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​ Chapter One

“Hi Mum, I’m
home,” Chloe shouted as she walked up the stairs, “just doing my
homework.”

“Okay Chloe,”
her mum said.

Chloe was 13 years old;
she lived in a small house just off a main road. Up until recently
she had lived with both her mother and father, but just two short
months ago her dad had been killed in a car accident. Chloe had
long brown hair that went down to her waist. She was unusually
pale, most likely the result of her dad’s death. She had only just
returned to school and so had a lot of work to catch up on. She sat
down at her desk, rooted through her bag and pulled out a tatty,
yellow book. As she pulled it out, the sheets that she had so
carefully stuffed in the back came cascading out, like water off a
waterfall. Soon, the whole floor was covered with them.

Chloe sighed and bent
down to find the sheet she wanted; she decided that she’d pick it
all up later.

Chloe’s friend, Sarah,
was also staring blankly at the sheet, as her mum called her down
for dinner. “Oh well, homework will have to wait,” she said,
sighing as she shut her book and walked slowly down the
stairs.

Sarah was also 13 years
old, she lived only ten minutes from Chloe, but the difference in
area was so noticeable. Sarah had once lived next door to Chloe,
but then her dad had gambled too much and their house had been
repossessed. Now, they lived on the local council estate. The view
from Sarah’s bedroom was the blocks of flats further down the
estate.

She hated living there.
The boys and the ‘in-crowd’ at school loved it, it gave them more
ammunition. Her clothes were part of last year’s fashion and that
was always a good tease for them, but added to the fact that she
lived on a council estate; well they had a field day with that.
Sarah always wore a necklace that she had managed to save from
being taken. It was something her dad had given her before
everything went wrong. She had lovely blonde hair, cut to sit just
below her ears. She had once worn earrings and bracelets, but they
had all been taken with her house.

Sarah’s best friend,
Charlotte, was doing her English homework. Charlotte had busy brown
hair, it always seemed to spin out of control and nothing Charlotte
did would make it any better. She always wore it up because then it
didn’t look so much like she had put her fingers in an electric
socket. She was writing a horror story and as she came to the point
where her spine was shivering…her sister Francine came running in,
“Char, Char,” she yelled as she ran, tears streaming down her
face.

“What is it
Fran?” Charlotte, Char for short, asked.

“They were
yelling and…”

“Yes…”

“Daddy left,”
Fran cried.

Charlotte took Fran and
held her close. “It’s alright, I’m sure he just went to get milk,
or something,” Charlotte whispered. Francine looked up at her and
smiled, her tear stained face was lit up by her smile. She climbed
off her sister’s knee and ran out the door, slamming it as she
left. Charlotte sighed and turned back to her homework. As she
started to write, her mind began to wander.

Her parents had been
arguing for a long time, well, for as long as Francine had been
alive. She was 12 and Francine was only 7, she often came into her
room in the night, crying because she’d woken up and heard her
parents fighting. Charlotte put her pen down. She couldn’t
concentrate on her horror story now, what if her dad didn’t come
back? She got up and went downstairs and into the kitchen. Her mum
was bent over the cooker, her shoulders were shaking and Charlotte
knew her mum was crying. She quietly moved round her and made
herself a cup of tea, before returning to her room and forcing
herself to do her homework.

“Mum, that
dinner was lovely,” Sarah said, as she began the washing up. The
phone rang, “Hello,” Sarah said, answering it with soapy
hands.

“Hi, it’s Char,
guess what?” came the reply on the other end.

“What?”

“I’ve just
spoken to the people on the first aid course, and they’ve got one
free space, isn’t that great?”

“Well, who’s
going to get it?”

“Oh, I forgot
about that.”

“I can phone
Chloe and see what she thinks, then either me or her will call you
back. Okay?”

“Okay, bye,”
Charlotte said, as she put the phone down.

“Mum, can I
ring Chloe?” Sarah asked.

“Yes, but be
quick.”

Sarah picked up the phone
and rapidly dialled Chloe’s number from memory. It rang several
times before a small voice answered, “Hello, Stone
residence.”

“Hi, It’s
Sarah. Is that you Chloe?” Sarah asked the small voice.

“Yep.”

“Well, Char’s
just rang me and the first aid course have got one free place,
so…”

“So,
what?”

“Who should get
it?”

“Char,” Chloe
answered, feeling very sure of her answer.

“Yeah, I think
so too, after all if it wasn’t for her we wouldn’t have even known
about it to apply.”

“Exactly, you
want me to phone her and tell her?” Chloe asked.

