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For optimists everywhere
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There is absolutely no storybook magic in our family. We don’t have a grandad who can fly, or an uncle who is busy somewhere building a time machine, or parents who are world-famous wizards-in-hiding. Our grandad walks with a stick, we have zero uncles, and our mum and dad have out-of-the-blue started saying things like, ‘Put that back where it came from,’ and, ‘Where’s your school uniform?’ and, ‘Please hoover your room immediately.’

According to my big sister, Claude, this makes us extremely ordinary. But we have never been ordinary. And I don’t think we should be ready to start now.

I’m not pretending there haven’t been some big changes. Things are feeling very pedestrian around here, that’s for sure. Extremely squidged in. And it goes without saying that nobody has a wand to get us out of trouble, or their own super-helpful pack of wolves, or a lump of rock that can speak in whole sentences. There are no parallel universes under our sinks, or other worlds in our wardrobes, or perfect tiny humans between our walls. There are cleaning products, and clothes, and possibly mice. I don’t have shoes that rush about all over the place with a mind of their own. I have one pair of trainers that are at least one size too small, and I am not ready to throw them away yet because they have been with me everywhere, on so many adventures. The washing machine won’t get the grass stains out of Claude’s precious new jeans, and right now, Dad can’t get rid of the coffee he spilled on Grandad’s carpet. So I am pretty sure that none of us can make stuff disappear.

But the thing is, there is more than one kind of magic. It shouldn’t have to mean the same as impossible, and only be allowed to happen in stories. That just doesn’t seem right to me. Claude says our definitions of magic are different, and that I am always marvelling at something or other for no good reason because I am way too easily impressed. I am twenty-four seven on the lookout for some everyday, actually real-life magic because that’s the kind I believe in, and, to be honest, I think we could do with some.

When I say so, Claude does one of her semi-professional eye-rolls and says, ‘Oh, yeah? Well. Good luck with that.’

When you don’t have storybook magic, your problems are less fancy and not as much fun to fix. For example, Dad has stuck a big heavy book about trees over the coffee stain, in a hurry, and now it is lurking there in the middle of the room where it doesn’t belong, like a suitcase in a canal. Any minute, somebody, most likely Grandad, is going to bump into it and find out the truth. Claude says it’s not going to be pretty when he does, and it is only a matter of time. Even with my talent for positive thinking, I am starting to think she might have got that one right.

I am ten, and Claude is thirteen.

She smells like cherries and wears black make-up all over her eyes. She has the straightest, whitest teeth and the shiniest toothpaste smile I have ever seen. When she is happy, she looks like an advert for the dentist, but at the moment that isn’t very often. Dad says Claude’s toothpaste smile has become a bit like a meteor shower, because it might only happen once or twice a year, and if you blink you’ll miss it.

We saw a meteor shower in California, when I was six and Claude was nine. The sky rained stars for hours and hours, and I fell asleep before it was finished. You would have to do a long old blink to miss that.

Claude is short for Claudia Eloise, and rhymes with bored, which these days is just about right. Ever since we got back to the UK and moved into Grandad’s house, she is always complaining that nothing is worth doing and there is less than nothing to do. Mum and Dad have started calling her the brick wall, but not so she can hear them. They whisper it behind their hands, but I’m not sure they need to bother. As far as I can tell, she has pretty much completely stopped listening to anything they have to say.

Mum and Dad’s names are Rina and Dan, short for Marina Jane Blake and Daniel Samson Applebloom. They have been hyper-distracted and crazy-busy since we arrived, doing out-of-character and mind-bendingly ordinary things like applying for jobs that involve zero travel, signing up at the doctor’s, and shoe-horning us into schools. These are not activities we are used to our parents being busy at. In fact, they are the total opposite of what we have spent our whole lives being taught to expect. It is very unsettling. Claude reckons Mum and Dad had radical personality transplants, like, overnight, when we weren’t looking. She says they might not actually be our original parents any more, and we need to stay alert, because absolutely anything could be about to happen.

I say, ‘Are you sure they’re the only ones?’ because right now I would bet money on the fact she’s had the personality transplant too. She definitely isn’t acting like my original sister. She isn’t nearly as much fun as she used to be.

I haven’t had anything transplanted. I am exactly the same as ever, even though everything else has changed. My name can’t be shortened and I don’t have a middle one. It is what it is, and everyone just calls me Joy.
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The here that we have got to is Grandad’s house.

