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THE SECRET DIARY OF ADRIAN MOLE AGED 13%

Praise for Adrian Mole:

‘Every sentence is witty and well thought out, and the whole has reverberations
beyond itself” The Times

‘He will be remembered some day as one of England’s great diarists’
Evening Standard

‘The publishers could offer a money back guarantee if you don’t laugh and be sure
they wouldn’t have to write a single cheque’ Jeremy Paxman

‘A classic. The Adrian Mole diaries are thoroughly subversive. A true hero for our
time’ Richard Ingrams

‘The real greatness of Townsend’s creation comes from the gap between aspiration
and reality. Adrian Mole is one of literature’s great underachievers; his tragedy is
that he knows it and the sadness of this undercuts the humour and makes us laugh
not until, but while, it hurts’ Daily Mail

‘Adrian Mole is one of the great comic characters of our time . . . [Townsend] never
writes a sentence which doesn’t ring true; she never gets Adrian’s voice wrong or
attributes a thought or feeling to him which strikes one as false. Whatever happens,
we may be sure that new troubles will assail Adrian, that new disasters will threaten,
but that he will survive them all. Like Evelyn Waugh’s Captain Grimes, Adrian is
“one of the immortals” and the series of his diaries the comic masterpiece of our
time’ Scotsman
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Praise for The Growing Pains of Adrian Mole:

‘The funniest, most bittersweet book you're likely to read this year’ Daily Mirror
Praise for True Confessions of Adrian Albert Mole:
‘Wonderfully funny and sharp as knives” Sunday Times

Praise for Adrian Mole: The Wilderness Years:

‘A very, very funny book’ Sunday Times

Praise for Adrian Mole: The Cappuccino Years:

‘T can’t remember a more relentlessly funny book’ Daily Mirror
Praise for Adrian Mole: The Lost Diaries:

‘Very funny indeed. A satire of our times’ Sunday Times

Praise for Adrian Mole and the Weapons of Mass Destruction:

‘The funniest book of the year. I can think of no more comical read’ Jeremy
Paxman, Sunday Telegraph

Praise for Adrian Mole: The Prostrate Years:

‘Brilliant, sharp, honest, moving, an exquisite social comedy’ Daily Telegraph
Praise for Queen Camilla:

‘Wickedly satirical, mad, ferociously farcical, subversive. Great stuft’ Daily Mail
Praise for The Queen and I:

‘Absorbing, entertaining . . . the funniest thing in print since Adrian Mole’ Ruth
Rendell, Daily Telegraph
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Praise for Number Ten:

‘A delight. Genuinely funny . . . compassion shines through the unashamedly ironic
social commentary’ Guardian

Praise for Ghost Children:

‘Bleak, tender and deeply affecting. Seldom have I rooted so hard for a set of
fictional individuals’ Mail on Sunday
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‘Paul walked with something screwed up tight inside him
... yet he chatted away with his mother. He would never
have confessed to her how he suffered over these things
and she only partly guessed.

D. H. Lawrence Sons and Lovers
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Introduction by Caitlin Moran

When I was invited onto Desert Island Discs, back in 2017, I was asked
by then-presenter Kirsty Young what additional book I was choosing
to take to the island — given that all castaways automatically get the
Bible and The Complete Works of Shakespeare.

And I was able to reply — because it was true — ‘Yeah, thanks — but I
won’t need the Bible or Shakespeare, Kirsty. You can keep them.
Because the book I'm taking is better than both of those. I'm taking The
Secret Diary of Adrian Mole, Aged 13 34, please.

For Adrian’s first diary — covering New Year’s Day 1981 to April 3rd
1982 — really is wiser, of greater comfort, and, obviously, more amus-
ing than those two classic, yet overrated, doorsteps. There are not many
gags in Leviticus 11:29, which is, astonishingly, about how ‘unclean’
weasels are, and Shakespeare has no ‘yappy’ American pen-friends
called Hamish Mancini, who visit the UK to the great weariness of all
concerned (Grandma Mole: ‘T'm too old for Americans, Adrian.).

