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THURSDAY 31ST DECEMBER

6 P.M. 1 OCTAVIA SQUARE

POPPET ZANZIBAR MONTAGUE-JONES’S RUDDY IMPORTANT NEW YEAR’S RESOLUTIONS LIST

Resolution 1. VERY important. FIGURE OUT WHAT TO DO WITH RIDICULOUSLY GINORMOUS MOUNTAIN OF CASH COMING MY WAY SOON.

Try to think of some sensible things to do with it involving Third World debt or poorly animals.

DO inform Mummy and Mr Chenowitz, the family accountant, that I was only joshing when I said I plan to buy Top Shop on Oxford Street, central London, then close it down every Saturday specifically to lark about IN THE NUDE trying on hats and faux-fur mufties and smear my bare behind along all the shiny surfaces. (Even if OBVIOUSLY this would be EPIC LOLZZ × one million.)

Stop claiming my ambition is to ‘become a world-class cage fighter’ or ‘pay Cadbury’s to sculpt a lifesized Dairy Milk version of Poppet so I can feel exactly what it’s like to nibble my own boobs!’ Silly talk like this only makes the grown-ups all swirly-eyed and shouty. NAUGHTY NAUGHTY POPPET!!

Resolution 2. TRY VERY VERY HARD TO GET ALONG WITH MY RUDDY IRRITATING BIG SISTER KITTEN MONTAGUE-JONES.

This year, we should try not to bicker so much and make Mummy all boo-hoo sad face. I should be happy that Kitten is now back home after Paradise Vision Rehabilitation Centre and has ‘totally turned her back on the party lifestyle’ and is hanging about Octavia Square all the ruddy time trying to ‘like totally reignite the sister vibe between us’. Yes, even when she wakes me up at five a.m. to do Bliss-inducing Forest Yoga, which is basically doing headstands when it’s still dark outside, and I have to witness her camel-toe in see-through yoga tights from varying explicit and eyewatering angles. This year, I need to try to listen to Kitten’s advice about how ‘it’s great to be straight headed’ without screaming, ‘Oh shut it, Kitten, you ruddy hypocrite! When you were sixteen you spent every Saturday night at house parties in Chelsea, drunk out of your skull on Courvoisier, lying behind sofas while various male supermodels chewed your neck!’ This year, I need to try to be calm when Kitten sticks her nose in my life and reports it all back to Mummy, and definitely STOP imagining how satisfying it would be to get my Kookaburra hockey stick and make the top of her head NICE AND RUDDY FLAT.

Resolution 3. HAVE SOME ‘WORK’ DONE.

Seriously. This year it’s STARTING. I’m not letting Mother put me off this any longer. I need to fly off to one of Mummy’s clinics in South Africa or somewhere and have some bits of my face swapped about a bit. I am so BORED with being ugly. Seriously, THE END. How can I carry on with this depressing collection of face appendages all just sat there in search of meaning on my face?! How? When I have VIXEN DIAZ BROCKLEHURST as a best friend? Ruddy Vixen has been featured in the Evening Standard Top Ten Society Teen Goddesses spread AGAIN! And the photograph they used of her was a paparazzi shot, not a ‘no make-up’ one, or a stuffing her face with a Double Chocolate Krispy Kreme on Hampstead High Street WEARING GREY SWEATPANTS one. ‘Effortless beauty, flawless style for the habitually chic Miss Vixen Diaz-Brocklehurst was what the caption said.

Well I’m done with effortless. Effortless is not working out for Poppet Montague-Jones. I’m old enough for a bit of nipping and tucking. Only subtle stuff though. Ears pinned back? Boob job? Nose shortened? Nothing too mental. Not like Della Carlton-Brown from our class at Hampstead Lycée for Young Ladies who disappeared off to Cape Town last summer and came back with a brow-lift, cheek implants and new bright-white front teeth. Lorks o’ Lordy, I don’t want to be mean but from certain angles she looks like a malevolent lifeforce from Twilight. Poor Della, apparently she’s going back in spring to have her chin flattened and her nose re-set to even the whole look out. OUCH. I DON’T WANT THAT! I just want to look like normal girls - like the ones you see in magazines like Teen Vogue. IS THAT TOO MUCH TO ASK?

