’s a lingering … scent. I don’t want to be ‘that girl who smells like artificial bananas’, so I’m going to have to wear my light-pink jumper instead.

I’ve just texted Poppy to ask what she’s wearing, but she said it’s a ‘surprise’. Even though I became best friends with her a hundred years ago, I’m still not used to Poppy’s ‘surprises’. All I can picture is the twenty purple balloons that turned her into a bunch of grapes at Halloween.

Apart from Poppy, I don’t really have many other friends at school, but I don’t mind, because I do have Ollie, the love of my life. He doesn’t actually know that’s what he is yet or anything, but still.

So there you go. That’s my present moment, and do you know what? I’m definitely, definitely, definitely going to stay living in it, just like the bearded man said I should.

Overall, secondary school can be a lot, sure, but it’s nowhere near as bad as watching an ox get ritually sacrificed by a man in a toga.

My Christmas wish list (if Dad didn’t make a funny face at his calculator when I asked for some wireless headphones):


	Some wireless headphones

	That waffle maker that lets you put the toppings inside the waffles

	A pen that still smells like grapes

	A new fuzzy chequered cardigan

	Ollie to confess his undying and eternal love for me while also giving me a chocolate orange
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9 a.m. Friday 19th December, 2025

Hiss said ‘good morning’ by waving his butt in my face. I forgot to tell you about Hiss; he’s my five-year-old black cat. I pushed him off my chest (affectionately) and we both started our morning stretches (me: arms in the air, him: tail). ‘Morning,’ I whispered – and true to his name, he hissed back.

I brushed my teeth with a gorgeous, glorious electric toothbrush, chowed down on some delicious chocolate milk poured on top of my chocolate cereal, and set off to school.

As always, Poppy was waiting for me at the end of my road – not as always, she was wearing a green woollen jumper decorated with red tinsel, silver baubles and miniature gold bells.

‘Wow.’ I laughed. ‘Did you make that?’

‘Yes.’ She beamed proudly. ‘It’s an Ugly! Christmas! Jumper!’

My best friend has one of those personalities that doesn’t make sense written down. She’s shy if you don’t know her, and loud if you do. Occasionally, this makes her do contradictory things – like putting on a jumper that’s bolder than she is.

Only now, sitting down to write this during registration, have I realised that Poppy is absolutely and undeniably a Christmas tree. The green jumper is her branches, and her bright blond hair is piled high on her head like a shimmering star.

‘You look great,’ I’ve just told her – because she does.

But here’s another contradictory thing about my best friend: Poppy nearly always does look great, but basically no one acts like it.

I thought that all the boys would fancy her when we came to secondary school because, well, she’s ridiculously pretty. But people in school don’t think of Poppy as pretty because she doesn’t follow the rules. She doesn’t care about turning up on the first day of term with a babyish bag and turning up on the last wrapped in tinsel – and she’s normally so focused on her creative endeavours that she doesn’t bother to do boring stuff like apply lipgloss or brush her hair.

‘What are you writing, Chrysanthemum?’ she’s just asked, leaning over to peer at my notepad before Mr Goodman comes in to take the register. Poppy riffs a new flower-based nickname for me every day, EVEN THOUGH HER NAME IS ALSO A FLOWER. (I’ve tried pointing this out to her, but it only seems to make her stronger.)

‘I’ve started a diary.’

‘To write about how much you looooove Ollie?’

‘Shhh!’

Ollie is only two desks behind us, flicking a penny to his friend Michael. I think – hope! pray!! – that it’s too noisy in here for them to eavesdrop.

Poppy’s just smiled at me all smugly and turned back to expertly sketching snow on a Christmas card for her mum.

I wish it was snowing. The air next to my feet feels like a furnace. I have a Christmas present for Ollie and I swear it’s burning a hole in my bag. Is it weird to give it to him? Like, I haven’t even got anything for Poppy, except a card with a goose on it that my mum made me write.

And even though I’ve given Ollie a present before and everything – during a primary school Secret Santa – it might be strange to give him a present now, when there’s no Secret Santa to be seen. Will he wonder why? Will he think I’m weird? Will he do that cute little confused eyebrow-raise-y thing he does, but in a BAD WAY?

