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“It is evident by this,” added Jane, “that he comes back no more this winter.”

—Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice
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I wake up two hours after I fall asleep. The amount of sleep I get on Christmas Eve seems to be decreasing each year, probably because my average falling-asleep time gets steadily later due to my rather worrying internet addiction. Maybe, eventually, I’ll just stop sleeping altogether and become a vampire. I’d be good at that.

Not gonna bother complaining about my sleeping pattern right now, though, because it’s Christmas and this is the one day of the year when I should at least try not to complain about anything. This is hard when your seven-year-old brother is hitting you in the face with a pillow at six o’clock in the morning.

I say something along the lines of “nooooo” and retreat under my duvet, but this doesn’t stop Oliver from following, tearing back the covers and crawling onto my bed.

“Tori,” he whispers. “It’s Christmas.”

“Mm.”

“Are you awake?”

“No.”

“You are!”

“No.”

“Tori.”

“Oliver … go wake Charlie up.”

“Mum said I wasn’t allowed.” He starts ruffling my hair. “Toriiiiiiii—”

“Ugh.” I roll over and open my eyes. Oliver is completely under the covers, looking at me, wriggling with excitement, his hair sticking up on end like a dandelion. Charlie and I have discussed at length how it’s possible for Oliver to be related to us, since he’s the literal embodiment of joy and we’re both miserable fucks. We concluded that he must have got all the happy genes.

Oliver has a Christmas card in his hands.

“Why do you have a—”

He opens the card and a disgustingly cheerful version of “We Wish You a Merry Christmas” begins to play right into my ear.

I groan and shove Oliver off the bed with one hand. He rolls onto the floor and bursts into giggles.

“So annoying,” I mutter before sitting up and turning on my bedside lamp, resulting in a shriek of “YAY!” from Oliver. He begins to wander around my room, opening and closing the card so it repeats the first two notes over and over again.
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Christmas is okay at our house. It’s chilled. Quiet. Dad calls it a Spring Christmas, which he thinks is hilarious. We open presents when we wake up, then family come over for Christmas dinner and stay until late, and that’s it. I play video games with my brothers and cousins, Dad always gets drunk, my Spanish grandfather (Dad’s dad) has an argument with my English grandfather (Mum’s dad)—truly wonderful stuff.

But it’s not exactly a normal Christmas Day this year.

My fifteen-year-old brother, Charlie, has an eating disorder. Anorexia. He’s had it for a long time, but it’s been particularly bad these past few months, and the stress of it caused him to have a self-harm relapse in October. He lived away from home for a few weeks at a psychiatric ward that specifically cares for teenagers who have eating disorders and it definitely helped, but it’s still been rough. Obviously.

I don’t really think there was a reason he got so ill. That stuff just happens, like diseases or cancer. So it’s not his fault. Actually, I think it was probably my fault it got so bad. When I noticed that something was off with him, I didn’t tell my parents and I didn’t ask him what was wrong. I didn’t talk to him enough. I didn’t do enough.

But it’s not about how I feel. It’s not even about my parents. Christmas is a stressful time for people with eating disorders, since food is such a big part of the day, and I know Charlie’s been feeling anxious about it. He’s been stressed all week, arguing with Mum pretty much every day and shutting himself in his room.

So today is about supporting Charlie.

I pick up my phone, ignore the notifications, and text Becky, my best friend.



Tori Spring

(06:16) HAPPY CHRISTMAS. Be thankful you don’t have siblings. I am tired. Oliver threw a pillow at me. Enjoy sleep. Bye. xxxxxxxxxxxxxx





Mum and Dad said we can’t wake them up until at least 7:30. It’s 6:17 now. I get up and open my curtains to find the world still dark, tinged yellow from the streetlamps. I fall back into bed and put the radio on. It’s playing a quiet hymn for once, instead of “All I Want for Christmas Is You.” It’s nice. Oliver is spinning around in my desk chair and a choir is singing “Silent Night,” my eyes are closing again, and now Oliver’s sitting in my bed with me, the musical card on a pile of clothes on the floor, it’s 6:29, 6:42, 6:55 … Oliver’s pulling my hair gently, he’s talking about what presents he wants and whether Father Christmas ate the biscuits we left him, and I’m mumbling something, I don’t know what, I’m drifting off …

And then my bedroom door opens again.

“… Victoria?”

I wake up for the tenth time. It’s Charlie, just visible in the dim light, standing at the door in a navy Adidas sweatshirt and checked pajama bottoms. He looks tired but he’s smiling. “You awake?”

“No,” I say. “I’m having an out-of-body experience. I’m just my ghost.”

Charlie snorts and enters my room. I turn to Oliver, who has fallen asleep against my shoulder, and give him a little nudge with my elbow. He snaps awake and sees Charlie.

“CHARLIE’S HERE!” he yells and charges from the bed towards him, slamming into Charlie’s legs and almost causing him to fall over. Charlie laughs and picks Oliver up like he’s a baby, which he does at least once a day, causing Oliver to giggle. “Wow, you’re very awake, aren’t you?”
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“Can we go downstairs yet?”

Charlie carries Oliver towards my bed. “Nope, Mum said seven thirty.”

“Arrghhhh.” Oliver wriggles in Charlie’s arms and drops down next to me, immediately snuggling under the covers. Charlie sits down next to him, against the headboard.

“Ugh. Younger brothers are annoying,” I say, but I’m sort of grinning too. I curl up under the duvet. “Couldn’t you stay in your own beds?”

“Just doing our job.” Charlie smiles. “Are you listening to Radio 4? What’s with the church music?”

“I don’t think I can deal with Mariah Carey at this time of the morning.”

Charlie laughs. “Me neither.” Like Oliver, he has hair sticking up from his forehead. He’s also got purple circles under his eyes—I can’t remember what he looks like without them anymore. Aside from that, he looks almost like his normal self, all long-limbed and gentle.

“I only slept for, like, two hours,” I say.

“Same,” he says, but I think his lack of sleep might be for different reasons from mine.

“How many presents does Father Christmas give you when you’re seven?” asks Oliver, who’s now standing up on my bed and trampling over the duvet. Charlie and I laugh.

“Seven,” says Charlie decisively. “The same as the number of years you’ve been alive.”

“So … when I’m eighty, I’ll get eighty presents?”

Charlie prods Oliver in the chest and he falls over with a wide smile. “Only if you’ve been good!”

“I can’t wait till I’m eighty,” says Oliver.