His name is Thomas Blake, and he is Mum’s dad, although sometimes I find it hard to believe they are even related. I would never ever pick them out of a line-up of fathers and daughters, unless I knew. Not in a million. Grandad is sort of faint and blurry, like someone drew him with a soft pencil, and Mum is marker-pen dark. Mum is loud and bombastic and colourful, and Grandad is more narrow and faded and quiet. Mum is a socialist, which is a long political word for being good-at-sharing, and Grandad? Well, Grandad is not. Mum says we are world citizens and should support the free movement of people across the globe, and I think Grandad would prefer to put a nice tall fence around this one little island, and cover it in great big signs that say,

NO TRESPASSING

and

PRIVATE PROPERTY

and

KEEP OUT.

Our family does not see eye to eye with Grandad on a long list of things. I think that’s why we spend so much time talking to him about the weather.

The letters on his doormat say Mr T. E. Blake but he won’t tell me what the E is for, so I have decided to guess. I have been allowing myself a new guess every day. I don’t think I am close to getting it right, but so far he has not decided to correct me, so I’m just going to carry on trying.

Thomas Elephant Blake’s face is full of pockets and pouches like a backpack and when he speaks, the pockets and pouches fill and empty with air. The letters he gets are mostly catalogues for slippers that plug into the wall, and baths with actual doors in the side for getting in and out, and hearing aids disguised as reading glasses. I think the catalogues are brilliant and inventive, but Thomas Eggcup Blake does not agree. He says that having permanently cold feet and not being able to climb in and out of the bath or hear and see properly are not reasons to celebrate. I think he says that about a lot of things. I’m not sure he is really the celebrating kind. He is mostly grey from head to toe, like he has just walked through a room where the ceiling fell in. Claude says that wouldn’t happen at Thomas Eagle-Eye Blake’s house, where everything looks scared of being out of place. She says the ceilings wouldn’t be brave enough. They actually wouldn’t dare.

Mum is keen for us all to get along like a house on fire, another thing my sister says would never happen, seeing as Grandad goes around at night switching every single plug socket off. We aren’t supposed to make up our minds about him yet, because we don’t know him well enough to reach a proper verdict. Mum says, Family is Family is Family, whatever side of the fence you’re on, whatever your domestic habits or whatever you believe. Dad says we all need to be patient with each other, and spend more time together, and let the dust settle.

Claude says, ‘Fat chance,’ and I think, ‘What dust? There isn’t even one speck,’ but they both say that it will be worth the wait, and that eventually the real Grandad will emerge like a butterfly coming out of its chrysalis, or at least a snake shedding its old skin.

I have seen thousands and thousands of Monarch butterflies hatching in Mexico, turning the hillsides a living, quivering red, and I have watched a rattlesnake leave behind its own skin outside in the hot sand, quick and papery as a crayon wrapper. So I wonder exactly how soon and how spectacular Thomas Extravaganza Blake’s big reveal might actually be.

Claude shakes her head at me, and then at Mum and Dad, and then at our new squashed-in world in general, and says something muffled and full of gravel about nobody bothering to hold their breath.
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Before we landed here, we had always travelled about. A lot. The four of us have been moving and living and working and mucking about in all sorts of parts of the world since I was a baby, since before I can even remember. Claude and Mum and Dad and me. We have always been free as birds. Claude keeps a list somewhere, in one of her many notebooks, of all the different places we have been, and I’ve forgotten the exact number, but there are 195 countries in the world and counting, so we were only just getting started.

Grandad likes to call what we did ‘gallivanting about the globe’. Mum and Dad always called it ‘living’.

Before, if we were a family of plants, we would have been sycamore blades or maple keys or those bits of dandelion fluff that float along on the breeze from one place to another, minding their own business, going places, never worrying where.

Mum used to watch the sunset over wherever we were, and sigh in a good way and say, ‘Aren’t we lucky?’ She used to say she could never see us stuck in one place, in a box, on a street with identical boxes, all nailed down.

And the rest of us agreed.

When it was hard to leave stuff behind, there were always new things ahead of us to make up for it. The giggling sisters in the café in Hanoi that makes the sweet soup, or the elephant boats in Mumbai, or Fabiola, the girl in Mexico City who taught me Spanish at the exact same time as teaching me how to roller-skate, so that I didn’t even realize until later that I was learning to do both.

And if problems started to mount up, such as giant mosquito bites, or genuine real-life cooked guinea pigs on the menu, or traffic fumes as thick and damp as cotton wool, then moving day was a very handy thing that could not come fast enough.

So far, I have grown up always looking forward to what’s next. For as long as I can remember, there has been something interesting to do and somewhere exciting to be right around the corner.

The four of us have liked it that way, and I’ve never known anything else, which is why Mum and Dad say it’s no surprise that I’m the sunniest, most adventurous person they know.



