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To my Auntie Pearl and the staff, past and present, at Dudley Library.


Thank you.









[image: The names Bran and Fran are depicted in sign language. Also, the sign language for the 26 English alphabets is presented. A text with it reads, learn to sign your name.]









THE TOWN WHERE I LIVE


BY FRAN HARRISON, AGE 12 AND A HALF


I live in Ruthvale in the South Midlands. My brother and I get the 76 bus every day to school.


As we’re driving along, I like to look at the scenery while everyone else is staring at their phones like zombies. They should be looking out the window. A new café has opened called Absolutely Kebabulous – hilarious! And that playground by the garage has finally been roped off – about time. So many kids have ended up in A&E because of that merry-go-round. No way in the world is that thing safe. The slide has so many loose screws, it should be running the government.


Then there’s the woods. People are always surprised we’ve got such amazing woods nearby – they think where we live is all factories, motorways and chicken shops. But Ruthvale’s got more going for it than that – although one of my dad’s favourite jokes is:


‘What’s the best thing to come out of Ruthvale?


The A49 to Chester!’


My dad likes jokes like that. Sorry. Liked. He used to like jokes like that.


He can be embarrassing sometimes. Sorry. He used to be embarrassing sometimes.


Used to be that when we spoke about Dad we didn’t have to say ‘used to be’.


Nowadays ‘used to be’ is normal for us, because that’s where Dad is nowadays. I hope wherever he is now, he’s with Mum.


Anyway, that’s where I live in Ruthvale. I hope that’s enough for the project.









WHERE I LIVE


BY BRAN HARRISON, AGED 12 AND A HALF


Where I live, in Ruthvale, there’s loads of people who look like me. Jamaicans, Barbadians, Saint Lucians, Guyanese people. It’s a lot. You can get any type of food you want around here. The high street’s like an all-you-can-eat buffet on a mad cruise ship.


I’m deaf. That means I go to a special school for deaf children – though some hearing kids go there too, like my sister. She says ‘it’s like learning to be bilingual, and what’s better than that?’


Leave it to Fran to find the ‘fun’ in learning.


It would be great if everyone knew how to sign, cos some of the pea-brains in our neighborhood take the mickey out of anybody that’s different. I don’t blame them, though. These things are learned, aren’t they? If mum and dad are sitting there watching the news, moaning and complaining about ‘foreigners’, it’s no wonder their kids say the same things.


People like a good moan in Ruthvale. One of the things people moan about is The Facility, which is this giant science-y place on the edge of town. I don’t know what the problem is – they hire lots of locals. And it’s not like they’re doing alien autopsies in there. Although one time Fran and I went to snoop around and we did get a bit of a weird vibe from the place.


Ruthvale is a pretty boss town in my opinion. The only part that’s hard sometimes is having to work to be understood. I’d rather stay at home and make stories. My sister and I both love stories – and that’s because of our mum. She loved storytelling. She read from books but sometimes she made up her own too. Those ones she wrote down in a big book for us.


My favourite types of stories are superheroes and adventures in weird places with heroes and villains and monsters and Vikings with enormous swords and dragons. Exciting stuff, the kind of stuff that doesn’t happen in Ruthvale.


Sometimes, when I try to sleep, I’ll imagine being in my own story. And then I’ll wonder – when is my story going to happen? When do I get to be the hero?


But then two things happened to me – well, to us really. Me and Fran.


The first was four years ago, when my dad went missing on a camping trip. Actually, he was struck by lightning and his body was never found. I know! Dramatic.


Then, the second thing happened. I guess it was what our English teacher, Ms Rayford, would call a coincidence.


Let’s just say that losing one parent to a lightning strike is unlucky. Losing two . . . well. It sounds like the beginning of a story.








CHAPTER 1
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It had been a joyous camping trip.


All the way there, Bran, Fran and Mum were behaving like a family who hadn’t lost a father four years ago. They were enjoying the drive to the campsite. Bran was making all the old jokes on the way there.


‘Why is Cinderella bad at soccer? She’s always running away from the ball!’


‘What did the letter O say to the number 8? “Nice belt!”’


‘I saw a snowman the other day. He said: “Is it me or, does it smell like carrots?”’


‘What d’you call a little robot that’s always going the long way round? R2 Detour!’


(Mum and Fran usually joined in with the punchlines, even though some of them were so old they had whiskers . . .)


Fran and Mum sang along with that Whitney Houston song about always loving someone for ever and ever, which contained lots of high notes; Fran doing the main bit and Mum on backing vocals. Bran watched their expressions and signed things like,


‘I’m so sorry I can’t hear this. NOT!’