“Me neither,” says Charlie.

It’s good that we’re all back together now. It felt weird, just me and Oliver and Mum and Dad. Oliver’s still too young to talk to properly, and I don’t hate my parents or anything but I don’t feel like I’m too friendly with them either. Mum has this thing where she avoids talking about anything even slightly deep or emotional. Dad’s the same, but he makes up for it by talking about books all the time. We all get along fine, but I don’t feel like we ever talk about anything important.

They still don’t even like talking openly about Charlie’s eating disorder, even though he’s getting proper treatment now. I thought things might change, that we might start being more open about feelings and stuff.

But we’re not.

“Can you imagine being a really old man?” Charlie says, putting on an old-man voice. Oliver giggles, shuffling up to join us against the headboard. Charlie’s smile is contagious.

They start playing I Spy. Today’s going to be difficult for everyone, but everyone has difficult days, I guess. I used to think that difficult was better than boring, but I know better now. There have been a lot of difficult days in the past few months. There have been too many difficult days.

“Happy Christmas,” says Charlie, without any warning. He leans over Oliver and rests his head on mine. I lean a little too, my head on his shoulder. The radio plays. I think the sun is rising, or it might just be the streetlamps. I’m not going to think about the past few months, about Charlie and me, about all the sadness. I’m going to block it all out. Just for today.

“Happy Christmas,” I say.

I try not to fall asleep again, but I still do, Oliver’s laugh ringing in my ears.
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It’s ten to twelve and me and Charlie are still in our pajamas, sitting on the sofa playing the new edition of Mario Kart. It was a present for Oliver, but he’s busy with the very large amount of toy tractors that people gave him.

My parents got me a new laptop and Charlie a new phone—things we both asked for. They don’t really do surprise presents. And while Charlie and I have never really tried too hard with presents before now, this year I got him a Bluetooth speaker for his bedroom and he got me a laptop case with Wednesday Addams on it. I think we both know each other better than we thought we did.

“Is it me or is this version way harder than the old one?” I ask Charlie.

He attempts to swerve Baby Mario around a corner but ends up driving off a cliff instead. “It really is. I used to actually be good at this.”

I drive Bowser directly into a tree and fall into last place. “D’you think we should try Rainbow Road?”

“I dunno. I don’t think my self-esteem can take the hit.”

“Wow.”

He snorts. “Too real?”

I smirk. “Maybe.”

“Kids?” Mum wanders into the room. She’s got her Christmas dress on—a purple thing that’s actually quite nice—and her hair curled. She always makes us dress up nice for Christmas, as if we’re supposed to do something other than slob on the sofa for twelve hours. She raises her eyebrows at us. “You going to get dressed soon?”

Charlie says nothing, so I say, “Yep, in a minute.”

“Don’t be too long. Everyone’s arriving in half an hour.”

“Yeah, we’re just gonna finish this level.”

Mum leaves. I glance at Charlie, but he hasn’t looked away from the screen. I don’t think they’ve had an argument today but I can feel one brewing. And I’m not going to lie, Mum is kind of pissing me off a little bit. She’s been really snappy with Charlie since he got home, which isn’t helping anyone. If she just checked in with Charlie politely—like, asked him how he’s feeling today—maybe Charlie wouldn’t mind actually opening up to her.

“You feeling okay about today?” I ask. I don’t want to bring up Christmas dinner. Charlie and Dad made a meal plan so Charlie could feel prepared, but I read online that talking to Charlie about food and eating all the time actually makes him feel worse.

“I’m fine,” he says. I guess maybe we shouldn’t talk about it.

We get to the end of the level, and then I say, “We have to do Rainbow Road before we go get changed.”

“Really? You think you can handle that amount of absolute failure?”

“You never know. I might be good at it.”

Charlie laughs at me. “We’ll see about that.”
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I end up wearing the only skirt that I own, which is gray, with a collared shirt and jumper. I rarely get dressed up, since I am the most unsociable person ever to grace the earth, so I take the opportunity to brush my hair, which is probably the first time I’ve done that this entire holiday. Ten points to me.

Family members start to arrive and Charlie and I are on “greeting duty,” which involves more hugging than I would like. First Grandma and Grandad arrive, Grandad grumbling about something to do with his car. Grandma gives us an apologetic look. Then our Spanish grandparents arrive, having traveled from Mojácar last week to stay with Uncle Ant’s family, and Charlie has a mangled conversation in Spanish with Abuelo while Nan embarks on a long lamentation on how I cut most of my hair off over the summer.

Dad’s brother and his family arrive with them—Uncle Ant and Aunt Jules, and our three cousins: Clara, a twenty-year-old veterinary student; Esther, who’s my age; and Rosanna, a twelve-year-old who never seems to stop talking. Then we’ve got Mum’s sister, Aunt Wendy, several older relatives where I’m still not sure how exactly we’re related, Dad’s sister Sofia and her husband, Omar, and their new baby boy—the house is pretty full. Hopefully a bit later I’ll be able to sneak off to my room for a break.

We don’t see our cousins more than a few times a year, but it has become clear to me over recent years that they are very much unlike Charlie and me. Mainly because they seem determined to be friendly and fun all the time.

“Charlie, darling,” says Clara from across the Kids Table once Christmas dinner is fully underway. Clara looks excellent in whatever she wears and has been allowed to attend Christmas Day in jeans, which annoys me quite a lot. She points a fork at Charlie, who’s on my left. “You need to tell us all about your new boyfriend.”

Esther perks up at this, staring at Charlie through her glasses. Esther doesn’t usually talk to us as much as Clara and Rosanna, but, from what I can tell from her Twitter, there’s a possibility she might not be straight and is therefore always interested in Charlie’s love life, what with him being the only openly gay person in our entire family.

Charlie shuffles in his chair. He’s wearing black jeans and still the navy Adidas sweatshirt, which I suddenly realize belongs to Nick. I think he chose his outfit purposefully to annoy Mum.

Clara takes a decisive mouthful of potato. “What’s his name?”

“Nick.” There’s a bit of hesitation in his voice. He probably didn’t expect an inquisition on top of his other issues with dinner.

“How long have you been going out?”

“Er … eight months.”

“Oh! Not exactly new, then!” Clara laughs.

Charlie fiddles with his sweatshirt sleeves. “Haha … no …”

Clara clearly can’t tell that she’s making Charlie uncomfortable. Charlie keeps glancing towards where Grandma and Grandad are sitting, making sure they can’t hear anything from our table. Charlie doesn’t want to come out to Grandma and Grandad yet because we think they might be a bit homophobic. Lots of old people are, unfortunately.

