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        For all my overseas readers, I didn’t realize how many biscuits make it into my stories and there was some confusion when a character tucked into a Bourbon in my first book. So, here is a handy guide to British biscuits! Hope it helps.
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        To Grandma, I love you and I miss you.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          JOSH

        

      

    

    
      Ninety-one days. Ninety-one days and then I can escape this hell-hole. A poster about the end of year prom has been stuck to Marshall’s door. We get to escape this prison in three whole months! Lewis stands off to the side of the hallway, glancing in my direction. I don’t know what he does with his days anymore. I started my time at St. Cuthbert’s High School with him glued to my side, picking out weird kids to bully and now I’m finishing it with one of those weird kids being my half-brother.

      “Come on in, year eleven. I’ve a surprise for you!” Marshall appears in the doorway, his black moustache shaking with excitement. I’ve promised Mum I’ll try and pass my exams and get to college, do a joinery course Mr Hogg’s told me about. Turns out, at long last, they’ve discovered a talent!

      I can cut up wood.

      Students tumble through the door, and I wait at the back, avoiding Lewis’s gaze. There’s something different as I stroll into the classroom, not only does Marshall look like he’s had too many coffees with his breakfast, but in front of every chair are two sheets of lined paper. Nothing he finds this exciting can be any good. “Don’t get your exercise books out but do make sure you’ve remembered a pen and your brain!” He laughs at his own joke and my jaw tenses. “Come on!” he continues. “Sit down and no peeking!” He waggles one of his hairy fingers and I want to grab it and snap it clean off. This looks suspiciously like we’ve a test, a test he’s definitely failed to mention. I would’ve remembered because I want to throw up in my mouth every time a teacher mentions words like, test, exam, or assessment. It’s always been this way, but ever since Elliot and I got back from our bio-father adventure, I promised Mum things would be different. No more shirking my responsibilities at school. And I meant it, even if my nerves around tests have only gotten worse.

      I make my way to the front of the room and take my seat next to Highlighter Girl, who’s already frantically rooting in her fluffy pencil case to choose what highlighters she might use during this lesson. Will it be putrid pink or vomit green? I feel a bit green actually, maybe I need to leave immediately and see Mrs Rogerson, the school nurse. Headache? Sudden onset of nausea? Allergic to moustached teachers and surprise assessments?

      “I’ll take the register and then explain what fun I’ve in store for you.” For someone who’s supposed to be an expert on words, I think we need to define the word fun, Sir.

      This is not fun.

      Teasing my little sisters? Making my mum jump by shouting SPIDER? That’s fun. This is … hell. This is hell wrapped up with an over excited English teacher and his surprise announcement.

      A scrunched-up piece of paper flies through the air and hits the top of Edward Burns’s head. “Lewis!” Marshall barks. “Pick that up!”

      After the register’s taken, Marshall places his Top Teacher mug onto his desk and stands at the front of the room, his arms outstretched like he’s about to conduct the junior choir. “It goes without saying that these final few months are important.” Here we go! The speech every teacher has tortured us with this year since the start of the summer term. I’ll sit back and wait patiently for phrases like do yourself proud and show us what you can do. “This is the time to show what you can do.”

      Bingo!

      “Your final exams start in a couple of months, so I thought it would be a great experience to do another practice question and I can assess how you do.” He looks at the class like he’s offered us each a stash of money.

      “A great experience?” I mutter. Highlighter Girl turns her head away from me. Taking this test will be as great as smashing my head through that window.

      I can’t do this.

      It’s okay for the Elliots in the room. He’ll storm this assessment whereas I’ll sit here struggling to spell storm. It was only yesterday when the teacher was laughing at me in Maths because I was writing about acute angels instead of angles.

      “When I say so, I would like you to turn over the paper and read the short story on the other side. Then you have three ten-mark questions to answer, all assessing a variety of …” Marshall’s annoying voice fades into the distance. Despite my improved effort this year, the teachers are very clear that my grades are still disappointing and unsatisfactory. If I want to get a place on the joinery course at Farnham College, I must pass both Maths and English, but it’s not that simple. I never finish tasks in time; I never remember anything and it’s quite clear I can’t spell. Mr Gregson, my science teacher, has told me, repeatedly, that if my handwriting doesn’t improve, I’ll need to use a laptop in lessons. I’ll be one of the special kids. I don’t blame him, even I struggle to read what I’ve written sometimes.

