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‘I loved it so much that I read it in two days! I learned
that it is important to be kind and help other people’


Maisha, age 6


‘I could not put it down once I had got it because it was
so fantastic! It is all about bravery and determination’


Dorie, age 10


‘What! Oh no! I can’t believe it has
finished! I wanted to read more!’


Ariana, age 8


‘The book made you think about things
you don’t normally think about’


Samuel, age 10


‘Your book was so good it made me
stop fighting with my sister’


Adam, age 8


‘I thought the story was inspirational and
beautifully written. I hope it will win an award’


Daisy, age 9


‘The story made me care about things I hadn’t
thought of before and want to help people’


Musa, age 7
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‘A celebration of courage and friendship’


Guardian


‘Utterly delightful’


Mail on Sunday


‘Tearjerking and chuckle-inducing’


Sunday Post


‘A book that everyone should read in this day and age’


Bookseller


‘Fans of Wonder will love this inspiring story’


Week Junior


‘This is a beautiful, open-hearted debut that should
help children … realise the power of kindness.’


BookTrust
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Winner of the Blue Peter Book Award for Best Story 2019


Winner of the Waterstone’s Children’s Book Prize 2019


Shortlisted for the Branford Boase Award


Shortlisted for the Independent Bookshop Week Award
for Children’s Book 2019


Shortlisted for the Jhalak Prize Book of the Year 2019


Carnegie Award 2019 Nominee
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This is a story written for everyone.


But it’s also a story that may cause distress or
upset for anyone who is seeing or experiencing
abuse in their own home, and is having to
be extra-especially brave and strong.


If you should happen to be one such special person,
or are worried that someone you know is being
hurt, please turn to the back of this book to learn
more about people who are ready and waiting to
help you and your loved ones. No matter how
big or small you – or your loved ones – may be.


Sending you all our love and stardust …
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For my aunt, Mumtahina (Ruma) Jannat,
whose star sits beside the moon.


For the two rays of light she was forced to
leave behind, and all children surviving the
impacts of Domestic* Abuse.


And for my mum and Zak. Always.






Буди скроман, јер си створен од земље.


Буди племенит, јер си направљен од звезда.


Be humble, because you are made of the earth.


Be noble, because you are made of stars.


Serbian Proverb (attributed)


Determined like an asteroid burning, flaming through the skies.


Hugo Rees (10 years old, poet, Cranmore Prep)
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I’ve always wanted to be a Star Hunter.


Everyone else calls them astronomers, but I think ‘Star Hunter’ sounds much better, so that’s what I’m going to call myself. But I’m not going to be the kind of star hunter that looks for old stars. I want to find the brand new ones – the ones that have only just been born and are searching for the people they’ve left behind. I read in a library book once that stars can burn for millions and billions and even trillions of years. I hope that’s true, because there’s one star I don’t ever want to stop burning. I don’t know where it is yet, but I know it’s out there, waiting for me to find it.


Back in my real house where I lived with Mum and Dad, I had three whole shelves of books in my bedroom, and at least half of them were all about stars and space travel. The walls and ceiling were covered with posters and glow-in-the-dark stars that I’d begged Mum and Dad to get me. But the best thing in my room was my special star globe which sat right next to my bed. From far away, it looked like a globe of the world – but it wasn’t. It was a globe of the night sky, and instead of countries and oceans, it lit up with all the different star constellations you could ever think of. There was a different constellation every time you switched it on, and I knew all of them off by heart. That’s why new stars will be easy for me to spot when I’m a star hunter – if you know a picture off by heart, it’s easy to tell when something about it is different.


I wish Mum hadn’t forgotten to pack the star globe. Sometimes I miss it so much that I wonder if I’ll ever stop missing it. I miss it even more now that Noah and me have had to move to the strange new place we’re living in right now.