Things I could say to Ollie when I hand him his Christmas present:


	‘I got this for you’ → too obvious, not at all intriguing

	‘Someone got this for you’ → not obvious enough, confusing and/or possibly distressing

	‘Santa’s come early!!!’ → quite creepy. Also a lie

	‘Merry Christmas’ → safe. A classic for a reason. (REMEMBER TO GO FOR THIS ONE!)
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Breaktime, Friday 19th December, 2025

They say the Grinch stole Christmas, but I think it was Georgia Bryan. I’ve had to lock myself in the darkest, dankest loos that no one ever goes in – the ones right at the far end of the science corridor that smell like Bunsen burners – just so I can write this all down.

It all started with Mr Reddy’s Christmas Quiz. He acted like it was better than doing an actual design and technology lesson – which, yes, sure, it was – but then he must’ve realised he was being too nice because he didn’t let us choose our own teammates.

By some miracle, Poppy and I ended up together – but then Mr Reddy said, ‘Georgia, you go over there,’ and murdered our yuletide cheer with a single finger point.

Georgia Bryan looks two years older than us and acts three years older than that. She has long, sleek strawberry-blond hair practically all the way down to her waist – it’s never, ever looked frizzy, not even on the day everyone got drenched during cross-country running.

Even though she only started at our school three months ago, I swear she already runs it. Her eyelashes are always long and her lips are always glossy, and I’m certain she’s never said anything inadvisably weird in a silly voice just because the compulsion struck her.

Quite simply, Georgia is cool in a way that me and Poppy are not. This is an inescapable fact – or, rather, a fact that Georgia doesn’t want anyone to escape.

‘Stop it!’ Georgia turned to smirk at her giggling friends as she pulled up a chair next to us. ‘Stop laughing!’

She folded her arms faux-crossly. ‘It’s not funny! Me, Lily and Poppy are friends, aren’t we?’

Poppy nodded, not realising that the mere idea that Georgia could possibly be our friend WAS the joke.

Georgia looked at us, twitching the corner of her lip into an almost-smile (her real smile vanished as soon as her friends stopped paying attention).

The funny thing is I don’t even think Poppy knows that Georgia doesn’t like us. If life was a movie, then Georgia would always be scowling at us and saying ‘puh-lease’ or trying to push us down some stairs – but real life is much more subtle than that.

Sometimes, Georgia puts on this sort-of fake confusion when she’s talking to us – with a mixture of scorn and maybe a bit of pity in her eyes, she’ll ask something seemingly innocent like, ‘Where did you get your bag from?’ But it’s clear she’s asking so she can avoid that shop, not so she can go to it.

‘Where did you get your jumper from?’ Georgia asked Poppy after Mr Reddy told her to stop turning round and concentrate on the quiz.

Georgia always asks these questions in the kind of voice you might use if you met some aliens who, I don’t know, ate eyelashes. ‘Why do you eat eyelashes?’ you might cock your head and say to the strange beings.

‘I made it,’ Poppy replied with a tentative smile.

‘Oh, wow.’

Honestly, it’s unfair – I can’t even quote a single awful thing Georgia’s said. I mean, ‘Oh, wow’ isn’t awful, is it?

But, also, it is!!

‘How many swans were a-swimming?’ Poppy read from the quiz sheet quietly.

‘What? I can’t hear you.’ Georgia bristled, jutting her neck forward.

I repeated the question and she sighed loudly. ‘I don’t know, six?’

‘I think seven.’

Georgia narrowed her eyes at me.

‘Next question. What did the Victorians call Christmas carollers?’

‘Waits,’ I said instinctively.

‘How do you know?’ Georgia furrowed her brow.

The rest of the quiz continued much like that – although between the music round and the food round, Georgia started quizzing us.

‘So,’ she said with her trademark confused head tilt, ‘do you always make your own clothes?’

Poppy’s neck reddened. ‘No.’

‘Did you make that?’ Georgia pointed at my jumper.