      “Everyone ready?” Oh God, he’s still talking and I’m still sitting here in this room, a head through the window seems the better option right now. “You’ve forty-five minutes starting from … now!” He puts a large digital timer on the board and Highlighter Girl excitedly starts reading the paper, before long there’s a rainbow of colours across her sheet. I look around the room and everyone’s reading, except Lewis who’s been moved to the back of the class for his unacceptable behaviour and looks like he’s falling asleep.

      Focus.

      Read the first few lines.

      Read them again.

      Focus.

      I keep forgetting what I’ve read.

      Read it again.

      Elliot’s writing feverishly on the paper, not even coming up for a breath. The big timer’s going down. Five minutes have passed. I read each word and try to get my head round this stupid story. It seems to be about a Snowdrop. A whole story about a Snowdrop! Why do I need to know about a Snowdrop if I want to cut up wood for a living? I look at the Macbeth display on the wall.

      
        
          [image: Full of scorpions is my mind]
        

      

      And for once, I understand what Shakespeare’s getting at. I wish my scorpions would keep still and concentrate.

      “Twenty minutes gone,” Marshall informs us.

      I don’t need his reminder with that big timer mocking me. I’ve not even started a question yet. This is a joke. What’s the point? I clench my fist and hit the table; Highlighter Girl shuffles her chair away from me. Marshall’s beady eyes peer over the tower of exercise books he’s marking; he gets up off his chair, striding over to my desk. “All okay, Josh?” I ignore him, bite hard on my lip, and try not to tell him where to shove this stupid story and his stupid lessons and his stupid moustache and his stupid wagging finger. Elliot stops writing for a second and looks over, mouthing something annoyingly encouraging at me. Sir points to the question paper. “What is it you are finding difficult?”

      Where do I start, Sir?

      I find it difficult that everyone else is halfway through writing their answers and I’m not even halfway through reading the first paragraph. I find it difficult that I’ll always be the stupid one in the class. I find it difficult that no matter how hard I try—it doesn’t seem worth it and, finally, I find it difficult that you’re standing there and drawing more attention to me.

      Anything else?

      I find it difficult not to tell you what I really think about your lessons and your surprise tests. There’s an awkward moment as he continues to stay by my table like a bad smell. Highlighter Girl glances over at me.

      What’s he waiting for?

      Is he hoping that his mere god-like presence will suddenly make me become a genius?

      Sadly not, Sir.

      “Want some help, Josh?” Lewis has woken up and is shouting from the back of the room, mimicking Marshall’s voice. “Your younger sister might be able to help you!” I spin round and there’s a grin across his face. The chair crashes behind me as I jump up. The rest of the class freeze, some glance up from their papers hoping to see something more exciting than a story about Snowdrops. Marshall stands in my way and places a hand gently on my chest as Lewis’ laughter bounces around the classroom walls. “Ha!” he shouts. “Did I hit a nerve?”

      “Sit down, Josh. Leave it,” Sir orders and then points at Lewis. “That’s a second warning, Lewis. Keep up like that and—”

      “Warning?” Lewis stands up whilst others put their pens down to watch the show. “How’s that even fair? I’m not the one throwing chairs around the room! I was being kind and simply offering a suggestion. We all know Josh struggles at reading. I think you’ve set the bar too high, maybe he should start on Spot The Dog? I can get a copy from my—”

      “What did you say?” I push past Marshall. “Say it again! Come on! I dare you to say it again!”

      “Ignore him.” Sir appears in front of me again. “I’ll deal with him; you sit down and show me what you can do.”

      Everyone’s staring. Elliot stands up and gently shakes his head at me as if to say don’t retaliate. I look to Lewis, to Elliot and back to Marshall. “There’s one thing I can do really, really well, Sir.”

      “What’s that?”

      I grab my bag and leave the classroom, shoving my shoulder into Lewis on the way out.
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        * * *

      

      I hang around the park before it’s time to collect Coral. She’s waiting by the school gates of her primary school, swinging her blue school bag. She spots me and tilts her head, the same way Mum and the teachers tilt their heads, the what-have-you-done now head tilt. “I know! I know!” I raise my arms. “I’m only a few minutes late.” She skips by my side.