How do I'love Adrian Mole? Let me count the ways. Firstly, so many
novels aimed at teenagers are very dramatic: theyre orphans; there’s
vampires; they’re secretly royal; there’s an intergalactic war; they’re
half-human, half-monkey hybrids living in a Truman Show-style com-
pound. Yes, yes — but that ignores the fact that, for most of us, our
teenage years are, basically, about being quite bored, having no money;,
and yet being secretly convinced we are, somehow, special. We need
books that chronicle these years, and allow us to laugh at how truly,
amazingly awful we can be.

‘None of the teachers at school have noticed that I am an intellec-
tual. They will be sorry when I am famous, as Adrian puts it, furiously,
in between being, once again, either bored, or poor.

Nothing really happens in The Diary of Adrian Mole — like half
of all families, Adrian’s parents divorce; like 64% of people,
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X Foreword

they’re economically working class; like everyone, their holidays are
disappointing and they argue a lot — which is why it remains the
best-ever sketch of being adolescent.

I read Adrian Mole straight after Wuthering Heights, in which its
teenage girl protagonist basically dies, very dramatically, from being a
silly bitch, and then turns into a sexy mad ghost. I could not relate at all.

Adrian, then, was like coming home: both he and I lived on housing
estates in the Midlands, our parents had erratic incomes and frequently
ended up on benefits, and we had high-yet-unfulfilled sex drives (‘I
have never seen a dead body or a female nipple. This is what comes
from living in a cul-de-sac’). Whilst we were, clearly, not charismatic,
destiny-shaping, heroic Main Characters —like Huckleberry Finn, or Jo
March — we’d also worked very hard, within the social pecking order,
not to be total victims, either: ‘T used to be the sort of boy who had sand
kicked in his face. Now I'm the sort of boy who watches somebody else
have it kicked in their face; Adrian muses at one point, contentedly.

It's Adrian’s increasing awareness and anxiety about money that
makes Adrian Mole, for me, the queen of all the books about adoles-
cence. The red gas bills, the vets’ fees, the sheer repetitiveness of cooking
for a family. (‘Peeled potatoes, chopped-up cabbage, cut finger, rinsed
blood off cabbage. Put chops under grill, looked in cookery book for a
recipe for gravy. Made gravy. Strained lumps out with a colander. Put
burnt saucepans in to soak.) Most people’s lives consist of these grind-
ing details, and yet most books would prefer to cover high-octane
parties, romances, plans and enemies instead. I'll let you into a little
writer’s secret: the reason most books don’t cover this is because it’s very
hard to write about that kind of little, vital stuff in both a heartfelt and
amusing way. The drama of an unpaid bill is way more difficult to make
funny and gripping than, e.g., a spaceship exploding. If you can prop-
erly invoke the feeling of a rainy Sunday in 1982; of how the class system
feels on the bottom rung; of deciding you're now so full of rockn’roll
angst you need to paint your bedroom black — and then spend a month
colouring in all the still-visible Noddies on your childhood wallpaper
with a black felt-tip pen — then that is the true mark of genius.

The other reason no one writes about money, and the not-having-it,
of course, is that most books are still written by comfortable, middle-
class Oxbridge graduates who don’t know how an unexpected boiler
failure can dramatically alter the course of the next six months. Sue
Townsend — a working-class single mother — did know this, intimately,
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Foreword xi

and her great gift to the world was not to chronicle this stuff in a misery
memoir, but to write a deathless political-comedy classic about it
instead. She knew that if you are broke, the greatest treat you can be
given is a bunch of really great, super-real characters making jokes
about it all. That is a true, and endlessly beautiful, present for humanity.

