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Chapter
1 
 
 
 
Erika Delgano was in a BAD mood. 
Someone had chewed the fingers RIGHT OFF her favourite toy.
Someone had spilt blackcurrant juice ALL OVER her best T-shirt.
And someone had cried all the way through the school play, making her FORGET her lines. 
This someone wasn’t just anyone either.  






	
			

			


They lived in her house, they had bewitched her parents and she couldn’t get away from them, no matter what she did! This someone was her brother – Randall. 
Admittedly Randall was only just over a year old and probably didn’t mean to upset her, but all the same. . .  With every day that passed, Erika grew crosser and crosser until she worried she might actually POP! Apparently nobody had ever actually popped from 






	
			

			


anger, but Erika was convinced that she would be the first. 
Now, to cap it all off, she was stuck upstairs on yet another stupid TIME OUT while everyone else was down-stairs, playing happy families. 
Erika stomped around her room.  When she was fed up with that, she kicked her bedpost. HARD. That hurt her foot, making her even crosser. So she picked up a bouncy ball and hurled it at the wall.
THUMP! 
There! That did make her feel better (for about 0.3 seconds), until the ball bounced back and hit her on the nose. 







	
			

			


Erika wanted to cry. Randall had completely obliterated her picture. He’d even dribbled on it. But was he punished? Was he sent to his cot for a TIME OUT? No he wasn’t! 
Admittedly, she hadn’t spent long on the picture, and she had left it on the floor, but still . . . it was SO unfair! Or at least that’s how it seemed to Erika, but she was forgetting one rather important thing. 
When Erika had seen the ruined picture, she’d run in and yelled at Randall, calling him ‘A nasty little beast!’ and making him cry. That was the thing about Erika: when she lost her temper – she really lost it. 
And now here she was . . . Up in her 






	
			

			


room with a bruised foot, a sore nose and an unpleasant squirming feeling in her tummy. If she hadn’t been so angry, she might have realized that she felt a teeny bit bad about yelling at Randall – but she was still angry. 
After a while, Erika heard her mum carrying Randall up to bed. She waited a couple of minutes and then tiptoed downstairs. She imagined having her dad all to herself; perhaps they’d have a game of football in the garden, like they used to . . . before Randall. 
Erika found her dad in the kitchen. He was fast asleep at the table, his cheek cushioned on a half-eaten sandwich and his hand cradling a cold cup of tea. Drooling. 







	
			

			


Erika shuddered – parents could be really disgusting sometimes.
‘Dad?’ she whispered.
No reply. 
‘Dad,’ Erika repeated, more forcefully.
Still no reply.
 
she shouted in his ear.
‘Whaaaa?’ yelped Erika’s dad, jerking upright and spilling cold tea down his shirt.







	
			

			


‘Ah, you’re awake,’ said Erika innocently.
‘Must have dropped off . . .’ mumbled Erika’s dad, rubbing his face and peeling a slice of cucumber off his cheek. He went to put it in his mouth, but stopped when he noticed Erika’s expression. ‘I’m just so tired at the moment . . .’
‘Really?’ interrupted Erika quickly. There was nothing worse than hearing your parents bore on about how tired they were, which her parents did.  
All. The. Time.Well, they did now . . .
‘Anyway,’ she continued, ‘do you fancy a kick-about in the garden?’
‘I’d love to . . .’ said her dad, wiping a 






	
			

			


dollop of mustard from his beard, ‘but I’d better get the washing-up done.’
Erika’s heart sank; he always used to want to play football.
‘What about after that?’ 
Erika’s dad glanced up at the clock.
‘I don’t know . . .’ he said. ‘It’s getting late and Randall’s been up a lot in the night recently.’
‘Mm-hmm,’ mumbled Erika. It was pretty much her only response whenever her parents talked about Randall.







	
			

			


‘He gets terrible wind, you see,’ added her dad.
‘Mm-hmm,’ muttered Erika.
‘Of course, it might be a dairy intolerance . . .’ 
‘Mm-hmm,’ growled Erika.
‘Either that or a—’
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Erika exploded, surprising even herself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
She was shouting now. 
‘I wish he wasn’t even here!’








