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  My sister died on March the first which was really annoying because it was my birthday.




  It was our birthday. Laura was my identical twin.




  It happened very quickly and the doctor said, ‘It didn’t hurt.’ I said, ‘At least she got to open all her presents first.’ Mum didn’t think that was funny. I

  told her that I wasn’t trying to be funny, but I thought that, if it had been me, if I had choked on a slice of birthday cake, if it had been my very last birthday

  ever, I would have at least liked to have opened my presents first.




  But, that doesn’t really matter now, because I don’t like birthdays any more.




  I don’t like Christmas any more either. We’ve had one Christmas without Laura and my mum was miserable. She cries a lot now. My parents argue a lot and my little brother, Rory, talks

  to the wallpaper.




  Sometimes, I hear my parents shouting late at night and once I heard my mum say, ‘Emma [that’s me by the way] looks so like Laura that some days I find it hard to look at her.

  Sometimes, I think I’m looking at a ghost.’




  The morning after that I went into the bathroom and, using the sharpest pair of scissors I could find, I cut off all my hair. All of it. But I couldn’t reach the back so I was

  left with two dark brown tufts. I thought they looked a bit like mouse ears, so with a black felt tip I drew a black nose and six whiskers on my face. I showed Rory and he laughed so loud that Mum

  came into the bathroom to see what we were doing.




  

    

      MUM: Oh my God! What have you done?


    


  




  I wriggled my nose and smiled.




  

    

      ME: Squeak! Squeak!


    


  




  Rory was still laughing.




  

    

      RORY: I wanna be a mouse too, Mummy! Can I? Can I? Please?


    


  




  But Mum just cried and cried.




  

    

      ME: What’s wrong? Do I still look like a ghost?


    


  




  So this year I’m changing my birthday. I’ve decided that from now on I’ll have my birthday on a different day in a different month. This year I will have a

  happy birthday. Mum won’t cry and I’ll have a proper birthday cake, not another weird sorbet cake, like the one we had to have for Rory’s birthday. Apparently, you can’t

  choke on sorbet and pretending to choke on it is ‘not very funny at all’.




  If I want to change my birthday the first thing I’ll have to do is ask my parents. No, I won’t ask them, I’ll just tell them.




  At breakfast




  

    

      ME: I’m changing my birthday from the first of March.




      DAD: Oh really? Are you going to change your name as well?




      ME: Yes. You can call me . . . Supreme Lord Ruler of the World.




      DAD: So, Supreme Lord Ruler of the World, when do you want your birthday to be? November?




      ME: No. Too close to Christmas.




      DAD: August?




      ME: Too hot and besides everyone is on holiday in August.




      DAD: Everyone? And why does that matter anyway?




      ME: Duh! A party is pretty dull if it’s just you and a balloon, Dad.




      DAD: I see, and it wouldn’t have anything to do with the amount of presents, would it?




      ME: Erm . . .




      DAD: Friendships should be about more than what your friends can give you.




      ME: But what about what you said last Saturday night? Mr Henderson brought you a bottle of wine and you said you wouldn’t clean the dog’s

      bowl with it.




      DAD: I said that?!




      ME: Very loudly, or so Greta says. Greta the Great. Thanks for that, what I really needed was to upset the popular girl at school’s dad.




      DAD: But you didn’t say anything! It was me!




      ME: Dad, in my world, what you do is what I do. If you’re mean about someone else’s Dad . . . well, I might as well have jumped

      on the lunch table in a tutu and told the entire school that I still play with Barbie.




      DAD: Oh.


    


  




  So, I’m having my birthday on a different day this year but I just haven’t decided when. I’m looking for a sign.




  I’ve already ruled out November, December and August. I can’t have it in May because that’s my mum’s birthday month, June is Grandma’s, October is Rory’s,

  January is Grandpa’s, February is Aunt Shelly’s and my dad’s birthday is in September. Which, only leaves April and July. It’s the middle of February now, so I’ve got

  time to decide, and if I can’t decide by the end of March I’ll toss a coin instead.