“Would you?”
Sarah said, yawning.

“Would I what?”
Chloe asked, sounding as if she had been daydreaming.

“Would you
phone her?” Sarah asked again.

“Well, if I
wasn’t going to, then I wouldn’t have offered, now would I!” Chloe
said, talking so loud and harshly that it woke Sarah up.

“Okay Chloe,
thanks, bye,” Sarah said. She hung up the phone and went into the
kitchen to finish the washing up. Her mum was sitting in the living
room, watching the evening news. Sarah went over to the kettle and
put it on the boil. The washing up water had gone cold, and they
didn’t have any more hot water. So when they wanted to wash up,
have a bath or practically anything that involved hot water they
had to boil the kettle. Life in the council house was a lot
different to the life that either Charlotte or Chloe led. When she
stayed round their houses, she was often surprised at the way her
life had changed. They always seemed to have hot water and Chloe
even had a dishwasher! It wasn’t a surprise to her, because she too
had once taken it for granted. It was just that she had learned a
new, much harder, way of life and it was difficult to go back to
the old one without feeling sad.

Chloe picked up the phone
and settled into the chair as she dialled Charlotte’s number. A
breathless voice answered, “Hello.”

“Hello, is that
Char?” Chloe asked.

“Yep…on the
first guess too! Let me think…this must be….the Easter bunny…or
Chloe. I can never tell the difference between those two!”
Charlotte replied, giggling.

Chloe laughed, “It’s
Chloe,” she said. “I was just phoning to say that we decided that
you should get the space on the first aid course.”

“Yay! Are you
sure about this?”

“Look,” Chloe
said, her good mood disappearing, “I don’t want the space, not
after my dad. Sarah doesn’t want the space, so you have
it.”

“Okay, but the
first space that comes up after this, one of you better join with
me.”

“Fine with me,”
Chloe said, trying not to sound as annoyed as she was. “Look, I’ve
got a load of homework, so I’d better go.”

“Okay, Chloe.
See you tomorrow.”

“Bye Char.” She
hung up and started to climb the stairs to her room. Ever since her
dad had been killed she’d found it hard to sleep. She missed him
and her mum had fallen apart. Both Charlotte and Sarah had been
really helpful. It was hard though, for them, as neither one of
them had ever felt the loss that she had. They’d still been there.
Between the three of them, they were a team. Nothing would ever
separate them. When Sarah had had to move, they had helped her
fight back at school with the bullies and when her dad had died,
they’d done the same thing. No matter what, they’d stick
together.

Charlotte was getting
ready to go to her first meeting on the first aid course; her mum
was taking her. Her dad still hadn’t come home, so they’d had to
leave Fran with a neighbour. She’d spent most of the evening
sitting by the door, vaguely watching the television, waiting for
her dad to return. The phone had rung many times, but her mum had
always answered before Char had a chance to. Each time though, Fran
had asked anxiously, “Is it daddy? Is he coming home?” Each time
Charlotte shook her head. In reality she didn’t really know
herself.

Eventually they left,
after they had travelled away from their street her mum pulled the
car to a stop and turned to face her.

“Charlotte,
I’ve got some news.”

“What is it?”
she asked.

“It’s about
your dad. We’ve decided to get a divorce, and well, your dad wants
Francine. You see he thinks she would be better off with him. She’s
so young and I don’t want her to have to go through a whole custody
battle, so I agreed,” her mum told her, with tears in her
eyes.

“But, why?”
Charlotte cried, her own tears already falling.

“There is more
to it than I can tell you, but believe me it’s for the best. She’ll
leave this weekend,” her mum explained.

“Why so soon?”
Charlotte asked, through gulps and tears.

“Your dad
thinks she’ll settle sooner if she goes now. Char I am so sorry, I
know how close you are to her.”

“I want to go
home,” Charlotte said, in a quiet voice.

“But, your
first aid thing?”

“I don’t care
about that now, I want to go home and be with Fran.”

“Okay, but
promise me that you won’t tell her what’s going on. Promise me,
Char,” her mum demanded, pulling Charlotte’s face up, so she was
looking her mum in the eyes.

“I
promise.”

They drove back home in
silence. Charlotte couldn’t even look at her mum. She felt
betrayed; that there was something her mum wasn’t telling her. Most
of all though, she felt like she was about to lose the most
important person in her life.