Townsend’s other celestial skill is that, in Adrian, she has written
one of the all-time male archetypes. Men, when writing about men,
tend to make their heroes a little bit too noble, a little bit too dan-
gerous, a little bit too predictably flawed. Oh, are you a charismatic
man with a drinking/gambling problem who keeps falling in love
with dangerous ‘broads’? Tll just file you with the other
4588758475745747 ‘one-offs’

With Adrian, however, Townsend has created a boy/man we’ve
all met a million times before. He has no dangerous flaws, unless it’s
squeezing a spot before it’s ready. He isn’t noble (he steals his
mother’s pink razor to shave his face), his attempt at sniffing glue
ends up with his model airplane stuck to his nose, and when he falls
in love — after a brief dalliance with the notoriously freewheeling
Sharon Bott, who will apparently ‘let you do anything’ in exchange
for a bunch of grapes — it’s with the most upright, do-gooding alpha
female ever: Pandora Braithwaite, who loves both her pony, and the
Liberal Democrats, more than Adrian.

Adrian’s most perfectly observed trait, however, is his solid belief
that he’s an intellectual heavyweight, made constantly disappointed and
peevish by being surrounded by ‘normal people’. I know a dozen men
like that. I know a me like that — just like Adrian, at the age of thirteen I
was writing reams of terrible poetry and sending letters to the BBC. For
all that it’s supposedly terrible, though, there is a strong argument that
‘The Tap’ is ‘the greatest poem ever written in, as Adrian explains
proudly, ‘under two minutes’:

The tap drips and keeps me awake,

In the morning there will be a lake.

For the want of a washer the carpet will spoil,
Then for another my father will toil.

My father could snuff it while he is at work.
Dad, fit a washer don’t be a burk!

I wonder which The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole, Aged 13 % you will
read today? It changes every time. The first time I read it, when I was
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xii  Foreword

twelve, I thought Adrian was quite a cool boy. He had a bike, took part
in the school rebellion over socks and measured his willy with a ruler:
all of which seemed like quite aspirational/daring stuff at the time.

When I re-read it in my late twenties — as a mother of two — I
suddenly felt like the true hero of the book was Adrian’s mother,
Pauline. He is her unreliable narrator as she discovers feminism,
cuts her hair off and dyes it pink, rejects being a ‘housewife’ and
goes off to Greenham Common to protest against nuclear warheads.
And where most fictional mothers are either nauseatingly, unrealis-
tically lovely — Marmee, Mother in The Railway Children — or else
just plain evil, Pauline Mole is bracingly real, flawed and not here for
Adrian’s ‘revolting adolescent mooning’

‘There’s only one thing more boring than other people’s dreams,
Pauline says at one point — trying to prevent Adrian from telling her,
in detail, a ‘sexy’ dream he’s had about breakfast TV presenter Selina
Scott —‘and that’s other people’s problems’.

And now, at the age of forty-seven, I have a creeping respect for
Grandma Mole as the real hero of the story. Every time Adrian or his
mother screws up, she comes round, cleans the whole house from
top to bottom, pays off all the red bills, makes a pie, and takes the
Stupid Dog to the vet, because he has a tiny plastic pirate stuck in his
paw that no-one else has noticed, despite it limping for two months.
Grandma Mole is fire. And yet I know, at some point, I'll almost cer-
tainly do my Bert Baxter Read —and fully identify with the disgusting,
beetroot-loving, chain-smoking pensioner who’'d ‘give my right ball
for a weekend in Skeggy*’.

If you've never read this book before, I cannot tell you what joy
you have in front of you. Unless you are very careless, there’s every
chance you will still have this same volume in thirty or forty
years — wrinkled and dog-eared from re-reading on holiday; at
Christmas; in hospital, as the go-to ‘comfort-read’ that makes every-
thing all right again. And that is not something you can say about
The Complete Works of Shakespeare, or that uptight bag of woe, the
Bible. This is a true desert island essential. A book about a beta teen-
age boy from the Midlands, in which nothing — but kind of also
everything — happens.

A book which is almost certainly about to become your favourite
book of all-time, too.

*Skegness.
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Thursday January 1st
Bank Holiday in England, Ireland,
Scotland and Wales

These are my New Year’s resolutions:

1. I will help the blind across the road.

I will hang my trousers up.

I will put the sleeves back on my records.
. T will not start smoking.