‘Obviously not.’ The hint of scorn in my voice somehow made it sound like I was the one being mean. Did you know that your teeth can actually hurt from experiencing that kind of injustice???

‘You know –’ Georgia turned back to Poppy – ‘it’s only teachers who do the whole ugly-Christmas-jumper thing.’

I looked around the room and saw that she was right. Georgia’s wearing an oversized hoodie with a brand name in bubble letters on the back – she’s rolled up the sleeves to reveal tanned arms, even though it’s fully winter. She also has on leggings and a pair of trainers with the right logo on the sides (I can never figure out if I should buy ones with the swoosh or the stripes or the ‘N’). All her friends are dressed pretty much the same way. Mr Reddy, on the other hand, is wearing a cheap plastic-y looking jumper with the words ‘BAH HUMBUG’ covering about 80 per cent of his chest.

Poppy and I shared a look. If she was the kind of person who cared about these things, then she would’ve told me about her plan and I would’ve worn an ugly jumper too. And, like, okay, I wanted to wear my fuzzy chequered cardigan, but, if Poppy had asked, I would’ve happily borrowed Harry’s sweatshirt with the breakdancing Yoda (though that might just be an ugly jumper, not an ugly Christmas one). Stuff like that is just not a big deal to us. Like, I know I’m not really impressing anyone with my permanently tangled, wavy chocolate-brown hair (even if my brown eyes do match it in a way I think is kind of nice). And Poppy, well, she just wants to look like Poppy – and she’s done a brilliant job at that.

I obviously wanted to turn to Georgia and say, ‘And?’ all pointedly, but I didn’t get the chance.

‘The thing is,’ she said to Poppy, adopting the neutral tones of a disappointed dentist, ‘you’d actually be really pretty if you wore a bit of make-up.’

Before either of us could respond, Georgia turned round again to catch her friend Hanna’s eye.

‘How are your besties?’ Hanna grinned.

‘We’re good.’ Georgia beamed back. ‘It is six swans a-swimming, right?’

‘Georgia,’ Mr Reddy said threateningly.

‘Sir! I’m talking about the quiz!’

I tried to lighten the mood by asking Poppy to sketch a caricature of Mr Reddy, but she was too busy concentrating on the quiz sheet. She pulled her hair out of her messy bun and it sort of fell over her face, so I couldn’t make eye contact with her/make a funny face to get her to laugh. Probably for the best: if I pulled a funny face in front of Georgia Bryan, she’d call 999, take me to court and stand in the witness box with her no-sir-I-promise-it’s-not-nail-polish hand on the Bible, swearing that I’m too weird to live.

Anyway, even though I didn’t make a face, I made a big mistake – and it’s all Georgia’s fault. Honestly, if she hadn’t Grinched all of the Christmassy vibes out of the room, I wouldn’t have been trying so hard to overcompensate.

I started trying to make Poppy laugh by writing joke answers down. Like, ‘What did the three wise men give Jesus?’ and I wrote, ‘Three cans of Lynx Africa.’ But I forgot that Mr Reddy is, well, listen, I know I can’t keep comparing literally everyone to the Grinch, but if the lime green quiff fits …

‘What’s this?’ He cleared his throat right in my face and I got a whiff of stale coffee. He was looking disapprovingly at our sheet. ‘Georgia, if you’re not going to take this seriously.’

‘It wasn’t me! It was Lilian!’

That’s literally NOT EVEN MY NAME.

Mr Reddy looked at me sternly. ‘Was it you, Lily?’

‘Yes, sorry, but I …’

I swear I didn’t feel that nervous, but even I could hear that I sounded it.

‘Well, I’m sorry,’ Mr Reddy said, though he very clearly wasn’t, ‘I’m going to have to put this on your PCAS.’ (PCAS stands for, ‘Policing Conduct At School’ and it’s this app where teachers log your behaviour and send reports back to your parents. Everyone in our class calls it, ‘peak ass’ and, so far, none of our teachers have cottoned on). Mr Reddy cleared his throat again. ‘It will affect your Behaviour Data Score.’

