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Dear Diary,

Actually, no! You are not a Dear Diary at all. I hate you. You are pink and thick and spotty like my cousin Nelly. I am so angry I could rip you to bits … Why? Because when Mum said she had the perfect gift for me if I stopped sulking, guess what? I thought you were a new laptop to say how sorry she is that she’s skulking off with Daddy to study baboons in Africa for months on end … without me!
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Yes, you heard – without ME!

Seriously, what kind of terrible parents abandon their only child for baboons and don’t even buy her a laptop, a pony or a teacup piglet to make up for it? And new trainers, obviously.
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Not much to ask, is it? I mentioned this in a perfectly calm way to Mum but all she said was, ‘Don’t shout, Elizabeth. It’s a lovely diary – it’s faux ostrich leather. You can fill it with all the fun things you’ll do at the wonderful boarding school we’re sending you to.’

So I said v politely, ‘Ostrich? I don’t care if it’s made from unicorn leather. It’s gross, it hasn’t got a plug and it won’t be “fun” or “wonderful” at Whyteleafe School because I’m NOT going!’

Then I might have stamped my feet slightly and threatened to call ChildLine but I never said the rude word she thought I said. I don’t know why Mum sent me to my room. Before I slammed the door, I pointed out v gently that she is bound to have hearing loss now that she’s thirty-six and that she’d totally misheard me but she simply replied, ‘I think Whyteleafe School will do us both the world of good, darling,’ and walked off. So rude.

Well, I’m NOT going to that awful school – I shan’t!

I’m going to stay right here with my guinea pigs and my pony and Kesi can try to look after me till my parents come back – if they ever come back. They might get eaten by crocodiles if I’m not around to keep an eye on them and then they’ll be sorry. I feel sooo UNWANTED! Do you know how it feels not to be wanted, Diary? OK, I’ll show you.

Now, either you find your own way to the wheelie bin or I will:

 

A)    Flush you down the toilet

B)    Feed you to my guinea pigs

C)    All I’m saying is, I know where Kesi hides the matches …

Dear Diary,

Sorry I tried to set fire to you. Love you really. It’s not your fault you’re not a laptop. When I’m upset, I take my feelings out on everything and everyone but I don’t mean to. Bet that’s why Mum and Dad aren’t taking me to Africa. They said it’s because ‘it’s a work trip not a holiday’. Yeah right. I know Daddy has to go because he’s a top monkey professor – what I don’t get is why Mum has to tag along, taking photos of baboons’ bums, when she should be staying at home to give me lifts to Pony Club. So selfish.
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You’re lucky not to have feelings, Diary. You’ve got a tiny singe on your cover but it’ll rub off and I saved you by smothering you in the Persian rug, didn’t I? I’m surprised it set off the smoke alarm – there was only a bit of smouldering – but Kesi completely overreacted and called the fire brigade. Told her there was no need, and I could tell the chief firefighter was on my side. He got quite narky with Kesi for dialling 999 and wasting his time and the tax payers’ money over a false alarm.


 

The firefighters have gone now. Kesi is on the warpath again, so I am hiding in the broom cupboard. She’s mad at me because I found her matches. For some stupid reason I’m not allowed to have them after what happened last time. All I did was use one tiny match to heat some crystals from my chemistry set after my private science tutor walked out on me, like all the others. How was I to know that the test tube would explode? It didn’t do nearly as much damage as everyone said. The hole in the bathroom ceiling wasn’t that big and it wasn’t like whole toilet seat melted – only the lid. Thought M & D would be glad I’d done my science project, but there’s no pleasing them.


 

PANTS! They’re back from the shops. Mum will freak out when she sees the rug. It’s just a bit of soot on a few tassels but she’s ridiculously house-proud. I’d blame it on my little brother but she never gave me one because she’s too busy bothering baboons.
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Dear Diary,

I am NOT crying. I’m just washing my eyes with tears.

Still washing them.

All right, I’m crying. Things are going from bad to worse. Sorry to make your pages damp. I’ll be OK in a minute. Will just blow my nose on the duvet and then tell you what happened.

Ready for this?

My pocket money has been stopped for a whole week, even though I showed great initiative in preventing a fire.

My phone has also been confiscated. When I said I needed it for boarding school (even though I am not going), Mum said pupils aren’t allowed to take mobile devices to Whyteleafe to:

 

•  Prevent misuse

•  Promote independence

•  Encourage letter-writing and the art of conversation

•  Pursue healthy outdoor activities

 

Excuse me? It’s the twenty-first century! What next? Ride to school on a penny-farthing? Do my homework on papyrus with a stick? Wear a whalebone corset and a crinoline for PE?

Cousin Nelly gets to foster my guinea pigs, Sausage & Beans, when M & D are away. Hope they poop in her stupid bobble hat.

Ross is going to be stabled at the farm and ridden by Christabel Cardew, the snobbiest girl ever. Imagine a moose in jodhpurs – that’s her. I don’t want her riding Ross. He’ll sag in the middle when she mounts him. Hope he tosses her in a hedge.

But this is nothing – NOTHING – compared to what Mum said next.

When I told her Whyteleafe isn’t happening and that I’m staying RIGHT here with Kesi and my animals – shock horror! She broke the dreadful news that she’s been keeping from me, which is this:

Kesi is going away. For ever. Without ME! Why, why, why? She has looked after me since I was born in Kenya, the first time M & D went over there to do monkey business. Afterwards, she came to England to live with us because she loved me so much. Why doesn’t she love me any more? I’m not that bad, am I?

Things I’ve Done to Kesi That Made Her Laugh:

•  Put a rubber snake in her bed

•  Cut the left cup out of her bra to make an Easter bonnet

•  Borrowed her wig to style my snowman

 

I think she was laughing. Mum said it was hysteria but how does she know? She’s a journalist, not a doctor. I won’t let Kesi go. I won’t! When she comes into my room to help me pack for Tightebriefe School, to which I’m NOT going, I will:

 

1. Tip everything out of my suitcase.

2. Fling my arms round Kesi + promise to be good.

3. Beg her to stay.

4. Tie her to a chair with my skipping rope if she tries to escape.

 

Wish me luck. This is E. Allen signing off till I get my own way.
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