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			Praise for the Bigg School series!

			‘A funny, sweet and touching “big school” book, ideal for 9+ fans of Jacqueline Wilson.’

			Guardian

			‘This funny and touching coming-of-age story will reflect the experiences of many youngsters making the transition to secondary school or experiencing changes in the family.’ 

			BookTrust

			‘Williamson’s empathy for young people shines through . . . As good as Jacqueline Wilson at her best.’

			The Bookseller

			‘Heartfelt and funny, this is a story about staying true to yourself, no matter what – and about real friendship.’

			Sinead O’Hart, author of The Time Tider

			‘This warm, true-to-life story will hit the spot with so many readers!’

			Karen McCombie, author of Catching Falling Stars

			‘A fresh, funny story filled with feelings around the highs and lows and ins and outs of friendship.’

			Jake Hope, Youth Libraries Group

			‘A delight! It’s warm and engaging, and perfectly pitched. We are all Lola and we all know a Cleo!’

			Abie Longstaff, author

			‘A warm, funny and bittersweet story of growing up and growing apart . . . just loved it.’

			Tamsin Winter, author

			‘Williamson shows a rich insight into the emotional life of a Year 6–7 child . . . I can’t wait to get this into my school library.’

			Jenny Jones, librarian, Clifton College

			‘A perfect read to show how tricky that timeless, gut-wrenching experience of changing friendships can feel.’

			Ros Roberts, author

			‘It made me laugh and cringe in equal measures . . . I absolutely loved it. A perfect transitional read!’

			Jo Clarke, author of The Travelling School Mysteries series

			‘Another perfectly observed and pitched story of Year 7 life, funny, warm and true.’

			Lovereading

			‘Funny, relatable, tender and sometimes painfully honest . . . Entertainment and reassurance in one perfectly created book.’

			Lancashire Evening Post

			‘Daniel Littleton navigates challenges at home and Henry Bigg Academy in this relatable early secondary school story. Children aged 9–12 will connect with Daniel’s journey of self-discovery.’

			School Reading List
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			Chapter One

			‘In conclusion, The Legend of Cahearah by Astrid Chaney is not only a thrilling read for all ages, but a literary classic in the making. Thank you very much.’

			I bowed my head and waited for the applause. When none came, I was confused. Didn’t the class realise I had finished?

			I turned to Mrs Lyons who was perched on the edge of her desk looking ever so slightly dazed.

			‘I’m done,’ I said.

			‘Thank you, Astrid,’ Mrs Lyons replied, blinking rapidly. ‘That was very . . . er . . . enthusiastic.’

			I beamed. ‘Thank you, miss.’
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			I was the sixth person to present my book review to the class today and I really didn’t think it was big-headed of me to say that mine had easily been the most entertaining. For a start, no one else had thought to do a dramatic reading or made the effort to bring along homemade props.

			‘Now, does anyone have any questions for Astrid about her review?’ Mrs Lyons asked the class.

			Cleo Bayford raised her hand.

			‘Yes, Cleo,’ Mrs Lyons said.

			‘I thought we were supposed to review a book that we’d actually read,’ Cleo said in that snooty voice of hers.

			‘I have read it,’ I pointed out. ‘I’ve probably read it a hundred times.’

			‘I thought you said that you wrote it,’ Cleo said witheringly.

			‘I did. I wrote it and I’ve read it. It is possible to do both, you know.’

			‘But it’s not like it’s even a proper book. You can’t buy it in a bookshop or anything.’

			‘Maybe not right now, but one day. And, anyway, at no point did Mrs Lyons say that our review had to be on a book that’s available to buy.’

			‘That is true,’ Mrs Lyons said, frowning.

			Cleo pulled a face but didn’t say anything else, and I felt a little burst of triumph explode like a firework in my chest.
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			‘Does anyone else have something they would like to ask Astrid?’ Mrs Lyons said.

			I scanned the faces of my classmates, eager to answer all of their burning questions, but not one of them raised their hand.

			Hmmmmm, perhaps my review had been too thorough.

			Mrs Lyons waited a couple more beats then looked back down at her list.

			‘OK, moving on then,’ she said. ‘Up next, we have Rafiq.’

			As Rafiq shuffled to the front of the room holding the same book about football that two other boys in the class had already reviewed, I headed back to my seat clutching my papier-mâché shield.

			‘Fancy reviewing your own book,’ Cleo said loudly, as I sat down. ‘So bizarre.’

			A few people sniggered but I pretended not to hear them.

			The thing is, I’m used to people thinking I’m a bit strange. What they don’t realise is that I like being different, so if anything, being called weird or bizarre is actually a massive compliment.

			When the bell rang for home time, Mrs Lyons asked me to stay behind.

			As I pulled on my coat, I hid a smile. I expected she wanted to congratulate me on my book review in private so that no one else felt bad about theirs.

