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         I'm gonna start with one of those disclaimers like you get at the end of films where some writing comes up to tell you that
            even though it's all based on a true story the exciting bits might not really have happened. So you're all like, What was
            the point of even making it then? Not that there's much in the way of exciting bits to come, I'm not gonna lie to you. In
            fact, that's the disclaimer. I was gonna go further and do some spouting about not wanting to be some hotshot and trying to
            get people to love me for being this totally wonderful narrator, but then I figured that's just a waste of everyone's time.
            And if that's what you really wanted, and you see it as a reason not to read any further than this, then you can LIC GAS.
            Which stands for Like I Could Give A Shit.
         

         
         
         
         
         So I'm gonna like, give you a brief rundown and then just launch right in. This is what you need to know: My name is Jarold,
            but everyone calls me Jaz, which is a damn sight cooler I think you'll agree. I know that everyone hates their names blah-blah
            but mine is really bad so it's lucky it abbreviates to something with a bit of cred. I'm sixteen (just) and I have two remarkably
            undivorced parents, along with a sister and a grandmother, and we all live in the same house together just like in a TV show.
            I've just started my A levels too, which me and Al are planning to fail, which is our way of saying Fuck You to the British
            educational standard.
         

         
         
         
         
         Al's my best mate, by the way. She's sixteen too and she's totally into politics, which I'm like, totally not. And yeah, she's
            a she. Her real name is Alice, which doesn't exactly rock but is still a hell of a lot better than Jarold. Weirdly, like there's
            some perverted logic that says people with dull names can only get crap abbreviations out of them, hers turns into Al, which
            means that people always think she's a dyke, which she finds offensive (the word, being political and all). I reckon it's
            pretty appropriate though, because if anyone was ever destined to be a dyke it's her.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, I'm gonna do this now, or else you're still gonna be wading through bullshit ten pages later. I'm gonna start with
            the hassle. There's actually masses and masses of hassle to come, but this is pretty much where it all begins.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm just going up to my room after having some toast because I was literally starving and Mum's got this new Feed Yourself
            Rule for weekdays because she says me and Teresa (my sister, alias The Nun) are old enough now to boil our own eggs (it's
            like, what the hell is that supposed to mean?). So I come round the corner and find both my parents standing there with their
            arms folded. I mean they're literally blocking my way up like The Guardians of the Stairs.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Hello?

         
         
         
         
         Jarold, your father and I want a word, says Mum in her business-bitch voice. She's a lawyer, which as you can imagine is great
            for me. Dad's a chef, which makes this rule about feeding yourself seem doubly cruel. She says he shouldn't have to cook for
            us because he cooks all day; he never complains though, so it's just another classic example of her bulldozing over everyone else in pursuit of self-satisfaction.
            And she's one of those people who is never satisfied. Like, ever.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, I consider rushing them, but they look pretty serious, even more so than usual, plus their bodies are too close together.

         
         
         
         
         Well, what is it? I say since I'm on a meter here. I've got to finish my reps in the next ten minutes, before Bad Girls starts, and I've still got sixty to do. You have to wait at least thirty seconds between sets of ten (push-ups, press-ups,
            sit-ups, whatever), but it's easy to overstep the mark and I really don't wanna miss any of this week's episode because Al
            texted me that the evil one snuffs it.
         

         
         
         
         
         In the living-room, says Dad, like his voice actually carries weight around here. No one moves, not even him, so Mum roars
            Now! in commando-lawyer mode and we all file in and sit down opposite each other on the stupid armchairs. I sit next to Bilbo,
            our cat, who claws everything and who Mum's always shouting that she's going to skin alive, but who she secretly calls Cutey
            when she thinks there's no one around.
         

         
         
         
         
         I wait for them to speak and there's this stupid long pause which is infuriating. They're both biting their lips, too, which
            looks really silly. As if to piss me off even further they give each other this special glance like they've got some secret
            code of communication going on. If I wasn't in a hurry I might think it was funny, but since I am I go, Are you gonna tell me what's going on or are you gonna mime it to me?
         

         
         
         
         
         There's more silence so I make like I'm gonna stand up. This seems to panic Mum into talking.

         
         
         
         
         Look Jarold, she says in this tense, this-is-a-big-deal kind of a way, We know what you've been up to.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Huh?

         
         
         
         
         We know where you've been going! cries Dad, still operating under the delusion that someone cares what he thinks. You've been
            frequenting some gay bar and picking up . . . men!
         

         
         
         
         
         He whispers this last word like it's some kind of mortal sin or something, rather than the logical thing you'd expect somebody
            to do in a gay bar. He's gone all white from the effort of being a parent, and it looks almost like he's gonna faint. Mum
            takes his hand and gives it a squeeze. He squeezes back like they're pillars of support for each other or something, and then
            they both look at me, hand in hand, like they think this display of marital harmony is gonna magically turn me straight or
            something.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, And?

         
         
         
         
         Dad's like, Don't you want to say anything?

         
         
         
         
         That's a tactic he learned off Mum, and if there's one thing I really hate it's when people can't be bothered to think up
            their own style. I just shrug, because that's all it deserves.
         

         
         
         
         
         First things first, says Mum, seeing Dad floundering, and assuming control like a sergeant. It's OK if you think you're gay.
            You're young and you might grow out of it. But it's OK and you need to know that.
         

         
         
         
         
         She watches me closely. I'm like, So now I know. Thanks.

         
         
         
         
         But it's not OK for you to lie to us about where you're going and what you're doing! she says quickly, mega-emphasis on the
            not part. This is pretty maddening, because a) everyone lies to their parents because that's what they're there for, and b) it's
            not like I'm gonna go, By the way I'm off to the club to do some guy tonight and by the way is that OK} I mean, this is clearly like, a ceremonial talk you get from your parents, so I probably have to have it and everything, but
            couldn't someone at least have thought about what they were gonna say to me first?
         

         
         
         
         
         So I'm like, So from now on I'll just tell you everything.

         
         
         
         
         Don't try to be smart. You're not an adult yet, says Mum, which is like offering round an invitation to come back at her.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Mum you're embarrassing yourself. I stand up.

         
         
         
         
         Sit yourself back down this minute! she screams, giving Bilbo a nasty surprise. Who the hell do you think you are?

