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Watch out for other fantastic books in the Don’t Look Now series . . .

Book 1: Falling for it and The Kangapoo Key Ring

 

Book 2: A Magician Never Tells and Elephant Bones

Coming soon!

Book 4: Hobby Farm and Seeing Red




STORY ONE

HAIR CUT
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1

THE CLOWN
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Normally I wouldn’t get stuck in the car with Dad. Don’t get me wrong, I love him. But he always takes the opportunity to give me a lecture. And there is no escape. I can’t just pretend to go off and clean up my bedroom.

I am trapped.

Of course, I could use my secret power and fly off.

But I wouldn’t even be able to get off the ground with Dad looking at me.
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I stared out the window and tried not to listen as our car crept forward.

‘You need a haircut,’ said Dad. ‘You look like the top of a mop.’

I didn’t answer. My feelings were hurt.

Okay, I admit it. I am not perfect. The mirror tells no lies. I am a dork and I look like one.

But I was not going to follow Dad’s fashion advice. He sometimes wore sandals with socks. I wouldn’t be seen dead doing that.

There was a photo of Dad at home where he had a ponytail right down to his waist.

I was always scared that he would grow it again. And people would see me with him.

‘You should get it styled,’ said Dad. ‘Like mine. Nice and neat.’

‘And thin,’ I said.

That’s what I was thinking about at the very moment when it all started. Hair. Mine was short and scruffy. Nice and casual.

I wouldn’t change it for Mum. I wouldn’t change it for Dad. I wouldn’t change it for…

I never finished the thought. Something else put it right out of my mind.
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There she was again. The girl who lived next door to us. It was definitely her. Samantha. Sitting warming herself in the sun. Her father worked at the car wash.

I really liked her, but she didn’t even know that I existed. I was lonely. I wanted a friend. And I wanted it to be her. If I was honest I had to admit that I more than liked her.

This time she wasn’t listening to her headphones. She was talking on her phone.

I gave her a nod, but she ignored me. Maybe the sun was in her eyes. But she was wearing sunglasses so that couldn’t be it. Maybe she just didn’t like boys.

We moved forward slowly until our car was next.
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I wound my window down so that I could hear what Samantha was talking about on the phone.

‘Jack is such a sweetheart,’ she said. ‘I really, really, really love him. He’s amazing. So clever.’

What? She had a boyfriend. At her age. I didn’t know why I was surprised because she had a lot going for her. She had a beautiful singing voice. And the face to go with it.

I nodded at her again, but as usual she ignored me and kept talking on her phone. I could hear every word.

‘I love Jack’s long hair. It makes me shiver all over when I touch it. And I love the way he nibbles my ear.’

Oh, what? I couldn’t bear to hear about this kid Jack. I wondered what he looked like. Long hair? He had long hair? And she liked it.

As Dad drove the car into the car wash I started to form a picture in my mind.

I could just imagine him.
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‘Put that window up and stop daydreaming,’ said Dad.

I wasn’t listening. I was thinking about Jack and his long hair. And how Samantha loved him. She was laughing and smiling while she talked about him.

There was no point in denying it.

I was jealous.
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‘Were you ever in love when you were a boy?’ I said to Dad.

I wanted him to give me some advice. I wanted him to tell me what to do.

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘She had red hair.’

‘What did you do?’ I said.

He didn’t answer.

He was in a world of his own.



 


[image: images]



 



I had to do something. I had to impress Samantha. I had to show her that I wasn’t a dork.

I had to get her attention.

I was the only boy in the world who could fly. But I couldn’t fly when anyone was looking. I would fall to my death if even a dog saw me.

Dad was still dreaming about some long-lost love.
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