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School is not my idea of a fun time, but then if you knew me
you’d probably already know that. If I was in government I would
certainly change a few laws. One of them would be that school
should no longer be compulsory after the age of fourteen. Like they
did years ago before they realised that they could torture children
for longer by making them actually attend school. I suppose the
good thing is that I don’t live in Australia or America because
there I think you have to go to school until you’re eighteen and
the prospect of that is enough to make me want to shoot
myself.

Still, at least the summer holidays started in less than
three hours which meant six weeks of lie-ins and no school. I would
have coursework to do over that time of course, but I’d leave it to
the last minute like I always did. The school holidays are not
meant to be filled with work, they’re the time that we’re allowed
to do whatever we want to symbolise surviving another year in the
urban jungle. I, for one, would be glad to see that back of year
ten. You wanna know why? One word, well actually two – Jody
Eveson.

Ever since Cassie died Jody hasn’t stopped. I mean, I know
that I shouldn’t have hit her and broken her nose but she was
asking for it and what else was I supposed to do? She was not the
kind of person that you could discuss things rationally with. I
stand by the fact that she fully deserved everything she got. It’s
just a shame that since then she hasn’t stopped telling people that
I was responsible for Cassie’s death. If people didn’t believe her,
then why was I spending so much time with the police? The school
was split between three groups of people: Those that believed her,
those that didn’t (which numbered two, Kaolin and me) and those
that just didn’t care.

It would probably have been more bearable if the group of
people that didn’t care were made up of more than a few people.
Most people believed Jody and most people decided that it was their
job to make my life hell until I came up with a proper reason for
being with the police. Other than I was just helping the police
with their enquiries. It wasn’t even like I could tell them the
*real* reason because I doubt that any of them would actually
believe me. I suppose I had better explain a few things before it
sounds like I’m just some crazy person, which I’m not.

I’m Tara Leverton- yeah, that’s right, Leverton. My dad is
the great, all time, famous, Colin Leverton. Although he’s been
retired for near enough ten years I still get people coming up to
me and telling me how much they love my dad. Or at least I did
before the whole school thought I was completely and utterly crazy.
I’m lucky enough to be friends with the only person in the whole
school who doesn’t think my dad is some kind of sex god. Or that he
can get them to meet their favourite celebrity (who will then fall
in love with them and give them loads of babies). Or to that
effect.

Anyway, I’m fifteen and ever since my mum died when I was six
I’ve had this…well…”gift”. I wouldn’t call it that, I’d call it a
pain in the unmentionables, but people seem to be of the general
opinion that it’s actually something to be proud of. What is this
gift? Well, if I touch something that belonged to someone who died
recently, I get treated to a full show of what they did on their
death bed. I started working for the police a few months back when
I discovered who had really been behind Kaolin’s dad’s murder. I
was happy with just Kaolin as a friend, but then Cassie appeared at
the beginning of the year and bam, suddenly I had two friends. But,
it didn’t last, Cassie was killed by her foster parents and I
helped the police track and catch her murderers and put them in the
right place: Behind bars where they can rot for the rest of
eternity.

That’s why I was helping the police with their enquires,
Cassie was blind and it took me forever to be able to “see” what
had happened to her. As you can imagine it’s not the kind of thing
that I could just explain to my classmates. Even if I could, I
doubt they’d actually believe me. Not that I care that they all
hate me. I was a loner before Kaolin came along because I have
issues and I don’t need any other friends.

Still, it’d be nice to get through one day without them all
poking each other and whispering about me. It’s very hard to not
hit them all but I think if I got another detention for fighting my
dad would have a heart attack or something. He keeps threatening to
make me see a counsellor to deal with my rage and although I like
to believe that he wouldn’t dare do it, I’d thought the same when I
kept getting no homework detentions…and then he hired a tutor for
me. Who just happened to be one of Jody’s minions. I bet she’s glad
that she doesn’t have to come over much anymore, considering that
she thinks I’m some kind of crazy murderer. Whatever, I don’t
care.

I cursed whoever it was that decided I should have to sit
through Maths and then English before the summer holidays
officially started. All the other schools in the area were either
finishing at lunch or pretty soon afterwards and there was us,
stuck in school until the usual finishing time – cruelty to
children happening right there, but did anyone care? Nope. I
suppose that I should have been grateful that we were finishing on
a Wednesday afternoon and they weren’t making us wait until the
weekend. That had to be a plus.

You would have thought that our teachers were looking forward
to the six weeks off as much as we were. But they didn’t seem to
show it in our lessons. In previous years once it was the last day
of term, then we’d be allowed to do pretty much nothing for the
whole hour, but we didn’t this year. It was probably because we
were working towards our GCSEs or something. Whatever the reason
was, it was irritating as hell and just made me want the end of the
day to arrive that much sooner.

“Tara?” Kaolin hissed out of the corner of her
mouth.