         
         
         
         
         Look, what is this? I say in a last stab at trying to be reasonable.

         
         
         
         
         This is you sitting down and listening to someone other than the bloody CD player for a change! she goes.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, the definition of fuck off. Next thing I know Mum's screaming her head off like an ambulance, coming up with all
            this random stuff like it's just occurring to her on the spot and spilling out her mouth. She screams so fast it's hard to
            make much sense of it, but I get the gist. It's pretty disturbing, let me tell you. It's like you can just scrap that stuff
            she said about it being OK that I'm gay if this is anything to go by, because if it is, OK is like, Far From. Dad's looking
            at her all scared while he tries to unprise his hand from her grip (without success). Bilbo makes a break for it and gets
            away. Lucky him, I think. Neither me nor Dad know what to do so we just watch and wait, and eventually Mum winds down and
            drops her head between her knees and starts sobbing into the carpet. Dad uses this opportunity to take his hand back, which
            is now like, a totally different shape.
         

         
         
         
         
         Maybe you should apologise, he suggests after a few minutes of us moronically watching her.

         
         
         
         
         Are you serious? I say. Can't you see the woman has issues?

         
         
         
         
         That sets her right off again, a bit like an alarm clock, only this time it's much worse and she goes on for much longer.
            It's quite impressive because she doesn't even take any breaths. To give you an idea, though, I'm not even gonna try and get
            it all down: YOU'RE GAY AND I DON'T UNDERSTAND WHY YOU DIDN'T SAY ANYTHING TO ME THOUGH AS IF YOU WERE NORMAL TO BEGIN WITH
            I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN IT WHEN YOU WERE BORN IT'S ALL MY FAULT NO IT'S HIS FAULT (Dad's) HIM AND MY MOTHER SHE NEVER COULD UNDERSTAND
            WHY I MARRIED SUCH A LOSER AND I DON'T KNOW WHY EITHER I WISH I'D NEVER MARRIED NEVER HAD CHILDREN NEVER DONE ANY OF THIS
            CAN'T YOU SEE YOU'VE SUCKED UP MY LIFE WHY CAN'T I JUST BE LEFT IN PEACE SOMETIMES I JUST WISH I WAS DEAD! Seriously, no breaths.
            It's like, she should totally have been a diver.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, I'm like, Suits me.

         
         
         
         
         She opens her mouth for another blast but it's too much so she just stares at me and twitches while Dad looks around the room
            like he always ends up doing, as if he's looking for an escape hatch. It's like, You wish.

         
         
         
         
         So after a bit more mandatory painful silence she jerks her head towards the door, as if she's dismissing me. I don't need
            telling twice.
         

         
         
         
         
         Upstairs on the landing I pass The Nun, who's opened her door so she can hear Mum's ranting. She's sitting at her desk and
            she gives me this smug look and all of a sudden I know exactly who their informant was. Like it could have been anyone else.
         

         
         
         
         
         You really let the family down this time, she goes, with this exaggerated shake of her head.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Why don't you eat some glass?

         
         
         
         
         Poor Jarold, she sighs, So terribly misunderstood.
         

         
         
         
         
         I consider going in and tearing out some of her hair but I decide, Later, and continue towards my room, which is right at
            the top of the house. Grandma opens her door as I pass and we exchange looks. She doesn't know about me being gay or anything
            like that, of course, but since Grandpa died and she moved in we've become like, conspirators together, 'cos when Mum's not
            yelling at me she's usually complaining about her. I shrug to her as if to say, What can you do? and she shrugs back as if
            to say, Nothing. Then I go on up the stairs to do my reps. Unfortunately, after their 'word' with me Mum and Dad hole up in
            the living-room, so I can't watch TV and I miss Atkins' asphyxiation. I end up just doing reps for two hours in front of my
            shrine to Orlando Bloom.
         

         
         
         
         
         OK, let me do some more explaining. First of all I do actually give a shit, believe it or not - I don't want you to think
            that I don't. I just figure that you've got to be mature about this sort of thing, and Mum may be an adult, but mature isn't
            something I'd ever call her. But to be fair I guess it must've come as a bit of a shock. Mother Teresa probably had a ball.
            I can just picture her telling them at breakfast this morning, which must have been when she did it 'cos I had mine at Al's.
            She would have waited till Mum was holding something probably, for the added drama of some breakage. And Dad probably spent
            all day smoking at the back of his kitchen (Mum famously told him once that she'd leave him if he didn't give up, which is
            one of several things I've got on him if ever I need to use it).
         

         
         
         
         
         The thing you need to understand about Mum is, she's mental. We're all kind of used to it and so we don't say anything, but
            it's pretty obvious that she's a bit more than your average highly strung neurotic. And when you get subjected to this sort
            of thing every week you get desensitised to it pretty fast. She really does have some condition, by the way - I'm sure of
            it. Sometimes I think Grandma knows what it is, but she's keeping her mouth shut. Then again, it could just be that she's
            brain-damaged. All kinds of weird shit goes on in the brain, like maybe she's got some clot of blood in some gland that secretes
            like, logic, and that's why she's all screwed up.
         

         
         
         
         
         As for Dad, he's like Mr Passive, unchallenged titleholder ten years running. I mean, he gives a shit if Pm a fag, of course,
            but what's he gonna do, give me electrotherapy for it? Throw me out? That's like a big joke, because he's the most ineffectual
            man I've ever met, which is what my answer'll be if he ever starts wondering about whose side of the family I get it from.
         

         
         
         
         
         So it's not that I don't care, it's just that there's nothing I can do. My position is kind of wait-and-see, plus it's way
            bleaker for me than it is for them, you've got to admit. When I said Mum and Dad are remarkably undivorced they're also remarkably
            unmurdered - by each other. Seriously, they're like a surreal, toned-down, middle-aged version of Sid and Nancy, minus the
            heroin. Only Mum's Sid and Dad's Nancy. How they sleep in the same room, let alone the same bed, is beyond me. Thing is, they
            say your parents are supposed to set an example for you, but the only example my parents set is how not to end up, which is
            why I've sworn to Al that I'm never gonna get married. I used to think I was pretty safe there, but more and more gays are
            doing it these days, and though Al says she's against it on principle (neo-nihilist) she reckons it's the way the future's
            going. But I reckon it's bullshit and I'd rather be the bride of death.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mum comes up to my room just as I'm about to lie down and have a rub. She's got like, this sixth sense that makes her automatically
            come and seek you out the second your thoughts turn impure, and there's been a fair number of times when I've had to suddenly
            sit down because she's appeared in the room. Once you do that you're good as dead, because if you don't make a fast exit Mum'U
            go on and on and as we've seen she's one of those people who just doesn't ever get dehydrated.
         

