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				‘The moment you doubt whether you can fly, 
you cease forever to be able to do it.’

				J M Barrie, Peter Pan

			

		

	
		
			
				

				This is my poem I wrote in English. I got 3 merit marks for it.

				Gran has stuck it on the fridge with her A Gift from Bournemouth magnet.
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				I, Willem Edward Smith, know that you need an aeroplane or wings to fly.

				That is a fact.

				Dreams know no facts.

				At night-time my arms become wings and I fly up, up, up, into the sky.

				This first happened 4 years ago on the night when I was 8 years, 2 months and 3 days.

				Sometimes I fly in the day as well. I count to 10 and up I go into the clouds.

				This is called a daydream.

				It is my secret.

				This is the story of the day I let my secret out.
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				When Finn Mason shouts ‘jump’, you jump as high as you can or you are dead.

				I took a deep breath.

				‘Jump, you muppet,’ yelled Finn, a dot of spit escaping from the corner of his mouth.

				TJ and Laurence stood either side of him. They were staring up at me. Their mouths were open.

				I inched my toes forward over the edge of the school wall. A bit of the broken glass that Mr Patricks, our school caretaker, had spread along the top to keep us in school and burglars out of school, scrunched under my feet. No burglars would ever want to come into our school because there is nothing left to steal. Finn Mason has stolen everything already.

				‘Jump! Jump! Jump!’ chanted Laurence and TJ. Laurence was laughing. TJ looked as if he was about to be sick. My fingers started to jiggle.

				I reached into my right pocket for my model of a Spitfire Mark 1.

				It had gone! Spinning the propeller calms my hands and helps me focus on solving difficult problems, for example this one where I am being forced to jump off a very high wall. I pushed my hand into my left pocket even though it is a fact that I always keep my model Spitfire Mark 1 in my right pocket. It was not there. It was lost. My fingers jiggled faster.

				I should not have been on top of the school wall. I should have been doing my homework. Mrs Hubert, my Maths teacher had given me different homework from the rest of the class. They had to complete 10 equations.

				I had to make 2 friends.

				Mrs Hubert said that my gran does not count because she is a relative. Bernie from Bernie’s Burger Bar does not count because he is a shopkeeper. I asked Mrs Hubert if she was my friend and she said no, she is my Maths teacher. ‘You must make 2 friends your own age,’ she said.

				‘Jump!’ screamed Finn.

				He is not my friend.

				I inched a bit further forward.

				A piece of glass went through the thin bit at the bottom of my left, black, second-favourite school lace-ups and cut into my big toe.

				Mr Patricks should not put glass on top of the wall because of health and safety. Mr Patricks should not be a school caretaker. He should be an SAS assassin.

				It’s funny, isn’t it, the things that go through your mind when you are about to jump off a wall and die?

				An aeroplane droned above me. I looked up. I think it was a Boeing 747-400, but it is hard to tell when you are trying to balance on top of a very high wall. They can fly without stopping for up to 7,670 nautical miles. Aeroplane facts make me feel calm.

				‘Jump,’ shouted Finn.

				Finn has blond curls on his head. He does not comb his hair. He has 7 freckles on his nose. I counted them when he made me jump off my school desk yesterday at breaktime. Finn, TJ and Laurence looked very small from up on the wall.

				‘I said JUMP!’ screamed Finn.

				I looked down.

				I, Willem Edward Smith, would like to state here to you that I am not afraid of heights. We live on the 18th floor of the Beckham Estate. ‘We sleep higher than the birds,’ says my gran. If I was about to die then I was going to ask whoever is in charge up there – say God or, if I couldn’t get to see him, his assistant St Peter – if I could come back as a bird because I do not like being Willem Edward Smith very much.

				My Gran says to always go to the top. So I hoped God was available for my request. Maybe I could make an appointment with him.

