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To Rachel Kearsey
Always a star!
With love from Hilary McKay




Chapter One


For the first time in his life, Indigo Casson had been properly ill. He had flu, and instead of getting better it got worse and turned into glandular fever.


‘Glandular fever?’ asked his disbelieving classmates. ‘Or scared stiff?’


Somewhere, at the back of his head, Indigo wondered the same thing. However, it really was glandular fever. He grew very ill indeed, quite quickly. Even at the worst of his illness though, a part of Indigo sighed with relief. A part of him thought, Phew! No school.


At first it was quite exciting for his family, having Indigo so ill. Anyone who asked any of the Cassons, ‘How’s Indigo?’ received a very long answer. A much too long answer, with lots of details most people would rather not know about.


Luckily, this stage did not last very long. Indigo’s illness stopped being news, and became a fact of life. When people said, ‘How’s Indigo?’ his family answered, ‘Fine,’ and talked of more interesting things. This was not because they did not care about him, just that there was nothing new to say. Anyway, compared to how he had been, Indigo was fine. He could walk up and down the stairs again. He could eat. He didn’t keep fainting. He was fine.


Meanwhile, Indigo missed a whole term of school and grew extremely tall and thin. He spent a great deal of time by himself. The house was very quiet during the day. Caddy, his elder sister, was away at university. Eight-year-old Rose and Saffron (his adopted sister) were at school. His father and mother, both artists, were busy with their work, his father in London, and his mother in her shed at the end of the garden. It was a peaceful time, but it gave Indigo an odd feeling sometimes. As if, when he was alone, he became invisible. Once, he looked in the mirror and grinned at himself and said, ‘Still there!’


Some days Saffron brought him work home from school. Other times Indigo read books, or watched TV. Even so, he had hours and hours, especially at the start of getting better, when all he did was lie stretched out on his bed, dreamily watching the sky. He especially liked the clear days, when aeroplanes travelled across the blue, unfurling white banners of jet trails behind them. Indigo imagined them, full of people he did not know, journeying to places he had never seen. Even when the planes were too high to see, the jet-trail banners listed their journeys across the sky.


Indigo thought that until he became ill he had been on a journey of his own. Not a plane journey, but still a journey. He had been a traveller through the days and weeks and years of time.


Indigo’s time of peaceful invisibility was brought to an end by Rose. Rose had a habit of pouncing on the phone at the first ring. One day she pounced, and it was her father, Bill Casson, calling from London. Far away, in his immaculate studio, Bill Casson heard a series of bumps. Bump, bump, bump, and then a thud.


‘What on earth is that I can hear?’ he asked, and Rose replied, ‘Indigo.’


‘Whatever was happening to him? Has he hurt himself?’


‘He was just jumping down the stairs.’


‘Jumping down the stairs?’


‘Yes.’


‘Jumping?’


‘Yes.’


‘Then he must be better,’ said Bill.


Later on, when Rose reported this conversation, everyone looked at Indigo. It was true. He was better. Without anyone noticing, without noticing himself, he had got well again. His journey through the days and weeks and years of time was about to start once more. Indigo could hardly remember where he had been going in those far off, before illness days.


Eve, Indigo’s mother, said happily, ‘You are better, Indigo darling! You will be able to go back to school!’


‘Yes,’ said Indigo, and Rose wailed, ‘He still looks terrible to me!’ and everyone laughed.


Only Rose, in the whole family, knew what going back to school must mean to Indigo. Saffron guessed a little, but Rose knew it all, or thought she did. There was a boy in her class who had a brother in Indigo’s school. A long time ago this boy had told Rose what it was like for Indigo at school.


Just before he became ill, Rose had confronted Indigo with her information. Indigo had said angrily, ‘None of that is true! You shouldn’t go listening to such lies!’


Rose was very hurt. Indigo had never been angry with her before. He had never lied to her either, and she knew he was lying now. She never mentioned it again, but she thought about it often.


Now she said remorsefully to Indigo, ‘You wouldn’t have to go back if I hadn’t told Daddy about you jumping down the stairs.’


Indigo laughed and said, ‘Try your glasses on, Rose!’ to make her think of something else. It was Sunday evening, and Rose’s family had been attempting to get her to try her glasses on all weekend. Now, because she felt so guilty about Indigo going back to school, she went and fetched them. She put them on in front of everyone; Caddy (who was home for a weekend visit), Indigo, Saffron and Sarah, Saffron’s best friend, who spent so much time at the Casson house she was really one of the family.


