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Chapter One

Gangland

“Don’t be long, there might be a rush of customers,” Dad called.

Lewis was lugging the rubbish-bag to the back yard.

“And there might be aliens landing on the beach later tonight” Lewis muttered.

Their fish and chip shop had been open for three hours but hardly anyone had been in.

Dad was always waiting for a rush of customers in the shop. Always waiting – and always hoping.

Lewis walked over to the bins beside the high wooden gate. The gate was rotting. Some of the planks had broken and split. From further away, Lewis could hear waves crashing onto the beach. He had heard that sound all his life.

Just then, he heard footsteps in the alley behind the wooden gate.

“Hey loser, think that dog can beat mine?” said a rough voice.

“Just give him a chance,” said a second voice. “He’ll tear your dog’s throat out!”
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“Your dog couldn’t beat mine. It’s as weak as a kitten,” said the first voice.

“You’ll be sorry later, mate. You’ll wish you hadn’t said that.”

“Not as sorry as you’ll be,” said the first voice.

Lewis stayed quiet. He could guess who was speaking. It was the older kids from the gangs. The gangs often hung out on the beach. Lewis and his dad hated them.

Dad hated the way they messed up the beach. They got drunk and left rubbish everywhere. Lewis hated how they treated their dogs: making them fight each other for fun. The dogs were bred for fighting and were very tough. The gangs treated them badly to wind them up. To make them dangerous.

“See you tomorrow.” The first voice sounded angry. Threatening.

Lewis waited in the dark yard. There were old flower pots scattered about. Apart from the pots, and the bins, there was nothing there.

Lewis stood still. There was no sound from the ally.

They must have gone.

He dropped the rubbish into the bin. Just then, he heard a scuffling noise.

Someone was hiding behind the bins.


Chapter Two

Waiting Game

“Who’s there?” Lewis called.

The scuffling stopped.

Lewis wished he hadn’t left his mobile inside the chip shop. He could have called the police.

He had been texting Rachel White. She was the most popular girl in his year at school. She’d messaged him about a party, but he couldn’t go.

Dad needed him to work weekends in the summer holidays.

The scuffling started again.

“What do you want?” called Lewis, but there was no reply. The door of the chip shop was about ten steps away. He might have time to get inside and hit the alarm but then the police would come. A police car parked outside would be bad for business. It was no good. Lewis couldn’t run away.

“OK then,” he said softly. “If you won’t come to me, then I’m coming for you.”

He grabbed the nearest bin and wobbled it. A flowerpot tipped over with a clatter.

There was a yelp. Something small and brown sat hunched behind the bin.

“Hey!” The panic left Lewis. “You’re a dog.”

The dog’s eyes bulged with fear. Lewis crouched level with it and held out his hand.

“Sniff me. You won’t smell any danger,” said Lewis.

He’d never had a dog. He’d never been allowed any pets. They lived in a tiny flat and Dad was always worried about germs getting into the fish and chip shop.

But Lewis knew you had to talk softly to a dog.

He knew you had to let animals catch your scent.

He kept his hand stretched out. The dog raised her head and sniffed.

Lewis didn’t know much about dog-breeds. This dog looked a bit like the sort the gangs used for fighting, but she was smaller. Sweeter.
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“Good dog. Come on, I won’t hurt you,” said Lewis.

The dog wagged her tail slowly. Lewis could see scabs and scars on her body.

Perhaps this wasn’t a fighting dog, but some other dogs must have had a go at her.

She was probably a stray.

Maybe the gangs had made their dogs attack her. Lewis stroked her. He could feel her ribs.

“You’re starving, aren’t you? Hang on,” he said.

He stood up and lifted the bin lid. Inside, was some soggy fish.

He crouched back down and he held a piece out.

The dog took it gently. First one piece, then another, and then another.

She looked at Lewis with dark, trusting eyes. Lewis scratched her neck and she rested against him.

Dad appeared in the back doorframe. “What on earth are you doing…?”

“Dad – I…”

Dad came striding out. “Why are you hiding by those bins?”

“Look at this little dog, Dad. I think she’s been in a scrap, but she’s really friendly. Just a bit scared. Could we…?”

Lewis’s voice trailed away as his dad saw the dog for the first time.

“A dirty stray bringing in all sorts of diseases. Are you trying to poison our customers?” shouted Dad. He picked up one of the flower pots and threw it. It missed the dog, and smashed into pieces.

“Get lost, vermin. Don’t bring your filthy fleas round here,” Dad yelled again, waving his fist.

The dog didn’t wait for Dad to have a second try at pot-throwing.

