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            Chapter 1

         

         I remember seeing my first human like it happened just yesterday. I was seven years old, and it was a pretty big deal.

         First, Dad made waffles with maple syrup for breakfast. We ate outside our cabin in the sunshine, and he gave me his ‘get ready to see a human’ talk again.

         ‘Remember humans can’t see us, or hurt us,’ he said.

         ‘I know,’ I said.

         ‘Even if they stamp on you, it’s like a breeze…’

         ‘Going through leaves,’ I said.

         2‘Don’t be nervous,’ Dad said.

         ‘I’m not,’ I said. More like terrified. ‘Humans are just like us, right?’
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         ‘Well, they look like us,’ Dad said carefully, ‘if they’re far away.’

         ‘They’re bigger,’ I said.

         ‘They are bigger,’ Dad said. ‘But that’s not what’s interesting about them. You know that humans don’t even know we’re working for them, because…’

         ‘They can’t see us,’ I said. ‘How big are they?’

         ‘And you know 75% of fidders work for humans?’

         ‘Yep. Big as a door? Big as a truck?’

         ‘The thing is,’ Dad said, ‘being big doesn’t mean you’re scary. Like…’ he looked around. ‘That tree is not scary, right?’

         I looked at the tree, reaching out of sight to the sky.

         ‘A human is as big as a tree?’ I said.

         ‘No, no,’ Dad said. ‘A human would think that tree was big too.’

         3‘So, are they as big as our cabin?’ I said.

         ‘I never measured a human,’ Dad said, and took a huge bite of waffle. He had said all he was going to say.

         Me and Dad lived together in a cabin outside Linbradan. This human we were going to see lived right in Linbradan, so we would travel by locator.
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         An adult human can walk four miles in an hour, but it would take a fidder days. We use locators to travel long distances. Locators look quite like the mobile phones that humans use, with silver buttons and a little screen. You type in where you want to go, press the ‘locate’ button, and [image: ]… there you are, located. My dad had his own locator, given to him by his department. They relied on him to be in the right 4place at the right time, and he never let them down.

         Now Dad took his locator out of his pocket, and keyed in the human’s location.

         ‘Will we be right beside the human?’ I said.

         ‘About five metres away,’ Dad said. ‘A two-minute walk. Okay?’

         I nodded. I was nervous. Here I was, going to see a human, and what’s more, travelling by locator. Locators almost always work, but you have to be careful with them.

         I clamped my hand onto Dad’s and he pressed the locate button.

         It’s hard to describe how locating feels. Your skin tingles like you’re standing in a sparkling shower, and you get this thrilling, whirring feeling. The whirring gets faster, and you feel tickly, like there’s a sparkler fizzing inside you. Then you open your eyes, and you’ve located.

         I felt that [image: ] now, and when it stopped I opened my eyes. Me and Dad were in a 5vast plain of waving green grass. Dad lifted me up, so I could see over the top of the grass. A few metres away was a blanket the size of our garden, and on the blanket lay the human.

         I could see why folks said humans looked like fidders. This one had two legs and two arms, and one head with ears at the side and eyes at the front and so on. But it was pasty, and bald, and had no teeth, and kind of wobbled on its back, like an upturned beetle.

         And it was big as a truck.

         ‘Are they all this pale?’ I asked.

         ‘Nah, they got lots of colours, same as us,’ Dad said. ‘Come on, let’s go closer.’ He put me down, and I held his hand and hiked after him until we reached the edge of the giant blanket.

         ‘Wait here, Stevie. I’m going right up,’ Dad said. He clambered onto the thick blanket and made his way over its rumpled waves. I stayed put. Dad reached the giant human, and next thing, he leapt right onto the creature’s hill of a belly.

         6‘Be careful, Dad!’ I yelled.

         ‘It’s asleep,’ he shouted back.

         Then the human’s eyes opened, and it trembled like an earthquake. Dad jumped onto one arm, just as the other arm lifted like a great tree bough trying to snag a wisp of cloud from the sky. The raised arm dropped, and Dad toppled into the path of the falling hand.
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         7‘DAD!’ I yelled — too late. The hand collapsed right on top of him, like a chest of drawers landing from space.

         But… there was Dad. He made a ‘ta-da!’ movement with his arms. The human’s eyes flicked towards him, then looked back to a twirl of cloud in the summer sky. Dad huffed and puffed his way back to me.

         ‘See?’ he said. ‘They can’t hurt you! No human can!’
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         ‘Except they could give me a heart attack,’ I said.