Now it was MY turn to stare at my desk. My face felt all hot and, even though I know it’s not a huge deal, I immediately felt sick. I mean, I’m one of the few people in my class who genuinely, truly likes school. You would too if you’d spent two whole years away from it, with no one for company but your cat. So, yeah, I like being a good student, and I really don’t like getting into trouble, especially not after that incident last year.

Georgia fully started laughing when Mr Reddy returned to his computer to log my misdeeds.

I wish her heart would grow three sizes.

I wish she’d get the Polar Express to nowhere.

I wish three ghosts would visit her when the bell tolls one.
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11.38 a.m. Friday 19th December, 2025

I’m writing this in French class because I can’t imagine Mr Carpenter ever telling me off for anything. He looks like a Year Eleven and he’s always singing the names of stationery to us en Français.

Here’s my news. Big, big news. OLLIE LIKED HIS PRESENT!!! I gave it to him at the end of breaktime after I’d emerged from the science loos with ink all over my fingers.

‘Congrats on winning the quiz!’ I said all casually.

‘Thanks,’ he replied, doing his signature mysterious smile, the one that makes you feel like he’s remembering an old joke. ‘The prize was one singular chocolate coin.’

‘Nice!’

He held out his hand.

‘Here.’

‘What?’

‘You can have it!’ He flashed me a grin.

I wanted to ask, ‘Why?’ and ‘What does this mean?’ but those aren’t really suitable questions after someone hands you a chocolate coin. I took it and stood there awkwardly for a second. I swear the chocolate immediately started melting.

‘I … I’ve got something for you too, actually.’

‘Ah, a frying pan.’ He nodded solemnly when I handed him a distinctly book-shaped gift.

I know I’m trying not to dwell on the past, but I should tell you more about Ollie. After all, I have literally been in love with him for my entire life (at least the parts I can remember. I admit I probably had other concerns when I was a baby).

We met on the first day of primary school, and the very first thing our teacher did was show us the pegs we had to hang our coats and bags on, each peg personalised with a little laminated drawing. I found myself hoping that I’d get a white horse, or a great big shining star like the one I’d just seen above Sophia Bagelby’s stuff.

Two words. Wait, one word, actually. Toadstool. There it was above my peg, all ugly and red. Ollie took one look at my mushroom and asked if I wanted to swap. For the rest of the year, a cute cartoon hedgehog guarded my coat.

Obviously, it’s weird to say I’ll marry him someday, but that would make a pretty good speech at our wedding. (Mine and Ollie’s. Not me and the hedgehog.) It might sound stupid and embarrassing, but I do kind of feel … we’re soulmates.

Don’t get me wrong, we didn’t talk much for a while after the whole first-day-of-primary-school peg thing. Ollie’s always been a bit … cooler than me, I guess. He has blond hair, green eyes and these cute dimples in his cheeks that only show up when he’s really, properly smiling. He always gets the funny parts in the school plays and makes everyone laugh, and at the beginning of this year he got a guitar because he wants to start a band (even though his best mate, Michael, hasn’t yet mastered the triangle).

But, even though we weren’t close at first, a few years ago when his mum got sick, Ollie started hanging out in the library more … and that’s where he found me.

‘What are you reading?’

That’s the first thing he said to me, and I blinked a bit because I’d never heard him whisper before.

‘Charlotte’s Web.’

‘What’s it about?’

‘Um … a spider who becomes friends with a pig.’

Ollie’s left dimple twitched and I was suddenly scared he was about to make fun of me, but all he said was: ‘Can I read it after you?’

So that’s what kept happening – I’d read a book, and then Ollie would take it out after I returned it. In fact, it was sort of like a spider becoming friends with a pig because … well, we never talked to each other outside of the library much, and I noticed he always shoved books in the bottom of his bag and never seemed to show any of his other friends.

Ollie’s mum passed away when we were eight and we didn’t see each other very much for a while. But now his dad has a new girlfriend and, after Ollie met her for the first time at the start of this year, he spent a whole week in the library pestering me to hurry up and finish The Hobbit.

I gave it to him before I’d even finished it, because I could tell he needed a bit of a distraction from real life.

