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‘AAARGHHHH!’ bellowed Harry at the top of his lungs. A figure with a heart-shaped face, great big black eyes and a head like a fungus-covered grey turnip had just loomed over him. Harry, terrified at the sight, tried to get up, but he couldn’t move. Two more turnip heads followed. Hideous nightmare turnip heads that were clearly not human! Harry began to panic as he struggled harder to get up – why couldn’t he move? He looked down – he was lying on a table in the middle of an antiseptic white room. He looked back up at the strange creatures. They were scary for sure, but they also reminded him of something…what was it? Greys! That was it. Greys, those aliens he’d seen in films, the ones that were always abducting people and carrying them off! Ridiculous, of course, I mean, why would aliens come all this way just to carry off…wait a minute!

Harry blinked, staring at the Greys. Come all this way just to carry him off… Why would they… Harry gulped. What could they possibly want with a fourteen-year-old boy from Croydon?

‘What do you want? Who are you? No, wait, what are you???’ he demanded in panicky tones.

At this, the Greys started muttering to each other in voices like croaky mosquito whines. It reminded him of his mate Harvey, who whined and moaned whenever Harry beat him in a game.

One of the Greys tapped a little headset device attached to the side of its head.
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‘Please lie still, human thing,’ it said.

‘Don’t tell me what to do, you…thing! You turnip thing!’ blustered Harry. He was actually rather terrified, but he wasn’t going to let them know that.

Another Grey came over to the table. From the way the others immediately hunched over, this one seemed to be in charge. It said something to the one who had spoken to Harry, then pointed with a long snaky finger at a screen on the wall.

Harry stretched his neck so he could see the screen. It was weird, because he was looking past his feet at the screen, but the image on the screen showed the exact same view of his feet, and then him looking at another screen in that. Hundreds of pairs of feet, stretching off to infinity.

He tried looking up, down, to the side. The view on the screen moved too. It showed what he was seeing. But how was that possible – had they wired up his eyes or something? The boss Grey jabbered something, and the one who’d switched his headset on turned to Harry.

‘He wants you to close your eyes again, please. We’d like to see more of your Earth memories.’

Harry stared up at the grey-domed alien thing and gulped, unsure what to do, his heart beating like a drum. This was the scariest thing ever!

The boss repeated what he’d said before, his voice sharper now. Harry didn’t understand the words, but something about the tone was like when his headmaster ran out of patience.

The Grey who had spoken to Harry looked worried. ‘He’s getting annoyed…’

Harry blinked. So was he! Who did they think they were, carrying him off and treating him like this? Anger and fear filled his heart in equal measure. Unless… His brow knitted in suspicion. It couldn’t be real! Surely it was Todd Scarswell – or Scars for short – his archenemy at school, and his gang, dressed up in alien suits and masks.

Either way, he had to do something! Anything. He wrenched at whatever was holding him down but to little effect. It was as if he were wrapped in cling film or something. Some kind of force field, probably, but he was pinned down just as securely as if he’d been chained to the table.

The boss Grey touched his own headset. He was tut-tutting as he looked at the screen. ‘This one’s useless,’ Harry heard him say. ‘It’s very stupid and it refuses to show us its memories. Give it another few minutes, and if it still won’t cooperate we’ll throw it out into space. Really, we’d have better luck with animals.’

‘Er… You just switched your translator on, sir. He can hear what you’re saying.’

‘What? Heh heh.’ The boss Grey grinned at him, big dark eyes glistening like saucers. ‘My little joke, human thing. Please ignore.’

He switched off his translator, lost the grin, and looked around at the other Greys. You didn’t need a translator to tell what it meant when he drew his finger across his throat.

The smaller Grey looked at Harry sadly. ‘He’s very pleased with your memories,’ he lied. ‘Nice vivid details.’

Harry was silent for a moment. Surely they weren’t going to kill him? He shook his head in disbelief. This couldn’t be happening!

‘Right, I’ve had enough of this,’ he shouted. ‘Is this your idea of a laugh, Scars? Dressing up in Halloween masks and pratting about?’

Only that wasn’t it. He knew it wasn’t. The Greys were too short and weedy to pass for Scars and his mates in disguise. Also, when Scars wanted a laugh he didn’t put on a mask and pretend to act out a scene from Doctor Who, he just shoved your head in the toilet. Simple pleasures.

