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Praise for the FIRE BOY series

‘An absolute riot and is bound to have you giggling … a snortingly funny and pacey story with short, punchy chapters.’ 
BookTrust

‘Fire Boy is a wonderful book with a great story. It’s funny, exciting and gripping …’ 
Tales on Moon Lane

‘A stand-out comic writer for children’ 
Kate Wilkinson

‘My son has just finished reading Fire Boy and he LOVED it – absolutely giggled his head off.’ 
Sophie Kirtley

‘Super-powered fun that genuinely made me laugh out loud.’ 
Kirsty Applebaum

‘With snappy lists and notes and brilliant chapter heads, this book will suck you in, fire up your imagination and take you all the way to the bank. That’s not what happens, it’s an expression. Fire Boy is a perfectly crafted story, avoiding predictability and satisfying all those what-abouts that fast-moving tales often leak. Best of all, it’s FUNNY.’ 
Rachel Lefeyer

‘Set your summer reading on fire with the second book in a hilariously hot and flamingly funny series from master of comedy J.M. Joseph.’ 
Lancaster Post (Pam Norfolk)

BRILLIANT! 
Larry Hayes

‘I loved this book so much I’ve stayed up late reading it! I could not put it down! The storyline is amazingly brilliant! … I would definitely recommend this book to my friends!’

T.A.S, aged 9

‘I laughed so much my jaw ached and it felt like my ribs were bruised.’ 
Reader, aged 9



 

 

 

Also by J. M. Joseph



Fire Boy

Pants on Fire
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TO MAGS
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1. A television news network posts a video of you setting fire to a factory. It is a fake. The video goes viral and results in you becoming America’s MOST WANTED VILLAIN. Do you:

A) Throw yourself on the floor, gnash your teeth and sob, ‘WHY ME?’ 
Or

B) Stand tall and face your accusers, knowing their claims are false?

If you have answered A, proceed to the next question.

If you have answered B, give me a break. Superheroes have feelings too, you know.

2. A series of EXTRAORDINARY events takes you to the cloud forests of Peru where you must discover the lost Temple of the Serpent to cure your ailing friend. Do you:

A) Tag along but leave finding the temple to your friends? 
Or

B) Seize the opportunity for self-improvement by making nature maps, reading up on Inca religion and organising a systematic exploration of the area?

If you have answered A, proceed to the next question.

If you have answered B, lighten up. Life is not a long, continual stream of educational opportunities.

3. After travelling through the cloud forests, you return to London to confront Delilah Jones, the girl with the perfect smile who betrayed you and your circus friends. She invites you and your classmates into a HOUSE OF HORRORS. Do you:

A) Find yourself outwitted and betrayed by Delilah Jones ONCE AGAIN? Or

B) Outfox your scheming rival and SAVE THE WORLD!

Sorry, friend. The answer to that question awaits in the final chapter.

That’s right, folks.

Turn your phone to silent and order in a pizza. THE FLAMING FINALE OF FIRE BOY IS HERE.

To commemorate the end of this blazing saga, I have included a BONUS FEATURE below detailing the characters in the FIRE BOY series, a special treat for new readers (or those of you with a short memory).



FRIENDS AND FAMILY

AIDAN SWEENEY: Me. Our hero. Also known as Fire Boy.

SADIE LAUREL-HEWITT: Tall, clever and sporty. Wields telekinetic powers and is not shy about using them. Mess with her at your peril.

HUSSEIN AZIZ: Loyal sidekick and passionate gamer. Possesses computo-powers, an electric guitar and a sweet tooth. Don’t get him started on Star Wars.

MUM: Paramedic and all-round good egg. Overly suspicious of her son, often with good reason.

LEMON: A ginger tabby fond of naps and sardines. Can transform into a full-grown tiger when she hears the word ‘Pushkin’.

GRANNY: A bad-tempered, gin-guzzling former women’s prison officer and frequent scourge of yours truly. Sometimes referred to as She-Bear.

ZARATHUSTRA’S TRAVELLING CIRCUS

DMITRI: Russian ringmaster and former animal trainer. Gentle, greying, broad-shouldered, wise. Able to mend circus tents and repair machinery.

MATHILDE: Teen fortune-teller and only daughter of a witch. French. Prone to moods, Goth clothing and prophecies.

