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				The stage is a vast altar, glowing under Texas moonlight. Video walls the size of apartment blocks advertise Rage Cola. Close to the stadium’s fifty-yard line, a long-legged thirteen-year-old is precariously balanced on her big brother’s shoulders. She’s way too excited.


				‘JAY!’ she screams, as her body sways. ‘JAAAAAAAY I LOVE YOU!’


				Nobody hears, because seventy thousand people are at it. It’s noise so loud your ears tickle inside. Boys and girls, teens, students. There’s a ripple of anticipation as a silhouette comes on stage, but it’s a roadie with a cymbal stand. He bows grandly before stepping off.


				‘JET!’ they chant. ‘JET . . . JET . . . JET.’


				Backstage the sound is muffled, like waves crashing against a sea wall. The only light is a green glow from emergency exit signs.


				Jay is holding his queasy stomach. He’s slim and easy on the eye. He wears Converse All Stars, ripped jeans and a dash of black eyeliner.


				An immense roar comes out of the crowd as the video walls begin a thirty-second countdown film, sponsored by a cellphone maker. As Jay’s eyes adjust to the light, he can see a twenty-metre-tall version of himself skateboarding downhill, chased by screaming Korean schoolgirls.


				‘THIRTEEN,’ the crowd scream, as their feet stamp down the seconds. ‘TWELVE, ELEVEN . . .’


				On screen, the girls knock Jay off his skateboard. As he tumbles a smartphone flies out of his pocket and when the girls see it they lose all interest in Jay and stand in a semicircle admiring the phone instead.


				‘THREE . . . TWO . . . ONE . . .’


				The four members of Jet emerge on stage, punching the air to screams and camera flashes.


				Somehow, the cheering crowd always kills Jay’s nerves. Thousands of bodies sway in the moonlight. Cheers and shouts blend into a low roar. He places his fingers on the fret board and loves the knowledge that moving one finger will send half a million watts of power out of speaker stacks the size of trucks.


				And the crowd goes wild as the biggest band in the world starts to play.
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				Camden, North London


				There’s that weird moment when you first wake up. The uneasy quarter second where a dream ends and you’re not sure where you are. All being well, you work out you’re in bed and you get to snuggle up and sleep another hour.


				But Jay Thomas wasn’t in bed. The thirteen-year-old had woken on a plastic chair in a school hall that reeked of burgers and hot dogs. There were chairs set out in rows, but bums in less than a quarter of them. A grumpy dinner lady squirted pink cleaning fluid on a metal serving counter at the side of the room, while a banner hung over the stage up front:


				Camden Schools Contemporary Music
Competition 2014


				Debris pelted the floor the instant Jay moved: puffed wheat snacks, speckled with cheesy orange flavouring. Crumbs fell off his clothes when he stood and another half bag had been crushed up and sprinkled in his spiky brown hair.


				Jay played lead guitar in a group named Brontobyte. His three band mates cracked up as he flicked orange dust out of his hair, then bent over to de-crumb a Ramones T-shirt and ripped black jeans.


				‘You guys are so immature.’


				But Jay didn’t really mind. These guys had been his mates since forever and he’d have joined the fun if one of them had dozed off.


				‘Sweet dreams?’ Brontobyte’s chubby-cheeked vocalist, Salman, asked.


				Jay yawned and picked orange gunk out of his earhole as he replied. ‘I barely slept last night. Kai had his Xbox on until about one, and when I finally got to sleep the little knob head climbed up to my bunk and farted in my face.’


				Salman took pity, but Tristan and Alfie both laughed.


				Tristan was Brontobyte’s drummer, and a big lad who fancied himself a bit of a stud. Tristan’s younger brother Alfie wouldn’t turn twelve for another three months. He was Brontobyte’s bass player and the band’s most talented musician, but the other three gave him a hard time because his voice was unbroken and there were no signs of puberty kicking in.


				‘I can’t believe Jay gets owned by his younger brother,’ Tristan snorted.


				‘Kai’s the hardest kid in my year,’ Alfie agreed. ‘But Jay’s, like, Mr Twig Arms, or something.’


				Jay tutted and sounded stressed. ‘Can we please change the subject?’


				Tristan ignored the request. ‘How many kids has your mum got now anyway, Jay?’ he asked. ‘It’s about forty-seven, isn’t it?’


				Salman and Alfie laughed, but stifled their grins when they saw Jay looking upset.


				‘Tristan, cut it out,’ Salman said.


				‘We all take the piss out of each other,’ Tristan said. ‘Jay’s acting like a baby.’


				‘No, Tristan, you never know when to stop,’ Salman said angrily.


				Alfie tried to break the tension. ‘I’m going for a drink,’ he said. ‘Anyone else want one?’


				‘Scotch on the rocks,’ Salman said.


				Jay sounded more cheerful as he joined the joke. ‘Bottle of Bud and some heroin.’


				‘I’ll see what I can do,’ Alfie said, before heading off towards a table with jugs of orange squash and platters of cheapo biscuits.


				The next act was taking the stage. In front of them three judges sat at school desks. There was a baldy with a mysterious scab on his head, a long-limbed Nigerian in a gele headdress and a man with a wispy grey beard and leather trousers. He sat with his legs astride the back of his chair to show that he was down with the kids.


				By the time Alfie came back with four beakers of orange squash and jam rings tucked into his cheeks there were five boys lining up on stage. They were all fifteen or sixteen. Nice-looking lads, four black, one Asian, and all dressed in stripy T-shirts, chinos and slip-on shoes.


				Salman was smirking. ‘It’s like they walked into Gap and bought everything.’


				Jay snorted. ‘Losers.’


				‘Yo, people!’ a big lad in the middle of the line-up yelled. He was trying to act cool, but his eyes betrayed nerves. ‘We’re contestant seven. We’re from George Orwell Academy and we’re called Womb 101.’


				There were a few claps from members of the audience, followed by a few awkward seconds as a fat-assed music teacher bent over fiddling with the CD player that had their backing track on it.


				‘You might know this song,’ the big lad said. ‘The original’s by One Direction. It’s called “What Makes You Beautiful”.’


				The four members of Brontobyte all looked at each other and groaned. Alfie summed up the mood.


				‘Frankly, I’d rather be kicked in the balls.’


				As the backing track kicked in, Womb 101 sprang into an athletic dance routine, with four members moving back, and the big guy in the middle stepping up to a microphone. The dancing looked sharp, but everyone in the room really snapped to attention when a powerful lead vocal started.


				The voice was higher than you’d expect from a big black guy, but he really nailed the sense of longing for the girl he was singing about. When the rest of Womb 101 joined in for the chorus the sound swamped the backing track, but they were all decent singers and their routine was tight.


				As Womb 101 hit their stride, Jay’s music teacher Mr Currie approached Brontobyte from behind. He’d only been teaching for a couple of years. Half the girls at Carleton Road School had a thing for his square jaw and gym-pumped bod.


				He tapped in time as the singing and finger clicking continued. ‘They’re really uplifting, aren’t they?’


				The four boys looked back at their teacher with distaste.


				‘Boy bands should be machine-gunned,’ Alfie said. ‘They’re singing to a backing track. How’s that even music?’


				‘I bet they win as well,’ Tristan said contemptuously. ‘I saw their teacher nattering to the judges all through lunch.’


				Mr Currie spoke firmly. ‘Tristan, if Womb 101 win it will be because they’re really talented. Have you any idea how much practice it takes to sing and dance like that?’


				Up on stage, Womb 101 were doing the nana-nana chorus at the end of ‘What Makes You Beautiful’. As the song closed, the lead singer moved to the back of the stage and did a full somersault, climaxing with his arms spread wide and two band mates kneeling on either side.


				‘Thank you,’ the big guy shouted, as the stage lights caught beads of sweat trickling down his forehead.


				There weren’t enough people in the hall to call it an eruption, but there was loads of clapping and a bunch of parents stood up and cheered.


				‘Nice footwork, Andre!’ a woman shouted.


				Alfie and Tristan made retching sounds as Mr Currie walked off.


				‘Currie’s got a point though,’ Jay said. ‘Boy bands are dreck, but they’ve all got good voices and they must have rehearsed that dance routine for weeks.’


				Tristan shook his head and tutted. ‘Jay, you always agree with what Mr Currie says. I know half the girls in our class fancy him, but I’m starting to think you do as well.’


				Alfie stood up and shouted as Womb 101 jumped off the stage and began walking towards the back of the room to grab drinks. ‘You suck!’


				Jay backed up as two of Womb 101’s backing singers steamed over, knocking empty plastic chairs out of the way. They didn’t look hard on stage, prancing around singing about how great some girl’s hair was, but the physical reality was two burly sixteen-year-olds from one of London’s toughest schools.


				The one who stared down Alfie was the Asian guy with a tear-you-in-half torso.


				‘What you say?’ he demanded, as his chest muscles swelled. ‘If I see any of you boys on my manor, you’d better run!’


				The boy slammed his fist into his palm as the other one pointed at Alfie before drawing the finger across his throat and stepping backwards. Alfie looked like he’d filled his BHS briefs and didn’t breathe until the big dudes were well clear.


				‘Are you mental?’ Tristan hissed, as he gave Alfie a hard shoulder punch. ‘Those guys are from Melon Lane estate. Everyone’s psycho up there.’


				Mr Currie had missed Alfie shouting You suck, but did see Tristan hitting his brother as he got back holding a polystyrene coffee cup.


				‘Hitting is not cool,’ Mr Currie said. ‘And I’m tired of the negativity from you guys. You’re playing after this next lot, so you’d better go backstage and get your gear ready.’


				The next group was an all-girl trio. They dressed punk, but managed to murder a Paramore track by making it sound like bad Madonna. Setting up Tristan’s drum kit on stage took ages and the woman judge made Jay even more nervous when she looked at her watch and shook her elaborately hatted head.


				After wasting another minute faffing around with a broken strap on Alfie’s bass guitar the four members of Brontobyte nodded to each other, ready to play. When the boys rehearsed, Salman usually sang and played, but Alfie was a better musician, so for the competition he was on bass and Salman would just do vocals.


				‘Hi, everyone,’ Salman said. ‘We’re contestant nine, from Carleton Road School. Our group is called Brontobyte and this is a song we wrote ourselves. It’s called “Christine”.’


				A song I wrote, Jay thought, as he took a deep breath and positioned his fingers on the guitar.


				They’d been in the school hall since ten that morning. Now it all came down to the next three minutes.
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				Dudley, West Midlands


				Summer Smith was almost fourteen. She had plastic clips keeping blonde hair off her face, a white school polo shirt stained with charcoal from art class and black no-brand pumps with her little toe peeking through a split in the side.


				Most year nines thought Summer was hot, despite being a scruff, but all the boys got turned down. She’d always find the remotest spot in a classroom and barely spoke to anyone. She did homework in the library at morning break and went home most lunch-times to make sure that her nan was OK.


				There was an empty chair between Summer and Michelle Wei. Michelle’s black Prada trainers and soft leather schoolbag hinted that her parents were loaded, and a photograph might give the impression of a girl who spilled tears if she dropped to a B, but as soon as Michelle moved you knew different.


				Michelle was twitchy. Her eyes were hypnotic, dragging you into a mind where crazy and brilliant battled for the upper hand. As Summer copied notes on Tudor England into her folder, Michelle chewed Bubblicious, tilted her chair and wound hair round her fingertips.


				Mr Wilson pretended not to see, because you’d never get Michelle to work. A teacher’s best hope was that she didn’t disturb the rest of her class.


				Summer glanced across as Michelle snatched a rugby ball off the next desk top. It belonged to a lump called Kevin, who watched dumbly as Michelle stuffed the elliptical ball up her white shirt.


				‘Mr Wilson!’ Michelle shouted, as she shot up. ‘I need the bathroom.’


				She didn’t really say Wilson, she made it sound ridiculous. More like weeeel-shawn.


				The balding teacher was three years from retirement. He’d been here before and didn’t even look up.


				‘Sit down, Michelle. Nobody’s playing your games today.’


				Michelle thrust out her rugby ball stomach and staggered between desks towards the classroom door with her feet wide apart.


				‘I’m having my baby,’ she yelled, as she rubbed her back. ‘The head’s poking out of my vagina!’


				Vagina made a few kids laugh, but Michelle got on most of her classmates’ nerves. Mr Wilson hopped up from his chair and blocked the door.


				‘Back to your seat and stop being silly.’


				Michelle wasn’t strong enough to push the elderly teacher aside, so she screwed up her face and attacked verbally.


				‘You dirty old man,’ she yelled, as she pointed at Wilson and turned to face the class. ‘You’re the father. You can’t keep denying it.’