Incredible as it seemed, this was all really happening. It was his birthday, and the last thing he remembered was leaving the house, Mum’s words ringing in his ears. ‘Just make sure you’re back for dinner, sweetie!’ He’d set off…and then…what? That light…being lifted up into the sky in a beam of light? Maybe, yeah, although the memory was fuzzy. It did sound like a classic case of alien kidnapping, come to think of it.

Harry stopped struggling for a minute and tried to think. He couldn’t lift his hands off the table, but what about sliding them to the side? He gave it a go, and by stretching his fingers he was able to get them round the edge of the table. While the Greys kept on jabbering at each other, he worked his fingers over to the underside. He could feel something there – an insulated cable tacked snugly along the side.

He dug his fingernails under the edge of the cable. If he could prise it off the surface, maybe he could snap it. Of course, that might only cause a light to go out, or turn the weird TV screen off, but Harry felt better now that he was actually doing something.

He noticed a couple of the Greys looking at him. They hadn’t noticed anything yet, but if he did manage to loosen the wire it would be hard to dislodge or break it without them seeing what he was up to.

He had to come up with a way of distracting them. But how? Then it came to him in a flash. The screen.

Somehow – and he had no idea how it was possible – the screen was obviously picking up images from his mind and projecting them for the Greys to watch.

And the Greys were standing around waiting for a show. Maybe they were studying life on Earth or something. If anybody had asked Harry, he couldn’t have thought of anything more boring than daily life around where he lived. But if it was what they wanted…

He screwed his eyes tight shut. The teachers at school said he was imaginative. What was it old Moleface had said to him? ‘You’ve an active imagination, Greene, I’ll give you that. Trouble is, “daydreamer” isn’t a proper job, now is it?’

Oh yes, he could just picture Moleface’s fat smirking mug as he’d said that. Then he heard the Greys gabbling in delight and he realised he hadn’t just remembered it, he’d projected it onto the screen. They’d actually heard Moleface’s words out loud. There was a frantic flurry of rubbery fingers as the Greys all switched their translators to English.

He’d just about got the tips of two fingers under the wire now. He just needed something to keep them occupied. What could he think of that would be really interesting? Then he had a brainwave. What about that computer game he’d been playing with his mate, Harvey? Astropocalypse, it was called. There’d been a great bit in their last game where he suckered Harvey’s battle cruiser in close to a small asteroid, then used a reverse warp to drop a black hole right in the centre of it. Harvey didn’t suspect a thing until his cruiser was sucked out of the sky by the mass of fifty suns all squeezed into a pinhead.

Oh, that was brilliant. It warmed Harry’s heart to think of the way Harvey whined and wheedled while he mopped up the rest of his fleet with long-range quantum cannons.

But something was wrong. Instead of looking at the screen, the Greys were muttering to themselves. He heard a guttural click from the chief that the translator turned into an exasperated sigh.

He stopped fumbling with the wire and laid his hands flat on the tabletop. ‘What’s the matter?’ he demanded.

‘Um…’ The Grey pointed at the screen, and Harry craned his neck. The image of the game was there, but it was very faint and the colours were completely washed out.

‘That’s not right!’ protested Harry. ‘The graphics are way better than that. That’s a rubbish screen you’ve got.’

‘Imaginary things. Made-up memories. They do not have what we need. They lack…dimension.’

That was a setback. He’d been counting on keeping them gawping at a few episodes of Doctor Who next. But it had to be real memories, did it? Stuff that had actually happened to him personally. All right, then.



[image: images]




He’d just got home after school. The moment he came in through the back door and saw the banner, he’d known exactly what to expect. A long piece of string hung from one cupboard door. There were bits of crayoned paper attached, spelling out H-A-P-P. The rest of the letters were still scattered on the table. Beside the sink was a big bowl full of lumpy white paste, and next to it a clumsily ripped-open pack of cake mix. Dollops of the mix were all over the worktop and the phone was covered with ﬂoury ﬁngerprints.

Mum was sitting at the table. She looked up at him, her face covered in ﬂour. It would have been funny, if her face hadn’t been streaked with tears.

‘He cancelled, again. I’m sorry, sweetie,’ his mum said.

Harry narrowed his eyes in anger. He wanted to stomp up to his room, to tell the whole world to bog off, so he could be alone. He was angry at his dad for not showing up, sure, but worse than that, he was angry at himself for ever thinking that he might. Angry at his mum for giving up so easily, too. She could have gone ahead and baked the cake, put a brave face on it, and then Harry would have made an effort. But no, bang went all the plans and so much for his birthday.