‘What do I look like then?’ asked Rose.


‘You look fine,’ said Indigo.


‘I only asked. I don’t care.’


‘You look really cool,’ Caddy told her.


‘And older,’ said Saffron.


‘You look just right,’ added Sarah, doing her bit to help. ‘Cute!’


‘Cute!’ repeated Rose in disgust. ‘Me!’


Rose was wearing glasses for the first time ever, and because she was not used to them they began to do terrible things to her. She took a step forward and fell over a chunk of air. She stood still and the whole world came rushing towards her. When she put up her arms to protect herself she hit Sarah in the face.


‘All right! I’m sorry I said you looked cute!’ exclaimed Sarah, reversing her wheelchair as Rose began to grope her way across the kitchen. ‘I meant gorgeous! Amazing! Clever! Bright . . . Open your eyes, Rose!’


‘It’s awful with my eyes open!’


‘You don’t need glasses,’ said Saffron. ‘You need radar!’


‘It’s Daddy’s fault!’ said Rose crossly. It was Rose’s father who had discovered that Rose needed glasses, and on his last visit home he had taken her to the optician’s and ordered them himself. He had chosen them too, with no help from Rose, who had been sulking at the time.


‘I can see too much!’ she complained, pulling the glasses off. ‘They must have gone wrong! That’s better!’


‘They just need getting accustomed to,’ said Sarah. ‘Like when I got my new wheelchair. I used to crash into people all the time.’


‘You still do,’ said Saffron, Caddy and Indigo, all together.


‘Hardly ever. Only when I have to.’


‘Come over here,’ said Caddy to Rose, and steered her across the room. ‘Put them on again! There! Look!’


Rose looked and found she could see a very plain child watching her through a small bright window that had suddenly appeared in the kitchen wall.


‘See,’ said Caddy. ‘I told you they looked cool!’


Then Rose’s mind did a somersault, like a slow loop the loop in the sky, and the child in the window resolved itself into her own face reflected in the kitchen mirror.


‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, outraged, ‘Horrible, horrible Daddy!’


Indigo said quickly, ‘You don’t look like that in real life!’


‘I must!’


‘You don’t. No one looks like they really are, in mirrors. I’ll show you . . .’ Indigo came and stood beside her so that he too was reflected. ‘There! Does that look like me?’


‘Yes.’


‘It doesn’t!’


‘It does.’


‘Come into the garden and try them there,’ said Indigo.


Rose cheered up as she followed Indigo outside. It was night-time. There was a cold spring wind blowing, and windy weather always made her a little light-headed. Also it was reassuring to see that even with her new glasses on, the garden looked much as it usually did; empty and shabby and lumpy with neglected grass. She gave a sigh of relief.


‘It’s a very starry night tonight,’ commented Indigo.


Indigo had perfect eyesight. He was nearly thirteen years old, and he had known the stars for years, but even he had to say, ‘Gosh! I’ve never seen so many!’


Rose had the sort of eyes that manage perfectly well with things close by, but entirely blur out things far away. Because of this, even the brightest stars had only appeared as silvery smudges in the darkness. In all her life Rose had never properly seen a star.


Tonight, there was a skyful.


Rose looked up, and it was like walking into a dark room and someone switching on the universe.


The stars flung themselves at her with the impact of a gale of wind. She swayed under the shock, and for a time she was speechless, blown away by stars.


After a while Indigo fetched out the hearthrug for her so she could lie flat on the grass. Later on Caddy brought blankets. Saffron, who had walked Sarah home, came out to the garden when she returned and said, ‘But you’ve seen pictures of stars, Rose! You must have always known they were there!’


‘I didn’t,’ said Rose.


More time passed.


‘They’re in patterns, aren’t they?’


‘Yes,’ said Indigo.


‘Some of them move.’


‘Those are aeroplanes, crossing the sky.’


Later still Rose said, ‘There’s us. And then stars. Nothing in between. Except space.’


‘Yes.’


‘Indy?’


‘Mmmm?’


‘Aren’t you scared of having to go back to school tomorrow?’