“What?” I replied, forgetting to whisper. She rolled her eyes
at me and the rest of the class laughed.

“It’s nice to know that you were paying attention, Tara,” Mrs.
Hutchinson said and I knew then that I wouldn’t be leaving for the
school holidays at the same time as everyone else. The hag was
going to give me detention for not paying attention or something
equally dumb,

“Sorry, Mrs. Hutchinson,” I said, trying to soothe her anger
because let’s face it; I did not want to be the last one to leave
tonight.

“Seeing as it’s the last day of term, I’ll let you off so long
as you can solve this equation,” she told me and my heart sank as
she pointed to the board. I suck at maths, though if you ask my dad
it’s because I don’t apply myself enough. I just don’t see the
point in applying myself, it’s not like I’m ever going to have to
use Maths in the real world. I mean, yeah it helps being able to
count and everything but when do we ever use algebra and equations,
and all that crap in real life? Never, which is my point
exactly.

“Is it a=65?” I asked tentatively. I was crossing my fingers
under the desk, praying that if it was wrong she’d let me off
because at least I’d tried which is the main thing,
right?

“Correct, I see you were paying attention,” she told me and I
let out the breath that I’d been holding. Seriously, the holidays
could not come quick enough as far as I was concerned. Kaolin
nudged me and gave me a smirk as Mrs. Hutchinson carried on the
lesson. I was tempted to sink back into a dream land but I thought
better of it seeing as I’d already been caught out once.

Maths passed slowly and painfully as Mrs. Hutchinson decided
that the only way to make sure I was paying attention was to
continually call on me for the answers. Hag.

“Just one more lesson,” Kaolin said as we made our way to
English.

“Yeah and what’s the betting that this one will pass just as
slowly as all the others.”

“Come on, Tara, you have to admit it was funny.”

“What was?”

“When Mrs. Hutchinson called on you and you were all spaced
out,” she said, letting a little giggle escape as we waited for Mr.
Daniels to call us into class.

“No, Kaolin, it was NOT funny. It was embarrassing and as my
best friend you should not be laughing,” I replied,
stone-faced.

“Sorry,” she said, trying to hide her sniggering. I was going
to yell at her again but Mr. Daniels poked his head round the door
and signalled for us to file into the classroom before I had a
chance. Normally, I would have done it anyway, but I’d already had
more than one close call with a teacher today and I didn’t want to
push it.

“Seeing as it’s the last day of term, I’m sure you are all
itching to get out of here and celebrate six weeks off. I thought
that today rather than making you do actual work, I’d let you talk
amongst yourselves,” Mr. Daniels told us; before he could finish a
cheer erupted through the classroom. I could have kissed him right
then. “However,” he said, raising his voice. “If you have yet to
hand in your Shakespeare essay, then you will work silently on that
and will continue to do so until it is handed in.”

I was suddenly very glad that my dad had threatened me with
more lessons with Clarissa. I’d done my essay a few days after it
was set and I suddenly felt very sorry for all those poor souls who
had left it to the last minute. They were just lucky that Mr.
Daniels was giving them the lesson to do it because if they hadn’t
done it by now, they would have been given a hefty no homework
detention. This is not the best way to end the term. Trust me, I
know. Last year I had three to fill my last week. You’d have
thought I would have learnt from that without the need for a tutor,
but I guess you’d call me a slow learner. Still, *this* was the way
I envisioned spending my last day of term, for once Mr. Daniels had
gotten it right.
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The end of school came finally, although it felt like I’d
been there for a week rather than just a day. At least now it was
over for six whole weeks – just me and my duvet, and there would be
no reason for Dad to force me to get up either.

“Got any plans for the summer?” Kaolin asked, as we walked to
the bus stop. She was coming back to my house to celebrate the end
of term.

“Just some quality time with my duvet,” I told her.

“I’m sure you’re going to have to fight your dad on that one,”
she replied, laughing.

“Nope, as long as I get all my coursework done before we go
back in September, he’ll have nothing to complain
about.”

“I doubt he’ll see it that way.”

“I doubt he’ll get much of a choice,” I grinned at her as we
got on the bus. We managed to grab a seat near the front and dumped
our bags at our feet. People think that all teenagers like to sit
at the back of the bus. So that we can be all naughty and make
faces at other drivers. Generally – and I speak only for Kaolin and
I, because I don’t talk to any other teenagers – we don’t sit at
the back of the bus. Probably because we’d pretty much get beaten
up by the teenagers that do.

“I’m home,” I yelled as both Kaolin and I came through the
door. I wasn’t sure if Dad was there or whether he as still at
whatever meeting he’d muttered about that morning.

“I don’t think he’s here,” Kaolin said, when all that greeted
me was silence.

“Fancy a cup of tea?” I asked, dumping my bag on the table and
heading to the kitchen.

