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Dan Anthony


Dan began writing for children as a scriptwriter for the BBC’s Tracy Beaker series. His books are funny, sometimes a bit scary, and always full of surprises. ‘The world isn’t boring,’ he says, ‘it’s completely crazy – but for some reason grown-ups keep going on about the dull bits.’
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Huw is a cartoonist and illustrator whose scribbles have appeared in hundreds of magazines, comics and books. Monsters and aliens are his favourite things to draw ... but pirates are also pretty cool!
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Music
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That morning I woke up suddenly, as if some kind of alert had sounded. I jumped up and checked the area through the skylight over my bunk. There was nothing to report, just blue sky all around. Below me, in his bunk, my little brother, Kyled, was on the wriggle, burying himself deeper and deeper under his Incredible Hulk duvet. He was the one who woke me up. I stuck my head over the side of my bunk and looked down. I could see a lump moving under the Hulk.
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‘You can run, but you can’t hide, Kyled,’ I said. Kyled hated getting up.
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Kyled stopped moving. Now he was playing dead. The oldest trick in the book.


When I reached the kitchen, Mum was already dressed. She checked her watch before pouring hot water on her instant coffee.


‘Where’s Kyled?’ she asked.


‘Hiding,’ I said, taking my blue bowl down from the plate cupboard.


‘Where?’


‘In his duvet,’ I said, putting in the cereal.


I poured some milk on.
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‘I’m going to get him now,’ said Mum. ‘Don’t forget it’s Mrs Gestetner this afternoon.’


I bowed my head. I’d been trying not to think about it. I knew I had Mrs Gestetner at 4pm, but so far I’d avoided the thought.


‘It’s the holidays,’ I said. ‘She’s probably not working.’


‘She is,’ said Mum, hurrying past. ‘She says that if she doesn’t keep teaching students in July and August they take four steps backwards. I want you to practise while I sort Kyled out. We have to go out this morning.’


I pushed my cereal around in its blue bowl as Mum hurried upstairs. The thought of Mrs Gestetner worried me. I hadn’t practised and I hated her lessons. She made me feel like a boy with no talent.


Just then I heard a huge cry coming from upstairs. Mum had found Kyled. There were crashes and bangs. The kitchen ceiling shook. The plates in the plate cupboard rattled as Kyled roared and ran from bedroom to bedroom. I could hear my sisters Jaydee and Miffany stomping after him, screaming at the tops of their voices.


Then it stopped. That could mean only one thing. Mum had pinned Kyled to the floor. Now the screaming and shouting started. That could mean only another thing. They were getting Kyled dressed. He was only four, but he had the strength of a grizzly bear. I winced at the noise as Miffany pulled a T-shirt over Kyled’s head.


I finished the last soggy bits of my cereal and went out into the hall.
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Mum came downstairs holding Kyled by the hand. His face was red. His hair was brushed. He was wearing an Incredible Hulk T-shirt and red shorts, he had his best Ben 10 socks on and his new orange trainers.


Jaydee and Miffany stood at the top of the stairs in their dressing gowns, waving.
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‘Don’t worry, Kyled, you won’t be too long in LoSave,’ said Jaydee.


‘Then you can come and watch us.’


Kyled grinned. Miffany and Jaydee had entered themselves in the Pendown’s Got Talent competition at the Bastion Cleverly Leisure Centre. Jaydee and Miffany were going to sing and dance. They’d been practising their song for ages. They’d even created a name for themselves: The Piratellas.


I went out into the back lane to kick the ball at the spot. I hadn’t been doing it for long before Toby joined me. I’m not sure why he likes hanging around with me. I’m nine, he’s thirteen.
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‘Hi, Steve,’ he said. ‘What you doing?’


‘Spot on,’ I said, kicking the ball.


He watched the ball. It hit the spot, bounced back into the lane and rolled to the drain. You get double points for a direct hit from the drain, because it’s hard to get your foot under the ball. It generally means you can’t get the height to hit the spot.