				‘Sit down!’ Wilson demanded. ‘Nobody is interested in your performance.’


				‘Oh my god!’ Michelle yelled. ‘The baby, it’s coming!’


				She squatted down and slowly pushed the rugby ball out of her shirt.


				‘It’s a boy!’ she gasped, as she held the muddy ball up high. ‘I’m going to call him Eggy-Wegg.’


				Turning on Mr Wilson had raised the class’s enthusiasm for Michelle’s craziness. There was more laughter and a few kids even applauded the miracle of birth. The noise level was rising and Mr Wilson had to act swiftly before everyone went nuts. He picked a metal dustbin off the floor and banged it hard on his desk top.


				‘QUIET,’ he shouted. ‘If you don’t settle there will be full class detention.’


				Most kids piped down, apart from a few giggles. Michelle was now tiptoeing at the back of the classroom, with a finger over her lips, making shushing sounds.


				‘Naughty, naughty,’ she whispered. ‘We don’t want detention, do we?’


				Mr Wilson knew Michelle wouldn’t settle down without a fight, so he reached for a small green pad on his desk and wrote her name on it. Being green slipped meant you had to sit in a special classroom in silence until the bell went for the next lesson. Three green slips in one term earned a letter home to your parents.


				‘There you are,’ Mr Wilson said, as he rattled the slip in the air. ‘If you do need the toilet you can go on your way to the referral classroom.’


				Michelle kissed the rugby ball before putting it back on Kevin’s desk and skipping towards the door.


				‘I can prove that he seduced me,’ Michelle announced, pointing at Mr Wilson as she stood in the doorway. ‘His private parts are freakishly mutated. Full details will be revealed in tomorrow’s newspapers.’


				Mr Wilson shut the classroom door and spoke authoritatively. ‘Show’s over, get back to work.’


				But Summer kept giggling after everyone else had settled down. Half the class looked her way as she tried desperately to stop. It was a real surprise because she was usually so quiet.


				‘Shut your gob,’ a boy sitting at the desk in front hissed. ‘You’ll get us all detention.’


				Mr Wilson looked flustered as he came towards Summer, but he spoke gently.


				‘Summer, I happen to find that kind of personal attack very offensive. Perhaps you could tell me what you find so funny about it?’


				The idea of a baby named Eggy-Wegg had tickled Summer, but what really set her off were the contortions of Mr Wilson’s face. He was trying to keep calm, but his cheeks, eyebrows and upper lip kept twitching and for some inexplicable reason these involuntary movements seemed funny.


				Summer could hardly tell Mr Wilson that she found his face funny, so she shrugged and took a deep breath before talking.


				‘I’m sorry, sir,’ she said, holding a hand in front of glowing red cheeks. ‘I can’t help it. I’ve just got the giggles.’


				Mr Wilson drummed a finger on Summer’s exercise book. ‘Concentrate.’


				‘Yes, sir,’ she agreed, but as Mr Wilson turned away his lower jaw twitched and his right eyebrow shot up, making his eyeball bulge.


				Summer wrapped a hand over her mouth, but before Wilson took three steps she was laughing again. Instead of turning back, the teacher stormed to his desk and tore off another green slip.


				‘Enough!’ he shouted, finally losing his temper as he held the slip aloft. ‘Pack up your things, Summer. You can join Michelle in the referral classroom.’
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				The drums exploded, the bass line thumped and Jay plucked the first riff on lead guitar. Salman grabbed the microphone and spat words like bullets:


				Christine, Christine, I’m not being mean,


				Your body’s not the best that I’ve ever seen,


				But I’m a desperate guy, never catch a girl’s eye,


				And I can’t deny, that you’ve got nice thighs,


				Christine, Christine, I wanna have you.


				Christine, Christine, you’ve got bad zits,


				Your hair’s like wire and you’ve got no tits,


				But a girl like you is the best that I can have,


				You’re the only girl I’m able to nab,


				Christine, Christine, I wanna have you.


				In a pub,


				In a tub,


				Or behind the youth club,


				Christine, Christine,


				I wanna have you,


				I wanna have you.


				Christine, Christine, you gave me lice,


				Your dad’s a drunk and your mum’s not nice,


				But your body’s warm on a frosty night,


				When the lights go off I pretend you’re all right,


				Christine, Christine, I wanna have you.


				After this came a riff from Jay, then a repeat of the first verse and chorus. Salman wasn’t about to land a gig as an opera singer, but he had a decent tone and his Pakistani twang gave Jay’s lyrics a slightly exotic feel. The two guitar players knew their stuff, but every rock band is anchored by the drums and Tristan was all over the place.


				Jay was so close to the drums that he couldn’t hear Salman’s singing. Mr Currie had taught them the golden rule: a band has to keep playing no matter how bad it gets. But by the end of the song three members of Brontobyte were playing different parts, while Tristan pounded on relentlessly, unaware that anything was up.


				‘Thank you, everyone!’ Salman shouted, when the din finally stopped.


				Alfie and Tristan’s mum, Mrs Jopling, sat with Salman’s grown-up brother in the audience, but they kept quiet and the only noise was a few jeers and ironic bravos. Womb 101 made wanking gestures.


				Mr Currie jumped up to help clear the stage ready for the final group. Jay unplugged his guitar and stormed across towards Tristan.


				‘What the hell were you playing?’


				Tristan brandished his drumstick. ‘Sounded bloody great to me.’


				Jay gasped. ‘Are you insane? You were all over the place.’


				Tristan knocked his snare-drum flying as he charged forwards. In his anger, Jay hadn’t properly considered the consequences of winding up his drummer, who was bigger than him and did judo.


				‘You wanna take this outside?’ Tristan roared. ‘Any time, any place, stick boy!’


				Mr Currie forced himself between the two lads. ‘Hey, hey! It’s all good experience. We’ll come back from this.’


				‘He’ll still be a shite drummer,’ Jay said, emboldened now that there was an adult protecting him.


				Jay got a withering look from the judges as he jumped off the front of the stage in a huff, leaving the others to carry the drums out to the van. He glimpsed one judge’s marking sheet: Drummer poor, guitar vocals OK, 4/10.


				Jay still had his guitar around his neck as he stormed up the back to grab a drink.


				‘We heard you were supposed to be good,’ a guy from Womb 101 said.


				‘Epic,’ someone snorted. ‘Epp-ick.’


				Jay ignored sly comments from the rest of Womb 101 as he grabbed a beaker of orange and tipped it down in two gulps.


				‘Sorry about earlier,’ Jay told them. ‘Alfie’s only eleven, you know? He says dumb stuff.’


				A guy with a gold tooth gave a deep laugh. ‘Sucking up now won’t stop you getting mangled.’


				‘Right,’ one of his singing partners agreed, as he cracked his knuckles. ‘See you up Melon Lane, boy, and you’ll stagger home to Mummy in baaaaaaaad shape!’


				‘I’d rather you didn’t stab me,’ Jay said, trying to turn the threats into a joke. ‘Red clashes with my pale complexion.’


				‘What the hell is Brontobyte, anyway?’ one guy asked.


				‘Computers,’ Jay explained. ‘You know like megabytes, gigabytes? A Brontobyte is like millions and millions of gigabytes, or something. It was our drummer’s idea.’


				A few guys shook their heads and Gold Tooth summed it up. ‘Geeky name. I thought us being named after something out of a book was bad.’


				As Jay grabbed a custard cream, the fat music teacher from George Orwell Academy called her pupils down to the front. The final band was taking to the stage as Salman and Alfie grabbed drinks and walked up to Jay.


				‘Thanks for helping with the drums, mate,’ Salman said angrily.


				‘I just lost it,’ Jay said, shrugging. ‘Tristan has no clue. I can drum better than him. Alfie, you’re ten times better.’


				‘Leave me out of this,’ Alfie said. ‘You two can piss off to your own houses. I’m the one who cops it when Tristan’s in a mood.’


				‘We’re never gonna be any good unless we get a drummer who can keep time,’ Jay said.


				Jay didn’t get a response because Tristan and Alfie’s mum was coming their way.


				‘You were all bloody great,’ Mrs Jopling said.


				She was quite sexy and had a footballer’s wife thing going on: fake tan, false nails, designer sunglasses resting up in her hair and UGG boots. She embarrassed Alfie with a kiss on the cheek before scowling at Jay. ‘Why’d you get up in my Tristan’s face?’


				‘Nothing,’ Jay said, with a shrug.


				‘I thought you were mates,’ she added.


				Jay didn’t reply. He’d get nowhere telling Mrs Jopling that her darling boy was a crap drummer.


				As Salman jogged off to tell Mr Currie that he was leaving with his big brother, the last band stopped playing. The tall woman in the gele walked up on stage, taking the microphone as gear got dragged off stage behind her. She put her lips too close and a shriek of feedback ripped through the PA system.


				‘We’ve had quite a few delays and we’re running late,’ she said, sounding all upbeat like someone presenting TV for five-year-olds. ‘The standard was high, but sadly there can only be one winner. It is with great pleasure I announce that the two hundred and fifty-pound musical equipment voucher and the place in the final of the Camden Schools Contemporary Music Competition goes to . . . Womb 101!’


				Salman and his brother had headed out of the door as Womb 101 and their fans jumped around down by the stage. Tristan had joined his band mates after packing his drums in the school van, and carefully stayed far enough from his mum not to get kissed. Mr Currie was a few rows behind, holding a Post-it on to which he’d carefully jotted the judges’ scores.


				The judges had given marks out of ten for musicianship, presentation and overall performance, plus up to five bonus marks for any band that performed an original composition.


				‘At least they liked my song,’ Jay said, as he peered over Mr Currie’s shoulder and saw that they’d averaged four out of five in the composition box.


				‘Where were we overall?’ Alfie asked.


				‘Fourth out of nine,’ Jay answered, resisting the temptation to point out that they’d have dropped to seventh without the composition marks.


				‘I came here thinking we could win,’ Alfie said dejectedly. ‘We were immense in rehearsals last week.’


				‘Bands are like football teams playing away from home,’ Mr Currie explained, as he tapped a finger against his temple. ‘Jamming with your mates is one thing. Nailing it in front of an audience is completely different.’


				But Mrs Jopling had her own theory, which she expressed with folded arms and an indignant tap of her furry boot.


				‘You lads could have outplayed Jimi Hendrix and still lost with them judges,’ she said. ‘It was all fixed.’


				So that’s where Tristan gets it, Mr Currie thought.


				‘You can’t deny Womb 101 were better than us though,’ Jay said.


				Mrs Jopling gave Jay a dirty look before turning towards Mr Currie. ‘So, is it OK to take my lads home?’


				Mr Currie nodded. ‘Of course. Thank you for coming out to support us. I’ll take Jay back to the school in the van. He can help me unpack the equipment before I drop him home.’


				Tristan nodded in agreement. ‘Seems fair, seeing as he threw a hissy fit and didn’t help us pack up.’


				Jay finally lost it. ‘Up yours, mummy’s boy,’ he snapped.


				‘At least my mum can go five seconds without spurting out more babies,’ Tristan shot back, as his mother gave a sly smile of approval.


				Mr Currie interrupted. ‘Everyone calm down, it’s been a long and tiring day.’


				‘So what do you want for tea?’ Mrs Jopling asked, as she led her sons out of the hall. ‘Mickey Ds or KFC?’
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				Summer felt dazed as she hit the corridor. She’d never had a green slip before and wasn’t comfortable being in trouble, even though it was no biggie unless you got three in one term. She looked left and right as it dawned that she had no clue where the referral classroom was.


				She was about to go back and ask Mr Wilson when she heard a voice. Michelle stood ten metres away, leaning over a metal stair rail, gabbing into a nifty Samsung.


				‘You in class . . . ? No way . . . ! Oh sweet . . . Yeah, fah sure! I’ll meet you over there.’


				As Michelle pocketed the phone she noticed Summer behind and barked, ‘What?’


				Summer backed off instinctively, not knowing if Michelle was going to kiss, claw, or try to punch her lights out. When nothing happened, Summer waggled her green slip.


				‘How’d you get that?’ Michelle asked incredulously. ‘Been in your class near three years and never heard two sentences out of you.’


				Summer shrugged. ‘I speak when there’s something worth saying.’


				Michelle’s eyes became slits and she spoke accusingly. ‘You saying I talk crap?’


				‘I didn’t mean anything about you at all,’ Summer replied anxiously.


				Summer was taller and stockier, but had no taste for rolling around the corridor fighting the class loony.


				‘You’re right, actually,’ Michelle smiled. ‘Some of the boys in our class: yabber, yabber, yabber. All they do is talk crap.’