“Sure.” She followed me, dumping her bag next to mine. It was
weird that I wouldn’t have to head back to school for a while, I
had that feeling you always get when school ends – that whole, ‘I
can’t believe it’ feeling. My last summer before I could leave the
school for good. Now that? That I was really looking forward
to.

“Dad must still be at his meeting,” I said, breaking the
silence that had fallen over my house.

“Another ‘where are they now?’ interview?” Kaolin asked. Every
so often Dad’s agent calls him with an interview offer from some
magazine that is doing an article on what the great Colin Leverton
is up to now. Dad always agrees to do them. This always seems to
remind people at school that he is actually my father and makes
them bug me even more. Though that hasn’t happened recently. Mostly
because they all think I’m some kind of crazy murderer who’s
knocking off all of her friends, left on the street by police
incompetence.

“I don’t know, he didn’t mention it and he usually does,” I
replied. Dad was good like that, giving me some kind of warning so
that I could prepare myself for the barrage of questions from
stupid little school girls who think my dad is some kind of sex
god.

“So, what do you want to do to celebrate surviving year ten in
one piece?” Kaolin asked, changing the subject.

“I dunno, eat lots of sugar and take in the fact that this is
the last legitimate summer holiday we’ll have. Well, apart from you
who is, I’m assuming, planning on going to college and university
and all of that crap.”

“It’s not crap, but yes, I plan to do the whole lot. I don’t
have to ask if you are.”

“In case you were wondering, I do not plan to do any of that,”
I told her, pouring boiling water into two cups.

“Why not?” Kaolin asked, looking at me curiously. We’ve had
this conversation many times and Kaolin always says that my
reasoning for not going to college and onto university is flawed. I
tell her that I don’t care what she thinks, that I’m not doing it
and not even my dad can make me. We’ve had it more times than I can
count, but yet she still asks me. I sighed deeply and started
explaining myself for the fiftieth time.

Dad arrived home about two hours after we had. I’d managed to
get off the subject of college and the pair of us were watching
some stupid movie on TV. That told me that the holidays had truly
begun because kids TV was lasting all day, rather than just after
school hours.

“Hey sweetie,” Dad said, giving the top of my head a quick
kiss before he disappeared into the kitchen.

“Hey, where you been?” I asked, not moving from the
couch.

“I had a meeting, didn’t I tell you?”

“Yeah, just wondered what kind of meeting.”

“I’ll tell you later, when we haven’t got company, okay?” Dad
said. In all honesty it should have set off my warning bells, that
he didn’t want to tell me while Kaolin was around, but I guessed
that with the end of school and the massive amount of ice cream
that the pair of us had consumed I just assumed it was something
personal that Dad didn’t want to mention in front of my friend. I
thought he was trying to be less embarrassing or something. Ha!
That’ll teach me, this is *my* father we’re talking about. The guy
who lied for nine years and then slipped it into every day
conversation like it was nothing.

Kaolin went home at about nine, when her mum called and asked
where she was. She’d stayed with us for dinner and the time had
just gotten away from us. So, although her mum yelled and said that
she was coming round to pick her up, it wasn’t really any one’s
fault.

“I’ll come see you tomorrow,” I said, as she got into the car.
She waved and made a face when her mum said something and drove
off. I did not envy her right then, though if I had known what my
dad was about to tell me I would have flagged them down and gotten
in the back. I would have gladly swapped places with my friend.
Except I didn’t know, because I wasn’t psychic (Well, not in the
way that I can see the future). I should have known though, I
should have realised that I couldn’t trust him.

He waited until it was rather late and I was ready to head
off to bed. “Tara? Can I have a quick word?” he asked, standing at
the bottom of the stairs. His face looked a mixture of serious and
worried. That really should have been my second warning, but it
didn’t hit because he’d gone and lulled me into a false sense of
security.

“Sure. What’s up?”

“It’s about that meeting today.”

“Okay.”

“I was meeting with a charity. It was about you,” Dad
stammered. I must have looked really confused because I sure as
hell felt it.

“What do you mean?”

“It was about a job for you.”

“I already have a job,” I told him. It was true though. I
worked with the police and I even got paid for it. Not much, but
enough to make it all the more worthwhile. Though I would have done
it whether they paid me or not.

“I know. I know that you don’t want to go onto college or
university. So, I wondered if you’d thought about what you want to
do with your life.” I opened my mouth to say something, but he
jumped in. “And before you tell me you have, I mean *really*
thought about it. You can’t work for the police for the rest of
your life, can you?”

“Why not?” I asked. I didn’t see why it would be a problem, I
mean, I was good at what I did and it didn’t really take much
effort on my part. Which is what I liked most about it and I got to
help people. Why would I want to give that up?

“You’ll want more experience for your future,” Dad told me,
not really listening to what I’d said.

“I will?”

“Yes, you’ll need it to be able to make an informed
decision.”

“Dad, where is this leading?” I asked, suddenly
suspicious.

“I got you a summer job,” he said, sounding rather pleased
with himself.