So a few weeks ago, when I saw a retro copy of The Lord of the Rings in a charity shop, I just had to buy it. The cover’s all orange and the writing’s all groovy and Gandalf is stood on this big jaggedy stone with his arms outstretched, like a 1970s rockstar.

‘Oh!’ Ollie exclaimed when he tore off the paper. I immediately felt the need to be all, ‘I-got-it-for-you-because-of-The-Hobbit-remember-and-also-that-time-that-supply-teacher-put-The-Fellowship-of-the-Ring-on-and-we-were-the-only-two-who-paid-attention. Oh-and-also: it-only-cost-me-like-80p-so-I’m-not-being-weird.’ But I just looked at him sort of expectantly, feeling like he’d just unwrapped my heart and was holding it in his hands.

‘Thanks,’ he muttered, flicking through the book. Then he looked up at me and stared into my eyes for a full five seconds. ‘Thanks, Lily,’ he said, quieter this time.

Not to sound like a cheesy movie, but Christmas really is all about giving.

A Christmas Quiz by Lily Tripp:


	How many seconds did Ollie look into Lily’s eyes on 19th December 2025?

	If Georgia Bryan’s heart grew three sizes, would it be half the size of a pea, or just a quarter?

	Who would win in a fight between Mrs Claus and the Elf on the Shelf?
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2 p.m. Friday 19th December, 2025

It’s actually a crime to make people do PE right before Christmas. When I’m prime minister, it’ll be a crime to make people do PE AT ANY TIME OF THE YEAR, EVER, but it will be especially illegal at Christmas. Netball is everything Baby Jesus was against.

Don’t get me wrong – I wasn’t picked last to be on a team, and everyone’s a little less aggressive with the ball since that incident with tall Ava’s braces. It’s just the changing rooms that are hell itself.

‘You still don’t wear a bra?’

I heard the cold voice echo off the cold tiles as we got changed out of our kits.

I whipped my head round, assuming Georgia was talking to me.

But she was talking to Sophia Bagelby.

‘No,’ Sophia replied plainly, her curls bouncing as she shook her head. ‘My mum says …’

I cringed at the wall. Don’t say that, Sophia. Say anything but what your mum says!!

‘Says what?’ Georgia asked all innocently.

‘I’m not allowed.’

There was a second of silence and then Georgia’s friends started to laugh. Not in an in-your-face ‘HAHAHA, LOSER!!’ kind of way, but more a soft scoffing, the kind of laugh that lets you know you’ve broken an essential, unspoken rule.

‘Oh, ooookayyyy,’ Georgia replied.

I still don’t wear a bra either – well, not a proper one with wires and stuff. My mum wants me to wait until I’m thirteen because that’s how old she was when she got one, and even though I’ve argued and argued it all year long, she won’t budge. At least my birthday’s soon. And at least I don’t really need a bra, sadly, if you catch my gist.

In the meantime, I’ve folded an old strappy vest in half so it looks like a crop top. They don’t give PCAS points for that kind of innovation, but they absolutely should.

I tried to give Sophia a supportive smile, but she’d already finished changing and was pushing her way through the door.

‘Ready?’ Poppy asked.

‘Sure – but aren’t you putting your ugly jumper back on?’

‘Too hot.’ She shrugged, as we followed Sophia outside.

Ollie gave me a little wave as the boys emerged from their changing rooms. My face hadn’t got the slightest bit red during PE, but it was burning now. I waved back, my hand low by my side, just like his.

‘Ready for the cafeteria’s finest Christmas dinner?’ Poppy asked, bouncing along beside me. ‘I heard a rumour that the gravy is just baked beans blended and dyed brown.’

I think Harry started that rumour. I’ve got to say, it did taste like that, and weirdly I was sort of into it. And for whatever reason – those budget cuts my dad was on about? – we only got one Brussels sprout each, so that was a real Christmas miracle.

A Christmas cracker joke by Lily:


Q: Why does Baby Jesus hate netball?

A: Because the Goal Attack stole his bib
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4.34 p.m. Friday 19th December, 2025

I’m not going to go. I don’t want to go. Why would I want to go? Why does Poppy even want us to go??? Surely we’ve only been invited as a joke? Like what if we get there and Georgia pours buckets of gravy all over our heads?