         ‘Aw, Stevie, did I scare you? I’m so used to humans, I forget what it’s like, seeing them the first time.’

         We watched 8the human for a bit. It wiggled and wibbled and roared like a jungle bird.

         When my breath had steadied, we located home, and Dad started washing fruit. Preparing excellent food was, in my opinion, Dad’s most outstanding hobby.

         ‘Let’s have us some mambo smoothies,’ he said.

         ‘You mean mango?’ I said. Ever since I was little, Dad sometimes mixed words up. ‘Yes, please.’

         Dad hummed and chopped fruit. ‘So,’ he said. ‘Your first human.’ He took out the blender. ‘Will I put in banana?’

         ‘I wonder what they think of us,’ I said.

         ‘But they don’t know we exist,’ Dad said. ‘They can’t see us. I’ll put in banana.’

         ‘I thought that human saw you,’ I said. ‘Just for a second.’

         ‘You know what, Stevie,’ Dad said. ‘I’ve thought that too.’ He sounded pleased. ‘Sometimes I think the baby ones can see us.’ He pressed the blender button and it started to roar. ‘How about I put a peach in?’ 9he yelled.

         I didn’t answer.

         Dad shared the smoothie mix into two glasses. When he offered me mine, he saw my face, and his eyebrows popped high. ‘You okay, Stevie?’

         ‘That human?’ I said. I can still hear my voice wobbling. ‘That was a baby?’

         Dad put the smoothies on the worktop and crouched down to look me straight in the eye.

         ‘Yes, that was a baby,’ he said. ‘I know humans seem very big, Stevie, but you’ll get used to them. I promise. You’ll even get to like them.’

         ‘I won’t,’ I said. ‘I’m going to steer clear of them. They scare me.’

         ‘Some things you do, even if you’re scared,’ Dad said.
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            Chapter 2

         

         Before I go on, let me explain some things.

         My name is Stevie. Stevie Clipper. I’m a fidder, and I guess you’re a human, right? So, the first thing I have to explain is what a fidder is.

         You would say we fidders are tiny, if you could see us, and we say you humans are huge, because you are.

         Our homes look like your homes, pretty much – we’re not like mice, living in a hole in the wall, or sparrows in a nest. We have schools and hospitals and shops, and we grow our own fidder-sized vegetables. 11Think of our homes like doll’s houses maybe, but with stoves that heat, and toilets that flush, and lights that switch on and off.

         Fidders live all around you. There are probably some living in your own home. We’re not invisible, but we are invisible to humans. We see you though. Not all the time – that would be exhausting. We can kind of switch out of noticing you. Think of it like a hologram, one of those three-dimensional pictures that look like you could walk right into them. Fidders tilt the hologram one way, and see humans. We tilt it the other way, and see fidders. If we don’t tilt the hologram, we don’t see the humans.

         ‘But Stevie,’ I hear you say, ‘when you met that baby human, you saw it and your dad. Neither of them disappeared, like in a hologram.’
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         That’s true, human child.

         ‘And also, there’s a moment with a hologram 12where you don’t see either picture properly, you see a bit of both. We humans should be able to see fidders a bit!’

         You’re smart. Okay. It’s not exactly like a hologram, but you get the idea.

         Some fidders run fidder shops or restaurants, and we have our own teachers, doctors, police, radio announcers – all the people who make up a community. But nowadays most fidders work with humans. Dogs and cats too, although cats don’t usually need our help.

         Fidders have different departments for different kinds of human situations. And, just like humans, different individual fidders suit different kinds of work.
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         The Listeners Department employs quiet, focussed fidders. 13Listeners flit around the human world, and when they feel an ‘unhappy human’ vibration they find that human, and listen to their thoughts, and feel their feelings. Then they refer the case to another department – like Dad’s department, the Truth Revealers.

         A Truth Revealer reveals the truth to a human, or between humans, especially when one of them is wrongly accused. Really important work, as Dad often said. When I grew up, I wanted to be a Truth Revealer just like him.

         The Art Department matches ideas for stories, paintings or songs with a human artist.

         The Luck Department tries to give a human a break if they’ve been having a run of bad luck.

         The Pet Placement Agency matches a human with a pet, usually a dog or cat. Some lucky humans are matched with two pets, or even more.
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         14The Sleeper Department mainly works with humans who have new babies, helping them sleep, or just giving them a daydreaming moment. Sleep Operators don’t work with dogs or cats. Dogs and cats have sleep down to a fine art, from dozing, to napping, to all-night-through slumbering.
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         Then there’s the Minute Minder Department. All the other departments regularly need Minute Minder help, so we’re polite to Minute Minders, even though they drive us bonkers. More about Minute Minders later. They’ll drive you bonkers too, guaranteed.
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         Only trained fidders are allowed talk to humans. See, an untrained fidder might accidentally let slip to humans that we fidders exist. 15That’s a big ‘No way, José’.