​ Chapter Two

Sarah walked into her
room and saw the book on her desk. It was 7:30pm and she still
hadn’t started her homework. She looked at the sheet and sighed. It
was algebra – and if there was one thing she couldn’t stand, it was
algebra. Most of it involved the use of a scientific calculator.
She’d never had one, but before they’d moved her parents had been
planning to buy her one for her birthday. Then, the debt collectors
had come and there was no money for anything, not even new
furniture, let alone a scientific calculator. She had to do her
homework on a normal calculator – the one you gave to children to
play with. She sat down and started to struggle through
it.

Since they had moved
she’d gone from top of the class in most things to near the bottom
in everything. She just couldn’t find the motivation anymore. She
was picked on in every class; she didn’t share many classes with
either Chloe or Charlotte, so they weren’t there to stick up for
her.

She started the last
question and looked at the time. 9pm. It had taken her an hour and
a half and she knew that most of them were probably
wrong.

She heard a bang at the
door and got up to go downstairs to see who it was. Her mum was
still sitting in her chair, staring at the television. She was
obviously ignoring the door. Sarah walked to the door and opened
it. There, she stood face to face with her dad. He was drunk, as
usual, and he wanted to come in.

“Dad, you don’t
live here,” Sarah told him.

“It’s where I
belong, now let me in,” he shouted back at her.

“I can’t. I
wish I could, but I can’t,” she said as she shut the door. Her dad
continued to bang on the door. Sarah felt the tears welling up in
her eyes. She turned from the door and ran upstairs, trying to
block out the sound of her dad shouting.

Charlotte was also in her
bedroom, crying like anything. Francine’s room was in boxes, and
she didn’t even know she was going yet. She was standing in front
of Charlotte in her short dungarees. It was 9:30pm. Time for Fran
to go to bed. “Ni, ni, Char,” her little sister called as her mum
picked her up and took her into her own room. As Fran waved goodbye
to Charlotte, thoughts of Fran’s younger moments flashed through
her mind. She then realised that she might never have memories like
that again, she had to make new memories in the time that was left
before her little sister’s departure. Over her bed was a picture of
Fran smiling and laughing. “Oh Fran,” Charlotte said, sighing.
“What will I do without you? Why does he have to leave and take you
as well?” She then broke down and cried some more.

Chloe was sitting at home
watching the television with her mum, all her homework was
finished. It was times like this when she had nothing to do that
she really began to miss her dad. She thought back to the times
when he and she used to joke around after he’d finished work. He
had loved his job, she had loved his job. Her dad had been a
zookeeper at the local zoo; he worked mainly with the primates. He
loved primates, he always told her mum that one day for her
anniversary he would pay for them to go out and see real primates
in their natural habitat. That they would tour Africa or something.
“And of course,” he would say, “Our little primate would have to
come with us!” She remembered the times when she would go to work
with him when the school was closed for the day; he had such a
passion for his work. She remembered times when he would let her
hold the newborn chimps, the ones that were only hours old. In her
bedroom was a picture of her holding one, she kept it in view,
along with one of her dad at work. She knew that he had had a
collection of ornaments that were all primate themed. She didn’t
know where they were, she figured her mum had put them somewhere,
after that day…that awful day. Her mind flashed back to when she
and her mum had been sat waiting for him to come home from work,
and there had been a knock at the door. She remembered the
policeman telling her mum that he was very sorry, but there had
been an accident, that the paramedics had done all they could, but
they were very sorry to tell her that her husband was dead. As
Chloe thought, the tears started to fall, she couldn’t stop them.
It seemed so real, like it was happening all over again. Her mum
noticed her crying. “What’s wrong Chloe?”

“Nothing, I’m
fine,” she replied.

“You’re
crying.”

“It’s nothing,”
Chloe said, tearfully and she ran upstairs.

Sarah had stopped crying.
She had finally finished her maths homework, and had started on her
French. She was exhausted and stifling a yawn she glanced at the
clock, it was 10pm. She still had more to do on her French, but it
would have to wait until morning, it was too late now.

She quickly undressed and
climbed into bed. She lay there for a while, thinking about her
dad. Even though it was his fault she was now living in this house,
she loved him and wished he were allowed to come and live with them
again. She was sure if he did, he wouldn’t drink so much. She was
still thinking about him as she fell asleep a few minutes
later.

Charlotte had stopped
crying and was thinking about her parent’s separation. She always
thought they’d be together. She knew it wasn’t right for them to be
fighting, but out of her two friends, she was the only one whose
parents were still together. She got up and tiptoed into Fran’s
room. As she watched her sleep, she began to think what life would
be like without her. All the times that they had spent together as
a family, the holidays, the parties.