I will stop squeezing my spots.

. Twill be kind to the dog.

I will help the poor and ignorant.

IR NAV SV

After hearing the disgusting noises from down-
stairs last night, I have also vowed never to drink
alcohol.

My father got the dog drunk on cherry brandy at
the party last night. If the RSPCA hear about it
he could get done. Fight days have gone by since
Christmas Day but my mother still hasn’t worn the
green lurex apron I bought her for Christmas! She
will get bathcubes next year.

Just my luck, I’ve got a spot on my chin for the first
day of the New Year!
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4 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

Friday January 2nd
Bank Holiday in Scotland. Full Moon

[ felt rotten today. It’s my mother’s fault for singing
‘My Way’ at two o’clock in the morning at the top of
the stairs. Just my luck to have a mother like her. There
is a chance my parents could be alcoholics. Next year
I could be in a children’s home.

The dog got its own back on my father. It jumped
up and knocked down his model ship, then ran into
the garden with the rigging tangled in its feet. My
father kept saying, ‘Three months’ work down the
drain’, over and over again.

The spot on my chin is getting bigger. It’'s my
mother’s fault for not knowing about vitamins.

Saturday January 3rd

I shall go mad through lack of sleep! My father has
banned the dog from the house so it barked outside
my window all night. Just my luck! My father shouted
a swear-word at it. If he’s not careful he will get done
by the police for obscene language.

I think the spot is a boil. Just my luck to have it
where everybody can see it. I pointed out to my mother
that I hadn’t had any vitamin C today. She said, ‘Go
and buy an orange, then’ This is typical.

She still hasn’t worn the lurex apron.

I will be glad to get back to school.
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Sunday January 4th
Second after Christmas

My father has got the flu. 'm not surprised with the
diet we get. My mother went out in the rain to get
him a vitamin C drink, but as I told her, ‘It’s too late
now’. It’s a miracle we don’t get scurvy. My mother
says she can’t see anything on my chin, but this is guilt
because of the diet.

The dog has run off because my mother didn’t close
the gate. I have broken the arm on the stereo. Nobody
knows yet, and with a bit of luck my father will be ill
for a long time. He is the only one who uses it apart
from me. No sign of the apron.

Monday January 5th

The dog hasn’t come back yet. It is peaceful without
it. My mother rang the police and gave a description
of the dog. She made it sound worse than it actually
is: straggly hair over its eyes and all that. I really think
the police have got better things to do than look for
dogs, such as catching murderers. I told my mother
this but she still rang them. Serve her right if she was
murdered because of the dog.

My father is still lazing about in bed. He is supposed
to be ill, but I noticed he is still smoking!

Nigel came round today. He has got a tan from his
Christmas holiday. I think Nigel will be ill soon from
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6 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

the shock of the cold in England. I think Nigel’s parents
were wrong to take him abroad.
He hasn’t got a single spot yet.

Tuesday January 6th
Epiphany. New Moon

The dog is in trouble!

It knocked a meter-reader off his bike and messed
all the cards up. So now we will all end up in court I
expect. A policeman said we must keep the dog under
control and asked how long it had been lame. My
mother said it wasn’t lame, and examined it. There
was a tiny model pirate trapped in its left front paw.

The dog was pleased when my mother took the
pirate out and it jumped up the policeman’s tunic
with its muddy paws. My mother fetched a cloth from
the kitchen but it had strawberry jam on it where I
had wiped the knife, so the tunic was worse than ever.
The policeman went then. I'm sure he swore. I could
report him for that.

I will look up ‘Epiphany’ in my new dictionary.

Wednesday January 7th
Nigel came round on his new bike this morning. It
has got a water bottle, a milometer, a speedometer, a

yellow saddle, and very thin racing wheels. It’s wasted
on Nigel. He only goes to the shops and back on it. If

Copyrighted Material



January 7

I had it, I would go all over the country and have an
experience.

My spot or boil has reached its peak. Surely it can’t
get any bigger!

I found a word in my dictionary that describes my
father. It is malingerer. He is still in bed guzzling
vitamin C.

