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To every child who attends Breakfast Club,

this is your starting point.

The world is full of possibilities,

you just have to let your mind take you there.
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Chapter One
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‘Sorry, sorry!’ Marcus said, as he hurried through the school gates.

Mr Anderson, who was on gate duty, sighed heavily as he looked at his watch. ‘Come on, Marcus, assembly is about to start.’

Marcus ran towards the hall with his bag slung over his shoulder. He HATED being late to school, especially because it meant he missed Breakfast Club, but this morning he couldn’t find his school jumper anywhere. He’d eventually pulled it out from under his bed, but his mum was not happy with how long he had taken searching for it.

‘You wouldn’t have this problem if you kept your room TIDY!’ she’d called as he raced out of the door.

Marcus sneaked into the packed assembly hall and sat down beside one of his best friends, Oyin, just as the headteacher, Mrs Miller, walked onto the stage in a navy blue blazer and smart skirt. She peered around the hall as if checking every student was present.

‘Good morning, everyone. I have some EXCITING news to share. As you know, each year the school creates a brochure, called a “prospectus”, for children and families who are new to the school. However, I’ve decided that a printed prospectus isn’t enough to showcase all the wonderful things happening at Rutherford. So, this year, we’re going to film one!’

An excited murmur travelled around the hall. Marcus sat up alert. A film? That would be COOL.

‘Settle down,’ Mrs Miller said, and the pupils fell silent. ‘I want to highlight all the fantastic clubs we have at Rutherford, as that’s what really makes this school stand out. We have something for every child and I think any new student would love to know that there is a club just waiting for them. I have asked the Film Club to be in charge of creating this special film. Margot, as head of the club, will be looking for children from across the school to star in the film, so don’t be alarmed if she pops up in your club today. Margot, do you want to stand up so everyone can see you?’

A tall, white girl with bright red hair under a navy blue beret, with a white and red satin scarf around her neck, stood up and looked at everyone. Marcus thought he had seen her around school, usually carrying a canvas chair that had DIRECTOR printed on the back.

‘We only have two weeks to get the film finished. That’s a week to film and then a week to edit it in time for the school open evening. If you’re interested in being part of it make sure you let Margot know,’ Mrs Miller continued. ‘Of course, because there are so many clubs, not everyone will get a chance to be in the video. But don’t worry, I will make sure that all new pupils get the information on every club, whether they’re featured in the film or not.’

Mrs Miller ended the assembly and excited chatter once again filled the hall. Oyin nudged Marcus as they got to their feet and started to move out into the corridor towards their morning classes.

‘Imagine being in a film! It’s pretty cool, even if it is just for school. Do you think the Breakfast Club Investigators will be in it?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know. We don’t have a case at the moment, so there’s not much to film! It would be fun though.’

While they spoke, a stray football shot across the hallway, bouncing off the wall and narrowly missing Marcus’s head. ‘Sorry!’ someone yelled from the other side of the hall. Marcus gave a wave to show that no harm was done and then scooped up the ball which had come to a stop near his feet. As he did so an idea formed. Straightening up he leaned over to Oyin, and whispered, ‘Fancy a game of football after lunch?’

Oyin grinned. ‘Always. I’ll let Patrick know.’

Marcus rubbed his hands excitedly. He would love to showcase his football SKILLS on film. Marcus was certain that Margot would want to feature the Football Club, which he had recently joined. He had to do a football trial where he demonstrated his ball control, dribbling, tackling and heading as well as teamwork. Thankfully Ethan, who was head of the Football Club, was impressed. Usually Marcus preferred just playing for fun, but he was enjoying getting to know more people who loved the game like he did and playing against teams from other schools. The prospectus might just be for new pupils now, but who knew who would see it? His cousin Lola played professional football in America and was always sending him clips of her matches. It would be cool to send her something back. Plus, he, Oyin and Patrick were some of the best footballers in the school – they just had to show Margot their SKILLS and she’d definitely want to cast them. He couldn’t wait till lunch.
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‘Marcus!’ Stacey waved as she hurried through the crowds of students towards him with Lise and Asim, her long black ponytail swinging to and fro. ‘You missed Breakfast Club.’

‘Ah, I know. I couldn’t find my school jumper. Any investigations coming up?’

‘Nothing yet,’ Lise said. ‘What do you think about the prospectus?’

‘It sounds fun!’ Asim said excitedly, not giving Marcus a chance to speak. ‘I’ve already got an idea for a drawing that I want to show Margot.’

‘Margot,’ Stacey scoffed, but when they looked at her she didn’t elaborate, although Marcus noticed the frown on her face. He was just about to ask her if she was OK when Ms Barker, the Maths teacher, shouted, ‘Class. Right now!’

Marcus knew better than to ignore Ms Barker.

It seemed as if Marcus wasn’t the only one who was excited as he continued his walk to class. There were people from Music Club walking around tuning their guitars and violins, and members from Dance Club practising their choreography along the hallway. Akira did a one-handed walkover down the corridor and then stopped to check if Margot had seen it. She caught Marcus’s eye and grinned sheepishly.

‘Just in case she was watching,’ Akira said.

Marcus smiled. ‘I don’t think so, but that was very cool!’

‘Thanks! There are so many of us in Gymnastics Club, but I really want to be in the video. Is the BCI going to be featured?’

Marcus frowned. The Breakfast Club Investigators had solved lots of cases at the school, and everyone relied on them, but how would they showcase what they could do? It was impossible unless they were investigating a case.