We’ve been here for two days, and even though the house is much nicer than the last one we had to hide in with Mum, I’m not sure I like it here. It’s full of creepy noises. Like floorboards creaking when there’s no one there, invisible things tapping on the window at night as if they’re trying to get in and tiny squeaks and scratchings coming from behind the walls. My little brother Noah thinks the house is haunted – he gets so scared at bedtime that I have to make him lie down with his head under the covers and I hug him tight until he falls asleep. Noah’s only five. It’s OK for a five year old to be scared of ghosts, but it’s silly for a ten year old to believe in them, so I won’t. No matter how much the noises make me want to hide under the covers with him.


But it’s not just the noises that make this house feel strange. It’s the people in it, too.


There’s a boy called Travis who doesn’t speak. He’s eleven, tall and skinny, and looks like an elastic band that’s been stretched too far. His teeth stick out from under his lips because of the big silver braces on them – his mouth looks like a builder has tried to squeeze lots of bits of metal scaffolding inside and didn’t know when to stop. Most of the time he just stares at me with his huge grey-brown eyes that stick out like ping-pong balls. I don’t like people staring at me. My cheeks turn bright red and it makes me feel like running away. But he keeps doing it, even when I stare back at him.


Then there’s Ben, who has huge, fluffy black hair that looks like it’s been put on his head by a giant ice-cream scoop. He’s ten years old like me, with bright brown eyes that look like they’re asking you a million questions, and a shiny round pimple on his left cheek that he keeps poking when he thinks no one is looking. He always wears a Newcastle United hooded jumper the wrong way around, and eats popcorn and crisps from inside the hood as if it’s a bowl. Ben says strange things and asks me lots of questions – as if he’s a detective on a TV show and I’m a criminal. Questions like, ‘Hey! Why are you here?’ and, ‘Do you guys need to get adopted too?’ and, ‘Holy big-fat-goalie, Aniyah! Don’t you like fish fingers? Can I have them instead then?’ I hate being asked questions almost as much as I hate being stared at – especially when I don’t know the answers and my voice isn’t working. So whenever he asks me anything, I just look at the floor and shrug.


Finally, there’s Sophie. Sophie’s thirteen which makes her the oldest out of all of us, but she’s still shorter than Travis. Sophie has long, straight, bright red hair and exactly twenty-seven brown freckles across her nose. I counted them as soon as I met her, because I like freckles. I think freckles and stars look nearly the same – all tiny and fiery – and it’s fun to see what shapes you can make out of them. I wish I had freckles, but I don’t. Not even a single one. If Sophie and me were friends, I’d tell her that her freckles make the shape of a blue whale or a ship with three sails, depending on which way you connected them. But Sophie doesn’t like me or Noah so I don’t think I’m ever going to be able to tell her that. I know she doesn’t like us because whenever Mrs Iwuchukwu isn’t looking, she gives us lots of I-Hate-You stares, and narrows her eyes and grits her teeth. Getting one of those stares always makes my hands and feet go ice-cold.


Mrs Iwuchukwu is the woman who owns the house we’re all living in, and is one of the strangest grown-ups I’ve ever met. She wears lots and lots of necklaces and beads and bracelets so that whenever she moves, she makes clunking noises like marbles moving inside a bag. She also smiles so much that I think her cheeks must hurt all the time. I’ve never seen anyone smile as much as she does. Most of the time I have to look around to see what she’s smiling at, because usually you need a reason to smile. But Mrs Iwuchukwu doesn’t seem to need one. When I first met her, I thought she was Ben’s mum, because they have the same kind of hair, all big and bouncy, and the exact same colour skin. She has bright pink, shiny lips and wears lots of glitter around her dark brown eyes and her accent makes her sound as if she’s half-singing and half-telling you off. I don’t know if me and Noah like Mrs Iwuchukwu yet. But we have to try, and we have to try to make her like us too because she’s the only one who can keep us together now that everyone else has disappeared. That’s what a foster mum does – they keep kids like me and Noah together when their mums and dads have disappeared.


I never knew what a foster mum was until two nights ago. I had a real mum until then, so I guess I never needed to know. But when Mum left, a tall woman in a black suit and two policemen came and said we had to go to a foster home so that we could meet our new foster mum. I didn’t like the sound of a ‘foster’ anything – they sound like pretend things, things that try to make you believe they’re yours when they’re not. Noah didn’t like the sound of them either and began to cry and scream and hiccup straightaway.


