
Sunday 3rd of September 
Hello.... Hi..........I’m not quite sure how you begin a Journal. It all feels a little alien but Mum says it will help with my hormones and stuff. From the way everyone is going on things are about to get really heavy in all areas of my life. No more home schooling.....I’m not sure it’s going to be as awful as mum is making out after all she has a tendency to over exaggerate everything! I’m praying that’s the case because I start secondary school tomorrow! The last thing I need is some raging hormones, spots and bad choices messing up my plan. 
· Head down
· Get good grades 
· Get out
· Find a good job
· Look after Mum
I’ve been having nightmares for the last week, waking up in cold sweats, are teenagers really that intimidating? I guess I’ll find out tomorrow.
Monday 4th September 
A typical day in the life of a teenager, well almost teenager actually 12 years and 5 months. I’ve been thrown in the deep end, spring chicken amongst mutant zombie-cats. The percentage of being shredded by these pubescent felines is high. I’m avoiding contact as much as possible but Infection is unavoidable especially sharing a bathroom. The bathrooms are comparable to sardine cans and no one seems to care about simple hygiene, no one! I’m afraid to touch anything in case I catch cat cooties. I like being a mouse.
What I have learnt on my first day at this zoo they call school. 
· This does not appear to be a house of education, unless your studying zoology. 
· The pupils are like caged animals head locked by hormones
· Savages allowed to govern them selves
· Authority figures hide afraid to be singled out 
· I don’t blame them really, you show any signs of weakness and they will hone in like a shark that smells blood! 
How am I going to survive this transition? Is it as traumatic as it appears. I’m scared...
Tuesday 5th September 
I wasn’t brave enough to enter the cafeteria again today, it seems to be the hub for spreading their raging hormones. Displays of shameless flirting from both sexes. Suggestions of actions I’m sure they haven’t done and are terrified to actually do. Although I’m sure their pride will never allow them to admit it. The illusion of strength that testosterone manifests making all the males act like some kind of missing link is interesting and also quite comical. They square off against each other in an effort to impress the opposite sex, it really feels like an episode of a BBC nature program, if I listen close enough I’m sure I can hear David Attenborough running a commentary on their weird courting rituals. please god leave me out of it! At this rate I’m going to resemble the skeleton in the science block, at least I can make a contribution to the future of science and medicine if I starve to death, likely more than my living self will have to offer at the end of this experiment. I think I might have to bring my own sandwiches from now on or that future is eminent. 
Wednesday 6th September 
Today we had sports..... need I say anymore! I’ve never been particularly coordinated but let’s just say I’m lethal with a hockey stick. I think I’ve managed to make a few enemies in my attempt to engage with my peers. Mum says it’s important for my development to have friends of my own age and that playing backgammon with the geriatrics at the retirement home where she works doesn’t count as social interaction. I’m not sure Mum fully comprehends the definition of social interaction, I’ve tried explaining to her it’s not an ageist term but she gives me that look. The one I’ve learnt the hard way means shut your trap before you get a clip round your earhole.
Thursdays 7th September 
Today was a fairly successful day I seem to have made a friend! Apparently my hockey skills impressed a couple of the chess club members. I took out their tormentor with a round house sweep apparently, totally not intentional! but at least my not so impressive skills have earned me some allies and not just enemies. I think Mum had a secret cry when I told her. She needed something from the pantry mid conversation and came out after five or so minutes with one potato and a half eaten carrot....when I asked her what they were for she said dinner, we’d already eaten. I can’t work out whether she knows I know and doesn’t want me to say anything, or if she thinks I don’t know and doesn’t want me to know and therefore I shouldn’t say anything either. She has always been this way since I can remember. I think hormones are to blame, being a woman seems quite complicated.
Friday 8th September 
My crimes caught up with me just in time for the weekend! A few bodies lined the hall during third period switch over and showered me with saliva and what I hope was apple juice. I knew it was coming especially after the chess club offered me an alliance an act of war in the midst’s of this savage social experiment. I’m no longer an observer I appear to have chosen a side. Now for the minor fact that I have no idea how to play chess. Backgammon is the only game my more senior friends have the memory capacity for and Mums never been one for playing games. I wonder does this mean I’m going to be set adrift again when they uncover the truth. I’m not sure whether that would increase or decrease my chances of survival. I’m not going to tell mum she’d only worry.
Saturday 9th September 
I’m not sure I got all that crap out my hair it feels greasy. I stood under the shower for ages but I must have missed a spot.... or maybe it’s hormones because I woke up and my underwear was damp, at first I thought I’d wet the bed but I’ve not done that since I was at least 3. It was a different kind of wet I’ve never noticed before. In the book Mum gave me “Puberty? What to Expect!” there was a whole page about something like this I think. Quite an awkward exchange occurred when my mum gave it to me she called it the “body bible” It was really hard to repress the smirk and eye roll that was desperate to escape. Man I knew nothing before this book, she was right it is a body bible if a bible was more like a dictionary and thesaurus for biology.
Sunday 10th September 
I’m really getting into this journaling it helps to concentrate my thoughts......and there are a lot of those! Some funny, some weird and some quite intrusive. The type that make me question everything! But they only come when I’m not doing something....so I don’t stop. Reading is probably the best distraction and probably the least obvious tactic, the more words I can fill my mind with the fewer there are thoughts.