         
         
         
         
         OK, she says firmly, walking right on in.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Didn't they teach you to knock in mother school? as I hurl myself under the bedcover to hide my hard-on.

         
         
         
         
         Jarold, she says, ignoring me, I've discussed the issue with your father. We've decided to try and be understanding. But that
            doesn't mean we don't have some ground rules.
         

         
         
         
         
         She always refers to stuff as issues. I'm an issue, Teresa's an issue and Grandma's an issue. It's something to do with being
            a lawyer, I guess.
         

         
         
         
         
         She's like, Firstly, no more going out without our permission.

         
         
         
         
         What is this, Auschwitz? I say.

         
         
         
         
         No more lying.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Yeah right.

         
         
         
         
         And no more . . . activities.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Do you even know what you're talking about?

         
         
         
         
         She's like, You know perfectly well what I mean! No more doing things with men! I don't know what you've been getting up to
            and I don't want to know. But you're not old enough and that's final.
         

         
         
         
         
         At this point I can't help smiling. I don't know what it is with smiling and me but I often have this urge to smile when someone's
            trying to be serious with me. Usually that's Mum so it doesn't matter so much, but it's happened once or twice with teachers
            and got me into loads of trouble. I feel it creeping up my face now like a worm or something. I'm going all red and Mum's
            giving me her death stare, the one she usually reserves for jury members.
         

         
         
         
         
         She's like, If you don't start taking this seriously I'm going to cut your allowance. Completely.

         
         
         
         
         The way she utters this threat you'd think it was the same thing as being castrated. I get twenty-five pounds a month, and
            that's supposed to cover me for everything - clothes, CDs, shoes, face soap, even haircuts. Mum and Dad pay for books and
            uniform, for which I have to provide a receipt. Like most things, it's just pure encouragement to be devious. It's not exactly
            hard to get around - I just get other people to give me their receipts. But it would be a whole lot less hassle for everyone
            if they'd just give me more money. The Nun gets an extra five pounds just for being born with a vagina.
         

         
         
         
         
         But money's money no matter what, so I keep quiet and turn my face to the side so it's hidden from her as much as possible.
            Mum looks at the wall, right into Orlando Bloom's eyes, and I can tell she's suddenly wondering, How did this sign get past
            me? because it's something I've often wondered too.
         

         
         
         
         
         I know this is hard for you, Jaz, she says. I think about my hard-on and how right she is. Why can't she just leave now? But
            instead of doing that of course she goes on and on about how she does love me but how I'm always so closed up, and how she
            knows it's complicated and sometimes she doesn't know what's got into me but she wishes I'd open up a bit. The woman's like,
            a serial innuendo. I do my best to nod and make my sniggering sound like coughing, but finally she says, I just want my little
            boy Jarold back again, in this soppy voice and by this point I just can't take it any longer. I'm like, Please just get over
            it now, and she tells me I'm heartless but at last she gets the message and goes. Then of course I find that my hard-on's
            gone too and so I send Al a text saying OMIGOD PARNTS JUST FND OUT IM GAY! WWW.LAMECITY.COM - TELL U 2MORROW J and turn out
            the light. Half an hour later, just as I'm about to fall asleep, I get one back saying TELL ME T M T M (RPT!!!) + DID YOU
            DO UR ESSY? As is the way with these things I end up having a whole textothon with her in which I relate all the gory details
            and so I don't actually get to sleep till like, two.
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         I blame Al for what happens the next day. It's her fault for not shutting up about stuff. We're on the bus and she keeps asking
            me all the same questions she asked me last night. I'm really sleepy and wondering how she manages to stay pert all the time
            and if it's, like, a gene only born politicians inherit. Then this boy from our school who's sitting in front of us overhears
            her and turns round to check us out.
         

         
         
         
         
         I don't know if it's the same all schools over, or if some schools are more liberal than others and ours just happens to have
            a higher percentage of sad rejects, but at St Matthew's it's like the eighties never happened. No one ever says they're gay,
            even if they're like, the definition of it. You always say you're confused. Once you go public not only do you end up forced
            into endless counselling sessions where some daft humanitarian tries to like, kill you with their empathy, but you also become
            like, target practice for the rest of the population (particularly the sports sect). It's such a cliche. And quite frankly,
            who needs the hassle? Yeah, so it shouldn't be like that 'cos we're all supposed to be democrats, whatever that means, but
            the fact is that it is, so you just have to deal with it. Up until now I'm the only 'confused' kid in our year (so far as
            I know), and I'm quite fine with it, since as far as I'm concerned everyone in our year can go blow.
         

         
         
         
         
         But today, thanks to Al's big fat mouth, Fabian overhears us. Fabian the freak is like this Nazi-goth punk amalgam one of
            those losers who has this reputation for being all extreme and dangerous. Most of it comes from this one time he allegedly
            tried to attack Mrs Bolsh in art class with a pair of scissors, and got expelled for it. Then it turned out he had behavioural
            problems, which must be like another way of saying it's OK to attack an old woman with a pair of scissors after all, because
            the school let him come right back (although he's not allowed to take art any more). What's really weird though, is that back
            in year one, which is like, eons ago in terms of a school life, me and him used to hang out. That was before he went all Against
            Man and I shrugged him. Nowadays he has no friends at all, and usually hangs out round the toilets showing off biro tatts
            of swastikas to impressionable molestables from junior school.
         

         
         
         
         
         Who's gay? he growls at us, interrupting Al mid-flow.

         
         
         
         
         Of course Al's not phased by this. She's not afraid of Fabian. She's like, Mind your own business, twat face.

         
         
         
         
         Fabian looks between us and cackles like the Wicked Witch of the West. He goes, Watch it, corner shop, or I'll carve out your
            eyeballs and your little faggot friend's too.
         