ATLAS: Circus strongman. Never met a protein drink or mirror he didn’t like.

THE KRAZY KLOWNS: The brothers Donal, Shane and Finbar Kerrigan. Former stuntmen and ‘Kings of Slapstick’.

DEAD-EYE: Otherwise known as Dolores Oakley. Sharp-shooter and markswoman. Only ever seen in a cowboy hat, long leather coat, sidearms and boots.

ESHE AND RODRIGO: Dancing trapeze artists and couple in real life – one tall, calm and elegant (Eshe); the other athletic, bouncy and excitable (Rodrigo).

GARETH AND GLADYS: Welsh magician (Gareth) and his assistant (Gladys), a black and white border collie.

THE RED ARROWS: A family of Chinese acrobats anchored by sixty-four-year-old Grandpa Yang and topped by five-year-old Zhang Li.

KENISE WILLIAMS: Rope-walker and former Jamaican hurdler. Loves barbeques, sunshine and dance floors.

FEATURING

A JAR OF NATURE’S OWN: Ten minty sweets, each containing a droplet of serum (see TREE OF THE GODS); smuggled into England through the post to my address and then accidentally opened. When our story begins, only four sweets remain.

TREE OF THE GODS: Legendary tree of the Inca, the fruit of which bestows superpowers on those who eat it; assumed lost, but rediscovered by Sloane Sixsmith.

SLOANE SIXSMITH: Former research scientist at Cambio Laboratories. Currently a shapeshifter with powers which allow her to absorb a person’s body and memories.

MAX GOLDMAN: Theatre producer and showman. Famous for long-running Broadway hits like Pizza: The Musical and If I’m Not Crying, I’m Singing.

ANDREW: Max Goldman’s personal assistant and aide-de-camp.

RUSSELL R WHITTAKER: Better known as Agent Whittaker of MI5. A wily detective and confidant of me and my friends.

CAVERSHAM SCHOOL

MISS SPATCHCOCK: English teacher and champion of creative writing; likes cake.

MITCHELL MULCH: A walking, talking turd. My nemesis and pain in the you-know-where.

MARIA VIALLI: Teacher’s pet.

JOE JACKSON: Fast-talking lad about town.

ISABELLA FINK: Sharp-tongued gossip queen. Never met a rumour she didn’t like.

FREDDIE REYNOLDS: Asleep in class; first in the lunch queue.

MR HENDERSON: Form tutor; moody; counting the days to his retirement.

VILLAINS

DELILAH JONES: Granddaughter of billionaire Clayton Jones. Green-haired, quick-footed, great teeth. Wants a superpower and doesn’t care who she steps over to get it.

CLAYTON JONES: Billionaire chairperson of the Frontier News Network. Old, white-haired, red of face, thick of jowls, short of breath. ‘A legend in broadcasting circles’ (Daily Herald); ‘The greatest threat to democracy today’ (New York Times).

ASH AITKENS: Betrayer of Sloane Sixsmith and destroyer of the Tree of the Gods. Man-monkey imprisoned in the bowels of MI5’s basement.
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The Inca fortress gleamed in the winter sunlight. Carved out of a mountaintop, mist clung to its stone walls like a thin pale shield.

‘Looks like those steps are the only way up,’ I said, pointing at a stone staircase cut into the cliff.

‘Are you sure?’ Mum gulped.

Hussein stared at the fort high above us. ‘Remind me again. Whose idea was it to visit this place?’

‘Mine,’ Sadie replied, placing her foot on the first step. ‘Come on. Race you to the top.’

Mum laughed.

‘Dream on,’ Hussein chuckled.

I weighed Sadie’s challenge. The stone staircase was steep, slick with rain from that morning. It had no handrail and twisted round the edge of a mountainous cliff.

‘You’re on!’ I cried.

Sadie was out of the traps first, bounding up the first ten steps like a gazelle. I took chase as Mum’s shrieks for us to stop echoed across the Andes Mountains. Amongst her ear-splitting clamour, I could hear another sour note. It came from Hussein.

‘Give it up, mate,’ he snickered. ‘You ain’t catching her.’

Spurred on by this slight, I attacked those steps like an Olympic mountaineer. Ho, ho, ho, yourself, matey, I said to myself. We shall see who reaches the fort first.

Arms pumping, legs churning, I zoomed up the first ten steps. An uneven stone left me temporarily sprawled across step 14 with a bruised knee, but I remained undeterred.

