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  For my mum, who first read me stories. And for Joe, who read this story first.

  


  Behind Girl, Missing . . .

  Before I wrote Girl, Missing, I spent over a year trying out story ideas. I actually started seventeen books in that time, though I couldn’t get any of them to pan
  out for more than a few chapters. I did nearly finish one, but the plot and characters had so many hopeless flaws I ended up discarding it.

  What I was looking for was a spark, a situation that really grabbed me, a character whose experiences demanded to be written.

  At the very end of 2004 I found what I was looking for . . . I was surfing the net (avoiding work!) and came across a missing children’s website. I saw a picture of a little boy who
  disappeared when he was a toddler. Alongside it was an age-enhanced picture of what he might look like now, as a teenager. It suddenly struck me that if I had come across this picture, then so
  might the missing boy himself. The chances were he wouldn’t remember his original life but he might be curious – perhaps his parents didn’t talk about his early life; maybe there
  were no photos or films of him as a baby. I imagined him examining the two images of himself and reading the biographical data underneath and wondering . . . could this missing boy be me?

  The rest followed on naturally:

  What on earth would someone in that situation do? What would I do?

  I thought it through, step by step, imagining myself as a (braver-than-I-ever-was) fourteen-year-old girl. And that’s how Girl, Missing happened.

  I knew Lauren straight away. I’d been struggling to connect with my characters in the eighteen months before I started Girl, Missing but as soon as I wrote the first sentence of
  this new book I was right inside her head.

  Girl, Missing was a book of many firsts for me. Among other things:

  
    
      
        • The first book that I wrote from the point of view of a teenager.

        • The first book I finished.

        • The first book I was so enjoying writing that I didn’t want to finish.

        • The first book where I laughed and cried and loved and loathed along with my characters.

        • The first story which, during the two months it took me to write it, seemed more real to me than my own life.

        • It was also the first book I wrote that was published.

      

    

  

  The start of 2005 was a whirlwind. I wrote Girl, Missing in January and February. The following month I showed a literary agent who took me on and by the end of April I
  had a book deal. I haven’t stopped writing since – books for teens, younger children and, more recently, thrillers for adult readers too. Altogether I’ve had over twenty books
  published – but Girl, Missing will always be the most special.

  Preparing for this ten year anniversary edition, I thought about updating the book to take account of the technology and social media that wasn’t around in 2006 when it was first
  published. I considered dropping the texts and the PSP that Jam uses (which was itself updated from a Game Boy in the very first edition) and introducing more contemporary ways for the characters
  to communicate. But pretty soon I realized that any changes I made would have a knock on effect on the story, forcing me either to make further changes that would change the book entirely, or else
  leave it riddled with inconsistencies.

  So I’ve left it all, exactly as it was originally written. Hope you enjoy it!

  Sophie x
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  PART ONE

  FINDING MARTHA
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  WHO AM I?

  Who am I?

  I sat at the computer in Mum’s office and stared at the essay heading. New form teachers always give you homework like that at the start of the year.

  Who am I?

  When I was younger it was easy. I’d just write down obvious stuff like: I am Lauren Matthews. I have brown hair and blue eyes.

  But now we’re supposed to write about what interests us. Likes and dislikes. Who we are ‘inside’.

  I needed a break.

  I texted my friend Jam. hw u dng w/ stpd ‘who am i’ thng? A minute later he texted back: We are sorry to inform you that James ‘Jam’ Caldwell died from boredom
  while working on his homework earlier tonight.

  I laughed out loud. Jam always cheers me up. Some of the girls in my class tease me about him. Make out he’s my boyfriend. Which is like the stupidest thing ever. Jam and I have been
  friends since Primary.

  Who am I?

  I put my head in my hands.

  How can anyone work out who they are, unless they know where they come from?

  And I have no idea where I come from.

  I was adopted when I was three.

  •   •   •

  A minute later and Mum was calling from downstairs. ‘Lauren. Tea’s ready.’

