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Chapter 1
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It doesn’t matter if you haven’t heard of me.  I was written about in a book once, it was mainly about my friend Tony.  Tony found some money – a large amount of money.  He shared this money amongst his friends, me being one of them.


I was an orphan, no mother or father, but I lived with an old lady who did her best for me, but she was bossy and set in her ways.  That’s what happens to old people eventually.  One day I decided I couldn’t put up with the fussing anymore, so I packed my rucksack with a few clothes, and took off.  Tony came looking for me, wanting me to join his gang, but only on condition that I go back to live with the old biddy.  So that’s what I did.


The Old Lady was pleased to see me when I returned, and fussed even more.  She cooked a stew, and after we had said prayers, we both tucked into it hungrily.  Whilst we were eating, she started telling me stories from the Bible, but once I realised that what she was telling me happened hundreds of years ago, I didn’t want to know.  What happened in the past wasn’t relevant to me.


My mates had cigarettes and I wanted to try them.  The Old Lady found a couple that I had hidden away in my room.  She said it was a bad habit, and that I mustn’t start smoking – not at any age.  It was alright for her to smoke though.


A few days later, the Old Lady’s sister Janet Wilson moved in with us.  She was a spinster with time on her hands and tried to teach me things, but I found it hard to concentrate and got restless.  Janet snapped:


“Sit still, Charlie, stop picking your nose, Charlie, concentrate Charlie.”


She said I would go to Hell if I didn’t change, and that she would go to Heaven, of course.  I decided that I did not want to go the same place that SHE went, but I didn’t tell her so.


Wound up, she began preaching about Heaven, how beautiful and peaceful it was with the angels floating amongst the clouds.  I asked her if my mate Tony would one day go there, but she replied “No”.  Well, I didn’t mind that as I wanted Tony to be with me always – he was my best friend.


Later on, when it was time for bed, I was first up the stairs.  Looking out of the window into the darkness, all still and quiet, I felt very unhappy.  Hearing a dog bark in the distance, an owl hooting closer, and the wind rattling the window frame, all made me feel tense and edgy.  May be it was the spooks out there that made funny noises.  I hated being alone on nights like these.  Was this a sign of bad times to come?  I touched the wooden back of my chair – in the hope it would bring me good luck!


I sat a while before taking out a cigarette from its hiding place under the bed, behind the shoebox.  The Old Lady would be fast asleep by now, so wouldn’t be any the wiser.  I faintly heard the bells of the town clock strike midnight, and on the last stroke, I heard something outside.  Opening the window, I saw Tony standing looking up, with his hands on his hips and feet apart.  I smiled at the sight of him; we were good friends – very good friends.  I quietly crawled out of the window, onto the ledge and then let myself slip to the ground.  Thud.











Chapter 2
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We made our way, like two robbers, creeping down the garden, but when we got to the gate, the kitchen door opened.  We tried to keep as still as we could, but Jake, Janet’s nephew had heard me drop from the upstairs window, and decided to stay put until he heard the noise again – trying to make out what it was.


I tried my best, but every part of me wanted to move.  Just move, but I gritted my teeth and held out.  Jake settled himself on the kitchen step, and rested his head against the doorframe.  He closed his eyes to concentrate on noises, but soon drifted off to sleep.


Tony and I began to move, slowly and carefully.  Tony wanted to play a trick on Jake, and tie his laces together, but I put him off.  He then wanted a light, so crept into the kitchen and found a couple of torches in the cabinet under the stairs.  I was anxiously waiting outside in case he got caught, but he managed to sneak out again with no bother.


Jake made up a story about why he was asleep on the doorstep.  About how a saw a spaceship land, and how strange looking aliens get out.  Every time he told the story, the story changed, but some of the younger lads he told it to, would stand aghast at the story – believing every word.


Once in the open countryside, the river to one side, a wood to the other and stars above, Tony and Charlie made their way to an old shack on the edge of the wood, where pals John and Brian were waiting.  All four boys then chatted as they approached the riverbank, where they met a couple more boys.  Partly hidden in the bushes, they pulled out a rowing boat, climbed in and paddled down the river.


After a while they tethered the boat the best they could, and using the torches they had with them, crawled into a very damp, dreary shelter.


Tony was the first to speak and declared that the gang would be formed upon each member making a promise.  They all agreed, so Tony took out a piece of folded paper out of his pocket, and wrote that they would all keep the gang a secret, look after each other, or face the consequences.  Tony said he got the idea from books he’d read, about the consequences being death of a family member.  Brian thought that was a bit drastic, but agreed to it anyway.  As Charlie had no family members to speak of, well, he did have a father, but he hadn’t been seen for many years, they agreed that it would be Janet Wilson who would be killed, if Charlie failed on his promise.


After everyone had signed their agreement to the gang and its rules, Tony and the others sat in a circle discussing what to do next.  “The whole purpose of the gang is to kill and steal” he said.  “If we steal something off someone, its best to kill that person afterwards, otherwise they might tell the Police about us”.  “Or we just keep them prisoner in the shelter, with a guard to watch over them to make sure they didn’t escape – but only until they died”.   He had read that in a book too.