Then Fran pretend-punched him in the arm. He reacted in the usual way to that by signing ‘Ow’ repeatedly. Mum yelled at them both to calm down.


She had perfected one-handed signing while driving for important things, like ‘STOP THAT!’ and ‘Who needs a loo break?’ and, of course,


‘We’re nearly there!’


They set up the tents quickly and laid out their pyjamas. Mum’s were pink and shiny and soft to the touch. Fran’s were camouflage. Bran’s were covered in dragon-riding, sword-wielding Vikings.


Once the tents were up and the bags were unpacked, Mum signed ‘Pyjamas on, please. You’ve got ten minutes. We’re going to drink a toast to Dad. I’m making hot chocolate and you don’t want it to go cold.’


Soon, they’d thrown on their pyjamas, brushed their teeth, combed their hair and unzipped their sleeping bags. Nano-seconds later, Mum handed them a large mug each and they savoured the irresistible taste of hot chocolate, marshmallows and cream.


Mum took a sip, smiled then put her mug down and signed, ‘To your lovely Dad. We will never forget you or your jokes, or the way you tried your hardest to fix everything. We miss you.’


She looked at the twins and smiled encouragingly. Fran went first. ‘Dad, I was only eight when you left, but I do miss you and I wish you were here.’


Bran raised his mug, held it there for a moment, then put it down and signed, ‘Dad, I miss you too. It’s weird me being the only man in the family now.’


There was a pause as mum and Fran raised their eyebrows at each other.


‘But,’ Bran continued ‘I’m trying my best to do what you would do. I know if you were here, you’d be telling us silly jokes and helping us to fix things. Like the time I came off my bike in the snow and smashed it to smithereens. It took a month to replace all the parts, but you fixed it in the end. If I didn’t say so at the time, thank you. I miss you, Dad.’
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And then he picked up his mug and took a gulp. Mum looked at them proudly, and signed,‘You are the best, loveliest, most caring children anyone could ever wish for. I’m a very lucky mum. Your dad would be very proud of how you’ve turned out.’


She turned for a moment away like she didn’t want them to see her crying. But it was too late for that.


‘Do something,’ Bran signed to his sister.


Fran glared at him. ‘Like what exactly?’ she signed back.


‘What would Dad do? Tell the worst joke ever.’


Fran thought, and then signed, ‘Mum. What did the ocean say to the beach?’


Mum wiped her eyes. ‘What?’


‘Nothing, it just waved.’


Mum smiled through her tears.


Fran loved her dad’s jokes too, but remembering them always made her feel a bit sad. They were still funny but, even so, every joke was attached to Dad, and that hurt. Just then, another joke popped into her head:


‘“Doctor, Doctor, there’s an invisible man in the waiting room—”


“Tell him I can’t see him now.”’


Bran laughed to himself, then burst into tears too. This grief stuff was hard.


Fran pushed up her sleeves and then signed: ‘A snail got mugged in an alleyway by two slugs.


The police asked him if he could describe his attackers, and the snail said, “Not really, it all happened so fast.”’


They all laughed. And then they stopped laughing. Remembering the ridiculousness of Dad’s jokes had made them all sadder somehow. It reminded them how much they missed Dad, so they stopped telling them and got into bed. Mum kissed them both on the forehead and told them to snuggle up in their sleeping bags and rest well. Then she asked them if they wanted a story, and even though they were both now twelve (practically grown-up), they said yes.


As far as they were concerned, their mum was the greatest storyteller on the planet. She told stories set in a magical kingdom where maidens get locked in towers and wizards battle lightning demons.


The big difference was, when she described the characters in these stories, the characters always looked like them (they were black or brown with thick curly hair usually in an Afro or hi-top fade or twisted into a braid); and even though the children liked other stories too – stories that featured lions, witches and wardrobes, or magical rings, or tiny people in fashionable bow ties and waistcoats – they preferred their mother’s stories because the characters always resembled them, so it was easier to imagine themselves as the heroes.


And because Mum’s stories were magical, or at least it felt like that as they listened, somehow the people and events featured in these tales would burst into life as Mum narrated and acted everything out. Mum began:


‘This is a story about a girl called Yellowcloak who just wouldn’t listen . . .’




The Story of Yellowcloak


There once was a girl called Yellowcloak, who lived on the tree-filled outskirts of a town called Koomoutya. She had jet-black hair, huge eyes and shiny brown skin. Before Yellowcloak’s canny sorceress mother had died, she had hand-sewn the very cloak for which her daughter was nicknamed and enchanted it with charms, hexes and magical whatnot.


Koomoutya was a well-populated habitat for wild animals. Some of them were wilder than others.