				‘Only some of ’em?’ Summer asked, before smiling slightly.


				‘Boys in our class . . .’ Michelle said, tutting with contempt as she started down the stairs. ‘Clammy scum.’


				‘I don’t know where the referral classroom is,’ Summer explained, as she followed.


				‘A new fish!’ Michelle said. ‘I’ll tell the guards to go easy on you.’


				Four flights took them to the ground floor, with the school reception on the left and a long corridor of science and home economics to their right.


				They turned towards the classrooms, with a fusion of cookery and chemicals in the air. Michelle stopped at the first door. Summer knew it wasn’t the referral classroom because they’d had year eight science in there.


				Michelle pounded on the classroom door, then ran off howling, ‘Moose! Moose!’ at the top of her voice.


				Summer would cop the blame if she didn’t leg it. As she started running, Michelle flung another door open down the hall and shouted, ‘Science is dead. Long live Jesus!’


				At the end of the corridor was a set of doors with an Emergency Only sign on them.


				‘What you waiting for?’ Michelle asked, as Summer felt a stitch burning down her side.


				Michelle crashed through the fire doors and sped down into the school basement. Summer was in uncharted territory, but Michelle jumped the bottom half of a staircase and cut expertly through a graffiti-strewn door into a boys’ changing room.


				The air was all piss, shower steam and BO. Michelle straddled bags and shoes as she headed towards the exit on to the playing fields at the far side.


				The outdoor air was crisp, the damp pavement covered in mud clumps where boys had scraped off football boots. Twenty metres away, dirty-legged year eights chased footballs around a soggy pitch.


				Summer rubbed cold arms and shuddered nervously as they headed past the school library, towards the recently opened music and drama block. Michelle looked as though nothing had happened as she swung her leather bag from side to side.


				Up above, a dark-skinned science teacher shouted from the window of his classroom. ‘Michelle Wei, you are in major trouble!’


				As Summer tried hiding her identity by walking close to the bushes, Michelle spun around and gave the teacher a two-fingered salute.


				‘Your wife is a moose, Mr Gubta!’ she shouted.


				Summer jogged ahead, rounded a corner and crashed breathlessly against the wall at the entrance to the music block.


				‘Are you insane?’ she shouted furiously.


				Michelle laughed. ‘Obviously!’


				‘We’ll get in so much trouble,’ Summer blurted, as she put her hands on her head. ‘What was the point of that?’


				‘It gave me a buzz,’ Michelle said, then made a sound like a bee and circled her finger through the air. It ended with her painted nail landing on the tip of Summer’s nose. ‘A tiny edge to drag me through another dreary day.’


				‘My life’s complicated enough,’ Summer complained. ‘The referral classroom isn’t out here, is it?’


				‘Deductive powers worthy of Sherlock Holmes himself,’ Michelle replied, before grabbing Summer’s arm. ‘Get moving. I’ve got plans for you.’


				They cut into the main entrance of the music and drama block. The big theatre space off to one side was empty, but twangs and toots came from a row of music practice rooms. Michelle threw open the door of practice room five, where two year eleven girls were hanging out.


				‘Wass-up, deputy dawgs?’ Michelle said, flicking her wrist and putting on a deliberately naff home boy act. ‘How’s my girlz hangin’?’


				The room was about a third the size of a classroom. It was pristine, with a polished wood floor, white walls and lots of electrical sockets for plugging in equipment. There was a table and a whiteboard scored with lines for musical notation and a battered upright piano.


				Summer stood by the door in silence as Michelle made introductions.


				‘My big sister Lucy,’ Michelle explained, as she pointed towards an Asian girl sitting behind a drum kit, then turned on a skinny black girl with a huge afro, perched atop the piano. ‘That’s Coco, our bass player.’


				Lucy pointed an accusing drumstick at Summer. ‘Why is this object standing in my rehearsal room looking like someone forgot to take the hanger out of its shirt?’


				‘Her name’s Summer,’ Michelle explained. ‘But you might remember her as Evita, from my spectacular year seven musical.’


				Summer reached for the door handle. ‘Listen,’ she said anxiously. ‘It’s nice meeting you guys, but I can’t get into any more trouble today. No offence, OK . . . ? I’m just gonna head back to the main building and find the referral classroom.’


				Summer twisted the handle, but Michelle’s shoulder hit the door, banging it shut.


				‘What are you doing?’ Summer shouted, as Michelle grinned manically.


				‘You have a great voice, Summer,’ Lucy said in a much friendlier tone. ‘Best thing in that musical by miles.’


				‘You’re forgetting my sleek moves with the maracas,’ Michelle said. ‘And this had to be fate. Summer never gets kicked out of class. She makes Miss Goody Two-Shoes look like a grave robbing crack addict. But just as I got off the phone to say I’m gonna come over here and jam with you gals, guess which little princess got kicked out of class right behind me?’


				Lucy climbed from behind her drum kit and stepped towards Summer. She was sixteen, with a stockier build than her sister and dark sweat patches on a grey boys’ PE shirt where she’d been hammering the drums. Summer felt a little sick.


				‘Just let me out,’ she said, shaking her fists with frustration. ‘I don’t want to sing.’


				Lucy was now right in her face. ‘We’ve been auditioning singers for our band,’ she told Summer softly. ‘But they all suck. Can’t you at least give us one song?’


				Summer thought about bundling Michelle out of the doorway, or screaming for help. But Lucy would surely side with her sister and the music room was soundproofed. Resigned to singing, she stepped out towards the drum kit and cleared her throat.


				For some reason the song that came to mind was ‘Wichita Lineman’, a Glen Campbell country number that she remembered one of her mum’s blokes singing when she was a toddler. Summer’s unaccompanied voice lacked enthusiasm, but it had a depth and richness that had no business coming from a thirteen-year-old girl.


				‘You’ve got some pipes on you!’ Lucy said enthusiastically. ‘Keep going.’


				Summer felt her cheeks burn as she shuffled her dirty plimsolls and looked at the floor. ‘I only know the first verse.’


				‘Join our band,’ Lucy begged. ‘You’ve got a great voice, why not use it?’


				Summer shook her head. ‘I’ve got a lot on my plate.’


				While Lucy pleaded, her younger sister turned angry.


				‘What’s on your plate?’ Michelle shouted accusingly. ‘You never talk to anyone. You never do anything. You might as well be dead.’


				A wounded look flashed over Summer’s face. Lucy thought Summer was about to cry and she pushed Michelle away.


				‘How you gonna persuade her like that?’ Lucy said angrily. ‘Her voice is awesome, but you can’t force someone into the band.’


				‘You never back me up!’ Michelle shouted, as she smashed the side of her fist against the whiteboard. ‘Oww!’


				‘I don’t back you up because you never think,’ Lucy shouted, as she grabbed the door to let Summer out of the room.


				Summer smiled, but her relief didn’t last. Along the hallway Mr Gubta was speaking furiously to a music teacher.


				‘A-ha!’ Mr Gubta said triumphantly. ‘Is your partner in crime there as well?’


				Summer felt like a ten-ton weight had landed on her back as Michelle stepped out behind with couldn’t give a damn written all over her face.


				‘How’s your fat, ugly, skank, cow, pig, moose of a wife?’ Michelle shouted, as she waved to Mr Gubta. Then, with no trace of remorse, she whispered softly in Summer’s ear. ‘He’s had it in for me ever since I wedged his highlighter pen in my butt crack and mooned him.’
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				Mr Gubta lectured Summer in the music block, then Mr Obernackle made her sit in his cramped head of year’s office and expressed his disappointment.


				She was a good girl, a clever girl and the last person he expected to see sitting in this office after school. Michelle was a toxic influence, and he was disappointed that Summer had shown such poor judgement by associating with her. Normally a first offender would get a warning. But this was a very serious incident. They were considering a talk with Summer’s parents. Obernackle wanted this behaviour nipped in the bud.


				Summer felt blank as she sat there looking down at Obernackle’s shiny suit trousers, wondering why his office smelled like sour milk. She nodded and said yes sir when she thought she was supposed to, and didn’t bother trying to explain how it all happened. Teachers always thought they were smarter than you and the implausible story behind her innocence would only drag things out.


				Her bus home stopped by a row of shops a few hundred metres from the Carr Road estate where she lived. Summer had a stress headache and aching feet after standing for the ten-minute ride. She wanted to go straight home, but there was nothing in her flat for dinner, so she cut through the automatic doors of the Spar supermarket.


				It was all ready meals by the entrance. She fancied microwave Chicken Korma or Crispy Tacos, but a pack for her and her nan would be six quid. So she got the £1.29 big value macaroni cheese, a bag of tangerines, a large tin of baked beans and a white loaf. She counted out coins as she waited behind a man buying lotto cards, and had just enough to treat herself to a small bag of chocolate Minstrels, which she crunched as she strolled aimlessly towards home.


				Kevin, from Summer’s class, stood astride his BMX in front of an off-licence. He broke away from a couple of younger lads and rolled slowly alongside her. He was tall, with broad shoulders. Summer had experienced a moment of attraction on sports day, when Kevin had lain at the edge of the playing field in shorts and trainers, eating a cheese roll while sweat drizzled down his muscular chest. But Kevin wasn’t the brightest and his high-pitched voice was a shocker.


				‘Ow’s it going then?’ he chirped. ‘Ya get in trouble with old Obernackle?’


				Summer raised one eyebrow. ‘He pinned a rosette on me,’ she said. ‘What do you think?’


				‘What’s a rosette?’ Kevin asked, completely missing the sarcasm. ‘Want some help with the shopping?’


				It was hard to tell whether Kevin was being nice, or planning to impress his pals with some hilarious scheme that involved making Summer chase around the estate after a Spar bag. So she didn’t answer. She just sighed and then felt a bit bad as Kevin turned his bike in a lazy circle and freewheeled back to his friends.


				‘See you then, Summer.’


				‘I suppose I’ll have to,’ she sighed, once Kevin was out of earshot.


				The slope up to her flats was uneven, with grass tufts growing out of cracks in the tarmac. The sun had made a late breakthrough and a rough crowd of boys kicked a ball around. Good parents didn’t let their lads out amidst the smashed bottles and dog turds.


				A man with a toddler in a buggy held the gate open for Summer. She stepped through and only noticed the out of order sign on the lift after jabbing the up button. Her feet were dying and if the concrete stairs hadn’t been so rank she’d have taken her plimsolls off before heading up.


				After eight flights breathing mildew, carrying the shopping and her schoolbag, she felt down as she walked along a gloomy hallway and unlocked the steel-barred gate over the door of flat twenty-three.


				‘Heya, Nan,’ Summer said, faking cheerfulness as she dumped the bags and ripped off her pumps.


				Her swollen feet glistened with sweat and her little toe bore the white circle of a popped blister.


				‘You’re late, love,’ Summer’s nan said, as her granddaughter joined her in the living room. ‘I dropped the bleedin’ remote down the side and missed my show.’


				The room was cosy, if a bit shabby. The wallpaper was peeling up near the ceiling. There were pictures of family members and long-dead cats, but a statue of Jesus on the cross took pride of place over the flickering gas fire.


				Eileen Smith was only fifty-eight, but she had severe asthma and a spinal injury after being knocked down by a hit-and-run driver. Even twelve steps to the bathroom exhausted her.


				Summer reached down between armchair and wall and fished the remote from a bed of sweet wrappers and moulding peanuts.


				‘Is it ITV you want?’


				Eileen nodded. ‘God bless you. The oxygen man hasn’t turned up. I don’t suppose he will now, either.’


				Summer backed away with a sigh. She checked the gauge on the oxygen bottle beside her nan’s chair.


				‘You’ve got a quarter of a bottle,’ Summer said. ‘That’s enough for tonight and tomorrow.’


				Summer wanted to sit in her room and get her head straight, but Eileen needed to breathe pure oxygen two or three times a day, so she walked back to the passage, took her mobile from her coat pocket and dialled the number printed on the empty cylinder by the front door.


				It cut straight to a recorded message when she dialled. ‘Welcome to NHS West Midlands oxygen supply service. Please have your patient number ready to assist with your enquiry.’


				The phone rang thrice more before another voice cut in. ‘Nobody is currently available to take your call. Our opening times are 9 a.m. to 4:30 p.m. Monday to Friday and 9 a.m. to 12:30 p.m. on Saturdays. Please call again during these hours. Goodbye.’


				Then it went dead and Summer cursed as she pressed the end call button.


				‘Something up, love?’ Eileen asked.


				Any kind of stress made her nan’s asthma worse, so Summer adopted a breezy tone. ‘Just forgot the time,’ she said. ‘I’ll have to call tomorrow morning and ask why they didn’t turn up.’


