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Chapter 1


Leaning against the wall outside his house, Freddie looked down at the stones he was kicking across the pavement, hoping to get one of them into the grid where the rainwater went. His younger brother, Titch, swung on the gate, giggling each time he came close to falling off. The school summer holidays had begun, but already they were running out of ideas for things to do. They were bored.


The boys had recently moved house with their mum, Vivien, and had been exploring their new neighbourhood. However, since splitting up with their dad, she was super busy trying to work two jobs and didn’t have much time for them. Because Freddie was older and more sensible, she trusted him to look after Titch when their grandparents, Jeffrey and Eunice, were not around. 


‘Are you not checking out that playground?’ said Vivien, stepping out of the house. 


Titch immediately jumped down from the gate. 


‘Yes!’ he exclaimed. ‘The playground, Fred. The playground!’


‘I know,’ said Freddie calmly.




‘Well, go on then you two. Off you go. The weather people said it might rain later, then you’ll be stuck in the house.’


Vivien stepped into a minibus that was parked outside the house, started the engine and drove off, blowing a kiss to each of the boys, who waved back at her.


‘Come on then!’ said Freddie, running off down the street. 


Titch ran after him. They were both very excited. 


Their excitement didn’t last long, however. When they got there, they found that the playground had no swings. The metal posts were there, but there were no seats and no chains. Titch glanced over to a huge plastic slide and smiled. But when he had climbed to the top, he noticed a large hole had been made in it so that no one could slide down without having an accident. The roundabout wouldn’t go round and the climbing frame had been boarded up because it had been vandalised.


‘This has got to be the worst playground in the world!’ said Freddie. ‘Look at it!’


‘It’s not fair,’ moaned Titch. ‘The bigger kids have wrecked it for the little ones. They shouldn’t come here if it’s for little kids, should they, Freddie?’


Freddie said nothing, for Titch was about to get his answer. A group of boys and girls from the area had entered the playground and were heading straight towards them. They looked a bit older than Freddie. One of them looked a lot bigger too! Freddie and Titch turned to walk away. That’s when one of them called over.


‘Freddie!’


It was Shane, a boy in the same class as Freddie at school – although Freddie was not really friends with him.


‘Wanna play?’ asked Shane, showing him the football he was carrying in his hand. 


‘Nah, no thanks. We’ve got to get back,’ Freddie replied.


Freddie knew that Shane was often quite naughty in school. He lived in a house on the Tuffley estate, and Freddie had been told that people from there could be quite mean to you.


‘If we don’t have you, we won’t have equal teams. You’re staying and playing,’ said a deeper voice. It was Wacker. Wacker was older than Shane and the leader of the gang. Not wanting to cause trouble, Freddie decided to play. 


‘What are you doing round here anyway?’ said Shane. ‘I thought you had moved house?’


‘We have. Just wanted to bring Titch here to play.’ 


‘Why did you move?’


Freddie went silent for a few seconds.


‘My mum and dad split up.’


‘Hurry up you two. We’re about to kick off!’ interrupted Wacker. 
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They took up their positions on the pitch and the game began. Freddie played well. He was an athletic boy who was skilful at passing, dribbling and shooting. Wacker was pleased with him and glad he was on his side. Soon they were winning by two goals to nil.


Titch had to sit there and watch it though. He also wanted to play and was becoming impatient. So when the ball went out of play, Titch ran over to get it, brought it onto the pitch and began kicking it towards the goal. This really annoyed Wacker.


‘What are you doing, you little squirt?’ he shouted. ‘Give me that ball back now! Who said you could play? It’s not the nursery, you know.’


‘I’m in Year four,’ replied Titch.


‘Yeah, well you look like you should be in nursery. Get off the pitch now!’


Titch dropped the ball and walked over to the side again. Freddie walked over to him. However, Wacker wanted the game to continue.


‘Hey! Come on. We’re playing footy, aren’t we?’ said Wacker.


‘It’s too hot. I’m sweating,’ said Freddie.


‘No, it’s not!’ 


‘It is,’ said Shane. ‘Come on, Wacker, it’s summer now. Maybe you can, but I know for sure that I definitely can’t play for long in this heat. Let’s go to the shop to get a drink, then go and do Dickie.’


Wacker’s eyes lit up. He kicked the ball high up into the sky.




‘Shane, you’re great, you, lad!’ said Wacker.


‘You coming, Fred?’ Shane asked.


‘Yeah, come on Fred, Freddie, Frederick,’ said Wacker, mocking. 


Freddie wasn’t sure. He had to make a quick decision. Was it right to go with them? He looked across at Titch. He didn’t want his little brother to get into any trouble or get hurt. His mum would be mad at him if anything bad happened. But with nothing else to do, Freddie nodded at Shane and soon found himself part of a new gang. Off they went out of the playground, a rowdy bunch. At least they were heading in the direction of his house, thought Freddie.