‘It’s maybe not the best club for the film,’ Marcus said. ‘But they’ll probably include Breakfast Club. It’s fun and definitely my favourite thing about this school. Me, Oyin and Patrick are going to try with our football skills, though.’

‘Oh, you’ve totally got that,’ Akira said.

‘Hey Marcus, hey Akira,’ Lise said, walking over to them. She looked around bewildered at all of the students performing in the corridor. ‘This is a bit much, isn’t it?’

Marcus laughed. ‘Everyone wants a shot. What about you, Lise? Are you going to try and be in the film?’

‘I don’t know. I want to but I’m in so many clubs. Which one do I focus on?’ she asked, her eyes wide behind her glasses.

‘Oh . . . err . . .’ Marcus rubbed the back of his neck. The problem was Lise was great at lots of things. How was he meant to help her narrow it down to just one?

Suddenly Lise froze and whispered, ‘Margot’s here.’

It was like everyone was on pause apart from Margot who walked with a clipboard in her hand, a pen in the other. A moment later the corridor was ABUZZ with activity again as people continued showing off their skills. There was singing, miming, backflips and even someone reciting a long maths equation. Marcus looked around in wonder. If he was in charge of the film, he would want to feature everyone here after that display.

Margot, on the other hand, seemed unfazed, her face remaining blank. From what Marcus could see there were no notes on the piece of paper on her clipboard. He had no idea how she wasn’t impressed with any of that!
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‘Did she see me?’ Akira asked hopefully.

Marcus and Lise looked at each other.Being chosen for the prospectus was going to be much harder than they thought.




Chapter Two
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It took Ms Barker shouting, ‘THIS IS YOUR FINAL WARNING. GET TO CLASS RIGHT NOW!’ for the hallways to finally clear. Once he was in class, Marcus couldn’t help but watch the clock impatiently as it slowly ticked towards twelve o’clock. Usually he loved Music with Mr Anderson, but his head was already full of ideas of how he could show off his football skills.

As soon as the lunch bell went, Marcus gathered his stuff.

‘Hey, Marcus, wait up!’ Asim called. He was holding a piece of paper. ‘What do you think of this?’

It was a picture of Rutherford School but much cooler. It was floating in the middle of space with planets surrounding it and rockets zooming by.

[image: A school building with rockets, planets, stars and the moon surrounding it.]
‘Whoa, Asim! Is this what you were doing in Music? It’s AMAZING,’ Marcus said.

Asim blushed. ‘Thanks. It’s just a rough sketch, but I figured I can work on it and show Margot.’

‘You definitely should. Let me catch you in a bit. I’ve just got to meet Oyin and Patrick quickly. We’re going to show Margot our football skills.’

‘Good luck, Marcus. You’ll smash it!’

Marcus swung his rucksack over his shoulder and hurried to the school field. Oyin and Patrick had been his best friends since primary school and no one loved football more than they did. Marcus scanned the pitch and saw them waiting by the sidelines. Patrick waved Marcus over, pushing his glasses up with his other hand.

To Marcus’s dismay, there were other kids from Football Club who’d had the same idea as them. Ethan was there, a mixed-raced boy with freckles, and he was already doing headers. He was the head of Football Club, so Marcus assumed he would easily get a spot in the film. There was Laila, a lean Asian girl with a hijab, who kicked the ball perfectly into the corner of the net, and Rocky, a white boy with brown hair pulled back into a man bun, who was in the goal.

‘We have some competition,’ Oyin said from the corner of her mouth. ‘At least Lawson and Adeya aren’t here today.’

‘Oh, how come?’ Marcus asked.

‘Adeya is the new head of Drama Club and they want to find a way to make sure the club is in the video.’

Marcus’s mouth dropped open. ‘Adeya is in charge of Drama Club?!’

Adeya had been picked for the lead role in the school’s last play and she hated the attention so much that she tried to sabotage the play by pretending to be a headless ghost. Mrs Miller had threatened to cancel the play before opening night, but the Breakfast Club Investigators managed to stop Adeya’s plan just in time. In the end, she did perform and she was amazing, but Marcus always got the impression she loved sports more than being on the stage.

‘I have an idea,’ Marcus said. ‘Why don’t we show off our skills together? Like our own routine?’

‘Sounds good!’ Patrick said. ‘What are you thinking?’

At that moment, Margot strode onto the field. She had a megaphone and clipboard in one hand and her canvas chair in the other. Margot put the chair down, but Marcus noticed it was facing away from the action and worried that Margot wasn’t interested in watching the footballers at all.

Then Margot groaned, as she realized the chair was the wrong way round. She quickly turned it to face the footballers and flashed an apologetic smile.
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She sat down, then tapped her megaphone which let out a wail of screechy feedback. Marcus winced and covered his ears.

‘Sorry!’ Margot pressed a button on the megaphone and this time, when she moved it closer to her mouth, it was fine. ‘Right, footballers, I want to see what you’ve got. Can you get in a line, please?’

‘We didn’t decide which skills we’re going to do,’ Patrick said, panicking.

‘Don’t worry. Follow my lead,’ Marcus said.

He stood in line with the rest of the footballers. Marcus was nervous but excited to show off what he could do. Oyin was practically buzzing next to him. She couldn’t stand still as if she was eager to get going. Patrick, on the other hand, was already sweating with nerves.

‘OK, who’s up first?’ Margot asked, looking down the line. ‘You’ve got twenty seconds each to show me something GREAT.’
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