“You did WHAT?!?” I shrieked. He *had* to be joking around
with me, didn’t he? I mean, he wouldn’t really make me go to work
during my summer holidays. He wasn’t *that* deluded, was
he?

“A summer job, and before you start to worry, it’s doing
something that you’ll enjoy. I used some of my contacts from the
old days for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s for a charity that does special days for terminally and
seriously ill children and young adults.”

“And why would that interest me?” I asked, still shocked that
my dad had even thought for a second that working during the summer
would interest me.

“It’s similar to your work with the police, isn’t it? Helping
people.” Yeah, but usually the people I help are either dead or
criminals, which means that I don’t have much contact with them.
I’m guessing that with a charity I would have to actually
communicate with other human beings. Doesn’t my own father realise
that I seriously lack any kind of social skills?
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My conversation with Dad lasted a lot longer than I thought
it would and ended the way it should have: With me walking off and
refusing to come out of my room to talk to him. I had planned to
bash it out with Kaolin online but when I booted my computer and
logged on, she was no where to be seen. This meant that I had to
deal with my anger on my own, which in case you hadn’t guessed, is
NOT a good thing.

I ended up sleeping and waking up at some stupid hour of the
morning, which did not help my mood. If anything, it just made it
worse. What surprised me the most was that Dad wasn’t up; he’s
usually awake at the crack of dawn and is always particularly proud
of himself for managing it as well.

I made myself a cup of tea and poured out a bowl of cereal
and carried them both back up the stairs to my room. I booted up my
computer and ate my cereal while I waited for it to load up
properly. I was hoping that Kaolin would be online so that I could
tell her what my brainless father had done now. I wasn’t that
hopeful that she would be seeing as how it wasn’t even 7am yet.
That’s right; I was awake before 7am, which would explain why my
dad was still sleeping. He’d probably have a heart attack if he
knew I was not only up at this time of day, but I had also started
on my first cup of tea and had eaten, or was at least eating
breakfast. If you hadn’t guessed from what I’ve said in the past, I
like my duvet and my bed. On non-school days I am usually prised
out of it about midday when Dad has had enough of my lounging
around, and demands I get up and do something.

To my surprise, Kaolin *was* online. I pulled up a new IM
window and started typing.

Ippydippy98: There you are, you have
no idea how glad I am to see you

Kkat: What on earth are you doing up
at 6:35am?

Ippydippy98: I could ask you the
same thing.

Kkat: I wanted to start on my
coursework early so that I didn’t have to worry about it all
summer.

Ippydipp98: You really are a peek. I
just wanted to tell you what Dad did. You won’t believe it…really
you won’t.

Kkat: What did he do this
time?

Ippydippy98: He got me a summer job. >:(

Kkat: You are joking?

Ippydippy98: I wish I was. It’s with
a charity that does special days for terminally and seriously ill
young people. He couldn’t even get me a desk job. He had to get me
one where I have to socialise with the general public and we all
know how good I am at that!

Kkat: LOL

Ippydippy98: It’s *not* funny.
>:(

Kkat: I beg to differ. So you’re
gonna what, answer phones or something?

Ippydiipy98: I didn’t bother to ask
him, I told him I wasn’t doing it and that was final

Kkat: And he said?

Ippydippy98: That I didn’t have a
choice. That he’d used his old time contacts to get me this job and
if I insist on telling him that I won’t go to college or
even think about
it then I had to get some work experience because, and I quote,
“you can’t work for the police the whole of your life.”

Kkat: And you said?

Ippydippy98: Why the hell not? I
mean, it’s not like they don't pay me for what I do. And yeah, when
I’m older it’s not like I can live off the money they pay me at the
moment. But when I’m older it won’t be like they have to keep it a
secret anymore.

Kkat: I hate to be the one to tell
you this but your dad *does* have a point. If you don’t plan to go
to college and you don’t plan to look for full time work, what do
you plan to do with the rest of your life?

Ippydippy98: I have to decide
NOW?

Kkat: Well, not right this second,
but it would be a good idea to think about it, wouldn’t it? Besides
you might find you really enjoy working for this charity, it could
be a productive summer.

Ippydippy98:I don’t want a
“productive” summer. I want a lazy summer, I want to leave my
coursework until the last week like a *normal*
fifteen-year-old…

Kkat: I’m a normal
fifteen-year-old.

Ippydippy98: No you’re not. You’re a
peek and no matter how much I love you I can’t deny that fact
:p

Kkat: Whatever. So, what are you
going to do?

Ippydippy98: I don’t know…probably
bitch and moan about it but go anyway because it’s not like I have
a choice.

Kkat: But will you actually *do* the
job or just bitch and moan while you’re there?

Ippydippy98: I’ll do whatever they
ask me to do and just hope that none of that involves triggering a
vision because as upfront as my dad was with them, I doubt he told
them that.