  I raced down, glad to get away from the essay.

  I didn’t get away from it for long.

  ‘How’s the homework going?’ Mum asked, prodding something in a frying pan.

  ‘Mmmn,’ I mumbled.

  ‘For goodness’ sake, Lauren,’ Mum sighed. ‘Why can’t you speak properly?’

  I looked at her. Same old Mum. Short. Bony. Thin-lipped.

  I look nothing like her.

  I spoke very clearly and slowly. ‘Who is my real mother?’

  Mum froze. For a second she looked terrified. Then her face went hard like a mask. No emotion.

  ‘I am,’ she said. ‘What do you mean?’

  ‘Nothing.’ I looked away, wishing I hadn’t said anything.

  Mum sat down, the frying pan still in her hand.

  ‘I thought you weren’t bothered about knowing,’ she said.

  I rolled my eyes. ‘I’m not.’

  Mum ladled scrambled eggs onto my plate. ‘Anyway, I can’t tell you. It was a closed adoption. That means neither side knows anything about the other.’ She got up, replaced the
  frying pan on the cooker and turned back to me. Her face was all anxious now. ‘Has someone said something at school?’

  ‘No.’ I bent over my eggs. Trust Mum to assume somebody else was putting ideas in my head. It would be too much for her to imagine I might have started thinking about it for
  myself.

  ‘What’s for tea?’ Rory pelted in from the garden, his fat cheeks red from the cold air. Rory’s eight and the spit of my dad. ‘My little test-tube miracle,’ my
  mum calls him. All I can say is, a lot of unpleasant things grow in test tubes.

  Rory skidded to a halt at the table, then made a face. ‘Scrambled eggs stink.’

  ‘Not as much as you,’ I said.

  Rory picked up his fork and prodded me with it.

  ‘Ow. Mum, he’s hitting me.’

  Mum glared at us both. ‘Sit, Rory.’ Sometimes I wonder if she thinks he’s a dog. I heard her say once to a friend, ‘Boys are like puppies. All they need is affection and
  fresh air. Girls are much harder work.’

  So why choose me – a girl – in the first place? I remembered all the times when I was little that Mum talked to me about being adopted – about how they picked me out of some
  catalogue. It used to make me feel special. Wanted. Now it made me feel like a mail-order dress. A dress that didn’t fit but that was too much trouble to send back.

  ‘Can Jam come round later?’ I asked.

  ‘When you’ve done your homework – if it isn’t too late,’ came Mum’s predictable reply.

  ‘These eggs look like your puke,’ Rory said.

  Sometimes I really, really hate him.

  •   •   •

  I emailed Jam as soon as I went back upstairs.

  C u l8r?

  His reply came back in seconds: ill b thr @ 7.

  I checked the time on the corner of the screen: 6.15. I was never going to finish my essay in forty-five minutes.

  Who am I?

  Adopted. Lost. I typed the words into the search engine box.

  I’d been thinking about it a lot recently. Last week I’d even checked out some of the adoption information websites. You’d have laughed if you’d seen me: heart thumping,
  palms sweating, stomach screwed up into a knot.

  I mean, it’s not as if there’s going to be some site that says: Lauren Matthews – click here for your adoption details.

  Anyway. D’you know what I found out?

  That if I wanted to know anything about my life before I was three, I needed Mum and Dad’s permission.

  How unbelievable is that?

  My life. My identity. My past.

  But their decision.

  Even if I asked, there’s no way Mum would say yes. Well, you’ve seen how she is about the subject. Gets a face on her like a smashed plate.

  It would serve her right if I went ahead and did it anyway.

  I clicked on the search icon.

  Adopted. Lost. Nearly a million hits.

  My heart thudded. I could feel my stomach clenching again.

  I sat back in my chair. Enough.