         
         
         
         
         Here I feel called upon to provide a contribution. I'm like, Go fuck a chainsaw why don't you?

         
         
         
         
         Fabian gives us both this comic-book evil look that he probably perfects in the mirror and then flashes his tongue stud.

         
         
         
         
         You better learn some respect, boyo, he goes, Before I decide to teach you a lesson.

         
         
         
         
         Al's like, Get a purpose, and thankfully he seems to decide to do just that because he turns back and leaves us alone. Luckily
            it's only Fabian, so it's not like anyone's gonna listen to him if he starts spreading it around. But all the rest of the
            journey I have this uneasy feeling which later on turns out to be perfectly justified. I'm kind of psychic like that.
         

         
         
         
         
         Me and Al split 'cos she's got politics first period and I've got English. We're studying (surprise, surprise) Shakespeare,
            which is so not the reason I opted for English. I thought it would be more of those cool books we did for GCSE, like The Catcher in the Rye, which I thought was the best book ever. The way this guy just cruises around and everyone he meets turns out to be phony -
            it's totally like reality, and the fact that he ends up in this loony bin is so sad because he's like, the only one who can
            see through all the shit around him. He even talks like a real kid does, or at least how a kid would have talked back whenever
            it was written. But there's one thing he doesn't get right, which is that the worst thing about people isn't how phony they
            are, it's what a complete bunch of cunts they can be. And the worst people aren't adults, they're other kids. Sure there's
            the odd cool one here and there, and you have to excuse a few of them on the grounds that they're deformed or orphans or something,
            but by and large they're all cunts.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, when I sit down I find that on the back of my bag there's this yellow Post-it with JAROLD IS A FAGGOT written on it,
            which goes some way towards explaining why people kept sniggering behind my back as I walked past. It's like, how retarded?
            It wouldn't be such a big deal though, were it not for the vast shadow of Bull Face (nicknamed so for obvious reasons) which
            falls across me at this precise moment. Bull Face's real name is Joseph, which is pretty ironic considering he's the sort
            of kid who must have grown up pulling the wings off of butterflies and throwing cats out of windows, before graduating on
            to torment other members of the human race. He was suspended last year for punching some poor guy who accidentally made the
            mistake of trying to fight back. Probably he gets beaten by his own parents or something, and just needs a bit of love and
            compassion, but it's hard to have much compassion for someone who's got a face like a bull. I feel compassion for his parents.
            Standing behind him are his goons, Nick and Nathaniel, who are known as Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee (also nicknamed for obvious
            reasons). What any of these cretins are doing an English A level for is anyone's guess. What I find scary is that it means
            that at some point they must have passed some exams - although Al says it's only because GCSEs are so easy now that twelve-year-olds
            can do them.
         

         
         
         
         
         Oi, Bull Face barks at me loud enough so that everyone stops what they're doing and turns to look. Wot's this about you being
            a poof?
         

         
         
         
         
         It's pretty unusual for them to be hassling me, since usually their attention is undividedly focused on Sam Gibbons who's
            got this accelerated growth syndrome, which means his head's twice the size of anyone else's. He probably needs it to be that
            size for his enormous brain, but even he knows there's nothing much you can say when someone with Bull Face's IQ (which naturally
            I'm assuming to be low) and his goons decide to start laying into you in front of the whole class.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, it's not like I give a shit about what anyone thinks of me or anything, but you've got to consider your self-esteem,
            which when you're a kid is fragile and easily bruised. If everyone thinks I'm gay I'll have to endure their chronically lame
            remarks for the rest of my school life, and like I said, kids can be total cunts - just ask Sam if you've never experienced
            this (though if you haven't, you must have been like, beamed into life or something). There's only really one way to protect
            yourself against it all and that is to just rise above it and not get drawn in.
         

         
         
         
         
         So I'm like, Fuck off.

         
         
         
         
         He's like, Maybe you didn't hear me. I said Wot's this about you being a poof?

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Maybe you didn't hear me because I said Fuck off!

         
         
         
         
         Ooooooh, he goes, which is the sound dumb arses like him always need to make in order to give themselves time to think of
            something better. Behind him Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee make obscure grunting noises that might have resembled laughter in
            some more evolved species.
         

         
         
         
         
         Looks like he's being a smart guy, observes Tweedle Dum (which is actually pretty astute for him).

         
         
         
         
         Bull Face leans in even closer, so I get treated to a full blast of his death breath, which is his other special power next
            to brute force and chronic ugliness. Many's the time I've seen the faces of kids from year three contort as they teeter on
            the verge of suffocation while snared in one of his headlocks. When he smiles, which is pretty rare, you can see that his
            teeth are all yellow because he never brushes them. He's like a walking fungus.
         

         
         
         
         
         Are you telling me to fuck off? he breathes. I'm itching to make a reply but I just keep silent and pretend to be fascinated
            with the contents of my bag. You get to know when to quit. Take it too far and you're just inviting trouble.
         

         
         
         
         
         Jarold, Jarold, Jarold, says Tweedle Dee in this pansy voice, unable to think of anything actually cutting to say (mind you,
            repeated use of my lame name can actually be quite cutting).
         

         
         
         
         
         Bull Face is like, Fucking poof.

         
         
         
         
         He kicks the table and practically makes the whole room reverberate. Fortunately after that he and the Tweedles retire to
            their designated slacker spot at the back of the classroom, leaving me to wonder if this is one of those experiences that's
            gonna scar me for life. Like I said, I don't give a shit what anyone in this hole thinks about me, but when you're picked
            on, it hurts, and it still hurts no matter what you tell yourself. The best thing is to blame someone else, so I decide that
            it's all Al's fault, which means I bawl her out next period while old Fellows is delivering some lecture on organic farming
            (bawl in this situation = whisper with angry intensity). I tell her what a stupid ho she is for talking about it so loud on
            the bus.
         

         
         
         
         
         Al tries to take the moral line in order to defend herself. She's all like, But you shouldn't feel ashamed! It's a part of
            who you are and that means you've got to come to terms with it and be yourself no matter what anyone else says.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Spare me, sister. It really bugs me when she talks like this, since it's not as if she's knows what it's like. She
            reckons she does 'cos she's Asian and a woman, and women have been oppressed for centuries and so have Asians. But it's hardly
            the same thing since it's not like anyone ever had to come out about being a woman or an Asian, is it?
         