				Another thing my Gran says is that I must plan for everything so that I don’t get any nasty surprises in life. So whenever I see Finn walking down the school corridor I always start jumping up and down on the spot before he can tell me to. I ruffle my hair and pull a button off my shirt and smack myself in the face so I have a red mark on my cheek. My plan is that Finn will think he has beaten me up already. Finn has a short attention span so sometimes this works, but other times he makes me jump higher and kicks me in the stomach.

				‘Jump! Jump! Jump!’ they chanted louder and louder.

				My fingers jiggled faster. Who would make Gran her morning cup of tea and bring her a plate of digestive biscuits if I died jumping off the school wall? Which, by the way, I thought would be a pitiful way to end my very short life of 12 years and I started to count the days, minutes and seconds I had been on Planet Earth.

				‘Jump, you pathetic piece of filth.’ Finn interrupted my calculation.

				I took another deep breath and inched my toes further over the edge. The ground started to spin. I wobbled. TJ put his hands over his eyes. A girl screamed.

				Sasha Barton was running towards us.

				‘Finn, what are you doing? If you hurt him you’ll be chucked out of school again and we won’t see each other. Not ever. My dad will ban you from my life for the sixth time this year.’

				Sasha looked up at me and did the tiniest of winks. It was barely a flicker, but I saw it. If someone winks at you, does that mean that they are your friend? Then she flicked her long black hair behind her ears, shook her gold hoop earrings and flung her arms around Finn.

				‘Leave Willem alone, Finn, please,’ she said, staring into his eyes.

				Finn did not look into Sasha’s eyes. He stared at her bumps. Except her bumps are not very big – not big enough to stop Finn wanting to kill me.

				‘JUMP!’ he roared.

				So I JUMPED. I pretended I was in a flying machine and I didn’t mean to but I must have flapped my arms like a bird’s wings on the way down and let out my secret, and as my foot went snap underneath me I screamed.

				But I wasn’t dead. I was still Willem Edward Smith who lived on the 18th floor, Flat 103 of the Beckham Estate, Beckham Street, North West London, NW1 7AD.

				Finn started to laugh. Then they all started to laugh because Finn was laughing.

				He bent close to me and hissed in my face, ‘He thinks he’s a frigging bird. Fly, boy, fly.’

				‘Oi! What do you lot think you’re doing?’ It was Mr Patricks the caretaker sprinting toward us.

				‘Run!’ yelled Finn.

				Finn grabbed Sasha’s hand and they all ran away, leaving me on the ground with a foot that had snapped. Something glinted in the grass. It was Sasha’s gold hoop earring. I reached out and grabbed it, even though it is a fact that you should not move after an accident. It hurt. I hid the earring in my pocket. It was evidence that Sasha was there when I jumped off the wall and I did not want someone who might be a friend getting into trouble.

				‘One day,’ I shouted after them. ‘One day I’ll fly.’
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				If Finn Mason shouts ‘run’, you run as fast as you can or you’re dead. I wouldn’t call it running though. I’d call it dragging, pulling me across the playground like that.

				Laurence and TJ were faster than us. I saw them grab a bag of chips off this shrimp of a boy in Year Seven, who lives on the Tarkey House Estate, and run off laughing. There will be big trouble. Thieving chips causes battles and the Tarkey Crew (or T Crew, as they like to be called), and the Beckham Street Boyz are at war.

				‘Come on, Sash,’ Finn shouted. ‘There ain’t no way I’m getting chucked out of school again. RUN.’

				He dragged me further away from Willem and he held my hand so tight it hurt. SOMETIMES I HATE FINN.

				So it wasn’t exactly as if I had any choice in the matter.

				Except, if I’m being pure truthful with myself, I did have a choice and I chose to run.

				The bell blasted my eardrums. Friday afternoon, time for double Maths with Mrs Hubert. What a messed-up day.

				Finn pulled me into the classroom, to our usual place at the back on the right side, ’cause the left side is T Crew territory. Mrs Hubert was at the front, writing rubbish sums on the white board.