On I ran.

A hairpin turn on step 23 was greater cause for concern. Were it not for a desperate grab at an overhanging branch as I stepped off the cliff, my race (and life) might have come to a sudden end. Though this brush with death slowed my progress – you tend to take corners more cautiously after nearly plummeting off a mountain – it did not dampen my determination.

On I climbed.

By step 35, I had slowed; my pace settled into a light jog. The air is thin in these mountains, you see. An all-out sprint wouldn’t do, especially since I was still less than halfway to the top.

A stitch in my side assailed me on step 56.

On I walked.

My spirits were flagging as I passed step 72. My knees ached. My mouth was dry. My undergarments were wet through with sweat and my backpack was chafing my shoulders.

By step 91, I had begun to hate the Incas and despise their infernal fortifications. Ancient masters of defence and military stratagem? I don’t think so. Only madmen build castles in the clouds. Who do you fight on top of a mountain? A flock of eagles? Marauding llamas?

I stopped counting the steps.

On I crawled.

When I reached the final step, I found Sadie sitting on it, legs crossed and sipping from her water bottle.

‘What took you so long?’ she asked.

‘Shut up,’ I gasped, throwing myself on the ground.

A reader writes:


Dear FIRE BOY,

What’s the hardest part about being a superhero?

Joe king (aged 10) of Great Snoring, Norfolk





Dear, JOE,

Good question. Suppressing the urge to fling fire darts at people who are rude, greedy, stinky, around or stubborn is a CONSTANT battle.

Accepting defeat isn’t easy either.

Your Mate,

FB




Ten minutes later, Mum and Hussein joined us, the latter with his inhaler in hand. Mum, red-faced and puffing, threw her backpack on to the ground and eyed me and Sadie sternly. ‘Oh good,’ she said. ‘You’re alive.’

Once Mum and Hussein had recovered, we explored the ruins. From the Inca fort we had views of the valley, the snow-capped Andes Mountains and the city of Cusco. The fort itself was a maze of roofless walls in crescents and rows, spread out over three ascending levels.

We peeked out of narrow windows.

We explored empty rooms.

We examined the stone aqueduct which had once brought water to the ruins.

‘These grounds and site seem more like a shrine than a fort,’ Sadie said.

Mum agreed. ‘There were few practical reasons for building this fort or the other sites dotted along the Inca Trail. The land is so rugged that it can’t be farmed. Many people think the Incas built them primarily to get closer to the natural world they worshipped – the sun, the earth, the sky and rain.’

‘Take a wrong step off that edge and you’d come close to the earth faster than you expect,’ Hussein wheezed.

‘Hello, ground,’ Sadie said.

‘You can’t get any closer to nature than a face-splat,’ I added.

‘Very true, and that is exactly why you two must promise not to run off again. Especially if you want to come back here at midnight,’ warned Mum, narrowing her eyes at me and Sadie.

We nodded our heads meekly.

You don’t often get a chance to celebrate New Year’s Eve in an Inca ruin. From here on, it was best behaviour only.

Much later, after we had set up our tents at a campsite near the fort and dined on beans on toast, we returned to the ruins.

Because the few tourists we’d seen earlier didn’t fancy cavorting around a cliff edge at midnight, we had the place to ourselves, which was mighty nice after being hounded across two continents by drones, spy cams, vigilantes and most of the world’s security forces.

We arrived at the fortress just in time.

Mum checked her watch. ‘Are you ready? Ten.’

On the other side of the world, most of London was tucked up in bed, the celebrations long over.

‘Nine,’ we chanted together.

London.

‘Eight.’

Camden Market on Saturdays. Football on the Heath. A takeaway curry on Friday nights.

Highbury.

‘Seven.’

Even school.

‘Six.’

Who would have thought that I’d miss Caversham so much?

‘Five!’

In the distance, a volley of fireworks rocketed into the sky above Cusco.

‘Four!’

I ignited my hands and head.

‘THREE!’

Red and orange fireballs gathered in the palms of my hands. My hair crackled and popped as it stood on end.

‘TWO!’

Like a flaming Roman Candle with its arms open wide, I let loose.

‘ONE!’

Seven swirling fireballs blasted into the night sky.

‘HAPPY NEW YEAR!’