         
         
         
         
         Al's like, But you can't hide from what you are!

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Get over yourself.

         
         
         
         
         She's like, But you've got to be strong! It's up to you to do your bit to make things OK for the kids of future generations.
            You have a responsibility!
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, What is your trauma?

         
         
         
         
         For some reason she decides to get all offended and her whispering gets a bit over-incensed. Next thing Fellows has overheard
            and is stopping his lecture to suggest she share with the rest of the class whatever she has to say, since it's clearly much
            more interesting. I give her a look in which I am basically saying, If you dare I will kill you.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm waiting, says Fellows. He's one of those youngish old teachers, if you know what I mean. The sort who weren't born quite
            long enough ago to completely miss noticing that there was sexual revolution going on - though it's pretty hard to imagine
            that he took part in it.
         

         
         
         
         
         Of course Al keeps silent.

         
         
         
         
         Oh dear, says Fellows with a feeble smile. Do you mean to tell me that it's not more interesting than my lecture after all?

         
         
         
         
         Al's clearly pretty tempted, but she shakes her head.

         
         
         
         
         Fellows makes this elaborate tutting sound as if he. suspected as much. But he resumes, and so we're forced to spend the rest
            of the lesson gazing out the window at Freedom, trapped inside with nothing but Fellows' voice, which is like, the reason
            for the word Monotony. At the end of the sesh (when the bell finally rings and wakes us all up) he stops us on the way out
            the room.
         

         
         
         
         
         I've noticed that you two don't seem to be taking your studies very seriously these days, he says, standing before the door
            with his arms folded like a prison matron.
         

         
         
         
         
         In unison we're like, We're sorry.

         
         
         
         
         The munchkin thing doesn't work on Fellows. He's like, Perhaps it would be a good idea if from now on you don't sit together.

         
         
         
         
         Al's like, But sir that's a violation of our basic rights.

         
         
         
         
         Unfortunately Fellows is pretty much immune to Al's smart talkback thing, which most of the staff seem to find so endearing.
            I suppose for them it's like discovering you've got this undercover ally on the other side. But Fellows gives her this look
            like, Who can be bothered?
         

         
         
         
         
         I mean it. No more sitting together, he goes.

         
         
         
         
         On our way out of school, just as it's looking like I'm actually going to get out without being rained on by shit, this voice
            whispers Faggot! right in my ear. I turn round to see who it is and who should be standing there but Fabian, Lord Freakzoid
            himself.
         

         
         
         
         
         You're a retard, I tell him, and he gives me a crazy smile like this is a cool thing to be, and reaches out and flicks my
            shoulder. It's almost affectionate the way he does it, which is just plain weird.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Can you go away before you give me a neural infection?

         
         
         
         
         You just wait, he goes, You just wait. He smiles ominously and does his wicked-witch cackle before following the others out
            of the building to Freedom.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, the definition of whatever, but I give Al a glare anyway to show her that I still see it as all being her fault.
            She does one of her sighs like she's ready to wash her hands of humanity, which from what I can see feels much the same way
            about her. Al doesn't have any friends apart from me. She reckons it's to do with being Asian and refusing to see herself
            as a sex object, but to be honest it's probably just because she's Al.
         

         
         
         
         
         So all in all it's a shitty day, and the cherry on top when I get back is the sight of The Nun dancing around the kitchen
            because she's won some stupid award while Mum and Dad toast her with celebratory cups of tea. Grandma's sitting at the table
            watching them with this expression on her face like she's thinking, Why am I still on this planet?
         

         
         
         
         
         Dad's like, Guess what, Jaz! in this super happy voice he always puts on when he's not trying to act mad.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Yeah?

         
         
         
         
         The Nun's like, You're not gonna believe it!

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, You've found a new home.

         
         
         
         
         Mum's like, Jarold, don't you dare start an argument! If you spoil this I swear I'll give you the biggest slap! I mean it.

         
         
         
         
         Grandma's like, Give the kid a break, he just got in.

         
         
         
         
         Don't you start! Mum snaps at her like a wolverine, This is Teresa's moment and no one's spoiling it for her!

         
         
         
         
         Teresa's moment turns out to be some award she's been given for the ultra-important life skill of having good spelling, and
            Mum's got it into her head that this is one of those wonderful family moments that time makes immortal or something, despite
            the fact that Teresa enters and wins these sorts of competitions practically every other week because she's one of those lame-Os
            who thinks it's a cool thing to do. While I'm enduring the sight of her making Mum and Dad all proud I suddenly remember that
            I still haven't ripped her scalp off for squealing on me, so I decide to get something right today and go upstairs to wait
            for her in her room. I slide myself behind the door and plan my assault.
         

         
         
         
         
         The Nun's room is one of those horrible pink and white bedrooms where everything's all frilly and girly. She's got this massive
            stuffed panda that with sparkling wit she calls Panda. More freakishly, she keeps her room immaculately clean, and even more
            freakishly than that, she has this silver crucifix nailed to her bed-board. However, her worst crime against humanity is the
            two posters she has of Ronan Keating and Westlife. She's only a year younger than me but as you've hopefully gathered we couldn't
            be any more different if one of us had been brought up in an incubator. I mean, Ronan Keating?

         
         
         
         
         She comes up about ten minutes later, all pleased with herself and holding against her heart the stupid envelope that congratulates
            her for not having a retarded grammar. Second she walks in I flip the door closed and grab her by the throat, squeezing hard
            to minimise the sound of her screaming. Once I'm sitting on her and she has a clear view of my handful of her hair and can
            see that I mean serious business she stops trying to scream and says OK in this calm voice, like she knows the game is up.
            The thing about Teresa is that this is what she's like. Behind the do-gooder syndrome beats the brain of a computer. She's
            the sort of person you can imagine would have absolutely no qualms about executing someone if she thought she'd get something
            out of it.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, You're in deep shit.

         
         
         
         
         She's like, Jaz be reasonable. I was thinking of you.

         
         
         
         
         The Nun never calls me Jaz and so this feeble attempt to try and be my friend merely enrages me all the more. I pluck out
            a couple of hairs and she winces.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Thinking of me, were you?