				At the beginning of term Mrs Hubert did a friendship scheme and tried to mix us up, but her hair went grey trying. She just don’t get it. I don’t think she gets out much.

				Richie Lane and Finn were giving each other evils across the classroom. Then Mrs Hubert turns and, in her most sarky voice, goes, ‘Finn, how do you plan to write your sums down without a pen? Are you going to write with your finger?’

				Then she gave me one of her ‘AFTER YOUR TERM OF DISRUPTIVE BEHAVIOUR YOU ARE ON YOUR LAST CHANCE, SASHA BARTON’ looks.

				Last chance one: for texting Finn in class when he was sitting next to me. Which if you ask me is blatantly unfair, as how else was I meant to communicate with him when she wouldn’t let us talk?

				Last chance two: for daydreaming out of the window, gazing up at the clouds. According to Mrs Hubert I had missed a piece of vital Maths information that was imperative to my future – which I very much doubt.

				She doesn’t half exaggerate.

				So now I am on chance three, which I do not want to lose ’cause it would mean a letter home to Dad, who would probably forget to read it, then people would stick their noses in, and I might get chucked out of school and end up with my arch enemy Malisha down the pupil referral unit. THIS I DO NOT WANT TO HAPPEN.

				I tried to work out the sums on the white board, honest I did. But in my head I was still running. Finn was scrabbling for a pen in his bag. I ignored him and tried to make sense of the muddled numbers on the white board.

				He elbowed me in the ribs. ‘Give us one of yours,’ he hissed.

				I gave him my best sky-blue gel pen. He’d better not lose it.

				My feelings are all jumbled up about Finn. It’s been me and Finn friends together for ever since we used to play in the sandpit at nursery. Then two weeks ago he just reached out and held my hand, and my fingers were on fire, and this tiny jumping bean started to jiggle around in my tummy and I told myself I was being proper draft – but these feelings just grew and grew and I couldn’t stop them and he looked at me and my knees went funny and I actually imagined what it would be like to kiss Finn, only I am not going to do that – not yet.

				Sometimes I proper love him, but sometimes, like today, I hate him. How could he force someone to jump off a mega-high wall and then just run away like that?

				And not just someone. Willem, who is cute in a nerdy sort of way. Willem, who never hurt no one, not ever. Not like Finn, who lives to cause pain.

				Then it smacked me. I had run away. I had laughed just ’cause Finn had. I was as bad, leaving Willem in a mashed-up heap on the floor. I hated myself. I made up my mind then and there to try to be a better person.

				Then there was a knock on the door and the headteacher, Mr Richardson, marched in and I swear my heart stopped. He whispered something in Mrs Hubert’s ear and I thought: this is it. Willem’s grassed. He’s named and shamed and Finn will go to young offenders’ and I will be excluded for being there when Finn made him jump off that wall and . . . and . . . I am finished. I felt dizzy and in my head I was still running.

				Then that shrimpy kid knocks on the door, the one TJ and Laurence robbed the chips off, and says, ‘Mr Richardson, the ambulance has arrived,’ and Mr Richardson stormed out.

				Mrs Hubert started stomping up and down, screaming and shouting, ‘What I would like to know is how did Willem get up on to the top of the wall? He did not get up by himself, did he?’

				Blah blah blah BLAH BLAH.

				The whole class suddenly pretended they were finding the sums on the white board terribly interesting, but Mrs Hubert kept shooting Finn vicious laser looks with her eyes.

				‘Poor Willem has badly injured his foot and has been taken to hospital. I think it would be nice if someone showed him some friendship.’

				And before I knew it, I had stuck my hand in the air.

				‘I will, Miss,’ I shouted out.

				Finn kicked my chair leg hard under the desk and hissed, ‘You dare.’ And he kept saying it, ‘You dare, you dare, you dare.’ And kicking and kicking and kicking . . .