				‘I’ll need a delivery tomorrow, Summer. I told you to call them last week, when we still had a bottle and a half.’


				‘I forgot,’ Summer growled, then moderated her tone as she went back through to the living room. ‘I need a shower, then I’ll make our tea. There’s macaroni, or I can do beans on toast.’


				Eileen locked her fingers together and smiled. ‘Whatever you want, love. Beans on toast is nice and warm.’


				‘I was going to get some mince and cook a proper spag bol,’ Summer said apologetically. ‘But it’s late and my head’s throbbing. You don’t mind if I shower first, do you?’


				‘Of course not,’ Eileen said. ‘And your feet are rubbed raw! How many times have I told you to wear socks?’


				‘I hate how they stop the air getting between your toes,’ Summer said, before diving into her little bedroom and grabbing the bath towel hooked on the back of the door. In the hallway she unzipped her bag and took out a wodge of tissue she’d stolen from the school toilets. Eileen’s incapacity benefit didn’t go far and this trick saved a pound or two every week.


				Summer left the bathroom door open in case her nan called out. She dropped her skirt, unbuttoned her polo shirt and tugged it over her head before holding it up to the light to inspect the charcoal stain. Worried that the black powder would affect something else in the washing-machine, she took it to the kitchen across the hallway, plugged the sink and rinsed the stain under hot water and a sprinkle of laundry detergent.


				As the shirt squelched under her hands, Summer glanced down at her sore feet on the cracked lino. Her knickers came from the market and were past their best and her bra was cutting into her sides. Her hair hadn’t been cut properly for ages and one of the clips had fallen out, leaving a tangle in front of her eyes.


				Summer wasn’t fourteen yet, but she felt haggard, like one of the young mums you saw around the estate. And at least they had cute babies to look after, instead of a middle-aged nan who got cranky and depressed because she couldn’t leave the house.


				She felt rotten thinking like that about her nan. Eileen had brought Summer up from age six. She was the only person who’d ever really loved her and it wasn’t like she’d got sick deliberately. But that didn’t stop Summer from feeling trapped.


				A tear welled as she remembered Michelle in the rehearsal room: You never talk to anyone. You never do anything. You might as well be dead.


				Maybe Michelle was nuts, but she’d summed up Summer’s life. Tears streamed down as she rested her forehead against the cupboard over the sink and let the hot tap scald her wrists.
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				It was gone five by the time Jay and Mr Currie had carried the drums and equipment from the school van and locked them away in the music rooms. Jay sat up front with the young teacher for the ten-minute ride home.


				‘You’ve got to admit, Tristan’s not a very good drummer,’ Jay said, as the van took a slow turn out of the school car park.


				It was starting to get dark. The traffic was at a rush-hour crawl and Mr Currie had glazed eyes. He was as disappointed as any of the kids. A win would have got Brontobyte’s picture in the local paper, boosting his music department. And the two hundred and fifty-quid voucher would have replaced the tambourines and maracas that got wrecked when a supply teacher let the year tens riot.


				‘Sir?’ Jay enquired, after a long silence. ‘Anyone home?’


				‘I’ll support and advise pupils who form their own groups,’ Mr Currie answered diplomatically. ‘But I don’t get involved in band politics. And you moan about Tristan, but your little display at the end of the performance was totally unprofessional.’


				Jay looked out of the side window. ‘I acted like a dick,’ he admitted, as a cyclist nearly clipped the van’s side mirror. ‘But come on, sir. You’ve got a degree in music. Tristan is holding back the rest of our band. Alfie’s awesome, Salman plays well and has a really cool voice.’


				‘It’s not my job to tell students that they’re no good, Jay. In fact, if I did that and Mrs Jopling complained, I’d probably lose my job.’


				Jay understood that the young teacher was in a difficult position, so he tried a different tack.


				‘Supposing I talked everyone around and agreed to look for a different drummer. Are there any kids you’d recommend?’


				Mr Currie considered for a few moments before answering. ‘We’ve got a couple of decent drummers in the sixth form, but I doubt they’d want to hang out with year eights. There is one guy though. A year nine called Babatunde Okuma. He might just be the best drummer in the school.’


				‘Why haven’t I met him?’ Jay asked. ‘I mean, if anyone’s decent you usually see them around in the practice rooms.’


				‘Babatunde’s only been at Carleton Road since half-term. He doesn’t have anywhere he can play at home, so he comes down and bangs the hell out of a kit after school. I usually have to kick him out of the rehearsal rooms when I lock up.’


				Jay smiled. ‘And he’s not in a band or anything?’


				‘Not as far as I know,’ Mr Currie said. ‘His family moved down from Nottingham a couple of months back.’


				‘Maybe I’ll try catching up with him,’ Jay said. ‘Does he seem like a nice guy?’


				‘I’d say so,’ Mr Currie nodded. ‘But you’ve got to approach this carefully, Jay. Just listening to another drummer is going to cause friction. I’ve seen bands tear themselves apart over less. And you can’t keep getting yourself up in Tristan’s face like you did earlier. There won’t always be an adult who can step in and if it gets physical it’s not gonna be Tristan who gets a bloody nose, is it?’


				‘I know,’ Jay agreed, as the van parked across the end of an alleyway. ‘Although you’d be surprised how fast I can run when there’s some big guy trying to batter me.’


				‘Don’t mind if I drop you back here, do you?’ Mr Currie asked. ‘I’d rather not get mixed in the jam out on the main road.’


				‘No worries, sir,’ Jay said, cheering up as he opened the door of the battered Transit. ‘Thanks for taking us out today. I’m sorry we didn’t play better.’


				Mr Currie gave a slight smile. ‘You’ll probably learn more from today’s experience than you would have done if you’d won.’


				‘Night, sir,’ Jay shouted, after he’d grabbed his guitar and schoolbag out of the back.


				The slim thirteen-year-old only had a T-shirt on and he shivered as the van’s rear lights disappeared. The narrow alleyway stank of the giant metal bins from the council block on his right, while the opposite side was a graffitied metal fence with a bus depot beyond. Teenagers played on a paved courtyard overlooking the alley and Jay moved swiftly, because they’d spit or throw stuff if they spotted you.


				Jay’s family owned the two brick buildings at the end of the alleyway, looking out on to a busy main road. They’d been part of a Victorian terrace, the rest of which had made way for the flats.


				The ground floors were commercial. Thomas’ Fish Bar was a takeaway run by Jay’s mum, Heather. Jay lived over the shop, sharing cramped quarters with Mum, stepdad, two half-sisters and all but the oldest of his five half-brothers. The White Horse pub next door was owned and run by Jay’s auntie Rachel, who lived above with four kids, plus her eldest’s boyfriend and two grandkids.


				An automatic security lamp came on as Jay approached the cobbled yard behind the fish and chip shop. It lit up three shamefully tatty cars and a yellow Transit van with BIG LEN stencilled on the side.


				Big Len was Jay’s stepdad. He’d once been a top session musician, filling in for less talented celebrities on some of the biggest-selling records of the nineties. Now he played a Yamaha keyboard in old folks’ homes and scraped a living from bingo games hosted afterwards.


				Len had built a practice room in the cellar under the chip shop and spent hundreds of hours down there giving Jay and his family music lessons. Presently, the softly spoken giant sat on a ledge at the rear of his van, with a cigarette illuminating the gold rings on his bulky hands.


				‘All right, boy?’ Len asked, with a heavy Irish lilt. ‘How goes it?’


				‘Fourth outta nine,’ Jay said dejectedly, as he put his guitar down on the cobbles. ‘I thought you were coming down to cheer us on and meet Mr Currie.’


				Len pointed towards the back of the chip shop. ‘Had a day and a half here. Electricity blew out this morning and they’ve only just turned up to fix it. Shop’s lost a whole day’s trade and it’d be more than my life’s worth to leave your ma.’


				Jay noticed a face pressed against the van’s side window. Six-year-old Hank was Heather and Len’s son. Jay was fond of his youngest brother. He blew a raspberry and got a poked-out tongue in return.


				‘Tristan did us in,’ Jay explained, as he looked back at Len. ‘He’s crap.’


				Big Len nodded as Hank wrapped arms around his dad’s shoulders and nuzzled the grey hairs on his neck.


				‘You won’t get far without good drums,’ Len agreed. ‘Now get inside with that T-shirt. I’m cold just looking at you.’


				The back door was only locked late at night, so Jay went straight inside. Usually, he would have seen clear through the small back room into glass cabinets and crackling deep fryers. But today he was confronted by four candlelit women.


				They were his mum Heather, his auntie Rachel from the pub next door, chip shop assistant Shamim and a woman he didn’t know. Jay mumbled a quick hello before putting his foot on the staircase.


				‘Get your butt over here,’ Jay’s mum shouted. ‘Did you win?’


				Jay rested his guitar against the wall and walked reluctantly through flickering light towards the women.


				‘You look like a coven of witches,’ he joked.


				‘I’ll have you straight in the cauldron for that,’ Heather laughed, as she pointed at the stranger. ‘This here is Mags. You’ve heard me and Auntie Rachel telling stories about Mags. Ibiza with the girls, before you were born?’


				Jay’s family had run the chippy and pub for three generations, so it wasn’t unusual for old faces to drop by. He vaguely remembered Mags from a couple of stories about his mum’s schooldays and now he was annoyed that he had to stand here pretending to be interested.


				‘Good to finally meet you,’ he said brightly.


				Mags was hard to make out in the candlelight. All Jay could see was white skin and stretched lips that reminded him of the Joker.


				‘So is he one of your boys with Chainsaw Richardson?’ Mags asked. ‘He looks different from the other two I saw.’


				‘Bag o’ bones you mean,’ Heather laughed, as she grabbed Jay, pulled him close and ran her hand up his torso before giving him a big kiss on the cheek. ‘You could play that ribcage like a xylophone.’


				‘Mum,’ Jay protested, as he tried to pull away. ‘God!’


				But Heather ignored his obvious embarrassment. ‘You’re like a block of ice. Did you go to school with just that T-shirt on?’


				‘Blazer’s balled up in me bag. I did the band thing, didn’t I?’


				‘You still should have put it on to come home,’ Heather said.


				Jay smiled. ‘Of course, I’d have been warmer if I had the leather jacket you said you’d get me.’


				Heather laughed. ‘Give us a break, kid, you’re not on about that again.’ Then she looked at Mags. ‘Jay here is the odd one out. My three oldest boys and Kai, my fifth, were with Chainsaw Richardson before he went on the run. Jay’s dad is a copper.’


				Mags’ jaw dropped, as Jay tugged free of his mum’s grasp.


				‘You went out with a copper!’ Mags howled, before shrieking in mock horror.


				‘Not exactly,’ Auntie Rachel laughed. ‘Tell Mags how it happened. I guarantee you’ll wet yourself when you hear this.’


				‘Does everyone have to know my life story?’ Jay complained, as he cringed with embarrassment. ‘I get enough stick for being one of eight kids without that story getting around.’


				But Heather waved off her son’s protest. ‘Oh, stop being a princess! It wasn’t long after I married Chainsaw. He reckoned the police was following him, so he gets me to go to one of his lock-ups in a van and load it up with all these stolen laptops. What the sod didn’t tell me was that the bloody van was nicked as well.


				‘So I’m coming round the back of Hampstead. Early Sunday morning, nobody about. Suddenly this copper pulls me over. He had me bang to rights: stolen van with no tread on the front tyre, stolen laptops in the back and me with a prior conviction for handling stolen goods. I had three boys under five and I couldn’t risk having ’em all put in care.


				‘As this copper’s about to put the cuffs on me, I look at him and I see he’s younger than me. Barely twenty and a virgin if you ever saw one. So I turned on my feminine wiles and asked what I could do to make all my problems go away.’


				‘Oh my days!’ Mags shrieked. ‘That’s outrageous.’


				Jay was glad it was candlelight because nobody could see his cheeks burn.


				Heather laughed as she finished her story. ‘So I shagged this copper and nine months later, out pops little Jay.’


				‘Ta-da!’ Auntie Rachel added.


				‘What did Chainsaw say?’ Mags gasped.


				‘I was straight up with him,’ Heather said. ‘He weren’t happy, but it was his own sodding fault for putting me in a nicked van. Call me a slut if you like, but it was that or lose my kids.’


				Chip shop assistant Shamim hadn’t heard this story before and covered her face as her body shook with laughter.


				‘Do you ever see your dad?’ Mags asked Jay.


				Jay answered reluctantly. ‘One weekend a month,’ he admitted. ‘And sometimes he takes me away in the school holidays. Usually fishing, or something else boring.’