Rose and Indigo were the two youngest of the Casson family. Saffron was fourteen, and Caddy, the eldest, was nineteen. Caddy was home for the weekend, partly for Indigo’s sake, because of going back to school, and partly in honour of Rose’s new glasses. Caddy often came home, but the children’s father did not. He preferred his studio in London, where he lived the life of a respectable artist, unburdened by family.


‘He comes home at weekends,’ said Rose’s mother.


‘He doesn’t,’ said Rose.


‘Nearly every weekend, when he can fit it in.’


‘Only once since Christmas.’


‘Well, Daddy has to work very hard, Rose darling.’


‘So do you.’


‘Daddy is a proper artist,’ said Eve, which was how she had always explained the difference between herself and Bill to the children. ‘A proper artist. He needs peace and quiet . . . Anyway . . .’


‘Anyway, what?’


Eve gave Rose a painty hug and said she had forgotten what she was trying to say.


Eve did not have a studio, but she did not mind. She was perfectly happy in the garden shed, with the old pink sofa, and a kitchen table someone had given her, and various lamps and heaters that shot out frightening blue flames. Here she painted pictures of anything that would sell. She was very good at pets and children. People would give her photographs, and from them Eve would create astonishing portraits. Angelic glowing pictures of pets that looked human and intelligent (like children), and children who looked wistful and beguiling (like pets). Some families were beginning to collect whole sets.


‘They are not exactly Art, Eve darling, are they?’ Bill had commented reprovingly on his last visit home. He was looking at a particularly radiant picture, labelled Pontus, Adam and Katie. ‘What do you think, Rose?’


Rose, who was an artist herself, and had her own private opinion of her mother’s portraits (megagross, especially Pontus, Adam and Katie, who appeared to be floating through pastel-coloured clouds), said that she thought her mother’s paintings were brilliant, much better than his rotten pictures.


Rose’s father hated scenes. So he smiled and said, ‘Of course they are much better than my rotten pictures! Aren’t you fierce, Rosy Pose?’ and tickled Rose’s neck and pretended not to notice when he almost got his hand bitten.


Rose was not fierce at all the night she and Indigo lay in the windy garden looking at the stars. She said, ‘Perhaps everything will be different this term. Better.’


‘Yes. It will be fine.’


‘At my school no one bullies anyone. If you’re mad with someone you just put their coats on the wrong peg. Or say “Ner, ner, ner! Bugs in your hair!” if you are really, really angry.’


‘Has anyone ever said that to you?’


‘No. If they did, I’d just cross my fingers. Bounces back if you cross your fingers. So they get the bugs.’


‘Mmm?’


‘Not everyone knows that.’


Indigo laughed.


A shooting star fell like a dropped splinter of crystal, scratching a curve of silver across the sky.


‘Make a wish!’ said Indigo.


Rose made a wish, and then asked, ‘Why?’


‘That’s what I always do. Wish on the moving ones.’


‘Does it matter how fast they move?’


‘I don’t think so.’


‘Can you wish on aeroplanes, too?’


‘Oh yes.’


Rose wished on aeroplanes until she almost fell asleep and then their mother was at the door calling, ‘Come in, Rose and Indigo, before you freeze!’ and then it was bedtime, and then it was morning.




Chapter Two


Indigo awoke with a strange feeling of doom hanging over him. It was a minute or two before he realized what it was. Monday.


His school clothes were draped across a chair, black and shadowy grey. Their outlines became more and more clear as behind the closed bedroom curtains the light grew brighter. Footsteps and voices began to sound. Doors and floorboards creaked and rattled. Someone shouted, ‘Bathroom’s empty.’


Morning was now an unavoidable fact.


Indigo’s bedroom door was pushed open and Rose appeared saying, ‘It’s the day. Are you awake?’


‘Yes.’


‘I brought you this. Dad’s mobile. I found it and I kept it for you. So you could ring for help. If you get bashed up again.’


‘I told you ages ago, I didn’t get bashed up!’


‘They stuck your head in a toilet,’ said Rose, who was never at her most tactful in the mornings. ‘So I call that bashed up. Can I borrow something to wear?’


‘Help yourself,’ said Indigo, and watched as Rose rifled through the heap of clothes at the bottom of his bed. She emerged with an ancient black sweatshirt. It had chewed-up cuffs and came down to her knees.


‘Perfect,’ she said, and disappeared, leaving the door open.