But he didn’t stomp off. Instead he went over and put his hand on Mum’s shoulder.

‘It’s OK, Mum,’ he said. ‘It’s not your fault Dad’s such a…well, you know.’

His mum looked up at him, put on a pale smile, rested a hand on his…

‘Oh, this is good!’ the Grey beside him said. ‘Lovely vivid colours. Real intensity.’

He patted Harry’s arm like a sports coach. There was an excited jabbering as the show on the screen unfolded. Harry stared at the Greys. Their long, bony fingers and strange round bodies filled him with horrified terror. He couldn’t take this much longer, he had to do something. He let a corner of his mind cycle through his memories, keeping the alien creatures distracted, whilst he concentrated on working the wire loose enough. He could get all his fingers under it now. Nearly there…

Harry was showing them his memory of a terrible row between his mum and dad and how Harry had left them to it in disgust. An excited cheer rose from the Greys as they watched him storming out of the door on screen. Actually, it was really a sort of buzzing howl that the translator turned into a cheer.

‘Maybe you should get some popcorn, you vegetable heads!’ shouted Harry. And with that he wrenched the cable loose.

There was a soft crackle of sparks and the table slowly sank a couple of feet like a dentist’s chair. That was all.

The Greys turned on him. He saw the chief Grey pulling a thin rod of blue metal from a scabbard at his belt.

‘Whoops,’ said Harry.

And that’s when the room exploded.
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IT was as if somebody had put a jet engine under the floor and revved it up to maximum. A wind tore through the room with enough force to make the metal table lurch. If he hadn’t been held down by the force field, he would have gone flying. The Greys were simply ripped off their feet and vanished, flung up out of his line of sight by the unstoppable rush of air.

The Grey who had been talking to him managed to grab hold of the table. Harry could see his mouth moving, but with the hurricane raging all around them it was impossible to hear a thing.

The Grey’s rubbery fingers were clamped tight on the table, but the wind was too strong. He slid along the side of the table, fighting for life every inch of the way. At the top he clung on for a moment, his face hanging there right next to Harry’s.
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‘Leptira battle cruiser,’ came the voice of the translator over the shriek of escaping air. ‘Sneak attack. We—’

And then he was gone. Wiped away like a dead bug on a car windscreen. The wind was dying down, but that wasn’t a good thing. It was dying down because it had carried away all the air.

Harry took huge gulps into his lungs but it wasn’t doing any good. His heart was hammering away inside his chest and he was getting dizzy and light-headed. Light-headed enough not to even mind dying on an alien spaceship. He was just annoyed that he never got the chance to tell his dad to bog off for bailing on him and his mum. His poor mum.

He raised his hand to swipe angrily at empty air. That’s when he realised the force field had switched off. Rolling from the table, he staggered to his feet and found himself staring out into space.

There was another ship hanging out there in the blackness. From the red glow around the tubes at its prow, it was a fair bet those tubes were what had just blown a gaping hole in the hull.

The Greys were all strung out there in a line, lifeless, turning slowly in the vacuum like leaves thrown across a pond. The nearest one, drifting out from the ship behind the rest, he guessed must be ‘his’ Grey. The one who’d looked so imploringly at him with those big round eyes. Harry almost felt sorry for him. Not so much for the others, though.

Especially not the boss.

He sucked in a breath and tasted the antiseptic air of the ship. Acrid as it was, he couldn’t imagine anything sweeter because it meant the atmosphere was coming back. Something must have plugged the gash in the hull. Something like, he guessed, the force field the Greys had used to snare him in the first place.

Now that the air was back, he could hear a soft insistent chiming like the warning some cars give when the door isn’t closed. It was coming from a speaker in the ceiling. It sounded too little and too late, but it meant that he wasn’t alone on the ship. Somebody had to have set that alarm going and switched on the force field.

‘Anyone hear me?’ he called.

The speaker fizzed and crackled, and it took him a second to realise that it wasn’t just static. It was a language. Stumbling towards the door in frustration, he trod on one of the translator headsets. He snatched it up and hooked it around his ear. Luckily it was still set to translate to English.

‘…system failure,’ the voice on the loudspeaker was saying. ‘Life support at seventy-one per cent. Fusion Reactor at thirty per cent. Shields at forty—’

‘Weapons, you idiot!’ screamed Harry. ‘Hasn’t this ship got any laser cannons and whatnot? Fire back at them!’