				‘He’s always been really good about paying maintenance,’ Heather said. ‘And Jay’s our little brainbox.’


				‘Well, I can read and write,’ Jay explained. ‘Which is smart compared to certain members of this family.’


				‘Meow!’ Shamim laughed.


				‘So can I go upstairs now?’ Jay asked. ‘Or have you just thought of some other way to embarrass me? Maybe the time I peed myself when you tried to take my photo alongside the guy dressed as a Cadbury’s Creme Egg?’


				‘You can go now, sugar plum,’ Heather teased. ‘Unless you want another kiss from Mummy.’


				Jay thought of his stomach before heading off. ‘What’s for tea?’


				‘Candle wax unless that electrician gets a bloody move on,’ Heather said, before giving a serious answer. ‘I don’t really know, mate. We’ll probably end up getting takeaway or something.’


				Jay grabbed his guitar and schoolbag and took it up the dark staircase to the second-floor room he shared with twelve-year-old half-brother, Kai. The room overlooked the main road, and with no electric the walls glowed blue from streetlamps and the petrol station across the street.


				After sliding his guitar under the lower bunk, Jay moved towards the window and grabbed the curtains to bring in more light. As he reached up, Kai jumped out from behind the door. Before Jay knew it he was on the ground with muscly arms crushing his chest.


				Kai had been born several months after his dad Vinny ‘Chainsaw’ Richardson got sentenced to eighteen years for his part in a brutal security van robbery. As a toddler, Kai had worked out that he was tougher than Jay and he’d never tired of the fact.


				‘Weed!’ Kai said, as he flipped Jay on his back and drove a hand into his face, mashing his head down into the carpet.


				Jay tried to break loose, but Kai was too heavy.


				‘Tell me how great I am,’ Kai said. ‘Then I might let you up.’


				‘You can’t even write your own name, you dumb shit,’ Jay said defiantly.


				This line was meant to sting: Kai had learning problems and got heaps of abuse about being thick. Kai smashed Jay in the ribs before lowering his head until the boys’ noses almost touched.


				‘I can have you any time,’ Kai said, then spat in Jay’s eye before rolling off.


				Jay felt humiliated as he sat up. ‘You’d better watch out,’ he yelled furiously. ‘One of these days I’ll stick a knife in your guts.’


				Kai laughed as he swung his beefy frame up on to the lower bunk. ‘Try it,’ he sneered. ‘See where it gets you.’


			


		


	

		

			

				


				[image: Chaptertitles.pdf]


				Summer belted out of maths class when the bell went for morning break. The weather was still miserable, with a fine mist of rain glazing her face as she hurried through the school’s main gate, trying to get out before a teacher arrived to guard it.


				You weren’t allowed off school premises at morning break, nor to use your mobile during school time. But Summer had to call the oxygen depot and figured it was better to risk a half-hour detention for going outside, than to have her phone confiscated until the end of the week.


				Summer sat at a deserted bus shelter fifty metres from the school and fished a Nokia from her backpack. The battery cover was held on with tape and the display cracked, but it still worked. She just hoped they didn’t put her on hold because she only had £2.72 credit, and no chance of finding a tenner to buy a top-up.


				After Summer had given her nan’s patient number and explained that the oxygen cylinders hadn’t arrived the day before, the woman on the other end said she’d call the delivery driver and took Summer’s number to call her back.


				As Summer waited a bus pulled up and a year eleven boy stepped off. He was lean, with shaggy black hair, and he had a white headphone cord running from the pocket of his jeans up to his ears. Cute in a geeky kind of way, she thought, and definitely a nice bum.


				Summer was still eyeing him when the ringing mobile brought her back to reality.


				It was a different woman. She sounded worn out, like she’d had similar conversations thousands of times before.


				‘I just phoned the driver for your area,’ she explained. ‘He tried delivering four oxygen cylinders yesterday afternoon, but the lift was out of order. Give us a call when the lift is fixed and he can be there in under an hour.’


				Summer sighed. ‘When the lift goes it’s usually three or four days. My nan will need a new cylinder by tonight.’


				‘We can deliver if there’s someone available to carry the cylinders upstairs.’


				‘I can barely lift one down the hallway to my nan’s bedroom,’ Summer explained. ‘Why can’t the driver carry them up?’


				‘It’s all contracted out to a private company,’ the woman explained. ‘There’s only one person in a truck, and they can only carry cylinders up a maximum of two floors. It’s health and safety rules.’


				Summer felt stressed. ‘But my nan’s a severe asthmatic. If she runs out she could die.’


				‘I understand,’ the woman said. ‘If your grandmother gets short of breath, you’ll have to call 999 and have her taken to the hospital.’


				This was obvious and unhelpful. Summer made a loud grunt.


				‘But there must be something you can do,’ she snapped. ‘It must be easier and cheaper to send over a few cylinders of oxygen than to wait for my nan to get sick, send out an ambulance and then have her in hospital for three days.’


				‘It’s all different departments,’ the woman explained.


				‘We had the ambulance in once before when the lift was out. It took forever to get my nan down the stairs. She got so upset she passed out.’


				‘I know it’s a nuisance,’ the woman said. ‘But I didn’t make the rules, did I?’


				Summer’s knuckles turned white as she clutched the phone tight with frustration. ‘Not being able to breathe is a bit more than a nuisance,’ she said angrily.


				‘Does your nan have a social worker, or health visitor?’


				‘I’m the only one who lives with her,’ Summer explained. ‘But someone comes in and does a bit of cleaning and helps my nan in the shower once a week.’


				‘All I can suggest is that you call social services and see if they can send a couple of people round to carry the cylinders upstairs.’


				The thought of this made Summer groan. It was a nightmare just getting social services to turn up regularly to give her nan a weekly shower. The chances of them having two people available at short notice were nil.


				Summer sensed that she’d run into a brick wall. ‘I’ll try and sort something out,’ she sighed, before ending the call.


				She rocked her head backwards and looked up at bits of gum stuck to the corrugated roof of the bus shelter. She felt like screaming, throwing her phone, or kicking something, but that wasn’t Summer’s style.


				She had no idea what to do now, except cross her fingers and hope the lifts were working when she got home at lunch-time.


				A teacher would guard the school gate until break ended, so Summer waited, shivering from the cold and listening to the shouts of boys playing football inside the school grounds. She was starving, but the canteen would be closed by the time she got inside and the cafés and takeaways nearby were too expensive.


				After the school bell, Summer gave it a minute for the teacher on the gate to clear off before walking back. She made it less than ten metres before Mr Obernackle yelled her name. Her head of year was crossing the street, holding a paper bag from the bakery on the corner.


				‘Well, well. Look who it isn’t!’ Obernackle cackled, delighted to have caught a pupil redhanded.


				Summer hated Obernackle’s rusty-gate voice and the way he was completely up himself. Every word and gesture oozed smugness and nothing you said could change the opinions he formed before you opened your mouth.


				‘It’s time for serious discussions,’ he said gravely, as he marched Summer up the ramp and through school reception.


				Keys jangled as Obernackle unlocked his tiny office and threw the baker’s bag on the table.


				‘Sit,’ he said, sounding like he was instructing a dog. ‘Your parents will have to be brought into school, but I have more important things than you to deal with. You’ll have to wait.’


				Obernackle’s theatrics ended with a slam of the office door and his shoes clacking self-importantly down the hallway. The waiting was designed to intimidate, but looking after her nan had left Summer with a total lack of respect for adults on power trips.


				She glanced around the office, wondering what she was missing in French class. There wasn’t much to see and her eyes came back towards the desk top and the paper bag from the baker’s. It had turned clear with grease, revealing outlines of two donuts. One was pink-iced, the other lemon-iced with sprinkles. It seemed like a curiously feminine snack for the strutting Mr Obernackle.


				Summer thought about spitting on the donuts, or attaching a bogey to give herself some juvenile satisfaction, but she was starving and as Obernackle already had it in for her, she couldn’t see what extra harm it would do if she actually did something bad.


				Summer swelled with mischievous pride as she pulled out the lemon donut. Sprinkles tumbled down her shirt as she tore out a huge bite. She’d never eaten from the baker’s on the corner and found it surprisingly good. The dough was fluffy, with crisp sugary icing and a citrus bite from lemon curd inside.


				As Summer ate, she calculated that the donut would save her £1.60 on lunch. If she could scrimp another couple of pounds from somewhere she’d be able to buy the phone top-up she desperately needed once her nan’s benefit payment cleared.


				Obernackle hadn’t returned when Summer polished off the lemon donut, so she scoffed the pink one as well. She considered hiding the bag so that Obernackle would think he’d mislaid the donuts. But she wanted to make it clear that she wasn’t intimidated, so she screwed the bag into a ball and left it in the middle of the desk with a multicoloured trail of sprinkles all around it.


				‘Right, let’s deal with you then,’ Obernackle said, trying his hardest to make Summer feel like an unimportant speck as he came back into the office.


				His essential business had apparently been a quick staffroom gossip and a mug of filter coffee. He reached for the donuts as he sat down and his eyes shot open like a hot poker had been rammed up his butt.


				‘I see,’ he hissed, as his body shuddered and his pointing finger wagged.


				Obernackle’s eyes darted in several directions as he sought a decision. Eventually he picked his telephone off the desk top and slammed it dramatically in front of Summer.


				‘Call your parents,’ he demanded. ‘I want to see them here at school today.’


				Summer eyeballed Mr Obernackle, smiled slightly and spoke with a calm voice which she knew would annoy him. ‘You can’t.’


				‘Young lady, I can and I will.’


				‘I have no idea who my father is,’ Summer explained. ‘For my mum you could try the prison service, or ringing round a few rehab centres, but the last we heard she was living rough in London, sticking needles in her arm at every opportunity.’


				‘Then you have a carer,’ Obernackle shouted, as he grabbed Summer’s file, which was still on his desk from the night before. He found a mobile number and violently stabbed out the digits. ‘Let’s see, shall we?’ he grinned.


				Summer tried not to smirk as she pulled the ringing Nokia from her pocket. ‘Hello?’ she said. ‘Who’s that?’


				Obernackle slammed down the receiver and pointed at Summer. ‘Well, who do you live with?’


				‘I live with my nan. She has severe asthma and any kind of stress can lead to a bad attack. I’d rather you kept her out of this, but if you insist, you’ll have to wait until the lift at our flats is fixed. Then you can call dial-a-ride and arrange for her to be picked up. They’ll fit you in at some point during the week after next. But she needs oxygen with her at all times, so you’ll also have to call a completely separate number and arrange for social services to deliver a portable oxygen supply and an escort to carry it. I’d love to do all that myself, but I’ve only got two pounds’ credit on my phone and I might need that if there’s an emergency.’


				Mr Obernackle expected kids to be in awe of him. He had his straighten up and fly right speech all ready to rip but his lips made a stunned O as Summer’s voice changed from calm to a tone of mild disgust.


				‘I’ve been here nearly three years,’ she stated robustly. ‘I’m always on time. I’ve only ever missed a couple of days when my nan was sick. I always hand in my homework and I’m not smart, but I try hard. I’m in the top three or four in my class on every exam.


				‘I got the giggles in class yesterday. I followed Michelle because I’d never been in trouble before and didn’t know where the referral classroom was. I went out of school at breaktime because I had to make an urgent phone call to have oxygen cylinders delivered to my nan. If you don’t believe that, you’re welcome to redial the last number in my phone’s memory. I ate your donuts because I was hungry, and because you’re a silly little man who isn’t nearly as clever or powerful as he likes to think he is.’


				Summer stood up and finally raised her voice: ‘If you don’t like what I’m saying, then suspend me, or expel me or do whatever you like, because I’ve tried my hardest, but I don’t give a damn about you or this stupid school anymore.’


				‘Now hold on,’ Obernackle said, with a tremor in his voice.


				He’d already spoken to a couple of Summer’s teachers, one of whom had mentioned something about her grandmother. They didn’t have a bad word to say about her and the head of year would look very bad if it got around the school that he’d come down hard on a good pupil with a difficult home life.


				‘Summer, perhaps we’ve got off on the wrong foot . . . I think we need . . . I mean . . . I wasn’t aware of your personal difficulties. I think I should speak with your form tutor and the school counsellor and sort out some kind of plan—’


				‘Do whatever you like,’ Summer interrupted, as she waved her hand dismissively. ‘I’ve got to go. I have much more important problems to deal with than you.’
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				Yellowcote boarding school, near Edinburgh


				Dylan Wilton glanced at his watch, before peeking out of his minuscule bathroom to make sure nobody was around. He was fourteen and handsome, with tangled bleached hair and a stud in one ear. His uniform was deeply traditional, with red piping down his trousers and waistcoat buttons straining over a flabby waist.


