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            It’s morning time and I’m sat at the living room window and I can see far, far away because we’re so high. We live at the top of a hill. I can see all the streets below us. In every street there are windows. These windows look like rows and rows of lit up jewellery boxes. Every single window has its own story hiding away inside. It’s the fourth of July today. It’s my brother James’s birthday. He’s going to be seven. That’s the story in our house.

            James is sleeping. James’s favourite colour is red. Yesterday me and mum went into town and bought him a present each. Mum bought him a red kite and I bought him red gloves with strings holding them together that he can put through his coat. We bought some chocolate for him too. All his presents are wrapped up on the table behind me. We made him a card out of orange cardboard and silver glitter.

            My mum’s in the kitchen. She’s cooking chocolate cake for James. I can smell it coming through the house. The stereo’s on and she’s singing along to The Beatles. My mum isn’t like most mums. There’s a magic black cat that can see through darkness. Most mums seem really old and boring compared to her. Today my mum is having a black day. She’s wearing a long black skirt and Dr Martin shoes with red shoe laces in them. She has on a black jumper and a long black cape. She’s straightened her dark hair. Her face is painted white, she has red, red lips and black mascara and black fingernails. My mum goes through phases with the way she dresses. Today it’s a black day.

            Out of nowhere James appears all excited running into the living room in his Super Man pyjamas. His yellow hair’s all messed up from sleeping. He shouts “It’s my birthday today. I’m seven.” He sits on the sofa and pulls open the presents. I think about how cute he is with the freckles running over his nose and his chipped front tooth. He pulls the paper off the presents. He shouts “Yeah, a red kite and red gloves!” He gets all excited about the card. He tries to fold it into a plane shouting “Yeah, orange birthday card. It’s going to be a plane.”

            I explain to him that you can’t do that with a birthday card. “He looks into my eyes with his mouth dropped open as if I’m giving him the most important information in the world.

            Out of nowhere my mum appears from the kitchen like a queen. The black silk cape that covers her head and comes down her shoulders looks amazing. Her eyes that look out from beneath the black mascara are a mixture of green and blue like the sea. In her hand is the cake. There are all the colours of the rainbow painted with icing on top of the cake. On every different colour there is a candle. All together there are seven candles. My mum’s singing “Happy Birthday to James.” There are balloons all around us.

            Balloons are everywhere. We all sit down on the sofa and eat a slice of cake. After we’ve finished eating, my mum asks James “What would you like to do since it’s your birthday?” James says “I want to go to the beach to fly the kite.” My mum looks through the window and there’s rain falling from the sky. She laughs and says “Oh well never mind about the rain, we’ll just have to dress warmly. I guess it’s a day out at the beach then.”

            Half an hour later I’m walking down the street in jeans, green wellingtons and my long green coat. James is wearing a red coat with the gloves I bought him and the red kite under his arm. My mum is standing in between us and is carrying this absolutely huge black Japanese umbrella that covers all of us. There are raindrops pouring on the grey pavement. There are so many interesting things on the pavement if you look closely. There are blades of grass and dandelions growing between the concrete slabs. On the concrete there is a snail with a little house on it’s backs. There are cigarette stumps and chewing gums stuck to the floor.

            We take a red double-decker bus and we sit in the top. I can see raindrops falling and they look blue below the lamp of the street light. On the bus we’re all safe and sound. There’s shop after shop and so many people walking the street. All of them have their own stories. Me and James are sitting next to each other and James is playing with the fabric on his kite. My mum isn’t really listening to us at all. She’s looking through the window. She seems a bit far away like one of the clouds in the sky.