Noah only ever hiccups or cries when he gets really scared. Mum said it was my lifelong job to look after him, so when he started crying and hiccuping in front of the policemen and the woman in the suit, I tried to tell him with my eyes not to be scared because I was there to protect him. But I don’t think he saw my eye-words because he cried and hiccupped the whole time we were sitting in the back of the police car, and then all through the night too. I wish I could have said nice things to him with my real words instead of just invisible ones, but my voice vanished when I heard Mum leaving us, and it still hasn’t come back yet. I think it will come back just as soon as I find out where Mum is for sure.


That’s why I can’t wait until I’m a grown-up to become a star hunter – I have to become one right away so I can find out which part of the sky Mum is in now. Every star in the sky has a name and a story, and extra-super-special stars become part of a constellation and part of an even bigger story. I know, because Mum explained the truth about stars to me properly after we watched The Lion King together.


The Lion King is my most favourite cartoon film of all time. Mum let me and Noah watch it whenever Dad came home from work and needed to move furniture around the house. Mum would wink and lock the door, and pointing the remote control at the telly, say, ‘Let’s drown out the world, shall we?’ Sometimes Dad would bang on the door and call for her and she would have to leave us alone but we didn’t mind watching it on our own too. Noah loved Pumbaa and Timon the best and always giggled and danced whenever they came on.


But my most favourite bit is when Simba’s dad tells him that all the great lion kings of the past are looking down from the stars above and that because of them, he doesn’t ever have to feel alone. When I heard Simba’s dad say that the very first time, I asked Mum if it was only kings that could become stars. It didn’t seem fair that queens couldn’t become stars too, and what happened if you didn’t know anyone who was a king or queen in the first place? Did you have to be left all alone? Mum had frowned and looked down at me with her chocolatey-brown eyes. Then, after thinking about my question for a bit, she said that of course queens became stars too. And not only that, ordinary people who had extra-bright hearts sometimes went on to become the biggest stars in the sky – even bigger than the stars of the kings and queens! So everyone was bound to know at least one of the stars looking down on them.


I’m glad she told me that. Because if she hadn’t, I wouldn’t ever have known what the noise meant, when I heard Mum leave us to go and turn into a star.


As soon as Noah falls asleep and his arms go floppy enough to let go of me, I’m going to make a map of all the stars I can see from our window. I’ll work on it every night until I’ve found all the new stars in the sky. I’ve got to try and find the brightest, newest star there is, because that one will be Mum’s. I’ll know it’s hers when I see it, because Mum had the biggest, brightest heart out of anyone I ever knew. And people with the biggest, brightest hearts never end up in the ground. They end up in the sky.
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Even though it’s our third day in the foster house, for the first few seconds after I wake up, I forget that Mum is gone and that Dad can’t find us, and that I’m not in my room at home any more. But then my eyes start to see things properly and my brain starts to remember everything, and I wish I hadn’t woken up at all. I squeeze my eyes tight-shut again and hold on to the silver locket around my neck. I love my locket – it’s round and shiny with swirls all over it. Mum and Dad bought it for me for my seventh birthday and it’s the only thing I have left that reminds me of both of them. That’s why every morning, after I remember they’re not with me any more, I hold it and squeeze my eyes shut tight and then open them suddenly – to give my eyeballs a surprise. I saw someone on TV do that once to help themselves wake up from a bad dream. But it doesn’t work for me, because the picture doesn’t change, which means the bad dream isn’t a dream at all.


But that’s not the worst thing about waking up in a foster house. The worst thing is sharing a bed with Noah, and waking up to find that my legs are all cold and sticky because he’s wet himself again. I know he can’t help it and that he only does it because he’s scared, but it’s still annoying. I could sleep in the upper bunk-bed like I’m supposed to, but then Noah would be all alone. Instead, I try to sleep right on the edge of the bed so that I stay dry. But it never works. I think when my voice comes back, I’m going to ask for an umbrella.