				It was just past noon as he stopped hiding in his shower and moved cautiously into his bedroom. The space was originally a dormitory, where shivering boys slept under rough blankets, in between Latin prep and thrashings with a leather tawse. Fortunately, modern-day parents didn’t hold with that sort of thing and the dorms had been partitioned into individual rooms, with each pod sharing half of a metal-framed window.


				Dylan’s narrow space had room for a wardrobe and a raised bunk, with a desk and chair beneath. Posters were allowed on the cork-lined wall opposite. He’d pinned up hundreds of postcards and flyers for rock bands, but pride of place went to a poster of the Mona Lisa smoking a huge joint, on which some anonymous wag had written Dylan is a cock face.


				He sneaked a quick glance out at the playing fields. Little boys were setting out cricket stumps on the all-weather pitch, lads his own age lined up with curling breath, ready for a punishing afternoon running through mud, jumping gates and crossing streams.


				The thought of all this suffering made Dylan feel deliciously warm as he sat on his deskside chair and unlaced his shoes. An amber flash passed by in the hallway, before skidding on socked feet and turning back. Dylan had been stupid to leave the door open, and the bandy-legged kid poked his head curiously inside.


				He was called Ed and wore Yellowcote’s wasp-striped PE kit, with football boots swinging from the laces clutched in his hand. Ed was the sort of kid who tried hard and grinned all the time, even though some of the tougher lads amused themselves by dangling him over banisters or chucking his books in the urinals.


				‘How come you’re still here?’ Ed asked. ‘You’re not even changed yet!’


				‘I have music, don’t I?’ Dylan explained, as he stretched into a lazy yawn. ‘I expect I’ll cruise down to the practice studios in a momento.’


				‘You’re so lucky,’ Ed complained. ‘I’m gonna freeze my nuts off out there. We’re not even allowed tracksuit bottoms. By the way, thanks for putting that Black Flag stuff on my iPod. You were right, it’s fricking awesome.’


				‘Told you,’ Dylan smiled. ‘Ten times better than all that twangy indie rubbish everyone round here raves about.’


				‘I’d better run. Last thing I need is a games master on my back and I’m already late.’


				As Ed belted down the corridor, Dylan shut his door and opened his wardrobe. There was no lock on the room door or his wardrobe, so he kept his most illicit possessions in the ripped lining of an army surplus jacket.


				The first thing he touched was a memory key loaded with all kinds of naughtiness banned by Yellowcote’s internet filters, but he pushed deeper into the lining, slid out a small tin and flung it up on to the bed. He checked that his iPhone was already up there, before throwing off his tie, belt and waistcoat and climbing up.


				Dylan was almost as tall as the bed and his sweaty grey socks left damp smears on the side of his wardrobe as he reached behind his head and opened the window. The metal lid flexed as it popped off the rectangular tin, revealing a lighter, cigarette papers and a compressed brick of strong Indian tobacco that he’d stolen from his stepmum.


				He lifted everything out, hoping to find a remnant of marijuana resin, but he’d smoked the last piece the previous week and wouldn’t get his hands on any more until the holidays.


				Dylan sniffed inside the tin. He hated the dusty synthetic taste of regular cigarettes, but loved the exotic pipe tobacco and craved the first hit of smoke as he laid a Rizla paper on the window ledge and sprinkled it with curly brown tobacco strands. Once it was evenly spread, he licked the gummed edge, rolled, lit up and drew a long, smoky puff.


				This first hit was the pinnacle of cigarette smoking: the heat in his lungs and the first blast of nicotine. The wrongness made it even better. Yellowcote was a hotbed of hard work, Christian charity, rigorous competition and people trying their best. Dylan hated all of those things.


				He was proud to be a bum. Screw healthy living, exam results and school spirit. Each puff felt like a big up yours to all the boys running ten kilometres and coming back with cow manure spattered up their legs. Who gives a shit about diseased lungs and heart attacks in some distant future?


				Dylan held the burning cigarette end out of the window, keeping close to the ledge so that he couldn’t be seen from below and trying to understand why it was so hard to blow smoke rings. Maybe he could get instructions off YouTube.


				When his smoke was finished he planned to listen to something heavy on his iPhone, or maybe just curl up for a snooze.


				Down on the all-weather pitch, a boy of about nine held a cricket bat all wrong. He looked worried as the ball flew at him and his white-trousered team-mates screamed abuse at his hopeless swing. Dylan felt sorry for the little guy as he took another puff of smoke and for some reason remembered a really hot girl he’d seen outside Harrods when he went shopping in London with his dad.


				Then his door clicked. Shit!


				Dylan flicked the last third of his cigarette, sending it pirouetting down the outside of the building as he rolled on his back to see how bad the situation was.


				‘Wilton,’ a man shouted, as Dylan recoiled with shock. ‘Get off that bed, you lazy turd.’


				Dylan’s worst nightmare was a huge man with muddy tracksuit bottoms tucked into striped socks. He had a pulped nose and a South Africa rugby shirt to go with his South African accent. He was Yellowcote’s head rugby coach and he went by the name of Piet Jurgens.


				Dylan’s tobacco tin clattered as he shuffled to the side of his bed and jumped down. Had someone grassed him up? Had Ed grassed him up? The only sure thing was that his heart was thumping and his peaceful afternoon had just gone down the shitter.


				‘Can I smell smoke in here?’ Jurgens shouted. ‘In fact I’m not asking, I know I can smell smoke in here.’


				‘I can’t smell anything, sir.’


				‘Then why is there a packet of cigarette papers on the floor?’ Jurgens asked.


				The distinctive turquoise Rizla packet had dropped to the floor when Dylan climbed down, and now he felt mega-screwed.


				‘Must have brought them in stuck to the bottom of my shoe,’ he suggested hopefully.


				Jurgens smiled as he closed in, his massive stubbly neck level with Dylan’s eyeballs. ‘My head has been bashed about over the years, but do I really look that stupid?’


				‘No, sir,’ Dylan admitted, before coughing some tobacco-tasting spit into his mouth.


				‘It’s a filthy habit. You’re lucky they don’t let me knock sense into you, because I’d smack your silly head from one end of this building to the other. That stuff killed my mother and grandmother. It will kill you too, understand?’


				‘Yes, sir,’ Dylan said. He felt like a pussy doing yes sir, no sir, but nobody gave Mr Jurgens lip.


				‘Now, I want a straight answer. Where is your lazy butt supposed to be right now?’


				‘Music practice, sir.’


				‘Bull and shit, bull and shit!’ Jurgens shouted, as he jabbed a finger into Dylan’s chest, pushing him back against the bed. ‘Miss Hudson told me you’ve been removed from the school orchestra because you were messing about in practice. What have you been doing for the last couple of Tuesday and Thursday afternoons?’


				‘I didn’t have music so I stayed up here in my room.’


				‘Is that what you’re supposed to do?’


				‘Isn’t it, sir?’


				Jurgens reared up. ‘Don’t play games with me, boy. You know as well as I do, if you don’t have a special activity such as music, art or drama you come down to the playing fields with everyone else.’


				‘Oh,’ Dylan said. ‘Nobody told me that.’


				‘Well you’re told now, so get into your kit. I’m running an elite training squad for year nine rugby, and you’ve just joined it.’


				Dylan gulped. When he’d first arrived at Yellowcote he’d been ten years old and eager to please. He didn’t like rugby and if he’d known better, he’d have dropped every rugby ball and missed every tackle. Instead he’d dug in, tried hard and showed a remarkable talent for a game he couldn’t stand.


				‘Sir, I haven’t played rugby since year seven, except a few knockabouts in games lessons. I’ll be hopeless. I’ve got a fat belly. I smoke all the time.’


				‘I’ve knocked worse than you into shape,’ Jurgens said, as he broke into a confident smile. ‘I still remember that cup game you played in year six. You were beautiful, man. You would have been player of the season if you’d shown more enthusiasm in training.’


				The main thing Dylan remembered about the cup game was bruised ribs and a trip to the school nurse to get mud syringed out of a clogged ear.


				‘Dylan, you’ve got fast feet, good ball control and you used to read the game better than anyone your age had any right to. I was bloody gutted when you joined the orchestra.’


				‘I thought all the rugby tournaments start after summer holidays,’ Dylan said.


				‘Tournaments, yes. But my elite squads train year round. When you lot start year ten I’ll have you sharp and ready to play the best rugby of your lives.’


				‘I’ve got exams next year, that’s going to be a lot of work,’ Dylan said, trying to keep the desperation out of his voice. ‘And I’d be keeping someone who wants to play out of the squad. That’s not fair if you ask me.’


				‘I’m not bloody asking you,’ Jurgens boomed, making Dylan’s stomach somersault as the South African’s spit pelted his face. ‘Your parents pay big money to send you to this school. All pupils are expected to partake fully in extra-curricular activities. You will train hard for the rugby squad and play to the best of your ability. If you slack off or muck about you’ll make an enemy of me. Do you want to make an enemy of me, Mr Wilton?’


				‘No, sir,’ Dylan said meekly, as he remembered Jurgens’ shattering year seven rugby training sessions.


				‘You’ve got five minutes to change. Meet me downstairs on practice pitch C. Leave your cigarettes and bad attitude here. You’re a rugby player now, my lad.’
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				Summer didn’t slam Mr Obernackle’s door, but she banged it with a certain authority, making clear that it wouldn’t be worth coming after her. She’d enjoyed putting Obernackle in his place, but there might still be consequences and she didn’t want anything to happen that would stress her nan.


				She’d missed two thirds of French class and wasn’t in the right frame of mind to ask the time of the next train to Le Havre or the price of chocolate ice cream. Summer needed to get home and see if the lifts were fixed, so she headed straight towards the school gates. Breaking another rule by missing fifteen minutes of class hardly seemed to matter at this point.


				To Summer’s surprise Michelle Wei was hiding in the doorway of the girls’ toilets. She was out of uniform, in ripped jeans and a bright green puffa jacket.


				‘I looked all over for you,’ Michelle said, as she stepped in front of Summer.


				‘I thought you got suspended,’ Summer said, as she carried on walking.


				Michelle pointed. ‘Yeah, but I live just across the street.’


				‘How come you never get expelled?’ Summer asked bluntly. She wouldn’t normally have risked setting Michelle off by speaking like that, but she was pumped after her confrontation with the head of year.


				‘S-E-N,’ Michelle explained. ‘Special Educational Needs. The shrink says my hilarious antics are caused by attention deficit disorder and boredom caused by my exceptionally high IQ. They can no more expel me for calling Mr Gubta a moose than they can expel a kid in a wheelchair for not doing PE, or a kid with dyslexia for writing slowly.’


				‘So we’re stuck with you,’ Summer said, half smiling as she pushed through a door and headed outside on to the ramp.


				‘I want to talk to you about Industrial Scale Slaughter,’ Michelle said.


				Summer was walking really fast, and because Michelle was titchy she had to do a little skip every fifth or sixth step to keep up.


				‘You what?’ Summer asked.


				‘That’s the name of our band.’


				Summer held up her hands and groaned. ‘I can’t sing in any band. There’s nothing to talk about.’


				‘Hear me out, fluffykins. I know I was pushy yesterday and I landed you in doo-doo. I apologise, OK? But we’ve auditioned about twenty singers. There’s nobody else half as good as you. What have you got to lose? What are you so afraid of?’


				‘I didn’t say no,’ Summer said irritably, as they reached the school exit. ‘I said can’t, as in not possible. My nan is sick. I have to look after her. I have to go home right now, because the lifts in my flats are dead. If they aren’t fixed by this afternoon my nan can’t get her oxygen delivered. And when that happens, I’m completely and utterly screwed.’


				‘Oxygen’s a gas. Gas is light. Why can’t you carry it up the stairs?’


				Summer sighed. ‘It comes in beefy metal cylinders, more than a metre tall. I’m on the fourth floor. It takes two blokes to carry them up the stairs and the delivery drivers won’t do it.’


				Michelle pointed at herself then at Summer, and counted. ‘One, two. There’s two of us. I’ve got nothing else to do. Let’s roll.’


				Summer shook her head. ‘I can just about shift a cylinder from the hallway to my nan’s bedroom, but stairs are really tough and neither of us are exactly butch.’


				‘My sister’s butch,’ Michelle said. ‘Lucy pumps weights so that she can hit the drums harder. She’s also got loads of boyfriends. I mean, what’s the world coming to if two pretty girls can’t get dumb boys to carry shit for them?’