         
         
         
         
         She's like, Please Jaz. I only want the best for you. Someone's brother at my school saw you at that club and they started
            teasing me about it. I was so shocked and hurt. You can't imagine! You've never given out any sign you were like that!
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Like what?

         
         
         
         
         The Nun looks flustered. She's like, Can't you see that I was just reacting because I didn't know how to react?

         
         
         
         
         For this crap I take out three more hairs, all in one go. The Nun's body goes deathly still and she closes her eyes. I recognise
            this tactic and prepare myself. She makes a sudden attempt to free herself by twisting her body to the side so I almost fall
            off the bit of it that I'm sitting on. It's a cunning manoeuvre but not cunning enough. I dig in my ankles and hold tight.
         

         
         
         
         
         Jaz, please! I did it because I care about you! she cries.

         
         
         
         
         No you didn't! I go, You did it because you're a fucking evil bitch!

         
         
         
         
         It's true too. And The Nun's pretty much everything but she's not stupid. I watch with satisfaction as her face changes like
            the little girl's in The Exorcist. It's really horrible for people who don't know her to see her getting angry, because it's like the devil taking control. But
            I know it's just the real Teresa coming out.
         

         
         
         
         
         Fine! she snarls, Maybe the real reason I told was because I don't agree with it! I think you're sick and I'm disgusted to
            be related to you! You ought to be ashamed of yourself.
         

         
         
         
         
         She glares at me and for a second I'm tempted to take out her eyeballs, but instead I content myself by dribbling spit over
            them. She rolls her head from side to side but resistance is futile because I just follow it with my dribble.
         

         
         
         
         
         You're gross! she cries, and then lets out this sob. I'm stupidly taken aback by this, and catching me off guard she manages
            to give off the most bloodcurdling scream known to man before I have a chance to cut it off at the windpipe. I leap off her
            as footsteps hurtle up the stairs. The Nun bursts into tears just as the door opens and Dad and Mum struggle against each
            other to enter the room at the same time like a pair of comically inept vigilantes.
         

         
         
         
         
         What the hell's going on? demands Mum, her hands jumping to her hips (one of her elbows pronging Dad quite hard in the stomach
            as she does it). Dad puts on this fierce expression like this is exactly what he was just wondering.
         

         
         
         
         
         He was trying to kill me! wails Teresa between two massive sobs. He's jealous of me!

         
         
         
         
         Mum gives me her look of death. I hold up my hands but there's no avoiding it.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Just shoot me and get it over with.

         
         
         
         
         She's like, Get to your room this second.

         
         
         
         
         In my room I do some reps while I'm waiting for Mum to come and do her nut. I get bored after a while so I end up just sitting
            on my desk and waiting. We've got a careers session the next day in which we have to show we've thought about a future for
            ourselves, and so I try to take my mind off my impending ordeal by thinking up answers. Just as I've hit upon Suicide Bomber,
            capital punishment arrives, and I'm surprised to see that it's Dad who's been given the holy mission of telling me what a
            disappointment. I am. At least he has the decency to knock first, before coming in and plonking himself down on my bed and
            sighing deeply in this way so you know he's experienced a major disappointment he might never get over.
         

         
         
         
         
         We're very disappointed in you Jaz, he goes, like maybe I hadn't got the message already.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Oh really?

         
         
         
         
         He's like, We just can't understand what's got into you lately. We don't know what we're supposed to do. Why are you being
            this way?
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Probably because I'm a teenager.

         
         
         
         
         Dad looks a bit stumped by this. Sometimes it's as if he and Mum forget that actually you're a thinking human being. I notice
            how uncomfortable he looks and how he keeps fidgeting. Mum must have sent him in here saying that she's sick of being the
            bad guy, but it doesn't matter because you can see he's just some kind of sub-lieutenant and the only reason he's come is
            because she's made him. He never does anything out of his own initiative. Sometimes I get scared that he's secretly having
            all these murderous thoughts and one of these days he's gonna like, kill us all or blow up the house or something. The man
            just has no self-respect so there's bound to be tension mounting. Remembering this gives me a brilliant idea.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, I just wish someone would talk openly to me about what men do when they're in bed together.

         
         
         
         
         Dad starts changing colour instantly. He's like, the definition of Help Me. After he's gone through the whole rainbow, I decide
            to let him off the hook and say that I'm tired now and maybe we can resume this conversation tomorrow, at which point he practically
            runs out of my room, leaving me to think how ridiculous it is that I don't have a lock for my door.
         

         
         
         
         
         Later on I hear Mum shouting at him. She usually lets off steam this way at least once a week. But it's kind of like, Hello?
            Some people are trying to sleep here. But I figure it's pretty useful since it's good Bad Mother ammunition for the next time
            she starts shouting at me for inhaling the wrong way or something. You're probably thinking it's no wonder I'm fucked up,
            because that's what I think too sometimes when I hear them. It's not like I care or anything, but it can't be good for my
            sensibilities.
         

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         3

         
         
         
         
         I probably wouldn't have bothered putting in that bit about my chronically lame teacher Mr Fellows were it not for what happens
            next, because it has like, total relevance. This I like to call the Love Scene. It's easily the best bit as far as I'm concerned
            - it all goes downhill after. OK:
         

         
         
         
         
         So I'm in the club. Of course Mum and Dad said no more nights out, but they can't exactly chain me to my bed and I do have
            legs and a front-door key, so no surprises, I'm back in Starlight (the club) three days later.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm here with Al and we're a couple of drinks towards a good time. She can sneak out of her house any time she wants since
            her bedroom's on the ground floor, and she's wearing this full-length floral gown - which we both keep tripping over - 'cos
            she's convinced the nineties are coming back. I don't have any money since Mum decided suddenly she was being too lenient
            and withdrew it all the day after the Word, so I'm totally sponging off Al, who's not totally OK with it, and is letting out
            that she's only here for my sake (like she's got something better to do). It's totally time for me to try and get us drinks
            off one of the geries who prop up the bar, which is dead boring because then you have to talk to them and simultaneously ward
            off their ancient fumbling mitts.
         