				But I do dare and I put my hand over my ears to block out his words and that was when I realized one of my gold hoop earrings had gone.

				They’re my favourites. It’s no more than I deserve. It’s my punishment for letting Finn drag me away from Willem like that.

				My chair nearly tipped over with an extra fierce kick and one too many ‘You dare’s’. My head was busting and I couldn’t take it no more. I NEEDED URGENT HEAD SPACE AWAY FROM FINN.

				With a jerk in my gut, I knew that I had to be at home right now to sort this situation out in my head and in my heart, and before I knew it I was up and running out of the classroom shouting, ‘Miss, Miss, my earring’s gone. I’ve got to find it. They was the last thing my mum ever gave me before she left.’

				WHICH WAS A BLATANT LIE.

				As if my mum would give me a massive gold hoop earring before she abandoned me when I was three. I got the earrings from Camden Market.

				I could feel Finn’s eyes burning my back as I ran out of the classroom, but I just kept on running.

				I didn’t care that I am on my last chance with Mrs Hubert. I kept on running anyway. I ran past the flattened patch on the grass where Willem had landed and it made my gut punch the floor.

				Something sticking out of the grass caught my eye. It was that model Spitfire Mrs Hubert lets Willem spin the propeller of in Maths. She says it HELPS HIM – which if you ask me is blatantly unfair since she has confiscated my mobile seven times this term, and texting my friends HELPS ME get through her boring lessons. But since I am trying to be a better person, I swooped the model plane into my pocket to give to Willem.

				I ran round the back of the girls’ changing rooms and squeezed through the forbidden gap in the fence, and ran and ran and ran away from school, towards Beckham Street and my flat, Number Sixty-one Beckham Estate.

				It was sweaty running in the mad March sun. I had no breath left and a stabbing stitch in my side by the time I reached the wasteland by our flats. I dragged myself across it, over the scrubby burned-out grass and busted goalpost and the bench that someone had turned upside down long ago, and I jumped over the ditch and past the proper gigantic hut that used to be the youth club before it got shut down, and reached the edge of the massive courtyard that was in front of our flats. The whole place was in chaos. There were two removal lorries parked outside Number One. Old cars were being pulled down the slope into the space under our block, ’cause it’s on stilts, see. You can walk right under our flats. Carpenters and builders were everywhere, making a proper racket. I looked up and they were hammering up this big blue sign that said:

				Changing Gear Garage Project

				I was looking up at the sign as I walked towards the flats’ entrance when – smack! I banged into this old man with sticking-up white hair. He dropped the box he was carrying. ‘Sorry,’ I said before he could cuss me and I tried to pick up the box, but it was too heavy.

				He never even moaned, he just laughed and said, ‘It’s quite all right, my dear,’ and his eyes were twinkly stars in the sky. He picked up the box, like it weighed nothing, did a little hop and a skip and carried it into Number One. There was something about him that made lightness tickle my heart. Just for a second before I felt proper stressed again.

				I held my breath in the smelly lift to the eighth floor, which is as far as the stupid lift will go since the T Crew messed with the lift buttons. Then I had to run all the way up the steps to the eleventh floor to reach Flat Sixty-one where I live.

				I put my key in the lock. I could hear Dad playing some riffs on his guitar.

				Dad’s called Fox, by the way. He used to be famous. He played lead guitar in the band Zebra Blue. Then the band had a bust-up, and their dodgy record producer ran off with all the money, and Dad and I ended up living on the Beckham Estate. Don’t worry if you haven’t heard of Zebra Blue. They were big way back. It’s wrinkly music. Proper embarrassing, if you ask me. My dad’s real name is Kevin. But you don’t get rock stars called Kevin, so he changed it. Dad is practically the only one still alive in Zebra Blue. The other members all died of various plane crashes, car crashes or drinking too much. Apart from Ferret, the drummer, who my mum ran off with when I was three.