Resolution 4. HELP MY LITTLE BROTHER FLASH NIAGARA MONTAGUE-JONES WITH HIS FAMILY TREE PROJECT.

I need to be a GOOD sister and tell Flash, ‘YES, I’d love to help you trace all the Montague family ancestors and YES I would especially love to map them out on one big enormous wall chart.’ (Oh God, that sounds really complicated but if I don’t say yes, he keeps setting off to the British Library all alone and climbing ladders to find books. HE IS SEVEN YEARS OLD.) I need to try to prepare Flash for the extreme unlikeliness that any of the Montague ancestors were ‘noble warriors’ or ‘intrepid explorers’ with names like ‘Frederick the Fearless’ or ‘Tamrick the Tigerloin’. In fact if they’re anything like Granny or Uncle Augustus they’re more likely to be raging boozeheads called stuff like ‘Reginald the Really-quite-drunk’ and ‘Bernhard the Blotto-by-Lunchtime’. I must prepare Flash for this sort of disappointment. It’s like our Granny says after she’s had her post lunch gin-and-tonic, ‘The thing about the past, Poppet, is it’s usually best left ruddy buried.’


Resolution 5. REMIND DRAGON ZINNAH MONTAGUE-JONES THAT HE IS ACTUALLY FROM LIBERIA IN AFRICA.

Oh, crikey this is annoying. According to this mental woman called Mrs Demansk down at the British Adoption Trust, the Montague-Jones family are not doing enough to ‘honour Dragon’s cultural roots’. Apparently, buying Dragon all those heaps of toys and clothes and stuff from Harrods and letting him sleeping in a nice nursery and not on a mattress with beetles crawling on his face will make him forget Mummy rescued him from an orphanage two thousand miles away. This is a bad thing apparently.

I hate Mrs Demansk. She’s about fifty and wears bottle-green pop-socks under a brown shiny suit with an A-line skirt, and her glasses are covered in grease, which clearly obscures her view while she’s NOSING AROUND OUR HOUSE WITH A CLIPBOARD.

‘Dragon needs to know that he’s different! He needs to remember he’s African!’ she said to us last week. Well, Mummy smiled calmly when she said that. (To be honest, I’d watched her take eighty grammes of Xanax about half an hour before she arrived so she was possibly rather fancying a lie down on the sofa wrapped in her leopard-skin slanket by this point.)

‘Different?!’ I tutted loudly. ‘Dragon’s got dark-brown skin and we’re all porridge-coloured! I think he’ll notice that! He’s ADOPTED, NOT bloody BLIND!’ Well, Kitten snorted Nespresso coffee down both nostrils then and Mummy told me to hush up. Why are grown-ups so utterly ANNOYING? It’s only grown-ups who seem to notice what colour Dragon is.

Anyway, Kitten and I are rectifying matters forthwith by having African Days at Octavia Square featuring food, music and costumes. I asked Cyril, one of our chauffeurs from Nigeria (who I love very much, in fact I love him so much I sometimes call him Dad by mistake, which is jolly embarrasing) what Kitten and I would eat for supper if we were in Africa. Well, Cyril threw back his head and laughed when I asked that and said, ‘Poppet, you never lift a finger to work in your whole life. In Africa you be going to bed with your belly EMPTY In fact, in Africa your belly think your throat had been cut!’ Then he laughed all the way from Octavia Square to my Renaissance Sculpture seminar at the Royal Academy of Art. I don’t think I quite got the joke.

Resolution 6. TRY TO GET BACK IN MUMMY’S GOOD BOOKS AGAIN AFTER THE KWAME KOBINA INCIDENT.