Thursday 14th of September 
I said I’d been chucked in the deep end and I meant it! I had a meeting with the guidance and career tutor today. Turns out my Mum has signed me up for band and to audition in the up and coming play. I didn’t know they could do that isn’t there some rules about free will or something. The only instrument I’ve any chance at is the triangle. I love music I just can’t “do” music I swear she has out done herself this tim. The award for worlds most annoying parent goes to my well meaning and clue-less mother! So I’ve spent the first half of this week trying to get out of everything she put me forward for which includes but is not limited to mascot auditions! I’ve come to the conclusion she must have been possessed it’s the only explanation. She has know me for my entire life she knows there is no chance in hell I’m getting in that germ crusted fur-ball I could catch chlamydia just sitting next to it.... gross!

Friday 15th September 
I’ve not been rumbled by the chess club yet and they still seem interested in forming some kind of alliance with me. I have gathered this information from the fact they have invited me to the comic store at the local shopping centre, apparently it has a vintage video games section, a couple of vending machines and sofas, sounds like the perfect nerd cave. Freddie said it’s a safe zone for our kind, whatever that means? Our kind? Does Freddie include me in that generalisation of his kind? I’m not convinced.
Saturday 16th September 
It appears I may have stereotyped the “nerds” I am deeply ashamed to admit it! me of all people falling victim to stereotyping! I thought I was better than that, the mutant zombie-cat virus must be air born. Everyone was so welcoming and no one quizzed me on chess, result! We just read comics and played video games all afternoon, dare I say I enjoyed myself. They are a pretty decent bunch. I’ve not smiled like that since mum let me watch all the star wars movies to date, one after another it took two days with bathroom breaks and I fell asleep several times, I had to rewind the cassette back to the right place....that I am skilled at! I wonder if you can get a job doing that it’s almost a Jedi mind trick to end up in exactly the right place.
Sunday 17th September 
I swapped numbers with Freddie on Saturday and he hasn’t blocked me, how bizarre! After 12 and a half years of living on this planet I seem to have finally made a friend. One of an acceptable age anyway. Mum said she was very proud and then disappeared to the pantry under the rues of needing ingredients to bake a celebration cake. When she finally re-emerged she had a tin of baked beans and a bag of flour. I think she must have got side tracked and forgotten why she went in there in the first place, that or she is trying out a new recipe which is rich in fibre and probably not edible in the cake category maybe more suited to a dogs dinner.
Monday 18th September 
I’m not sure if I should be worried but Freddie knows where I live I’m sure I didn’t tell him.....unless I did.....maybe he has secret Jedi skills to. He knocked for me this morning and asked if I’d like to walk to school together. My Mum nearly fainted at all the excitement. Luckily we were around the corner when the “cool cats” pulled up alongside us and pelted us with their fries whilst calling us losers. I’m glad Mum didn’t have to witness this humiliation she wouldn’t have coped very well. Besides to my mind they are the losers, wasting good food and money on what?! Not a sound investment at all. Don’t they realise all the nerds are going to be their bosses one day and karma is a bitch.
Wednesday 20th September 
Sports again. Why am I so bad at anything remotely physical my body shape seems to portray athleticism but the rest of me identifies as a couch potato. I think the P.E teacher has it out for me she made me do three circuits of the playing field today because my lace was undone and that’s a health and safety hazard, ok so tell me to tie it don’t make me run a marathon that seems verging on child cruelty to me. I sympathise with her though because no one really aspires to be a P.E teacher do they but I didn’t make her life choices so why single me out?
Thursday 21st September 
I got sent home today with a belly ache it came on all of a sudden and had me doubled over in the second floor sardine can. Of all the places to end up sitting on the floor the stinking loos was definitely at the very bottom of the list. I think I’ll need to burn my uniform because there is no way just washing it will get the stench of teenage urination and B.O out, its probably formed smart bacteria that’s created defences against detergent or something. It’s for the best anyway I don’t fill it out like the other students. They all seem to have bodies with lumps and bumps in all the right places but I look like a giant stick insect draped in a white shirt. I can imagine I’m quite a funny site to witness.
Friday 22nd September 
I feel great today! No signs of that belly ache I must have eaten something that didn’t agree with me. Friday has become my favourite day. I found out there is a school paper. I’ve put my name forward and need to write an interesting article on being new to the school or something like that. She gave me a check list (I think she has a problem because there were list coming out her ears) I suppose it pays to be organised but I’m not sure that’s how you eould describe her system. 
· Short
· To the point
· Interesting
· Deadline 
Sunday 24th September 
I’ve been working on this article all weekend and I still have nothing. Nothing interesting anyway. I thought it would be easier than this. I love to read I’m pretty good a writing so why is this proving to be so difficult!
Monday 25th September 
I started to get that ache in my belly again....I think maybe its triggered by stress. I went to the nurse and she smiled at me in a weird way and said “aren’t you growing up quickly, wont be long now till you’re fully fledged.” OK so what the hell does that mean fully fledged is it me or do adults talk in riddles. Mum always says “knowledge is power the more you know the further you’ll go” yet she always seems afraid to tell me anything. Is the transition in to adulthood like being swore in to office or something, like you get all the inside knowledge once your in the club and that’s the reason everything goes down hill because it’s all a bit much. I think I’ll choose ignorance and bliss. 
Tuesday 26th September 
Worst day of my life I want to die! please just let me bleed out so I never have to experience this ever again! We were in English! I can never show my face in that zoo ever again they are vicious if the smell blood but they are absolutely diabolical if they see it! why did no one warn me that cramps probably meant I was about to menstruate for the first time! Not in the middle of the night, not at home or the weekend nnnoooooo.....in the middle of bloody English! 