      “Tut, tut, tut.” She waves her finger. “Mummy will be cross.”

      “Well, let’s not tell her. Enough about me. How was your day, shrimp?”

      Since Mum’s been working more hours in the shop and Coral, my younger sister, has started school, I’ve been tasked with the job of collecting her two days a week. “It was good and bad. Good because we had jacket potatoes with beans and cheese for lunch but bad because Miss Sweeney made us do a test.”

      We turn left onto a narrow street and head towards our new home. Coral grabs my hand. We moved into a smaller terraced house a few months after our alcoholic stepdad Steve left and after I found out that Gavin Turner, my bio-dad, was in prison for assaulting two women. “How’d the test go?”

      “Booooring!” she shouts. I smile and she squeezes my hand tightly. “How was your day, Joshy?”

      “Actually, I had a test too.”

      “Was it difficult? Mine was very difficult. I had to spell words with the oo sound.”

      “Yes, mine was very difficult too.”

      “Well, you can only do your best, Joshy. That’s what Miss Sweeney says. You can only do your best.” She nods her head with each word.

      We reach our house and walk up the cobbled path whilst I root for the house key in my trouser pocket. Mum’s voice can be heard from behind the front door, she must’ve left work early. I open the door and hear my name. “I’m worried about him, Vee.” She’s on the phone to Elliot’s mum. “School phoned again today. He shouted at another boy and stormed out of class.” I look at Coral and raise my finger to my lips. “I know, Vee. I do. But what if?” I lean closer to the door. “What if … he can have such a temper on him at times and I’m worried.” Coral starts to fuss but I put my hand over her mouth. “What if? I hate saying this out loud and I would never say it to him but …” Coral squirms and tries to pry my hand from her mouth. “What if … it’s how he learned to be? What if it’s not his fault? I know. I know. I’m being silly, but what if he turns out like him? What if he turns out like Steve?”

      My hand falls from Coral’s face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          ELLIOT

        

      

    

    
      Big, bright sunflowers bloom around her neck today. The thermometer in Mrs Spencer’s office states twenty-six degrees.  A warm March day for Mallowbank, one which promises Summer’s waiting around the corner, or as Dickens would say ‘when the sun shines hot, and the wind blows cold, when it is summer in the light and winter in the shade’. A day where school jumpers are tied around waists, shirt sleeves are rolled up, and water fights break out on the large fields behind the portacabins and yet, my school counsellor’s wrapped up in one of her many colourful scarves. Sunflowers today, watermelons last week, and parrots the week before that.

      Mrs Spencer takes a seat opposite me for our final meeting, hugging my red folder tight to her chest like a beloved childhood teddy. “I can’t believe this day has finally come,” she stutters, reaching for the box of tissues, dabbing her eyes and smearing black mascara across her cheek. Mrs Spencer and I have been meeting for two years now. Once a week, I have sat in this cluttered room, amongst the tattered self-help books and discarded art projects, vomiting up personal baggage whilst Mrs Spencer has kindly offered me advice, a smile, and a variety of questionable confectionery. Whilst I coughed up each ugly Elliot Hart furball, she’s listened and comforted me: agoraphobic Mum furball, bully Josh furball, and not forgetting the evil Gavin Turner furball; Mrs Spencer’s always been there with wise words and soft chocolate digestives.

      “Elliot, Elliot, Elliot.” She swings her lime green stockinged legs back and forth. “Lost in that world of yours again? This is it! Our last session. I look at the young man sitting in front of me—” She sniffs, pressing the tissue towards her mouth and starts to squeak, the next few words are barely audible but along the lines of You’ve been through so much, I’m so proud of you and finally, I’m really going to miss you. Each word spat out before taking a much-needed breath. It’s March and our study leave doesn’t start till June so, technically speaking, she would still see me around school, but this doesn’t feel like a moment to be Elliot the Pedantic. I’ll miss her too; her bright coloured clothes; how her feet never touch the ground and how she always offers me confectionery a month past their sell by date. I lean forward and pick up my rucksack, unzip it and search past my Tupperware box and tattered copy of Huxley’s Brave New World, before pulling out a small parcel wrapped in yesterday’s newspaper. My cheeks suddenly feel very warm. “I got you a little something Miss—it’s nothing big and I’m sorry about the wrapping but well—well—I wanted to say …”

      Mrs Spencer has helped, not cured, my social anxiety.