            Before I know it, we’ve gotten to the beach and we’re stepping off and it’s still raining. There’s a shop across the road that sells buckets and spades and we go inside. We all get an ice cream. We go and sit on a bench on the beach in the rain. Underneath mum’s huge Japanese umbrella me and James and mum sit eating our ice cream. Me and mum have a 99 with a flake in it. James has a twister that has red and green stripes going around the lollipop. I feel like the luckiest girl in the world, nobody else has a mother that’s cool enough to go to the beach to eat ice cream in the rain. Every other mum would take their children to the beach in summer and sit on a towel with red and blue squares. Every other mum is old and boring compared to my mum.

            After James has finished his twister, he starts flying his kite from underneath the umbrella. He’s flying it really high in the sky and running backwards and forwards on the beach. My mum’s singing a song about being a bird and flying far, far away. All of the sudden she hands me the umbrella and she’s heading towards the sea. She takes off all her clothes and goes swimming. I can see her running into the sea naked. I can see her angel wings tattoo that covers her back. Now I can only see her head floating above the sea. Above her there’s a white seagull in the sky.

            I’m sat on the bench under the big black umbrella for ages. I watch the waves in the sea coming to shore. I can see my mum’s coming out of the sea. At first I can just see her face. Then I can see her boobs. Then her belly. Then I can see all of her. I can see her in the distance, her skin so white, she looks like an angel. She runs towards the bench. I know that she’s cold because her body’s trembling. She dries herself in a towel and puts all her clothes back on. She looks younger, more fragile somehow. All her makeup came off in the sea. Her hair’s soaking. Her fingers look so long and thin.

            Half an hour later and we’re all sat on the top deck of the bus. Me and James are sat together sharing a bag of chips. My mum’s sat on the seat in front of us and she’s turned around, looking at us, telling us a story. She’s telling us about a fairy taking our grandmother away. She says the fairy flew in from the bottom of the garden and sucked my grandmother’s soul out of her eyes with her magic wand while she lay sleeping. She says that my grandmother has now grown a pair of wings and has gone to live in the bottom of the garden in a castle made of white teeth. I’ve heard this story before but I don’t care because it’s one of my favourite stories. My mum’s getting all excited waving her arms around and if you look into her eyes it looks as if magic’s happening there. Butterflies and birds fly out of her eyes.

            When we get off the bus, it’s stopped raining but my mum still carries the big black Japanese umbrella above us. Now she’s telling us a story about the three of us travelling on horse and carriage. I think she still has the umbrella open because she’s pretending that it’s a carriage so I pretend the same thing in my mind. Before I know it we’ve got to the red door of our house and my mum pulls out a silver key from her pocket. She opens the door and we go inside.

            Inside my dad’s home from work and he’s sat in on the sofa and he’s made a fire. My dad couldn’t be with us to celebrate James’s birthday because he was working. He’s wearing a brown jumper and blue jeans and he’s reading a book. He’s got red hair and a long face and ears that stick out. My mum sits next to him on the sofa and he puts his arms around her. My mum asks him how his day was and he says that it was ok. My dad works at a publishing company. The publishing house is closing soon as they’re not selling enough books.

            He wants to be a writer and says he’s only working until he writes his novel. He spends a lot of time at home writing. He has a study upstairs with a wooden desk and a chair and a book shelf with loads of books. On the weekends he drinks coffee after coffee and writes and writes.

            Today my dad looks up from his book and smiles a tense smile. His eyes look really scared as if he doesn’t know what to do or where to go. He gets off the sofa and pulls it forward. Behind there’s something really big in a parcel. He pulls it out and puts it in front of James. James pulls off the wrapping and there’s a red bike with a basket on the front inside. James shouts “Yeah, a bike!” He pulls out two bunches of daffodils and hands one bunch to mum and one bunch to me and says “For my special girls.” This is turning out to be one of the best days ever.

            That night I put the daffodils in a glass of water and put it on my windowsill. I look outside and there are stars all around and raindrops falling from the sky. When I look through the window we’re so high that I can see far, far away. I feel like an owl that can see through the dark. Lamplights light street after street. I feel so lucky because inside this window, inside this house, there’s such a beautiful story inside.
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