“And you met at school, did you?”

I wish Clara would just shut up. This isn’t her fucking business.

“Yeah.” Charlie forces a laugh. “Did Uncle Ant tell you all this, or … ?”

“Oh God, yes—you know what he’s like.”

Esther watches Charlie carefully. Rosanna is trying to plait Oliver’s hair, much to Oliver’s irritation.

Clara continues, “You should totally bring him to ours tomorrow.”

Esther meets her eye and grins. “Oh my God, yes.”

We go to their house every year for Boxing Day, and boyfriends and girlfriends are always welcome, but it’s not like me or Charlie have ever had anyone to bring before, since he only started dating Nick in April and I dislike most people.

Charlie smiles awkwardly. “Oh, I think he’s doing stuff with his family tomorrow.”

Clara pouts. “Aw, that’s a shame.” And then her piercing gaze swaps to me. “What about you, Tori? Any lovely men in your life?”

I fight down the urge to hysterically laugh. “Um. No. Haha. No.”

Clara does the laughing for me. “Oh gosh, you are not missing much, I promise you that. Straight boys are the absolute worst.” She points her fork towards Oliver. “Let’s all hope that this one turns out better.”

“He might not be straight,” Esther finally pitches in. Her voice sounds startlingly like Clara’s, but I think I like Esther more than Clara. We’ve had some okay conversations about Doctor Who.

“You’re so right,” says Clara, leaning on one hand, gazing at Oliver like he’s a newborn. “Charlie, when did you know you were gay?”

Charlie’s eyes widen in fear at the prospect of having to embark on this conversation, but thankfully, at that moment, Dad appears at the head of the table, still with his apron on over his shirt and waistcoat, and a Christmas cracker crown hanging dangerously off the top of his head. “How’s everybody doing over here?” He looks specifically at Charlie and claps him on the shoulder. “Everyone doing okay?”
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For the first time, I have a look at the food on Charlie’s plate. He does appear to have eaten some of it, which is a very good sign, since Charlie didn’t even like roast dinner that much before his eating disorder. But while it’s good that Dad’s checking in, he’s also drawing everyone’s attention to Charlie, which is pretty much the last thing Charlie wants.

“We’re fine,” I say quickly.

Dad meets my eyes and gives me a little nod. “All right-y. Let me know if you need any more to drink.” He wanders back to his table.

Charlie turns to me and says quietly, “He’s so pester-y.”

I don’t really want to say it, but I do anyway. “I think he might just be worried.”

Charlie rolls his eyes. “Can’t I just have a normal …” But his voice dies away and he goes back to staring at his plate.
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He doesn’t say much more for the whole meal, which means that I have to suffer through a horrific question-and-answer session from Rosanna about all my school friends, and then Esther wants an update on what TV shows I watch, and then Clara gets started on the whole “so what are you thinking about for university?” thing, to which my answer is simply, “I’m not.”

Charlie keeps taking out his phone and texting under the table, which kind of starts to piss me off, but I don’t really want to annoy him, as everyone else in this family is doing that already.

I manage to escape the cousin trio after dinner and sit quietly on the sofa, so I check my own phone.



Becky Allen

(11:07) Lmaooooo I’m so glad i’m an only child.

(11:09) MERRY CHRISTMAS YOU INSOMNIAC

(11:10) Love u xxxxxxxxxxxxx

(12:22) Dad got me the new Call of Duty. See you in my next life x

(14:01) Mum’s so drunk already. Can your family adopt me?

(14:54) MUM IS DANCING ON A CHAIR

(14:59) #SaveBecky





“How are you feeling, anyway, Charlie?”

Uncle Ant’s voice snaps my attention away from my phone. Uncle Ant is very much like Clara—big on gossip, big on talking about deep things, generally very irritating. He’s sitting on a chair on the other side of the room, facing Charlie, who’s just joined me on the sofa.

“Er …” Charlie’s eyes widen as he searches for something to say. “I’m doing okay, thanks.”

“It’s so nice that you could come back for Christmas. Can’t imagine what Christmas must be like in a place like that.”

Noticeable tension draws up around us. The grandparents are luckily all having a separate conversation on the other sofa, and Mum, Dad, and Oliver are absent from the room, but Uncle Ant and Aunt Jules, all our cousins, and various miscellaneous relatives now have their full attention on Charlie. Charlie’s hands curl into fists.

“Well, it all got decorated for Christmas,” he says. “And a lot of it was really helpful.”

I hate the way people react when they learn Charlie spent a few weeks as an in-patient. As if it’s the most horrific thing they’ve ever heard. It’s because it automatically makes them think mental asylum and crazy people, instead of treatment and recovery and learning to manage an eating disorder.

Don’t get me wrong—I’ve read online that psych wards are not always great places, like if they’ve got shitty staff or they’re underfunded. But the one Charlie went to helped him more than me and Mum and Dad were ever able to. He had a whole team of experts helping him understand his feelings and start working towards recovery, without the distraction and pressure of school.

In all honesty, going to one probably saved Charlie’s life.

Unfortunately, by the time I’ve tried to figure out how to say all of this to Uncle Ant, he has continued spouting absolute garbage.

“Oh, I’m sure,” he says. “But you hear some horror stories, don’t you? White walls and straitjackets and all.”

Aunt Jules laughs and whacks Uncle Ant playfully on the arm. “Oh, come on now, Antonio—no mental hospitals are really like that.”

“Psychiatric ward,” I correct her.

She clears her throat. “Yes.” She shoots a wide grin at Charlie. “We’re all very happy that Charlie’s better and back with us, aren’t we?”

“Absolutely,” says Uncle Ant.

That’s the other thing they don’t get. They think eating disorders and mental illnesses can just be fixed at the drop of a hat. They don’t understand that it’s a process. That it takes time and treatment and effort and bad days and good days.

“Thanks,” says Charlie, but he looks like he’s about to throw up.

“And how are you, Tori?” asks Aunt Jules. “How’s sixth form going?”

I begin to recite the classic answer to this question (“It’s fine/it’s a lot harder than GCSEs/it’s nice not to have to do PE anymore”), and as I do, Charlie gets up and leaves the room. I excuse myself and follow him at my earliest opportunity, trying not to hate Ant and Jules as much as I actually do. It baffles me sometimes that people can just say stuff like that. That people can just have no idea about things.

