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To every child who attends Breakfast Club,
this is your starting point.
The world is full of possibilities,
you just have to let your mind take you there.










Chapter One



[image: A ghostly figure with sharp claws for fingers.]


Marcus sprinted out of the penalty area, tracking the ball overhead as it floated towards Tomas’s right foot.


‘Block it, Marcus!’ yelled his friend and teammate, Oyin, from his left.


Marcus closed in, but he was too late. Tomas volleyed the ball with a THUMP, sending it flying towards the goal. Patrick, their goalkeeper, didn’t stand a chance.


As the net bulged, Marcus’s shoulders slumped. Watching the team of boys and girls from Year Nine celebrate their equalizer was a GUT-PUNCH. The goal set their grudge match at two goals apiece, and there were only a few minutes of lunchtime break left.


‘Stay focused, guys!’ urged Oyin. She hurried to the centre circle, eager to kick off again.


‘We can still win this!’ yelled Patrick, nudging his glasses back in place.


Marcus wasn’t so sure. He’d never say it out loud, but their rivals were good. Older and more experienced, the team of Year Nines had the upper hand and Marcus’s team of Year Eight players hadn’t won a single match against them all week!


As Oyin set the ball on the centre spot, Marcus glanced at the large group gathering on the sidelines. Their game had the entire school watching. He quickly searched the crowd for his friends and fellow Breakfast Club Investigators, Lise, Asim and Stacey, but they weren’t there.


‘So not the entire school,’ Marcus murmured to himself.


He was disappointed but not surprised. Ever since the creation of Drama Club last month, the BCI had barely met up.


Drama Club was the newest and most popular club at Rutherford School. For a split second, Marcus had thought about signing up, but he had never really liked drama, or the spotlight. He preferred the action of the pitch far more.


Anyway, Drama Club had filled up almost immediately. Many students had left other clubs to join the stage. Marcus’s Investigator friends became so busy with Drama Club that the BCI hadn’t solved any mysteries or taken on a new case in ages.


Marcus felt his chest tighten. The BCI was the main thing that brought him, Lise, Stacey and Asim together, and with Drama Club keeping them busy, the four of them hadn’t had time for their usual meet-ups.


‘Marcus!’


Patrick’s shout JOLTED Marcus from his thoughts. Patrick had lobbed the ball towards him, sending it hurtling in the direction of his head.


Marcus sprang back, just in time before the football smacked him in the face. He took the ball on his chest, then clamped it under his foot. He realized this was not the time to be thinking about the BCI or Drama Club. He had to focus on the match.


He set the ball out ahead of him, dribbling down the left wing. He glided to the right, narrowly avoiding a crunching tackle. The crowd roared and CHEERED in the background as Marcus kept on, weaving his way past a second and then a third defender. He chopped the ball with the outside of his foot, and the crowd gasped and cheered even louder.


‘The lunch bell is about to go!’ shouted a voice from the crowd.


‘He’s never gonna make it!’ yelled another.


Marcus knew he only had seconds left, and there was one last defender to beat: Tomas.


Tomas gave him a smug smile, showing white, even teeth. Marcus wasn’t worried. Tomas was weak with his left foot, and Marcus knew how to exploit that. He knocked the ball to the left, just far enough to make Tomas reach, before cutting back to his right. Tomas fell, and Marcus took his shot, driving a long-range effort straight at the top corner.


The net rippled.


Then the crowd erupted.


‘GOAALLLLL!’


[image: Marcus kicks a football that flies in the air over Oyin and Patrick, who turn their and look up at it nervously.]


Marcus’s team rushed around him, celebrating in a chaotic circle, just as the bell began to ring.


‘Top bins!’ cried out Oyin.


‘What a banger, Marcus!’ congratulated Patrick.


Marcus smiled so wide, his cheeks ached, as Tomas and the Year Nines trudged off the pitch. Winning felt SWEET.










Chapter Two



[image: A ghostly figure with sharp claws for fingers.]


Marcus walked into school, his football tucked firmly under his arm. He had probably never scored a better goal during a lunchtime match, so why didn’t he feel happier?


‘What a game,’ Patrick said, running to catch up with Marcus. Oyin was by his side.


‘You can say that again,’ chipped in Oyin. ‘Did you see their faces? I’ve been waiting all week to beat the Year Nines.’


Marcus nodded. ‘I’m just happy we won.’


Oyin nudged him.


