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            Chapter 1

         

         There is music everywhere – if you know how to listen.

         I’m walking home and I hear notes in the tap of my feet on the pavement and the fizz of a can of Coke. I can find music in the whoosh of our front door opening and in Mum calling my name. I can fit the notes that I hear together and they build into a symphony. A symphony of sounds that swirl and swish and lift me up like I’m flying. Mostly.

         But not when the music is the sound of glass breaking.

         Not when it’s the sound of metal crumpling.

         Not when it’s the sound of tyres screeching.

         Not when it’s the sound of me screaming.
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            Chapter 2

         

         Seven months ago, everything was fine. Better than fine, I think. It was almost perfect, even if I didn’t realise it at the time. I wasn’t full of fury and always angry at Mum. She had a job and we owned our house and whenever anything went a bit wrong, I could pick up my flute and play.

         When I played, the whole world faded away. I could forget arguments at school or Maths tests covered in red pen or the dog next door barking into the night. Playing the flute was like magic. I could see the music. It made colours everywhere.

         Then the crash happened. And everything changed.

         After the crash, I woke up from the operation and all I could see were bandages and needles and black stitches in my skin that looked like teeth.

         I tried to lift my water glass but my fingers wouldn’t obey.

         I tried to button my pyjamas but my fingers wouldn’t obey.

         I tried to lift my flute but it felt like I’d lost everything.
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            Chapter 3

         

         When I get home, I find Mum in the living room labelling packing boxes with a pen as black as my mood. She writes:

         KITCHEN – PLATES

         And:

         LIVING ROOM – BOOKS

         And:

         BATHROOM – TOWELS

         And each time Mum writes a label and seals up a box I watch a bit of my old life being packed away.

         “Annie, have you sorted your clothes into boxes?” Mum asks as she sellotapes a box labelled DIY THINGS – PAINT, ETC. She’s frowning at her hands because they’re covered in smudges from a leaking paint can. The corner of the box is seeping colour.

         Mum wipes her hands on her jeans. Before the crash, Mum would have run down the high street naked before she messed up her outfit. Now she doesn’t care.

         “No. My arm hurts,” I say. It’s not really true, but I know if I say it, I won’t have to do anything.

         It works at school too. The teachers don’t want to tell me, the poor sad injured girl, that she has to do cross-country runs or fractions. I look down at my arm and see the scar that glows in a silver line and the fingers that don’t bend the way I want them to any more.

         Mum looks at me and then she looks at her hands again. The paint is dripping. Drip. Drip. Drip. Music.
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         In my mind, the paint is a flood. It’s turning red. It’s pouring now. Red rivers trickling down her arms and pooling on the floor. I can hear the scream of tyres and the scream of me.

         I blink away the crash and the blood disappears. Mum is scrubbing a tiny splatter of paint from her thumb. She’s using the corner of her checked shirt. The shirt used to be one of her favourites.

         “Well,” says Mum, looking up. “Why don’t you go and say goodbye and thank you to all the rooms?”

         I roll my eyes. Mum can be weird. She used to thank our car after every journey. That didn’t do much good, did it?
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            Chapter 4

         

         I go to my bedroom and start sorting things because it’s better than saying thank you to a toilet or something.

         The room is full of black plastic bin bags and cardboard boxes and piles of clothes I need to pack or throw out. Everything looks strange all packed away or not in its usual place.

         I whistle and it bounces and echoes off the walls that have no pictures on them any more.

         The note lands in the soft piles of bags and clothes and curls into something gentle. You can change music by adding and you can change it by taking away.

         I put piles of pants and socks into boxes and I put my old teddies on top of them. I’m too old for teddies. But I stroke their ears anyway and their bright button eyes look up at me.

         The next box is harder to pack. I pick up sheets of paper scored with black lines and squiggles. I can read them faster than the pages of any book. I read the notes and the music starts to play in my head.