“What do we do with the girls, Tony; do we kill them as well, or keep them in the shelter?” Enquired John.


“Best we keep them in the shelter, and hope nobody finds them” answered Tony.


The youngest of the group, Tim, started to get scared with all this talk of prisoners and killing, and wanted to get back to his mum.  He started to cry and was adamant he wanted to go, so they all decided to leave for the night and meet up again soon.  Before they left, they agreed that Tony would be the Gang Leader and John would be Second in Command.  I was glad Tony was leader – everyone else was too.


When I got back to the house, my window was still open, so managed to get back in without waking anyone.  I left the window open and lay on the bed.  Too worn out to get undressed or notice the breeze blowing in.
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Chapter 3


I got a good telling off in the morning from Jet because my clothes were in such a mess.  She said I should ask for forgiveness, but didn’t really know what that meant.  I asked the Old Lady, and se said that if you are a good person, then good things will happen to you.  I pondered over this, and came to the conclusion that it didn’t work; otherwise good things would have happened to the Old Lady.  After all, she did take me in and give me a home.  But nothing good did happen.


Around the time of our gang forming, my father, who I hadn’t seen for years, was found dead nearby.  Everyone assumed it was him, but it wasn’t proved, so there was always the chance that he could just arrive at the back door one day.


The gang met up a couple of times, and I decided to quit, along with the rest of the others.  We hadn’t stolen anything or killed anyone or anything, just talked about how we would do it.  How we would steal from houses or from the boats coming down the river, but it was all an illusion.  We would never get away with it.


I felt I was being watched, an uncomfortable feeling that made me nervous when out for a walk.  I stopped at the track to see footprints – not ordinary footprints, but HUGE footprints.  I took off, running as fast as I could and got to Captain Thurlow’s place, hot, sticky and breathless.


“Have you come to collect your money?” The Captain asked.  “I could put it in the bank under your name, if you like.”


“But I don’t want all the money.  I only want a little.  You can have rest” I said.  Captain Thurlow crossed the room and opened the drawer to his bureau took out a few coins which he gave to Charlie, then closed the drawer again.  On the way back home, I warily looked about me, hoping whoever owned the footprints wouldn’t get me.


Jake was in the kitchen, and we talked about whether the footprints could be those of my father, and how they come to being on the track when he didn’t know where I lived.  He reckoned he could see into the future and that my father might or might not come back, depending on the spirits.  He also said that I would have good and bad luck, be well and ill and lucky and unlucky in love.


I went up the carpetless stairs to my room, thinking about what he had said.  I opened the door, and was shocked to find my father sat in the chair by the window.  I nearly dropped down dead with fright!
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Chapter 4


I couldn’t believe my eyes.  I turned around and he was still there.  I rubbed my eyes for a good couple of minutes, but he was still there.


He was older that I imaged he’d be.  He was slovenly, dark, with up-kept hair and a beard.  And clothes that had seen better days.


He was angry for the way I looked at him – the way I eyed him up and down.  I was going well for myself, a good learner, and he didn’t like that.  I turned around a saw a leaflet sticking out from under the lamp on the desk.  I pulled it out and quickly started reading what was on it.  My father hadn’t had any education, like the rest of his family, and was angry and jealous of me: snatched the leaflet out of hand, and tore it into pieces.


“I’ll give you a good whipping – that will teach you a lesson” said his father.


Looking around the room, all neat and tidy, his father mentioned money.  He had heard through the grapevine that his son had a fortune stashed away, and he wanted some of it, if not all of it.


Charlie explained that Captain Thurlow would tell him that there was no money, apart from the little he has in is jacket pocket.


His father lent over the back of the chair and felt in the pocket until he found the coins wrapped in paper.  He looked closely at it to make sure it was real.  He got up to go, turned and glared.  His eyes burning into mine.


Next day, Captain Thurlow had a drunken visitor, trying to get money out of him that belonged to Charlie.  Scared of what the man might do, Captain Thurlow admitted that Charlie had had money, but didn’t any more.  After he had left, Captain Thurlow, somewhat scared by the forcefulness of this man, went to see the old lady, and told her to go to the Police to ensure that Charlie wouldn’t come to any harm.  The Police, however, said that it was every parent’s right to see their own son, and there was nothing they could do to stop him.


All father wanted was money.  He pestered me so much; I went to Captain Thurlow for some.  He took it off me, went to the pub and had a few too many.  Causing mayhem in the streets, he was arrested and was imprisoned for a week.


He was sent to Court, but the Court Official felt sorry for him, and when he was released, took him back to his house, cleaned him up and fed him well.  He felt bad that he had wasted his time, his life, and that it was time to change.  The Court Official said he was willing to help with the transformation any way he could, and they both shook on it; the start of a new beginning.  Up in the sumptuous spare room, the father couldn’t sleep and decided to do the inevitable – swapping his descent clothing and new life that the Court Official offered, to going for a drink at the pub.  Drunk as a newt he stumbled, fell, and broke his arm before collapsing in an alcove until the morning.
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