‘Weapons at…’ There was an unbearable pause. ‘…six per cent. Analysis suggests first Leptira attack was designed to disable offensive capability.’

There was something about the droning, clipboardy tone. Like his computer science teacher. ‘Don’t tell me you’re a robot.’

There was no reply. Of course. ‘Are you a robot?’ said Harry.

‘Ship’s computer functioning at eighty-two per cent,’ replied the voice, sniffily.
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Harry cast another glance out into space. The other ship had moved nearer.Was it his imagination, or had the glow in its torpedo tubes got brighter? ‘Leptira weapons array recharging,’ said the computer. ‘Estimate ninety-eight seconds before they fire again.’ ‘How many hits can we take?’

The computer replied to that perkily enough: ‘A number less than one.’

Harry blinked. He had to do something! He stabbed blindly at the door. He couldn’t see a button or sensor, but it shot open and he wasted no more time. Running down a dimly red-lit corridor, he called out to the computer: ‘Seal that door in case the force field goes down. What about propulsion? Can we outrun them?’

He had to admit that part of him was almost enjoying this. It was just like a game of Astropocalypse, as far as the adrenaline rush was concerned.

‘Impulse drive insufficient for evasion,’ announced the computer. ‘Maximum speed of Leptira Type II battle cruiser exceeds ours by factor of five.’

Harry swallowed. OK, maybe with the Xbox you didn’t usually get that sick feeling of imminent searing death. Harry began to think furiously, trying to find a way out.

‘What about warp? Hyperspace. Can’t we just jump?’ he said.

‘Quantum Interstitial Drive is offline.’

‘Bring it online! Get us out of here!’

‘Quantum Interstitial Drive will take one hundred and thirty seconds to energise,’ the computer replied, adding calmly: ‘Reactor now at twenty-eight per cent. To energise quantum drive, shields must be powered down.’

‘Do it.’ That was a no-brainer. If the other ship could take them out with one shot anyway, the shields were a waste of time.

‘Quantum drive initialising. Leptira vessel will be ready to fire in eighty-three seconds. Eighty-two seconds… Eighty-one seconds… Eighty…’

‘All right, I get it, stop counting down!’ barked Harry.

‘Sorreee!’ said the computer.

A sarcastic alien computer? Really? But Harry didn’t have time to think about that.

An idea came to him. ‘If there’s any energy to spare, put it into – what did you call it? Impulse drive. Let’s at least get moving.’

‘You wish to leave orbit?’

‘Yes. No, go lower.’

‘Yes/No! Make up your mind!’ snapped the computer.

‘Lower!’ said Harry. Maybe they wouldn’t expect that. ‘Where’s the bridge?’

‘Take elevator to upper deck,’ said the computer.

That small room at the end of the corridor just had to be the elevator. He dashed inside. There were no buttons, but there was a recessed glass panel on the wall. Harry swept his hand up it, like swiping photos on a smartphone, and the doors slid shut. His stomach flipped as the elevator sped upwards.

He wondered if all the entire crew had been watching his ‘show’, and that they’d all been killed. Probably so, if the computer was running things now. He was on his own.

A nasty thought struck him. ‘What happens if we go to warp with that hole in the side?’

‘Seventy-five per cent probability of quantum depressurisation,’ said the computer.

‘What does that mean?’

The elevator stopped and the doors swept open.

‘The entire substance of the ship and its occupants would be converted to dark matter,’ explained the computer.

Quantum depressurisation: there’d be no coming back from that. But a second blast from the whatever-they-were-called would have the same effect, and that was a dead certainty. Harry would have to take his chances on that all-important twenty-five per cent gap. Or hope that the computer had got it wrong.

He came out on a small circular observation gallery overlooking what might be the control room. Leaning over the balustrade, he could see panels of winking lights directly beneath, and a blue glow from a screen running right around the wall.

The domed ceiling here was transparent, giving him a view of the enemy cruiser as it hove into view overhead. Harry stared in awe. If all those observation ports were built to anything like human scale, the damned thing was as big as an office block! Its weapon tube was pulsing with white heat now. Less than one hit, the computer had said. He could believe it.
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He wondered if, behind those shiny black portholes, alien eyes were watching. Somehow he guessed the Leptira would be a lot less humanoid than the Greys. More the sort of aliens you’d enjoy blowing to slimy chunks with a blaster.