I wander down the hallway and go to enter the kitchen, but stop when I see Charlie and Mum inside, standing in front of each other as if they’re having a sort of face-off.

“Do you want us to talk about it or do you not want us to talk about it? You’re being very immature, Charlie.”

“How am I being immature?”

“You’re acting like a baby who just wants everyone’s attention all of the time.”

“I don’t want people’s attention, that’s the f—that’s the problem.”

Mum rips her washing-up gloves off her hands. “Look, everyone’s aware that this is a difficult Christmas for you, but you could at least recognize that we’re trying our best.”

“Trying your best? What d’you want, a fucking congratulations certificate?”
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“Language.”

“Half the time you refuse to even acknowledge that I have a fucking mental illness, and the other half you try as hard as possible to make me feel like I’m the last person you ever wanted as a child!”

And that’s when Mum snaps.

“GET OUT!” She points towards the kitchen door. “Just … get out.”

Charlie doesn’t say anything at all. He turns around, walks away, exits the room, and finds me there. Mum disappears out of view and Charlie stands there, looking down at me.

“I’m going to Nick’s,” he says, in what he tries to make a calm voice.

“Oh,” I say.

He turns around and starts putting his shoes on.

“Please don’t,” I say.

“I can’t …” He stands back up. “I can’t deal with”—he gestures towards the living room and the kitchen—“all of that.”

“It’s Christmas, though,” I say.

“Let’s be honest,” he continues as if he hasn’t heard me, “I’m just the joke of the family, anyway.”

“You’re not.”

He reaches into the porch and grabs his coat and a gift bag of presents for Nick. “This winter’s been the fucking worst.”

He picks up a spare key and opens the door. It’s raining. The cold comes in.

I want to cry. I want to do anything to stop him from leaving.

“Can’t you at least spend Christmas with me?” I say.

He turns back. His eyes are watery. “What does that mean?”

“You spend all of your time with Nick anyway.”

He starts to shout at me. “That’s because he treats me as something other than fucking mentally ill!”

I stay quite still.

“I do too …” I say, but my voice trails off.

“Sorry,” he says, but he’s already leaving. “I’ll see you later.”

The door closes and I don’t move.

I look down at my gray skirt and I really wish I was wearing jeans. I don’t feel like myself. I realize I still have my cracker crown on, so I take it off and tear it into several pieces.

I probably should have seen this coming.

He’s being unfair, but I don’t have any right to be annoyed at him.

I walk back into the kitchen. Mum is still washing up. I walk up to her, and her face looks like stone. Like ice, maybe. There’s a pause, and then she says, “You know, I am trying my best.”

I know she is, but her best isn’t really good enough, and it shouldn’t be about how she feels anyway. I walk out of the kitchen and sit on the stairs.

Oliver runs past me with one of his new tractors.

I go onto the porch and open the door to see whether Charlie is just sitting on the curb at the end of our driveway. But he isn’t. Winter is usually my favorite season, but Charlie’s right—this winter has been the worst. I sit down in the porch, my feet sticking out of the doorframe. There are some fairy lights outside someone’s house across the road, but the more I look at them, the dimmer they seem to get. It doesn’t feel like Christmas.

I think I’m trying my best too. I sit with him at every mealtime. I ask him how he is every day, and sometimes he tells me. I started being his friend as well as his sister.

Not that that matters. I don’t matter. He matters.

A car drives past. It’s getting sort of dark now. Dark and cold and rainy. I think about how nice that is, and then I laugh to myself. Since when did they become my favorite things?





[image: Charlie Francis Spring, Age 15]
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Nick Nelson

(00:01) Happy Christmas you xxxxxxxxxxxxx







Charlie Spring

(00:02) happy christmas xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx i love you loads







Nick Nelson

(00:02) Go to sleep you mug

(00:03) (I love you loads too xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)
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Charlie Spring

(06:31) oliver’s waking victoria up with the musical xmas card i bought him hahahahahaha

(06:32) i don’t know why i’m laughing, i’m awake too

(06:32) Oh how the tables turn







Nick Nelson

(10:40) HAHAHA.

(10:40) This has to be the latest I have ever woken up on Christmas Day.
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Charlie Spring

(13:23) WHEN IS YOUR NEW PUPPY ARRIVING







Nick Nelson

(13:30) MY NAN JUST BROUGHT HIM ROUND!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

(13:30) HE’S A PUG







Charlie Spring

(13:31) SCREAMING







Nick Nelson

(13:32) I’M DEAD

(13:34)
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Charlie Spring

(13:35) unfair







Nick Nelson

(13:36) Another reason for you to come over later …







Charlie Spring

(13:37) the pug is now the only reason







Nick Nelson

(13:38) Stop texting me loser. Go be sociable.







Charlie Spring

(13:38) :-(







Nick Nelson

(13:39) <3







Charlie Spring

(13:51) a dog is for life

(13:51) not just for christmas







Nick Nelson

(13:53) Dog is life







Charlie Spring

(13:54) ball is life







Nick Nelson

(13:55) That’s what Henry the Pug said







Charlie Spring

(13:56) you named him HENRY







Nick Nelson

(13:57) Yep!!!!







Charlie Spring

(13:57) that’s a name for a train, not a dog







Nick Nelson

(13:58) Have you been watching Thomas the Tank Engine with Oliver again?







Charlie Spring

(13:58) maybe







Nick Nelson

(13:59) Nerd







Charlie Spring

(13:59) u love it







Nick Nelson

(14:00) Yes your interest in trains turns me on greatly







Charlie Spring

(14:01) screenshotted for future reference







Nick Nelson

(14:02) GO AND SOCIALIZE YOU ABSOLUTE TRAIN NERD
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Charlie Spring

(15:14) hey can i come over earlier than i said i would?







Nick Nelson

(15:17) Yeah of course, what’s up?? You ok?







Charlie Spring

(15:23) yeah family’s just being a bit annoying

(15:24) i’m the novelty gay mentally ill cousin







Nick Nelson

(15:25) Oh Char :-(you don’t wanna just stick it out with Tori for a bit?







Charlie Spring

(15:29) she can’t really do anything to help tbh

(15:34) i can just come over later if you’re busy







Nick Nelson

(15:35) It’s busy but jesus I could do with a break. Seriously it’s fucking chaos in this house!!

(15:36) Mum’s downed two bottles of Merlot and put the Michael Bublé Christmas album on. There are old people dancing in the lounge.

