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About the Book

‘Why don’t you ever say anything, Lizzie?’ said Rory. ‘It’s like you’ve got a zip across your mouth.’

Lizzie refuses to speak. She doesn’t want to talk to Rory or Jake, her new step-brothers, or Sam, their dad, or even her mum. She’s totally fed up at having to join a new family and nothing can coax her into speaking to them. Not football, not pizza, not a new bedroom. That is, until she meets a member of the new family who is even more stubborn than her – and has had a lot more practice!
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To Naomi
With many thanks
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Do you ever play with dolls? Don’t worry, I don’t think it’s at all babyish to like dolls. I played with my dolls up until I was about ten, though I didn’t really tell my friends just in case they teased me.

I think it’s so sad that lots of girls stop playing with their Barbies and Bratz by the time they’re six or so. I still love dolls even now. They sit in special places all over my house. I’ve got a doll with brown glass eyes and ringlets called Mad Alice who’s over 150 years old, and she reclines decoratively on my Victorian chaise longue. I have another gentle Victorian china doll called Mabel who sits up straight in her own little chair. There are carved wooden dolls and soft cloth dolls and a row of tiny plastic baby dolls arranged on my shelves.

There are two characters in this book who love dolls too. One is Lizzie – and the other is her very fierce Great-Gran. She can be very scary at times but somehow Lizzie isn’t frightened of her. Lizzie won’t talk to anyone – but she will whisper to Great-Gran. Later in the story it’s Lizzie’s turn to help Great-Gran to speak.

Lizzie is a little bit like me when I was little – and Great-Gran is a little bit like my mum!
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Chapter One
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DO YOU EVER have nightmares? I had such a scary dream I didn’t want to go back to sleep. It was just starting to get light. I sat up in bed and looked at Mum. Her hair was spread out over the pillow.

I wish I had lovely long hair like Mum. Sometimes she lets me brush and comb it. I can do it in a funny topknot. Once I put it in plaits and Mum looked just like my sister, not my mum.

I haven’t got a real sister. Or a real brother. But today I was getting two new sort-of brothers, Rory and Jake. I didn’t like them much.
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I was getting a stepdad too. He was called Sam. I didn’t call him anything. I didn’t like him at all.

I frowned at my mum. I took hold of a little clump of her hair and pulled.
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“Ouch! What are you up to, Lizzie?” said Mum, opening one eye.

“I was just waking you up,” I said.

“It’s too early to wake up,” said Mum, putting her arm round me. “Let’s snuggle down and have a snooze.”

“I don’t want to snuggle,” I said, wriggling away. “Mum, why do we have to move in with Sam?”

Mum sighed. “Because I love him.”

“I don’t love him,” I said.

“You might one day,” said Mum.

“Never ever,” I said.

“You wait and see,” said Mum. “I think you’re going to love being part of a big family. You and me and Sam and Rory and Jake.”

“I don’t want to be a big family,” I said. “I want to be a little family. Just you and me in our own flat.”

We had fun together, Mum and me.
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We went to football matches and we shared big tubs of ice-cream and we danced to music.
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Sometimes I stayed up really late and then we went to bed together. I didn’t like night-time because of the bad dreams.

I dreamt about my first stepdad.

I hate stepdads. I’ve got a real dad but I don’t see him now. He stopped living with us ages ago. He doesn’t come to see me but I don’t care any more.

My first stepdad doesn’t come to see us either and I’m very, very glad about that. He was a scary monster stepdad. He pretended to be jolly and friendly at first. He bought me heaps of presents. He even bought me a Flying Barbie. I always badly wanted a Barbie doll but Mum never bought me one. She thinks they’re too girly. I like girly things. I loved my Flying Barbie but I didn’t ever love my first stepdad, even at the beginning.

When we went to live with him he was still jolly and friendly when he was in a good mood but he started to get lots of bad moods. He started shouting at me. I tried shouting back and he smacked me. He said I got on his nerves. He certainly got on my nerves. He said he didn’t like me. I didn’t like him one bit.

Mum didn’t like him any more either, especially when he shouted at me. We left that stepdad. We went back to being just Mum and me.

We got our own flat. It was very small and poky and the bathroom had black mould and the heating didn’t work, but it didn’t matter. We were safe again, Mum and me.

But then Mum met this man, Sam, in a sandwich bar. They ate lots and lots of sandwiches. Then they started going out together. Then I had to start going out with them at weekends even though I didn’t want to. Sam’s sons, Rory and Jake, came too. They didn’t see their mum any more. They seemed to like my mum. But I didn’t like their dad.

*

“I don’t want Sam to be my stepdad,” I said. Again.

“He’s not a bit like the last one, Lizzie, I promise,” said Mum.

I love my mum but I don’t always believe her, even when she promises.

“Lizzie?” said Mum. “Oh come on, don’t look like that. Don’t we have fun together when we all go out, the five of us?”
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Mum had fun. She larked about with Sam and sang silly songs and talked all the time and held his hand.

Sam had fun. He laughed at my mum and sang with her and told her these stupid jokes and put his arm round her.
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Rory had fun. He played football with Mum and she taught him how to dive when we went swimming and when he couldn’t choose between pizza and pasta at the restaurant he was allowed to have both.
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Jake had fun. He ate sweets all day long and Mum gave him a musical toothbrush so that all the sugar wouldn’t rot his teeth too much. He brushed his teeth all day long too. He had thirteen Beanie Babies that he carried round with him. They all had to have their teeth brushed too.

I didn’t have fun. I thought Jake was a silly baby. And it wasn’t fair. Mum didn’t mind him having his Beanie Babies. Boys are allowed to be girly.

I didn’t like Rory much either. He pushed me over when we played football. I don’t think he meant to but it still hurt. And he splashed me when we went swimming. He did mean to do that.

[image: image]

I certainly didn’t like Sam. I knew he wouldn’t be jolly and friendly for long. I was waiting for the shouting to start.

He kept trying to make friends with me. I just looked down at the floor and wouldn’t say a word.

I decided not to say a word to anyone.


Chapter Two

I DIDN’T SAY a word when I had my breakfast. I didn’t say a word when I got washed and dressed. I didn’t say a word when I packed up my books and my crayons and my stickers and my schoolbag and my washing things and my hairbrush and all my underwear and my T-shirts and shorts and trousers and jumpers and my duffel coat and my welly boots. I didn’t even say a word when Mum threw my old cosy dressing-gown and last year’s party dress and my school uniform in the rubbish bin.

[image: image]

Mum said my dressing-gown was all stained and my party dress was so small it showed my knickers and I’d be going to a new school after the summer holidays with a different uniform.

I felt stained and small and different in the car with Sam and Rory and Jake. They came to fetch us and help us with all our luggage.

“It’s going to be lovely living in a house instead of that crummy little flat,” said Mum. “Won’t it be great to have a garden, Lizzie? You can play football with Rory.”

“Well, I usually play football with the boys next door,” said Rory. “But I suppose Lizzie can join in if she wants.”

I didn’t want. But I didn’t say anything.

“You’ll like the swing, Lizzie,” said Mum. “Imagine having your own swing!”

“It’s my swing,” said Jake.
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