  I was just wasting time. Putting off the homework. I reached over to close the search. And that’s when I caught sight of it: Missing-Children.com. An international site for lost or
  missing children. I frowned. I mean, how do you lose a child and them not turn up? I can see how you might lose one for five minutes. Or even an hour. And I know sometimes children go missing
  ’cause some psycho’s murdered them. But Mum’s always saying that only happens like once or twice a year.

  I clicked through to the homepage. It was a flickering mass of faces. Each face the size of a stamp; each stamp turning into a new face after a few seconds.

  My jaw dropped. Did all these faces belong to missing children? I saw a search field. I hesitated. Then I tapped in my name. Lauren. I wasn’t really thinking about what I was doing.
  Just messing about – seeing how many missing Laurens there were out there.

  It turned out there were one hundred and seventy-two. Jeez. The computer was flashing at me to refine my search.

  Part of me wanted to stop. But I told myself not to be stupid. The flickering faces on the screen weren’t adopted children like me – with no past. They were missing kids. Kids with
  only a past.

  I just wanted to see who was there.

  I added my birth month to the search criteria, then watched as three Laurens appeared on the screen. One was black, missing since she was two weeks old.

  One was white with blonde hair – she looked about nine or ten. Yeah – she’d only been missing five years.

  I stared at the third child.

  
    Martha Lauren Purditt

    Case type: lost, injured, missing

    Date of birth: March 12

    Age now: 14

    Birth place: Evanport, Connecticut, USA

    Hair: brown Eyes: blue

  

  I looked at the face above the words. A chubby, smiling little girl’s face. Then at the date she’d gone missing: September 8.

  Less than two months before I was adopted.

  My heart seemed to stop beating.

  The birth date was a couple of days out. And I was British, not from America like the missing girl.

  So it wasn’t possible.

  Was it?

  The question seeped like a drug through my head, turning me upside down and inside out, filling me up.

  Could I be her?
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  TELLING JAM

  I stared at the little girl on the screen, searching her face for signs that she might be me.

  ‘Lauren, Jam’s here.’ Mum’s shout made me jump.

  My heart raced as Jam’s footsteps pounded up the stairs. I reached forward and minimised the screen. I ran to the door, just as Jam got there.

  ‘Hi Laurenzo.’ Jam smiled. His dark hair was gelled back off his face and he smelled of soap. ‘Finished your homework?’

  ‘Yeah. Er . . . no, actually.’ I was hardly listening. ‘I need something from downstairs.’

  Jam frowned, but followed me down to the living room. Mum was sitting on the sofa watching the news on TV.

  ‘Mum, where’re our photo albums?’

  She stared at me. ‘End of the cupboard.’ She pointed to a pair of wooden doors in the corner of the room. ‘Why the sudden interest?’

  I raced over and started pulling out albums, flicking through the pages. ‘Where’re the oldest ones of me?’ I said.

  Silence.

  I glanced up. Mum and Jam were both looking at me as if I was mad.

  ‘What’s this about, sweetheart?’ Mum’s voice sounded tense.

  I put down the album I was holding.

  ‘It’s for this “Who am I?” essay,’ I said slowly. ‘It’s finished, but I thought it would be nice to put in a picture of me when I was younger, alongside
  one of me now. I’m only hurrying ’cause Jam’s here.’

  Mum’s face relaxed. ‘That’s a good idea,’ she said. ‘Though I think I told you to get everything done before he came round. Try the green album at the
  end.’

  I pulled it out and opened it at the first page. There I was. Serious little face. Wispy brown bob. I showed Mum. ‘When was this taken?’ I asked, trying to sound casual.

  ‘Just after we got you,’ she said. ‘Christmas time.’

  This was the best I was going to get. ‘Can I take it?’

  ‘Sure,’ Mum said. ‘But make sure you bring it back.’ She smiled. ‘Those pictures are precious.’

  I stood up. ‘I’ll be back in a minute.’ I looked from Mum to Jam. He stared back at me suspiciously. ‘I just want to scan this in.’