Kkat: He might have

Ippydippy98: Kaolin, it took him
nine years to tell me! You really reckon he told some charity he’s
using to torture his child?

Kkat: No, when you put it like that
I guess not. And it’s not torture. You might actually enjoy
it.

Ippydippy98: Yeah and YOU might
actually leave your coursework until it’s a) a decent time of day
and b) the last few weeks of the summer.

Kkat: I just want it out of the way
so it doesn’t cut into my laying around time.

Ippydippy98: Liar

Kkat: Well if you’ve finished
insulting me, I’m going to get back to work. Shouldn’t you be lying
in bed until midday?

Ippydippy98: After the row with Dad
yesterday I ended up going to bed really early so I guess this is
my body’s way of telling me I’m stuck up for the day whether I like
it or not.

Kkat: You could always do some
coursework :p

Ippydippy98: I could, but I’m not
going to.

Kkat: I saw that one
coming

Ippydippy98: Well, it was a bit of a
stupid question.

Kkat: It wasn’t a question, it was a
suggestion.

Ippydippy98: Leave me alone, it’s
only just 7am and I’m still not awake yet.

Kkat: Maybe if you made your dad
breakfast he’d let you off going to work.

Ippydippy98: I doubt I can cook that
well, but I might take a leaf out of your book, do some coursework
and see if that gives me any leverage on it.

Kkat What if he still decides you
have to go?

Ippydippy98: Then I’ll never listen
to you again.

Kkat: Right, well, Good Luck. Lemme
know how it goes.

Ippydippy98: I’m sure you’ll hear it
about in one way or another.

Kkat: I’m sure I will.

Ippydippy98: g2g, bye!

I logged off and hunted out my school bag which I had dumped
in the corner of the room with the intention for it to stay there
until school time approached. I figured if I did my coursework I’d
have an excuse that I had all this work to do and couldn’t possibly
spare time away to go to work. The downside was if I did too much
now, then Dad could tell me to get it all done before I started on
Monday. Yeah, like that was going to happen.
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I was working on my French coursework when I heard Dad get
up. He headed downstairs, totally oblivious to me being awake but
that didn’t surprise me; he didn’t know what time I’d gone to bed
last night. The last thing he would have expected was that I was
not only up at this time of day but dressed, fed, on my fourth cup
of tea and actually doing some coursework. I think if he knew he’d
probably have a heart attack.

Which is why I waited until I could hear him singing to
himself. This usually means that he’s cooking himself breakfast. On
school days I would come down to hear him singing something off his
old album. Sometimes even dancing along like he used to do when he
was on tour. It’s times like this that I’m glad it’s just me and
dad, because I’d die of embarrassment if one of my friends saw him
doing that. Not that I have many to worry about, but I draw the
line at even Kaolin seeing him when he’s like that.

“Good Morning, sleepyhead,” Dad said, affectionately putting a
cup of tea in front of me. “Sleep well?”

“I’ve been up for a while actually,” I told him and he gave me
a look – one that said he wasn’t sure whether I was telling the
truth or not, either that or if he wasn’t sure what my definition
of ‘a while’ was.

“Have you already had breakfast then?” Dad asked, pointing to
the bacon and eggs he was currently cooking. I had already eaten
but it’d only been a bowl of cereal and I was starting to feel
hungry again so I lied and shook my head. “Good, coz I made enough
for you as well.”

It only really hit me then that Dad was in an extremely good
mood.... and I mean, more than usual especially when you take into
account that I’d stormed off after our little ‘discussion’ last
night. Normally, after that (and believe me it happens more than
you’d think in this household.) he’s still all happy to be up and
about in the morning but, he takes his time to talk to me and he
certainly doesn’t make me breakfast.

“Aren’t you angry about last night?” I asked, figuring that it
was better to broach the subject now rather than later.

“No, why would I be?”

“Coz I yelled at you and stormed off to my room,” I said,
pointing out the obvious.

“Well, I figured that once you calmed down you’d realise that
I am deadly serious about this and nothing you can do or say will
make me change my mind,” Dad told me, still wearing a stupid grin
on his face.

“What about all my coursework?”

“What about it?”

“How do you expect me to manage all of that and hold down a
full time job?” I asked, incredulously.

“You can do it at the weekends,” he said, simply.

“Do you have any idea how much work I have? And what if Mike
calls and needs me at the weekends?” I demanded. His whole attitude
where he thought that just because he’d told me I had to do
something was making me angry. It would automatically mean that the
rest of my life would go on hold. I know I’m not one to worry or
even do my homework on occasion. But I have a piece of coursework
due from pretty much every subject. I’ve heard that the best way to
start Year 11 is to not to get detentions from every single teacher
because you didn’t have time during the six weeks off to do it.
Though I doubt anyone else would have the excuse that their dad
made them take a summer job because he was an idiot.