From all around came the sounds of the family preparing for the day. Caddy, on the telephone to some friend from university:


‘No, no, of course not a gorilla. You misheard. A chinchilla . . . Stop shouting! . . . A tiny little chinchilla . . . You will hardly notice it’s there . . .’


Eve to Rose:


‘Darling, that’s not school uniform.’


‘I know I know I know I know I know.’


Hammering at the back door, followed by voices. Saffron talking to Sarah. Sarah shouting from the kitchen, ‘Where are you, Indy?’


‘Coming,’ called Indigo.


By the time he arrived downstairs everyone was busy. Caddy and Rose were writing at the table. Eve was making porridge and at the same time dabbling a handful of painty brushes in a jar of turpentine. Saffron was dictating homework answers to Rose. Everyone was tripping over Sarah’s wheelchair, which was not folded up properly, and a large sticky oil painting of a spaniel that was refusing to dry.


‘It has to dry,’ said Eve, ‘because it has to be delivered today. It’s a birthday present. Hello, Indigo darling. Look at this picture and tell me what you think.’


‘It looks really good.’


‘Bouncy?’ asked Eve, scraping away in the porridge saucepan.


‘More thoughtful than bouncy.’


‘Oh well, so long as it doesn’t look dead.’


‘Why?’


‘Because it is dead. I only had photos and a bit of brown fur they cut off afterwards. They were very fond of it. They paid me in advance. Oh dear, I have never known paint dry so slowly.’


‘Stick it under the grill,’ suggested Sarah. ‘Like toast.’


‘No, no, Sarah darling,’ said Eve. ‘It would be much too hot. Don’t worry. I’ll think of something.’


‘Hairdryer?’


‘Fused,’ said Eve, beginning to dollop porridge into cereal bowls. ‘Never mind. I’ll put the oven on and open the door when I have got everyone off to school. And waft it . . . There’s your breakfast, Rose!’


‘It looks just like hot concrete,’ observed Rose. ‘I’ve got to describe a day in the life of an Ancient Egyptian. What shall I put?’


‘Is this your holiday homework?’ asked Sarah. ‘Don’t do it, Rose! Eve will write you a note to say it’s iniquitous to give eight-year-olds homework in the school holidays! You will, won’t you, Eve?’


‘I could never spell iniquitous, Sarah darling!’


‘Hot concrete,’ said Rose mournfully, prodding her porridge.


‘Write this,’ ordered Saffron. ‘“The Ancient Egyptians are all dead. Their days are very quiet.” Porridge is meant to look like hot concrete. Eat it up.’


‘Full of vitamins,’ remarked Eve hopefully, scratching another gluey chunk out of the saucepan and shaking it into a bowl. ‘Breakfast, Indy! Slice a banana on it! Caddy, pass him a banana! Any post, does anyone know?’


‘Daddy never writes,’ said Rose. ‘Ever. Never ever.’


‘Read the next question!’ ordered Saffron.


‘What would you say to Tutankhamun if you bumped into him in the street?’


‘“Sorry!”’ said Sarah at once. ‘Put that.’


‘We have to answer in proper sentences.’


‘“Sorry, but it was your fault! You were walking sideways!” Can I have a banana too, please, Caddy?’


Caddy, who was trying to write a very difficult letter, passed Sarah a banana and read aloud:


‘“Darling, darling Peter . . .”’


‘Is it sensible to call him “darling”?’ interrupted Saffron.


‘He would notice if I didn’t.’


‘But he is supposed to notice. How can you dump him without him noticing?’


‘I’m not dumping him. Not exactly. Listen. “Darling, darling Peter . . .” (I can’t not call him that.) “I am really sorry I did not get to see you again. I was . . .” What can I say I was?’


‘Out every night with Michael?’ suggested Saffron.


‘No!’ said Caddy. ‘Anyway, I wasn’t. Not every night. Eat up your porridge, Indigo, it’s fantastically good for you. Help me with this letter, someone!’


‘Tell the truth,’ advised Sarah. ‘It is kindest in the end. Put “Dear Peter, I was just trying you out because I am trying out a lot of boyfriends. As many as possible, in order to make sure that Michael is the one for me. I hope you will soon stop loving me. Yours sincerely, Cadmium Casson”. Michael is the one for you! You might as well face it, Caddy!’