  At bedtime




  

    

      MUM: I hear you’re changing your birthday.




      ME: Old news.




      MUM: Soon you’ll be telling me you want a new name too.




      ME: No. But I know what I want for my birthday.




      MUM: What?




      ME: New parents.
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  I’ve made up my mind. My mum says that when I’ve made up my mind about something, nothing will ever make me change it again. Sometimes she’ll laugh and say,

  ‘You’re just like your father. You’re as stubborn as a mule.’ But I don’t mind. I like it when she says I’m like my dad, because even though you are not supposed

  to have favourites, I think my dad really is my favourite.




  Anyway, I have made my mind up and my new birthday is going to be on July the fifth. Well, I only had two months to choose from. July the fifth it is.




  In the car




  

    

      DAD: Why the fifth?




      ME: Er . . . because my name begins with E and E is the fifth letter in the alphabet.




      DAD: Oh.


    


  




  He looked very disappointed and said that it was ‘a very unimaginative explanation’.




  I didn’t want to tell him that the number five was Laura’s lucky number.




  I didn’t want to tell him that sometimes if we were sharing a bag of sweets, Laura would count them out and even if it meant I got more than her, she would always just count out five for

  herself. Five Skittles, five Maltesers, five Haribos.




  Always five.




  July the fifth it is. I’ve circled it on my calendar. Mum doesn’t know it yet, but I’ve changed the date on mine and Laura’s birth certificates too. I figured if I was

  having a new birthday then Laura would want one too.




  *




  Last night I couldn’t sleep. The bed felt lumpy and my eyes just wouldn’t stay shut. Maybe it was because Mum didn’t come in and say goodnight. She was in

  another mood. ‘Dark times’ my dad calls it. Well, I wish he’d switch the light on.




  I lay there for a long time trying to decide if Greta was right about my haircut. She’d told me at school that even though some of it has grown back, I still look a bit like Shaggy from

  Scooby Doo and I told her that, if we were talking about cartoon characters, she looked a lot like Marge Simpson. I didn’t mean to make her cry but everyone said I was being nasty

  and it wasn’t her fault that the swimming pool had turned her hair a funny shade of blue.




  I had to spend the rest of the lunch-break sitting on my own, pretending to read a book while Greta and her friends sat by the fire escape staring at me and laughing. The more they laughed and

  pointed, the more I pretended that the book was the most amazing thing I had ever read – which wouldn’t have been so bad had it been the right way up. So I sat there staring at the

  upside-down pages of my brother’s library book and in the end decided that Rocky Robin and The Rabbits was much more interesting the wrong way up.




  Anyway, I was trying to go to sleep and had just turned on to my stomach when I heard a rustle followed by a very familiar sigh. Then a voice.




  

    

      VOICE: July? Why July?


    


  




  I lay there completely still. Perhaps it was the telly. Perhaps my mum was talking on the phone. After a while I decided that I had imagined it and I was just drifting off to

  sleep when I heard a little cough.




  

    

      VOICE: Er, hello? Why July?


    


  




  I felt my skin prickle and my heart beat a little faster; this time I knew I had not imagined it.




  

    

      ME: Laura?




      VOICE: Yes – Laura, who else would it be?




      ME: Is that really you?


    


  




  The voice went quiet. Perhaps I had been dreaming. Stupid me, I thought. Now I’m hearing voices.




  

    

      VOICE: Sort of.


    


  




  I sat up quickly and tried to see around the room.




  

    

      ME: Well then, what pyjamas am I wearing?


    


  




  There was a silence and then a sigh.




  

    

      VOICE: My old ones with the chocolate ice-cream stain on the sleeve.