So far, Mrs Iwuchukwu hasn’t told Noah off for wetting the bed. Instead, she acts like it’s the best thing in the world for anyone to do! Every morning, she comes into our room and says, ‘Rise and shine!’, sniffing the air like a rabbit. Then she comes to the bed and pulls back the covers and cries out, ‘Ah! There it is!’ as if she’s found something special she’s been looking for instead of just a big pool of pee. Laughing and waving me and Noah off the bed, she then twirls the wet bedsheet around her arms like a giant roll of candy-floss and says, ‘Better out than in! First rule of the house – when you need to go, you go!’


Being allowed to wet the bed isn’t the only strange rule in this house. Mrs Iwuchukwu seems to have lots of rules that are completely different to the ones we had at home. When the woman in the black suit and the policemen bought us to Mrs Iwuchukwu’s house, they didn’t say anything about the foster-house rules. All they kept saying was, ‘Everything’s going to be OK,’ and, ‘You have nothing to worry about now’. But there are lots of things I worry about. Like, what if I never get to go back to school and see my two best friends, Eddie and Kwan, ever again? Or what do I do if Noah gets hungry in the middle of the night, and wants to go down to the kitchen to get something from the biscuit jar like we used to at home? Or how big is Mrs. Iwuchukwu’s switch and what do we need to do to make sure it never gets flipped over to the wrong side? The switch question is the most important, because I know everyone has a switch inside them and if it gets flipped, it can make them get angry and hurt you. Especially grown-ups who work hard like Dad. The woman in the black suit had said Mrs Iwuchukwu was going to be working very hard to look after us, so I think she’ll probably have a switch as big as Dad’s. That’s why I need to know all her rules. That way I can make sure that me and Noah won’t break them.


I’ve been listening extra hard to Mrs Iwuchukwu and watching Ben and Travis and Sophie too. But it’s tricky to learn what the rules of a place are when nobody tells you them straightaway. It’s like walking into a new school and never being told what might get you a detention. That’s why I like stars. Up in the sky, the rules don’t ever change so nobody needs to say anything. New stars might be born and really old stars that don’t have anyone to look after any more might fade away, but otherwise, all the stars stay exactly where they are for millions of years, and never ever move. But people aren’t like stars. They don’t come with flashing dots that you can join up whenever you want to know exactly who they are. So as well as being a star hunter I have to be a ‘Clue Hunter’ too, and look for clues about what Mrs Iwuchukwu’s rules are and where her switch might be. I’m learning new rules every day, and so far, I’ve learned:




Rule Number One: We can wet ourselves whenever we want to, and nobody will shout at us or make us stand in a corner.


In fact, Mrs Iwuchukwu smiles so much when Noah’s wet the bed that I think he’s starting to think it might be OK for him to pee in other places too. Last night before she told us to come in for tea, he asked me if it was OK for him to lift his leg and go on a tree, just like dogs do in the park. I shook my head, but I could tell he was still thinking about it when we went to bed, because he kept seeing how high his leg could go and looking over at the wardrobe in our room.


Rule Number Two: We can cry and scream however loud we want to and Mrs Iwuchukwu won’t ever tell us to ‘Stop it!’ or ‘Grow up!’ or ‘Stop acting like a big baby!’.


Ben calls Noah a ‘Champion Screamer’, because he screams and cries nearly all the time. That includes in the shower when he doesn’t want Mrs Iwuchukwu to wash him because she’s not Mum, and in the morning when she’s trying to help him get out of his pyjamas, and in the evening when she’s trying to help him get into his pyjamas, and all the other times in between. But Mrs Iwuchukwu doesn’t seem to mind his screaming – not even one bit. She just smiles and nods and says, ‘That’s it – let the monsters out Noah! Remember, you can cry as much as you want, and as loud as you want, and for as long as you want. Just so long as you don’t make yourself sick!’ At home, Mum and Dad would never have allowed him to cry and scream for so long, but now that he can do it whenever he wants, I think he’s starting to get bored, because his cries are getting shorter and his screams aren’t so loud and screamy any more.


