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Runaway


It’s 5.30 a.m. I creep downstairs. I feel around in the dark till I find my dad’s jacket. I pull his wallet from the inside pocket. Then I take all the notes and go.


It’s 6.30. I’m on the first train to the coast. I get off at a tiny village. I find the only shop that’s open, and buy some food. Then I follow a footpath out of town.


As I climb down to a beach, I see a kayak, hidden in the dunes. I turn it over and there’s a paddle inside.


As soon as I find it, I know what I’m going to do – I’m going to disappear. Off the face of the map. Off the edge of the known world. Because that’s all that matters right now. Getting the hell out of here.


There’s no life jacket. I know you’re supposed to wear one – it’s one of the few things I do know about the sea. But it’s flat calm out there. There’s hardly a ripple.


I drag the thing to the edge of the water and climb in. Then I push off and I’m away. Free at last!


Because I’m on the run from Fug and the Thumps. From Fug and the freaking Thumps.


There was no other way to escape them, see. Not at school. Not on the way to school either. The only way to beat them, I soon found out, was to join them. But the only way to join them was to…


Well, I couldn’t do it. I wouldn’t do it.


I knew what that meant, though. I knew what would happen today and every day, as soon as I set foot on the bus. The same as before, only worse. Much worse, because I’d tried to stand up to them.


So I’d no choice. Really, no choice but to get up in the night, to nick eighty-five quid from my dad and go.


Which is how I ended up here, about fifty miles away, heading out to sea. Because who’s going to find you in the deep dark ocean?


And don’t tell me that doesn’t make any sense, because I don’t care any more! I need to get away, right?


Cos they’re doing my head in. Fug and the Thumps. They’re doing my flipping head in!
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I’ve never done this before, to tell you the truth – this kayaking thing. But I’ve seen people do it and it always looked pretty easy. Just stick a paddle in the water and off you go.


It’s hard to keep the thing straight, though. Especially when the waves keep wanting to send you back where you came from.


I’m thinking maybe I only ever saw it done on a lake before. It’s a whole different ballgame out here on the open sea. With all this wind. All these waves. Not that they’re big, but…


When you push the paddle down on one side, the waves turn you sideways before you can get yourself straight by switching it to the other side. And then, because you’re sideways to the sea and it’s crashing into you, the whole thing starts rocking and water splashes in.


After a while I get a bit of a rhythm going. Left, right. Left, right. More on the left, every now and again, to get the stupid thing facing back out to the ocean. I’m going straight now, most of the time, rather than round and round like a one-legged turtle.


My bum’s a bit wet, mind you. There’s a load of water sloshing about in the bottom of the kayak. It seems a lot just from the splashing. It’s not leaking, is it?


Is there a plug somewhere I pull to let it back out? But wouldn’t that just let more in? I don’t know. I just hope the damn thing doesn’t fill up.


And you’re supposed to have some sort of a cover on it, aren’t you? To pull up tight round your legs and stop the waves coming in over the top?


It was flat calm when I started, but it’s getting a bit rougher now, the further out I go. I twist around to see how far from shore I’ve got. It’s a heck of a long way! Could I make it all the way back if I needed to? Against the tide?


Cos I’m beginning to have second thoughts about this ‘needing some space’ thing. I mean, the whole damn boat’s filling with water!
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The Island


And then, up ahead, I see it! The island! I knew it was out here somewhere, I just wasn’t sure how far.


I head towards it, but the current seems to want to pull me out and round, rather than into shore. It’s my only chance, though. I’ve got to make it happen.
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