	
			

			


For a few seconds she and her dad faced each other in the silent kitchen. There was a loud cry from upstairs then Erika’s mum yelled down, ‘Great! You’ve woken Randall! That’s just perfect. Thanks a lot.’
Hot tears prickled around Erika’s eyes.
‘Erika . . .’ began her dad. ‘I’m sorry. Listen, we can talk about –’
But Erika had gone. She’d pushed past her dad and run through the living room. Speeding upstairs, her feet beat out the rhythm of her thoughts. 
 
	it’s not fair. 
		it’s not fair. 
			It’s not fair. 
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Erika barged inside her room and flung the door shut with a slam that shook the walls. She threw herself down on her bed, shoulders heaving with furious sobbing.
 
	      Eventually . . . 
		  she fell asleep.








	
			

			



Chapter
2 
 
 
 
As Erika slept, the anger boiled inside her, twisting her dreams into something dark and cold – a nightmare. 
Erika dreamed that she was back in her kitchen with her family. Her parents were fussing over Randall, just as they did in real life. 
‘It’s always like this, isn’t it?’ whispered an invisible voice. Erika looked around, but there was nobody there.
‘They always take his side, don’t they?’ hissed the voice. 
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Erika nodded, blinking back tears.
‘How does that make you feel?’ asked the voice. 
‘Angry,’ muttered Erika.
‘Yes,’ comforted the voice. ‘I know... So, give in to your anger, use it as strength.’
Erika felt a rush of heat swelling up inside her. The voice was right. Her parents were always taking Randall’s side over hers and it wasn’t fair! But she’d show them! Erika felt the heat intensifying, she felt herself give in to the anger . . . 
Then a powerful vibration tore through the ground and Erika felt the strangest desire to laugh.
‘Nooooooo!’ roared the voice in her head – then it vanished. The kitchen scene melted away and Erika found 
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herself standing in a clearing within a forest of rainbow-coloured trees. 
A nearby river flowed backwards  over a gleaming emerald cliff, in  a spectacular reverse waterfall. Above Erika’s head, impossibly bright metallic leaves sparkled  and glittered in the shimmering light.  






	
			

			


This was all very . . .  peculiar. The last thing she could remember was the argument at home, then there had been that strange voice and now . . . she was here – wherever here was. Erika had the strangest sensation that she might be dreaming. 







	
			

			


A fish rode past on an old penny-farthing bicycle, wearing a black coat and a large top hat. It nodded politely and said, ‘Good day.’
Erika stared at the fish. Since when could they talk, or ride bikes? And that was ignoring the fact it was wearing clothes and wasn’t underwater.
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That settled it, thought Erika as the fish pedalled away – she was definitely dreaming. 
Erika shifted her weight from foot to foot. The ground felt light and springy. When she tentatively hopped up and down, she found that she bounced whole metres into the air. Erika grinned,  and after taking a larger jump was catapulted across the whole clearing. She landed on one of the higher branches of a semi-transparent tree, laughing uncontrollably. For a moment she sat there, marvelling at this impossible world, stretching out in all directions. 
Just as she was wondering how she would get down, the branches of the tree knitted together into a slide, which 
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spiralled all the way down the tree trunk, and Erika slid safely to the floor. 
‘I wish I never had to wake up!’ she whispered under her breath, but was distracted by a rustling, snuffling sound behind her. She turned to see it was a small furry creature. Brightly coloured vines were curled and knotted around its arms and legs, binding it tightly to the ground. The sight of Erika’s face 
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down made it squeal. It was about the size of a large rabbit, or a small dog, or a really really big mouse, and it was covered in soft fur.  Two little ears poked out of the top of its head and a tail waggled around behind it. It had stubby legs, short arms and a lot of pointy little teeth in its wide mouth.
‘Heebie Jeebie?’ said the creature warily. Erika blinked as she stared at the curious creature, then it spoke again.
‘Heebie Jeebie!’
‘Sorry. . . what?’ she asked, leaning forward. ‘I don’t understand.’ 
‘Heebie Jeebie!’ came the reply as it wriggled furiously around, but the more it struggled, the tighter the vines became.
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