         ‘Why’s that, Stevie?’

         Good question, human child.

         Well, if humans believed in us, they’d begin to imagine what we looked like. Humans are always imagining things. They’d think we were fairies, or leprechauns, or something. Would humans take advice from fairies? No. So we wouldn’t be able to help humans any more.

         ‘Then how come, Stevie Clipper, you are telling us about fidders, here in this very book?’

         I thought you might ask that.
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         This book breaks the ‘Don’t tell humans about fidders’ rule, it’s true. But how many humans really believe what they read in a book like this? A book for kids?

         This is a story I want to tell, but I just know you won’t believe it.
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            Chapter 3

         

         That time when I saw my first human, it was because I’d just turned seven and would be starting in Linbradan School soon. Then I’d see humans around town, so I had to know what to expect. City fidders grow up seeing humans everywhere, but our cabin was five miles from Linbradan, in the countryside, so I never saw humans when I was little.

         Sure enough, I saw more humans when I started school. They were vast, and their voices were like thunder. When they moved past they cast shadows like storm clouds rolling in front of the sun, and the 17wind they made messed my hair. But Dad was right, I did get used to them, and I stopped being scared.

         I also made friends with other fidder kids when I started school, which was pretty brilliant. If you’ve been alone a lot, you’ll know how good it is to have even one friend. Humans and fidders, we’re alike that way.

         At school I learned stuff like Maths, Human Behaviour and Computer Skills. By the time I was nine I was on the basketball team, and my favourite subject was Art.
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         Outside of school it was just me and Dad in our cosy cabin, in the green light of the trees. Sometimes Dad’s friends, the Larkins, visited. They ran Larkin Cab Service so they actually had their own Locator Cab. They brought pie, and we played cards, or Mrs Larkin played the accordion and taught us songs, and there was a lot of laughing. In summer the Larkin boys, Joe and Rory, were home from boarding school, 18and we all rowed on the river near our cabin, like Dad and Mr Larkin had done ever since they were little.
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         Mrs Larkin said our cabin was the best place in the world. She wasn’t wrong.

         When I turned ten my classmates started 19preparing to go to boarding school miles and miles north of Linbradan. That’s what fidder kids from Linbradan usually did. All my school friends were going, but I didn’t want to. I couldn’t bear the idea of living apart from Dad. We’re close.

         See, long ago, a time I can’t even remember, there was my mother, and my big brother Dicey, and my twin sister Annie, as well as me and Dad, all in the cabin together. Then one day when I was still a baby my mother went to Linbradan by locator with Dicey and Annie. Something went wrong, and they vanished.
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         Fidders hardly ever vanish on locator, and the ones who do, usually they come back in a few days. Mayor Hinchy came back, and he said it was like he was dreaming, nice dreams, all the time he was vanished. Sometimes I imagined my mother and Dicey and Annie, kind of floating and smiling on a 20soft duvet of cloud. I didn’t worry about them. I didn’t even remember them. I guess, though, some part of me missed them.

         But I still had Dad, and he was all I needed. We were a team. I wanted to stay with him, and I figured out a solution. He could bring me to work, and school me there. I wouldn’t have to leave Linbradan, or Dad.

         Some fidders bring their kids to work. Fidder kids just sit quietly, poring over their books, while their parents work. When the adult fidder locates on assignment their kid goes too, bringing books with them to study all the while. Really. Almost all fidder kids are that well-behaved.

         It took some persuasion to convince Dad. He thought I’d be bored going on assignment with him every day. Still, finally he said that if his boss agreed, we’d do it, and he smiled for the first time in hours. He didn’t want me to leave him either.

         
            [image: ]

         

         He phoned his boss, 21Dee Hepburn, from our hall. (Fidders don’t have mobile phones. You’ve seen old movies with humans using a phone that sits on a table in the hallway, or is fixed on the wall of a booth? That’s what we have.)

         Dad asked Dee if I could go to work with him. He told her I was never any trouble. He said I practically had superfidder powers of concentration. He kept his back to me on the call: he hated to look someone in the face when he lied.
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         Finally he said, ‘Okay, Dee, thanks.’ He hung up the receiver and turned to me, grinning. ‘Dee says we can give it a try, starting tomorrow.’ I whooped, and we hugged. My Dad always worked things out.
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            Chapter 4

         

         First thing next morning, Dee Hepburn called us into her office before we even started work.

