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For Georgie Adams,
With thanks for NOT getting
me lost on Bodmin Moor
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‘Have a great time. Be good and be careful,’ said Calvin Redfern, handing his niece her backpack and sleeping bag as she boarded the St Ives school bus with her three-legged Siberian husky, Skye.


Laura Marlin hopped up the steps and turned to give him a smile and a wave. ‘It’s only a picnic, Uncle Calvin, and we’re only going an hour or so up the road, not to St Petersburg or the Caribbean or anywhere else exotic. We have three teachers supervising our every move. What could possibly go wrong?’


He folded his arms across his broad chest and shook his head. ‘Laura Marlin, I can’t believe you just said that! You don’t exactly have the best track record when it comes to not getting into trouble, you know. And this is no ordinary picnic. It’s at night. Why on earth is it at night?’


His words were drowned out as the bus roared to life. ‘Don’t worry,’ Laura called. ‘Tariq and Skye are with me. They’ll keep me safe.’


‘That,’ Calvin Redfern remarked drily, ‘is what you told me the last time – right before you were kidnapped. And the time before that when you almost rode off a cliff on a horse. And the time before that when you were nearly incinerated by–’


He stopped. The bus door had hissed closed and it was obvious from the grin on Laura’s face as she went to sit beside Tariq Ali, the Bengali boy who was her best friend, that she’d missed most of what her uncle had said. Or had heard but chosen to ignore him. But she did have a point. It was only a school trip and Tariq and Skye were with her. He’d have preferred it if it was an afternoon picnic rather than a sleepover on Bodmin Moor, but at least she would be relatively close to home. In an emergency, he could race out to get her.


The other thing he needed to remind himself was that the trip was a special treat for a select group of prize-winning Year 6’s, of whom Laura was one. He should be proud. He was proud.


As Laura had said, what could possibly go wrong?
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‘I still can’t believe that Mr Gillbert chose my idea,’ said Camilla Lawson with a flick of her blonde hair. ‘It is a great one but with nineteen other names in the pot I wasn’t expecting mine to be chosen. Not that I’m boasting. You don’t have to worry that the Student of the Year Award is going to go to my head. I’ll still be the same old Camilla.’


‘You mean, the one with an ego the size of a hot-air balloon?’ muttered Rainbow Brown under her breath. ‘That’s something to look forward to.’


Behind her, Laura stifled a giggle.


‘What was that?’ demanded Camilla.


Laura buried her face in Skye’s fur and said nothing. She could feel Tariq shaking with silent laughter beside her. Camilla and Rainbow were opposites and they were always taking swipes at one another. Camilla’s father was a hedge-fund manager, which had nothing to do with managing hedges and everything to do with making millions. He worked in London during the week and returned to the family’s beachfront mansion at weekends.


Rainbow’s parents, on the other hand, were hippies who wore lots of purple and lived in a motor-home on a plot of land near Carbis Bay. They had three children, six chickens, two goats, four dogs and a cat and grew all their own food.


‘I was saying,’ continued Rainbow Brown, ‘that the whole point of this trip is that the wish lists of all of the award winners have been mixed into one. You might have come up with the midnight feast idea, but it was Laura who wanted to go on a picnic and Tariq who asked to go camping. It’s Katie’s birthday so she’s having a special cake. Jamie got to be involved with choosing the food and I asked if we could go to Bodmin Moor. Everyone on this bus has played a part in making today special.’


‘I really don’t understand your point,’ said Camilla. ‘I wished for a midnight feast and that’s what we’re having . . .’


Rainbow mimed banging her head on the back of Laura and Tariq’s seat. Her pigtails swung back and forth. ‘If I haven’t pushed Camilla into a bog before the night is through, it’ll be a total miracle,’ she whispered to them.


‘What I’d like to know is why Laura gets to bring Skye when none of us are allowed to bring our dogs,’ whined Adam Sears. ‘How is that fair?’


‘Yes, and I had to leave Hamish, my hamster,’ sighed Katie. ‘He’s only small. What difference would it have made if he was in my bag?’
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