(15:36) Feel free to come over whenever, I need a break from the madness xxxx







Charlie Spring

(15:37) ok i’ll leave in a bit xxxxxx







Nick Nelson

(15:38) You okay though? <3







Charlie Spring

(15:39) i’m fine <3





I’m quite aware that it’s my fault that my family are annoyed with me, so I guess the best way to sort that out is to just go away completely. I’m usually in favor of “sorting things out” when I have a problem, but I think this is one of those things that I just can’t fix. There’ve been a lot of things like that lately.

I also know I’m a hypocritical piece of shit. I complain all the time about people feeling sorry for me, but I still manage to be as dramatic as possible, running away to my boyfriend’s house on Christmas Day, trying not to start crying and/or ruin Christmas for everyone. What the hell are people supposed to do when I act like this? Way to live up to my “crazy person” stereotype.

I know Tori’s trying her best to help. I feel kind of bad for running out on her like that. Out of everyone in my family, she’s probably being the most genuinely helpful, and I seriously do appreciate her. She doesn’t pester and she doesn’t avoid the issue, which my parents are apparently pros at. I don’t feel like a maniac when I’m talking to her.

Okay. Sorry. My therapist—Geoff—said I shouldn’t call myself a “maniac.” Or a “crazy person.” Because I’m not. I know I’m not. I guess sometimes it feels good to exaggerate.

I am doing better. I’m not lying about that. I get that “spending a few weeks in a psych ward” sounds like the most horrific thing ever to some people. I guess I’ve heard horror stories about some places that treat patients really badly. But for me, it was exactly what I needed. I got to start therapy properly. I got to meet other people my age who have eating disorders. I had a team of people assigned to help me start working towards recovery.

And it made me realize that my coping mechanisms—the restrictive eating, the self-harm, and my other compulsions—are just that: coping mechanisms. It’s not about just stopping myself doing those things, it’s about figuring out why I feel those impulses. What the emotional stuff is underneath.

While there’ll be good days and bad days, I can get better.

God. Now I sound like Geoff.

And I think today is turning out to be one of the bad days.
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Nick lives in a detached house a couple of streets away. He told me his family always has these giant Christmas parties with, like, a hundred people, and he wasn’t joking. The front door is open, people’s voices echo from every window, there are flashing lights coming from the living room, and I can feel the bass vibrations through my feet. It’s a wonder they haven’t been reported by their neighbors.

Since this is our first Christmas as a couple, I was going to drop in for an hour in the evening anyway, once most of my relatives had entered a wine-induced slumber. But now here I am at only 4:00 p.m.



Charlie Spring

(16:02) i’m outside! xxxx





I stand and wait on their doorstep. Just walking into the house would probably be a bit awkward, and I doubt anyone would hear the doorbell if I tried to ring it. Luckily, Nick quickly appears at the doorway.
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He looks at me for a couple of seconds, then folds his arms. “You didn’t bring an umbrella?”

I glance up at the sky. I didn’t even notice it was raining, but when I look down at myself, I realize that my clothes are completely soaked.

“Oh,” I say, and look back at him.

“Hey,” he says with a grin.

Since me and Nick got together in April, a lot of shit has gone down. But despite it all—the ED voice getting louder in the summer, the self-harm relapse in the autumn—Nick has stuck by me and tried to support me however he can.

At first, I was scared to tell him about all my mental health stuff. I thought he might not want to date me anymore if he knew. But, in actual fact, opening up about that stuff made us stronger as a couple.

I know a lot of people think teenage relationships don’t last, or they’re not as “deep” as adult relationships. But me and Nick? I think we’ve got something different.

Something great.

“Hi,” I say, and step inside.

He shuts the door and turns to face me, his grin gone. He brushes some of my drenched hair out of my eyes. “You look like shit, Charles.”

I let my forehead fall onto his shoulder. “Yup.” His arms wrap around me instantly and I lift mine to hold him too. He rests his head against mine and his hair brushes my ear as he pulls me against him.

We stay like that, on the cold porch, just for a few minutes, without saying anything, without moving, and then he whispers, “You okay?” and I start to cry, because that’s always what happens when people ask me that question. I really don’t want him to see me cry, because there’s been far too much of that recently and it’s Christmas Day, so I try extremely hard not to move from his shoulder, but that doesn’t stop him seeing. When he pulls back, the tears are streaming down my face.
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“Sorry, I just … had an argument with my mum,” I say, trying to sound fine but obviously not succeeding.

Nick looks at me for a moment, concerned. Then he removes a handkerchief from the back pocket of his trousers. The sheer ridiculousness of Nick owning a handkerchief immediately makes me snort out a laugh, which makes him smile too and raise his eyebrows. I do stop crying as he methodically wipes my cheeks.

“Why do you have a handkerchief ?” I ask.

Nick breaks out into a grin, still gently brushing the thing against my face. “Owning a handkerchief is cool now.”

“Oh. I haven’t been keeping up with current trends.”

Nick laughs. It’s so lovely against the sound of the rain and the low bass of whatever music they’re playing in the living room. “Okay, maybe it was a Christmas present that I put in my pocket just to prove to my nan that I would actually use it.” He puts it back into his pocket and then takes my face in both of his hands. “And what d’you know? I did use it.”

I smile at him, his hands feeling so warm against my skin. “Maybe your nan knows me better than you do.”

“Are you suggesting that you want to date my nan?”

“There are so many reasons why I do not want to do that.”

“Good.” He hugs me again, his arms reaching round my waist. “Thought I had some competition for a minute there.”

“You don’t have any competition,” I say, running my hands up to his shoulders, wanting to just stay here forever with him in the porch, live here in the cold with the rain falling next to us, make a bed out of the coats and a fire out of the coat rack.

“You smooth little bastard,” he says, leaning in with a smile. I meet him with a kiss that turns into a longer kiss than either of us planned but everything is suddenly far too nice for it to end. I run a hand through his hair and he pulls my hips against his and our lips brush as he changes direction and, for a brief moment, it actually feels like Christmas.

“I assume this is the boyfriend, then?”

Nick and I jolt apart and turn to find that we’ve drawn an audience of at least seven family members of varying ages.

“Gonna introduce us, mate?” continues the guy who just spoke—possibly an uncle or an older cousin.