I really need to smooth things over with Motherington after the whole ‘secretly dating Kwame’ thing. I need to stop her remarking to Daddy that I’m ‘heading for trouble’. I really don’t think I am. I’m ruddy boring. I’m a million miles from becoming ‘Another Montague­Jones Wild Child,’ which is what the Daily Mail helpfully said yesterday on pages four and five accompanied by a massive photo. A WILD CHILD? That ruddy photo was snapped in Paperchase while I was buying corrugated cardboard for Flash’s family tree project. WOO-HOO PARTY HARD.

The newspapers are bitching about Mummy right now as my big brother Knute was arrested YET AGAIN this Boxing Day for doing one of his eco-warrior protests. This time Knute climbed over the security fence at Downing Street dressed as Santa Claus and left a present on the front doorstep of the Chancellor of the Exchequer’s house.

It was a HUMAN POO! A turd in a tupperware box wrapped in sparkly snowman Christmas paper!

‘I was making a protest about Third World water sanitation, Poppet!’ Knute said when Daddy and I went to pick him up from West Central Police Station at three a.m. Mrs Minsk, our housekeeper, is rather vexed about her tupperware box. She said it was one of her favourites. I jolly well hope she throws it in the bin as I certainly won’t be eating any of her homemade brownies out of it.

Anyway, the newspapers have gone BONKERS over the poo. In fact, there’s about twenty paparazzi guys sitting on our front doorstep right now. Flash wants us to throw a poo at them too. Mummy got terribly irate when she heard that and said, ‘NO more poos are being thrown or left by anyone, anywhere!’ Then she put goody-two-shoes Kitten in charge of monitoring all our lavatory trips to make sure she heard us flushing. Daddy was very quiet. He just sat with his head in his hands at the kitchen table while Knute, Flash and Kitten bickered, then suddenly remembered an important business project he needed to sort out in the Los Angeles office which meant leaving Heathrow Airport at eight a.m. on THE FIRST OF JANUARY

On balance, I think I am one of the BEST Montague-Jones kids.

The thing is, YES, OK, I know I screwed up this year with all that sneaking about with Kwame Kobina business. I KNOW I shouldn’t have started hanging out at the Cottingham Estate, which according to my mother is A WAR ZONE populated by crackheads, rabid American pitbull terriers and Somalian gangsters. (It isn’t really, it’s in Kilburn, ten minutes away by bus. You can buy broadsheet newspapers and Camembert cheese in a shop quite near Kwame’s flat so it’s not completely horrid.) And the Cottingham Estate is actually sort of OK. It’s a bit smelly and there’s a few cracky weirdos hanging about, but mostly the people are nice. The thing was, I knew Mother would never believe that, so that’s why I told all those lies. And Kwame is so utterly lush it didn’t feel like I was doing anything wrong by being with him. How could anyone resist his big brown eyes and his brown skin and the way he laughs and … OH MY GOD, KWAME KOBINA IS AMMAAAAAAAZING. I don’t care if he’s not a got a penny and he goes to a terrible school where they get frisked for guns and there’s yellow Police Incident signs outside his house. I don’t care. But Mother does care ENORMOUSLY about this stuff. And that’s why I’ve told her that me and Kwame are over.

Sometimes I wish I’d never ruddy walked into McDonald’s and set eyes on that boy. I said this to him this afternoon as a joke when we were whispering to each other on the phone about how crazy we are about each other. Kwame, being sensible as ever, says I need to go and tell my mother right away that he and I are back on. Kwame says I need to stop lying because lies create more lies and honesty is always the best policy. Kwame says my mother will have a little flip-out about how dangerous life is outside of Octavia Square but then she’ll chill out. But I seriously can’t face all that drama, so I’ve lied to Kwame that I’m telling her tonight, and I’ve told Mother that I’ve not spoken to Kwame for ages, and in actual fact my biggest decision is that this is the year when I’m having tremendous amounts of fun:

Resolution 7. DON’T GET RUDDY CAUGHT.
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