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      My loves, my life 
Jac 
Anouk 
Felix

      
      —A.D.

      
      For 
Jeremy 
and 
Nicole

      
      —T.D.

   
      
      The Sitter

      
      ‘Your sister is in charge, okay!’ It was a statement, not a question.
      

      
      Mum was looking at me like she does when I’m in trouble.
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      ‘Yeah, all right!’ I said and I could hear my voice go up at the end. I just didn’t want to sound as excited as I was. They’d
         never left us on our own before and I knew that if I sounded too happy, they’d think I was up to something. I wondered if I’d got
         away with it.
      

      
      Elizabeth leaned against the wall with her arms folded, shaking her head and tapping her feet to a beat I couldn’t hear. She
         was turning into Mum.
      

      
      ‘Fergus?’ said Mum.
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      ‘Yeah?’
      

      
      ‘Don’t do it. Do you hear me? Just don’t.’

      
      ‘What? Don’t do what? What are you talking about?’ I was confused. How did she know what I wanted to do, when I didn’t know
         myself?
      

      
      ‘Whatever it is that you are planning on doing, don’t. This is officially a test. If you pass, you may be trusted again; if you fail, more babysitters.’ She was scowling at me, as if it was my fault that every babysitter we
         had ever had was too busy to look after us the next time.
      

      
      ‘He won’t do anything! Will you, Fergus?’ said Elizabeth. I started wondering how it was that I’d become the only one in the
         family who ever did anything wrong. They couldn’t have forgotten that Clint blew up the microwave, could they? I’d never been
         that stupid. I mean, you’d have to be a complete nuff nuff to put an unopened tin of baked beans in for ten minutes, wouldn’t
         you? Everyone knows they’re done in two.
      

      
      None of us wanted to have sitters anyway. I mean, it was embarrassing—especially the way Mum called them “babysitters”. They
         were sitters, and we weren’t babies.
      

      
      ‘See you, Fergus, Lizzie.’ It was Dad. ‘Come on, darl, we’re late. The movies don’t wait for anyone, no matter how anyone
         you are. Got me?’ He opened the front door and stood there fidgeting as if he wanted to dance. Then he started patting his pockets. I could hear
         change splashing around in there, but that wasn’t what he was after. ‘Keys?’ he asked.
      

      
      ‘Hall table,’ said Mum. ‘You’re getting like me.’
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      Dad went to the hall table and grabbed his keys. A gust of wind slammed the front door shut and from down the hallway came
         a mighty ‘ALL RIIIIIIIGGHHHHT!’ The guitar riff from Kiss’s Detroit Rock City rolled out from under Clint’s doorway like a fog. Dad rolled his eyes and headed in its direction. I followed.
      

      
           
      He swung the door open and there was Clint on his bed, jumping up and down with his tongue out, pretending to be Gene Simmons.
         He was in just his underpants; nothing else. ‘Oi!’ yelled Dad over the music. ‘We haven’t gone yet.’
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      Clint looked down at him and froze. He had that “sprung” look about him. He put the tennis racquet in front of his undies
         but, without the cover on it, he needn’t have bothered. ‘I thought you’d gone,’ he said.
      

      
      ‘Obviously,’ said Dad, unimpressed. ‘Do me a favour, Clint. Keep the music down to a dull roar, would you? Your sister’s in
         charge tonight. If she tells me that you’ve been carrying on the way you normally do, I’ll throttle you. I’ll tie you up to
         the bumper of the car and drag you round the block, and I won’t let you wear your rollerblades like I did last time. Do you
         get me? It’s that, or I shave your head. And this time, I’ll use the mower instead of the whipper snipper.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Dad,’ said Clint. He rubbed his head where the hair was shortest. It did look like someone had come along and hacked
         into it with a whipper snipper, but it wasn’t Dad—although he reckoned he could have done a better job. Clint and some of
         his mates had decided that it would be cool to start a band at school, so they’d cut each other’s hair, because, as Clint
         put it, ‘Hair cuts make bands; songs sell CDs. No CDs without songs, and no songs without a band.’ With thinking like that,
         he was pretty hard to argue against.
      