Rule Number Three: You can make a mess when you’re eating and no one will ever tell you off or slap your hand.


Mrs Iwuchukwu didn’t say this rule out loud, but I noticed it at breakfast on our very first day here. At home, Mum always had to help us eat our food and cut all the bits to make sure nothing fell on the table or the floor in case Dad’s switch got flipped. And sometimes before school, when Dad had been working very hard at the bank and needed us to be extra quiet and clean so that he could sleep in peace, Mum would give us breakfast wrapped in kitchen roll and make us eat by the car.


But in the foster house, Ben drops crumbs everywhere when he eats and spreads them across his face too, and never says sorry. And Travis is allowed to put chocolate spread on his toast all on his own without someone making sure it’s even and neat and hasn’t spilled over. And Sophie can put different cereals into her bowl and mix them up and pour in her own milk. And at tea-time, everyone’s allowed to take whatever they want straight on to their plates and even have as much ketchup as they want, and Mrs Iwuchukwu never says anything! They’re all things Noah and me were never allowed to do at home, so now Noah gets excited whenever Mrs Iwuchukwu says it’s time to eat. I’m not hungry enough yet to eat anything properly, but after I find out where Mum’s star is and my tummy stops hurting me so much, I think I’m going to like this rule.


Rule Number Four: Music can be played in the kitchen, and it makes grown-ups become even more stranger than they already are.


Whenever Mrs Iwuchukwu is in the kitchen, she switches on a bright red radio that sits on the windowsill next to some plant pots, and plays lots of songs that don’t have any words in them – only piano notes and violins and orchestra sounds. Then she closes her eyes and hums loudly and dances around the kitchen and the dinner table as if someone invisible is dancing with her. Sometimes she grabs Travis and Ben and makes them dance with her too.


The first time it happened, Noah got so scared he wouldn’t let go of my arm, because at home, everything always had to be quiet and peaceful so that Dad could think straight. I never saw Mum dance or hum. Not ever. But when Mrs Iwuchukwu started doing it, Travis smiled and hummed along, Sophie rolled her eyes but grinned at the same time, and Ben leaned in and said, ‘Don’t worry – she always does this!’





I wasn’t expecting to learn any more rules on our third day, because after everyone else had gone to school, Mrs Iwuchukwu had us do the same things we did the first two days we were there. First she let us sit and draw and colour in the living room until lunch-time, when we were allowed to watch television for half an hour. Then she read us a story and let us go and play in the garden until everyone came home. Playing in the garden made me realise that Mrs Iwuchukwu’s messes-are-OK rule was true outside too – because when Noah fell down and got mud all over his trousers, she didn’t tell him off. Instead she said, ‘What a lovely colour that dirt is, don’t you think Noah? Look at all those different shades of brown!’ That made Noah immediately stop crying and bend over to look at the stains properly, as if he’d never really thought about it before.


After we were told to come inside again and Noah had changed into some pyjama bottoms, Mrs Iwuchukwu clapped her hands and said, ‘Right, Aniyah! Noah! The third day is a charm, so what shall we have for tea today? Veggie lasagne? Or fish fingers and chips? Or spaghetti?’ She waited for us to answer as she waved at us to sit down at the kitchen table. She was wearing golden glitter around her eyes today, and it made her eyelids look like sand on a beach when the sun’s shining on it.


Noah cried out, ‘Spaghetti! I want spaghetti!’


‘We having spaghetti?’ A voice floated down the corridor, followed a few seconds later by Ben’s hair and face popping around the corner of the kitchen door. The front door slammed shut and Travis and Sophie came running into the kitchen too. They all dumped their school bags on the floor – except for Sophie, who said, ‘Ugh! Mum! Just call me down when it’s ready!’ before disappearing upstairs to her room.


I frowned, wondering how Mrs Iwuchukwu could be Sophie’s mum when they looked so different.


‘Travis – how does spaghetti sound?’