         
         
         
         
         Al's going on about how the future should be non tax-deductible or something and just as she's launching into a really yawnable
            bit about insurance fraud it happens. I see The Guy. We're talking lightning striking, like, multiple times. Heart palpitations,
            shivers, butterflies, nausea, the works. He's just gorgeous, and totally the opposite to what I usually go for. He's got this
            dark skin and big jaw and slanty, angry eyes. He kind of floats, if you know what I mean. Well, if you've ever had it bad
            for someone then you will, and if you haven't then you've got something really special to look forward to, assuming it ever
            happens for you, 'cos if it doesn't then you're probably doomed to end up like my parents, and I pity you. Deeply.
         

         
         
         
         
         So I'm like, struck dumb; meanwhile Al, bless her (and just like the nineties neo-conservative throwback she is), doesn't
            even notice. She starts accusing me of not listening to her and saying she's gonna go, by which she really means it's time
            for me to prostitute my company for a drink.
         

         
         
         
         
         I tell her, Fine then, which throws her off track a bit.

         
         
         
         
         What's wrong with you? she wants to know.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Are you like optically challenged or something?

         
         
         
         
         She turns and looks. She's like, Who? Him? Seriously?

         
         
         
         
         Like I said, Al's destiny is to be a big fat dyke. It's written in her aura and there's no escaping from it, so I don't know
            why she doesn't just accept it and move on. She's got about as much clue when it comes to men as Dad does.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, I've like, got to meet this dude, so I shake Al off and walk forward, only to be nearly decapitated by him as he turns
            and gestures to the guy he's with (who, incidentally, is from Librariansville and is No Competition).
         

         
         
         
         
         Sorry, my vision says to me, managing to catch my arm as I stumble backwards. I regain my balance and try to shrug it off.

         
         
         
         
         No problem, I say, but I can hear my voice quavering, which pisses me off no end, I can tell you. I've had crushes before,
            but this one struck in a matter of seconds with enough force to wipe out all the tourists in Trafalgar Square.
         

         
         
         
         
         Hey, aren't you a little young to be in this sort of a place? he says with a smile.

         
         
         
         
         I don't know if this smile is a could-be-persuaded/fuck-me kind of a smile, or an I'm-a-licence-inspector/police-officer kind
            of smile, so I give him a freezing look and step away like I don't want to get contaminated. The librarian he's with looks
            me up and down and likes what he sees.
         

         
         
         
         
         Come on, he says in an unexpectedly deep voice. Let's buy him a drink.

         
         
         
         
         I'm OK with that, of course, so a couple of minutes later I'm drinking a Bacardi and Coke (I know, I know) and chatting to
            this guy. Or listening to him anyway. And it's the librarian, unfortunately, since The Guy turns out to be one of those brooding
            types. I like this, 'cos in my book it makes him way sexier, but it's annoying 'cos I have to nod along to Mr Chaucer beside
            him, who's giving me the deluxe literary edition of his life story. God knows what happened to Al but I start praying that
            she'll come and rescue me.
         

         
         
         
         
         Just as I'm preparing myself for one last gasp before I die of this fish-man's voice (his name's Cod or Plaice or some­thing),
            The Guy actually deigns to say something, which is, So where are you from?
         

         
         
         
         
         OK, so it's not like, an award-winning question, but it's a break and it's from him so I ain't complaining.

         
         
         
         
         London, I say. I realise that's pretty obvious, so I add Shepherd's Bush.

         
         
         
         
         Now when I was a kid, or more of a kid if you like, Shepherd's Bush was a rude thing to say, and the sniggers it produced
            were of the lasting variety. So it's pretty weird to tell this guy I'm from there and not get so much as a smile, which I
            figure must be a sign of class, which is alarming but kind of cool. 'Cos The Guy just nods.
         

         
         
         
         
         What about you? I say.

         
         
         
         
         I'm from Brighton, he says.

         
         
         
         
         Now that's definitely cool. Everyone who's anyone knows Brighton is the place to be these days. I'm planning a trip down there
            with Al at some point this summer, though chances of it happening without me running away are infinitely smaller now that
            Mum's got insider info.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, So what are you doing in London? and he explains that he spends half his time here and half his time down there,
            since a friend lets him stay here in his flat while he's away doing photo shoots or something.
         

         
         
         
         
         So how old are you? he goes. That fateful question. Let me tell you so you don't ever make this mistake: it used to be a bit
            of a faux pas to ask an old lady - well now it's most definitely not something to ask a person in a bar if you're anyone who's
            not the barman.
         

         
         
         
         
         Forty, I say. You?

         
         
         
         
         Twenty-two, he says, smiling. Cod the librarian is grinning manically, and I think he thinks he's in with a chance, which
            is like, so not the situation. Like I'm gonna go for someone with goldfish-bowl lenses and a mullet (which isn't even ironic).
            But this guy, whose name hasn't even cropped up yet, is killing me. He's completely drop-dead, and it's kind of hard to understand
            why he's not fending off guys on all sides in a dive like this.
         

         
         
         
         
         You sound really young, he says, still harping on about the age thing. I don't know, maybe gorgeous people just shouldn't
            talk. No one's ever invented the talking billboard, have they?
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, What is this, an inquisition?

         
         
         
         
         Sorry, he says, finally seeming to get that all this talk about my age is offensive. I look into his big brown eyes and forgive
            him. In fact I practically melt. Then he goes and spoils it by saying, I remember what it's like when you're young. It's tough
            dealing with who you are.
         

         
         
         
         
         This is so not cool. I'm like, Did you ever?

         
         
         
         
         Give him a break, says Cod, mercifully. I have a quick look round for Al while he crunches up The Guy for me. Regrettably,
            I'm concluding that this is a no-go state of affairs. This guy might have me in the woods physically, but when it comes to
            chit-chat it's Antarctica.
         

         
         
         
         
         It's pretty obvious that I'm offended and about to leave. The guy looks sorry and tries to say something about it, but I'm
            like, LIC GAS. I make as if to go, since it's seriously looking like Al's deserted me, but then The Guy touches my hand. Fireworks
            ignite on the inside. Look, he says, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to insult you. Really.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, super-conscious of his skin against mine. I can feel the blood rising to my cheeks so I try to play it cool. I'm
            like, Do you mind? You're invading a chakra.
         

         
         
         
         
         He's like, No really - I meant it in a good way. You should be glad. I wish I could still pass for . . . seventeen! He laughs
            and I pull my hand free.
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, I just remembered something better to do.