				Most dads would notice if their daughters arrived home too early when they were meant to be in school doing Maths, but not mine.

				And while I’ve got this confessional thing going – when I told Finn that my dad banned me from seeing him six times this year, well, it was a blatant lie. My dad doesn’t even notice when I hang out with Finn. I just tell that lie when I need urgent head space.

				Flinging myself on my bed, it felt like my thoughts were busting my head. My legs were wobbly and my clothes felt sticky from all that running and my stitch was pounding. So I did what I always do when I feel rank. I CLOSED MY EYES AND PRETENDED I WAS FLYING. Over the tag-sprayed walls. Over the estate, away from the Beckham Street Boyz and the T Crew, the young ones kicking a ball, the old ones who left school and can’t get jobs, sitting on street corners, mixing trouble, cussing life.

				I flew higher and higher over trees – floating, floating in the air with the robins’ wings brushing my cheeks and the clouds in my hair – away from Finn, away from SCHOOL, away from DADS what don’t notice you. It’s proper relaxing, flying.

				Flying-boy Willem. I had seen him flap his arms as he jumped off that wall. I’ve seen him do it when Finn makes him jump off desks too – a tiny flap of his fingers, but I saw it. Willem doesn’t know that we share a secret.

				As I flew higher, I could see Finn gliding towards me. He looked gentle and kind – like I know he can be, not like the nutter he was at school today – and he took my hand and we dipped and dived through all the years of memories we shared together and I felt pure happiness swim through me.

				I came down to earth with a bump. Right, SORTED! I would go to the hospital, make sure Willem was OK and also make sure he had not grassed on Finn. THAT WAY I WAS LOOKING AFTER EVERYONE.

				The clock said three forty-five! Finn would be out of school and looking for me. I didn’t have much time.

				Rescuing Willem’s model Spitfire from my pocket, I tore off my sweaty school uniform and kicked it into the corner and yanked open my wardrobe door that won’t close properly ’cause of my mega collection of vintage clothes. That’s the only thing I inherited from my mum, my love of costumes. She was wardrobe assistant on Zebra Blue’s tour, which is how she met my dad. I grabbed my jeans and new turquoise top and scrabbled into them, squeezing the tiny Spitfire into my front jeans pocket.

				My mobile was vibrating from under the bed. It must have fallen out of my pocket when I was flying.

				I clicked on the message.

				Where r u? R u with Willem?
I am coming to find u. Finn

				I pressed delete and threw my phone on the bed so Finn couldn’t reach me.

				The guitar playing got louder and twangier. I opened my bedroom door and ran down the hall.

				‘Hey, is that you, Sash? Come and listen to this,’ yelled Dad.

				‘Laters, Dad,’ I shouted, banging the door shut.

				I had TO GET PAST FINN’S FLAT FIRST ’cause there was a chance he could be home already if he ran home from school. He lives in Flat Sixty-five, on the eleventh floor, same as me. I couldn’t hear anything from inside his flat. No music banging like it normally does when Finn’s home.

				But just to be on the safe side I dropped to my hands and knees, trying not to mess up my new turquoise top and slowly, slowly, crawled along the balcony under Finn’s kitchen window. I was nearly there. Until suddenly I was flat on my back and staring straight into the eyes of Buster, Finn’s brown Staffie, and my face was being licked to death. There was a pair of pink trainers standing over me and a shopping bag dangling over my nose.

				It was Trish, Finn’s mum, back from the shops.

				‘Buster, get off her. Sasha, what are you doing on the dirty floor? Get up.’

				I heard a snigger and I turned my head. Tamsin, her ginger bob sharp like her gob, and Malisha, her blonde ponytail so tight it’s a wonder her eyes don’t ping from their sockets, were standing at the end of the balcony with another couple of girls off our estate, pointing at me.

				‘That’s where you belong,’ shouted Malisha. ‘On the floor with the dog.’