				‘That’s my bus,’ Summer gasped, as she cut into the traffic and broke into a run on the opposite pavement, waving her arms for the driver to stop. The driver scowled as she fumbled for change, but Michelle reached around and put coins in the tray by the ticket machine.


				‘Two seventies, please.’


				Summer clutched at a yellow pole as the driver hit the gas. She sat up the back and Michelle joined her.


				‘I’ll make you a deal,’ Michelle said, as she squeezed her mobile out of her jeans. ‘I’ll rustle up some people to carry the oxygen up the stairs if you come and jam at my place after school.’


				Summer was relieved to have a route out of the oxygen crisis and lit up with a rare smile. ‘That’s fair,’ she said. ‘But one rehearsal, that’s all.’


				*


				The year nine rugby squad was doing passing drills as Dylan came off the paved path between pitches. He’d dug an old gumshield out of his desk drawer, but his compression shorts were too small and he’d thrown out his headgear.


				‘Two-lap warm-up,’ Jurgens ordered.


				Some of the other squad members eyed the new arrival as Dylan set off at jogging pace. The two-hour training session was thirty minutes old and the squad was plastered in mud. Dylan had played with about half of them in year seven, but the rest had joined from different prep schools in year nine. They all looked tough and it wasn’t just the wind that sent a chill down his back.


				‘Run, Wilton, you lazy piss streak,’ Jurgens shouted, as Dylan puffed his way into a second lap. ‘I’ve seen year fours move faster than that.’


				To emphasise his point, the big South African snatched a rugby ball and rifled it more than twenty metres through the air, hitting Dylan between the shoulder blades. The rest of the squad cheered as Dylan stumbled forwards, but he just managed to stay on his feet.


				By the end of the second lap, Dylan was gasping for breath and his toes were hurting. If he survived this nightmare, the first thing he’d do when he got cleaned up was go to the school shop and buy every piece of protective gear he could lay his hands on.


				‘Line up, my boys,’ Jurgens shouted, as the twenty-five-strong squad jogged back from their passing exercises, breathing deep with slippery balls tucked under arms. ‘Not you, Dylan, you step up here with me.’


				So Dylan faced off his new team-mates, gasping for air, with hands resting on his knees.


				‘This boy has talent,’ Jurgens told the others, as he pulled Dylan’s Indian loose-leaf tobacco out of his tracksuit pocket and tore away the foil in which it was wrapped. ‘Those of you who played with him in prep school will remember that.’


				Dylan was appalled as Jurgens sprinkled his tobacco over the grass, then squelched it all under the studs of his size thirteen.


				‘But Dylan is a delicate chap who’d rather be flower arranging or learning contemporary dance,’ Jurgens continued, with a sneer. ‘He tells me that he doesn’t want to play rugby, because you’re all a bunch of thick idiots.’


				The lads all hissed and shook their heads as Jurgens broke into a wry smile. Dylan was really shitting himself now, but he laughed along, hoping his new team-mates understood that it was a joke.


				‘So I want you all to be extra gentle with our delicate flower, OK?’


				The lads all roared, ‘Yes, boss!’


				Fists pounded into palms and boots stomped in the mud. Dylan was starting to wonder if Jurgens wanted to train him up to get back on the squad, or just wanted to make him suffer for having the temerity to quit his team two years earlier.


				‘Tackle drills, one on one,’ Jurgens shouted. ‘McGregor, you start out with Wilton.’ He then turned towards Dylan and spoke more quietly. ‘I take it you remember how a one-on-one works?’


				‘Yes, sir.’


				‘You call me boss out here on the field.’


				Dylan nodded slightly. ‘Yes, boss.’


				The squad paired off at ten-metre intervals on opposite sides of the pitch. One-on-one was a tough but simple drill. Two boys stood on opposite sides of the pitch. The carrier had to get the ball to the opposite side, while the other boy tried to tackle him. After each successful tackle, the ball carrier stood up, while the tackling player retreated to the touchline for another attack.


				‘Hey,’ Dylan said, trying to befriend McGregor, as they found a space near the far post. ‘You know what Jurgens said about me was bull, right?’


				McGregor had his gumshield in and just grunted. Dylan found it reassuring that his red-haired partner was one of the smallest on the squad, but he had massive arms and thighs.


				Dylan picked a ball out of the mud on his way to the touchline. In one-on-one the first carry was your best chance to run the ball straight to the other side, because the distance between players was greatest and you could build up more speed.


				When all the pairs were lined up, Jurgens moved to the halfway line and blasted his whistle. Dylan charged forwards, doing his best despite his toes hurting and a shortness of breath after the laps.


				He glanced right, seeing the other boys from his side of the pitch powering ahead of him. McGregor closed in at unbelievable speed, his gumshield on display and eyes shut down to mean little slits.


				When they were ten metres apart, Dylan faked left, but McGregor wasn’t fooled. McGregor’s tackle was high. His arms crushed Dylan’s stomach making the ball pop loose. Somehow, McGregor pulled off an extra trick, violently jerking Dylan’s torso to one side and lifting both feet high off the ground. Pain ripped up Dylan’s right side as he slammed down hard on his back. His cheek spattered a brown puddle and the water sprayed up, filling his right eye and splashing into his mouth.


				‘Oh god,’ Dylan moaned, struggling for breath as he looked up at the sky with one eye, while rubbing the muck out of the other. He’d suffered a few hard tackles in his time, but this was unbelievable.


				McGregor laughed as he gave Dylan a hand up. ‘Felt that one, did you?’
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				Michelle’s big sister Lucy and a year eleven called Jack dropped the last oxygen cylinder in the narrow hallway of Summer’s flat.


				‘Beats any gym workout,’ Lucy gasped, as she wiped her brow on the sleeve of her school blazer.


				Summer came out of the kitchen holding two plastic beakers. ‘Sorry it’s only squash,’ she said. ‘Thank you so much. You’ve no idea how stressed I was getting.’


				‘Happy to help,’ Lucy said, before downing one of the juices in three gulps. ‘I’ve driven past these flats loads of times. Always wondered what they’d be like inside.’


				‘It’s cosy,’ Jack said. He’d uncomplainingly carried two oxygen cylinders up four floors and kept agreeing with everything Lucy said. His intentions wouldn’t have been plainer if he’d Biroed I’m desperate to get inside Lucy’s pants across his forehead.


				Summer glanced at her watch. ‘I guess we’d better get moving.’


				School lunch break was almost over, but as long as the bus turned up they’d only be a couple of minutes late for afternoon registration.


				‘Mind if I wash my hands first?’ Jack asked, as he looked at paws blackened with whatever gets stuck to the bottom of an oxygen cylinder.


				‘In there,’ Summer said, before opening the door directly behind her.


				The doorbell rang as Jack latched the bathroom door.


				‘That’s weird,’ Summer said, moving towards the hall. ‘You don’t get a lot of callers up here.’


				‘Pizza,’ Michelle explained, as she squeezed past Lucy and opened the front door. ‘I ordered while Lucy and her love-slave carried the last bottle up.’


				Summer gawped as she saw the delivery rider holding two pizza boxes, plus sides and a bottle of Fanta. She felt obliged to pay after Lucy, Michelle and Jack had helped out, but there was less than a tenner in the house.


				‘Put this towards some lotion for your zits,’ Michelle told the delivery rider, tipping him a pound before booting the front door shut.


				‘Do you need money?’ Summer asked warily.


				‘Nah,’ Michelle laughed. ‘I used the Dominos app on Lucy’s phone.’


				Lucy’s eyebrows shot up. ‘You mean this lot came off my debit card?’


				‘You’re the one who wants a singer,’ Michelle said, as everyone followed the smell of pizza into the living room.


				‘How long have you known my phone PIN?’ Lucy asked sourly.


				‘1394,’ Michelle explained. ‘Justin Bieber’s date of birth.’


				Jack came back in, wiping wet hands on his trousers. ‘I didn’t know you liked Justin Bieber, Lucy. I love Justin Bieber.’


				Michelle started howling with laughter as Lucy stared at Jack like he’d just landed from outer space.


				‘When I was eleven,’ Lucy explained. ‘I’ve just always used the same PIN for my mobile.’


				Jack nodded frantically. ‘I know, I’m joking . . . Obviously.’


				‘Ob-veeeee-ously,’ Michelle repeated.


				Lucy waited until Michelle put the pizza boxes on the coffee table before yanking her back by the collar of her puffa jacket and growling in her ear. ‘You’re paying me back.’


				‘I found us a singer, didn’t I?’ Michelle replied.


				‘This smells lovely,’ Eileen said, cracking a big smile as Summer came in with a stack of plates. ‘It’s so nice to see Summer’s friends.’


				‘What would you like, Mrs Smith?’ Lucy asked, as she popped open the pizza boxes. ‘Full House or . . . This one looks like Hawaiian.’


				Summer had made another trip to the kitchen, returning with a stack of mugs hooked over her fingers. ‘All out of glasses, I’m afraid.’


				She smiled as her nan bit eagerly into a triangle of Full House. Jack settled in an armchair and the Wei sisters squatted on the floor around the coffee table. The room wasn’t very big and Summer had to inch around Jack’s sprawling legs to get to the table, but she was used to it just being her and her nan and liked having the flat filled with noise.


				‘This is fancy,’ Eileen chuckled, as a strand of hot cheese dangled from her glasses. ‘We’ve never had pizza delivered before.’


				Jack looked surprised. ‘Not ever?’


				Summer was already embarrassed about the small and grotty flat and her nan’s line about the pizza made her feel even more like a charity case.


				‘It’s a bit pricy,’ Summer explained.


				One of the side orders was chocolate brownie squares, and Michelle theatrically dipped one of them in the chilli sauce that came with the potato wedges.


				‘Gross!’ Jack protested.


				‘Ignore her,’ Lucy said firmly. ‘She just does it to get attention.’


				Eileen spoke, as Michelle poked her brownie-smeared tongue at her sister. ‘It’ll be nice for Summer to sing in a band. I heard she was very good in Evita.’


				‘Didn’t you see it?’ Lucy asked.


				‘It’s rough round here after dark,’ Eileen explained. ‘And if the lift breaks, I’m stuck out of doors for the night.’


				‘Everyone says I was good,’ Summer admitted. ‘But I was so nervous. We did three performances and all I can remember about them is leaning over the toilet spewing.’


				Jack spoke with his mouth full. ‘Me mum works for the housing office. You should be able to get a place on the ground floor.’


				‘We’re on the waiting list,’ Summer said. ‘Supposedly near the top, but they said the same thing two years ago.’


				‘This flat is so authentic,’ Michelle laughed. ‘I feel like I’m in one of those Channel Four documentaries about poor people.’


				Lucy tutted and gave her sister a kick under the table. Summer understood that Michelle said things just for the hell of it, but she was embarrassed enough without being reminded.


				‘So what sort of tunes does your group play?’ Eileen asked, at which point Summer realised that she didn’t have a clue herself.


				‘Thrash metal,’ Lucy said cheerfully.


				‘What’s thrash, exactly?’ Eileen asked.


				‘It’s like heavy metal, only louder and faster,’ Lucy explained. ‘Have you ever heard any Metallica, or Slayer?’


				Eileen laughed. ‘I’m more of a Cliff Richard and David Essex girl myself.’


				‘We made a three-track demo,’ Lucy told Summer. ‘If you add me on Facebook I’ll message them over and you can put them on your iPod.’


				‘Err,’ Summer said, embarrassed that she didn’t have an iPod or a computer to use Facebook.


				‘Our band’s original name was Alien Rape Machine,’ Michelle explained. ‘But we got our dad to drive us to this battle of the bands thing and the name freaked him out, so we changed to Industrial Scale Slaughter.’


				‘I went down to watch them,’ Jack said, as he licked his fingers. ‘They’re a good band. Finished runner-up. You should enter more battles. Or try getting some gigs.’


				‘You can’t do gigs without a singer, divvy,’ Lucy said. ‘We would have if Grainne hadn’t gone back to Ireland.’


				‘Now we’ve got Summer we should go online and look up any competitions or showcases that are going on,’ Michelle said.


				‘I haven’t even done one rehearsal yet,’ Summer gawped. ‘You’ve all been really nice and I’ll keep my promise to rehearse with you, but let’s see how it works out, yeah?’


				Lucy scowled at Michelle. ‘Don’t pressure her.’


				‘Can I take the last piece of Hawaiian?’ Jack asked.


				‘If you don’t ask you don’t get,’ Michelle said. ‘If I hadn’t been a pain in Summer’s butt we never would have got this far.’


				‘I certainly hope it all works out,’ Eileen said. ‘Summer spends too much time here fussing over me. It’s not that I don’t appreciate all that she does, but she needs her own life too.’