“I suggest you spend the time before you start on Monday and
the weekend doing some then,” Dad replied, giving me a look that
should have told me not to argue with him but to be honest, I was
so angry at him that at that point wild bulls could not have held
me back.

“Do I get any of this summer to myself? Or do you plan to make
it a living hell for me the whole six weeks? I only ask because I’d
like some warning if this is the way things are going to continue,”
I snapped.

“Tara, you only have yourself to blame. If you would just
consider college or doing something other than laying in bed once
your finish your GCSEs then I wouldn’t have to push you into
finding work so that you’ll at least have some experience that you
can tell future employers about.”

“I can tell them about the police.” I didn’t really think
about that before I said it and when I did think about it, I
realised that Dad was right, I *couldn’t* tell future employers
that I used to be a psychic consult to the local police force.
Mainly because they wouldn’t believe me. If they did they’d
probably make me speak to a psychologist until they were sure that
the little ‘voices’ were no longer talking to me.

“You and I both know that isn’t a possibility,
Tara.”

“If I end up not doing all of my coursework because of this
stupid job I’m blaming you,” I told him.

“Tara, wouldn’t it make more sense to stop bitching at me, eat
your breakfast and go and start on some of your coursework since
you have so much,” Dad said, calmly. How can he stay so calm about
this? I’m seething, but then again if I was winning, I’d probably
be calm too.

“I did start some of my coursework this morning. But I’m
telling you if Mike calls me on a case that takes time then I’m not
going to get it all done. That’s going to be down to you,” I told
him.

“I’m sure you’ll manage,” he said, still grinning at me. I
pushed away my plate and left the kitchen, exasperated with the
whole situation. I wasn’t stupid and I knew that if I really did
leave my coursework to the last minute then it would involve a
whole lot of late nights and bad marks. I know what you’re thinking
– since when have I cared what marks I get? I still don’t, I just
don’t want to get such a bad mark that Dad insists on getting
Clarissa back to tutor me again. After all that happened with
Cassie I doubt she’ll want to set foot in my house, let alone spend
hours alone with me. I’m not worried though, the feeling is more
than mutual.

Which is why I spent my first Thursday of the holidays holed
up in my room and doing a little bit of everything. When I got
bored with French I moved onto my Science, then Maths and then
English. I think the reason I don’t do well at school isn’t because
I don’t try (though I don’t) I think it has more to do with the
fact that I have a short attention span. Nothing the teachers say
to me actually interests me, which means that my mind wanders and I
get lost in a little world of my own. That and the fact that unlike
Kaolin, I don’t have my whole future planned. It’s not that I’m
lazy (okay, it IS that I’m lazy.) It’s more that nothing appeals to
me more than what I do right now and I don’t have to go to college
to do that. I can do it now without any qualifications of ANY kind
so it doesn’t even matter if I fail my GCSEs. Which I don’t plan to
do because I think my father would actually kill me.

Dad did come up and bring me cups of tea throughout the day,
but we didn’t say anything to each other. I was still mad at him
for assuming that I wanted to spend the small amount of free time I
would get doing school work and I think he was just letting me cool
down in my own time. If he thought that was gonna happen any time
soon he had a whole other think coming. I planned to keep the
silent treatment up for as long as physically possible, or at least
until he took me to work on Monday. The only thing we seemed to
agree on was that there was no way I was making my own way to a job
that my dad was forcing me to go to. So he’d agreed to take me in
for the first week and after that I’d have to take the
bus.

I looked at the time when I was bored of writing an essay for
English and decided that it was late enough already and I was going
to bed. I could lay in tomorrow which would be another one of the
perks I would lose thanks to my father. One of these days I am so
going to get my revenge on him.
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I didn’t get to have a lie-in and this time it was nothing to
do with my own body betraying me. No, my body wanted to sleep until
midday but Dad woke me up just after 9am to tell me that Mike was
on the phone. Which could only mean one thing – he had a case that
he needed my help on.

“Hello,” I said, still sounding half asleep, probably because
I was.

“Tara, did I wake you?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, but it’s okay, what’s up?” I lied. I would have liked
to have been told it wasn’t important. So that I could go back to
sleep but I knew that wasn’t going to happen.

“We got a case that could do with your expertise,” he said,
sounding way too awake for 9am on a Friday morning. Was I never
destined to get something resembling a lie-in this
summer?

“Do you need me now or can I grab a couple of hours sleep
beforehand?” I asked, crossing my fingers and hoping it was the
last option.

Mike made a sound over the phone that sounded like a sharp
intake of breath before he said, “sorry, but we need you ASAP. Can
your dad drive you or do you want me to send a car?”

“Dad’ll drive me,” I said without even asking my dad. I
figured he owed me a lift for making me do the summer job from
hell.

“Right, I’ll see you in about an hour?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, that should get me time to get dressed and get
something to eat. See you then,” I replied, trying to sound
cheerful. I wasn’t cheerful, I usually wasn’t anything until I’d
had at least one cup of tea and something to eat, but I guess that
I’d have to run on minimal power until I got to the police station
and managed to grab a second cup of tea.