With a yelp, she scrambled through the gap in the gate and was gone.


Chapter Three

The Lie

Lewis got up early next morning. Dad was still asleep. He always slept late on Sundays.

Last night, there had been an ugly row about what Dad did to the dog.

Lewis knew that Dad would not talk to him for ages now. It was always like that after a row, and last night was the worst they had ever had.

The weather was warm already. Later, it would get really hot.

Lewis walked across the road and down the steps to the beach. He pushed his hands into his jacket pockets.

He wondered where the dog would be now. Perhaps Dad had scared her so much that she was still running.

Lewis walked past the pier, which stretched out over the sea. Waves lapped and slapped against its wooden posts. Then he walked up more steps that led to the coast path.

He decided he’d head on to the park. Perhaps he’d find the dog there. He could at least try and find someone who would look after her.

Five minutes later he reached the park.

“Hey, Lewis! Hi.”

Lewis looked round. Rachel was walking towards him.

Her black and white dog jumped round her.

“Hi.” Lewis stuck his hands even more deeply into his pockets.

He was always thinking about Rachel. He dreamed of asking her if she’d like to see a film, or go bowling. But whenever he saw her, he couldn’t get his words out properly.

“What are you doing out so early?” asked Rachel. She pushed her gold-brown hair behind her ears. “Me and Patch usually have this park to ourselves this time of day.”
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Lewis wasn’t sure what to tell her. Rachel’s life was so different to his.

She lived in one of the posh houses on the edge of town. Her Mum had an important job in the city. Her Dad owned the local newspaper.

And they had a dog that they all adored.

How could he tell her about his row with Dad?

“I just needed some fresh air,” Lewis mumbled at last. “The stink of fish and chips gets to me sometimes. It’s always in our flat, even when we’re not frying downstairs in the shop.”

As soon as he’d said it, he knew it was the wrong thing to say.

No girl was going to go for someone whose home stunk of fish.

Patch ran over and licked Lewis’s fingers.

“Stop it, Patch,” Rachel giggled. “He’s a bit over-friendly sometimes. But it means he likes you!” She smiled.

Lewis began to smile back and then remembered he hadn’t cleaned his teeth yet. Gross! He put his hand over his mouth.

He was making an idiot of himself.

“Have you got any pets?” Rachel was still smiling.

“Yep. I’ve got a dog too.” Lewis didn’t know what made him say it. He just wanted her to think they had something in common.

“Have you?” Rachel’s smile widened. “Is it with you now?”

“She ran away, just last night.” Lewis was trying his best not to mumble. “That’s why I’m out here this early. I’m trying to find her.”

“Oh no – I’d be in a real state if Patch went missing. What’s her name?”

Lewis hesitated. He remembered how the dog had been huddled behind the rubbish bin. He remembered the scabs and scars on her body. He remembered thinking she’d been in a scrap. “She’s called Scrap,” Lewis said suddenly. Somehow, giving the dog a name made his story seem more real. It made it feel as though Scrap really were his.

“Shall I help you look for her?” said Rachel.

Lewis hesitated. If he agreed to let her help, he’d have the whole morning with her. But then they’d be looking for a dog he didn’t own.

A dog that wouldn’t come to the name Scrap, even if they found her. “It’s OK,” he shrugged. “Scrap’s a bit shy. I’ll look for her by myself.”

He walked away, knowing he’d been rude. And also knowing that, when she found out he had lied, she would never talk to him again.


Chapter Four

New Boy in Town

Lewis stood on the beach. The waves sparkled in the warm sunlight. There was a man and a small boy down by the water. The boy was collecting shells in a bucket.
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Lewis remembered doing that with Dad. They used to collect shells and stones and old glass that the sea had worn smooth. The glass was the best thing to find. It looked like jewels in the sunlight. Lewis used to call it his ‘pirate treasure’. He still had some of it in his bedroom drawer.

Summers were great then. The chip shop was always busy and Dad was always happy. As Lewis got older, Dad let him help out in the shop. He’d been proud to do it.

Then, the chip shop stopped making money. Now, helping Dad felt more like being a slave than a son.

“Hi Lewis, are you still looking for poor Scrap?” Rachel called, as she walked up behind him. She was with a boy Lewis hadn’t seen before.

“Um – yep. I’ve looked everywhere, but no luck.”

Lewis hated all this lying. He wished he could run down into the sea and swim away from everyone. He would vanish and never be seen again.

Rachel turned to the boy. “Lewis has lost his dog.”

“That’s bad news,” said the boy.

“This is Matt. He’s moved into the house up the road from mine,” Rachel smiled at Matt and Matt grinned back at her.
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