         ‘I know you, Stevie,’ Dee said. ‘You’re like your dad. You both like to help, you both have lots of ideas. But Stevie, you’re not allowed to help here. No matter what. You have to stay on the sidelines and do exactly what your dad says. That’s the only way this is going to work. Deal?’

         ‘Deal,’ me and Dad said. I already knew I wasn’t allowed to get involved with humans, and I couldn’t imagine wanting to.

         23My life as Dad’s helper started well. He didn’t see me as his helper. Dee didn’t see me as his helper either. They thought I was just a kid, doing my schoolwork.

         I didn’t interfere with Dad’s assignments. No sir. While Dad was working, I sat quietly and studied my books. But I also made our lunch sandwiches, and checked that Dad remembered his keys, and recharged his locator. I was a model helper, if I say so myself.

         As time went on, I listened to what Dad said to his humans. After all, I wanted to be a Truth Revealer too, and this was my chance to learn from the master.

         Dad was proud of how well I adapted to going to work with him. I was proud of how brilliant he was at Truth Revealing. That’s how it was, for about a month.

         The first time things were different was one sunny lunchtime in the park. Me and Dad sat high up on the back of a human’s park bench, munching sandwiches and watching park life unfold. 24
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         Out of nowhere, a human boy came yelling and galumphing at us. A dog was chasing him. The human leapt onto our bench, rocking it so that we had to grab ourselves steady.

         ‘We should tell him the dog is friendly,’ I said to Dad. ‘It’s only a puppy.’

         ‘It’s not my case,’ Dad said. He closed his eyes against the spring sunshine. ‘I can’t get involved unless it’s my case.’

         I knew quite a bit about working with humans 25by now, and this boy needed help. I hopped onto his shoulder and said, ‘Don’t worry, the puppy just wants to be friends with you.’

         Like all fidders, I could hear a human’s thoughts. However, since I hadn’t yet studied how to communicate with humans, I couldn’t make them understand me. To this human boy, I sounded like a radio not properly tuned in, all crackles and buzz. (Yes! I could hear myself in his head, the way he heard me.)

         26Dad landed beside me on the boy’s shoulder.
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         ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Calm down.’

         ‘I am calm,’ I said.

         ‘Not you. I’ll talk to you later.’

         ‘Oh.’

         ‘This little dog just wants to play,’ Dad said to the human. ‘You stop yelling, he’ll stop yipping.’

         The boy stopped.

         ‘Look at those puppy eyes,’ Dad said.

         The boy looked.

         A human girl ran over. ‘Come here, Tiny!’ she bellowed. Tiny waggled, and the girl clipped on his lead.

         ‘He’s cute,’ the boy roared. He climbed off the bench. ‘Hi there, Tiny.’ They both looked at Tiny like 27he was the eighth wonder of the natural world. They yelled some more and clomped away together. I could see they would be friends, even for just a few minutes.

         ‘You can’t butt in like that, Stevie,’ Dad said. ‘When that kid heard you buzzing at him, I had to fix things, but it wasn’t my case. Plus, you’re too young to talk to humans. Plus, you’re not trained. Sheesh.’

         ‘So train me,’ I said. ‘I’m ready. I’ve seen how you work.’

         ‘It’s not just about learning techniques,’ Dad said. ‘It’s also about being older, and wiser, and less impulsive.’

         ‘Like you?’

         ‘Exactly.’

         We watched the two humans ramble out of sight.

         ‘Oh, well,’ Dad said. ‘Maybe we got away with it. Maybe nobody saw.’

         But somebody always sees.

         
            [image: ]

         

      

   

OEBPS/images/a014_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a013_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a015_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/dedication_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a014_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a017_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/p010_01_online.jpg
(’%M\J‘J \TIZZ





OEBPS/images/a016_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/p009_01_online.jpg
(’%M\J‘J \TIZZ





OEBPS/images/a009_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a007_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a011_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a010_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a012_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a022_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a026_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a024_25_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a002_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a001_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a027_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a006_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a003_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/title_page_online.jpg
4 {(" Q‘"., ﬁ\\"
plake Tsa §)
hy "«

Jary Murp

2






OEBPS/images/9781782694236_cover_epub.jpg
What if you only had a minute

to help someone? ”

PUSHKIN CHILDREN'S






OEBPS/images/a019_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a018_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a021_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a020_online.jpg