The dog is locked in the coal shed.

Epiphany is something to do with the three wise
men. Big deal!

Thursday January 8th

Now my mother has got the flu. This means that I
have to look after them both. Just my luck!

I have been up and down the stairs all day. I cooked
a big dinner for them tonight: two poached eggs with
beans, and tinned semolina pudding. (It’s a good job
I wore the green lurex apron because the poached eggs
escaped out of the pan and got all over me.) I nearly
said something when I saw they hadn’t eaten any of
it. They can’t be that ill. I gave it to the dog in the coal
shed. My grandmother is coming tomorrow morning,
so I had to clean the burnt saucepans, then take the
dog for a walk. It was half-past eleven before I got to
bed. No wonder I am short for my age.

I have decided against medicine for a career.
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8 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

Friday January 9th

It was cough, cough, cough last night. If it wasn’t
one it was the other. You'd think they’d show some
consideration after the hard day I’d had.

My grandma came and was disgusted with the state
of the house. I showed her my room which is always
neat and tidy and she gave me fifty pence. I showed
her all the empty drink bottles in the dustbin and she
was disgusted.

My grandma let the dog out of the coal shed. She
said my mother was cruel to lock it up. The dog was
sick on the kitchen floor. My grandma locked it up
again.

She squeezed the spot on my chin. It has made it
worse. | told grandma about the green apron and
grandma said that she bought my mother a one
hundred per cent acrylic cardigan every Christmas
and my mother had never ever worn one of them!

Saturday January 10th

a.m. Now the dog is ill! It keeps being sick so the vet
has got to come. My father told me not to tell the
vet that the dog had been locked in the coal shed for
two days.

I have put a plaster over the spot to stop germs
getting in it from the dog.

The vet has taken the dog away. He says he thinks
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it has got an obstruction and will need an emergency
operation.

My grandma has had a row with my mother and
gone home. My grandma found the Christmas cardi-
gans all cut up in the duster bag. It is disgusting when
people are starving.

Mr Lucas from next door has been in to see my
mother and father who are still in bed. He brought a
‘get well’ card and some flowers for my mother. My
mother sat up in bed in a nightie that showed a lot of
her chest. She talked to Mr Lucas in a yukky voice. My
father pretended to be asleep.

Nigel brought his records round. He is into punk,
but I don’t see the point if you can’t hear the words.
Anyway I think I'm turning into an intellectual. It
must be all the worry.

p.m. I went to see how the dog is. It has had its
operation. The vet showed me a plastic bag with lots
of yukky things in it. There was a lump of coal, the fir
tree from the Christmas cake, and the model pirates
from my father’s ship. One of the pirates was waving
a cutlass which must have been very painful for the
dog. The dog looks a lot better. It can come home in
two days, worse luck.

My father was having a row with my grandma on
the phone about the empty bottles in the dustbin
when I got home.

Mr Lucas was upstairs talking to my mother. When
Mr Lucas went, my father went upstairs and had an
argument with my mother and made her cry. My
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10 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

father is in abad mood. This means he is feeling better.
I made my mother a cup of tea without her asking.
This made her cry as well. You can’t please some
people!

The spot is still there.

Sunday January 11th
First after Epiphany

Now I know I am an intellectual. I saw Malcolm
Muggeridge on the television last night, and I under-
stood nearly every word. It all adds up. A bad home,
poor diet, not liking punk. I think I will join the library
and see what happens.

It is a pity there aren’t any more intellectuals living
round here. Mr Lucas wears corduroy trousers, but
he’s an insurance man. Just my luck.

The first what after Epiphany?

Monday January 12th

The dog is back. It keeps licking its stitches, so when
[ am eating I sit with my back to it.

My mother got up this morning to make the dog a
bed to sleep in until it’s better. It is made out of
a cardboard box that used to contain packets of soap
powder. My father said this would make the dog sneeze
and burst its stitches, and the vet would charge even
more to stitch it back up again. They had a row about
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the box, then my father went on about Mr Lucas.
Though what Mr Lucas has to do with the dog’s bed
is a mystery to me.