  I raced back up to Mum’s study and pulled up the Missing-Children.com site. I held the photo of me next to the picture on the screen of Martha Lauren Purditt. I think I’d
  expected this would prove things one way or the other.

  It didn’t.

  Martha Lauren was chubby and dimpled and laughing.

  In the photo from Mum’s album my face was thinner and I wasn’t smiling.

  And yet there were similarities: the shape of the eyes, the crease under the lips. It could be me. It all, almost, fitted.

  I felt like I was on one of those funfair rides that spin you round in so many directions at once that you can’t tell which way is up.

  If that was me, I wasn’t who I thought I was. I had a different name. A different nationality. Even a different birthday. None of the facts of my life were certain.

  ‘What are you doing?’ Jam was staring at me from the doorway, a puzzled expression on his face.

  ‘Nothing.’ I quickly minimised the screen.

  I was being ridiculous. The whole thing was too bizarre. Jam would laugh at me if I told him – tell me to beam back up to planet Egotrip or something. And yet I wanted to show him. I
  wanted to know what he thought.

  ‘Don’t give me that.’ Jam narrowed his eyes. ‘You’ve been freaking out since I got here. All that crap with the photo albums. You just wanted me out of this
  room.’

  ‘No I didn’t, Jam.’ I tried to smile. ‘It was just this weird – thing . . .’ I tailed off.

  Jam walked over to the computer. ‘What kind of weird thing?’ He grinned, but the grin didn’t quite reach his eyes. ‘Like some weird guy asking you out? What did you
  say?’

  ‘What? No. Ew. No way.’ What was Jam going on about? He knew I was, like, totally uninterested in dating and boys and all that stuff.

  ‘Then why . . . ?’ Jam’s eyes focused on the minimiser lozenge at the bottom of the screen. ‘Why are you looking at a missing children site?’

  ‘Promise you won’t laugh?’

  He nodded. I clicked on the minimiser lozenge. Martha Lauren Purditt appeared on the screen. Jam glanced from her to the photograph of me on the desk beside the computer.

  He frowned. ‘What?’ His eyes widened. ‘You don’t think that’s you, do you?’

  I looked away, my cheeks burning. ‘I don’t know,’ I whispered.

  I looked up. Jam was clicking on a link marked: age-progressed photograph.

  ‘Wait,’ I cried out.

  But it was too late. A new picture was on the screen, showing Martha Lauren Purditt as she might appear now. I didn’t want to look at it and yet I couldn’t stop myself.

  It was me. But at the same time, it wasn’t. The face was too long and the nose too cutesy and turned-up looking.

  ‘Mmmn,’ Jam said. ‘It’s hard to say, isn’t it? I mean it looks a bit like you. But . . .’

  My heart was beating fast. OK, so he wasn’t any more certain than I had been. But at least he wasn’t laughing at me.

  I wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or disappointed.

  Without looking at me, Jam clicked back to the first picture and pressed the print icon.

  As the printer spewed out the page, Jam held it up to show me. ‘It’s like a “missing” poster,’ he said. ‘And look – there’s a phone number at the
  bottom here. Maybe you should call up and—’

  ‘No. No way.’ I jumped up and tore the paper out of his hand. This was all moving too fast. Jam was being too practical. Too logical about everything. ‘I need time to
  think,’ I said.

  ‘Chill out, Lazerbrain.’ Jam rolled his eyes – like he does when his mum and sisters start screaming at each other. ‘I was only trying to help. Don’t you want to
  find out if that’s really you?’

  ‘Maybe.’ I shrugged. The truth was that I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything any more.

  ‘I guess your mum and dad might be able to tell.’ Jam put his head to one side and studied the picture.

  ‘I’m not showing them,’ I gasped.

  ‘Yeah. S’probably not a good idea, anyway.’

  ‘What d’you mean?’

  ‘Well.’ Jam hesitated. ‘If that Martha Lauren girl is you, how d’you think it happened? I mean, back then when you were three, how did you go from being in America in
  September to being in London by Christmas?’