	

		



Chapter 2


Dickie was the security guard for the zoo. He used to be a bus driver before he retired. Until the zoo opened, he was the school lollipop man, so the children knew him well – well enough to wind him up all the time. ‘Doing Dickie’ was a game they played where they would try to distract him in order to get into the zoo for free. Sometimes it worked. Most of the time it didn’t. He wasn’t daft. He could see them coming a mile away, ready and waiting with his walkie-talkie radio to call for help and backup.


‘Now just stop there, you lot! Right there. Don’t go any further,’ said Dickie firmly.


‘Why?’ asked Wacker. ‘Other people are going in.’


‘That’s because they’ve got tickets. Now show me your tickets and then you can go in.’


‘Oh, come on, Dickie,’ said Shane. ‘Don’t you trust us?’


‘Not one bit. I know you lot. Always trying to get in here for nothing. Trying to sneak yourselves in. There are new cameras up there, you know! It’s not just me watching.’




Suddenly, one of the girls, Courtney, pretended to faint. She slumped against Dickie’s cabin with her eyes closed and began to complain. 


‘I can’t breathe! I can’t breathe. Help! Somebody help. Dickie, help me,’ she cried.


Dickie was now blocked in.


‘Come on, love, stop being silly. There’s nothing wrong with you. Move out the way,’ he said.


He was desperate to get out of his cabin, for most of the gang had already walked through the gates, except for Freddie and Titch, who just stood there and watched it all happening. In the end, Dickie simply lifted the girl up and out of the way. He stormed out and began walking quickly through the gates, hobbling along as he went. One of the other girls, Morgan, tried to stop him.


‘Look, Dickie, look! One of the gorillas has escaped,’ she said, pointing.


Dickie stopped to have a look, then realised what she was doing.


‘Get out. All of you. Go on. Hop it. No ticket, no zoo!’ he roared. 


The girls laughed as Dickie began to chase the others. Some of them ran into the souvenir shop, others went into the café. They ran from shop to café, café to shop, with Dickie in pursuit. Out of breath, he finally stopped running, got on his walkie-talkie and radioed for help. As he did, the gang walked further into the zoo until he could no longer see them. 




Freddie and Titch turned to walk back home. As they did, things seemed to quieten down a bit, until they heard a load of shouting and screaming. They stopped and looked back to see Wacker, Shane and the others running as fast as they could past the gates of the zoo, with Dickie and other staff running after them. Then came the siren of a police car with its flashing blue lights. Panicking, Freddie and Titch ran along the pavement as fast as they could. Wacker overtook them, as did some of the girls, laughing and screaming as they went. 


Freddie and Titch crossed over the road to get away from them. They eventually stopped running and began to walk along the pavement until a minibus pulled up alongside them. It was their mum doing her usual drop-off. 


During the day she worked as a childminder looking after wealthy people’s kids while they went to work. At night-time, she cleaned houses for people who were too busy to do it themselves. 


‘What’s going on?’ she said, looking at Freddie.


‘What?’ said Freddie, pretending not to know.


‘What’s all that I’ve just seen outside the zoo? A big gang of you running away. What are you running away from?’


‘Dickie,’ said Titch.


‘Who?’ replied Vivien.


‘Dickie, the security guard,’ said Freddie.


‘And the police,’ said Titch.




‘Why, what did you do?’ said Vivien.


‘Nothing. We just stood outside. It was Shane and Wacker and all them that went in without paying,’ said Freddie.


‘What were you doing hanging around with them in the first place?’


‘They were at that playground, the one you told us about,’ said Freddie.


‘Right. Well, I don’t want you mixing with that lot, do you understand? I’ve heard too many things about that Shane and that Tuffley estate. You stay away from them, do you hear?’


‘Yes, Mummy,’ said Titch.


‘Yes, Freddie?’ said Vivien firmly.


‘Yes, Mum.’


‘Look, I won’t be able to do the dinner tonight. I’ve still got a few more kids to drop off. Let me give you some money for you to go to the chip shop. Get yourselves a drink as well. Okay?’


‘Oh, yes!’ shrieked Titch.


Freddie took the money from his mum and placed it firmly in the back pocket of his shorts. 


‘See you later, my lovelies,’ said Vivien. 


She looked into the mirrors of the bus and slowly pulled away, looking back to blow a kiss to them. When she was gone, Freddie pulled the money out of his pocket and showed it to Titch.