Travis nodded at Mrs Iwuchukwu and then turned to stare at me without blinking.


‘Aniyah?’


Noah loved spaghetti, so I nodded, even though I still wasn’t hungry.


‘Good – big bowls of lovely spaghetti it is! Ben – hands washed, and then can you get the mozzarella out please … the one in the packet … and cut it into slices … make sure you drain it properly first. And Travis, you can get me some basil leaves – I’ll need about … twenty. Chop-chop!’ And, heading to the windowsill, Mrs Iwuchukwu clicked on the radio and instantly filled the air with music. ‘Ah! Chopin!’ she shouted as she began to dance.


I wanted to help too, but because my voice wasn’t working, I couldn’t tell anyone that yet, so I sat and watched with Noah instead. It’s funny watching people chop things and get things and wash things and pour things when there’s music playing – it’s like watching a movie that’s real. It made Noah clap his hands and make his knife and fork dance in the air too.


When everything was ready, Mrs Iwuchukwu called Sophie down. She was still in her school uniform, which made me wish me and Noah still had our uniforms too. I had wanted to bring them with us from the hotel-that-wasn’t-really-a-hotel, but the lady in the black suit had told us to leave them behind. That was when I knew I might never see my friends or school ever again.


Ben came and put a plate of cheese in the middle of the table. I had never seen that type of cheese before – it looked like a small roll of spongy bread that had been cut into thick round slices, except it was the colour of white chalk. I was sure cheese was meant to be yellow, not white, and I knew right away I wasn’t ever going to eat it.


Ben sat down in his chair and, after quickly tapping the spot on his cheek as if making sure it was still there, he asked, ‘Are you going to eat today Aniyah? How come you’re not ever hungry? I’m always hungry! What’s your favourite cheese? Mine’s this one! Do you want some?’ Picking up the plate, he pushed it towards me.


I shook my head and looked over at Sophie. She was sitting at the end of the table next to Noah, and was giving him another I-Hate-You stare because he was banging his knife and a toy car on the table. Then Travis came and sat down and started staring at me without blinking at all.


‘Ben, can you be quiet for a minute and let everyone eat their tea please,’ ordered Mrs Iwuchukwu, as she came and put two bowls of bright red, extra-slippery spaghetti in front of me and Noah. Noah went to stab his spaghetti with his fork, but I grabbed his hand and shook my head to tell him to wait until we were allowed.


‘Yeah, Ben!’ whispered Sophie, as soon as Mrs Iwuchukwu went back to the kitchen to get everyone else’s bowls. ‘Can you shut up please and stop being so stupid and annoying!’


Ben nodded seriously, but after staying quiet for exactly three seconds, he whispered, ‘Aniyah! You should try this garlic bread! It’s the best!’ He pushed the long stick of bread towards me, but I didn’t want it, so I shook my head and pushed it back to him.


‘Go on!’ said Ben. ‘You can’t have spaghetti without garlic bread! That’s sacred-religious!’


‘Ugh! You’re so stupid Ben! The word is sacrilegious!’ said Sophie, rolling her eyes as if she couldn’t believe she had to be at the same table as him.


Ignoring her, Ben pushed the garlic bread back to me as Travis stared some more.


I wanted to tell Ben that my stomach hurt and my throat was blocked and that I didn’t want to eat anything because nothing looked or smelled the way Mum used to make it, but I couldn’t, so I pushed the bread away again. But as I brought my arm back towards me, I accidentally pushed my spaghetti bowl with my elbow and it suddenly flew off the table, turned upside down in the air and crashed straight on to the floor!


CRACK! THUD! SQUELCH!


The bowl instantly smashed into two big pieces, making tomato-sauce-covered spaghetti strings splatter on to the legs of my chair and the bright blue wall behind me. The floor looked as if an animal had been run over on it and all its insides had squeezed out everywhere …


I jumped up and stood beside my chair without breathing and waited to be shouted at, my whole body starting to shake as if it had been dipped in ice. I heard Sophie gasp and Ben say, ‘Cricketing crickets!’ and I could see Travis staring at me funny. Noah started to hiccup because he was getting frightened for me, just like he used to do whenever one of us dropped or spilled anything at home.


