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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’

HANNAH GOLD, author of The Last Bear

‘All the heart and humour of Lottie Brooks and Georgia Nicolson with added time travel hijinks, Lily Tripp is sure to be your new favourite heroine’

ANNA JAMES, author of Pages & Co.

‘A brilliant debut. Relatable, funny and filled with fascinating facts from the past, time travelling with Lily Tripp was pure joy!’

JEN CARNEY, author of The Accidental Diary of B.U.G.
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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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