To give him his due, Dad didn’t say anything about me
basically assuming he’d give me a lift across town to the police
station. He just went downstairs and put the kettle on while I
persuaded my body to get out of bed. As I headed to the bathroom I
could smell the bacon and sausages cooking. So I figured Dad
decided that I deserved a cooked breakfast before I headed off to
work. And at least I was going to my *real* job and not something
Dad got me to do because he was once famous.

I headed downstairs to the glorious smell of cooked bacon.
Now that’s something they should bottle and sell to people like me,
who find it difficult to get up in the mornings. Somehow it gets to
work on all five of your senses and before you know it, you’re
awake and semi-ready to face the day. The only problem with selling
it as a smell is that it makes you hungry so maybe that wouldn’t be
such a good idea after all.

“If you eat up quickly, you’ll probably have time for a shower
before we leave,” Dad told me.

“You saying I smell?” I quipped.

“No, Tara, I’m just saying, it’s a hot day and sometimes it’s
nice to have a cool shower to wake yourself up and cool yourself
down after being in a hot bed all night,” Dad replied,
smiling.

I thought about it and decided that a shower would probably
be a good idea. We’d been having a mini heat wave and it was not
nice to walk around all sticky and hot all day. So, I ate my
breakfast and drank my tea in record time and then headed up to the
bathroom to have a quick shower before we had to leave to get
across town to the police station.

For the first time in well, ever, I was ready to go before
Dad. He called his agent for some reason and was stuck in a
conversation about some magazine interview for a piece about what
Dad is up to these days. From the sounds of it, Dad didn’t want to
do the interview because of some of the things the magazine in
question said after Mum’s death. However his agent really wanted
him to and kept telling him that they were still willing to
negotiate the price. I could have told him that that wasn’t going
to convince my father. He doesn’t really care about money, we live
pretty comfortably since he did so well when he was still working.
To be honest I think we could live off the interest for a fair few
years before we had to start worrying about doing anything
resembling work again. This is probably why I’m so against doing
this summer job and anything else once school is finished. I know
it’s not like we need the money. I like working for the police,
even if they do only pay me enough to keep my bank account healthy
and maybe give me some money to go out with Kaolin if I want
to.

I know it seems pretty snobbish of me to just assume I can
live off my father’s money into my old age, but he has so much of
it and I know he wouldn’t let me starve. Though, if this summer is
anything to go by I don’t think he plans to let me sponge off him
for long. Knowing my luck he’ll make me go and get a full time job
the second school finishes unless I change my mind about college.
If I did that then he’d probably give me an allowance so that I
could buy all the books and everything. Either that or he’d make me
get a part time job. You can never tell where my dad is
concerned.

“Dad, I’m going to be late,” I half-whispered as he rolled his
eyes at the phone.

“Jon, I don’t care how much they’re offering. The answer is
no. Look, I have to go, Tara has to be somewhere,” Dad said, and
before he could get a reply he hung up the phone. I’m guessing Jon
wouldn’t be too happy about that. Oh, well he’d have to live with
it.

Dad drove me across town as fast as he could, but I was still
about fifteen minutes late. I didn’t mind and I was pretty sure
that Mike wouldn’t either, but it bothered Dad. He wanted to come
in and apologise to Mike for making me late but I managed to
convince him that I’d pass it along and it would be
fine.

“Call me later and I’ll come and pick you up,” Dad said, which
surprised me. Normally he gives me some money and tells me to catch
the bus, as I can never be sure how long it’ll take. It all depends
on what I have to do exactly. I promised him that I would and got
out of the car and headed to the entrance.

WPC Louise Dyson was manning the desk which made my day that
much better. I’d met her during the whole thing with Cassie and we
seemed to get along pretty well. “You here to see Inspector
Clifford?” she asked, when she saw me. I nodded and she told me to
take a seat while she called him and let him know I had arrived.
“He’ll be down in a minute,” she called over once she was off the
phone and then she went back to dealing with the people who had
been queuing behind me. I could hear them telling her that they’d
had their bag stolen while they were over here on holiday. They
needed to file a report about it for their insurance. All I could
think was poor people, over here on holiday, and some bastard nicks
your bag...just what you need.

“Tara!” Mike called from the doorway that led to the offices
upstairs, breaking my train of thought. “You want to follow me?” I
picked up my bag and followed him up the stairs that I had climbed
many times before. We passed many other offices and some
plain-clothes police officers that smiled at Mike and gave me a
neutral look – they probably thought I was in some kind of trouble
or something. Ha! If only they knew the truth.

“Can I get Holly to make you a cup of tea?” Mike asked, once
we reached his office.