‘Michael is perfect,’ remarked Eve, and nobody disagreed. None of them could imagine life without Michael any more. He had become one of the family. Caddy had adored him (and told him so) the first time she met him. ‘Darling!’ she had exclaimed (loving his earring and his ponytail and his glancing black eyes) and Michael had replied, ‘Don’t call me darling, I’m a driving instructor!’


For more than a year, while he heroically attempted to teach Caddy to drive, Michael had repeated these words, but each time with less conviction. He had known all along that they were meant for each other.


‘Like Romeo and Juliet,’ said Caddy happily.


‘Crikey, I hope not!’ said Michael.


Despite (or maybe because of) being perfectly content with gorgeous Michael, Caddy could not resist dashing off from time to time in search of inferior comparisons.


Peter had been a very inferior comparison.


‘Could I really put what Sarah said?’ asked Caddy. ‘It’s terribly tempting . . . No, I can’t! Let me get on . . .’


‘I never really managed to like Peter,’ said Eve. ‘I tried. But I couldn’t help minding that he took a ten-pound note out of the housekeeping jam jar when he thought I wasn’t looking. After all, he only had to ask . . .’


‘It was the way he tucked those little bits of hair behind his ears,’ remarked Sarah. ‘Both sides at once, and a little stroke afterwards.’


‘He was here when my wobbly tooth came out,’ said Rose. ‘And he said was I going to put it under my pillow for the tooth fairy.’


‘And he was a bum-patter,’ said Saffron.


‘True,’ agreed Indigo.


Caddy gave Indigo a startled look, grabbed another piece of paper and began to write very quickly.


‘What do you do with your fallen-out teeth?’ Sarah asked Rose.


‘Grind them up for witch powder,’ said Rose.


Sarah snorted with laughter and said, ‘Hurry up, Indy, or we’ll miss the bus.’


‘I’m walking,’ said Indigo.


‘Oh, Indy!’


‘I don’t mind walking, and the bus takes ages, going all round the streets like it does.’


‘But look at the rain!’


‘I like rain,’ said Indigo stubbornly, ‘and anyway, I said I’d go with Rose.’


Saffron and Sarah gave up. They had to catch the bus because of Sarah’s wheelchair and also because of the huge bags of self-inflicted homework they insisted on dragging back each night. So they said goodbye to Eve, hugged Caddy, who would be gone by the time school was over, and handed over the packed lunch Sarah’s mother had made for Indigo.


‘She said to eat every bit,’ Sarah told him. ‘It’s full of vitamins and protein and slow-release carbohydrates. She said. Stuff it in his bag, Saffy!’


‘I will!’ said Rose, grabbing, but she was too late. Saffron had reached into Indigo’s school bag and discovered the mobile phone. She held it up, her eyebrows raised and questioning behind Eve and Indigo’s backs.


‘It’s so he can ring for help,’ explained Rose in a fierce whisper. ‘If he gets bashed up like before.’


‘What do you mean, bashed up? Come outside with us and explain!’


‘They were horrible to him,’ said Rose, as she helped Sarah down the steps, while Saffy followed with the school bags. ‘He says it’s not true, but I know it is. A boy in my school told me. They flushed him down a toilet.’


‘That gang in his class?’


Rose nodded. Sarah put her arms round her and murmured, ‘All right. I know who you mean. Me and Saffy’ll kill them.’


‘It’s no good killing them if they’ve already done it,’ pointed out Rose.


‘We’ll kill ’em first!’ hissed Sarah ferociously. ‘Come on, Saffy, or we’ll miss the bus!’


By the time Indigo and Rose were ready to leave, the rain had steadied to a thin grey dampness. Just as they were going Eve produced a spare packed lunch for Indigo, in case the first one should prove to be inadequate. Cold sausages and an orange and a packet of chocolate Easter eggs.


‘You used to love them when you were little,’ said Eve, stowing the untidy package on top of Sarah’s mother’s immaculate lunch box. ‘Should you like me to come and meet you at the end of school, Indigo? Just sort of casually, as if I was passing?’


‘No! Really, Mum, please no!’


‘I could make it look like an accident.’


Indigo looked at Caddy for help.


‘It would be dreadful,’ said Caddy firmly to Eve. ‘You mustn’t. Promise you won’t.’


‘All right,’ agreed Eve, sighing. ‘You’d better go then, both of you. Rose darling, have you forgotten your new glasses? I thought I saw them in the cupboard a minute ago. Stuffed behind the jam.’