			I gathered up my props and made my way to the front of the room where Mrs Lyons was loading a pile of marking into a canvas tote bag.

			‘You wanted to talk to me, miss?’ I asked eagerly.

			I couldn’t wait to hear which part of my presentation she’d liked the best.

			Mrs Lyons stopped what she was doing and grabbed an exercise book from the top of the big stack on her desk. It was only once she’d opened it and thrust it under my nose that I realised it was mine.
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			‘What is the meaning of this?’ she asked, jabbing at the inside cover.

			I was confused. Why did she seem so annoyed all of a sudden?

			‘It’s a map, miss,’ I said. 

			‘I realise that, Astrid. A map of what?’

			‘Of Haldaerk, miss.’

			‘And what’s Haldaerk when it’s at home?’

			I blinked in surprise. Had Mrs Lyons not listened to my review? I’d mentioned Haldaerk at least five times! Perhaps she was losing her marbles? She was pretty old – fifty at least.
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			‘Haldaerk is the kingdom in The Legend of Cahearah,’ I explained as patiently as I could.

			‘That still doesn’t explain why it’s scrawled all over your English book.’

			Scrawled? That map had taken me the whole of Tuesday’s lesson! I couldn’t exactly say that though, because then I’d have to admit that I’d spent the entire hour drawing instead of listening to Mrs Lyons drone on about Macbeth.

			She let out a heavy sigh.

			‘Astrid, I applaud your passion for these little stories of yours, I really do, but there’s a time and a place.’

			Little? Little?! There was nothing ‘little’ about any of my stories!

			‘I’m not sure what you mean,’ I said, trying my best to keep calm.

			‘I mean, it’s time for you to start focusing on your actual schoolwork, at least while you’re in my classroom. Not everything can be about Cadearah.’

			‘Cahearah,’ I said.

			‘I’m sorry?’

			‘It’s not Cadearah, it’s Cahearah – The Legend of Cahearah. With a ‘h’. It means female warrior in Irish.’

			Instead of apologising for getting it wrong, Mrs Lyons tutted. 

			‘Either way, Astrid,’ she said, ‘my point still stands. And if you graffiti on your book again, I’ll have no choice but to issue you with a conduct mark. Now, off you go.’

			‘Graffiti!’ I cried, as I walked out the school gates with my friend Lola. ‘This is some of my best drawing!’
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			‘Mrs Lyons is clearly bananas,’ Lola said. ‘Your map is brilliant. Honestly, Astrid, she doesn’t know what she’s talking about.’

			I shot her a grateful smile.

			‘Thanks, Lola. You’re the best.’ 

			‘You’re welcome. What did the class think of your presentation?’

			‘I’m not sure,’ I admitted.

			I told her what Cleo had said.

			‘How very rude!’ Lola exclaimed. 

			Cleo stole Lola’s best friend Evie from her at the beginning of Year Seven and Lola has hated her ever since.

			‘Yeah, it was pretty rude,’ I agreed. ‘And it’s not like I was mean about her review.’ 

			‘What book did she talk about?’

			‘Some gooey love story.’

			‘Ugh, yuck!’

			I grinned. I knew Lola would be on my side. We’d only been friends for a couple of months, but I felt like I’d known her way longer.

			‘Do you have to go straight home?’ I asked.

			‘I don’t think so. Why?’

			‘Fancy coming to the high street with me? I’ve got something to collect from The Book Burrow.’

			‘Can we stop off for sweets on the way?’

			Lola liked sweets almost as much as I liked books. 

			‘Of course.’

			‘Then you have yourself a deal.’

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			The moment I saw the glowing lights of The Book Burrow, I felt in a much better mood.

			The Book Burrow is one of my favourite places in the entire world. From the outside, it looks tiny, but inside, it’s actually massive with loads of nooks and crannies; all of them crammed with books on just about every topic you could imagine. The wooden shelves are ten feet high and if you want something from the top, one of the booksellers has to climb a special ladder to reach it, like Belle in Beauty and the Beast. The very best bit though is the children’s section right at the back. It’s super cosy with big squishy beanbags and hundreds of twinkling fairy lights and a red and gold storytelling throne. I could spend hours holed up in there and never ever get bored.
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			As I pushed open the door, a bell jangled to announce our arrival. Jim, my absolute favourite bookseller, was behind the counter.

			Jim is the coolest. His arms and legs are covered with tattoos inspired by his favourite characters from books – everyone from Coraline to Gandalf.

			When he saw me, he broke into a huge smile.
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			‘Why, if it isn’t one of our most valued customers,’ he said in his big booming voice. ‘Hello, Astrid.’

			‘Hi, Jim,’ I said happily. ‘This is my friend Lola.’

			‘Pleased to meet you, Lola,’ Jim said, reaching out his hand.

			Lola shoved her bag of Skittles in her pocket and shook it.

			‘Is that Mog?’ she asked, peering at his forearm.