Marcus smiled. ‘OK, I’m really happy we won.’ Even though he missed spending time with the Breakfast Club Investigators, it was good to know he still had Patrick and Oyin. After discovering that Oyin and Patrick had been responsible for the Spoiler – a giant alien who had terrorized Rutherford School a few weeks ago – Marcus was worried their friendship was ruined. But after talking it through, the three of them were as close as ever.


Patrick put a hand on Marcus’s shoulder as they walked through the double doors and towards class. ‘Wanna go to the Cage tomorrow?’ he asked. ‘We should practise for next week. Tomas’s team will want revenge.’


‘Sounds good,’ Marcus said, smiling.


Oyin and Patrick turned left and headed towards the Maths classrooms together, but Marcus had English after lunch so went right. As he walked down the corridor, he heard laughter spilling into the hallway from one of the rooms. It was coming from the old school theatre where Drama Club met during lunch and after school. The laughing got louder as Marcus neared the open door, and just as he got close enough to peer inside, Stacey, Asim and Lise BURST OUT. They were giggling, looking down at a folder Stacey was holding open and not watching where they were going.


OOF!


Stacey bumped right into Marcus, knocking the football out from under his arm. She dropped her folder and bits of paper flew everywhere, scattering on the floor.


‘Marcus!’ Stacey cried. She sounded annoyed.


‘Wait a sec,’ Marcus said. ‘You walked into me!’


[image: Marcus and Stacey are sitting on the ground with papers flying around them. Stacey looks annoyed and Marcus scratches his head.]


Stacey made a humph sound and bent down to pick up her folder.


‘What is this?’ Marcus asked, picking up some of the sheets strewn around them.


‘They’re scripts for the play Drama Club is putting on,’ Stacey said excitedly. She coughed and looked encouragingly at Lise.


Lise was grinning proudly. ‘THE GHOST OF RUTHERFORD SCHOOL,’ she said in a spooky voice. ‘Written by yours truly.’


Marcus’s brows raised. ‘You wrote this, for real?’ he asked, amazed.


Lise shrugged humbly. ‘It’s inspired by my experiences in the BCI. It’s about a ghost, and a fearless ghost hunter who tracks it down.’


‘Wow, that sounds brilliant,’ Marcus said, impressed.


‘And I’m in charge of set design,’ Asim chimed in. ‘I’ll get to craft all the scenery. Paint the background, design the fake school. It’s going to be a masterpiece!’


Stacey grabbed Marcus’s arm excitedly. ‘And guess what I’m doing?’ she said.


Marcus felt overwhelmed by their enthusiasm. Stacey was holding onto his arm really tightly. ‘Um . . .’ he began.


‘—I’m the director!’ Stacey blared, so excited she could barely stand still.


Marcus looked at the three of them grinning from ear to ear. He was proud of them, but also felt a bit left out that they were doing something so exciting without him.


‘Guys, that’s really great. I ho—’ He broke off as he heard the familiar sharp clacking of heels. Their headteacher, Mrs Miller, was approaching. She loomed over them as she came to a stop. Usually, Mrs Miller wore a suspicious look on her angular face when it came to the BCI, but once her eyes locked onto Lise’s script, she actually looked pleased.


‘I’ve heard a lot of good things about this script,’ Mrs Miller said. ‘And I’m delighted that Drama Club’s first production will be written by a student.’


Lise’s cheeks went a bit red, but Marcus could tell she was flattered.


‘Thank you, Mrs Miller,’ Lise said.


Mrs Miller nodded curtly. ‘Of course, there’s a lot resting on it too,’ she added.


‘There is?’ asked Asim. His voice came out as a squeak.


Mrs Miller raised an eyebrow. ‘Well, it’s the first time we’re charging for tickets, and the money raised will be donated to Rutherford’s Journey Youth Theatre for young people that might not have access to drama classes. A lot of great creatives have passed through their programmes, and we wouldn’t want to let them down.’


Stacey stood to attention. ‘We won’t, Mrs Miller. I promise. This play is going to sell out.’


‘We’ll see,’ Mrs Miller said with a nod before marching down the hall. None of the Investigators said a word until she turned the corner.


Asim let out a breath. ‘Even when Mrs Miller is congratulating us, she still makes me nervous.’


Marcus laughed. It was true. You definitely needed to be on the ball when the headteacher was around!


‘My football!’ Marcus gasped, suddenly remembering that it had gone flying when he’d bumped into Stacey. ‘Did you see where it went?’ he asked, but all three of his friends gave him a blank look.


Marcus sighed in FRUSTRATION and scanned the corridor.