    


  




  She was right. We had both been given the same pair of pyjamas for Christmas and one night we had sneaked downstairs, gobbled a whole tub of chocolate ice-cream and hidden the

  empty tub at the back of the freezer. We would have got away with it if Laura hadn’t thrown it all up, all over her bed and the rug in our room. A little bit of chocolate puke had got on the

  sleeve of her pyjamas too. I rubbed the sleeve with my hand.




  

    

      VOICE: Why July?




      ME: Because. I’ve made my mind up.


    


  




  My eyes were getting used to the darkened room and I could just make out the side of Laura’s bed. I could just see the wardrobe, the globe, the back of my table and chair

  and the roundish outline of my beanbag.




  

    

      VOICE: But you didn’t ask me. It’s my birthday too.




      ME: I’m trying to sleep.




      VOICE: You’ve been trying for ages. You could have asked. I’m kind of annoyed to have my birthday changed without even a ‘Hey

      Laura, what do you think to July instead?’


    


  




  I opened my eyes wider as if that might help me to somehow see in the dark.




  

    

      ME: I’m going to switch the light on!




      VOICE: Ooh! Not the snow globe nightlight! I’m really scared.




      ME: Well, Laura, as I remember it, it was you that was so afraid of the dark that we had to have the nightlight on all night, every

      night.


    


  




  I didn’t mind the dark as long as Mum left the light on in the hall. As long as I could see a little bit of light peeping through the bottom of the door I didn’t

  mind, but Laura always got so funny about it.




  One day Grandpa, our dad’s dad, came to visit and he brought with him a gift for Laura and I. A little snow globe light. We put it on the third shelf by the door and when Mum or Dad would

  say goodnight they would switch it on as they left. If they forgot and turned to close the door, Laura would just shout, ‘Snow globe!’




  Afterwards . . . after it happened, I climbed out of my bed one night and unplugged it. Then I made some space on the little table between our beds and plugged it in there instead.




  I felt around for the switch and then I heard another rustle.




  

    

      VOICE: By the way, Greta looks more like Shrek than Marge Simpson.


    


  




  I laughed, grabbed the switch and turned on the snow globe. The room was empty.




  

    

      ME: Laura?


    


  




  Silence.




  

    

      ME: Laura?


    


  




  I switched the light off and lay back on the pillow.




  

    

      ME: Laura . . . I miss you.


    


  




  I lay there for quite a while, then I switched the globe back on and fell fast asleep.
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  The next morning I woke up with a funny feeling. You know, like when you have been dreaming it was the school holidays but you wake up and realise it’s just another

  ordinary go to school all day and hate it kind of a day. I walked down the stairs slowly and sat down next to Dad.




  

    

      DAD: You sleep OK?




      ME: I dreamt I was trapped inside a huge snow globe with Shrek and a giant robin.




      DAD: That sounds lovely.


    


  




  He wasn’t listening, as usual, then Mum kind of sighed and said, ‘James, what’s the point in talking to your daughter if you can’t be bothered to listen?’




  And that was the Breakfast Row started.




  I didn’t mind that Dad wasn’t listening. Laura and I used to see how many things we could say before he noticed.




  One morning we got Rory to fill his mouth with Cheerios and then he popped his cheeks so that there was a kind of Cheerio explosion across the table. Dad didn’t even put his newspaper

  down. Laura had smiled at me and said, ‘Rory, why don’t you do the same with the jam?’ So Rory grabbed the little plastic spoon and started gobbling jam from the pot. Laura and I

  watched in fits of giggles and I think she said, ‘He’s filling his mouth with jam, Dad. There’s going to be jam everywhere, Dad.’ But Dad just turned the page of his

  paper.




  Now Mum was doing her horrible screechy voice but at least Dad had put his newspaper down. Their voices got louder and louder and eventually Rascoe, that’s our dog, ran back to his

  basket.




  

    

      MUM: You have to show an interest, James! There’s no point in pretending.


    


  




  My Dad banged his fist on the table.




  

    

      DAD: Maybe you should pretend to be happy, Fiona!


    


  




  Pretend to be happy, I thought.