			‘It most certainly is,’ Jim replied, placing his arm flat on the counter so she could take a closer look.

			‘It’s so cute!’ Lola cried.

			‘Thank you very much,’ Jim said with a grin. ‘Is this your first visit to The Book Burrow, Lola?’

			‘Uh-huh.’

			‘Lola is a heathen who doesn’t read,’ I explained. ‘I still love her though.’

			‘What’s a heathen?’ Lola asked.

			‘A person who has no religion,’ Jim replied.

			Lola frowned. ‘Is reading a religion?’

			‘It’s my religion,’ I replied, and Jim laughed. 

			‘I love this by the way,’ he said, gesturing at the shield I’d actually forgotten I was holding.

			‘Oh, thanks!’ I said, modelling it for him.

			‘Is it Cahearah’s?’

			‘Yup. I made it for my book review presentation.’

			‘It’s amazing!’

			I thought it was pretty amazing too. It was just a shame that my silly classmates and grumpy old Mrs Lyons didn’t seem to agree.

			‘Now, I’m guessing you’re here to pick up the latest Dragon Tamers book. Am I right?’

			I nodded eagerly. ‘Did it arrive?’

			‘It did indeed.’

			I hopped from foot to foot as Jim reached under the counter.

			I’ve been obsessed with the Dragon Tamers books since I was about nine. I’ve reread my collection so many times, the pages started to fall out and I had to ask for a brand-new set for Christmas. The author, T.S. McCloud, is my idol. When I’m older I want to be just like her and live in New York City with loads of cute dogs and write stories all day every day. 

			It had been an entire year since the last title in the series was released and I was so excited about the newest instalment, Destiny of Dragons, that my hands were actually trembling as Jim handed it over.
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			‘I hope it’s worth the wait,’ he said, as I stroked the cover.

			‘Oh, it will be.’

			T.S. McCloud would never let me down, of that I was sure.

			‘What does the T.S. stand for?’ Lola asked.

			‘Tiffany Sloane,’ I replied. 

			‘When you’re an author, what name will you put on the cover of your books?’

			This was one of the things I liked most about Lola; she never acted like me wanting to be an author someday was daft or far-fetched the way some people did – to her it was just a matter of time.

			‘Astrid Chaney of course,’ I replied. ‘That way anyone who ever doubted me will feel really foolish every time they see my name on the front of yet another bestseller!’

			I have two houses. I spend one week at Dad’s house then one week at Mum’s house, switching every Friday after school.

			They split up when I was three. The following year Mum got remarried to Hari, and the year after that, they had a baby – my little brother Elias.

			Dad is single. Whenever I ask him if he’ll get married again, he’s always very quick to tell me that ‘once was quite enough’. This makes it sound like he and Mum were unhappy together, but according to Mum they just weren’t very well suited.

			My mum is Danish. Some people assume all Scandinavian people are quiet and reserved but Mum isn’t like that at all. She’s very loud and confident and always says exactly what’s on her mind, even if it’s not all that nice. Some people think she’s rude, but Mum reckons she’s just being direct and that life would be a lot more straightforward if more people were like her and just said what they felt instead of ‘pussyfooting around’.

			Dad is the total opposite. He’s incredibly quiet and polite and would probably rather cut his own toes off with a rusty knife than have an argument with someone.

			No wonder they were doomed – they’re chalk and cheese.
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			My two houses are like chalk and cheese too.

			Dad’s is small and dark and cosy and packed with books, while Mum’s is big and open with lots of light and space. Luckily, I like them both. And best of all, they’re only down the road from each other, which comes in handy if I leave something behind at the other house (which happens quite a bit).

			When I got home (it was my week at Mum’s), Hari and Elias were in the kitchen.

			Hari is a photographer. He and Mum met when he came to her office to take headshots of all the staff. Hari claims it was ‘love at first sight’. Whenever he says this, Mum rolls her eyes and tells him off for being ‘mushy’.
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			‘Astrid, you’re just in time!’ Elias called, as I kicked off my shoes. ‘I’m about to show Dad a new magic trick!’

			All I really wanted to do was run straight upstairs and get stuck into Destiny of Dragons but I know what Elias is like; once he’s mastered a new magic trick, he won’t let up until he’s had the chance to show it off.

			‘Sit there,’ Elias said, pointing at the chair next to Hari.

			That’s another thing about Elias when he’s in ‘magician’ mode – he gets very bossy.

			To be fair, Elias’s trick was pretty cool (he made it look like a bunch of playing cards were levitating).

			‘What’s in the bag?’ Hari asked, once we’d finished applauding and Elias had finished bowing.
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			‘The new T.S. McCloud,’ I said excitedly.

			‘Is that a book?’

			Apart from books about photography and the sports pages of the newspaper, Hari doesn’t really read.

			‘It’s not any old book, Hari,’ I said with a tut. ‘It’s my most anticipated read of the year!’
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