      
      They’d worked out their stage names and now the band was all ready to go. Clint was going to be Skozz Albert. The other guys
         were Robin Hood, Tess Parkview and Panda Pippen. When they told us, they were standing in the kitchen eating peanut butter
         sandwiches and drinking milk. Very bandy, I thought. What was left of their hair was sticking up thanks to tubs of gel, and they wore sweat bands, head bands and what
         looked like dog collars. Clint was wearing Skozz’s old collar around his wrist.
      

      
      ‘How’d you come up with names like that?’ I asked. They sounded so stupid.
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      ‘It’s easy,’ said Henry Allbright, Clint’s best friend and bass racquet player. ‘You just take your dog’s name and the name
         of the first street you ever lived in. That’s how all the rockstars do it. I read it in a magazine. You don’t seriously think
         Jon Bon Jovi is his real name, do you?’
      

      
      ‘I guess not, Henry,’ I said to him. ‘Bon Jovi Street would be a dumb place to live, though, wouldn’t it? Almost as dumb as
         calling your dog “Jon”. Who are you again?’
      

      
      ‘You can call me Tess, if you like. That’s going to be my band name,’ he said, smiling and nodding, as if he was cool. He
         definitely wasn’t.
      

      
      ‘Isn’t Tess a girl’s name?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Not in band land, Fergus. Not in band land.’ He punched his fist in the air with his index and little fingers sticking up.

      
      ‘Mmm,’ I said. But it wasn’t what I was thinking.

      
      Clint’s band had one problem: none of them could play anything other than tennis racquets and cricket bats. But that’s what
         they did. Clint was rehearsing for their next gig. It was a big one. Robin Hood’s mum and dad were having a garage sale and
         they’d booked the band for entertainment.
      

      
      ‘Keep a lid on it, Scragg! Okay?’ said Dad, shutting Clint’s door.

      
      ‘It’s Skozz,’ yelled Clint.

      
      ‘How could I forget?’ Dad rolled his eyes. He turned to me and said, ‘You know, I was in a band.’

      
      ‘Really? You? In a band?’ I couldn’t believe it.
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      ‘Almost. I could have been, if I’d been able to sing or play something,’ he said with a laugh. He was stomping down the hallway.
         ‘Now hurry up, darl, or by the time we see this Harry Potter, he’ll be out of his school shorts and running Hogwarts.’
      

      
      ‘Mime humming, nhdear,’ said Mum. She was putting on her lipstick and finding it hard to speak.

      
      ‘Oh, come on, darl! How good do you want to look? You’re not giving the other ladies a chance to get perved at. Now hurry up!’ he said. The door slammed for the second time in ten minutes, but this time we were on our own.
      

      
      Kiss fired up again from behind Clint’s door.

      
      ‘All right!’ I said to Elizabeth. I pumped my fist and imagined I looked a bit like Lleyton Hewitt in the middle of one of
         his “Come on”s.
      

      
      ‘All right,’ she said back, but with less enthusiasm. ‘I don’t care what you do, Fergus. You can do whatever you want. Just
         don’t make a mess, don’t bust anything, and don’t get caught. Got it?’
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      ‘All right!’ I said again. ‘Get caught doing what?’
      

      
      ‘Whatever—because you always seem to do something. And if you get caught, we’re half a chance at getting one of the other
         sitters back, if they’ll come. So whatever you’re planning—don’t.’ She didn’t even smile as she said it. I hated even being
         reminded of the other sitters; they sucked.
      

      
      Lilla, or Caterpillar Lilla as we called her, was a slug. She was all sweetness and light when Mum and Dad were there, but
         the minute they left she turned into this great big seething blob. She went straight to the middle of the couch and expanded.
         She took up the whole thing, so no one else could sit on it—not that we wanted to—and then she just barked at us. ‘Get me
         this, get me that, put on my video, now put on this video, get me some milk.’ It was off. And the time we didn’t have any
         milk, she practically erupted.
      

      
      ‘What are you going to do?’ I asked Elizabeth.
      