  Sometimes I pretend to be happy. Sometimes I pretend to be ill too, and last night I knew that Rory had pretended he’d only had one chocolate biscuit when I knew he’d eaten

  three.




  But Mum didn’t want to pretend.




  She slammed the kitchen bin lid and then slammed the fridge door shut so hard that Rory’s fridge magnet flew across the kitchen and smashed on the floor. Rory burst into tears. I

  didn’t know he liked the magnet so much. Just as well he doesn’t know about his monster truck that Rascoe chewed to bits last week.




  

    

      MUM: Now look what you made me do!




      DAD: For goodness’ sake! Will you either shut up or go back to bed and leave us all alone. We were fine until you came down

      here!


    


  




  Mum started crying, Rory sobbed a little louder and the dog began to howl.




  

    

      ME: Laura spoke to me last night.


    


  




  That shut them up.




  Mum stared. Dad stared. So I grabbed my rucksack and left for school.
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  I walk to school nearly every day. Some days, when Mum doesn’t have to go to work, I walk up the hill with her, Rory and Rascoe.




  Rory doesn’t go to big school yet, because he’s only four, but some days he goes to the little nursery where Laura and I used to go. He seems to love it as much as we did and Mum

  says that when she drops him off, he makes a run for it and never looks back.




  My mum’s a maths teacher at the high school. She doesn’t go there every day, but one day, when I go there, I really hope (sometimes I even pray) that she isn’t ever my

  teacher. I would hate that. Imagine having your mum tell you off in front of everyone? Or imagine if your mum was the teacher that nobody liked?




  But this morning I walked up the hill alone.




  Again.




  I walked past the house with the funny yellow car. It only has three wheels and Dad says it’s the stupidest invention ever. He says, ‘Can you imagine anything sillier? What were they

  thinking when they decided that three wheels would be better than four?’




  I looked at the car and remembered how Laura used to say that the car looked a bit like a giant piece of cheese because it’s kind of triangle-shaped. She used to call it The Cheese

  Car.




  I giggled to myself and waved at the little old lady who was standing at the window of number seventy-three. She’s always standing at that window. I wonder if she’s stuck to the

  curtains or something.




  In the summer, when it’s hot, I hate walking to school because by the time I get there, my face is all red and sweaty.




  I don’t like it when it’s hot and sunny because Mum will always come into my bedroom and say, ‘Come on, put that book down and go outside.’ But I never know what to

  do when I get outside because we don’t really have a garden, just a little square patch of concrete, and Mum says it’s too dangerous to go out on the road with my bike. I

  don’t really like playing sports or anything, because I’m not very good at throwing and catching or running and jumping. At least Mum says that I don’t have to do sports at school

  any more. She says that as long as I finish my swimming lessons I don’t have to join in with anything else. So now I don’t need to be last in every race, throw the ball in the wrong

  direction or trip over any skipping ropes.




  I felt the wind on the tips of my ears so I tried to pull my coat around me, but it’s kind of small. The sleeves are way too short and the buttons don’t really do up properly. Mum

  says we have to go and get a new one in the school holidays. I have to have a pair of new school shoes too but Laura and me picked our coats and shoes out together so I don’t want any

  others.




  Today it was my favourite kind of weather: icy cold and really sunny. I stopped for a minute to watch a boy I recognised from Mum’s school. I think he was the one that got excluded for

  swearing and throwing a chair at a teacher. It looked like he had one of those scooter things that Mum won’t let me have. She says they’re dangerous. But she thinks most things are

  dangerous. That’s all Laura’s fault. She made birthday cakes dangerous.




