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CHAPTER 1

My mum answers questions for a living.  It’s the 

first thing that comes up when you Google “Life 

Advice”.  There is a picture of her, next to the 

words: Ask Amanda Anything!

I don’t know how it’s even a job.  Mum gives 

advice and tells people how to live their lives, 

and they seem to love it.  She had a blog for a 

while, where she answered questions and posted 

pictures of pretty things like forests or beaches 

with a cheesy quote next to them.

But everything changed about a year ago 

when Mum filmed an answer about how to 

be happy.  It went viral, and her job has been 

non‑stop ever since.  Mum has over a million 

followers on Instagram, and people send her 
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hundreds of questions a day.  They can ask 

really silly things like:

Why is my dog weeing on the carpet??!

And some serious things like:

I am being bullied.  Why do I find it so 

hard to tell anyone?

She gets questions about love problems, body 

problems, neighbour problems, family problems, 

friend problems and every other type of 

problem you can imagine.  Mum always says I’m 

not allowed to read them.  “They’re not all age 

appropriate, Vinny,” she tells me.  “And you don’t 

want your head full of other people’s problems.”

But I read them anyway.  That’s the thing 

about the internet – anyone can look at 

anything.  Mum has blocked Insta on my phone, 
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but I can just look on the school computer or on 

the iPad or desktop at home.

The internet is kind of freaky.  Once I saw a 

video of a horse drowning, and I dreamed about 

it for months.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the 

horse’s big scared eyes.  I wish I hadn’t seen it, 

but it was too late.

I’ve not seen anything too bad on Mum’s 

advice page.  The worst is old people talking 

about their private parts, which is nowhere 

near as bad as the scared horse eyes.

I’m not sure how my mum became the 

person everyone asks for help.  It’s not like 

our family has everything sorted.  If you give 

people advice, shouldn’t your own life be pretty 

amazing?  Well, ours isn’t, even if the pictures 

of Mum make it look that way – like her 

standing in the living room looking thoughtful 

in front of flowers in vases.
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I guess Mum couldn’t post pictures of the 

truth, could she?  Dad getting in later and later 

every night, or my sister Mabel getting into 

constant dramas at school and coming home 

in tears, slamming the doors.  Those pictures 

wouldn’t get many likes.
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Mum would never post a picture of me.  

I don’t fit in with her “brand” at all.  I’m too 

skinny, I have spots all over my face and braces 

on my teeth.  I have no interest whatsoever in 

becoming an Insta influencer, a TikToker or a 

YouTuber who shouts into the camera.

I’m an anomaly.  That means I don’t fit.  I’m 

different.

I have this thing on my phone that gives me 

a new word to learn every day.  Today’s word is 

anomaly.  I’m going to try to use it three times, 

so then it might stick.

I’m a twelve‑year‑old boy who uses the word 

“anomaly”.  It’s not really a surprise I feel I don’t 

fit in anywhere.  I’m the type of odd bod who 

should be asking Mum for advice.

I used to be able to ask her anything.  

Before Mum got so busy that her phone never 

stops buzzing and beeping.  We used to play 

a game every teatime called “Finger on the 
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Button”.  She would ask me questions like, 

“What made you giggle today?” or “What 

strange thing did you notice today?”

I would press my imaginary button and 

make a noise and then answer the question.  

Mum would listen and laugh at my answers, 

and I miss it.  I secretly knew it started as a 

trick to find out what I had eaten for lunch, but 

I didn’t mind.  I miss having her listen to me.

If I could Ask Amanda Anything now, what 

would I ask?

Am I an old man trapped in a kid’s body?

Why are other kids so loud?

Does everyone put their finger in their 

bellybutton and then sniff it?  Or is it 

just me?
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But I never ask Mum anything, not any more.  

We haven’t played Finger on the Button for 

months.  She’s too busy now, and the last thing 

she needs is her strange son asking her stuff.  

Mum has the world’s problems to answer.  So I 

just keep quiet – I just keep being an anomaly.
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