The fireballs burst into fizzing tails of sparks. Like seven exploding stars, they lit up the Inca ruins in a dazzling flash of light.

‘Ace!’ cooed Hussein.

‘Stupendous!’ gushed Sadie.

‘So beautiful,’ whispered Mum. ‘But best not to risk any more. We don’t know who might be watching.’

Flames extinguished, I joined hands with Sadie and Hussein as Mum sang.

Should auld acquaintance be forgot 

And never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot 

And days of auld lang syne?

For auld lang syne, my dear 

For auld lang syne

We’ll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet 

For days of auld lang syne

‘Don’t worry, A,’ Hussein said when Mum finished. Electricity surged from his fingers into mine. The buzz made my arm tingle and glow. ‘We’ll clear your name.’

Sadie squeezed my other hand. Another power surge rocketed through my arms, a vibration that warmed my toes and rattled my teeth. ‘Aidan,’ she said, ‘I promise you, I will not rest until we bring Delilah Jones down.’

‘Too right,’ I said fiercely, my hair standing on end and flaming. ‘Too right.’
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It began with a knock on the door.

Nestled inside crisp sheets of finest Egyptian cotton and afloat on a deep-foam, Remember-Me mattress, I was in no hurry to get out of bed. I had enjoyed a blissful night’s sleep aboard the ‘Dreamboat’ – described as ‘the world’s most luxurious bed’ in the Liberty Hotel’s brochure – in the Presidential Suite. Hugging a snow-white pillow hand-stuffed with goose down, I closed my eyes with a sigh.

The knock returned. This time it was more insistent.

A clutter of room service plates and one glass with a straw inside it, the last remnants of my late-night feast complete with super-deluxe chocolate ambrosia milkshake, sat on my bedside table. Scattered on the floor were copies of the Sunday newspapers. My eyes fell on their headlines.

‘FIRE BOY SOARS OVER MANHATTAN!’ cried the Tribune.

‘THE BRAVE NEW DAWN OF THE SUPERHERO’ declared The Times.

‘HOLY #@%*!’ gasped the Daily Herald. ‘HE CAN FLY!’

Beneath each of their headlines they had printed a photo of Fire Boy blazing over Central Park.

The knocks turned into thumps. ‘Aidan!’ Mum hollered from outside. ‘Open the door!’

I got up.

Lemon, the ginger-and-white striped tiger asleep on the floor of my room, stirred. Stretching her great limbs, she yawned and rolled over.

Stepping round my sleeping tiger, I threw my hoodie over my pyjama top and opened the door.

‘What is it?’ I groaned.

I expected a telling-off for sleeping in. Instead, I found Mum on the verge of tears.

‘Come quick,’ she said. ‘Something terrible has happened.’

Flames skittered up my spine, burning the collar of my pyjamas. ‘What’s wrong?’

Mum took my hand. ‘Come see. The news is everywhere.’

The Liberty Hotel’s Presidential Suite contained four en suite bedrooms, a lounge with a bay window overlooking New York’s Fifth Avenue, a study with a fireplace, a dining area and a conference room. Mum led me into the lounge where my best mates, Sadie and Hussein, were watching a giant television screen in silence. Dmitri and Mathilde, the former and current ringmasters of Zarathustra’s Travelling Circus, were there too. Dmitri sat in an upright leather armchair resting his leg in plaster on a cushion. Mathilde stood behind Dmitri’s armchair, glaring at the TV.

It was tuned to the Frontier News channel. Images of a fire ripping through the roof of a five-storey industrial building filled the screen. A single headline scrolled past in alternating bright red, white and blue:

FIRE BOY SUSPECTED OF ARSON 
IN NEW JERSEY FIRE

ARSON?

ME?

I staggered forward, staring at the TV in horror as flames leapt through the building’s broken windows on the screen.

‘Is there anyone inside?’ I asked.

‘No,’ Sadie said.

I watched the fire burst through the roof. ‘Are you sure? I could fly there and check.’

‘No,’ Mathilde replied tersely. ‘You cannot go. As soon as zey see you, Homeland Patrol will shoot you down.’

‘No one is inside,’ Sadie said. ‘The factory closed months ago.’ She nodded at Hussein who was bent over his phone. ‘Hussein has already scanned through the police report.’

‘There’s no mention of you, mate,’ Hussein said without looking up. ‘Not yet, anyway.’