He spotted two students strolling out from the theatre. A tall boy with fair skin, red hair and freckles, and a girl with long black braids and brown skin.


Marcus felt his shoulders drop in relief as they got closer because the girl was holding Marus’s football. He opened his mouth, eager to get it back, but the girl was already talking.


‘Hey, Stacey, did I hear you guys talking to Mrs Miller?’ she asked.


Stacey nodded. ‘Turns out there’s a lot more riding on this performance than we thought, Adeya. It’s got to be perfect. And we need to sell as many tickets as we can to raise money for charity.’


Adeya seemed like she wanted to say something, but she stayed silent. Then she turned to Marcus, and THREW him his football. ‘Hey, I’m Adeya. Were you looking for this?’


[image: Adeya holds a football and stands next to Lawson.]


‘Yes, thanks,’ Marcus replied. He’d seen Adeya play football before, she had really good technique. Her dribbling ability was one of the best at Rutherford, and she was a great athlete too. When she ran, her feet barely touched the ground. It was like she was floating. ‘I’ve seen you on the pitch, right?’ he asked.


‘Yeah,’ said Adeya, turning to her friend. ‘And this is Lawson. He plays football too when he can be dragged from the stage.’


Lawson waved. ‘I can’t help it if I’m born to perform!’


‘You should have played this lunch break,’ Marcus said. ‘It was a really good game.’


‘For real?’ Adeya said. ‘I—’


‘Adeya doesn’t have time for football,’ Stacey interrupted. ‘She’s the star of the show, the ghost hunter in our play!’


‘Good point,’ Asim said seriously. ‘You’ll need to focus, Adeya. There are a lot of lines to learn.’


Everyone turned to Adeya, waiting for her to say something, but no words came.


‘The ghost hunter, Adeya?’ Marcus said quickly, filling the silence. ‘Nice one!’


‘Thanks,’ Adeya replied. ‘It’s my first time acting in anything. I only signed up to Drama Club because Lawson wanted me to. I never expected to land the lead role.’


‘That just shows how good you are,’ said Lise. ‘A natural talent.’


‘I guess.’ Adeya shrugged.


‘And you’re going to be great,’ Lawson said, putting his arm around Adeya. ‘You’re so lucky to have the main part. Although my role is pretty cool – I’m playing the ghost!’ He wiggled his fingers spookily and everyone laughed, except Adeya.


‘You’re right, I’m really lucky . . . How many lines is it, Lise?’ Adeya asked.


But before Lise could answer, Stacey butted in again.


‘You’ve got the most lines in the whole show! I’ll run through them with you until you’ve learned them perfectly.’ Stacey took Adeya by the arm and swept her down the hallway. ‘I’ll walk with you to class and we can start practising now.’


Adeya shot an unsure look over at Lawson and mouthed the word ‘Bye’ apologetically.


Lawson shook his head with a smile and hurried off in the opposite direction.


‘I guess we should go too, we don’t want to be late for English,’ Lise said to Marcus and Asim.


As they walked, Marcus wanted to tell them about his epic lunchtime goal, but they were too busy discussing the play.










Chapter Three
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The last class of the day went by in a flash and Marcus still felt a bit low as he headed for the school exit. He’d really wanted to share the story of the lunchtime match with his friends, but they were so distracted by the play he hadn’t had a chance.


Marcus felt a yank on his arm. ‘Hey! Hold up, Marcus!’ It was Lise. ‘Didn’t you hear me calling you?’


‘Sorry,’ Marcus said distractedly. ‘I was thinking about some stuff.’


‘No problem. Do you fancy coming to watch our rehearsals?’ Lise asked.


Surprised by her offer, but excited to see what his friends had been up to, Marcus agreed.


Lise smiled. ‘Great! We all really want you to see what we’ve been working on. Even if you’re not part of Drama Club, we’re still a team, remember?’ She nudged his arm, and Marcus couldn’t help but smile. Lise making the effort to include him definitely made him feel better.


Walking into the theatre, Marcus noticed the room BUZZED with activity. People ran around with costumes, cables for the spotlights and furniture for the stage. It was like getting a proper peek behind the scenes.


Asim was painting the set. He was so quiet it was like he was HYPNOTIZED by his brush as he dipped it into a paint can.


Marcus and Lise stood behind Stacey, who sat cross-legged on a director’s chair in front of the stage. She was clearly embracing her role and wore a purple beret which definitely made her look the part.


‘Hey, Marcus,’ said Stacey, looking over her shoulder while still twirling a pen between her fingers. ‘I see you’ve come to watch our masterpiece.’
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