      She gently places my folder down on a plastic chair beside her and smiles. “Still one with the words?”

      “I want to say thank you.” The words spill out quickly, my arm outstretched, holding the parcel like an awkward child offering a gift at Christmas.

      She takes it, presses it towards her chest and scrunches up her face. “It should be me thanking you, Elliot. You’ve taught me so much. You’ve taught me how to face life’s challenges with such strength and dignity.” My body tenses, as she gently tears off the newspaper wrapping, and I wish I opted for a box of Celebrations from Mr Peter’s shop instead. Looking out of the window, there’s a group of girls from the year below playing hockey in their PE lesson. “Oh! Elliot! I love it!” With one flick of her hand, a cotton scarf with all the colours of the rainbow emblazoned on it, floats in the air and falls delicately onto her knee. “It’s absolutely beautiful. Thank you.”

      We remain silent.

      Miss looks at her new scarf whilst I spot some students truanting their lesson, heading across the school yard towards the oak tree for a cigarette. She senses my uneasiness and comes to sit near me, holding her present in one hand and grabbing my hand tightly in the other. “Please listen to me. You’re going to be okay. You’re not the same frightened boy I came across two years ago. Since then, you’ve tackled many demons in your closet with such stoicism. Granted, you still need to work on your social skills.” She winks. “But you’ve come through the worst and now it’s your time to shine. Your mum’s getting better every day—”

      And there she had it.

      Smack.

      Bang.

      Wallop.

      Hitting the nail on the ginger Elliot Hart head.

      “What is it? You’ve that puckered up face I’ve come to know and love so well. Is it Josh? He’s not bullying you again?”

      “Oh no! We’re good. He's been different since our trip away.”

      “Is it your mum? She’s getting better, isn’t she? The last report from social services said—”

      “Yeah, she is.” I interrupt. “Honestly, she’s much better. She’s keeping up with her medication and her appointments with Dr. Jonas, walking to the village by herself and has even started an art course at the library, made friends with some guy called Clint.” His name sounds sour in my mouth.

      Mrs Spencer throws her arms in the air. “That sounds great!”

      It is … great. It’s something I have wished for since I was small. My mum is getting better every day. Then why did it leave a big, tangly knot in my stomach?

      “Doesn’t it sound great, Elliot?” Miss questions.

      “Yes, but–but …”

      “But-but what?”

      I wrap the strap of my rucksack tight around my index finger. “It’s silly. I guess I feel a bit weird. The one thing I knew about my life, the one thing that never changed, was my relationship with my mum. She was unwell, and I was her carer. That was fixed. The constant. I did the shopping, bills, cleaning; I went to the village and picked our food for that night. Everyone keeps talking about life after our exams, college or jobs, and I’ve spent so long thinking about my mum that I’ve no idea what I should do with my own life now!” My shoulders slump, weighed down by the honesty of these worries.

      Mrs Spencer lets go of my hand and leans back in her chair. “This is all perfectly understandable. There’s a lot of change coming up. Let’s focus on that, shall we? Have you had any more thoughts on your plans for next year? We’ve discussed applying for the college in Farnham. You’re bright enough to study any subject you want, or …” She jumps out of her chair. “Before I forget! Mr Kay popped by yesterday and wanted me to give you this.” She roots through a pile on her desk and hands me a shiny brochure, an application form for a drama course at Cruxby Royal College of Arts. “He’s always said how great you are in drama; he said your acting’s good but your singing’s incredible! Best he’s ever heard he said. There’s a fantastic drama course in the city, which is focused around acting and singing, you can even start at sixteen. He says it’s one of the most esteemed drama courses in the country.” She flicks her hand in the air and takes a bow. “You could be the next Laurence Olivier.”

      I place my bag down and open the brochure. “A vibrant community of musicians, actors and production artists in the heart of the city of Cruxby—”

      “See!” Mrs Spencer flaps, her stockinged legs swinging faster. “How good does that sound? You might become famous, and I’ll get invited onto a TV show to talk about Elliot Hart: The Early Years!”

      I smile at her enthusiasm and continue reading. “We are committed to the development of each student’s unique and individual practice—”

      “You can stay there during the week too!” she interrupts, pointing at the brochure. “Look at Anchor Court, the accommodation, it sounds very swish. En-suite bathrooms!”