         
         
         
         
         And I'm about to leave, but then he stops me . . . and I don't know quite how this happens, except that he's leaning in to
            say sorry once more and I'm leaning in because I'm like, magnetically drawn to him, and the next thing is we're kissing. Hello.
            I'm not complaining one bit, even though snogging in front of the old-timers at the bar isn't really my thing. Cod's pissed
            off I think, since I hear sighs from behind The Guy (whose name I still don't know), and there are also a few annoying whoops
            from the geries.
         

         
         
         
         
         It doesn't last long. With stonkingly bad timing, Al reappears in my life like the fairy of chastity, and yanks me away, saying
            we've got to go 'cos she's got a headache. She always makes up shit like this when something's wrong. I turn to The Guy, but
            he's getting grilled by Cod (joke, ha ha). I decide to leave Cinderella-style and then instantly regret it because I don't
            even have his number or anything.
         

         
         
         
         
         As soon as we're outside in the freezing cold I'm hissing at Al What the fuck does she think she's doing? I was like, in there.
         

         
         
         
         
         I saw Mr Fellows, she says, her lower lip wobbling like it's engine-powered.

         
         
         
         
         Which is ridiculous, and at first I think she's just having me on. But then I notice that away from the multicoloured disco
            bulbs she's got this mega-freaked-out expression and pale yellowy skin, and I remember how Al's never been much good at faking
            with me.
         

         
         
         
         
         What - in there? I say. State of shock.

         
         
         
         
         She nods, and then a giggle erupts out of her turbo-trembling lip and she starts laughing hysterically, and so do I, even
            though I'm actually kind of disturbed, since Fellows is kind of gross and definitely not someone you want to run into at a
            club, especially a gay one. Then something occurs to me and I stop laughing.
         

         
         
         
         
         Did he see you?

         
         
         
         
         She shakes her head in between bursts of laughter. She sounds a lot like a dog that's been hit by a car. We make our way to
            the night bus desperately huddling against each other for bodily warmth in the vicious cold. It's annoying, because even though
            I've just met this amazing vision of a guy, all I can think about is Mr Fellows. Al's the same, 'cos she keeps bursting into
            laughter all the way to her stop, and I can see the other passengers looking at her like they wish someone would come along
            and put her down or something.
         

         
         
         
         
         The thought of Fellows snogging another man is what does my head in, though when I reconsider, the thought of him snogging
            a woman is just as bad. Some people just shouldn't bother, plus he's old. The strangest thing will be seeing him the next
            day and trying to keep a straight face. I secretly curse my decision to do geography. Then I figure who gives a shit since
            it's not like I'm gonna be turning up for it much longer anyway.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mum's waiting for me at home, about as cheery as death. No sooner have I walked in than she pounces on me like a cobra, fangs
            bared, ready to swallow me whole - it's not even one o'clock yet. I don't get it, so maybe if you're reading this and you're
            like, over thirty, you can help me out. What is the deal? I mean, what's so bad about the concept of having fun that causes
            people to practically eat their own brains in fits of total mad rage? I just don't get it. And from what I can see everyone
            seems to stop having it at some point in their mid-twenties so I'd really appreciate the opportunity to make the most of it
            while I still know what it is.
         

         
         
         
         
         Anyway, short version is I get threatened with psychiatric care or something, which, being a lawyer, Mum knows all about.
            I tell her if she keeps on at me I'll probably need it, which is just guaranteed to get her really pissed off, and then, as
            per usual, she launches into hypersonic mode (remember?) and I run for the cover of my room, feeling sorry for the neighbours.
         

         
         
         
         
         Just as I'm about to fall asleep I get a text from Al. It says STILL CN'T BELEVE MR FELLWS = GAY! DO YOU THNK THE SCHOOL NOS?

         
         
         
         
         I'm about to text her back when my door opens and Grandma glides in. It totally freaks me out. She's lit by nothing but the
            moonlight from the window and she's wearing just her nightdress and has this silly smile on her face that looks like it's
            plastered on. But the worst thing is she's staring straight ahead without focusing on anything. She looks like one of the
            zombies from Dawn of the Dead.

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Grandma? What are you doing?

         
         
         
         
         She looks at me and makes this low humming sound in her throat, and for a second I think she's flipped out and is probably
            holding a kitchen knife behind her back and has come to kill me. I start making a mental note of all decently solid objects
            close to hand that I can throw at her head should I need to. But then it occurs to me that maybe she's just whacked out from
            too many amphetamines. It happens once every now and then, usually at Christmas when she forgets what pills she's taken and
            ends up having this drug and sherry cocktail.
         

         
         
         
         
         I get up and switch the light on and this seems to bring her back to her senses 'cos she looks around blinking like she's
            never seen a room before. She's like, Why do you have all those posters of that young man on your wall?
         

         
         
         
         
         I'm like, Now is not the time.

         
         
         
         
         I take her by the arm and lead her back down to her bedroom. I think it's sad that she's old and a bit senile. I know it's
            something that has to happen and all, but I hope it never does to me. I reckon they should freeze people after sixty and wait
            until they've got like, some formula to stop it before they unfreeze them again.
         

         
         
         
         
         I put Grandma to bed and just as I'm leaving she starts making her humming sound again, but I figure let her hum if she wants
            to, maybe it's just a really like, contemporary piece. Before I turn off the light I send Al a text saying OMIGOD. MY GRAN
            - > OFF DEEP END.
         

         
         
         
         
         When I get back from school the next day it turns out Grandma's had a stroke and is now in hospital. Mum says she's OK but
            it must have happened some time during the night. I keep my trap shut about the whole wandering-into-my- room thing. Mum makes
            us all clean the house which is what she does when she feels guilty. You don't have to be a shrink to see that it's like,
            a representative for her conscience, and the cleaner it gets the less guilty she's supposed to feel. By the time we're done
            with the kitchen the floor's like lick-your-food-off-it sparkling, and Mum looks a bit less tense and says we'll all go visit
            her at the hospital on Sunday and why don't me and Teresa make her a nice card? The Nun dashes off to her room to do exactly
            that but I'm like, What is this, Blue Peter} and Mum tells me that sometimes she just despairs of me. I'm like, Welcome to my world. Just move on to the living-room, Mum
            goes.
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