  I shook my head. Trust Jam to start asking all the practical questions. I couldn’t even get my head around the idea that I might be a completely different person.

  ‘Think about it, Lazerbrain,’ Jam smiled weakly. ‘Children don’t just vanish for no reason. You must have been taken deliberately.’

  ‘What’s that got to do with my mum and dad?’ I asked.

  Jam took a deep breath. ‘I think you have to consider the possibility that your parents were somehow involved.’
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  THE SECRET

  I was sure Jam was wrong. Mum and Dad are interfering. And annoying. And old. But there’s no way they could have done anything as illegal and wrong as kidnapping a little
  girl.

  Still. When someone plants an idea in your head, it stays there. You can’t unthink it.

  Was I Martha Lauren Purditt?

  I thought about it all the time. I kept the ‘missing’ poster Jam had printed out under my mattress. I took it out every night and read it over and over until I knew every line of
  that little girl’s face. Every date and detail about her life. Not that there was much to go on.

  Several times I picked up the phone to call the number at the bottom of the poster. But I never had the guts to make the call. What was I going to say? Hi there. I think I might be a missing
  girl on your website, only with a different birthday and a different first name – oh, and from a different country.

  They’d laugh at me. So would the police.

  A week went past. Jam swore he wouldn’t tell anyone. It was our secret. But it burned inside me like one of those trick birthday candles you can’t blow out.

  And then – by accident – I learned something that changed everything for ever . . .

  •   •   •

  Dad has a bit of a routine when he gets in from work. He doesn’t like anyone to speak to him while he changes and pours himself a drink. Then he and Mum have dinner
  before Dad falls asleep watching TV.

  They’re always nagging me to eat with them. Mostly it’s the last thing I want to do, but it shuts Mum up. And it massively annoys Rory, who has to go to bed before we eat.

  That night, Rory appeared in the doorway just as Mum was putting a big casserole dish down on the table.

  ‘Mum, I’m still hungry,’ he whined.

  Dad rolled his eyes. He gets well narked with Rory’s attention-seeking ways. I could see him building up to saying something. (He doesn’t exactly operate at the speed of light, my
  dad.)

  But Mum – so strict when it comes to my bedtimes – had already taken Rory’s side.

  ‘I can’t let him go to sleep hungry, Dave.’

  And before Dad could say anything, she’d grabbed the fruit bowl and was shushing Rory out the door.

  Dad stared at the casserole dish as if he was hoping the stew inside would somehow leap out onto his plate.

  ‘She spoils that boy,’ he muttered under his breath.

  I grinned to myself. Dad’s the supreme master of the blindingly obvious comment. He’s an accountant – good with Maths homework but a bit slow when it comes to words.

  Which is what made his next sentence so jaw-droppingly, outstandingly incredible.

  ‘Mum tells me you were asking about your . . . about when you were little,’ he said.

  I nearly choked on the slice of bread and butter I’d been stuffing into my mouth.

  ‘Well?’ Dad had his serious face on. Not an easy one for him to pull off as he’s short and bald with round, pink cheeks.

  I could feel the heat creeping up round my neck. I looked away and nodded.

  Dad cleared his throat. ‘I think . . .’ he said. Long pause.

  Come on, Dad. Before we both die of old age. Please.

  ‘I think . . . that if you’re old enough to ask—’

  At that moment Mum reappeared. She took one look at my red face and I knew she knew what was going on.

  ‘Old enough to ask what?’ she said.

  Dad mumbled something totally incoherent. Mum put her hands on her hips.

  ‘I thought we agreed, Dave?’ she said in a threatening voice.

  The atmosphere in the room stretched out tight, like a Croydon facelift.

  I pushed back my chair and stood up, my hands balled at my sides. If she was going to stop Dad from talking to me, she could forget about me eating her stupid stew.

  ‘Sit down, Lauren,’ Mum snapped.