For the last six months, their camp had been menaced by a mammoth and malevolent jackal called Jonjo. He was terrifying, and it was rumoured that he could pounce and guzzle you down in one gulp before you could scream, ‘Oh my goodness, isn’t that Jonjo?’ He was that fast.


He also loved playing tricks on the young ones by capturing them in the woods, spinning them round four hundred times, and then sending them home. Jonjo was a nasty piece of work.


One day, Yellowcloak got dressed. She combed her black curly hair and shaped it into two thick braids. She put on her walking boots and her gloves in case there were flowers or succulent fruits or juicy vegetables to pick. She told her Auntie Lisette that she was ‘just going to see grandma and back in time for supper’.


Auntie Lisette told her to make sure she did get back for supper before dark, or there would be trouble, and she pulled on the end of her niece’s plait just hard enough for her to go ‘Ow’.


Mumbling under her breath about people yanking on her plaits like they were at a tug of war or something, Yellowcloak set off on her journey. Her lovely grandma lived several dead oak-tree lengths and then left, and then at least seventeen dead acacia-tree lengths and then right. That was how Yellowcloak remembered where she was going all the time: count trees and bushes and notice landmarks like rocks and dead trees – that should get you back home.


As she walked, a large lady with large muscles and a large Afro, wearing a leather jerkin and matching trousers, was chopping a tree into logs with an axe. She jutted her chin and said, ‘All right, Yellowcloak? Don’t stay out too late, y’know? Jonjo the Jackal is about and you’re just the right size for his supper tonight.’


Yellowcloak sang her usual song, which was:




‘La La La La La La Leee,


I’ll do what I want, you can’t tell me,


I’m quick on my feet and I’ve got my own rule,


You tell that jackal I’m nobody’s fool.’





Can you believe that? She’d just ignored everything the lady said.


When she reached the end of the first batch of dead oak trees, she turned left, and she happened upon a kindly old man with long dreadlocks that reached almost to the floor. His skin was the brownest of browns. His face had many wrinkles, but he was spry and fit for someone his age. He was picking herbs for his supper.


‘All right, Yellowcloak? It’s late, y’know? You should probably head back home because Jonjo the Jackal is out looking for somebody just like you that fits perfectly inside his tummy.’


But Yellowcloak just sang her song:




‘La La La La La La La Low,


You can’t tell me anything I don’t know,


Jonjo the Jackal has no brains at all,


If I meet him out here, he will surely fall.


My feet are like lightning, my mind is quick,


And if I see that jackal, I’ll give him a kick.’





And she continued on her way, ignoring the sweet old man.


It was now very dark, but the moon shone down and lit up the pathway ahead.


She was just outside Grandma’s house when a shadow fell over the door. It was a large shadow. The biggest shadow you’ve ever seen. It looked like a dark shadowy mountain with its own claws and teeth. It was . . .


JONJO THE JACKAL!


Yellowcloak opened her mouth to scream, but nothing came out. She tried to run, but her feet wouldn’t move. Jonjo reared up to his full height. He was gigantic and terrifying. He growled:




‘Yellowcloak, your problem is you don’t listen to what they say,


They told you I would eat you, but you still came my way.


Your Grandma was delicious and you’ll make a fine dessert,


Now just stand where you are, Yellowcloak, I promise this won’t hurt.’





And he leapt towards her, and Yellowcloak howled as much about her granny being eaten by this horrible jackal creature as with fear – HOWWWWWLLLLLL!
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Jonjo swept past her, his claw ripping her cloak and leaving a long red line down her arm. Yellowcloak screamed again and managed to jump out of his way. Jonjo spun round and snarled, rubbing his tummy in anticipation of his Yellowcloak meal. The girl had just two seconds to wish that she had listened to everyone’s advice and gone home before dark.


And then he leapt at her with a ROOOOOAAAR!


Yellowcloak screamed and closed her eyes.


AHHGHGHGHGHGHGHGHGHGHGH!


And then an enormous axe flew through the air.


WHOOSH!


Suddenly, right there in front of her, Jonjo lay with no head on his shoulders at all.


Yellowcloak turned around and saw the large axe-woman standing before her. ‘I followed you. Everyone around here knows that Jonjo is trouble. Well, no more.’


Yellowcloak was now looking at the long nasty scratch on her arm where Jonjo had clawed at her. The cut was deep, but suddenly the old man with the dreadlocks and the thousand wrinkles was by her side examining her wound. ‘When it started to get dark and I didn’t see you coming back, I was worried.’


