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    This book is dedicated to every child who never had the chance to fully enjoy their childhood because it was overshadowed by bullying adults.
May you always remember that your imagination, and courage are worth protecting. Childhood should be a time of wonder, not fear!
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Chapter 1: By the Harbour
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It was a very hot morning when I went down by the harbour by myself, just like most weekends. The sun was already shining red-hot. Rex brushed against my leg, his warm furry body pressing into me like he owned the space I was standing in. I turned my head away for a moment because I saw a man selling bag juice and snacks near the corner. His old makeshift tray was balanced on his head like he had done it a million times. I waved him down until he noticed me and slowed his pace. 

As I moved closer to the seller, the air near the harbour brushed against my face. It always felt cooler than the rest of Kingston. Boats rocked slowly on the water, some tied improperly, others drifting just enough to make you wonder whether someone had forgotten them on purpose.

“Three Cal’s bag juice,” I said, pointing at the bags “and two coconut rolls.”

He nodded like he didn’t need me to repeat myself and handed them over quick. I paid, then walked to a bench facing Kingston Harbour. The water was moving slow that morning, pulling the small fishing boats in like they were part of the tide itself. I sat down and started eating, as the cool air flow into the harbour. Rex stayed close at first, sniffing the ground, then suddenly he went still. Then he started digging. His paws scratched at the dirt like something important was hiding there. At first, I thought he had found food or a bone or something like that. But the sound was louder than usual.

“Rex,” I said, leaning forward, “what is it now?”

He didn’t answer, obviously. But he kept digging.

A shape.

Something small in the dirt.

Before I even thought properly about it, I saw the colour.

It was very colourfully decorated, almost too bright for the place it was sitting in. A pencil. It looked like it had been dropped by mistake.

I reached in and picked it up.

It felt smooth in my hand, and colder than it should have been.

Rex let out a loud, sudden howl right beside me.

I flinched so hard my chest went tight.

“Rex!” I said quickly, patting his head, trying to calm him down. “Stop it.”

But he wasn’t looking at me. He was staring at the ground where I had taken it from, like he was waiting for something to come back. I slipped the pencil into the bottom of my old bag without thinking too much about it.

After that, Rex didn’t settle. His ears were up the whole time, his eyes watching everything but never staying still. 

“Rex, stop barking nuh!” 

Eventually I decided we should just go home.

There was no point staying if he was going to act like that. 

We moved through the narrow lanes of Kingston where zinc fences leaned into each other. The smell of sewage was strong in some places, rising without warning and making my stomach turn beyond compare. I swallowed hard, wishing I hadn’t finished the coconut roll so fast.

Rex walked behind me now.

That was not like Rex.

He always liked to be beside me, never trailing like that. I kept glancing back, but he just followed slowly, his head slightly lowered.

When we turned into our lane, a few children were outside playing marbles on the dirt path. Their hands flicked the marbles with focus, like the whole world depended on who won.

“Lilly!” I called out automatically, spotting her near the group, but she didn’t hear me properly. I didn’t stop long enough to wait either. Something about Rex made me want to get home faster.

We kept moving.
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By the time we reached the yard, the heat had started to press down even harder. Mummy was already outside. She opened the old leaning zinc gate when she saw me coming.

“How was your day?”

“The sun was very hot but at least the sea breeze helped a little,”

We both hugged before I went in.

“Remember to wash your hands before dinner,” she said, looking at me properly.

“Yes, mummy!” I answered, stepping inside.

Rex stopped at the gate.

He didn’t come in.

I turned around. “Rex, come in nuh?”

He stayed where he was.

“Rex, come in the yard now.” Mummy went to close the gate while she was speaking.

“Rex,” I said again, softer this time, “it’s time to come in.”

I backed away from the gate a little after I hadn't heard any sounds from Rex.

“Rex!” I tugged on his leash, but he kept pulling away. 

“If you don't want to come in, then stay on the street,” I muttered to myself.

By dinnertime, the smell of Mummy's chicken foot soup filled the yard. My stomach growled as I washed my hands and sat down at the old wooden table. Mummy set her phone to old songs then placed her phone on the table for it to continue playing just like a radio.

“Did you do anything to Rex?” Mummy asked as she ate.

“No. He's just been acting odd since this morning,” I said.

“After dinner I want you to give Rex some of your bone and collect some of mine too?” Mummy asked, ladling soup into my bowl.

“Okay, Mummy” I answered.

After dinner, I carried my empty bowl to the sink and stepped back into the yard to call him. I had a clear plastic bag with half-eaten chicken foot for Rex.  

“Rex!”

No answer.

Then I spotted him.

He was squeezing underneath an old rusty zinc fence, his tail disappearing through a gap at the bottom.

“Rex! Come back!”

He ignored me and slipped through to the other side before I could reach him.

“Fine,” I grumbled. “Don't expect any food today.”
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By the time Monday came, Lilly and I walked into class together. The morning felt long before it even properly started. Miss Hunter tried her very best to make us understand Mathematics, but everything she said sounded like gibberish. I nodded my head, pretending to pay attention.

By last period, I was just glad it was Art.

I walked into the classroom a little too fast and bumped into Marlon’s chair, knocking over his open soda bottle. It fell to the floor, spilling out, but Marlon picked it up and kept drinking it. He then kicked a piece of paper off the floor towards the spill.

“Watch it, Paula!” he said, laughing instead of getting angry.

“Sorry,” I muttered, sliding past him.

Miss Pryce was already at the front, clapping her hands to get us quiet.

“Today’s assignment,” she said, “is to create your dream house using a cardboard box. I want creativity not laziness.”

Around the room, chairs scraped and people started talking immediately.

“My house is going have two floors,” Keisha said, turning around in her seat. “And a pool on the roof.”

“STUPID!” someone behind us shouted.

“A roof pool? That can’t work,” Marlon replied, shaking his head.

“It’s my dream house, not your house,” she snapped back.

Lilly leaned over to me, smiling like she already had everything planned.

“My mummy has plenty boxes at home,” she said. “Mine going look better than everybody in this whole school.”

“Don't be Delulu!” Marlon shouted.

I grinned and leaned forward on my desk.

“Lilly, I bet you five hundred dollars my
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