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‘WHAT IS GOING ON?’

Mum is standing in the kitchen doorway with a shopping bag in each hand. My little sister, Macy, is peeping out from behind her, mouth wide open like a goldfish.

‘What?’ I say.

‘WHAT. IS. THIS?’ she says again.

‘What’s what?’ I say as casually as I can manage, intently studying my chocolate biscuit.

But it’s no good – I just can’t keep it going. Mum is staring – appalled – at something underneath my chair. There are loud snuffling, grumbling and crumb-licking noises. It’s pretty small, our flat. Definitely not enough space to hide a dog.
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Okay, so this needs explaining.

I first saw the dog last week, on my way home from school, outside the corner shop. I just assumed his owner was inside, buying something. But the next day I saw him again, this time licking an empty ice-cream wrapper on the ground. Then today he was still there, behind a pile of crates. He came up to me.

‘Hello, little one,’ I said quietly, and he let me gently stroke his head.

At that moment, a delivery van pulled up on to the pavement and the driver jumped out, opening the side door with a clatter. The sudden loud noise spooked the little dog, who darted away. As he leapt into the road, a motorbike came speeding round the corner.

I dived forward and just managed to pull him back to safety. The motorbike swerved and roared away, the rider shouting angrily.

The dog was trembling.
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‘You’ve got to be MUCH more careful!’ I said to him, my heart pounding in my chest. ‘It’s so dangerous to run into the road like that!’ I looked around. Nobody seemed to be looking after him. He shouldn’t be out in the world all on his own, surely?

I finally walked on – extra slowly, I admit. Every time I glanced over my shoulder, I saw that the little dog was following me. By the time I reached our front door, he was right by my side, looking up at me. I let myself in, and – I didn’t mean it to happen, but I didn’t mean it not to happen either – the dog came in too.
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‘He needs to go back to his own home right this minute,’ Mum is saying.

‘But, Mum, I don’t know if he even HAS a home – he doesn’t have a collar – and, look, he’s so thin.’

‘Well, there’s absolutely no way he can stay here,’ says Mum. ‘Seriously, NO WAY. The landlord would have a fit. Pets are strictly forbidden.’

We are interrupted by Wes, my brother, shuffling into the kitchen.

He steps over the dog as if he isn’t even there, opens the cupboard, takes out a bag of crisps and leaves again without saying a single word. Honestly, what weird stuff happens to your brain when you’re a teenager?
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‘Oh, come on, Mum – we CAN’T just throw him out,’ I persist. ‘He’s not safe out there on his own. And I bet he’s really cute once you get to know him.’

We all look at the dog, who is searching for more biscuit crumbs. He stops to stare up at us. Mum hesitates for just a fraction of a second, and – YES! I seize the moment.

‘He can share with me and Macy,’ I say over my shoulder as I hurry him out along the hallway and into our tiny bedroom. ‘I’ll look after him!’

‘Just for one night, you hear?’ Mum calls out after me. ‘I mean it, Eva – ONE NIGHT!’

My bed is pushed up against Macy’s bed. Next to it, I have a small cupboard where I keep all my things. Everywhere else is jam-packed with Macy’s toys. There isn’t enough room for a wardrobe so I have a row of pegs to hang up my clothes – my trackies, a hoodie with a surfing grizzly bear on it and my precious dark-green baker-boy hat.

I bunch up a blanket to make an improvised bed for the dog. He sniffs it and circles round in it and finally settles down. I give him a gentle belly rub. He has big, dark eyes and a worried face. He’s not quite a puppy, but I think he’s still young. And he really is wafer-thin … That’s it! That’s what I will call him. Wafer.

Meanwhile, Macy is getting totally on board with the whole Wafer thing. She is sitting on the floor, felt-tip pens spilled out everywhere, drawing lots and lots of pictures of him, surrounded by hearts and flowers. She has a habit of giving a running commentary on everything she’s doing.

‘First a little bit of yellow, then a little bit of pink …’

She also has three imaginary friends – Vera, Chuck and Dave – and chats away to them constantly. As if it wasn’t crowded enough in here already.
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With much exasperated huffing and puffing, Mum goes out and comes back with a packet of dog food, chicken with spring vegetables.

‘This is the SMALLEST size I could find,’ she says firmly to Wafer when we’re all having our tea, ‘because you’re not staying.’ His bowl is empty again in seconds. I secretly slip him half a sausage roll under the table.
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Before bedtime I stay up until after Macy has gone to sleep, Wafer snuggled up close to me on the sofa. I borrow Mum’s laptop to browse different dog breeds. Lurcher … greyhound … terrier … whippet, maybe? Whippets are small, quick and alert, I read, and tend to be a little shy and nervous at first. I look at the photo, and at Wafer’s long, slender snout and short, smooth coat. Yes, that’s it. He’s definitely a whippet.
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Then I creep into our room, bringing Wafer with me, and treading – the AGONY – on a piece of Lego. With only a silent ouch, I get into my bed, and Wafer gets into his.

I watch him snuffle and fidget until he finally falls asleep.

Who are you, Wafer, and where do you come from?

I can’t turn on the light in case it wakes up Macy. Instead, I reach for an old shoebox I keep under the bed. I take out my torch, my extra-special notebook and a double-ended pencil – one end blue, the other red.
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There’s something else you need to know about me. I’m an ace reporter, brilliant at investigating stories and uncovering secrets. Together with my best friends, we run a newspaper called THE NEWSHOUND. So, if there’s anybody who can get to the bottom of this mystery, it’s us.
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‘Get a move on, folks,’ says Mum. ‘We’re going to be late – AS USUAL.’

I finish my cereal and give Wafer the last few morsels of food from the packet, which he hoovers up appreciatively. I think he might like some fresh air too. There’s a roof garden at the back of our flat – well, ‘garden’ is a bit of an exaggeration: there’s an upturned flowerpot to sit on, a washing line and a generator that makes a never-ending buzzing noise like a massive bee. But I love being out here, looking across the rooftops and the railway towards the park in the distance. And it’s perfect for Wafer – with the window propped open, he can come and go as much as he likes.

Mum might be saying something about sending Wafer away today, but she has a piece of toast clamped between her teeth – brushing Macy’s hair with one hand and wiping toothpaste off her sweatshirt with the other – so I definitely can’t hear her.
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I give Wafer a bowl of water and one last scratch behind the ear, then I shove my notebook in my pocket, grab my backpack and it’s time to go.

We shout goodbye to Wes, but he has his headphones on and doesn’t answer. Then me, Mum and Macy hurtle down four flights of stairs and out of the front door. Mum rushes on ahead to drop Macy off at school before going to work at
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