      “And leave my mum?”

      “Only if she’s well enough. One step at a time. Have a read for now.” She nods to the brochure.

      Skimming through the pages, it explains the different modules, from contemporary theatre to building the ensemble, on the back page is a table breaking down the costs of each academic year. “Miss! It says the fees start at six thousand pounds! Six thousand pounds! They start at six thousand pounds. There’s no way I can afford this.” My heart sinks. We can barely manage to afford food at the end of the month. There’re only so many meals you can make with cheap mincemeat from the local Co-op.

      “I know! But Mr Kay explained to me that they offer two scholarships a year for exceptional students. You fit this category, Elliot. We can invite the tutors into school to see you perform and, alongside our references, they might offer you that scholarship and pay for it all. The course and the accommodation. Imagine that!” I stuff the application form in my bag. “Look, it’s just a thought. You, out of anyone, deserves a break. Promise me you will think about it and discuss it with your mum? Now she’s getting better, I think you should start thinking about what you want for your life.”

      “I’ll think about it.” She leans back, folds her arms, and raises an eyebrow. “I promise!” I’ve seen pictures of Cruxby Royal College of Arts on flyers in Mr Kay’s room and thought it looked like Hogwarts! But I’ve never dared to dream about any kind of life after St. Cuthberts. I’ve spent the past two years simply dreaming my mum would be alive when I came home from school. I’ve sung a few times in our drama lessons, even persuaded my neighbour, Tom, to teach me how to play the guitar and not forgetting my outstanding performance as orphan number five in last year’s Oliver production, but to get on this course I would need to perform solo in front of an audience … no matter what Mr Kay believes, I’m not ready for stardom or scholarships.

      Mrs Spencer squeezes my hand again. “You’ll figure it out, I’m sure. Look, the bell’s going to go for period three, and I’ve a little something for you too.” She flaps around her office, rummaging through the pile of folders on her desk, all of which hold the fears and secrets of another St. Cuthbert’s pupil. “Ahh! Here it is.” She spins around, a huge smile across her face, holding a brand-new tan leather briefcase like it’s a precious artefact from a museum. “You’ve had that tatty old school bag since I met you. Don’t think I didn’t notice that the zip doesn’t work and the T-rex on the front needs to remain in the Jurassic period.” I want to correct her to the late Cretaceous period but realise, again, this is not the time.

      See! My social skills are improving!

      Handing over the briefcase, I resist the urge to tell her this might attract the attention I’ve been trying so hard to avoid and Tom gave me this tatty old school bag for Christmas. It was around the time Mum stopped leaving the house. You can just about make out T-Rex’s open mouth and the faded blue words You’re Roar-Some etched above. The school bell rings. We both stand and I’m not sure what the etiquette is to say goodbye to your school counsellor, so I stretch my arm out to shake her hand but suddenly find myself smothered in her chest and surrounded by sunflowers. “You’re one of life’s good ones, Elliot Hart,” she whispers into my ear. “Don’t be scared to dream.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          JOSH

        

      

    

    
      Mum wipes the kitchen counter and then twists her hair up the back of her head, fastening it with a clip, whilst I varnish a small piece of wood at the table.

      “How was school yesterday?”

      Finally, she wants to talk to me and not Elliot’s mum! Last night, we had tea together and watched Eastenders, but she didn’t mention the phone call from Marshall and I certainly didn’t bring up the conversation I overheard. How can she think that I could be anything like that monster? But if I’m honest, I worry about the father figures in my life. My bio-dad’s in prison for assaulting women and my step-dad’s a violent drunk. What hope do I have?

      “It was fine.” There’s a part of me that wants to tell her that I’m struggling in lessons, but I don’t want to see that look of disappointment again. I do want to tell her I’ve had enough. I want to tell her that if one more teacher tells me to spell it out when I get a word wrong, that I might grab their green pen and shove it up their nose. Why does it matter anyway? If you can understand what I’ve written, how about not correcting it and then we can both leave the lesson happy. I want to tell her that no matter how many spelling tests they give me, I still won’t get it correct, and if I do get it right one week, there’s absolutely no guarantee I will get it right the week after. Pure fluke! Roll with it! I slap another layer of varnish on the wood and remain mute instead.