Toby lined up his shot. He was going for a flick, scooping the ball up with his toe so that it ballooned through the air and touched the spot on the way down – a tricky shot for a good footballer. For Toby it was almost impossible.


I say ‘almost’ because we all know that nothing is actually impossible. Or to put it another way, anything is possible.


Toby tried his flick. He mistimed it. The ball flipped out of the drain and rolled depressingly along the tarmac. It didn’t even reach the wall.


‘Are you going to watch The Piratellas?’ he asked.


‘Actually, Toby, I’m not,’ I said. ‘I live with The Piratellas. That’s quite enough.’


Toby surprised me sometimes. He should have understood that the chances of getting me to go down to Bastion Cleverly Leisure Centre were non-existent. The place gives me the creeps. When I was small I got my toe stuck in a trampette at Sean Griffith’s sixth birthday party. The leisure centre reminds me of bad things that happened in the past.


‘I can’t go, anyway,’ I said.


‘Nerves?’ asked Toby.


‘It’s unmentionable, it’s an unmentionable thing,’ I said.


‘What is?’ asked Toby.


I looked at him. He seemed to expect an answer.


‘How can I possibly say?’ I said. ‘It’s unmentionable, that means it cannot be mentioned.’


‘You can tell me,’ said Toby. ‘Is it something really bad? Is it another dream? You’re always going on about dreams?’


‘I’ve got a piano lesson,’ I said.


I thought about piano lessons and shivered. I would have booked tickets for The Piratellas if it had meant missing my piano lesson. Even though she was little, there was something powerful about Mrs Gestetner. She gave me the creeps. For example, when I put my fingers on her piano keys I always thought she was going to smash the cover down on them, chopping them off. That’s the kind of lady she was: flowery dress and cakes in the morning – de-fingering in the afternoon. You could see it in her eyes – her glasses made them look huge, like an alien’s. If she caught your eye and looked at you, you felt as if she was staring through your eyes, down the string that ties them into your head. She was pulsing beams directly into your brain. The best thing to do was never to look into her eyes.


‘D’you want to come down the rec?’ I asked.
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Toby looked at me. Nobody ever asked him to come with them anywhere. He was one of those kids who spends a lot of time on his own. He was wearing jeans, a T-shirt with a photograph of a pelican on, which he’d had scanned on from a school trip to a bird sanctuary, and a LoSave baseball cap. Not one you can buy, one you get given if you work there. His uncle worked in LoSave. Toby loved LoSave, he said it had everything you could ever want in the whole of your life.


‘Err, yeah,’ he said. ‘Are you sure?’


‘Come on,’ I said, ‘so long as you don’t talk about music.’


Of course he didn’t listen. He kept going on about how great my sisters were.


‘You see,’ he said, as if I didn’t get it, ‘pirates are usually boys. But “….ellas” makes you think they’re girls, right?’


‘I get it,’ I said. ‘Look, Toby, it’s just my sisters, Miffany and Jaydee, wearing lots of stripy pirate clobber, dancing around and singing their ridiculous song.’


‘I really dig their song,’ said Toby. ‘Man.’


I sighed. There was no doubt about it – Toby was an actual fan of my sisters. I tried to get him to talk properly, but it didn’t work.


We reached the rec. Two teams were getting ready for a baseball game. I could see the bases being set up. In the background kids were playing cricket and kicking footballs around. There was one guy, probably a student, throwing a boomerang.


As Toby talked, we watched it fly high into the blue sky, then zoom around in a circle, looping back behind the guy who threw it, before hovering a few yards away from where he stood.


I’d seen boomerangs before – I remembered my last dream. I thought about telling Toby about it, but when I added it all up – stepping out onto the roof of my house in the middle of the night, jumping off the tiles into the floating ‘Library of Dreams’ that looked like the church where Mum takes her Spanish lessons, meeting Big Mo and the other librarians and then discovering that this was the place where all the dreams ever created were kept – I decided to leave Toby out of it. He was thirteen. They say that’s a difficult age. The dream stuff could have completely freaked his mind.
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