‘Chips!’ he exclaimed, then ran off with Titch in pursuit.
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With it being such a hot day, there was no queue inside the shop, so the boys got served straight away. Slowly, they walked back to their house, eating their chips as they went, stopping to drink from cans of fizzy lemonade, burping loudly, then eating more chips. When Titch had finished eating, he rolled his paper wrapper into a ball and began to throw it up into the air before catching it on the way down. Each time, it went higher and higher and higher. He didn’t drop it once. Then he went for a really big one. With all his might he threw it up as far as he could. He watched it carefully as it came down, ready to catch it, until … somebody else caught it for him.


‘Out! Caught. Back to the pavilion.’


It was PC Singh, the local community police officer. Titch stood there stunned. He looked at Freddie, who looked at PC Singh, who burst out laughing. Titch hadn’t met PC Singh before, but Freddie knew him from a visit he had made to the school. 


‘You don’t know what I’m talking about, do you, little man?’ said PC Singh.


‘That’s my wrapper and it’s all greasy,’ said Titch. 


‘So make sure it goes in the bin, won’t you? Look, there’s a bin just there,’ the PC said, pointing. 


Titch began to walk over to it.


‘Wait! Before you do, let me ask you this question: Do you think I could throw this wrapper into that bin from over here?’ PC Singh said with a smile on his face. 




‘I could!’ said Freddie confidently. He snatched the wrapper from PC Singh, took aim, threw the wrapper with some power behind it – and missed. 


‘My turn!’ said Titch. He ran over to the bin, picked up the wrapper and attempted to throw it in from a very short distance. 


‘Hey! I said from over here,’ said PC Singh. 


Smiling, Titch went back over to where Freddie and PC Singh were standing. With all his might, he threw the wrapper over to where the bin was and immediately discovered that his catching was far better than his throwing. 


‘Here, pass it to me,’ said PC Singh.


Titch ran over to retrieve it and handed it over.


‘He’s fast, isn’t he?’ said PC Singh, looking at Freddie. 


PC Singh took hold of the wrapper, scrunched it up even more, then held it with both hands. First, he stared at the bin for a few seconds. Then, to the boys’ surprise, he lifted the wrapper above his head (still holding it in both hands), turned sideways, skipped in the air, and brought one of his arms down and around like the blade of a windmill going round. That’s when he let go of the wrapper. It went right over his head and straight into the bin.


‘Out! Bowled. Back to the pavilion,’ said PC Singh, looking pleased with himself.


Freddie and Titch were amazed. How did he do that, they thought? PC Singh smiled, then laughed again. 




‘Right, that’s enough cricket for me today. They need me at the zoo. Apparently, some scoundrels wanted to go in without paying. Naughty, naughty,’ he said, shaking his head from side to side.


Freddie and Titch’s faces changed from amazement to fear and PC Singh noticed.


‘What’s the matter?’ he asked.


‘Nothing,’ said Freddie. ‘I’ve just remembered I need to be back home.’


‘Okay. Well, be off then. Your mother will be waiting for you.’


PC Singh walked off towards the zoo. As he did, he suddenly picked up the pace and began to walk faster. Freddie and Titch continued on their way home. 


‘Is he a real policeman?’ asked Titch.


‘Yes. He came into school to give a talk in assembly. You were off ill that day.’


‘But if he’s a real policeman, then why doesn’t he wear a helmet like the other policemen?’


‘I think it’s because of his religion. He’s a Sikh, I think.’


‘A Sikh?’


‘Yes. We learned a bit about them with Miss Marshall. They wear this thing on their heads. I’ve forgotten what it’s called. A turban! That’s it, a turban. He had a police badge stuck on the front of it. Did you not see it?’


‘Yes, I did. But how come it doesn’t fall off?’




‘Oh, I don’t know. Too many questions, Titch. I don’t know everything y’know!’


Eventually, the boys turned a corner and found themselves walking along their street. They saw their mother’s minibus parked outside and ran straight in.


		

	

		



Chapter 3


Vivien sat at the dining table with a cup of tea in one hand and her phone in the other. Both boys went straight up to her and gave her a big hug. 


‘Ah thank you, my lovelies. Ooh, you both smell of chips and grease. Go on, upstairs to wash your hands and faces. Go on!’


Without delay the boys did as they were told. However, washing hands and faces soon turned into a water fight, which Vivien heard from downstairs.


‘Oi! You two, get down here now!’ she bellowed.


Both boys ignored her at first, so she changed her tactic.


‘I’ve got a surprise for you. Come down and see.’


It sounded like thunder as the boys ran down the stairs. When they got there, Freddie and Titch saw their mum holding a colour leaflet about the zoo.


‘What’s the surprise?’ said Titch.


Vivien shook the leaflet.


‘This is the surprise,’ she said smiling.


‘The zoo? Mum, it’s hardly a surprise. We’ve been there three times since we moved here,’ said Freddie. 




‘Hey, cheeky. Don’t be so ungrateful. Anyway, I know you’ve been there before, but not since the crocodiles arrived.’
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