I collapsed on to the sofa.

‘How can I be a suspect?’ I cried. ‘I don’t even know where New Jersey is!’

Mum laid a trembling hand on my shoulder. ‘It wasn’t Sloane either,’ she said. ‘She spent the night on a camp bed in my room.’

The other Fire Boy was Sloane Sixsmith, a former scientist and immensely powerful shapeshifter currently trapped inside a replica of my body. As I struggled to get my head around what this fire meant, a Breaking News banner replaced the images of flames and smoke. The picture then cut to Logan Eliot, a Frontier News reporter, standing outside the factory gates.

A transcript of Eliot’s report:

‘Frontier News has an important update on our lead story, the suspected arson attack at Acme Chemical. Fire officials have asked me to inform the public that the fire is under control and that there is no threat – I repeat, no threat – to residents in surrounding communities. All hazardous chemicals on site were removed from the premises when the industrial plant closed its doors last autumn.

‘Meanwhile, rumours that Fire Boy instigated the fire continue to escalate. Officials remain “shocked” – I am quoting here; that is their word, “shocked” – by the video which Frontier News aired earlier this morning, a video sent to our news desk by an anonymous eyewitness. We have that video here for you now.’

A shaky, handheld video replaced Eliot on screen.



It is an image of the night sky where a distant bright light speeds nearer. A woman’s voice cries, ‘It’s him! It’s Fire Boy!’

The figure – clearly human – blazes red. Flames trail after him as, spinning in the air, he swoops lower. ‘Oh my god,’ the woman gasps, ‘he’s heading straight for that old building!’

Arms outstretched, Fire Boy bursts through the roof of Acme Chemical. Inside the factory, there is a flash of white light, then a mighty boom. The woman recording the video shouts out as Fire Boy cartwheels back into the night sky and soars away.

The video ended. Eliot returned.



‘I am told that Homeland Patrol, the government agency which warned the public about the possible dangers that “extra-humans” like Fire Boy posed, is eager to bring the celebrity circus star in for questioning and are prepared to use whatever force is necessary to apprehend him.

‘The shock and dismay on the faces I meet is startling. Everyone here had hoped that Fire Boy, the circus star who can burn and fly, might be the world’s first superhero. Instead, America has learnt that Fire Boy is a villain who must be stopped before he causes even more harm.

‘This is Logan Eliot reporting live from New Jersey for Frontier News.’

Dmitri pointed at the screen with his cane. ‘Hussein, can you replay that video for me?’

‘Sure,’ Hussein said, gripping the corner of the TV with one hand. Using his computo-powers, he rewound the report to its start.

Two replays of Fire Boy bursting through the factory roof later, Dmitri slapped the armrest of his chair. ‘That’s it!’ he cried. ‘Now I recognise it! That entry and pivot comes from the opening of the Showstopper.’

The Showstopper? That was a routine from my Fire Boy act inside the Big Top.

Hussein played the video again.

It did look like my approach. I squinted at the screen. I could even make out the shimmer of the bleachers in my wake!

‘I’ve heard of these,’ Hussein said. ‘They call them deepfakes, videos where they replace the likeness of one person with another. Someone must have spliced the video of the Showstopper on to a clip of Acme Chemical on fire.’

‘They WHAT?’ I exploded. ‘Why would someone do that?’

At that very moment my phone buzzed.

A photo and text message sent from Delilah Jones to Aidan Sweeney at 11:08am:

The photo showed a smirking, green-haired Delilah posing in a mirror.

The message said: Who’s laughing now? [image: images]




Closed until further notice

For two days and two nights, Zarathustra’s Travelling Circus, featuring the flying sensation FIRE BOY, had been the most popular entertainment act in the world.

Tickets for our upcoming World Tour were sold out.

Netflix was planning on filming a Fire Boy: HOT STUFF documentary in the spring.

The rights to the official Fire Boy biography, My Life in Flames, were going to be auctioned off in the morning. You couldn’t pass a news channel or TikTok or Instagram page without seeing me on fire. Outside the Liberty Hotel, boys and girls squealed with joy when they saw Atlas, Kenise Williams or the Krazy Klowns. People begged for selfies with us. Fire Boy thermal jammies – so warm you’ll think you’re on fire! – were this year’s must-have Christmas present.