  I crossed over the road and watched the cars queuing up to get over the huge bridge. It’s a special kind of bridge and I can see it from my bedroom window. At night-time the whole thing is

  lit up with tiny white lights. Dad says people come from all over the world just to walk across it. It’s called a suspension bridge because it’s sort of suspended really, really high up

  above the river. It’s so high up that if you peek over the edge and look down, it can make you feel sort of dizzy. But I don’t really like doing that because I don’t really like

  being high up. My dad is always going on about the man that built it. ‘Genius,’ he’ll say and then he’ll try and explain what an ‘amazing feat of engineering’ it

  is. But my dad really likes anything to do with bridges. He once drove us all the way to Wales so we could drive across a brand new bridge. When we got home Laura drew a picture of us all driving

  across it then we stuck it in our special Super-Secret book.




  I heard the church bells ring and realised that, despite setting off for school really early, I had somehow managed to become late so I began to run. I ran past the bakery that sells Dad’s

  favourite cakes and past the newspaper shop that sells all the sweets that I love. I ran past Reg the Veg, past the library and through Victoria Square where the stinky man who feeds all the

  pigeons lives, and then I ran straight into a girl who was running round the next corner. We bumped into each other and I fell backwards onto the pavement.




  

    

      ME: Ouch! Look where you’re going!


    


  




  She stood up first. The sun was shining right into my eyes and as I squinted up at her, she sighed and put her hands on her hips. I could only make out her silhouette, but even

  that was pretty scary. Her hair was a mass of wild red curls which seemed to stick out in every direction, making it look like she’d just been struck by lightning.




  

    

      THE GIRL: Look where YOU’RE going! Two eyes! [She pointed at my face.] For looking in both directions.


    


  




  I stood up and brushed off the leaves that had become stuck to my jacket.




  

    

      ME: Don’t worry about me. I’m not hurt at all.


    


  




  I put my rucksack back on my shoulders and looked straight into her face. Now I was standing up I could see she was only a little bit taller than me. She was wearing the same St

  Thomas school uniform as I was, but I had never seen her before. The wind was blowing her hair, but she kept trying to pull it down to cover one side of her face. At first I couldn’t see why,

  because as she spoke she kept turning away from me.




  

    

      THE GIRL: You’re the one who wasn’t looking! You’re the one who was looking in the wrong direction!


    


  




  She was almost shouting at me and that’s when I saw what was wrong. She was looking at me with one blue eye, but the other eye was covered with a black eye patch. I

  gasped.




  

    

      ME: Wow! A pirate!


    


  




  I pointed at the patch which she tried to cover up with a strand of curly red hair.




  

    

      THE GIRL: No, you idiot, and stop staring.


    


  




  And with that she shoved past me and headed in the direction of my school.




  

    

      ME: Hey! What’s your name? Wait for me!


    


  




  But she just kept walking, so I ended up running to try and catch up. When I did, she turned around and glared at me.




  

    

      THE GIRL: Leave me alone!


    


  




  I followed her in through the gates and into school but by the time I had thought of something less stupid to say than calling her a pirate, she had turned down the next

  corridor and disappeared.




  An eye patch, I thought. That’s really cool.
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  After morning register, Miss Cauber told us we would be starting a ‘History of Bristol’ project, and everyone groaned but me. I like history and maths and English.

  The only subject I really HATE is art.




  I HATE it even more now that Laura isn’t here to help me.




  Miss Cauber handed out a pile of textbooks and I saw Greta sort of roll her eyes and do a kind of fake yawn. I looked down at the textbook. It really did look dull so I looked back towards Greta

  and as she turned to face me, I pointed at the book and did the same thing.




  

    

      MISS CAUBER: Emma! Are you bored already? Sorry, is there something else that you would rather be doing?


    


  




  The class laughed.




  

    

      MISS CAUBER: Perhaps you know all there is to know about our great city?




      ME: Er . . . no . . . Miss Cauber, I’m sorry but . . .




      MISS CAUBER: Perhaps you’d like to teach the class instead?




      ME: I was . . . I did . . .


    


  




  Then I remembered our trip to the library a few weeks ago. Mum had to get some new books for Rory and I had wandered down the aisles until I had come to a section called

  ‘Local History’. I’d had to climb on a little stool to reach the book and Mum said she was very impressed when she saw me reading the grown-up book.