				Summer was relieved to hear her nan speak like that. She liked the idea of having something in her life away from school and the dreary flat, but it also scared her. The Wei sisters and their band mate Coco came from posh backgrounds and already knew each other well. Would someone like her ever fit in with them?
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				There were photos of Salman, Tristan and Jay making sandcastles on Southend beach aged four. They’d stayed friends from nursery up to year eight, despite rowing over everything from the Playmobil pirate ships to PC death matches.


				The trio had done a routine Thursday of double games, art, lunch, maths and finally combined science. They were supposed to do an experiment to measure the boiling point of different liquids, but the class went a bit nuts, two beakers got smashed and Mrs Voolt made everyone put their equipment away and copy her results off the blackboard. Then she kept the class back for ten minutes after the day ended, sitting in silence with arms folded.


				‘I hate that old bag,’ Tristan moaned, as the class filed out. ‘You guys wanna go to mine and play Xbox?’


				The late finish meant that the corridors were deserted.


				‘I’ll come round,’ Salman said. ‘But only for an hour or so. I’ve got a load of work from the lessons we missed yesterday.’


				‘Making us catch up is taking the piss,’ Tristan said. ‘If none of us do it I bet the teachers won’t even remember.’


				Jay tutted, as the three boys walked slowly down the hall. ‘If we don’t catch up we’ll never be allowed time off to enter another competition.’


				‘Competition was totally fixed anyway,’ Tristan said. ‘So are you coming round for Xbox or not?’


				Jay shook his head. ‘I wanna pop upstairs and see if I can talk to Mrs Hinde about that mural project.’


				Salman laughed. ‘You’re not seriously gonna get involved in painting the school, are you? It’s so lame.’


				‘Completely bent,’ Tristan agreed. ‘You’re not even any good at art. She’s just scraping the barrel because nobody wants to do it.’


				‘I just want to find out a bit more,’ Jay said. ‘I’ll see you guys tomorrow.’


				‘How long will you be?’ Salman asked. ‘We can wait if it’s only a few minutes.’


				‘I don’t fancy Xbox, anyway,’ Jay said, as he raised one arm and made out like he was sniffing his armpit. ‘I wanna get home and take a shower. I stink from games and I’ve got about ten hours’ homework backed up.’


				‘Sod you then, misery guts,’ Tristan said.


				Jay went upstairs towards the art studios. He had no intention of painting any murals and gave it two minutes for Salman and Tristan to clear off before doubling back towards the music block. The quickest route was across the playground, but his mates might have stopped to chat or something, so he took an indirect route through the core of the school.


				He felt guilty about lying to his two best mates. Deep in thought, Jay ignored a couple of distant shouts and turned a corner into a group of psycho year tens. Two rough girls and a fat kid looked on as a pair of toughs held a mouthy year eight called Wallace against the wall. His face was bright red after being smacked around and he was fighting back tears.


				‘You speak to her like that again . . .’ one of the bullies warned, as he bent Wallace’s fingers back. Then he grabbed Wallace’s head and showed it to one of the girls. ‘Mel, you wanna come over and give him a slap?’


				Jay froze, knowing he’d landed right in it. He couldn’t carry on walking because the yobs were blocking the corridor. He’d become a target if he stood and gawped, but if he turned back they might think he was heading off to get help.


				‘What you staring at?’ the fat kid hissed, as he lumbered towards Jay.


				Mel slapped Wallace hard across the face, then the bully brought his knee up into his guts and let him crash to the floor with a big ooof sound.


				Jay thought fast. He’d outrun the fat kid, but not the other two. And for guys like them, running off was proof of guilt. Jay didn’t rate his chances, but his mouth was his best shot at a pain-free escape.


				‘I asked what you’re staring at!’ Fatty shouted.


				Jay pointed to a door at the end of the hallway and tried to sound cool as Wallace snivelled. ‘Just heading for the music rooms, mate.’


				‘Do you know that prick?’ Fatty asked, pointing at Wallace as the thugs unzipped their victim’s pack and tipped all his stuff out.


				‘We’re both year eight, but I don’t know him,’ Jay said, as the fatty got so close that he could smell hair gel and bad breath.


				‘Got any money?’ Fatty asked.


				A hand shot upwards, grabbing Jay’s tie and shoving him against the wall.


				‘I’ve got thirty p,’ Jay said. ‘Just take it, I won’t say anything, I swear.’


				‘You think I want thirty pence?’ Fatty sneered, as he lifted Jay off the ground. ‘Are you saying I’m poor?’


				‘No offence,’ Jay squirmed, as he looked desperately up and down the corridor.


				The two thugs were heading his way, as Wallace scuttled about picking his books and PE kit off the floor. There were no staff around and Jay had lowered his expectations: the best outcome now looked like a couple of slaps and a warning to keep his mouth shut. The worst didn’t bear thinking about.


				‘What do you reckon?’ Fatty asked the other lads.


				‘Come on, guys,’ Jay begged. ‘What good’s this gonna do?’


				The girl who wasn’t Mel enjoyed watching Jay squirm. ‘Listen to his voice,’ she cackled. ‘He’s wetting himself.’


				‘My dick weighs more than this streak of piss,’ Fatty laughed.


				Mel turned towards Jay. ‘I’ve seen you serving in the chip shop by our flats, ain’t I?’


				‘Yeah,’ Jay croaked, as his entire bodyweight hung painfully from his tie.


				‘You what?’ one of the thugs said urgently, as he gave Fatty a shove. ‘Shit!’


				‘Paul, let him go,’ the other one gasped.


				Jay’s feet touched down and he coughed to clear his throat as Fatty stumbled away.


				‘What you shoving me for?’ Fatty demanded.


				The thugs ignored him as they looked warily at Jay.


				‘You’re Adam and Theo’s brother, ain’t you?’ one asked.


				Now Fatty understood and he sounded stressed. ‘Theo Richardson?’


				‘Is he the one who got expelled for sticking that guy’s head through a window?’ Mel asked.


				The two bullies and the fat guy now surrounded Jay, but instead of being scary they couldn’t have been more eager to please.


				‘Sorry, little man,’ Fatty said, as he patted Jay’s shoulder. ‘No disrespect. I didn’t know who you were.’


				‘We’d really appreciate it if this misunderstanding didn’t get back to Theo,’ one of the bullies grovelled.


				Jay tried not to smile as he straightened his shirt and tie. His older brothers Adam and Theo had a reputation. Adam was actually pretty harmless, but sixteen-year-old Theo had been expelled from four schools, won a dozen boxing belts and done two months in young offenders after a group from his gym wheeled an ice cream van into a duck pond with the driver still inside.


				‘We’re all sorry, mate,’ the bully standing opposite added. ‘We didn’t mean any disrespect. Is there anything you need? I think we popped a button off your shirt.’


				‘What size are you?’ Fatty babbled. ‘We can get you a new shirt. Or give you money for a shirt.’


				Theo would probably just laugh if he saw a couple of year tens slapping Jay around. So Jay didn’t want to push his luck, but he didn’t like what he’d seen happen to Wallace.


				‘Forget about my shirt,’ he said. ‘But Wallace is harmless. Give him a slap if he disses your girl, but don’t beat him like that.’


				All three lads nodded. ‘Right, right,’ Fatty agreed.


				‘Now I wanna go by to the music rooms. And we’re cool, OK? I expect Theo’s got enough enemies without worrying about you guys.’


				‘Appreciate it,’ one of the bullies said. ‘You the man!’


				Jay gasped with relief as he pulled his backpack up on to his shoulder and headed off. Coming from a large family of lunatics caused him all sorts of problems – from having no money to teachers assuming you were a nutter – so it felt good having his family connections get him out of trouble for a change.


				The swinging doors at the end of the corridor led outside into a grey sunset. Wallace’s hunched silhouette limped over a stretch of grass fifty metres ahead. Jay thought about catching up and checking he was OK, but they’d never exchanged more than a couple of words and he’d be embarrassed, so he went in the other direction towards the music rooms.


				The school had a dozen small practice rooms, which opened directly on to a paved courtyard with a buckled goalpost at one end. Jay peered inside each room as he passed, waving at Mr Currie who was teaching keyboards to a group of year sevens. Some of the other rooms had one-on-one music lessons, a few were dark and a couple had been booked by groups or individuals for solo practice.


				Jay thought he’d misread the practice timetable when he reached the last room and saw the lights on, but nobody at the drum kit. Then a kid stood up just inside the window and made him jump as their eyes met through the glass less than twenty centimetres apart.


				Babatunde Okuma had extremely dark skin and gold-rimmed aviator-style glasses with green tinted lenses. He wore a black hoodie over his school shirt and tie, with the hood drawn tight around his face. He was Jay’s height, but about three times the chest measurement.


				‘Sorry, wrong room,’ Jay said, smiling weakly before scuttling away. There was nowhere to go, except under a little canopy with metal ducts that vented the smell of stale food from the back of the school kitchens.


				Jay’s brain spun as he stood there. Why had he chickened out when he’d seen Babatunde? Partly it was because the kid looked pretty menacing, but he was also torn about the whole idea of flirting with a new drummer.


				Tristan was rubbish. But what came first, the quality of Brontobyte’s music or their nine-year friendship?


				Jay’s life goal was to play in a band and make his living as a rock musician. But that was a dream, whereas having mates like Tristan and Salman was what made school life bearable. Someone to talk to, to sit with in lessons, hang out with at lunch-time and not be the poor loner who gets picked off by the bad guys.


				Jay took three steps towards home before the drumming started. It was loud, even though the practice rooms were soundproofed. Anyone with ten fingers can play a guitar or keyboard, but drums also have a physical element. You need power to hit them hard and endurance to keep hitting over the course of a two-hour jamming session or gig.


				Drawn to the noise, Jay crept back towards the glass. Babatunde was on the kit Tristan had used in the competition the day before, but it sounded a million times better. He was side on to the window and had no idea Jay was watching as his arms flailed, head rocking from left to right. Sweat drizzled off his brow as the oversized sunglasses slid down his nose.


				When Jay opened the door the noise crushed his eardrums. Babatunde wasn’t just good, he was epic. No reasonable person wouldn’t want him in their band. Jay stood at the edge of the room for a full minute before the drummer looked around.


				When Babatunde saw his company, he showboated by twirling his sticks between his fingers without losing the beat, then he threw them down and played the toms bare-handed.


				Jay’s ears rang when the noise stopped. Babatunde peeled back his hood, revealing streams of sweat running through his close-cropped hair. After turning his stool towards Jay, he pushed the sunglasses back up his nose and scowled.


				He looked like some crazed military dictator and Jay suspected he was about to get killed for interrupting the practice, but Babatunde raised one eyebrow mischievously.


				‘So you decided to come back,’ he said, his voice as strong as his enormous arms.


				Jay was nervous as hell. ‘I just . . . I was just walking by. I heard you play and I had to come in and listen. I didn’t mean to interrupt. You’re a mental drummer.’


				‘Appreciated, Jay,’ Babatunde said, with a nod.


				‘How’d you know my name?’


				‘Mr Currie said you might drop by to hear me.’


				‘Ever been in a band?’ Jay asked.


				‘A couple,’ Babatunde said. ‘But they never took it serious. It was all about swaggering and trying to impress girls, so I quit. I’m about the music.’


				Jay smiled, feeling like he’d found a soul mate. ‘I know exactly what you mean. There’s a lot of posers out there, but the only thing I’ve ever wanted to do is be in a band. God knows what I’ll do with my life if it doesn’t work out.’


				‘Same as,’ Babatunde nodded, as he bent forwards to pick up his sticks. ‘Your band’s Brontosaurus, right? I’ve heard people say you’re pretty good.’


				‘Brontobyte,’ Jay corrected. ‘Don’t ask why, it’s a shit name. Our singer Salman has a weird voice, but I really like it. We’ve got a bass player called Alfie, who’s a titchy little year seven, but he kicks ass. I like to think I’m a pretty decent lead guitar. Only trouble is, our drummer Tristan sounds like a drunk man falling over metal dustbins.’


				‘So Tristan’s getting the boot?’


				Jay looked awkward. ‘He’s a mate. He can sing a bit and play some keyboards. I’d like to find a way of keeping him in the band, but getting him off that drum stool. Do you think you’d be interested?’


				‘Definitely,’ Babatunde agreed. ‘I’d have to get to know your music, but if the suit fits I’ll wear it.’


				Jay pulled a fancy Android phone out of his blazer. ‘I’ve got to break this thing gently to the others,’ he explained. ‘Do you mind if I make a little video of you drumming? The microphone on this isn’t great, but they’ll be able to see your moves.’
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