And as he gently chided her, he squashed together some herbs and made a gooey ointment for the wound and bandaged her arm. That night Auntie Lisette made a celebratory curried jackal and rice with yam, sweet potato and breadfruits.


The big surprise of the evening was that Grandma had not been devoured by the jackal. She had slipped out the back door as soon as she had seen his shadow fall across her windowpane and run into the hills until she was sure everything was safe. There were great cheers when she arrived back at the celebration. Grandma listened to what had happened to Yellowcloak, then she hugged her and said,


‘You see, child, you have to listen. There are things out there that don’t wish you well. Now, let’s eat.’


Everyone ate their fill and talked about past conquests and other naughty children who disappeared because they wouldn’t do as they were asked.


Yellowcloak vowed that she would always listen to, and do what she was told by her elders, and from that day forward, she did.


Well, most of the time.


The End





Mum told the story and acted out every part. Bran and Fran enjoyed it immensely. Afterwards, they talked about the story and what it meant in detail. Bran signed, ‘So, hang on a minute, this story is about listening to grown-ups? But doing what you’re told isn’t always the best thing, is it?’


Fran signed impatiently, ‘Of course you should do what you’re told, you numpty. Otherwise one day you might get eaten by a flipping great jackal.’


Bran scowled. ‘Grown-ups get things wrong sometimes, you know. Plus, there aren’t any jackals round by us. This is the Midlands! Besides, the axe-lady and old man were strangers. She shouldn’t have listened to either of them.’


Fran snorted. ‘If she’d listened to them, she wouldn’t have nearly got herself eaten.’


Mum laughed. ‘You two could argue about this all night. But if you do, then no ice creams tomorrow! Now go to sleep, the pair of you!’


Although Fran and Bran were safely wrapped up warm in their tents, they were both thinking the same thing. That camping without Dad, no matter how much they all tried to pretend, was still pretty miserable.


That night, Bran drew in his sketchbook as usual until he couldn’t keep his eyes open. He made up stories about a monster-hunting Viking called Bjorn: The Monster-Hunting Viking (he was only twelve and hadn’t quite got the hang of catchy titles yet).




[image: A drawing on a notepad of a Viking man holding a shield and a sword. The handwritten text on it reads, Bjorn, the monster hunting Viking. A pair of pencils and an eraser are next to the notepad.]




He was an inventive storyteller, but this sometimes got him into trouble at school. The excuses he used to get himself out of trouble were masterpieces. But Fran and Miss Didion, the maths tutor, had Bran’s number from the off.


Usually the exchanges went something like this: Bran would sign, ‘I was in the boys’ toilets and happened to be holding my homework which I had worked really, really hard on. I was sure I would get an A or maybe even an A-star, and when I went to flush the toilet, a miniature hurricane appeared at that very moment, swept the homework out of my hand, down the toilet and it got flushed away.’


Miss Didion would reply, ‘Really?’


And Fran would sign, ‘Maybe. Or maybe if Bran thought about it he would admit honestly that he just didn’t do his homework because he was too busy drawing Vikings with swords, and fell asleep.’


Bran would reply, ‘I think my story’s better.’









CHAPTER 2
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Meanwhile, in her tent, Fran’s head was pounding. It was as though the top of her skull had been removed, and human-sized mice were bouncing rocks off her brain. BOING! WHEE! BOING! WHEE! She couldn’t sleep, mainly because she couldn’t stop thinking of Dad when he was struck by lightning. Her mind zoomed back four years to a camping trip just like this one. Bran was dozing, clutching his sketch pad and pencils as he lay in his sleeping bag next door. Fran was finding it difficult to bed down in the tent, so when she saw her mum and dad’s shadows tiptoeing past, she couldn’t help but follow. She snuck out of her tent and tried not to snap any twigs or step on sharp thorns that would make her yell ‘Ow’ and ‘Yelp’ and ‘Whyyyyyyyyy?’ because that might alert her parents to the fact that their eight-year-old child was sneaking around behind them.


OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg30.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg16.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg25.jpg
’ w 777001
NN S,
W ‘\\/’\\\‘ ,",:ttv" I'.O, v/l // 4 ,/’ )/

O

XX MOA

YO0 X AN ) ¢ 7
NS “"0*'0‘6"(‘\“"\:“ ] /8 / 5

NN XA
g
N .‘.u‘o‘.:‘o/‘a@'

(AL K RPN IR

e\





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
re- v L

Lenny;
&Hem%

Illustrated by Keenon Ferrell

THEBOOKOF
LEGENDS

What if all the stories were real?

MACMILLAN CHILDREN’S BOOKS





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/chap.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg6.jpg
|
M-& LEARN TO SIGN YOUR NAME
Zz