When Mum and Dad told us about moving back here, we were 7,403km away in Zanzibar, an island in the Indian Ocean off the coast of Tanzania, on the east coast of Africa. Mum was working at a hospital, and Dad did lessons with us most mornings, and shifts in the kitchen of a hotel. Mum is a nurse and Dad is a chef. He is hands down the best cook I know. His food puts a smile even on Claude’s face, sometimes even now. I’m sure that Mum is good at her job too, but she is not even in the same league as Dad when it comes to cooking.

In Zanzibar we lived in a concrete house with nets over the windows and at night I fell asleep looking at the holes in the nets, full of sky, and listening to the in-and-out breathing of the sea. The tide at our favourite beach went out so far that we had to walk over a kilometre to get to the edge of the water. The sand was damp and fine and silvery white, and the sun cut out our shadows with scissors, and the ocean and the sky were the same bright, vivid gemstone blue.

There are coral reefs around the edges of Zanzibar, like a living breathing wall. On just an ordinary average afternoon, we’d see turtles and seahorses and frog fish and trumpet fish and anemone crabs and stone fish and more than one octopus, just by being there, without even trying. They didn’t take any notice of us, just went about their quick-slow, underwater business, while over their heads we made great big storm clouds in their sky. The sun broke into patterns beneath the surface of the ocean and we swam through patchworks of warm and then cold, and there was a whole world down there, full of shadows and light.

It was 1st April and we were playing football with Joseph and Godfrey and Prosper. Joseph and Prosper are brothers, and Godfrey’s dad worked at the same hospital as Mum. For weeks we had been making a ball out of plastic bags. Every time we found a new one we added it. Prosper showed us how to, because he’d done it a million times before. You have to wrap it properly and be very precise, or it goes all loose and baggy and the ball won’t work because it won’t be a ball at all, just a big lump of bag. When Prosper grows up, he is going to make his fortune building clever things out of all the stuff other people throw away. Plastics are worse than a nuisance on the island, and tourists are banned from bringing them and then leaving them lying around, but it happens anyway. That ball was just about reaching maximum size for any game, and the boys were already talking about what we were going to make next, which was a kind of kayak made from bottles. I was really looking forward to that, but we left before the first bottle-kayak was even finished. Sometimes, I picture them all paddling through the gemstone waves on the other side of the world. I bet Prosper made a special rudder for his, maybe out of an aerial and some bits of flipper, so he could control the direction of travel. I picture the turtles and seahorses and frog fish and trumpet fish and anemone crabs and stone fish and more than one octopus, all ignoring them as they go splashing and laughing by.

Moving day has never been a big deal for us because we are so used to it. There is always something else around the corner and somewhere new to go. But when Claude and I got home on 1st April, we couldn’t miss the red flags.

For a start, Mum and Dad were both there. In Zanzibar, they were only ever home at the same time on Friday evenings, and this was a Wednesday. Red Flag Number One.

Also, they had been pacing up and down and waiting for us to get home, we could tell. Very unusual. Red Flag Number Two.

Red Flag Number Three, the great big elephant in the room one, was Dad saying, ‘Crisps or biscuits?’

I can’t explain how extremely, eye-wateringly out of character this question was. The start of his personality transplant, right there. Our dad thinks crisps are the food of the devil. He can talk for a bewilderingly long time about just how devilish they are. When he does it, literally all Claude and I can think about is crisps.

‘Crisps,’ we both said, at the same time, and we looked at each other.

Claude can do that thing with her eyebrow, so one goes up and the other one stays where it is, which, if you ask me, is about the best way in the world to say, ‘Wait, what?’ without actually speaking. I can’t do the eyebrow thing but I can roll my tongue into a sort of Swiss roll, and she can’t, so that makes us even, except that rolling your tongue isn’t a good or quick way to send any kind of message. According to Claude, the difference between us has got everything to do with genetics and nothing to do with actual skills.


OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Boogaloo-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/images/f0008-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/ArchitectsDaughter-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Acknowledgements


		All About Joy


		‘Love From Joy’ Teaser


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218








OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Lato-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/images/f00ii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Spectral-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/images/9781471196485.jpg
[ \
SPARKLING SERIES FROM AWARD WINNING AUTHOR

.IENNY VAlENTINE

b

G'“L*‘ B
PR i
" CALLED

JOY






OEBPS/e9781471196485/images/title.jpg
A
GIRL
CALLED

b

& # AQQA
<

Lt TSRy
7 L%

GS";‘

JENNY VALENTINE

Ilustrations by Claire Lefevre

SIMON & SCHUSTER





OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Spectral-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781471196485/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