“Oh, yeah,” Nick replies, still in a daze. He moves behind me and pushes me farther into his house, with his hands on my shoulders, towards his family, who seem to be multiplying in numbers as more people walk through the hallway and realize that I’ve arrived. “So this is Charlie.”
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A good half an hour is spent introducing me to every single member of Nick’s family, who for some reason all want to meet me. Everything is, “Oh, so this is Charlie, then?” and nobody asks any awkward questions about hospital or how I found Christmas dinner or anything like that. Throughout most of this, I’m carrying the new Nelson family puppy, Henry, who is the tiniest and palest pug puppy I have ever seen. Henry falls asleep in my arms and I fall immediately in love with him.

Nick’s other dog, a border collie named Nellie, trails along behind us, occasionally bopping her nose against my leg. I wish my parents let me have pets.

Nick’s mum still has her cracker hat on and, even though I’ve seen her numerous times since I came home, she gives me a hug lasting at least ten seconds longer than is socially acceptable. I don’t really mind, though.
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After that, Nick drags me up to his room so I can change clothes, despite my protests that I don’t mind staying in my soaked jeans.

As I’m changing, Nick’s lounging on his big double bed. He’s wearing his usual old jeans, but with them he’s got on this bright red jumper with reindeer patterns on it. It’s disgusting and absolutely hilarious.

“I like your jumper,” I say, as I’m doing my belt up. “It’s very sexual.”

Nick looks down, as if he’s forgotten what he’s wearing. “Oh, yeah,” he says. “I know, right?” He looks up at me and waggles his eyebrows. “So seductive.”

I pick up my damp jeans from the floor, chuck them at his face, and laugh as he dramatically rolls off his bed in an attempt to catch them.

“I like your jumper,” he says after crawling back onto his bed, a small smile playing on his lips. “Whoever picked that out has proper taste.”

I’m momentarily confused and then realize I’m wearing Nick’s navy Adidas jumper. I “borrowed” it a few months back and then “forgot” to give it back.

Look, boyfriend jumpers are the best, okay? Big, comfy, and they smell good.

“Oh. Oops,” I say.

I inspect myself in the mirror. Nick’s jeans, pretty much the same as mine but several sizes larger, look ridiculous on me. I groan heavily.

“I look like a nineties boy-band member.”

Nick appears behind me. He’s not actually that much taller than me, he’s just broader. Which is great from, like, an aesthetic perspective. But not from a clothes-sharing perspective.

“Well, it’s this or joggers, and I guarantee my mum will have something to say if you turn up to our Christmas party in joggers.”

“I think joggers would make me look even more like a member of the Backstreet Boys.”

“Nothing wrong with the Backstreet Boys.”

Nick meets my eye in the mirror. We stay silent for a moment, and then he takes my hand, so I turn to face him.

“You okay?” he says. “D’you wanna talk about it?”

I know I probably should. I should explain about the argument with Mum and all the arguments we’ve had over the past few weeks. I should explain how difficult it is to keep trying to do better when there are so many people who just refuse to understand how hard it is. I should explain that I barely slept last night because I was so anxious about dinner and, even though I actually did quite well, I still felt like everyone was watching me, waiting for me to fuck up and ruin the day.

But it’s so much easier to not think about it.

“I just … wanted to have a nice day,” I say, and I feel myself welling up again.

“Okay,” he says, slinging an arm round my shoulders and walking me out of his room, then kissing me on the top of the head. “Let’s do that, then.”
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“Oh, all right, Charlie?”

Half an hour later, Nick’s gone to the loo and I’m suddenly facing David—Nick’s older brother by four years—while I’m drinking a glass of water in the kitchen.

David’s not really like Nick in any way except for their identical dark blond hair. David’s a lot shorter—shorter than me, actually—and completely up himself. He goes to a posh university and hangs out with lots of private-school guys who do rowing and wear quilted jackets. He has been known to boast about cheating on his girlfriends.

Nick and David don’t really like each other, and I don’t think David likes me very much, either. When Nick came out to him as bisexual, David laughed and told him he was just covering up being gay.

“Hey,” I say.

He grabs a beer bottle from the fridge. It’s definitely not his first.

“So you all cured and stuff, man?” he says.

“Er …” This is possibly the most ridiculous question I’ve received all day. “Well, that’s not really how it works, but I’m doing better, thanks.”

“Oh, ace.” He takes a swig of beer and stares at me like I’m a zoo animal.

“How are you?” I ask, purely out of there not being anything else to say.

“Oh, I’m really good, thanks, yeah,” he says. “Uni work, rowing, you know. Work hard, play hard, mate.”

“Cool.”

“So what’s happening with you now? You allowed back at school yet?”

Allowed. Everything about him irritates me.

“I’m going back next term,” I say.

“Oh, nice, nice.” He takes another swig. “So, like, I’m super interested—what’s it like in a mental hospital? Did you meet anyone really crazy?”

I just stand there, silent.

“’Cause, like,” he continues, “I was watching this documentary on schizophrenia the other day and literally it’s just fucking awful, innit? All that talking to yourself and stuff. And these people, they had to be locked up to stop them hurting themselves, you know?”

My grip on my glass tightens. I could just leave. “Well, I don’t have schizophrenia. And documentaries like that are designed to horrify you and sensationalize mental illness, particularly less ‘socially acceptable’ illnesses like schizophrenia.”

David blinks. “Oh, yeah, man, obviously. But you must have met people like that, surely, in that place?”

“Well, actually, the place I was at was mainly for people with eating disorders, so—”

“Just fucking crazy, innit. So fucking sad.”

“… Sure.”

“Must have been fucking awful to not want to eat anything as well, mate. Sounds crap.”

I don’t say anything.

“Like, did you ever get so hungry that you just had to eat something? That’s what I don’t get, like, the people who just stop eating and die, you know?”

And then Nick walks into the room.

By the expression on his face, he’s obviously heard David’s last comment, and it probably doesn’t help that I shoot him a look of severe distress.

“Are you done interrogating my boyfriend, David?” he asks, not politely.

David frowns and holds out his hands. “Mate, we were just having a chat!”

“D’you seriously think Charlie wants to listen to your fucking ignorant views on Christmas Day?” Nick snaps, and it’s been a while since I’ve seen him get this angry. “What the fuck?”

David snorts and takes a sip of beer. “All right, all right, calm your tits.”

“Fucking hell.” Nick puts his arm around me and walks us out of the kitchen and down the hallway. Once we’re out of earshot, he says, “He’s such an insensitive little prick.”

“It’s fine.”

“It’s not.”

