Hello, Edie here.

Now, I might not be the class brainiac,
although there are some things I'm an
expert in. Like, buying vintage frocks on
Ebay or 15 different ways to eat a Twix.
But the one subject that I get an A plus in
every time, is the ancient art of crushing. I
crush, therefore I am.

I've decided to share the benefit of my
wisdom and after months of hopelessly
lusting after Dylan, I've worked out that
there are twelve 12 degrees of crushing
from the slightly embarrassing things any
girl will do to catch the eye of the heir to
her heart. And then there are the other
things - the deranged, insane things that
will probably result in you being sectioned
or sent to your room until your 30.

I've written it down in a handy list:

It's not enough to just like the look of
someone. You have to know that it's meant
to be. So find out his date of birth and
cross-match your astrological compatibility
in the love horoscope section in magazines.

Or, sit at the back of biology playing love,
like, hate, adore or working out your love
percentage rating (it's got to be more fun
than learning about the digestive system)
and boring your mates with comments like
"Uh! He hates me but I adore him' or "Yay!

We love each other 98%?!"

How the hell else will you know exactly
what classroom door your beloved will
come out of at the end of fith period? And
you can tell so much about a boy by
knowing that he has a double Food And
Nutrition lesson on Thursday afternnon,
can't you?

Just so you know whether to keep your
own name when you get married or
whether you'll actually like the way Mrs
Shovelbottom sounds.

4. Thinking of excuses to talk to him

Stick to the weather, dissing school and
telly. Don't make the mistake of spending
too long thinking of something to say.
'‘Cause when you do pluck up the courage to
like, talk to him, you'll end up saying
something completely hatstand. "Do you
like Glee?" will come out as "Kurt! Quinn!
Unk! Unk!" leaving your love-god with a
look of bewilderment on his face. But, hey,
at least you got his attention.

5. Obsessing over stuff he's touched

About a month into your crush (if no-one
tastier has come along) you'll find that
you've amassed a small collection of bizarre
white elephants and objets d'art. Let's take
a look, shall we? A couple of old coke cans,
a balled up sheet of Italian vocab, an empty
Doritos bag and, best of all, a sweaty footie



shirt that you, erm, found in the boys'
changing room. What have all these items
got in common? Why, they've all known the
touch of his heavenly hands, like you didn't
already know that.

Although you and your mates all know the
true identities of your respective crushes, it
would never do to mention them by name.
Instead you create a new way of
communicating with each other. Why?
Because the world would end if anyone
were to hear you discussing the pert pecs of
Trent from the record shop. Instead you say
things like, "Discman has arm bumps.
Over." Should come in handy if there's over
an opening at MIle6.

And it's not enough that you might just
happen to bump into him. You plan every
potential encounter with your special boy
like a military campaign. For starters,
you've already memorised his weekly
movements so you have a pretty clear idea
of when and where he'll be. You also spend
hours designing a look that suggests you've
just happened to throw on the nearest
outfit. And then when you do track him
down, you're too freaked out by his
nearness to do anything but run away.

Directory and keeping it with you at all
times. As if you'd ever forget his number!

Because when he picks up the phone and
says, "Hello, 4436988", it makes your heart
turn somersaults. And if you dial 141 before
tapping in his number he can never trace
your call. Well, not until his family get the
police involved, that is.

In your heart of hearts you know that one
day your crush will suddenly wake up, realise
that you're his and make that call. Until that
happy day, you spend all your life doing 1471
just to check that the phone didn't ring while
you were doing noisy stuff like running
water or shouting at your younger brother.
The fact that all your 1471ing actually makes
the phone engaged should he call seems to
have escaped your notice.

When he says, "Hi" to you after you
"accidentally" crashed your bike against
his, you begin to wonder what he meant.
And why did his voice go slightly up in
pitch at the end of the syllable? And did he
raise one of eyebrows half a millimetre
higher than the other one? And if he did,
what was he trying to tell you?

Why? Why? Why?

You sad, sad girl. Stop it right now.