				‘At least I don’t look like one,’ I shouted back. ‘This is just a temporary situation, whereas your face, Malisha, is a permanent one.’

				I jumped up and knocked Trish’s bag out of her hand by accident. The next thing I knew, potatoes were rolling everywhere and Buster starts chasing after them, ’cause he’s a proper mental dog and loves licking raw potatoes.

				‘Sorry, Trish,’ I yelled and ran away for the second time that day, with Buster following, barking and making a show of me.

				I pushed through the girls and belted along the balcony and down the stairs just as Finn, TJ and Laurence were coming up.

				They blocked my way.

				‘Have you been with Willem?’ said Finn.

				‘No,’ I said.

				‘Why did you run off like that?’ said Finn. ‘Mrs Hubert went off on one like a mentalist.’

				‘You were doing my head in,’ I said.

				Finn laughed, he put his arm around me and pulled me to him and gave me that look that makes my knees go funny.

				‘Come to ours,’ said Finn. ‘We’re going to watch that film, Battle of Britain.’

				Now I’ve got to level with you. I nearly wobbled in my FIND WILLEM MISSION, I nearly did, ’cause I love that old film with all those Spitfire planes. It’s my favourite, my joint number one, along with Hope and Glory, ’cause I’ve a thing for nineteen-forties vintage clothes.

				‘Come on, Sash, my mum’s making chips,’ said Finn.

				At the word ‘chips’, Buster jumped up and knocked Finn down the stairs and I snatched this opportunity to run through the gap. TJ and Laurence’s mouths hung open like muppets as I JUMPED over Finn.

				I LOVE THAT DOG.

				I ran down to the 8th floor and pressed the lift button over and over again. I could hear the lift whirring up as Finn was running down the stairs after me. The lift opened and I jumped in, but Finn put his foot in the door to stop it closing.

				‘Sash, come and have some chips with us.’

				‘Finn, stop ordering me around.’ I JUMPED on his foot hard. He moved it and the door closed. As the lift started going down I heard Finn banging on the door.

				‘You’d better not be going to the hospital to see Willem!’ he screamed

				‘I’M GOING TO THE HOSPITAL TO MAKE SURE HE DOESN’T GRASS, YOU FOOL,’ I screamed back.

				But I got a mouth full of putrid air ’cause the lift reeked of wee. I did my holding-my-breath thing and tried to think of nice things, which I always try to do in this stinking lift. But I couldn’t think of nice things. All I could think of was Trish making chips with potatoes that Buster had licked all over, and I felt sick.

				When the lift bumped to a stop, I ran out and down the street and over the Heath to the hospital to say sorry to Willem, the boy who loves to fly. I reckon Willem is one of life’s special people.
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				‘I would like to go home please,’ I said to the stranger lady, Rosemary from social services.

				I have said I would like to go home 8 times.

				My right foot throbbed and my left big toe stung.

				Rosemary, the stranger lady with red hair and 6 grey hairs in her fringe, leaned too close to me. She smelled of garlic.

				So I shut my eyes and counted to 10, and I flew out of my wheelchair and through the ceiling of the hospital and up, up into the sky. The clouds tickled my cheeks. I ducked and dived through a flock of geese flying towards me. The pain stopped. I was free.

				‘Uh humph,’ coughed Rosemary.

				I bumped back down into my wheelchair.

				‘Oh dear, are you tired?’ she said. ‘This is all a bit much for you, isn’t it, Willem?’

				I opened my eyes a fraction and squinted at Rosemary. My plaster cast on my right foot looked like a big fat cloud through my eyelashes, but inside it was not rainwater but a fractured foot that throbbed.

				I opened my eyes fully.

				‘No, I am not tired,’ I said. ‘You are too close to me and I do not like garlic.’

				‘Oh,’ said Rosemary, and her face went red like her hair.

				Her bleeper bleeped for the 10th time and she sighed for the 11th.