Nick’s right. It’s not fine. I should have defended myself better.

I’m tired, though. I’m so tired of defending myself.

“Sorry,” I mumble. “I should have … argued back.”

Nick shakes his head. “No, it’s him who should be sorry. You shouldn’t have to argue with people about this.”

Nick leads us into the alcove by the garage door. His arm drops but his hands find mine.

I’ve talked to Geoff a lot about people like David. Unhelpful people.

When people know you’re mentally ill, most people either want to ignore it completely or they treat you like you’re strange, scary, or fascinating. Very few people are actually good at the middle ground.

The middle ground isn’t hard. It’s just being there. Being helpful, if help is needed. Being understanding, even if they don’t understand everything.

“Thanks,” I say, and kiss Nick gently.

Nick’s good at the middle ground. My parents aren’t, really, but I know they’re trying and occasionally they succeed. And they’re better at it than David, that’s for sure.

Tori’s good at the middle ground too. Maybe I was a bit harsh on her earlier.

Nick and I look at each other for a moment in the shade of the alcove.

“Today’s been shit,” I say eventually, letting out a small laugh.

Nick smiles sadly. “Yeah, I got that impression.” He squeezes my hands. “Wanna talk about it?”

I pause to think. “Maybe a bit later?”

He squeezes my hands again. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Can we go cuddle Henry? I feel like I’m missing out on valuable puppy appreciation time.”

Nick grins. “An excellent idea.”
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When Nick said it was chaos in his house, he meant it. After some dog playtime with Henry and Nellie, we find a proper disco going on in the living room and a rather enthusiastic game of toy-car racing happening in the hallway with people’s shoes as obstacles. After I beat Nick five times at that, we somehow get dragged into a game of Monopoly, which is promptly ruined when Henry gallops over the board, followed by a Mario Kart tournament with Nick’s older cousins, which I also win. Apparently I’m good at driving games.

Then we go back to Nick’s room to exchange presents. I got him a bunch of things he likes—a grid-paper notebook and a fountain pen, a fish-eye lens that attaches to his phone, and a giant Oreo Dairy Milk bar. Nick got me some fancy headphones—way fancier than my current ones, which are broken in one ear. And we also got each other the most stupidly romantic cards ever—his has pictures of us all over it, and I drew all over mine.

I kiss him after I read his card and he kisses me back and basically we end up making out for like half an hour.

And suddenly it’s seven o’clock and we’re sitting on a living room sofa with Doctor Who on in the background, my legs resting over his and his head on my shoulder. Some kids are sitting on the carpet building a Lego pirate ship and Nick’s mum and various aunts and uncles are busy organizing the buffet tea on the dining table.

I’m about to fall asleep when I hear Nick’s voice.
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“Char, just so you know, your phone has been making sounds for the past five minutes.”

“Oh.” I sit up a little and Nick does too, a sleepy smile on his face. I withdraw my phone from my pocket to find the screen covered in unread texts.

The messages are all from Tori. Nick leans in to read them too.



Victoria Spring

(17:14) Hey when are you coming home?

(17:32) Please reply to me

(17:40) At least just tell me when you’re coming home

(17:45) Mum and Dad are kind of upset I don’t think they’re gonna shout at you

(18:03) I think Mum’s sorry tbh

(18:17) Oliver wants to know when you’re coming home, he wants to play Mario Kart

(18:31) Can’t believe you left me alone with Clara you fucking twat

(18:54) If you don’t reply soon I’m literally gonna walk to Nick’s and get you

(18:59) I’m not even joking

(19:00) Charlie

(19:01) Charlie

(19:01) Charlie

(19:01) Seriously

(19:02) Ok right I’m walking to Nick’s





Nick doesn’t say anything, but I can tell he wants to. I instantly feel like shit.

I’ve had a bad day, sure. But I shouldn’t have taken that out on Tori.

I should have stuck with her for at least a little longer.

“I should probably go home,” I say.

Nick runs his fingers through my hair. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t want me to go home, but he still says, “Yeah.”

Neither of us makes any sign of moving.

He looks at me with his big brown eyes and he doesn’t have to say anything. I know he wants me to open up to him. To just get it all out.

“Today’s just been really hard,” I begin, and Nick takes my hand while I tell him everything. I tell him about the arguments. About the stress and the sleeplessness and all my annoying relatives. About how I just wanted to have a “normal” Christmas Day, whatever that is.

I know Nick can’t fix anything. Even if he could, he shouldn’t have to. But just talking about everything eases a bit of the tightness in my chest.

“I guess … a part of me wanted to pretend that this Christmas could just be the same as last Christmas,” I say. I can’t quite meet his eyes. “If I just pretended nothing was different. But everyone was just doing the absolute most to make me feel like a liability.”

“Everyone?” Nick asks.

“Maybe except Tori. She’s the only one who’s all right. Like, she’s helpful but she also just talks to me like normal.” I huff out a laugh. “Well, Oliver too, I guess.”

Nick wraps one arm around me. I snuggle onto his shoulder.

“It sounds like your mum and dad sort of wanted to pretend that this Christmas could be ‘normal’ too,” he says.

I nod. “Yeah. That’s exactly it.”

“Have you talked to them about it?”

“About what?”

“Like … did you explain that this Christmas would be different and you might need a bit of extra support?”

I think back. Me and Dad agreed on a meal plan for the day, but apart from that …

“Not really,” I mumble.

“I think sometimes you’re so scared of being a burden that it makes you terrified to ask for help. But you have lots of people around you that would be there for you, if you opened up about what help you need.”

I look up at him. I love him. God, I love my boyfriend.

“Now you sound like Geoff,” I say, grinning, and he laughs and gives me a little shove.

And then I realize that my sister is standing in the living-room doorway.

Tori obviously forgot to bring an umbrella too—she looks like she just jumped into a river. She’s also quite out of breath, meaning she probably jogged here, and she looks angry in that completely silent way of hers—death-stare eyes, lips clenched together, fists dug into her coat pockets.

“Firstly,” she says, “Nick, I refuse to believe that you have this many family members. It’s not logical. Secondly, your disgusting brother tried to flirt with me again and I swear to God if he doesn’t get the message soon I’m going to find a fucking well and push him into it.”
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All the kids building the Lego pirate ship turn around in shock. Tori looks at them and raises her eyebrows menacingly. They quickly turn away again.

Nick laughs heartily but Tori’s face doesn’t change. She looks at me.