‘Did you?’


‘Yes. Here they are! You wouldn’t like to take them with you?’


‘I KNEW,’ said Rose, in a loud, cross voice, ‘I KNEW SOMEONE WOULD TRY TO MAKE ME TAKE THOSE HORRIBLE GLASSES TO SCHOOL!’


Eve hastily stuffed them back behind the jam.


‘They will be safe there,’ said Rose in her normal voice. ‘Come on, Indigo!’


Rose’s school was only a few hundred yards away from the one that Indigo and Saffron and Sarah attended. Eve and Caddy watched as they trudged off together. Eight-year-old Rose looked very small beside Indigo’s lanky new length.


‘She’s looking after him,’ said Caddy, and even as she spoke they saw Rose’s hand reach out protectively to steer Indigo round a puddle.


Caddy was the last of the family to leave. She was being collected, she explained to her mother, by someone called Derek-from-the-camp.


‘Is Derek the one after Peter?’ enquired Eve, anxious to keep track.


‘After Peter, but parallel to Michael,’ said Caddy. ‘You will love him. In fact . . . Never mind! Here he is now!’


A large, mud-covered figure on a magnificent (but also mud-covered) motorbike had pulled up outside. Very soon he was in the house, where he shook hands politely with Eve. He was, she noticed worriedly, much older than Caddy. Still, he was very charming. While Caddy collected her things he drank scalding-hot coffee in one unflinching swallow, beguiled Eve into signing a petition banning the activities of people she had never heard of, admired the sticky spaniel painting, and wrote down the name of a spray that Eve could buy which would harden it off enough to allow it to be packed. Finally he produced a newspaper from his pocket, demanded to know the star signs of each member of the family and then read out wonderful horoscopes for each of them in turn.


Eve hugged him and Caddy goodbye quite happily, and went off to spend the morning painting. The shed at the end of the garden was Eve’s favourite place in the world. It was wonderfully quiet.




Chapter Three


At school the noise hit Indigo like a gale. He had completely forgotten the clatter and rumble of corridors. He had forgotten the school smell. He had almost forgotten the routine of the day. He had to remind himself, Find your locker.


Because the school was overcrowded there were lockers situated in every available space; along corridors, at the backs of classrooms, in odd corners of entrances and washrooms. The boys in Indigo’s class had theirs in a room that also doubled as a changing room and lavatory. A line of coat pegs ran down the middle, dividing the room. It was chilly and damp-feeling, with a depressing smell of pine disinfectant, old clothes and toilets.


‘Not an entirely satisfactory arrangement,’ said the Head, who always skipped this part of the school when conducting tours of the building.


This unsatisfactory room was where every school day began and ended for Indigo. Also it was the meeting place of the gang. The gang were his enemies, and had been ever since the first week of term at this new school, when he had interrupted them just as they had finally succeeded in hanging a fellow classmate from one of the high iron coat pegs by his twisted sweatshirt collar.


It was only a bit of harmless torture, pure routine. Indigo had been advised to stay cool. Nevertheless, he tried to interfere.


This meddling did no good to anyone. For a start, to punish Indigo, the boy (who later turned into an enthusiastic gang member and expert torturer himself) was kept in his uncomfortable position for much longer than he otherwise would have been. This caused him great discomfort. Also it meant that for several minutes after he was at last cut down (ruining his sweatshirt) he bothered everyone by choking uncontrollably and writhing on the floor as though he were dying.


‘Go and get someone to help him!’ Indigo had yelled at this point (still not minding his own business), and one or two of the more faint-hearted spectators had to be forcibly restrained from carrying out his order. So they got hurt too.


Then the hanged boy revived enough to sit up and take notice, and the red-haired gang leader explained to him that all the trouble he had suffered was the direct result of Indigo’s interference. The hanged boy was not stupid. He agreed at once that this was obviously true.


Indigo did not take in that the gang leader and the hanged boy were now on the same side. Also, despite having had both arms twisted with excruciating efficiency behind his back during the whole hanging, writhing, choking episode, he still had not learned when to keep quiet.


‘You should tell someone!’ he foolishly advised the hanged boy. ‘You should tell someone what they did to you! I’ll come with you if you want me to . . .’


‘What’s going on here?’ demanded a teacher, barging in at that moment, right on time.


Indigo paused, waiting for the boy he had tried to rescue to speak for himself.
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