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This book is dedicated to you. Yes, you!

Check you out, having a book dedicated to you.

What a fancy pants.
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Right now I feel like one of those really pretty women in a cute American romcom, who sits on a deck chair in a floppy hat and writes in her diary, whilst occasionally staring out to sea, as if the horizon holds all the answers to the questions she has in life. They always look so cool, don’t they?

Unfortunately, I don’t think the horizon contains the answer to the main question on my mind at the moment: when on earth are we going to go to the chip shop? A girl can only wait so long for cheesy chips and gravy! If you’ve never tried cheesy chips and gravy, try it! It’s majorly delicious, honestly!
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To try and distract myself from my rumbling tummy, I’m writing in my new diary. Yep, Mum thinks it’s a good idea for me to write one, so here we are. Between you and me, I’m only doing it to keep her quiet.

I don’t know why she’s insisting on me writing a diary, because I write all the time anyway. I write proper stuff. Poems, short stories and scripts for the telly. One day I’m gonna be the biggest writer on the planet – probably bigger than Shakespeare! Romeo and Wholiet? Ohhhh no, people will say the greatest love story ever written is ‘Snogging Scott Monroe’ by Edie Eckhart. Honestly, watch this space!
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Also, Mum says that if I write in my diary every day, she’ll up my pocket money by a pound and you know what that means? More sausage rolls in my mouth, yes please. I love sausage rolls, and Scotch eggs, and pork pies, and … oh no, I’m talking about food again!! This is no good; I’m just making myself even hungrier!

Anyway, let me tell you a bit more about myself. Hello, bonjour, guten Tag! My name is Edie Eckhart. My middle name is Annie, after my mum’s favourite singer, Annie Lennox, but I can’t sing at all. When I sing, my dad says that it sounds like the ‘cats’ chorus’. Rude!

I am eleven years old (twelve in December, in a hundred and eight days. Not that I’m counting!) and I’m having the Best Summer Ever.
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I see Oscar every day. He’s been my best friend since reception class and he is the BEST. We’ve been inseparable since forever. This summer we’ve been watching loads of old Carry On films with Oscar’s mum, Elaine, and pretending not to understand the rude bits. We definitely do understand. They’re talking about BOOBS.

We also eat sausage rolls whenever we can, and sometimes Maccy D’s when we’re feeling fancy. Oscar loves food as much as I do! And we’re both starting secondary school together in September. BIG TIMES AHEAD!

Here’s a few things I love, and a few things I absolutely HATE:
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What else? Oh, yeah, I’m a little bit different. I have a disability called cerebral palsy. That just means brain damage. I talk slowly and I fall over a lot. Whenever I’m tired or sad I also dribble a bit. It’s never really bothered me, because I’ve always been like this, and I’ve never known any different.

I live in a town called Bridlington, or Brid for short, in Yorkshire. It’s only an eight-minute walk from my house to the beach (probably a five-minute walk for other people, but I like to factor in the wobbles!).

Let’s face it, when you live near the beach, you hardly ever go, because you take it for granted.

Like, right now I’m already bored! Me and Oscar made a MEGA sandcastle, with a fort and everything, and knocked it down just for the lols, then we played catch with the beach ball, but a dog ran over and popped it with her little dachshund claws, then pooped all over our demolished sandcastle, it was so funny! The dog’s owner ran over and apologised, but we told her we didn’t mind. The owner said the dog was called Dolly. I wish I’d asked if she was named after Dolly Parton, I bet you a million quid she was!
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I love dogs so much, and Dolly was a super, super cute dog. Me and Oscar have already decided that when we’re adults and live in London in a fancy-pants town house, we’re gonna get our own dog. The only problem is that Oscar wants a Chihuahua, and I want a husky (I love their bright blue eyes and how majorly cuddly they look!).

Seeing Dolly today started up the disagreement again, because Oscar said small dogs are cuter, and I think he could not be more wrong. We went back and forth on the argument, until Oscar’s older sister Charlie butted in.

‘You could get a cross-breed of a Chihuahua and a husky. What would you call it? A Chusky?’
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Charlie laughed. ‘Imagine what that would look like!’ Then she said, all serious, ‘So, will you get a dog before or after you lovebirds get married?’

Then she made loads of gross kissing noises and pretended to snog her arm. She’s so annoying. Just because she’s fourteen she thinks she knows everything. Mate, it’s 2021. Newsflash: a boy and a girl can be friends without ending up married. Friends can share a Chusky, and eat cheesy nachos together every night, without them necessarily wanting to marry each other!
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But Charlie isn’t my sister, so I just pretended not to hear her whilst Oscar gave her a dead arm. Then Oscar’s dad, Ted, told him off. In Oscar’s defence, she deserved it.

Charlie’s full name is Charlotte, but literally nobody calls her that, apart from their great-grandma. She always has a different hairstyle, and like Oscar, she wears glasses. Today she’s got her hair in two puff balls on her head, which looks amazing. She might look cool, but she is a right know-it-all sometimes, and know-it-alls can be really annoying.

YES! Oscar’s mum, Elaine, just asked us if we fancy anything from the chippy. At long last, I was gonna pass out! We sure do, ma’am! Cheesy chips, gravy and mushy peas, I’m coming for ya!
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