         I can see the music in front of me like colours in the air. I can feel it rushing through my bones and chest into my blood. The music whooshes down my arms and into my fingertips. They start to twitch and play the notes on an invisible flute.

         But my fingers can’t keep up any more. They tremble and shake. They’re too slow. They’re clumsy and they’re useless.

         I crumple the paper and the music stops. I put it in the black bin bags.

         The next pile is even worse.

         There’s the brochure for Greengage Music School and the application form for a scholarship. The blank composition book sits there too, ready for musical notes that I could string together like pearls on a necklace to make something totally new. My old handwriting loops round the pages of the

form. There’s Mum’s signature on the final page in posh ink.

         I go and say thank you to the bathroom.
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            Chapter 5

         

         “It’s just around this corner, remember?” says Mum the next day.

         She’s sweating and her face is pink as we walk along the pavement.

         “It’s a big hill, isn’t it?” Mum goes on. “I hope we’re not too late to pick up the keys. Maybe we should have gone in the front of the van like the removal guy offered …” Her voice trails off.

         I stay silent and stare straight ahead. The sky is burning blue.

         “Sorry,” Mum says softly. “I didn’t think it would take us so long to walk. I just … Oh look, there’s the van. And they’ve started unloading. Brilliant. And there’s the estate agent – she should have the keys for us. Fun, isn’t it? Our new adventure.”

         I stay silent. Mum takes a deep breath and goes to get the keys from the waving estate agent.

         It is not an adventure to sell our lovely little house with its wild garden and its primrose yellow walls and its big old bathtub with feet like a lion. Moving to a poky flat with a tiny balcony and gloomy dark rooms is not fun. Mum losing her job after the crash because she had to spend all her time looking after me isn’t an adventure. Having no money isn’t fun. You can say words like adventure and fun over and over again but it doesn’t make them true.
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            Chapter 6

         

         Inside, the flat smells like old sweat. Mum throws back the curtains and dust puffs out like a storm cloud. Sunlight burns across the room and I can see the yellowing wallpaper is curling at its edges.

         Mum opens the window and the music of the world rushes in.

         Cars hooting.

         Children screaming.

         Tyres turning.

         Drills whirring.

         Brakes squealing.

         Then the memory: glass tinkling. Emergency lights painting the road blue. Screaming. Screaming. Screaming.

         I shake the memory of the crash from my brain and I shut the window.

         “Hey,” says Mum. “It’s pretty stuffy in here. Can’t we have some fresh air?”

         She pushes the window open again and I stomp along the sticky carpet and into my new room.

         But there’s nothing new about it. The walls were maybe once white but they’re mushroom grey now.

         The removal men have put my bed in here already and so I lie on the bare blue mattress and I stare at the ceiling. It is blooming with a patch of something dark and wet.

         I curl into myself and I clench my useless fist to my chest. My heart beats furiously.
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            Chapter 7

         

         “You should really have a better range of movement in your arm by now,” says Luca, my physiotherapist. He’s holding my arm up and pulling it gently towards him while Mum watches. The silvery scar stretches like a ghostly road along my skin. “Have you been doing the exercises like we talked about?”

         I shrug with my free shoulder.

         “Your last scans were good, Annie,” Luca continues. “Everything was healing nicely. But this,” he adds, holding my arm up again, “is not what I’d expect from someone doing daily exercises?”
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         He says the last bit as a question and he waits a beat for me to answer. I don’t fill the silence. I look at the hospital walls instead. There are pictures of smiling patients relearning how to walk, gripping on to parallel bars and grinning away because they’ve taken three steps. Well done, them.

         “I thought you wanted to get better,” Luca goes on. This time it’s not a question. “Get back to normal, to doing all the things you love. There isn’t anything wrong with your arm any more. You just have to start using it again. Start opening jars. Do PE at school. Start playing your music …”

         I stiffen. Luca must feel it in my arm and lets it go gently. My fingertips twitch even though I didn’t ask them to.

         “OK, Annie,” he sighs. “I’m going to send you for another scan just to check things are all
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