“A cup of tea would be great,” I replied, though Dad has been
right, the shower had woken me up a little and I did feel a lot
cooler for it. Not that I was about to tell him that. Mike opened
his office door and gestured for me to go in while he asked Holly
to make two cups of tea. He also told her that he wasn’t to be
disturbed.

On his desk was the all too familiar evidence bag. I assumed
that they would contain some evidence from whatever case he needed
my help with. I didn’t touch it or anything. I’ve seen enough TV
programmes like CSI to know that. If my fingerprints were found, it
would get thrown out of court. I really don’t want to be
responsible for that.

“Right, let’s get started then,” Mike said, once he was
sitting behind his desk. I could hear Holly fussing with the kettle
and cups and everything. She doesn’t like me, but that’s okay
because I don’t like her.

“What have you got for me?” I asked, sounding more
professional than I planned.

“It’s not a pleasant case. Young child was found dead after a
fall down the stairs. The question we need you to answer is; did he
fall or was he pushed?” Mike explained.

“Surely there are fibres and everything that can tell you
that?”

“You watch too much TV, Tara. You’re right that there are
fibres, but they tell us that he spent a lot of time with his
parents. We can’t rule out child abuse from them.”

“So, you need me to look and see, but how will that help the
case? I mean it’s not like you can use me as evidence.”

“If you tell us it was an accident then we can use the
evidence we already have to prove it.”

“Why do you need me then?”

“Because it proves both scenarios. I’m just hoping you can
tell us which one to investigate further.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, finally understanding what he wanted from
me. “Shall we get on with it?” I asked as Holly brought in the two
cups of tea and placed one on the desk in front of me. She left
quickly, giving me an evil glare, I doubt Mike saw it, but I did. I
would have shot one back but she was gone before I
could.

Mike snapped on some latex gloves and passed some over to me,
which was odd because I’ve never had to wear them before when
handling evidence. I guess that must mean that whatever he’s using
to provoke my vision needs to stay fingerprint free. It was a
child’s top, covered in dried blood and my heart leapt because as
I’ve said before, the death of children always gets to me – it
would get to you too.

He handed it over as I reached out. I braced myself to end up
on the floor.

A small child is stood next to me. I don’t think he’s the
victim because he seems way too young to even be wearing the top
I’d grabbed hold of. The floor by the stairs is littered with toys
and it looks like an accident scene waiting to happen. A woman
appears. She must be the mother and she looks at me
smiling.

“Matthew, I told you to tidy this up, you know what will
happen if your dad comes home and finds it still a mess,” she says,
scolding the child slightly.

“But Mum, Chris pulled them out,” Matthew whines.

“I don’t care who made the mess; just that it gets tidied up.
Someone will have an accident if you’re not careful.”

“No,” Matthew shouts, pouting. “Chris made the mess he can
tidy it up.” The woman puts her hand out to take Matthew’s, but he
pushes himself away from her and trips and then, then he falls.
There’s a sickening crunch when he lands and I know that he’s
dead.

I woke up to find myself flat on my back, with tears
streaming down my cheeks. I told you it always got to me when a
child dies. Mike was kneeling next to me, anticipation in his
eyes.

“It was an accident, the mother reached out to grab him but he
pulled away from her and fell,” I said, once I found my
voice.

“Thank you, Tara,” Mike said, softly. He offered me a hand and
helped me to my feet and we drank our teas in silence, remembering
a boy neither one of us knew, but whose pain I had felt.
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I managed to get my lie in on Saturday morning. Dad had
picked me up from the police station and there were still the
remnants of tears on my face. “Tough case?” he asked. I could only
nod, because I thought that if I had to talk about it again then
I’d just end up crying and that was the last thing I wanted to
do.

Dad cooked me lunch as well and let me lounge on the couch
for the rest of the day. He didn’t mention coursework once or the
new job that I would be starting on Monday. This meant that I must
have looked pretty awful. I thought about getting online and
talking to Kaolin but that would have meant climbing the stairs and
if I was honest, I just didn’t have the energy to even do that. I
wanted to sleep and rest and just think about all the good things
that happen in the world.

So, I slept in Saturday and for a split second I thought that
things were going to be the same as Friday evening. You know, Dad
letting me just slob around because of having such a hard case. But
nope, except for the lie in everything was back to normal. I headed
downstairs about midday and was greeted with a smiling Dad who had
already made me my first cup of tea of the morning – I swear that
man is psychic.

“What are you going to work on today?” he asked as I took my
first sip of tea. It was still too hot to gulp down.

“Huh?” I murmured, still slightly asleep.

“What coursework are you going to get done today?” he
repeated, clarifying that today was definitely NOT going to be as
fun as yesterday was.

“Probably a bit of everything,” I said. I saw no point in
lying to him and saying that I’d work on one project. We all know
how good my attention span is. Anyway he’d just want me to show him
the finished product at the end of the day, I wouldn’t have it and
that would lead to more rows. There were only a number of times
that I could get away with blaming this new job for my repeated
academic failure.
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