  Anger surged up from my stomach. ‘No,’ I shouted. ‘Who put you in charge? Why d’you always, always think you know what’s best for everyone else?’

  Mum’s face clenched up.

  ‘Sit down and eat. Now.’

  Tears of rage and frustration welled in my eyes. How dare she order me about like that – like a little kid. ‘I won’t sit down,’ I shouted. ‘You can’t tell me
  what to do. You’re not even my real mother.’

  I ran out of the kitchen, slamming the door behind me. Tears streamed down my face as I raced through the hall, heading for the stairs and the small privacy of my own room.

  Rory was sitting on the top step, munching on an apple.

  ‘Why’s everyone shouting?’ he said.

  I stopped just below him and took a deep breath. My hands shook as I wiped my face. ‘Get out of my way,’ I muttered.

  ‘Wanna see a Martian train wreck?’ Rory opened his mouth and stuck out a tongue full of pale-green mush.

  I closed my eyes. What had I done to deserve such an uncool family? I bet Martha Lauren Purditt’s family weren’t like this. I could just imagine them: understanding, glamorous
  mother; sensitive, fun-loving father; and not a brother or sister in sight.

  The sound of Mum and Dad’s angry voices drifted towards the stairs.

  Rory shuffled down a couple of steps towards me. ‘Are Mum and Dad going to get divorced?’ he said.

  ‘Yeah,’ I snapped. ‘They’re arguing over which one of them has to live with you afterwards.’

  Rory stuck his tongue out at me again but didn’t say anything. A few seconds later he stomped off to his room.

  The shouting was getting louder, Mum’s high-pitched shriek piercing through Dad’s thundering rumble. And then I heard my own name. I walked back across the hall, trying to separate
  out what they were saying.

  ‘Stop shouting,’ Mum was yelling. ‘This is your fault. You promised me—’

  ‘For Chrissakes!’ Dad yelled back. ‘I’m only saying we can’t ignore her asking about it.’

  I’d never heard him sound so angry. I mean, they bicker all the time, but mostly about trivial stuff – like Dad working too hard. This was different.

  I shivered, and crept closer to the kitchen door.

  There was silence for a few seconds. Then Mum spoke again. Her voice was quieter now, almost pleading.

  ‘She’s too young. Her head’s still full of homework and . . . and . . . pop songs.’

  Yeah, right, Mum – you know me so well.

  ‘Then why’s she so angry? Why’s she been asking questions?’ Dad said.

  ‘Some stupid school project got her started. But she’ll lose interest.’

  There was a pause.

  ‘You mean you hope she’ll lose interest.’

  There was a longer pause. Then I could hear Mum sniffing. Her voice sounded muffled.

  ‘If we tell her one thing, she’ll want to hear the rest.’

  Dad murmured something I couldn’t catch.

  ‘I know, but not now,’ Mum said. ‘When she’s sixteen, I’ll show her my diaries. That’ll put it all in context for her.’

  I heard footsteps coming towards the door and scurried away, up the stairs. My heart was beating fast. So much for all Mum’s ‘closed adoption’ crap. They did know
  something about my life before they got me.

  My stomach twisted into a knot. What could it be that was so terrible they didn’t think I could handle yet? Could it have anything to do with Martha Lauren Purditt?

  I lay on my bed sure of only one thing. There was no way I could wait until I was sixteen to read Mum’s diaries.
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  MARCHFIELD

  Break time the next day. Jam and I were out on the high street, buying our lunch. It’s something school only lets you do once you get to Year Ten. Three weeks in and
  Mum’s already complaining about my eating rubbish food – and spending too much money on it.

  I told Jam about the diaries while we waited to order our pizza from the takeaway bar.

  ‘Why don’t you just go and read them?’ he said.

  ‘Because Mum keeps all her old stuff in these locked trunks up in our attic.’

  A gust of wind whipped round my legs as a group of girls from another school tottered into the pizza bar. They stood in a cluster at the opposite end of the counter from us, giggling over a
  menu.