“Thirdly, I think you should come home now, because if I have to answer one more bloody question about my school grades I might do a runner as well, and Dad’s already really upset as it is.” She moves her weight to her other leg. “Also, Oliver’s in a bad mood because no one will play Mario Kart with him, and Grandma wants to talk to you about your drumming lessons, and I think Mum might actually be willing to apologize, as wild as that sounds.”

She slumps into the other end of the sofa, not looking at us, and tilts her head back into the cushions.

I have no idea what to say.

I move away from Nick and sit next to her. I put my arms around her and, after a few seconds, she leans on my shoulder.

“I hate Christmas,” she says.

“No you don’t,” I say.

“I hate this one.”

“Everyone hates this one. This whole winter’s been a bit shit.”

“Yup.”

Doctor Who still plays on in the background. Oliver’s probably watching it right now.

“Sorry I ran out,” I say. “Thank you for coming to get me.”

She looks at me. “Sorry today was shit for you.”

“It’s not been all bad. Nick’s got a new puppy.”

Tori snorts. “Can you two just get married, buy a house, and get three dogs already?”
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Me and Nick laugh, and then the three of us sit in silence for a moment. I rest my temple on Tori’s hair.

“I’m going to try harder to say when I need help,” I say. “And explain how I need help.”

“Is that what Geoff told you to do?”

“Yeah, but then Nick said it as well, and I think they’re both right.”

“Good,” says Tori, her voice a little softer. “I think … that would be good.”

It won’t fix anything. I know that.

But maybe this whole “recovery” thing can be a little easier if I reach out to people every now and then.

“You missed Grandad and Abuelo’s annual argument,” Tori says, after a while.

“What was it about this year?”

“I think it was about antique furniture, but most of Abuelo’s points were in Spanish and that’s not my area. I needed you to commentate.”

“There might be another round later, like last year.”

“Hopefully. It at least stopped Clara trying to get me to describe my ideal man.”

I laugh, and then she laughs too, and everything’s a little bit better. Just for a minute or so.
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First Charlie disappeared, and then Tori disappeared, and I’m starting to wonder whether I’m next. Nobody seems to be saying anything about it, which makes me wonder whether my family is behind it, and they’ve all been possessed by some ghosts or evil dinosaurs or something. I’m playing Mario Kart right now in front of the TV to take my mind off it, but that doesn’t mean that I’m not very worried.

Mario Kart’s kind of boring when you play it by yourself.

Rosanna keeps touching my hair and it’s really annoying me.

Mum comes up to me just as I’ve finished Luigi Circuit and asks if I need another drink. I shake my head and ask, “Where’s Charlie and Tori?”

Mum sits down on the sofa to my right. She’s got a glass of wine in one hand. “They’ve just gone out for a little bit.”

“Have they been kidnapped?”

“No, oh, darling, no.”

“Where’ve they gone?”

Mum doesn’t say anything for a little bit. Maybe she doesn’t know …

“Charlie was a bit upset earlier, so he went to Nick’s house.”

Nick is Charlie’s boyfriend, who comes round our house all the time. I think they’ll probably get married one day so they can have their own house and not have to walk to each other’s houses every single day.

I put down the controller. Charlie’s been upset quite a lot lately because he has a mental illness. But Mum says he’s getting better because he has to talk about his feelings to a special doctor called Geoff. Geoff sounds cool.

“Is it because of his mental illness?”

“… Sort of, yes.”

“Oh. Is he going to get better soon?”

Mum sips her wine. “It’s complicated, sweetheart. It takes time. But I hope so.”

“Where’s Tori?”

“I think she’s gone to see if Charlie wants to come home yet.”

“Oh.”

“I said some … not very nice things,” Mum says, and rests her chin in one hand, “to Charlie.”

I suddenly realize that she looks really sad. Mum’s never ever sad about things—she gets angry sometimes and complains when I leave all my tractors on the lounge windowsill or make too much noise in the car, but she doesn’t really get sad.

I get up off the floor and go and give her a hug, which is what you have to do when someone is sad.

She laughs and pats me on the head. “Aw, Oliver. I’m okay.”

“You could just say sorry,” I say. “That’s what you have to do when you say something bad. Say sorry.”

“You’re completely right,” she says, and when I step back, she’s smiling, so I must have done a good job with the hug.

And then I hear the front door open.

I immediately run out of the lounge and down the hallway and there, taking their shoes off, are my big brother and sister, soaked from the rain. I run towards Charlie because he’s the only one left in my family who still picks me up and, when he sees me, he grins and holds out his arms and lifts me into the air and says, “Cor, you’re getting so heavy. You’re like an elephant, you are.”
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“No I’m not.”

Tori ruffles my hair, which isn’t as annoying as when Rosanna does it. “What age are you going to stop being carried everywhere?”

I take a moment to consider. “Twenty-seven.”

They both laugh and Charlie carries me into the lounge, Tori following us. When we get there, Charlie puts me down and then he goes and gives Mum a hug, which is nice, because hugs always make everything better.

Then they go into the kitchen. I can hear them talking, but I’m not sure what they’re saying. Hopefully Mum’s saying sorry, like I told her to.

Tori sits on the other sofa and I sit next to her and say, “Everything’s better when all three of us are here.”

Tori looks at me. “Definitely.”

“Why did you go away? I was so bored. This Christmas has been so boring.”

She looks at me some more. “Well … it’s been something.”

I don’t really know what that means.

“But I promise we won’t go away ever again,” she says.

“You can’t promise that,” I say. “You have to go to school.”

“Okay, next time we go somewhere, we’ll tell you before we go.”

“Fine. And you have to promise to come back.”

Tori smiles. “Okay. We’ll definitely promise to come back.”

“Good.”

Being on my own without a brother or a sister would be weird. I don’t think I’d like it. Who are you supposed to play with or ask to reach stuff for you? There wouldn’t be anyone to carry me around. And there’d be two empty bedrooms in the house and we’d probably get ghosts living here. I really don’t like ghosts.

“Can we play Mario Kart now?” I ask.

“Yes.” Tori ruffles my hair again. “Yes, we can play Mario Kart now.”
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For information, help, support, and guidance about mental health and mental illness, please check out the following resources:


National Eating Disorders Association

Nationaleatingdisorders.org



Anxiety & Depression Association of America

adaa.org



Heard Alliance

heardalliance.org



The Safe Zone Project

thesafezoneproject.com



The Trevor Project

thetrevorproject.org
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