A face appeared right above him. One of the dead Greys, drifting in space, bumped against the glass. Harry jumped back in shock, his legs hitting the balustrade that ran around the gallery. It was designed to be at a safe height for the Greys, but all of them were at least a foot shorter than him. His arms shot out but there was nothing to hold onto. He fell fifteen feet to the floor below, slamming into a chair which spun, flinging him against a panel of dials and monitors. His forehead scraped against metal, blood washed into his eyes, and he fought against blacking out.

‘How long now?’ he said thickly. Then he noticed his translator had been dislodged in the fall. He scrambled across, wedged it back on his ear, and repeated the question.

‘Quantum drive will be online in fifty-seven seconds.’

That meant less than ten seconds before the enemy ship was ready to blow them out of the sky. Harry looked up at the screen and gasped. It was the Earth, and it filled the screen. They must be entering the atmosphere.

Harry had a sudden flash of inspiration. Sometimes down on the towpath by the canal, he and Harvey would skim stones over the water. Could you do that same trick with an eight hundred ton spaceship on the upper layer of the atmosphere?

Only a few seconds to go. It was worth a try. ‘Pull up,’ he told the computer, ‘sharp as you can. Now!’

Harry felt the floor slide away and he dropped with a crash into the wall. The screen darkened as the view spun away from Earth and out into deep space.

Then there was a second, deeper shudder and he had to hang on for dear life as the ship went tumbling end over end, the blue disc of the Earth looking smaller each time it swept by on the screen. There was a dull roar far down in the lower decks, and at the same time about half the lights in the control room went out.

The other ship must have fired, but thanks to skimming off the atmosphere they’d only caught a glancing blow. No telling how much damage it had done, but at least they were in one piece for now.

‘Less than one shot, you said!’ laughed Harry hysterically. ‘Well, we took one and we’re still here!’

There was no reply. This time the buzz from the speaker really was just static. Harry felt real terror. Death seemed certain. He thought of the Greys, sucked out to drift like debris in space, millions of miles from home. They must have had families, but they’d never know what happened to them.

‘The drive,’ said the speaker.

‘Yes!’ Harry felt a spurt of hope. ‘How long now?’

‘The drive… Quantum drive.’ That shot had done some serious damage to the computer.

‘As soon as it’s online, go to warp,’ said Harry, desperately hoping the computer could keep it together long enough.

The screen filled with what looked like the peak of a mountain rising into view. Harry’s heart sank. It was the alien battle cruiser. Despite their bounce off the atmosphere, the Leptira had caught up to them in no time. The glow in the gun tube showed it was charging up to fire, and there’d be no clever evasive manoeuvre this time. They were crippled, hanging in space waiting to die.

‘Quantum drive requires manual initialisation,’ said the computer.

‘You want me to press something? Where? What?’ said Harry.

‘No hyperspace course available,’ said the computer.

‘Never mind that.’

That gun was pulsing again. The ship was right on top of them. ‘The drive…’ The computer sounded like his granddad looking for the spectacles that were on his head all along. ‘Quantum drive requires…’

‘Manual whatsit!’ screamed Harry. ‘I know! Show me what button to press!’

Every single light in the cabin went out. All the consoles were dead. Harry slumped against a chair. It was hopeless. The computer had had its brains blown out and now the power had gone off. He stared into the fiery white mouth of the Leptira cannon and knew it was hopeless.

Then one light came on. Just one button, on the panel in front of him. For a second he couldn’t think, couldn’t act. Then he lunged for it. The Leptira fired. Harry hit the button. And space turned inside out.
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HARRY put out a hand to steady himself against the elevator door. The door helpfully swished open and he stumbled into the corridor.

He couldn’t remember a thing after the jump to hyperspace. It felt like he’d been out cold for quite a while. The cut on his head had had time to dry, the blood now sticky like old jam that’d been left in a cupboard for weeks. And he was so thirsty that he had to peel his tongue off the roof of his mouth like a piece of Velcro.

But he was alive. And the ship was still in one piece. You had to take the glass-half-full view of things, that’s what his mum always said.

What would his mum do when he didn’t come home? She’d call Harvey’s parents first. They wouldn’t know, of course. Then the school – even less of a clue! Then the police… Harry smiled to himself. Maybe they were all looking for him right now! Then he frowned. They’d never find him, obviously. How was he going to get back to Earth, even, let alone get back in time for his ruined birthday dinner?