  Jam ordered our usual – a ham and pineapple pizza with double extra pepperoni for me to pick off – then we sat down to wait on the metal bench in the corner.

  ‘Well, get the keys and go up there,’ he said.

  I stared at him. Jam always made everything sound so simple.

  ‘What about Mum?’ I said. ‘I’ll need someone to keep her out of the way for at least an hour.’

  Jam frowned. ‘Doesn’t she ever go out?’

  ‘Not much.’ It was true. While Dad often doesn’t get in until nine or so, Mum works from home and spends most weekends and evenings in her office too.

  She isn’t exactly a party animal.

  After a few minutes Jam wandered over to the counter to see where our pizza was. While he waited, one of the girls from the other school went up to him. She was dead hard-looking, with spiky
  blonde hair and her school skirt hitched right up her legs.

  ‘My mate reckons you’re really fit,’ she said, jerking her thumb towards a short redhead on the edge of the group of girls.

  I grinned as Jam blushed. He was always getting hit on by girls. I guess he is quite good-looking. Tall, with regular features and lovely smooth, golden skin.

  The hard-faced blonde put her hand on her hip. ‘So d’you wanna go out with her? She’s free tomorrow night,’ she said. There was a burst of giggles from the group at the
  other end of the counter.

  Jam was smiling, trying to be nice as he said no. He looked really embarrassed. The man approached with our pizza.

  I stood up and took the box. Then I turned to the girl. ‘Sorry.’ I touched Jam’s arm. ‘But he’s busy tomorrow night.’

  I let go of Jam and swept out of the shop. There was a chorus of sarky ‘Ooooo’s at my back. I smiled to myself again.

  It was funny how alike Jam and I were. Not interested in going out with anyone, just wanting to be friends. Well, friends with each other.

  Jam caught up with me as I set off up the high street.

  ‘What did you mean?’ he said. ‘About tomorrow night?’

  I grinned at him. ‘I was hoping you’d help me get Mum out of the way so I can look through those diaries.’

  •   •   •

  My plan was simple. Jam’s mum, Carla, was always saying she and my mum should get together, what with me and Jam being such good friends. So that night, after school, I
  asked her if Mum could visit her the very next day.

  ‘She’d really like to get to know you,’ I lied.

  Carla was typically enthusiastic, if a little vague: ‘How lovely, darling, but tell her to come before seven, that’s when I start seeing clients.’

  Of course Mum didn’t want to go. Partly because she hates going anywhere. And partly because she thinks Jam’s mum is a total nut. She’s right, in fact – but that’s
  another story.

  ‘What does “come before seven” mean?’ Mum said. ‘Suppose they’re having tea when I get there?’

  I sighed. ‘They don’t “have tea” like that. They all just drift in and out, getting food when they want it. Come on, Mum. Please. It’ll be really embarrassing if
  you won’t go.’ In the end Mum agreed.

  I reckoned Carla would keep Mum talking for at least an hour. Plenty of time for me to find the diaries in the attic and have a good look at them.

  •   •   •

  Mum left our house at quarter past five the next day, still grumbling and issuing instructions about Rory not having chocolate before tea. Ten minutes later, Jam rang from his
  house.

  ‘The package has arrived,’ he said.

  I giggled. ‘Don’t forget to ring me as soon as she leaves again,’ I said.

  As soon as Jam hung up, I raced down to the kitchen to grab as much chocolate as I could carry. I panted back up the stairs and into Rory’s room. His pudgy little face was bent over his
  PSP. Jam – in a heroic gesture of friendship – had lent him his Legends of the Lost Empire game.

  ‘Here.’ I thrust the chocolate bars at him. ‘Now keep quiet.’

  I picked up my mobile and charged into Mum’s office. All her keys hung neatly on a row of hooks behind the desk. I shoved the set marked ‘attic’ in my pocket, then ran into Mum
  and Dad’s room, pulled down the loft ladder and climbed up.

