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1 - At The Supermarket

“Oh, Mum, do I have to?” Billy slumped down in the back seat of the car and clicked the seatbelt into place. “It’s not fair! Why do I always have to go to the supermarket?” He stared hard at the back of his mum’s head as she drove. He hoped she might turn into an alien or something. Anything rather than go shopping.

“Funny, you didn’t say that when we went to London looking for that new skateboard shop.” His mum watched him in the rear-view mirror.

Billy noticed and snarled back at her, “Yeah, well ... that’s different.”

“I’ll tell you what, you stop eating, or wearing clothes, or going to the toilet, or having a shower, or cleaning your teeth, or any of the other things you do, like having clean sheets on your bed, shoes on your feet, and Jacko as a pet, then you won’t need to come shopping. How does that sound?”

“Muuum, be serious. All I’m saying is why do I have to go shopping?” Billy gazed out of the car window; they passed the park. “Look! See, it’s Tom, Ant, and Khalid.” He tapped his finger hard against the glass, trying to get her attention. “Please, Mum, stop and let me out.”

“I know that Lindy takes Ant and Max when she goes shopping, so why shouldn’t you come with me?” Billy’s mum slowed the car as they approached a pedestrian crossing. The lights had turned red. By chance, Lindy and Max stood on the crossing.

“See!” Billy screeched, “Ant’s not with them.” He crossed his arms over his chest and jabbed his fists deep into his armpits while pushing his chin forward.

“You can sulk all you like, but you’re help me with the shopping.”
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Billy took a trolley and scooted across the car park, following his mum into the supermarket. As they wandered up and down each aisle, working their way through a long list of items, every now and then, Billy’s hand would shoot out. He waited until his mum got distracted reading a label or trying to work out how many ounces in a gram, and then he would grab a packet of sweets or biscuits or shower gel in a Spiderman-shaped bottle, or anything else that took his fancy.

“No, Billy! How many more times?” His mum reached into the trolley and put each item back, placing them randomly on shelves that contained something totally unrelated but which they happened to be passing at the time. “You know money doesn’t grow on trees.” His mum narrowed her eyes and glared at him. “And anyway, too much sugar is bad for you.”

“Yeah, but what about the Spiderman shower gel? You want me to be nice and clean, don’t you?”

“Did you see the price of it compared to the supermarket’s brand? It’s twice as much.” His mum held his gaze.

“I suppose so.” Billy dropped his head. As he did, he spotted one of those dental chew dog bones. “What about this?” Billy grabbed the packet. “If you get this for Jacko, you won’t have to pay for a dog dentist.” Proud, he waved the bone in his mum’s face.

“Now, that makes sense. Investing in this dog chew today could mean we’ll save on vet bills in the future.” She took the packet from Billy and dropped it into the trolley.

Billy screwed up his eyes and creased his brow, “In whating?” 

“Investing. ... It’s when you make money work for you.” His mum reached into the trolley and took up the chew bone again. “See here; the price is four pounds and eighty pence.” She held it out for Billy to see. “But the last time we got Jacko’s teeth cleaned by the vet it cost over two hundred and seventy pounds.”

“Crikey, that’s nearly the cost of two skateboards. The one I want is only one hundred and forty pounds.” Billy took the bone back. “Does that mean if we buy this, you can buy me my skateboard with the money saved?” He tilted his head to one side and made a cheesy grin. “Please,” he added, for good measure.

His mum pretended not to hear as she loaded more items into the trolley. “Pick up that sack of potatoes for me, please, and then we’re finished.”

Billy squatted and lifted the sack. He let out a grunt as he strained. “Well?” he asked again.

His mum still didn’t answer. “A growing boy like you should be able to lift that.”

Billy staggered, lifting the sack high enough to push it over the side of the trolley. It dropped onto all the other shopping.

“Careful, or you’ll crush everything.” Billy’s mum manoeuvred the sack to one side. “Right, let’s go and pay.”
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The car boot shut with a loud thud. “Okay, good job. Time to get this lot home.” Billy’s mum slipped into the driver’s seat.

On the far side of the car park, Billy saw some teenagers practicing with their skateboards.

“Look, Mum, see that boy there?” Billy pushed his arm between the car’s front seats and pointed, “The one in the blue jacket. He’s got the board I want—an Element Nyjah Weaver. I saw it in the Boards and Bikes catalogue.”