      
      There was a knock at the door.

      
      ‘Who’s that?’

      
      ‘Nobody!’ she said.

      
      I got on tiptoes and looked through the spyhole. ‘Nobody, my bum! What’s Marcus Petrie doing here?’ Marcus Petrie, or “the
         dish” as Elizabeth and all her friends called him, was my sister’s new boyfriend. I couldn’t see anything dishy about him. He was a geek and as I looked at him through the spy-hole he was even
         geekier. He was flattening his hair with his hands and checking his breath.
      

      
      [image: image]

      
      ‘Shut up and beat it, Fergus. Or I’m telling Mum and Dad,’ she growled.

      
      ‘Telling them what?’

      
      ‘I’ll think of something. Don’t worry about that. Now split!’

      
      Dishboy knocked again, and after looking herself over in the mirror, Elizabeth opened the door. It was awkward, for everyone.

      
      ‘Hi.’

      
      ‘Hi.’

      
      ‘Hi,’ I said.

      
      ‘Oh, hi,’ said Marcus. ‘It’s Felix, right?’

      
      ‘Fergus,’ I said. ‘Duh!’
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      ‘See ya!’ said Elizabeth through clenched teeth. She grabbed Dishboy by the arm and dragged him towards the kitchen.

      
      ‘Yeah, see ya!’ I said, to no one in particular. The house was mine, kind of. How good was that? I could do anything I wanted.
         Anything at all. There was no one here to tell me what to do. No one I really listened to, anyway. I never took much notice of Clint, and Elizabeth looked like she was busy. Yep, the house was mine.
      

      
      I turned on the TV. News. News. News. Snow. One day Dad would get a proper aerial. He’d been avoiding it forever. ‘You just
         don’t need that many channels,’ he said. ‘Besides, the one we’re missing is full of pinheads and all they ever show is that
         extreme sport garbage, anyway. What sort of clown wants to watch that?’
      

      
      ‘This sort!’ I said, pointing at myself.

      
      [image: image]

      
      ‘You’re not a clown,’ he said. But he didn’t fix the aerial. I turned the TV off and went to the kitchen.

      It looked like Elizabeth
         had emptied her school bag onto the table. It was a mess and Dishboy’s bag was hanging on the back of a chair. I went to the
         fridge.
      

      
      It was worse than the TV. There was nothing. Not one skerrick of food that I wasn’t normally allowed to eat. What was the
         use of having the house to myself if I couldn’t do what I wasn’t supposed to, or eat what I wasn’t supposed to eat? I grabbed
         an apple and tried the TV again.
      

      
      Still nothing. The boofhead who drove Dad up the wall was on. He was chasing a guy down the street yelling, ‘Come on, Mr Howard.
         Why won’t you talk to us? If you’ve got nothing to hide, why won’t you talk to us?’ Mr Howard was too busy running to talk,
         anyone could see that. Maybe that’s why Dad couldn’t stand this interviewer: he was asking all the wrong questions.
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      I went to Clint’s room.

      
            
      I opened his door and was just about knocked over by the noise. It was like a concert and, from what I could tell, he was
         the singer, guitarist and drummer all rolled into one. He was in his full band outfit, even down to Elizabeth’s old platform
         sneakers.
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      ‘Dishboy’s here!’ I yelled.

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Dishboy! He’s here! At our place!’

      
      ‘Who?’ he yelled back.

      
      ‘Petrie Dish! DISHBOY!’ I yelled again. ‘ELIZABETH’S B0YFRIEND!’ But when I was halfway through yelling it, he turned the music down. My own voice rang in
         my ears.
      

      
      ‘No need to yell,’ smiled Clint. ‘Where are they?’

      
      I told him I’d seen them go into the kitchen, but didn’t know where they’d gone from there. He took his headband off and grinned
         as if he had a secret. ‘Wicked!’
      

      
      We headed for the kitchen first, but they still weren’t back. Clint went to the pantry and fiddled around with the door half-closed.
         When he came out, he had a mouthful of something. He threw me a piece of chocolate.
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