Poppy and I were hanging about by the gates after school, talking about the rendition of ‘Feliz Navidad’ that Mrs Frome performed during assembly.

‘Look, Georgia, it’s your mates!’ Hanna burst into over-the-top giggles as she and Georgia walked past.

‘YEAH?’ I shouted for some reason I can’t explain. It was meant to sound sarcastic, but it came out a little bit choked …

Hanna and Georgia stopped still.

‘But we are mates,’ Georgia said in this fake-hurt voice. ‘Quiz mates.’

Hanna snorted. ‘Yeah, that’s true. In fact, now you’re all Such. Good. Mates … you should totally invite Poppy and Lily to your New Year’s Eve party.’

Georgia slapped Hanna’s arm in mock shock. Or maybe it was real shock. But then she smiled sweetly, said ‘Suuuure’, AND PULLED TWO INVITATIONS OUT OF HER BAG. ‘Oh!’ She paused suddenly and beamed at Ollie and Michael, who were just approaching the gates. ‘You two are obviously already invited.’

Something made me feel like Georgia was glad to have an audience. With a flourish, she handed the invitations over to me and Poppy, smiling in a way that seemed to say, ‘Christmas is a time to help the needy.’

‘Thanks,’ Poppy smile-mumbled before Hanna’s mum tooted her car horn and Hanna and Georgia trotted off.

‘I guess you can use this as a bookmark,’ Ollie whispered as he walked past, playfully flicking my invitation towards my face. Ever since I lent him a book with an empty packet of Monster Munch marking my place, he can’t resist teasing me about it. (Excuse me for enjoying the tang of pickled onion.)

Poppy tugged my sleeve. ‘We should go,’ she almost whispered.

‘Go? Now? What – home?’

‘No, go to the party.’

I actually physically recoiled.

‘No!’

Poppy sulked all the way home; she even started unwrapping all the tinsel from round her jumper as some kind of nonviolent protest.

‘I can’t go if you don’t go,’ she whined.

‘Why do you even want to go?’

‘I dunno.’ She shrugged.

‘Great, that means you don’t really want to go, then, doesn’t it?’ I pushed her affectionately because I knew she couldn’t argue with my flawless logic.

‘Well, why do you not want to go, then?’ she tried after a pause.

I raised my eyebrows all pointedly, so they said ‘duh’ without me having to.

I mean, New Year’s Eve is LITERALLY the night before my birthday. Why would I want to ring in my thirteenth birthday at the house of someone who hates me???

And, listen, it’s not like I actually think Georgia’ll pour gravy on our heads … (I’m pretty sure, anyway.) And of course a part of me (a big part of me) wants to go to a party that Ollie will be at – even though we wouldn’t technically be going together, we would be there together, which has to count for something.

But I CAN’T go. I can’t go because of that thing I haven’t told you about yet.

The third thing you need to know about me.

I’m 98.88887 per cent sure it’s all over now – it has to be over now? It IS over now! – but what if it isn’t? What if I’m eating Party Rings in Georgia Bryan’s living room and it happens AGAIN?




[image: ]
5.10 p.m. Friday 19th December, 2025

So it turns out I have to go.

I don’t actually have a choice because Georgia’s party isn’t really Georgia’s party – it’s her mum and dad’s. And my dad and his family (yay, that’s ME!!) have already been invited, because my dad is their accountant.

I KNEW she handed those invitations over too easily!

‘Do we have to go?’ I begged my pater familias when he broke the news.

‘Lily, I don’t want to offend my boss.’

‘But …’ My objections totally abandoned me. Honestly, there’s no point arguing. My dad’s a man of few words, much older and much more serious than other dads. We don’t have very much in common, or at least we haven’t lived through many eras where we can find out if we do.

Okay, I’ve tried this not-dwelling-on-the-past thing, but it’s impossible. The past just … slips out. Like that time in PE when I started rolling a hula hoop along the playground with a stick, because old habits die hard.

I know it’s not a good idea to write this all down.

But how can I not, when I need to get it all out?
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