Tuesday January 13th

My father has gone back to work. Thank God! I don’t
know how my mother sticks him.

Mr Lucas came in this morning to see if my mother
needed any help in the house. He is very kind. Mrs
Lucas was next door cleaning the outside windows.
The ladder didn’t look very safe. I have written to
Malcolm Muggeridge, c/o the BBC, asking him what
to do about being an intellectual. I hope he writes
back soon because I'm getting fed up being one on
my own. I have written a poem, and it only took me
two minutes. Even the famous poets take longer than
that. It is called ‘The Tap) but it isn’t really about
a tap, it’s very deep, and about life and stuff like
that.

The Tap, by Adrian Mole

The tap drips and keeps me awake,

In the morning there will be a lake.

For the want of a washer the carpet will spoil,
Then for another my father will toil.

My father could snuff it while he is at work.
Dad, fit a washer don’t be a burk!

I showed it to my mother, but she laughed. She isn’t
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12 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

very bright. She still hasn’t washed my PE shorts, and
it is school tomorrow. She is not like the mothers on
television.

Wednesday January 14th

Joined the library. Got Care of the Skin, Origin of
Species, and a book by a woman my mother is always
going on about. It is called Pride and Prejudice, by a
woman called Jane Austen. I could tell the librarian
was impressed. Perhaps she is an intellectual like me.
She didn’t look at my spot, so perhaps it is getting
smaller. About time!

Mr Lucas was in the kitchen drinking coffee with
my mother. The room was full of smoke. They were
laughing, but when I went in, they stopped.

Mrs Lucas was next door cleaning the drains. She
looked as if she was in a bad mood. I think Mr and
Mrs Lucas have got an unhappy marriage. Poor Mr
Lucas!

None of the teachers at school have noticed that I
am an intellectual. They will be sorry when I am
famous. There is a new girl in our class. She sits next
to me in Geography. She is all right. Her name is
Pandora, but she likes being called ‘Box’ Don’t ask
me why. I might fall in love with her. It’s time I fell in
love, after all I am 13%, years old.
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Thursday January 15th

Pandora has got hair the colour of treacle, and it’s long
like girls’ hair should be. She has quite a good figure.
I saw her playing netball and her chest was wob-
bling. I felt a bit funny. I think this is it!

The dog has had its stitches out. It bit the vet, but
I expect he’s used to it. (The vet I mean; I know the
dog is.)

My father found out about the arm on the stereo. I
told a lie. I said the dog jumped up and broke it. My
father said he will wait until the dog is completely
cured of its operation then kick it. I hope this is a joke.

Mr Lucas was in the kitchen again when I got home
from school. My mother is better now, so why he
keeps coming round is a mystery to me. Mrs Lucas
was planting trees in the dark. I read a bit of Pride and
Prejudice, but it was very old-fashioned. I think Jane
Austen should write something a bit more modern.

The dog has got the same colour eyes as Pandora. |
only noticed because my mother cut the dog’s hair. It
looks worse than ever. Mr Lucas and my mother were
laughing at the dog’s new haircut which is not very
nice, because dogs can’t answer back, just like the
Royal Family.

I am going to bed early to think about Pandora and
do my back-stretching exercises. I haven’t grown for
two weeks. If this carries on I will be a midget.

I will go to the doctor’s on Saturday if the spot is
still there. I can’t live like this with everybody staring.
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14 The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole

Friday January 16th

Mr Lucas came round and offered to take my mother
shopping in the car. They dropped me oft at school. I
was glad to get out of the car what with all the laughing
and cigarette smoke. We saw Mrs Lucas on the way.
She was carrying big bags of shopping. My mother
waved, but Mrs Lucas couldn’t wave back.

It was Geography today so I sat next to Pandora for
a whole hour. She looks better every day. I told her
about her eyes being the same as the dog’s. She asked
what kind of dog it was. I told her it was a mongrel.

I lent Pandora my blue felt-tip pen to colour round
the British Isles.