  I’m guessing, of course, but I imagine most people’s attics are a bit of a mess. Bin bags, bits of old equipment, suitcases. That kind of stuff.

  Not ours.

  Mum has everything organised in trunks. Labelled trunks. Clothes. School. University. Letters. There. Diaries.

  My hands were shaking as I fumbled with the keys, trying one after the other in the lock. At last one of the keys turned with a satisfying click. I opened the trunk and peered inside at the
  neatly stacked rows of black notebooks. They were labelled in quarter years: Jan–Mar, Apr–Jun and so on.

  All disgustingly well-organised.

  I rummaged around and found the year I was adopted. I picked out Sep–Dec: the three months that covered Martha’s disappearance and my own adoption.

  Heart pounding I scanned the pages, searching for my name.

  There were references to me on Sept 25 and 30. But at that point I was just a possibility. An idea of a child they hadn’t met. Then . . .

  
    
      
        Oct 7 – We met Lauren at Marchfield. She smiled at me. At least I’m telling myself it was a smile. Dave said it was more of an accidental curl of the lip.
        Lauren doesn’t smile much. Not surprising, I suppose. With Sonia Holtwood involved, everything’s very tense and I’m sure she picks up on it.

      

    

  

  I put the diary down. For the first time since I’d found the information about Martha Lauren Purditt on the net, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know any more. My
  stomach twisted into a knot. Who was Sonia Holtwood? And what exactly were they all involved in?

  I sat there for a few moments, the diary in my lap.

  Then I picked it up again. It was too late to turn back now.

  
    
      
        Oct 14 – I daren’t hope. I don’t want to be disappointed again . . .

        Oct 20 – Sonia’s attitude is unbelievable. But we’re going to go ahead anyway. Nothing’s going to stop us getting Lauren. Nothing.

        Oct 30 – Lauren. My Lauren. After all this time, it’s really happening. We’re bringing her home from Marchfield in two days.







OEBPS/html/docimages/c4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/c3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/orn.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
3
.O&

@

e byy
. -
] m
)L
NA=g
>
-
A

4 Sophie % #
MGK@DZI@‘\

.& **‘”ﬂ
#2 Q ‘lﬁ‘e‘f’g

$ ey
-

)
é». “’s.i





OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
GIRL,
MISSING

Sophie
Mckenzie

SSSSSSSSSSSSSS





OEBPS/html/docimages/2.jpg
‘AN INTRIGUING PLOT
PLUS TWO HOT GUYS -
WHAT'S NOT TO LOVE?"
Paige Toon, bestselling author

‘SOPHIE’S THRILLERS ARE
BRILLIANT . . . YOU CAN‘T STOP READING'
Robert Muchamore,
bestselling author

‘WHENEVER | HEAR THE PHRASE
YA THRILLER | ONLY EVER THINKOF
ONE NAME - AND THAT'S SOPHIE
MCKENZIE. WHY? BECAUSE NOBODY
DOES IT BETTER.
Phil Earle, award-winning author

‘WHEN IT COMES TO YA THRILLERS,
THERE'S ONE NAME THAT DEFINES THE
GENRE: SOPHIE MCKENZIE.SHE'S THE
QUEEN OF NAIL-BITING, PAGE-TURNING
AND ADDICTIVE READS | JUST CAN'T
GET ENOUGH OF’

Amy Alward, author
of Potion Diaries






OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg
TEN YEARS OF AWARDS AND
READER LOVE FOR

GIRL,~
MISSING

‘PAGE-TURNING’
The Independent

‘WILL HAVE YOU GRIPPED
FOR HOURS'
ounday BExpress

‘BRILLIANTLY DESCRIBED,
SCARY AND TOUCHING’
The Daily Mirror

‘PLEASE READ THIS BOOK:
IT IS BRILLIANTY
The Guardian






OEBPS/html/docimages/c2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/c1.jpg