Well, he’d have to worry about that later. For now, water was the first thing he had to take care of.

His legs felt wobbly. He couldn’t tell if that was because of being knocked out or a simple case of dehydration. Supporting himself with one hand on the wall, he headed along the corridor. It ran straight ahead, with other corridors curving off every now and then. The ship was designed like a wheel, as far as he’d been able to tell, and he was now in one of the spokes.

‘Anyone there?’ he called.

Silence. The computer must have fried its last circuit telling him which button to press. Annoyed as he had been by its prissy sarcasm, it was much worse having no one to talk to at all.

Maybe he could send out a distress signal. He didn’t even know Morse code, let alone the alien signal for ‘SOS’, but if he just broadcast a message into space, surely a Grey ship could trace it back. But what would the crew of a rescue ship think when they found him alone on the ship? Would they take him home to Earth, or would they strap him back in front of a telepathy screen and bring out the metal probes? Or would they decide he was the killer and shoot him on the spot?

There was the hole in the hull, though. They’d see he couldn’t have possibly done that. It was the other aliens – what had the Grey called them? The Leptira. ‘It was a surprise attack by the Leptira,’ he could tell them.

It would be a lot easier to think without the ringing in his ears and the dull throb where he’d whacked his head. But he had to try something or he’d die of thirst, alone in the depths of space. Just then, he caught sight of a cabinet with a large, fat bottle on top of it just a little further down the corridor. It was so perfect and so unexpected that he just stood there blinking stupidly at it for a couple of seconds before his brain accepted that, yes, it really was a water cooler. Just like you’d find in an office back on Earth. He almost laughed for joy.

He grabbed a cup, filled it with water and raised it to his lips.

But then a nagging doubt struck him. People in a shipwreck couldn’t drink seawater. It would drive them mad or poison them or something. And that was just because of the salt. So what about alien water?

But the Greys breathed air, after all, even if it did smell a little like a doctor’s clinic. And of all the planets they could go and kidnap people from, they had chosen to come to Earth. Why was that? Maybe it was because their own planet was similar.
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He held the cup inches from his lips. What should he do? It was like having a voice in each ear. It’s safe. It’s deadly. Drink. Don’t drink.

‘If I don’t drink, I’ll die anyway.’

Saying it out loud like that helped to convince him. But speaking aloud also made him realise how isolated he was. Far, far out beyond the moon, probably. His eyes welled up with tears. He felt so alone.

Or was he alone? A tingle ran up the back of his neck and he spun around. He was just in time to catch a flutter of movement at the end of one of the curving corridors.

A light in the ceiling flared and went out, plunging that part of the corridor into darkness. Harry blinked. He must have noticed the bulb flickering just before it died. That was the ‘movement’ that had caught his eye. The sense of being watched hadn’t gone away, but he forced it out of his mind. Who could possibly be watching him? All the Greys had been sucked out of the ship like bugs into a vacuum cleaner, hadn’t they?

‘I’m going off my head with thirst is what it is,’ he announced.

The cup was still in his hand. He steeled himself and gulped some of it back.

‘Aargh!’

He grabbed his throat. It wasn’t poison – it was acid! He could feel the bubbles fizzing in his mouth as it dissolved his tongue. Frantically he spat out the liquid that hadn’t already gone down his throat.

Then he stopped as the first wave of panic passed and he had time to think. There was no actual pain in his mouth. His tongue was still in one piece – and not only that, it didn’t taste like a stale sock any more. The only sensation was cool and wonderfully refreshing.

He shoved the cup back under the spigot and refilled it. This time he gave the liquid a closer look. There were little bubbles rising through it.

‘It’s fizzy water, that’s all,’ he realised, feeling a complete idiot. Just as well there was nobody around to see him shrieking and clutching at his throat and spitting all over the place because he’d been driven into a girly panic by a mouthful of sparkling water.

He took a proper gulp, and another. It tasted so good. Funny how a few mouthfuls of good clean water were enough to raise the spirits.And suddenly he found himself doubled up with laughter at his own idiocy, the bubbles shooting painfully up his nose as he spluttered water all down his front.
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and | want him home for tea, now!”
Harry's mum
“Where is he? Telt me now or be destroyed!”
Tiny Tin, robot bounty hunter

“Abducted by-aliens? Great! They can jolly
well keep him for all | care!”

Todd Scarswell, school bully

“Who?”
The Emperor of the Galaxy
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