      Since we moved into this smaller house, I’ve been trying to help Mum as much as I can, even making some furniture with my mediocre woodwork skills, some shelves for the girls’ room, and a table for the living room, seeing the designs in my mind is much easier than understanding the stories in English or the boring articles in history. Mr Hogg lent me a couple of saws; a chisel and mallet and I’ve created a little workshop in the shed at the bottom of the garden.

      “They’ve asked me to do an extra shift at the shop this evening,” Mum shouts over the noise of CBeebies on the television. “The girls have been fed but Coral still needs to do her phonics homework.” Mum’s been working at the gift shop in Mallowbank since Steve left. Recently, they’ve given her a set of keys and put her in charge of closing. We moved into this house near the dogs’ home last year, and even though I go to sleep listening to the chorus of barking, I like it. Mum let me have the tiny third bedroom and the girls share the larger one. I don’t mind that it’s the size of a toilet cubicle. It’s my own space. My early teenage years were spent sharing with Coral and her hoard of broken dolls and Peppa Pig toys. I’m grateful to wake up without Barbie’s left foot sticking up my nose. The day we moved into this house, me and Mum shared a Chinese takeaway and made a promise to each other. I promised to stay out of trouble, and she promised to avoid men that are trouble. So far, she seems to be keeping to her word, and apart from slight hiccups like in English, I’m trying to keep to my promise too … even if she doesn’t see it.

      Luckily, there’s been no sight of Steve since he walked out that Christmas, so I wonder if he’s moved out of Mallowbank altogether and Mum’s doing much better, even talking about going to college to study business management. The girls haven’t asked much about him either, probably happy to see the back of his drunk arse. Mum wipes a mark off her black skirt and looks at her watch before kneeling by Coral, who’s colouring in a picture of Skye from Paw Patrol. “Okay, I’m off sweetheart. Josh is going to help with your phonics tonight.” She leans down and gently plants a kiss on her forehead, before tickling Sapphire’s belly, who’s starfished on the settee, hypnotised by the cartoons on the television. After repeating my instructions for the evening once more, she leaves for work and locks the door behind her. A habit she picked up since Steve left.

      “Right, squirt.” I close the colouring book. “Let’s do this homework and then have some chocolate chip ice cream I spotted in the freezer.” Her dog-eared blue exercise book is on the kitchen table underneath some post. There’s a thin, brown envelope with a red St. Cuthbert’s stamp in the corner. What do they want? One bust up in English and they are writing home already. I used to fall out with Marshall every soddin’ week. I rip it open and scan through the letter. It’s the progress report they send out in the last term and they’re inviting Mum into school to discuss my progress. They’ve kindly included a sheet of paper with a colourful table on it, my subjects all coloured green, orange or red. Green means all is great in the world, orange means we’re worried and red means you’re going to spend your older years working in the fast-food restaurant outside of Mallowbank. The amount of red on my sheet of paper indicates that I’m underachieving in all subjects except design and technology and PE. I bet Marshall would love to discuss the symbolism of these colours.

      Red.

      The colour of anger. Red suggests my teachers are livid about my lack of progress. The letter finishes with their concern about me passing my end of year exams. Great.

      “Joshy,” Coral tugs at my school trousers and waves her reading book in her hand. “Miss Sweeney says I’ve to read this book with a grown up and answer the questions at the back, something about Buff and Klipper.”

      I place the letter back down on the kitchen table and take a seat, allowing Coral to jump onto my knee and rest her head on my shoulder. “Okay, squirt.” I flip the book over and start reading the back, Coral starts laughing. “What’s up with you, giggler?”

      “You! You’re so funny!”

      I tickle her sides and she squirms on my knee, laughing even harder. “Now, come on! Focus. We haven’t even started the story yet!” I continue reading and she squeals louder, so I place the book down. “What’s up now?”

      “You’ve already said that line, silly!” I start again but she turns and pants at me, her cheeks red from laughter. “You sound strange when you read.” She mimics my voice whilst moving her arms like a robot.

      “You know what?” I shove her off my knee. “Leave it.”

      “No! Mummy said—”

      “I don’t care what Mummy said.” She runs off to the living room. I wonder what other sixteen-year-old boys are doing this evening and I doubt many are reading about the adventures of Biff and sodding Kipper whilst being mocked by their little sister. I storm out of the kitchen, slamming the door behind me and head down the
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