Forty-eight hours and one fake video later, we were outcasts.

Every New York news channel broadcast pictures of the mob outside the Liberty Hotel. Protesters threw stones and snowballs. Some carried signs – a picture of Fire Boy with a red X painted over his flaming face.

‘BAN THE CIRCUS!’ the mob yelled.

‘LOCK THEM UP!’ they roared.

‘SNUFF OUT FIRE BOY!’ the protesters chanted.

They stomped and marched and shook their fists, their faces masks of anger and hate.

Stuck inside our hotel, I wandered back and forth through the lounge, sleepwalking past the horror show outside and its counterpart on the news. It was like watching a car crash unfold in slow motion. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

My temperature dropped to pre-Fire Boy numbers. Watching the mob’s hatred build made me shiver. Igniting and flying away were out of the question. In the state I was in, I could barely light a candle.

Nor was I alone.

Everyone connected with Zarathustra’s, from Sadie and Hussein to Dead-Eye and Atlas, was shell-shocked.

Except for Dmitri.

‘Enough!’ he cried. Pulling himself to his feet – not an easy feat when one leg is in a cast – our old ringmaster switched off the television. ‘We cannot wait here. The people who march outside our door will not listen to us. If Frontier News tells them the sky is green, they will see grass in the clouds. Come! We must go. Our stay here has ended.’

Swallowing my sobs, I begged Dmitri to forgive me.

‘For what?’ he said. ‘Circus people have been forced out of their homes for hundreds of years. This is not new. But remember, my young friend: that mob outside are the few and the bitter. Most New Yorkers are at home. They do not know what to think. That is the crowd we must win over with words and actions.’

Urged on by Max Goldman, the theatre producer, we packed swiftly. ‘Let’s go, people!’ Goldman shouted. ‘Homeland Patrol will be here soon. They want to handcuff the lot of you. We need to vamoose. Now!’

Dragging our suitcases after us, we followed Goldman down the hallway and crowded into the service elevator.

As we rode down in the lift, I messaged Delilah.

A text message sent from Aidan Sweeney to Delilah Jones at 9:43pm:

Laugh while you can. Sooner or later, the truth will come out.

A text message sent from Aidan Sweeney to Delilah Jones at 9:44pm:

Like the hair, by the way. Ate the wrong sweet, did you? It’s a hex, in case you’re wondering. Mathilde tells me there’s no getting rid of it, so get used to the green streaks.

And so, we left New York City. Which raised questions. If I was innocent, the Frontier News Network asked, why didn’t I surrender myself to Homeland Patrol? Only a criminal flees his hotel in the dead of night.

The Daily Herald agreed.




GUILTY AS CHARGED!

FIRE FREAK IS A NO-SHOW

Yesterday morning, Fire Boy FLED rather than accept Homeland Patrol’s offer to appear before magistrates. If Fire Boy is as innocent as his supporters claim, where is he? Why does he refuse to answer questions about the Acme Chemical ﬁre? HERALD readers know why! BECAUSE HE IS GUILTY AS 



CHARGED! Should the good folk at Homeland Patrol seek the HERALD’s opinion, we say: SHOOT FIRST AND ASK QUESTIONS LATER. Wake up, America! We have an alien in our midst. Fire Boy must be STOPPED before he endangers the lives of our fellow citizens.




Meanwhile, Frontier News and Media offered a $50,000 reward to ‘any law-abiding member of the public who provides information leading to the arrest and seizure of Fire Boy’.

And it wasn’t just me they wanted.

Homeland Patrol issued pleas to members of Zarathustra’s Travelling Circus to come forward and assist in their investigation. They named – for the first time in public – me, Mum, Sadie and Hussein – among the cast. Though no official warrants were issued (yet), there were threats: ‘Homeland Patrol expects ALL citizens to obey its summons, including foreigners. Should Zarathustra’s Travelling Circus ever wish to re-enter the United States in the future, it should consider cooperating with our officers.’

As if.

We knew Homeland Patrol had no intention of releasing us if they got us in for questioning. That was why we headed south. The bad news was, we’d had to say goodbye to some very good friends along the way.

Gareth the Magician and Gladys the Wonder Dog were the first to leave us. They stowed away on an ocean liner sailing to Britain. ‘One last vanishing act,’ Gareth called it. With any luck, he would find his way back to his beloved Wales.
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