  

    

      MISS CAUBER: We are all waiting, young lady, stand up please.


    


  




  I slowly stood up from my chair and felt my cheeks get hot. I felt everyone’s eyes on me and my mind raced back to the pages of the book. I closed my eyes and tried to see

  it. I don’t know how it works but if I read something once I can remember it forever – all I have to do is close my eyes and think really hard. Dad says it’s called a

  ‘photographic memory’ and that I’m lucky to have it. Laura called it my ‘magic memory’. It was our secret so I had never shown anyone at school. I tried to see the

  book.




  

    

      ME: Bristol is a . . . Bristol is . . .


    


  




  Everyone sniggered so I closed my eyes again. History of Bristol! History of Bristol! That time it worked. I could see the pages as clear as if the book were right in front of

  me. I saw the words and the pictures and I opened my eyes with a smile.




  

    

      ME: Bristol has a rich maritime heritage. By the fourteenth century the city was trading with several countries including Spain, Portugal and

      Iceland. Ships also left Bristol to found new colonies in the New World. John Cabot set sail in 1497 from Bristol, in his ship The Matthew, hoping to find a passage to Eastern

      Indonesia.


    


  




  Everyone laughed again but Miss Cauber didn’t. Her eyes were really wide and her mouth was sort of gaping open. Then she kind of shook her head. Maybe she wanted something

  else. I thought for a second and then I remembered another chapter of the book.




  

    

      ME: Um, The Victoria Rooms is one of Bristol’s most impressive buildings. This fine early Victorian classical building was used for readings by

      Charles Dickens and Oscar Wilde.


    


  




  I looked up hopefully, but this time Miss Cauber looked a bit like a statue with her hands outstretched in front of her. I looked around at the class, they weren’t really laughing any more but as no one said anything, I took a deep breath and gave it one last try.




  

    

      ME: In the late eighteenth century, Clifton village grew as merchants relocated and built houses further away from the city docks. By the nineteenth

      century the success of Bristol’s port was beginning to decline. However, the arrival of a new chief engineer, Isambard Kingdom Brunel, helped to attract further investment into the area.

      Brunel did more than anyone to shape the face of modern Bristol today; his legacy includes the Clifton Suspension Bridge, SS Great Britain and Temple Meads railway station . . . Is

      that enough, Miss Cauber?


    


  




  Miss Cauber pointed at my seat so I sat down slowly. Everyone was staring and I got the feeling that I shouldn’t have said a word.




  *




  After morning break we had a music lesson. We had to listen to some really old music and then Miss Cauber told us all about the person who wrote it. I wasn’t really paying

  attention until she told us that he had been deaf. I’m not kidding. I had loads of questions, like: how could he write the best music in the world if he couldn’t even hear? And what did

  it feel like to not be able to hear the music that you had written? But Miss Cauber wouldn’t let me ask any questions even though I put my hand up for so long it ached. Laura would have

  laughed and said, ‘Serves you right, Smartypants.’ She was always calling me that . . .




  At break-time I tried to talk to Greta. She was standing by the gates with Erin and Megan.




  

    

      ME: I . . . err . . . !


    


  




  I couldn’t get the words out, so she just folded her arms across her chest and turned her back to me and then Megan and Erin did the same. I tried again.




  

    

      ME: Greta, I didn’t really mean to . . . err . . .


    


  




  But she just stuck her fingers in her ears.




  

    

      GRETA: I can’t hear a word you say! Emma Edwards, go away!


    


  




  I thought about it for a minute and then I remembered what Laura had said.




  

    

      ME: Laura’s right. You do look more like Shrek.


    


  




  It wasn’t the best idea I’d ever had and she burst into tears all over again. So, as usual, I took my book, sat by the sports hut and waited for the bell to ring. It

  was the second time I had read it and even though I could remember everything about it, break-times weren’t too bad if I could disappear into the pages of my favourite book.