She snapped out of her
daydream and started to concentrate on her little sister sleeping.
Fran was asleep and dreaming wonderful dreams and having wonderful
thoughts. Charlotte wished she didn’t have to go, she wished she
could understand more about why her dad was doing this. She wished
her mum would tell her more, she wasn’t a little kid anymore, she
had a right to know these things.

In an instant, Charlotte
decided she was going to find out what exactly was going on. She
tiptoed out of Fran’s room so as not to wake her and headed toward
what used to be her parent’s bedroom. Charlotte hadn’t been in
there for a long time, she knew that Fran still sometimes woke up
in the night and wanted to sleep with mummy, but Charlotte had
grown out of that when she was about six or seven. She knocked on
the door and called out, “Mum.”

No answer, so she knocked
a bit louder, “Mum, are you still awake?”

No answer. This time, she
just opened the door and walked in. She had to know, and she
couldn’t sleep till she did. As the door swung shut, her mum sat up
in bed, “Robert? Is that you?” she asked the darkness.

“Mum, it’s me,”
Charlotte said.

“Char, what are
you still doing up? It’s near enough midnight.”

“I know. I just
had to ask you something.”

“Can’t it
wait?”

“No, I need to
know now.”

“Okay, but
hurry up, I have a big meeting in the morning.”

“What did you
mean when you say ‘there’s more to it than you know’?”

“Huh?”

“In the car,
tonight. When I asked you why he wanted Fran, you said that there
was more to it than I knew. Why? What don’t I know?”

“Char, it’s
late and I really don’t want to discuss this with you.”

“Well, I’m not
leaving till you do. She’s my baby sister, I have a right to know
why my dad wants to take her away, but seems to think I should be
just fine in this life I have here.”

“Char, it’s
complicated.”

“I don’t
care.”

“Char, please,
can’t I just tell you another time?”

“NO, I want to
know now!”

“Okay, Okay, I
guess I’m to blame for that stubborn streak of yours.”

“Yeah, now tell
me.”

“Char, I want
you to remember firstly that your dad and I, we love
you.”

“Why is it that
sentence makes me feel even more nervous than not
knowing?”

“You have to
remember that. Promise me you do.”

“I
promise.”

“Char, before
you were born, you’re dad and I were just starting our
relationship. We didn’t have plans to marry as soon as we did, but
then I found out I was expecting you and we thought it would be the
right thing to do, you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Well, as time
went on, we tried and tried for another baby, a brother or sister
for you. When you were five, we had Francine.”

“I know all
this.”

“When Francine
was born, you remember she had to have that blood
transfusion?”

“Yeah.”

“You remember
it was because your dad and mines blood got mixed up, the whole
rhesus negative and rhesus positive that we tried to explain to
you?”

“I remember she
was sick…and I remember her needing the blood, but not why she
needed it.”

“Well, that’s
all very complicated, but anyway your dad wanted to know why it
hadn’t happened when you were born, since it seemed that whenever
we had a baby, the child would most likely need a
transfusion.”

“Why didn’t
it?”

“This is the
hard bit Char.”

“Go
on.”

“Before me and
your dad got serious, I slept with an old boyfriend, it was over
very quickly and I never thought about it again. I never told your
dad obviously, he would have gone nuts. It turns out, that the
reason you didn’t have the same problem as Fran was because your
dad wasn’t your dad.”

“Are you saying
he doesn’t want me because I might be someone else’s
baby?”

“There is no
might in this sweetheart.”

“He’s not my
dad?”

“No.”

“Why didn’t you
tell me?”

“There was
never any need. I would never have told you had you not
asked.”

“So, is Fran
not my sister?”

“Of course she
is! She’s your sister; you just don’t have the same father. Your
dad is still your dad, he brought you up all your life.”

Yeah, but now he wants to
take my sister away to live with him because I’m not really his
daughter.”

“You
are!”

“Not in his
eyes.”

“Look, you dad
wants Fran because he thinks it would be better for her to live
with him. It has nothing to do with who your father is.”

“It does in my
eyes, you’ve lied to me my whole life!”

“I didn’t know
Char, I didn’t know.”

“I hate you!”
Charlotte screamed and walked out, slamming the door behind her.
How could her mother keep something like that from her? She climbed
into her bed and tried to think of something else. She couldn’t.
She couldn’t get it out of head that was why her dad didn’t want
her. He wasn’t concerned about her. He would get his ‘daughter’ and
it didn’t matter what happened to Charlotte. She started to cry
into her pillow, so that her mum wouldn’t hear her through pure
exhaustion she fell asleep.
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