[ think she appreciates these small attentions.

I started Origin of Species today, but it’s not as good
as the television series. Care of the Skin is dead good.
I have left it open on the pages about vitamins. I
hope my mother takes the hint. I have left it on the
kitchen table near the ashtray, so she is bound to see
it.

[ have made an appointment about the spot. It has
turned purple.

Saturday January 17th
I was woken up early this morning. Mrs Lucas is

concreting the front of their house and the concrete
lorry had to keep its engine running while she shov-
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elled the concrete round before it set. Mr Lucas made
her a cup of tea. He really is kind.

Nigel came round to see if I wanted to go to the
pictures but I told him I couldn’t, because I was going
to the doctor’s about the spot. He said he couldn’t see
a spot, but he was just being polite because the spot
is massive today.

Dr Taylor must be one of those overworked GPs
you are always reading about. He didn’t examine the
spot, he just said I mustn’t worry and was everything
all right at home. I told him about my bad home life
and my poor diet, but he said I was well nourished and
to go home and count my blessings. So much for the
National Health Service.

I will get a paper-round and go private.

Sunday January 18th
Second after Epiphany. Oxford Hilary Term starts

Mrs Lucas and my mother have had a row over the
dog. Somehow it escaped from the house and trampled
on Mrs Lucas’s wet concrete. My father offered to have
the dog put down, but my mother started to cry so he
said he wouldn’t. All the neighbours were out in the
street washing their cars and listening. Sometimes I
really hate that dog!

[ remembered my resolution about helping the poor
and ignorant today, so I took some of my old Beano
annuals to a quite poor family who have moved into
the next street. I know they are poor because they have
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only got a black and white telly. A boy answered the
door. I explained why I had come. He looked at
the annuals and said, ‘I've read ’em’, and slammed the
door in my face. So much for helping the poor!

Monday January 19th

[ have joined a group at school called the Good Samar-
itans. We go out into the community helping and stuff
like that. We miss Maths on Monday afternoons.

Today we had a talk on the sort of things we will be
doing. I have been put in the old age pensioners’
group. Nigel has got a dead yukky job looking after
kids in a playgroup. He is as sick as a parrot.

I can’t wait for next Monday. I will get a cassette so
I can tape all the old fogies’ stories about the war and
stuff. I hope I get one with a good memory.

The dog is back at the vet’s. It has got concrete stuck
on its paws. No wonder it was making such a row on
the stairs last night. Pandora smiled at me in school
dinner today, but I was choking on a piece of gristle
so I couldn’t smile back. Just my luck!

Tuesday January 20th
Full Moon

My mother is looking for a job!
Now I could end up a delinquent roaming the streets

and all that. And what will I do during the holidays?
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I expect I will have to sit in a launderette all day to
keep warm. I will be a latchkey kid, whatever that is.
And who will look after the dog? And what will I have
to eat all day? I will be forced to eat crisps and sweets
until my skin is ruined and my teeth fall out. I think
my mother is being very selfish. She won’t be any good
in a job anyway. She isn’t very bright and she drinks
too much at Christmas.

I rang my grandma up and told her, and she says I
could stay at her house in the holidays, and go to the
Evergreens’ meetings in the afternoons and stuff like
that. I wish I hadn’t rung now. The Samaritans met
today during break. The old people were shared out.
I got an old man called Bert Baxter. He is eighty-nine
so I don’t suppose I'll have him for long. I'm going
round to see him tomorrow. I hope he hasn’t got a
dog. I'm fed up with dogs. They are either at the vet’s
or standing in front of the television.

Wednesday January 21st

Mr and Mrs Lucas are getting a divorce! They are the
first down our road. My mother went next door to
comfort Mr Lucas. He must have been very upset
because she was still there when my father came home
from work. Mrs Lucas has gone somewhere in a taxi.
[ think she has left for ever because she has taken her
socket set with her. Poor Mr Lucas, now he will have
to do his own washing and stuft.

My father cooked the tea tonight. We had boil-in-
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