  After lunch-break, Miss Cauber stood at the front of the class waiting for us to pay attention but everyone was still talking. Eventually she folded her arms across her chest and started tapping

  her foot. Everyone went quiet – everyone but Josh and Merrick. They were so naughty that last term they got moved to the front of the class. Their desks are right at the front, right under

  Miss Cauber’s stinky coffee breath.




  

    

      MISS CAUBER: Josh! Merrick! We’re all waiting for you.


    


  




  The two of them sat up and I watched as they hid whatever it was that had been making them laugh underneath the table.




  

    

      MISS CAUBER: Class Four, today I would like you all to welcome a new pupil. She will be joining us in a minute and I want you all to be as friendly

      and as welcoming as you can because our new pupil has just moved here from London. Who would like to go to Mrs McWatter’s office and show her around the school?


    


  




  Everyone put their hand up. Everyone but me. Mrs Cauber scanned the class of eager faces and then she put her hand on her hip, sighed and pointed straight at me.




  

    

      ME: But I didn’t put my hand up.




      MISS CAUBER: Exactly! Now off you go, Emma.


    


  




  I left the classroom and wandered slowly down the hall. I hated going to see Mrs McWatter because she always wanted me to ‘run errands’ or to say how ‘everyone

  missed my sister so very much’ or ask if I wanted to ‘talk’. She didn’t seem to understand that it was me that missed my sister the most and that talking about it

  wasn’t going to help.




  I knocked on the door and waited for what seemed like for ever. Suddenly the door opened and Mrs McWatter let me in.




  The sun was shining brightly through the three large windows that looked out on to the playground. It sort of made the room look really hazy and lit up the dust that was floating in the air like

  magical sparkles. There were bookcases full of books (Mrs McWatter had once told me she had read every one of them) and lots of pictures on the walls of all the school children that had been to St

  Thomas years and years ago. Among them somewhere was a school picture that was taken in 1980 and on the back row was my mum when she was my age. Then I heard coughing.




  

    

      MRS MCWATTER: Emma, are you with us?


    


  




  I looked at Mrs McWatter.




  She was wearing something new: a long purple skirt, a silky blouse with pearl buttons, shoes that were kind of shiny and had large purple ribbon bows at the toe. She looked a bit like a birthday

  present.




  Then I turned to the girl who was sitting in the chair opposite Mrs McWatter. It was the girl who I had run into that morning. The girl who was kind of rude. The girl with the red hair and the

  black eye patch. Suddenly I felt a little scared.




  The girl turned to look at me and when she saw it was me who would be giving her the ‘grand tour’, she stood up and let out a huge ‘God!

  This-is-the-most-boring-day-of-my-life’ sigh.




  

    

      MRS MCWATTER: Emma, I have a very important job for you. [I told you she was always making me run errands]. This is Alexandria Lister.




      THE GIRL: Actually, Mrs McWatter, nobody calls me Alexandria. I hate being called Alexandria and I hate being called Alex

      or Ally or anything like that. Everyone calls me Lexi. Just Lexi. Lexi with an I not a Y. L-E-X-I. Lexi.


    


  




  Mrs McWatter didn’t say anything for a while, she just stood behind her desk, peering over her glasses with her mouth hanging open. I hadn’t ever heard anyone speak

  to Mrs McWatter like that. Then Mrs McWatter took off her glasses and sat back down.




  

    

      MRS MCWATTER: Err . . . Err, well, I suppose that’s fine.


    


  




  It was really weird. I didn’t understand why Mrs McWatter didn’t tell Lexi off or shout at her and say something like, ‘We do not talk to each other like that

  at St Thomas School!’ Instead she was looking all fidgety and flustery.




  I looked at Lexi and held out my hand. She looked down at it, sighed and then she shoved both of her hands inside her jacket pockets. Fine, I thought, I don’t want to shake

  hands with you either! I don’t care if you’re called Lexi with an I not a Y.
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