“But you’ve got a skateboard, the one you bought from Dan Prescott with your birthday money. What’s wrong with that?” Billy’s mum drove on, leaving Billy hanging over the back seat and watching his dream board disappear into the distance.

“It’s okay, but I’m getting really good. Even Stu says so.”

“Stu ... Stewart Dunderdale? I told you to keep away from him.” Billy’s mum frowned.

Billy didn’t see, as he still sat looking out of the back window, but he heard his mum’s disapproval.

“Yeah, but he reckons I ought to go in for the under-fifteens competition.”

“But you’re only ten.” His mum sounded hesitant, “Are you sure he said fifteen?”

“Yeah, ‘cos that’s how good I am.” Billy’s smile couldn’t have been wider as he thought about what Stu had said. “So, can I?”

“How’s your friend Ant getting on? Is he as good as you?” Billy’s mum stopped the car outside their house.

“He’s learning slowly, but he’s nervous after breaking his arm where he smashed into that tree on his bike.”

“I’m sure he is. Are you helping him to improve his skateboarding?”

“Not really; I let him use my board sometimes, but he can’t even drop or pump or do a kick turn.” Billy sounded very matter of fact, but his mum didn’t have a clue as to what he was talking about.

“Oh, that’s a shame. Maybe you can teach him.” His mum rubbed her chin while she thought. “You say Stu says you’re good enough to go in for the under-fifteens competition. Does that mean there are lots of children who aren’t that good compared to you?”

“I guess so.” Billy had the sack of potatoes over his shoulder as he strode up the garden path. “Where do you want these?”

“What about giving lessons? If you’re that good, you can offer to teach other children and charge them. Then your skateboard becomes an investment, as you can earn money from it and put it toward that elephant hinge thingy board you want.”

“Oh, Mum, it’s called an Element Nyjah Weaver.”
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2 - Tablet Computers For All

“Have you seen this?” Ant, Billy’s best friend, pulled a folded scrap of paper from his schoolbag. “It’s from our school’s parent-teacher group or whatever they’re called.” Ant stopped walking and pulled at Billy’s arm. “Oi.”

“What?” Billy stopped also. “What is it?”

“This.” Ant waved the paper in his face. “Have you seen it? It’s so exciting.” Ant ran in a circle around Billy.

“Yeah, I got one, I think. What’s it about?” Billy snatched the paper from Ant and read it aloud. “Wow! Tablet computers for all of year five and six students. Awesome!” Billy high-fived Ant. “That’s mega.”

“Yeah, but it says the PTA are looking to all parents to help with fund raising or for a donation.” Ant’s smile turned upside down. “I’m not sure Mum and Dad can afford it. Don’t they cost hundreds of pounds?”

“About five hundred, I think.” Billy’s face dropped too when he realised the price.

“We can’t end up the only ones in class without one.” Ant kicked at a stone as they continued their walk toward the bike sheds. “I don’t think Tom’s mum will have the money. She has three kids—Katie, who’s in the same class as my sister Max, and then Tom, and of course, stinker Eddy, who’s at secondary school. He doesn’t deserve one.”

The excitement over the tablets slipped away. Both boys looked glum as they unlocked their bikes before pulling them from the racks.

Ant turned to Billy. “Anyway, what were you thinking about?”

“When?”

“Just now, in the playground. When I tried to show you that bit of paper, you were like a zombie.” Ant pushed on his bike’s pedal and moved off.

“I thought about what my mum said to me when we went to the supermarket.” Billy pulled alongside Ant.

“I might have some superpowers, but mind reading isn’t one of them. What did your mum say?” Ant stared at Billy.

“Um ... oh, yeah ... no... I mean, mum told me about investing.”

Ant thought for a bit. “Is that like getting dressed, like climbing into your trousers? You know, when you put on a vest, do you get into your vest? Get it, in ... vest ... ing.”

“What are you going on about now? It’s got nothing to do with getting dressed or trousers; it’s about money.” Billy looked at Ant as if he had two heads. “You know Stu says I’m a natural at skateboarding and should go into the—”

“Yeah, yeah ... under-fifteens competition. How many more times?”

“Well, I need an Element Nyjah Weaver board if I’ve a chance at winning, but they cost a hundred and forty pounds. So, Mum came up with the idea of me using the board I bought from Dan and giving lessons to other kids. That’ll give me money, which I can save
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