‘MU-UM! Look what Aniyah’s done!’ shouted Sophie, sitting up straight. ‘She just THREW the bowl on to the floor!’


I looked at Sophie and then at Mrs Iwuchukwu in the kitchen. I opened my mouth to say it was just an accident and that it wasn’t on purpose. But no noise came out.


‘Aniyah, did you throw the bowl?’ asked Mrs Iwuchukwu quietly, as she walked over to the table with a frown.


I shook my head again.


‘I don’t like being lied to, Aniyah,’ said Mrs Iwuchukwu, raising her eyebrows. ‘It’s the golden rule in this house. No matter what happens and no matter how naughty you’ve been or how upset you are, nobody is ever allowed to lie to me. I’m going to ask you again. Did you throw the bowl on purpose?’


I shook my head again and tried to make the words come out too. But my voice was still too far away to get to me in time.


‘Sh-she d-din’t do it on p-purpose,’ said Travis. ‘It – it was an a-a-ac-shi-dent.’


‘Yeah,’ said Ben, looking at Sophie nervously.


Sophie narrowed her eyes at Travis and Ben and then, shaking her head, said, ‘They’re lying Mum, ’cos they don’t want her to get grounded! I SAW her do it! You put her bowl on the table for her, she waited for you to go back to the kitchen and then she picked it up and threw it on the floor.’


Mrs Iwuchukwu took a deep breath, and after a few seconds, quietly said, ‘Aniyah, go upstairs to your room, please.’


Ben frowned even harder. Travis looked down at his bowl. Noah began to hiccup so loudly that he made the table shake. I looked at Sophie and felt something burning in my chest. She looked right back and then gave me a smile that was so quick, I wondered if my eyes had played a trick on me.


‘Upstairs please, Aniyah!’ said Mrs Iwuchukwu, still frowning as she started to pick up the pieces of the bowl. ‘And Noah, Aniyah is only going upstairs to your room so that she can have a think about what she just did, OK? She’ll be back down once she’s ready to say sorry for wasting a very good bowl of spaghetti. You don’t need to hiccup so much, OK?’


Noah still looked frightened, but in between his hiccups, he nodded.


I wanted to scream and shout and kick something so hard it broke. But instead I looked at the floor and pushed my chair back and stood up. As I walked out of the room, I looked back over my shoulder and saw Sophie watching me. Her eyes stared straight into mine and her mouth gave another invisible grin that only I could see. I suddenly wondered if Mrs Iwuchukwu’s golden rule was also her switch, and if it was, why Sophie was making it flip, and pushing me on to the wrong side of it.
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After ten minutes of making me sit on my own upstairs, Mrs Iwuchukwu sent Travis to come and get me so that I could finish eating dinner with everyone. But I wasn’t going to say sorry for something I hadn’t done on purpose, so I didn’t. Mrs Iwuchukwu said that meant I couldn’t have dessert. I didn’t want it anyway. I still wasn’t hungry at all, so Sophie had mine instead. It was chocolate trifle. Which used to be my favourite.


‘Sorry,’ said Ben quietly, after Mrs Iwuchukwu told us we could all go and watch telly for half an hour in the living room while she cleaned up. ‘I didn’t mean to get you into trouble.’

OEBPS/images/pgvi.jpg
BICYCLE ROUTE MAP
=)

Waverﬂefy VLUGﬁe

.. 0 .
i Y Gf’ eenwich
‘ —T[TXWRT
3 e A

HCDNI FIE[D





OEBPS/images/ch3.jpg
3

THE PHENOMENON IN THE SKY





OEBPS/images/ch2.jpg
71

THE FOSTER-HOUSE RULES





OEBPS/images/ch1.jpg
1 o

A MAP TO THE STRRS





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ONTALI Q. RAUF






OEBPS/images/pref2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781510105140.jpg
GNTALI Q. RAUF
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