				‘Willem, are you being bullied?’ she said very slowly with her mouth opening too wide. She had 4 fillings and spinach caught between her front teeth.

				Rosemary Stranger Lady talked to me like a stupid person. I ignored her and thought of an aeronautical formula in my head.

				[image: Equation.pdf]

				A man shouted rude words outside in the corridor. He must have had too much to drink.

				‘You are proper rude, you are,’ a girl’s voice shouted back.

				I do not like shouting.

				My fingers started to jiggle.

				‘I need to go home now. I need to give my gran her evening cup of tea and a digestive biscuit, when she comes home from the 65 Club. She will be sad that her grandson, Willem Edward Smith, has a bit of him fractured. I need to make her happy with tea.’

				The door moved a crack. Someone was listening.

				‘Our lift does not go up to the 18th floor where I live. It only goes to floor 8. It is going to take me a long time with a fractured foot to get the 92 bus and get up to the 18th floor of the Beckham Estate to make my gran her cup of tea. You must let me go now.’

				From the left corner of my eye I saw the door move again and a bit of black hair and turquoise material poked through.

				Rosemary sighed for the 12th time.

				I could see a brown eye peeping through the crack of the door.

				‘Willem, your gran cannot look after you with a fractured foot, a cut big toe and no lift. We are trying to get hold of her but no one is answering the phone at the 65 Club. We need somewhere for you to stay tonight. My colleague is phoning round our emergency foster carers.’

				My breath started to flutter faster and faster.

				I must live higher than the birds with my gran, not in a stranger house on the ground.

				The door banged open.

				Sasha Barton leaped in.

				‘Willem, I came as fast as I could. He’s my cousin, Miss,’ she said to Rosemary.

				She flung her arms round me. Her bumps knocked my cheek.

				I opened my mouth to explain to Sasha that she had got it wrong, that I do not have any cousins who live on the Beckham Estate. But Sasha whispered, ‘Shut UP.

				‘Willem is staying at ours tonight. I’d best get him home. Thanks, Miss,’ she said and she started to push my wheelchair out of the door.

				‘Stop.’ Rosemary started flicking through her papers. ‘There is no mention of any other family members in the notes apart from—’

				‘1 gran, who I live with, and 1 mother, Amy Smith, who could not cope with me and moved to Bristol,’ I finished for her.

				‘But I’m a relative too,’ said Sasha.

				‘I can’t just let Willem go with you.’ Rosemary had a frowning face on.

				‘My dad, who is Willem’s uncle, is talking to the doctor at reception. They want to talk to you urgently. They asked me to tell you,’ said Sasha.

				‘Why didn’t they phone me?’

				Sasha shrugged her shoulders. ‘That doctor looked vexed. You had better be quick, Miss.’

				‘You 2 stay here,’ said Rosemary and ran out of the door.

				‘Quick,’ said Sasha. ‘We need to escape now.’

				‘You told a lie, Sasha. I am not your cousin,’ I said.

				‘Big blatant lies,’ laughed Sasha. ‘Come on, let’s get you home to your gran.’ She started to push me out of the room.

				A bang, a crash, a scream. The drunk man said the rudest word ever and a woman shouted, ‘Help!’

				There was an upturned table and broken chairs and everyone was staring at the drunk man, who was being held by 2 men in blue jumpers with badges that said Security on them. Rosemary had slipped on to her bottom as she tried to step over the water leaking from the cooler. A nurse was trying to help her up.
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Sounds in my Head
by Witler Edward Srith
Rt day time
| open my window.

| hear the birds sing and the flap of their wings inside my head.
Those are good sounds.
| If there are people near me and shauting and phones ringing and cars
fearing and hoovers and hairdryers - and - and - and - all the bad sownds
> m\1 world melts.
Rt rights-time

If there are no sounds to you the silence crackles to me.
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Match number M=V/a Where V = the speed of the plane
and a= speed of sound = 340 m/sec

(M is supersonic for 1.2<M<4)





